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ANY PORT IN A STORM is a popular saying among sailors. But the day we pulled into Sunset Landing was as calm and serene a day as you’ll ever find on the high seas. There wasn’t a storm in sight. Literal or metaphorical. We’d planned to be there. And there we were, a day early in fact.

We’d been sailing from the coast of North Carolina down the eastern seaboard toward those beautiful little islands you know and love as the Florida Keys. It was about a five day journey with various stops along the way and eventually, we were to end up in a secret little spot on an unnamed key called Sunset Landing.

Don’t bother looking for it either. You won’t find it on any map. That’s the whole point. Only people who know the right kind of people will ever be able to get the coordinate. It’s passed on by word of mouth and it’s a well-guarded secret in the circles that my wife and I travel in.

What kind of circles are those you might ask?

Well, I’ll get to that soon enough. But I figure I ought to start with a little introduction first, don’t you?

My name is Davie Collins and my wife Donna and I have been married for about fifteen years now. We got married young, in our early twenties in fact, and if you do the math, well…I suppose you can guess pretty easily about what age we are.

The first ten or so years of our marriage were what you would probably think of as typical. We bought a house. Couple of kids. Worked. Saved for retirement. Remodeled our home. And so on and so forth.

For a certain kind of person that’s all fine and dandy. For a certain kind of person, not only is it fine and dandy, but it’s darn near perfect. Idyllic in every sense of the word.

But for another kind of person (the kind of person that Donna and I both just so happen to be), it can slowly drive you mad. You start to lose sight of yourself. Of what you’re doing on this rock. What your purpose is and you start to wonder…

What the fuck am I doing all this for?

Now, the kind of inner conflict those thoughts can induce can give rise to some pretty ugly behavior that manifests itself in all kinds of messy ways.

Overspending. Midlife crises. Affairs. Tattoos. And so on and so forth as they say.

I think you get the idea.

But for Donna and I…well, let’s just say we took a different route.

A healthier one.

Well, at least we think so anyway.

Alright, alright. I’ll stop beating around the bush.

Me and Donna are swingers.

Yep. That’s right. I’m sure some of you already guessed that but for those that didn’t, welcome to the show.

We kind of stumbled into to tell you the truth. Totally by accident.

Although, when I look back now, it doesn’t really seem that way.

Seems more like fate given where we were in our marriage and our personal lives.

We were living in D.C. at the time and I was working way too many hours. The money was great, but I didn’t have a personal life.

Anyway, it was our anniversary.

We went out for a fancy dinner, then drinks after. Donna got it in her head that she wanted to go to a club to go dancing. Wasn’t really my thing but I agreed and we went.

One thing eventually led to another and she ended up dancing with another guy. It was just harmless fun. I wasn’t exactly the jealous type or anything like that. I could handle it.

But watching her bump and grind with this guy, well it awakened something in me. It turned me on to see her like that.

It made me jealous and angry and horny and scared and lustful.

It made me value what I had with her in some weird way too.

It was one potent cocktail.

So, later that night when we got home, I told her how it had made me feel.

That night, we had the best sex of our lives as we role played this little fantasy. We talked about what it would have been like if she’d gone home with that guy and let him have his way with her.

The sex was so good we would often bring it up whenever we were making love. It turned us both on so much.

That led to us eventually trying one of the D.C. areas (surprisingly) many swingers clubs and after many failed attempts, we finally found a partner we were both comfortable enough to play with.

So, that was how I came to enjoy watching Donna sleep with other men. I suppose swinger isn’t exactly the right word.

Donna is a hotwife. I think that’s the more precise definition.

And I’m what they call a stag.

Not a cuckold.

I don’t get off on the humiliation of it.

Not that there’s anything wrong with that, just not my thing.

Of course, Donna is a generous woman and so over the years, I’ve played with some other women with her consent here and there when we find a couple we both enjoy.

But you want to hear something you’re not gonna believe?

It doesn’t really do much for me. I don’t find it all that thrilling to be with other women. I love Donna.

She’s more than enough for me.

The real thrill for me, strange as it may sound, is encouraging Donna to take other lovers. Watching her with other men is my drug of choice you could say.

And I’m totally hooked.

In the last five years, well…I’ve lost count how many other men she’s slept with. If I had to guess, I would say the number is easily into the dozens.

And that might be a conservative estimate.

This trip we were on was one we’d been wanting to take for a very, very long time. We’d heard about Sunset Landing through friends of ours in the lifestyle and finally, after many attempts had been granted an invitation.

No one really knew who ran the place or kept it maintained but word was some eccentric billionaire with a secret fortune had taken to the island and used it as his own personal playground. Then at some point decided to invite others who shared in his tastes for exhibitionism and voyeurism.

But it didn’t really matter. We had gotten the invite and now we were there.

And we were only there to see one person: Ezra Ellington. Donna’s favorite lover. She often referred to him as her “boyfriend” because they’d had each other so many times and kept in touch.

Some people like to laugh about the idea of someone’s wife having a boyfriend. But me? Well, if you’d ever gotten the chance to watch Donna go for a ride on another, more well-endowed man as he reached places inside her you never could…well, perhaps you might not think it was so funny. Maybe it would turn you on. Maybe you might even call it true love.

Who knows?

Different strokes and all that, right?

Anyway, when we pulled into Sunset Landing it was a cloudless day in the Florida Keys, the sun was high in the sky, and our thirty-foot sailboat was gliding like a dream over calm, clear waters.

We pulled into port and dropped anchor. My wind-swept hair felt light and dry in the ocean breeze as I called below deck to let Donna know we’d finally arrived.

She tip-toed up the four wooden plank-steps in a cobalt blue bikini and wayfarer sunglasses. I watched the creases of her hips as she walked toward me. Perfectly accentuated by her blue bikini bottoms.

“Oh my god, it’s beautiful,” she said, looking around at the white sand, palm trees, and clear blue water.

There were tiny villas and bungalows dotted up and down the shoreline. Other couples frolicked half-naked in the midday sun. Tropical drinks seemed to be flowing from somewhere and everyone had a smile on their face.

“Yes, you are, baby,” I said, wrapping an arm around her waist and pulling her in for a kiss.

“Mmm, naughty boy,” she said and pushed me away. “Why don’t we get settled first?”

I bit her bottom lip as I pulled away.

“I can try, but no promises,” I said with a wry smile. I gave her ass a firm, open-palm smack as she scampered away and back below deck to gather her things.

I turned back around to take in the scene.

“This is gonna be fun,” I said to no one in particular.
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OUR VILLA WAS beautiful. It was a small but spacious, modern hut on the edge of the sand that looked out across an endless sea of clear, blue water. There was a king-sized bed in the middle of the room with more pillows than we could ever need, a luxurious bathroom with a waterfall shower and jacuzzi, a small kitchenette with a table and chairs, and a hot tub on the deck facing out at the ocean.

Not bad for a quick one night stay. And we didn’t plan on doing much, if any sleeping if you catch my drift.

“This place is amazing,” Donna said as we took in our accommodations.

“Drink?” I offered.

The room also came with a fully stocked wet bar and plenty of supplies for making some delicious margaritas.

“I thought you’d never ask,” she said with a wry smile.

As I got to work at the bar station, I watched Donna reach around her back and untie her bikini top. The cobalt blue piece of cloth fluttered to the ground and landed on her feet.

“Ahh,” she said, stretching her arms over her head, “much better.”

My cock twitched a little as I stared at her ample breasts. Still perky and firm and totally natural. When she took off her bra (or bikini top) everything stayed right where it was. No sagging to be seen. No support needed.

“Have you heard from your boyfriend yet?” I asked, shaking the mixer bottle enthusiastically.

Donna smiled at me.

“Yep, I just texted him. He’s inland a bit at the main house but he’s on his way here.”

“Excellent,” I said and started pouring us each a drink.

“God, I can’t wait to have him inside me again! It’s been so long,” she said. Her hands crept up to her breasts and rested on top of them as she drew in a sharp breath. She pinched her nipples a little and licked her lips.

The drinks were finally ready.

“Why don’t we head out onto the deck and enjoy these while we wait?”

“Mmm,” she said, moaning softly. “Fine, but only if you take off those trunks. I wanna see that cock.”

She blew me a kiss and pranced out onto the deck.

I dropped my trunks in less than a second.

With a drink in hand and my half-hard pole swinging between my legs, I went out to join her on the deck.

The beach was still dotted with half-nude couples frolicking in the sun. Some of them were even having sex in full view of the general public. If you looked up and down the row of villas, you may have seen not one, but two hot tub orgies either getting ready to take place or well under way.

It was intoxicating and thrilling for people like me and Donna to be in such an environment.

And we would waste no time joining in on the shenanigans at Sunset Landing.

I took a seat next to her and handed her a margarita.

“Thank you Davie,” she said. We clinked glasses and drank.

The ocean breeze and salty air felt nice on my package as it soaked in the mid-day rays from the sun.

I took another pull from my drink and then sat back, relaxed, and closed my eyes.

For a few moments, all was quiet. I simply sat there and enjoyed the sound of the calm, almost non-existent waves lapping at the white sand and the occasional rustle of palm fronds overhead.

Then I felt Donna’s hand on my shaft.

“Wake up sleepy head,” she whispered.

I sat up in my chair and opened my eyes.

“Oh don’t worry baby, I was only resting my eyes,” I said.

She frowned.

“I wasn’t talking about you, I was talking about little Davie here,” she said as she started caressing me up and down, causing a sudden rush of blood to flow down to my lap.

I took a deep breath.

“I want to play with little Davie until big Ezra gets here,” she said with a teasing smile.

It didn’t take long before I was fully hard in her hand.

“Oh Donna,” I whispered.

“You like it when I talk like that, don’t you?”

I swallowed hard and took another sip of my drink.

“Oh you know I do, baby…why don’t you tell me what else you’re gonna do when big Ezra gets here.”

She squeezed me a little harder and let out a soft moan as she tilted her head back and closed her eyes.

“I’m gonna let him have his way with me…” she said. “Right in front of you too. I want you to watch everything.”

“What are you gonna do first?”

“Mmm, I think I wanna be a good little slut for him - a good girlfriend - and I think I wanna get down on my knees and worship his big, black cock a little. Just admire it. Maybe lick it and smell it. Oh baby, he always smells so good down there…then I wanna take it in my hand and stroke it a little…”

I was throbbing and pulsing in her hand, hanging on every word.

“Then, I wanna put it in my wet, little mouth and suck it. Slow at first. I need to get used to how big he is again. It’s been so long, you know? But once my mouth is good and stretched, I want him to ram it down my throat until I gag…mmm. I love when he does that to me. Don’t you?”

I gritted my teeth and nodded.

“After I’ve sucked him for a little while and gotten him nice and hard, I wanna wrap these big, juicy titties around his dark shaft,” she whispered, putting the forearm of her free hand underneath them like a shelf and lifting them up toward me. They looked good enough to eat. So I bent over and began to lick and suck on them as she talked to me.

“Mmm, Davie. You wanna see that big, black cock between your wife’s big titties, don’t you? That drives you wild doesn’t it?”

“Mmmhmm,” I said, my voice muffled by the mouthful of boob flesh I was currently chewing on.

“Oh, but I don’t think I’ll be able to do that very long. See, looking down at his big, fat cock poking up between my tits is gonna drive me wild with lust, Davie. Why don’t you feel how wet I am right now just talking about it?”

I reached a hand down between her legs and felt her slick wetness on my hand.

She was drenched.

I tickled her clit and she let out a soft moan. Then I slipped a finger inside. First one. Then two.

Donna arched her back in the chair at my touch and squeezed my shaft a little harder as she stroked it faster.

A few passerby on the beach had stopped to watch us from a respectful distance. Not that we would have minded if they came a little closer.

Me and Donna didn’t mind an audience.

Knowing we were being watched sent me into overdrive thought and it became hard to control my breathing and thus my orgasm.

That’s the secret, you know?

If you can control your breath, you can last forever. If you can't, well…

“Ohhh Davie, look at all that cum,” Donna said as my shaft began to pulse and the tip of my cock started spewing globs of sticky white goo into the air and all over Donna’s hand.

“Uhhhnnnn,” I grunted as my orgasm washed over me and I reveled in its intense and lewd pleasure.

“Oh that’s so much cum, Davie. I love itttt.”

“Fuck that felt so good,” I said, taking in a deep breath as I began to come down from the high of my arousal and the climax of my orgasm.

Donna was still holding my cock in her cum-covered hand.

My fingers were still inside her.

“I see you’ve gotten the fun started without me,” said a voice from the beach.

It was Ezra.

He was wearing short swim trunks and a button-down cabana shirt. Neither of which did anything to hide his hulking, massive frame. He was smiling ear to ear beneath the mirrors of his aviator sunglasses as he approached us.

Donna squealed with delight when she saw him walking up the beach toward us.

She quickly and greedily lapped up every drop of my spunk on her hand until it was gone.

Then she got up and rushed down to greet him.

She leapt into his arms and I watched as he wrapped her up in a great bear hug as she flung her legs up and around his waist and began to kiss him.

My cock was already getting hard again.
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WE DIDN’T NEED to rush. But we also didn’t have all the time in the world. Donna and I were only able to stay in Sunset Landing for a single night and then we’d have to move on come morning.

So, we didn’t waste too much time.

I made another round of margaritas for us and the three of us shared a drink on the deck and looked out at the waves. It was the sexual calm before the storm if you will.

It had a been a while since we’d seen Ezra and it was nice to catch up. You might think it sounds strange, but I consider him a very close friend and someone I rather admire. Outside of him being my wife’s “boyfriend,” we get along extremely well. I like to think that absent this strange little dynamic, had we met another way, he and I would have become fast friends naturally and our own.

But, as it is, this is what we’ve got and so there we were.

“God, I’m so horny,” Donna said finally as she finished the last few drops of her margarita.

Ezra finished the last of his as well and then smiled.

“Well, what are you horny for?”

“Mmm,” she said, pressing her trembling body up against his so that her ass was planted on his crotch. She looked up at him and wrapped her arm around his neck and kissed him.

“I’m horny for some big, black cock…” she whispered. “Can you help me with that?”

I continued sipping my margarita as I watched them ramp up the foreplay.

“Oh, you know I can, Donna,” Ezra said and began kissing her back, open mouth with lots of tongue.

After I’d blown my load, the people who had been watching us had dispersed, but now we were attracting a new set of onlookers and it was a much larger crowd.

I didn’t necessarily mind, but when I wasn’t involved it felt a little weird to be a watcher in a crowd. The voyeurism part for me was a little….well, I guess you could say sacred. Special. Something I liked to enjoy alone. Donna was mine. People could watch me with her. No problem.

But people watching her with another man? That was a little out of my comfort zone.

I cleared my throat.

“Why don’t we take this party inside?”

They broke off their kiss and Donna looked at me. She knew. She understood without me ever having to say it.

She took Ezra by the hand and led him inside. I followed and shut the curtains behind us.

Show was over for the beach crowd. But for me, it was only just beginning.

…

DONNA’S BODY WAS ON FIRE as Ezra gripped her waist and kissed her at the foot of the bed. I eagerly took my usual seat in the corner of the room, facing the hot action.

She had to stand on her tippy toes as he crouched down to be able to kiss his dark lips. The sight of them together never got old for me. The rush was almost indescribable. Seeing her milky white skin, toasted from days in the tropical sun, up against his dark ebony torso was quite nearly the sexiest thing I could imagine.

I realize that watching my wife kiss another man with such passion and raw lust and enjoying it is no common thing. But I also understand that I am simply an uncommon man.

And Donna was the rarest of women.

She could love me with all her heart, soul, and body and still give pieces of herself to other lovers as she (or more accurately, as we) saw fit. And Ezra was one of those such lovers.

He held her tiny frame tenderly in his arms and kissed her in much the same way. They started slow at first, rediscovering one another after some time apart.

But soon, it was full-on open mouth, lots of tongue. It was wet. Smacking. Harsh.

My cock was filling blood as I watched but I didn’t want to touch it. Not just yet.

Donna began to unbutton his cabana shirt as she started kissing his neck with small, wet pecks. She ran her hand over his pecs and down his rippled six-pack (more like eight or ten pack) abs.

“My god,” she whispered. “So hard. Even harder than I remembered. Have you been working out?”

Ezra smiled.

“Like a beast,” he said, “and that’s not the only thing that’s rock hard right now.”

He tilted his head down toward his crotch. Donna’s eyes followed his gaze.

She gasped.

“God, I’ve missed that,” she said, marveling at his bulge.

The tented part of his pants looked like it was nearly a foot long, protruding from his pelvis and poking Donna in the tummy.

“I think we should take these off,” she said, reaching her hands into the waistband of his trunks and pulling them down.

His big, black cock sprung out with an audible flop.

“Mmm, much better,” Donna said, giggling with nervous excitement.

For the first time since Ezra had arrived on the scene, Donna looked at me.

She made sure to lock eyes with me. It was one of our favorite things about doing this. The connection we felt in those moments…well, that is impossible to describe.

I held her gaze as she blew me a kiss and then reached down and wrapped the tiny fingers of her petite left hand around his dark shaft. Her fire-engine red finger nails looked perfect against the rich ebony of his schlong and her wedding ring danced and sparkled in the afternoon sunlight that was now cutting through the windows.

Another thing I never tired of: seeing her wedding ring dance up and down on another man’s cock. God, that drove me insane with a super-charged, jealous lust and made my cock as hard as Siberian steel in a winter snow storm.

As she stroked him, I finally gave in and grabbed my own hard shaft.

“Mmm, you missed this just as much as I did, huh baby?” Donna asked me as she looked back over her shoulder.

I nodded.

“Should I suck it now?”

I nodded it again.

In a flash, Donna dropped to her knees and opened her mouth wide as she reached up and grabbed Ezra’s hips for balance.

She looked up as his giant, fat cock loomed over her head. Base to shaft it was longer than her head from chin to hairline. She allowed it to drape down the center of her face as she flicked her tongue out to lick his balls. Once again, she looked over at me to make sure I was watching.

And of course, I was. Intently.

She moved her tongue from his sack up to the base of his shaft and down along the underside until she reached the bulbous head and she gave the tip a small, gentle kiss with red pursed lips, plump and glistening.

Donna paused there for a moment and looked up at Ezra.

“Mmm, love it when you look at me with those eyes, Donna,” he said, bending slightly at the knees as he said it.

She kept right on looking at him with those fiery eyes of hers as she finally opened her mouth and took his manhood inside.

It was slow at first, maybe the first half inch of his head or so. She wrapped her greedy lips around the dark purple skin which gave way to a rich ebony shaft. I could hear the saliva in her mouth. The wetness.

And also the lust and longing that were present in those sounds.

She pressed her head closer to his pelvis as her mouth stretched ever more and moved down his shaft.

Ezra locked his arms behind his back and tilted his head up at the ceiling and closed his eyes.

“God, that feels amazing.”

Donna was still looking up at him and smiled with satisfaction as she watched his reaction to her mouth. She loved being a good, little slut for her lovers and bulls and boyfriends.

And of course, for me. She loved doing it for me more than for anyone else.

She began to work herself up into a measured frenzy as she began sucking him off with greater speed. Her left hand once again grabbed his shaft and wrapped its tiny white fingers around his darkness and stroked him as her mouth attempted to suck him dry of seemingly everything in his hard body.

I gulped hard and swallowed. Took a deep breath. Then another.

As I said, it was all about breath control. By this point, I liked to think I was pretty good at it.

I slowed down the speed of my own hand on my shaft and simply gave my plumpness a hard squeeze just below the head. An old trick if you ever need to calm yourself down in situations like this.

For a while, I just watched Donna on her knees there before me as she licked and sucked Ezra’s cock like a complete and total slut.

After a while, she pulled her mouth off with an audible, wet pop and stood up.

Her head barely reached Ezra’s pecs; she was so tiny compared to him. In reality, she didn’t need to get on her knees to suck his cock, she could simply bend slightly at the waist and just go for it.

She kissed his giant pecs as she stroked his cock and writhed her body in raucous anticipation of getting dicked down by him with deep, long strokes.

Stroked I was simply incapable of when it came right down to it.

That’s what this was all about: giving Donna something I never could.

“I’m so ready to get fucked,” she whispered. “Are you ready?”

It was a question for both me and Ezra and of course, the answer was nothing but a resounding yes.
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EZRA LAID MY WIFE down on the bed so that her legs were dangling off the end of it as they spread open, ready to accept him. She reached up toward the head board, stretching her arms up over her head.

I stood up and pulled my chair carefully across the floor so that I could be closer to the action. As I got there and retook my seat, I was just in time to see Ezra pounding and slapping his big slab of dark meat against the tanned skin of my wife’s tummy.

It reached up and well past her belly button.

“Oh Ezra,” she purred, closing her eyes and relishing in the feeling of its heft against the outside of her womb.

She began to grab fistfuls of sheets in anticipation of the feeling that was to come. What she always described to me as her favorite part whenever she was with a larger man.

That feeling of having her breath sucked out of her. The pleasure mixed with just the right amount of pain as her sex stretched to the point where it seemed like it might just rip in two, but didn’t and instead stretched wider as the enormous, girthy pole slid ever deeper still.

I could tell she was ready for it. I could see the slicks of glistening wetness between her thighs as they ran down her legs and stained the sheets beneath her.

“Oh Ezra,” she cooed again as he teased her clit with the tip of his cock. “Give it to me, baby. Shove that big, black cock inside me while my husband watches.”

She squeezed her tits together as she said this and looked right at me. She winked and blew me a kiss.

I gripped my cock and stroked slowly as we continued to connect on a deeper level than few people ever dared to go.

“You sure you’re ready?” Ezra asked with a smile. In truth, he was asking both of us. And of course, we both were.

Donna bit her lip and smiled, nodding.

I gave a single, slight nod of my head as well even though no one was watching me at that moment.

“Alright, relax for me, that’s it. Good girl,” Ezra said as he stopped teasing her clit and got ready to pierce her peach.

He pressed the head of his cock gently against her lips and they gave no resistance as he slid the first inch of himself inside her.

“Mmm, so wet,” he groaned.

“You do that to m –”

But her words were cut short as she shoved further into her sex. With one sharp thrust, he was nearly halfway inside her and I could tell, she was feeling it. That feeling. Her favorite part.

I watched her eyes go wide as she sucked in the deepest breath she could. I could tell she almost wanted to fight it, to push back against him, to tell him to stop.

Almost being the key word there. Because she didn’t. She liked being taken right to that edge. Where it was all almost too much to bear.

Her back arched as her hips pushed forward for a split second as if to fight back against him, but just as quickly her whole body went slack as he continued to push past the halfway point and bottomed out inside her.

Suddenly, her breath returned and so did her voice as she began to wail and moan as Ezra began his rut inside her.

“Oh my godddddddd,” she moaned. “Oh my godddddddd.”

“That feel good, baby?” Ezra asked as he planted two fists on the bed, one on either side of her head, and loomed over her trembling body as he thrust back and got ready to plunge her depths once again.

“Godddd, I’ve missed your cock so much,” she said with a level of truth and sincerity that is hard to describe. It cut me like a knife. Drawing fresh emotional blood. But my libido was like a shark in that once that fresh blood was drawn, a frenzy ensued.

My lust for Donna kicked into overdrive as I began to stroke harder. I stood up and walked over to the bed so that I could be as close as possible to the action.

Ezra was pounding her out now with deep, long strokes causing her to place a knuckle in her mouth and bite down as she moaned and wailed. Her eyes were slits, rolled back, so that only the whites were showing. It was almost demonic, yet there was an undeniable sexiness in that dark realization. She was lost in another world. One I would never fully understand and yet always yearned to watch her travel into it and get lost, at least for a time, before she returned to me somehow changed in some fundamental yet incomprehensible way.

“Ohhhhhhhh my goddddddddd, fuck me! HARDER!” she yelled. And Ezra obliged.

Her body began to shake, writhe, tremble, quiver…all of it. Once more she drew in a sharp breath before letting out an earth-shattering scream of pleasure that was probably heard up and down the coast line and maybe even on some of the neighboring keys.

I’d never seen or heard her do anything like that before. It was something truly, special and remarkable.

When she finally came down from the crest of the wave of her incredible high, she opened her eyes and looked at me.

She smiled as Ezra continued to dick her down on the bed.

“Let me suck your cock a little,” she said.

This was uncommon, but sometimes, I did join in the fun. So I stepped up to the bed as she opened her mouth to receive me and I stuck my rock hard prick in her wet mouth.

Donna wrapped her red lips tightly around my shaft and sucked as Ezra brought her to the edge of another orgasm rather quickly.

I like to think that me putting my cock in her mouth is what helped her get back to that place so quickly. The thrill of having not one, but two cocks inside her at the same time. I like to think that, but of course, one can never be sure.

I gazed down her navel and watched her stomach flutter up and down with each thrust of his dark shaft inside her. Her white cream was coating him in a thick, sticky layer of goo. I’d never seen her cream so much.

“So creamy,” I whispered and leaned down to fondle her tits.

Soon, she was cumming again. Loud and hard, just like before.

After she came back down to baseline, she got up on her knees and ordered Ezra down on the bed.

“I want to ride you,” she whispered. “Then I want you to cum deep, deep inside this married pussy.”

Gulp.

Suddenly, it was like I wasn’t even there. I went back to my chair and sat down to watch the finale.

Ezra got down on the bed and Donna swiftly mounted him. She grinded her pussy down on his throbbing cock as he reached up and caressed her chin while they made out feverishly for a few moments before she broke it off an straightened up, placing one hand down on his left pec and using the other to reach around herself and grab his cock.

She held it for a moment before guiding it back inside her once again. I watched her back muscles tighten and then relax as she felt that same  feeling (to a lesser extent now that she was warmed up).

Donna then placed her other hand on his right pec for balance and began to ride him like a slut. Her plump ass bounced up and down as his big, black cock split her wide open.

I had the best view in the world.

“Fuck, that’s it baby. Fuck me,” she whispered, tilting her head up to the ceiling.

“Mmm, that’s so good,” Ezra said, “ride my cock until you cum. Cum all over my big, black dick. Come on, right in front of your husband. That’s it, good girl.”

Donna’s head lulled back and there she went. A third, roaring orgasm ripped through her.

I could tell Ezra was about to reach climax too. I could see his balls tightening beneath her plump cheeks as she rode him like a wild woman.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he grunted.

“Do it! Yes, fill me up!” Donna cried.

Soon his legs were tensing up as his shaft began to pump and throb and pulse inside her. It was happening. He was unleashing his own white cream inside my wife and I was watching it happen.

I almost came too but managed to hold it for another thirty seconds or so, which is all I would need.

“Oh yessssss,” Donna whimpered. “It’s soooo warm. Mmmm.”

She rolled off of him just as I was standing up and racing toward her, cock in hand.

She looked up just in time to see me coming, literally walking toward her and then also literally cumming on her.

I stood over her body and jerked my seed onto her slutty face just as she figured out what was happening. She giggled with delight.

“Oh yes, baby. That’s it! Cover me, cover my face with cum….mmmm, oh Davie!”

She was opening her mouth as I splashed her face with jizz, trying to lap as much of it up with her tongue as she could.

With her index finger she pushed as much as she could into her mouth and swallowed it all down.

We all stayed in place for a moment, nearly breathless and relishing the feeling of what had just happened.

“Mmmm, that was fun,” Donna said. She began playing with her pussy as Ezra went to take a shower.

Within a few minutes, I was hard again and plunging myself into her well-used pussy to enjoy my rightfully earned silky seconds.

Donna and I came together just as Ezra was shutting the water off in the bathroom.


Epilogue

EZRA HAD SOME OTHER business to attend to on the island that day and left us shortly after his shower.

Donna and I made love into the deep hours of the night before finally drifting off into a deep, blissful sleep with the door to our villa open just enough to enjoy the gentle sound of the waves and the last breeze coupled with the rustle of palm fronds as a lullaby.

When we awoke, it was nearly noon and nearly time to get on the road.

Or back on the high seas if you like.

But first, Donna treated me to the most delicious and fantastic blowjob I’d ever had.

Then we grabbed a light breakfast and made for our boat.

We bid farewell to Sunset Landing and set sail.

It was time to move on and find our next adventure.

THE END


Back in Pebble Bay

By: F. Rey Noel
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MY WIFE was on fire, and I couldn’t stop looking over at her.

A few times on our journey, I almost crashed the car. But stealing those glances as the setting sun splashed on her beautiful face as we drove over the bridge into Pebble Bay, was well worth the risk.

“Mike! Will you just keep your damn eyes on the road, please?!” she yelled one final time as I turned onto 44th street and crossed over Ocean Drive.

We were almost there.

“I'm sorry, babe. I just love the way the sun is hitting you right now. You’re glowing. Absolutely radiant. I’m helpless to resist.”

I could feel Vanessa rolling her eyes. But I also knew, that despite her best efforts, she loved the compliment.

But then I pushed a little too far.

“He’s not gonna be able to resist you either,” I said with a wry smile but I immediately regretted it as her body language changed entirely. My words did not land well.

“Mike. Stop. I already said no. It’s a crazy idea, can we just drop it? Please?

I sighed and shrugged as I made the final turn of our nearly three-hour drive.

Fine.

I pulled the car into 4434 Ocean Drive and parked in the driveway. It wasn’t quite beachfront, but it would do for a weekend getaway. Oh yes, I thought, it would do just fine.”

It was our first time away with just the two of us in a long, long time.

It was our first time in Pebble Bay in…well, nearly two decades.

We’d met there one fateful summer when we were just a couple of largely aimless twenty-somethings and managed to fall in love and stay that way all this time later.

Each of us was going into our senior year of college at our respective schools and had decided, like so many kids our age in the area we were from, to spend the summer bummin’ around at the shore.

Vanessa worked at a t-shirt shop on the boardwalk and I decided to put my many years of competitive swimming to good use and got a job as a lifeguard at the 44th street beach and spent my days soaking up rays, blowing my whistle and yelling at people to stay between the flags, and  of course, partying and chasing tail at night.

I was living the proverbial dream.

We did of course have to make the occasional rescue here and there, but it was never anything dramatic or a near miss. Most of the time, things were chill.

That is, until Vanessa whirled into my life like a category-five hurricane and never left. Storm Vanessa had blown herself out long ago, and only a quiet, serene calm remained. But the memories of that summer?

Phew. They felt like they could have been just yesterday, you know?

It’s quite a long story - the history of me and Vanessa - but suffice to say I fell in love with her long before she fell in love with me and, well…even when we were dating, I knew.

I always knew. Right from the start.

How can I put this delicately?

Vanessa was an insatiable slut.

But I mean that in the best possible way if you can believe that.

One man could never be enough for her. Until…one day, it was. And it just so happened to be me. Mike DiOrio from Woodbridge, NJ and Vanessa Rossi from Paramus.

The two of us became one.

Suddenly it was just us.

Until the end.

Until death do us part.

Funny thing was…it never bothered me. People think I’m being funny when I say that but the fact that we were dating and I was still in love with her while she ran around and fucked other guys wasn’t a big deal.

You want to know the truth?

It made me love her more.

I loved knowing that she had an insatiable thirst for dick. I loved knowing that no matter how many times I gave it to her and believe me, I gave it to her good (still do), she still needed more, and more, and more.

Unil, like I said, one day…she just didn’t.

Vaness also knew this about me.

Certainly not back then. I was too insecure to admit it out loud to anyone when I was in my twenties. Least of all the woman I loved. What would she think of me?

But as I grew - as I became a man, you might say - I became confident in who I was and what I was about.

And one day, I simply just told her.

I can’t remember exactly how the conversation started, but I know it ended with the two of us between the sheets and fucked out of our minds after we had the best sex we’d ever had.

While we made hard, passionate love, I told her how much it turned me on to think about her with other men. Of her cheating on me that summer when we were supposed to be exclusive. Of how it used to make me so hard that I either had to jack off or go looking for her so I could fuck her brains out and remind her that she may need a lot of dick, but that mine was certainly one of the dicks she needed inside her regularly.

The dirty talk seemed to awaken something inside her that day. It turned her on like nothing I’d ever seen before.

But after the high and excitement of our orgasms subsided, things got a little weird. And they’d stayed that way.

Vanessa admitted it was hot, but not something she wanted to make a regular (or even semi-regular) part of our sex life.

“I think once was enough for me,” she said, which made my heart sink (and my cock deflate).

But I was relentless. I just wasn’t buying it. I had seen what my words did to her and I couldn’t unsee it.

I especially noticed when I mentioned him. The he in question that I mentioned to Vanessa as we pulled into our beach house for the weekend. The one who was a crazy idea that I should simply just drop.

Paul Quinn.

One of Vanessa’s (many) ex-lovers from that magical summer. But while he was one of many, I’d venture to say he was inside of Vanessa more than any man. Perhaps, I thought, that even after nearly two decades of marriage, my cock was still just catching up to the amount of times Paul Quinn’s cock had pummeled my wife’s pussy.

You might think that sad or enraging, but not at all. It thrilled me to no end.

Paul Quinn was a fellow lifeguard. He worked with me at the 44th street beach but he was also a captain (or something like that) which meant he was basically my boss.

He was a few years older than us and a townie. He lived in Pebble Bay year round.

And he was the definition of an alpha. Easily over six-foot-four with a huge, hulking frame and arms that would make Thor blush. Arms that were covered from shoulder to wrist in sleeves of ink. His back was covered and nearly his entire torso, even his eight-pack of abs, was covered in tattoos.

I was in decent shape myself (though no tattoos to speak of) and being a young, handsome, well-built lifeguard got you a certain amount of attention from the ladies, no doubt about it.

But the attention Paul Quinn got?

Everyone else paled in comparison.

It got to the point that girls were showing up at lifeguard offices on 55th street to try to steal a glance at the schedule to find out when Paul was working and at what beach he’d be posting up. Usually, it was with me at 44th street and boy, did it get crowded on the days we worked together.

People were packed in like sardines on the sand those days, let me tell you.

Paull Quinn could have any girl (or woman, and trust me there were plenty of lonely, bored housewives who let Paul Quinn distract them from their boring husbands and stressful families) that he wanted.

And he did. He got around just as much if not more than Vanessa. But they also couldn’t quit each other. No matter how hard they may have tried.

I also learned from Vanessa that Paul’s muscles weren’t the only huge thing about him. I suppose I already knew that too though. I could always feel how loose her pussy was after she’d been with Paul.

Another thing that thrilled me to no end. Some people call it sloppy seconds. But that’s too derogatory for me and I don’t like the connotation.

Silk seconds. Has a much better ring to it, doesn’t it?

That’s how I liked to think of it.

Anyway, about a year ago I managed to get Vanessa to explore my fantasy with me one more time. It was my birthday and I used that to my full advantage.

She asked me what I wanted and so after a bottle of red, one night, I told her.

“I want you to tell me about the best sex you ever had…” I whispered, “with anyone but me. It can’t be me.”

She cocked her head to the side and frowned.

“Mike, I thought we talked about this. I don’t want to go down that road…”

She looked away, I could see she was conflicted.

“Come on, baby. It’s my birthday. You asked me what I wanted, so this is it. I want you to get me hard and give me a handjob while you tell me a dirty story.”

She bit her lip and folded her arms.

“Fine. But I’m going to need a little more wine first.”

I smiled.

“Deal.”

Eventually, we got around to it and ever since that night, I can’t get the idea of her and Paul together out of my mind.

She said he was easily ten inches long and thick too. She said he always made her cum the best, better than anyone before or since. Including me. That little detail crushed me and drove me wild at the same time.

She also said it was hard picking just one time, because they were always so good. But finally she settled on a delicious little memory of a night her and Paul spent on the beach, under the boardwalk, late into the night, fucking over and over and over again.

Vanessa wasn’t sure how many times Paul had made her cum that night. She said she lost count after seven.

“Seven?!” I exclaimed. She bit her lip and nodded.

I never came harder in my life after she told me that.

But every time since then that I’ve brought it up, she always shuts me down.

“It’s not your birthday today is it?” she always says. But at least she says it with a smile and there’s always a faint glimmer in her eye. Maybe I’m imagining it, but I don’t think I am. It’s there somewhere, deep down. That burning desire to have him inside her again.

I mean, how could it not be?

And that weekend in Pebble Bay, I was determined to bring it out of her again.

Not in some fantasy role playing, but in real life.

Paul Quinn never left Pebble Bay. He never stopped being a surf-bum-lifeguarding-townie. He was older now, sure. Early 40’s. But he was still in phenomenal shape from years of paddling and rowing and swimming and living an easy, stress free life where the pussy was always abundant and plentiful.

Paul Quinn was still, in short, Paul Quinn. The ripped, inked up lifeguard that every woman in their right mind wanted to sleep with. More than that, they wanted to be ravaged by him. Treated like nothing more than tiny fuck dolls for him to use and abuse as he saw fit.

They all wanted that, still, after all these years.

And I knew, Vanessa was no different.

In fact, as I would come to find out. She wanted it more badly than anyone else.

That’s why she was fighting me so hard.

She was afraid of what it might awaken inside her.
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THE WINE WAS FLOWING as we sat on the deck listening to the waves crash just beyond the dunes. We were dozens of blocks from the boardwalk and so it was a relatively quiet Friday night in Pebble Bay as far as we were concerned.

It was warm too. Still well into the 80’s as the clock approached 9:00 PM. Vanessa was wearing a bikini top and jean shorts as she sat next to me sipping a glass of white wine and I could tell she was getting tipsy.

“God, it feels so weird being back here,” she said, “doesn’t it?”

I shrugged.

“I guess so. Kinda feels like it was just yesterday though too.”

She laughed.

“If only it was,” she said with a smile.

Then she turned to me, studying my face.

“What are you thinking about?”

The question caught me off guard.

“Huh? What do you mean?”

She frowned.

“Come on, Mike. We’ve been married for how long now? I can tell when you’re off somewhere else. What are you thinking about?”

I shook my head and looked away from her and out toward the ocean. Like I said, we weren’t beach front but at the right angle, you could see past the block of houses in front of us and over the dunes just enough to make out the white caps crashing down on the darkened shoreline.

“Well, I’d love to tell you. But you told me to drop it, remember?”

Once more, I could feel her rolling her eyes. But there was something different about it this time. Like it was…I don’t know, more of an act than it usually was. Like she knew I was going to say that and now she was feigning annoyance because she felt she had to, but really, deep down…she wanted to hear me say it.

How I got all that from an eye roll I didn’t even see but just felt? Well, when you’re married for nearly twenty years, you’ll understand.

“Seriously, Mike?” she said finally, but again it was different than her normal tone. It was a facsimile of her normal tone. An imitation of it. An act.

“Seriously,” I said without looking away from the ocean. I took a casual sip of my wine.

She sighed deeply.

“I just don’t get it,” she said, still staring at me. But her tone had changed. Suddenly, she was…curious maybe?

“I’ve explained it before,” I started.

“Only during sex,” she said quickly. “And you haven’t really ever explained it…not the why of it. You talk about it a lot, sure. But…”

I froze.

“What do you mean?”

But I knew what she meant and she was right. We’d never really had a conversation about it that didn’t occur between the proverbial sheets.

“I mean,” she sighed and shook her head, “look, I guess I’ve had a few glasses of wine and I’mm curious…so I’m giving you an opening to really help me understand it.”

I hesitated. I wasn’t prepared for this.

“Come on,” she said, poking a finger in my side. “Shoot your shot. Why does the idea of me fucking someone else turn you on so much?”

Blood rushed to my cock as it twitched between my legs.

I took a sharp inhale through my nose and breathed out slowly.

“Okay, uhh,” I cleared my throat as I searched for how to begin. “I guess, I don’t know…it’s complicated. There isn’t any one reason…there’s a multitude.”

“Pick one of them then and start there,” she said, picking up the bottle from the deck surface and topping off her glass.

“Fine. Hmm, let’s see…I think sluttiness is hot. It’s always thrown around about women like it’s some kind of insult but, I don’t know, it always turned me on to know a girl was getting around. The thought of it just…I don’t know.”

“Really?” she said, arching an eyebrow. “Tell me more.”

Gulp. My cock was getting harder now and it was difficult to focus.

“Alright, let’s see…I think psychologically it does something to me too, you know? Or maybe it’s biological. The competition. Like the jealousy and the anger gets funneled into some sexually charged super power and it just – look on the nights when you were with him and you’d come back to my place…I always felt like…”

“It was the best sex ever,” Vanessa said finishing my sentence. It wasn’t a question. It was a statement of fact.

I looked over and she was biting her bottom lip. Her chest was rising and falling with her ragged heavy breath.

“Exactly. And I could always tell, you know? You were always so…”

“Stretched out,” she whispered, almost moaning it into the salty night air.

My cock reached maximum hardness at that point. I nodded.

“And it didn’t make you mad, it just–”

“No, I was mad…some level. But in a competitive way. In a way that made me need to have you right then and there. To reclaim you as my own and remind you that you may think you needed his dick regularly. And that was fine. But I wanted to remind you that you needed my dick as well.”

Vanessa shuddered and drew in a sharp breath.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“what?  What is it?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said, putting her head in her hand and looking away. “Maybe it’s this place…being back here, I don’t know…”

“Talk to me,” I said. “What is it?”

Suddenly she stood up.

“I need to get fucked. Right now.”

There was a hard edge to her voice. One I hadn’t heard in many years. It was the way she used to talk. So matter of fact and carefree about it.

I didn’t think my cock could get any harder, but just then it did.

She reached for my hand and pulled me to my feet.

“Come on, come fuck me,” she whispered.

I stood up and she immediately saw my bulge.

She gasped and put a hand over her mouth.

“What?” I said sheepishly. “You know what talking about this stuff does to me.”

She was staring intently at my package.

“I know, I guess…it’s just still surprising. You really would want me to do it again, huh? You’d want me to fuck Paul Quinn? Right in front of you?”

“Yes,” I said. No hesitation. No remorse. “Now, let’s go inside so I can fuck your brains out.”

I gave her a firm, open palm slap on the ass.

Vanessa yelped with delight as she led me inside our beach house and toward the back bedroom.
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“SAY THAT AGAIN,” I said breathlessly as we switched positions in the bed. Vanessa was on top and I’d turned the tables on her so-to-speak by flipping her over so that she was now under me and I was on top. And I did it quite smoothly if I do say so myself.

Vanessa smiled up at me playfully. Her body was trembling beneath my weight. I could feel the warmth of her bare skin against mine. Her tits were perfect mounds rising and falling in rhythm with her breathing. Her dark brown hair fell around her in messy tangles. Pink, luscious lips sparkled in the moonlight.

“Say what again?” they whispered, teasing me.

She knew damn well what I was asking. But she was going to make me work for it.

I didn’t know what had gotten into her. The wine?

Couldn’t be that. It wasn’t like we didn’t imbibe at home. Besides, she’d only had a few glasses and she was perfectly lucid.

There was something else going on. Something else had changed.

Could it really be this place? Pebble Bay?

Being back after all those many years?

Was that enough to get her to revert back to her old ways and desires?

Just like that?

Was it really that simple?

I shook my head.

Focus.

“How many times did he make you cum?” I whispered as I began to thrust my pole inside her once again. Her velvety wetness was warm and right as it enveloped the skin of my shaft.

“You mean how many times did his huge fucking cock make me cum? Is that what you wanna hear, Mike?”

I gritted my teeth and nodded as I pounded her harder.

“Fuck, I miss that big, fat cock of his. It always hurt so fucking good…mmmm, he really knew how to fuck me.”

She dug her nails into my back as she was nearing orgasm. She leaned her head up and pressed her wet lips against my ear.

“Knew how to fuck me like a real man,” she said and then bit my ear lobe gently and sucked on it.

Her words sent me into overdrive and I began to go all out.

Vanessa’s lips parted and let go of my ear as her head dropped back down onto the pillow with a soft thud as she began to moan loudly, calling my name, and begging me to fuck her harder.

Then she was cumming. It was loud and hard at first. The first shock wave had her shrieking like a banshee. But as it subsided, it became quiet and soft. Almost soundless aside from a faint whimper as the second shock wave caused her body to convulse and shake beneath me as I still pounded away at her insides.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she whispered. “This is bad.”

“What’s bad?” I asked, not slowing my rut.

“This…these ideas you’re putting in my head. I don’t think you understand.”

I grunted. I was hard as a rock and couldn’t care less. The thought of her with Paul was as intoxicating substance as I’d ever found and it was clouding my judgment, sure. For better or worse. I didn’t care.

“I want you to be bad…” I said, as I started pounding her faster again, ramping her up for another orgasm. She closed her eyes tightly, trying to fight it as she put her index finger in her mouth and bit down gently on her knuckles. “I want you to be bad for me.”

“Yeah, baby?” she said breathlessly, suddenly grabbing my ass cheeks and digging in her nails. “You want me to be a bad girl for you? You really think you can handle that?”

I grunted a yes as I felt her cool nails breaking the flesh of my cheeks.

“Show me, baby. Show me how bad you want me to be for you…”

“Oh fuck,” I said.

“Oh fuck is right, you’re so hard Mike….I’ve never felt you like this before. You’re going so deep. Not as deep as Paul but…”

“Fuuuuuckkk,” I said as I could no longer hold it in. My orgasm frothed forth from the tip of my shaft and began spewing seed inside Vanessa’s writhing, cumming body.

She wailed and moaned like a whore again as the feeling of my warmth filled her tummy and spread.

“Oh Mike,” she scream, “yes, fuck that feel so good. Oh, it’s so warm inside me.”

I collapsed in a heap next to her on the bed.

It was only just past 9:30 PM.

And our night was only just beginning.

. . .

WE LAY IN BED TOGETHER, basking in our shared postcoital glow. I stroked Vanessa’s arm with my index finger as I held her close to me.

“He’s still here you know,” I said, breaking the silence.

“Huh?” Vanessa said, snapping out of whatever daydream she was in.

“Paul. He still lives here. Works here.”

Vanessa nodded. She knew.

Of course she did. With social media these days, you basically always knew what people were up to. Where they lived, where they went. Married or not. Kids or no kids. You never really fell out of touch with anyone if you didn’t want to.

Then she laughed.

“What?”

“I bet if we went down to The Boulevard right now we’d find him drinking there. Just like the old days.”

“Wow,” I whispered. “Now there’s a name.”

The Boulevard was a seedy dive down by the boards between tenth and eleventh street. Paul Quinn and his rough and rowdy crew of legal-drinking age lifeguards used to go there nearly every night.

I still remember Vanessa showing me the fake ID she’d borrowed from a friend to try to get in. Not that she ever needed it. They never carded anyone at The Boulevard.

“Yeah. We used to have a lot of fun at that place,” she said wistfully.

My cock instantly stiffened.

“That’s funny,” I said, turning toward her. “I don’t remember ever going there with you. I mean, I’m sure we did once or twice…but, memories…nothing concrete.”

Vanessa blushed.

Then stammered.

“I…really? I thought we…no? Are you sure?”

I grabbed her hand and placed it on my hard cock.

“Are you sure?” I said with a wry smile. She resisted a little, but didn’t pull away. I felt her curious grip on my suddenly rock hard cock.

“Mike? What do you mean?”

“I mean, are you sure you aren’t thinking of the time you spent there with Paul? Didn’t he fuck you in the bathroom once?”

Vanessa froze.

“Who told you that?” she whispered, I thought she would drop my cock and run away. But she didn’t. She was shocked and surprised but her body loosened and opened up to me.

“Doesn’t matter. Is it true?” I asked. I could barely contain my excitement. The thought of her in that filthy place with Paul Quinn’s ripped and tattooed body pressed up against hers while he railed her in the bathroom stall was almost too much to take.

Vanessa thought for a moment and bit her lip.

“Mmm, not exactly…” she said with a mischievous smile and paused mid-thought.

Then she paused and looked down at my engorged cock in her hand and gave it a squeeze.

“Wow…this really does it for you, huh?”

“I wasn’t lying’,” I said.

“And you still…you still…love me?”

I shook my head.

“No, Vanessa…”I said and paused for effect. Before her face could fall, I delivered the quick follow up. “I love you more because of it.”

Her smile grew ten sizes. Her grip increased in kind. And she began to stroke too.

“God,” she said, shaking her head.

“What?”

“I don’t know. I guess it’s just this place but…this is really turning me on,” she said and kissed me. She gently bit my lower lip as I pulled away.

“It’s turning me on too,” I said, rolling on top of her and preparing to enter her wet slit once more.

She squealed with pleasure.

“Now, what is it you were about to tell me?”

She hesitated for a moment.

I could tell she was nervous. Unsure. She was liking it and finally opening up, but she was still on guard. Waiting for me to get mad or otherwise pull the rug out from under her.

“It’s ok, Vanessa. Really…”

I slid my cock inside her, causing her to shut her eyes and wrap her arms around my back as I made soft, gentle love to her.

“Well,” she started. “Paul did fuck me in the bathroom…but, well…it wasn’t just Paul.”

Gulp.

I almost passed out from the surge of adrenaline that shot through my body.

“Who else?”

“I don’t know…everyone. There were so many, I lost count. They…”

“They what?”

“They just ran a train on me that night. Whoever wanted to come in, well…I sucked and fucked whoever walked through that door. I don’t think I even knew who half of them were.”

“Oh fuck, Vanessa…” I whispered as I shot a second load deep inside her.
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WE WERE BOTH DRUNK with lust as we walked away from our house on 44th and Ocean and towards the bright glow of the boardwalk in the distance. It was only about thirty blocks and the blocks in Pebble Bay were relatively short ones. It wouldn’t be that long until we reached our destination.

I can’t remember who suggested it first but I think it was Vanessa.

“And just to be clear, I just want to go have a drink and see if we can see him. That’s all. Nothing more than that,” she said as we got dressed and got ready to walk to The Boulevard for a beer.

“Okay,” I said, not quite believing my ears. “And what if we do see him…”

Vanessa bit her lip and shrugged.

“Only one way to find out,” she said as she pulled my baggy hoodie over her blue bikini top. She grabbed her jean shorts and pulled them on.

She looked so sexy and cute with an oversized top and tight denim shorts. It wasn’t cold out, but it didn’t matter. It was quintessential shore attire.

“Ready?” she said with a smirk.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

And there we were. With each block, we got closer and closer to the great unknown.

What were we going to do if we saw Paul Quinn?

What indeed?

…

THE PLACE WASN’T TOO CROWDED. We ducked in and made our way to the bar. There were a few patrons shooting pool and the tables were dotted with customers eating food. Probably, every other table had someone or a group of people seated at it.

The bar however, was packed. Luckily, Vanessa and I managed to snag the only two available seats. Squeezed right in the middle between two older, heavier gentlemen.

“See him anywhere?” I whispered as we walked across the room. I don’t think everyone was looking at us. But it sure felt like it.

“No,” she hissed in response.

We sat down at the bar and were immediately greeted by the bartender.

“Evening folks, how are you all doing?” he said with a smile. He was taller, about mid forties, forearms covered in black and gray ink. He smiled at us.

I wondered if anyone here would recognize us. Or, more likely Vanessa. After the story she’d told me, I wondered if…

“Hey, aren’t you Vanessa Rossi? Holy shit. You are –”

Vanessa smirked and held up her left hand and wiggled her ring finger.

“Vanessa DiOrio now, actually,” she said and looked over at me.

I was probably wearing the dumbest look imaginable at that moment. Stunned into stupid silence by the events that were unfolding before me.

Vanessa studied him for a moment as he looked at her ring, then over at me.

His face changed.

“Oh, I see. Well, you probably don’t remember me but uh…”

“Sure I do,” Vanessa shot back casually. “How ya doin’ Teddy?”

Teddy looked around.

Then looked back at me. He seemed to change his mind on whatever he was about to say at that moment and simply sighed.

“I’m here ain’t I? What can you get for you guys?”

We ordered a couple of beers and Teddy went to retrieve them.

I turned to look at Vanessa wide eyed.

“I thought you said you didn’t recognize anyone?”

“I didn’t. Not when you asked. How was I supposed to know Teddy Cooper was still tending bar here? I couldn’t see him until we sat down.”

I cleared my throat.

“How did you know him?”

“He’s friends with Paul,” she said.

Gulp.

“Was he…” I lowered my voice and looked around, trying to find the sign for the restrooms. “Was he part of uhh, you know?”

Vanessa followed my gaze and found the restroom sign before I did.

She raised her eyebrows and shrugged.

“I don’t know. Maybe…” then she thought for a moment. “Probably.”

Her face lit up with a devilish grin as Teddy returned with our beers.

My blood was running both hot and cold as my heart thrummed in my ears. Reality was setting in and I was beginning to wonder if any of this was such a good idea after all.

The problem was, deep down, I already knew it was too late. We’d reached the point of no return even though we hadn’t even seen Paul yet.

Once we went into that place – The Boulevard – it was like we were in the belly of the whale. We couldn’t exactly just walk back out and go back to our normal lives.

Teddy slid the beers across the bar and eyed us suspiciously. I watched his eyes dart back and forth between me and my wife.

“Relax, Teddy,” Vanessa said finally. “This is my husband Mike. He was a lifeguard with Paul back in the day. There isn’t much he doesn’t know. So, you can quit acting weird.”

Teddy’s face relaxed.

“Really?” he said, arching an eyebrow and suddenly looking at Vanessa with very hungry eyes. I wondered if they were the eyes of a man who was fantasizing about a first bite of the apple or the eyes of a man who remembered well what the sweet juices tasted like and wouldn’t mind tasting them again.

And what did she mean by much? There wasn’t much I didn’t know? What else didn’t I know?

I felt my cock getting hard beneath the bar.

“Yeah, man,” I said. Trying to play it cool.

“So, you were friends with Paul?” he asked.

“I don’t know about friends but, yeah…we knew each other.”

Teddy shook his head in disbelief.

“Vanessa Rossi,” he muttered then gave a chuckle. “Well, you’re both in luck. Paul will probably be here in another, oh twenty minutes I’d say.”

My blood suddenly ran cold but Vanessa seemed cool as a cucumber. It was odd. Something changed when we walked into that dive bar. Something shifted. She was different. More confident. Cocky even. Like she was looking for trouble or a good time or maybe both.

I couldn’t quite put my finger on it. All I knew was it was making me nervous and turning me on at the same time.

Teddy finally left us to our beer while he tended to the other patrons at the bar.

I took a long pull on mine. Then looked over at Vanessa.

“So, what are we gonna do?”

Vanessa took a long sip of her beer and shrugged.

“What do you want to do? This was all your idea, remember?”

I thought for a moment. Why was I nervous and anxious? This was all my idea. This was what I wanted, wasn’t it? I wanted Vanessa to return to her roots. To the slut she once was. When she couldn’t get enough dick and we had the best sex of our lives.

Suddenly I got an idea.

I stood up and leaned over to whisper in her ear.

“Meet me in the bathroom in two minutes. I want you to show me something…” I said and nibbled on her ear. I felt the skin of her neck break out in gooseflesh.

She bit her bottom lip and nodded slightly.

As I walked away, I felt every single set of eyes in that place suddenly fixate upon me as I walked toward the bathroom.

I heard Teddy mutter something under his breath but couldn’t quite make it out.

But in about twenty minutes or so, I would have a pretty good idea.
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THE BATHROOM WAS FILTHY, but at least it smelled nice. Someone had taken the care to plug an automatic air freshener in by the sink. Too bad they didn’t think about actually cleaning the place. Still, there was something about it…the filth that is. That added to the appeal.

This was the place huh?

The place where my wife had taken all comers (or was it cummers? Heh heh) and let an uncountable group of mostly strangers run a train on her.

A shiver went down my spine and a warm tingle - or more like crackle - shot through my cock and I was instantly hard.

“You wanted this,” I whispered as I got a look at myself in the dingy, foggy mirror above the sink.

As I took a deep exhale, the door to the bathroom sprung open and there was Vanessa.

She’d taken the hoodie off and, I presumed, left it at the bar. She was back in her bikini top and jean shorts, tits practically popping out of the thing. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say they’d grown during our walk over to The Boulevard.

“Hey stranger,” she whispered as she walked toward me. It was show time. “What did you want to show me?”

I looked at the door, searching for a lock. Vanessa followed my eyes.

“Lock’s busted,” she matter of factly. Then pointed to the stall.

The light above the stall was out and it was dark.

I pushed open the door and it creaked on old hinges. I went inside and Vanessa followed.

Surprisingly, the toilet itself was clean, though old and in need of some care.

Vanessa pushed the door closed behind me and locked it.

“Take your cock out,” she whispered, as she grabbed my belt.

I reached out and ripped her bikini top off. Her tits sprang out and I fondled one with my left hand, squeezing and pinching her nipple as she undid my belt.

My cock sprang out in much the same way her tits had and she giggled as she wrapped her hand around it.

“Wow,” she whispered, looking around, “I can’t believe we’re in here. This is so fucking hot.”

It occurred to me for the first time then that she still had my cum drying inside her womb and for the first time, I also wondered if mine would be the only load she carried inside her that night or if there would be others.

Then I saw it.

On the right wall of the stall, facing the door that led back into the bar area, was a hole. It was about waist-high and wide enough for someone to stick their…

“What is that?” I asked suddenly and pointed to the hole.

Vanessa looked back over her shoulder as she still held my cock in her hand, stroking it gently with her body pressed up against mine.

She smirked.

“Exactly what you think it is…” she whispered and turned to kiss me with wet lips.

“Is that how you…?”

She nodded.

“So, what…one guy in here and another there?”

Vanessa shuddered as I forced her to relive the lewd memory.

“Yeah,” she said, looking around. “Or sometimes two or three in here and one out there.” Then she tapped a spot further down on the spa wall where there was another hole, similar in size. “Or two out there.”

She shrugged again as it was my turn to shudder.

“Fuck that’s so wrong, but it’s so hot,” I said.

“I know,” she whispered as she let go of my cock and slipped her jean shorts off and let them fall to the filthy, grimy floor below.

She rested her hands on the back tank of the toilet and bent over so that her ass was facing me.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. Just like that. No foreplay. No beating around the bush. Just fuck me.

I reached out and felt her pussy. She was drenched.

Again, I reminded myself again this was all my idea. So rather than stand there and be shocked that I’d gotten just what I asked for, I decided to go with it.

I stepped up behind her and once again slid my rock hard prick into her wet slit and slowly began to thrust in and out of her.

I watched her knuckles turn a pale white as she gripped the back of the toilet harder and shut her eyes.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered. “Fuck yes.”

I grunted and began to thrust a little harder.

The lewd depravity of the scene before me was almost too much to handle. There we were in the filth and grime of a public restroom in the mother of all dive bars and we were fucking.

How did Vanessa go from no way, I don’t want to talk about it to this in a matter of hours? Was returning to Pebble Bay really all it took?

The answer, once again, was apparently so.

Just when I was getting up my speed and developing a good rhythm to my rut, the door to the bathroom slammed open and I heard footsteps on the cracked tile floor.

My heart leapt up into my throat.

No knock?

What the hell.

Then I heard a man whistle.

“Well, well, well…” a voice said as the footsteps got closer and closer. “Now, just what do we have here?”

The footsteps got closer and closer until they stopped.

Right next to the stall.

Vanessa looked back over her shoulder at me as a pair of work boots were now visible, standing right next to us, beyond the stall wall.

Everything else happened quickly.

The sound of a zipper being unzipped.

A hand rummaging around in boxer-briefs.

A hard cock flopping out and sliding through the hole until it was practically poking Vanessa in the face.
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WITHOUT A WORD or a moment’s hesitation, Vanessa opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the head of the random cock that had just appeared through the hole in the bathroom stall and began to suck.

“Uhnn,” the man grunted. “God damn, got to be my lucky day.”

Holy shit.

Chills reverberated up and down my body.

Was this really happening?

I wondered with sudden dread if it was Paul Quinn standing outside the stall with his cock through the hole. But then I looked at the man’s cock again and decided not.

He wasn’t exactly large. In fact, I would say he was somewhat below average if I had to guess.

But he was hard as a rock and based on the noises he was making, he was thoroughly enjoying Vanessa’s mouth.

After a few moments of sucking him off, Vanessa spat him out and turned to look at me. Her eyes narrowed and she all but scowled at me.

“What are you doing? Keep fucking me,” she hissed.

I shook my head and tried to refocus. My cock was still hard and still inside her. She was wet and getting wetter as she went back to sucking the random cock-in-the-wall.

“Heh-heh, better do what she says buddy. Don’t want to mess with a bitch in heat like this,” the man said playfully through the wall.

Was it Teddy? Nah. I’d only heard him speak a few sentences but surely that wasn’t him.

I swallowed hard and turned my head to look down at the hour glass shape of my wife’s body as she bucked and writhed back against me.

Finally, I began to thrust again as she started moaning with the random stranger’s fleshy pencil grasped firmly in her slutty little mouth.

After a few moments, he began to breathe heavily and started grunting.

“Shit, I’m ‘bout to cum,” he said, “fuck, yessss.”

“Mmmm,” Vanessa moaned as she sucked harder and faster when she heard he was close to busting. “Mmmmmmmmmmmmm.”

She was gobbling and sucking vigorously as I kept fucking her from behind. I watched her cheeks hollow out as she extracted his seed and swallowed every last drop.

When she let go of his dick, there wasn’t a trace of jizz anywhere.

“Mmm, thank you,” she said and kissed the head of his deflating cock with her lips.

Then, just as quickly as it appeared, it disappeared.

“No, thank you,” the gentleman’s voice called as he walked away.

The door swung open and he was gone.

But things were only just getting started as I heard two more sets of feet entering.

I gulped hard as Vanessa looked back at me and blew me a kiss.

Before I had time to contemplate what was happening, another cock, pink, fleshy and fat slid through the hole from which the other, smaller cock had just departed.

“Just like old times, eh Vanessa?”

The voice was unmistakable. It was Teddy.

“If you say so, Teddy,” she said and grabbed his cock and started stroking it. “Who else is out there?”

The question was cool and casual. Not a trace of real interest. Just like she was asking about the weather.

“Say hi to my boy, DJ,” Teddy said.

And with that, a big, long black cock slid through the other hole in the wall.

Vanessa’s face lit up with surprise and delight.

“Holy shit,” she whispered and reached out with her other free hand to stroke the newcomer.

I was now fucking her while she stroked off two cocks at the same time.

Cocks that were poking through holes in the bathroom stall.

The filthy, grunge lined bathroom of a dive bar we hadn’t been to in nearly twenty years.

Vanessa’s body shuddered as I slammed forcefully into her backside.

“Fuck,” she said, then looked up at Teddy’s cock and put it in her mouth.

I heard him grunt and moan as my wife’s lips enveloped his pole.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she slurped him, “it’s been a long time since I had a BBC.”

Gulp. My cock throbbed and lurched and almost gave up the goods. But I managed to get myself under control.

“Oh yeah?” the man to whom the black cock was attached asked. “You want to feel one in your pussy?”

Vanessa’s eyes went wide and so did mine.

“Oh fuck yeah,” she said without a moments hesitation.

“Whoah, whoah,” Teddy said, “can I get a little before that beast stretches you out?”

Vanessa rolled her eyes.

“Fuck off Teddy. If my mouth isn’t good enough for you, you can leave.”

Teddy chuckled and scoffed.

“Some things never change. Worth a shot though.”

Vanessa turned and looked back at me while she lazily jerked Teddy’s prick.

“I’m gonna fuck him now, ok?” she said and nodded with her head toward DJ’s big, black cock that hung triumphantly from the stall wall.

“Uhh, yeah. Sure, ok,” I said.

She pushed herself off my cock and then turned around to face the wall. She lifted up one leg and braced herself on the back of the toilet seat. She reached down between her legs and grabbed the dark member, gazing down to admire it before slipping it in her wet slit and pressing back against it.

Vanessa shuddered as the cock split her in two. She closed her eyes tightly and squeezed Teddy’s cock. I was standing there, watching, totally enthralled with the scene - one I had been so desperate to bring to life - and I did the only thing I could think to do.

I started jerking off.

My fingers wrapped around my pulsing cock and my hand began to massage my shaft as I watched Vanessa make a big, black cock disappear between her legs as she jerked Teddy the bartender off. I could see neither of the men’s faces, only their cocks and what they were doing to my beautiful wife.

Vanessa’s eyes snapped open and she saw me jerking off.

A wicked smile crept across her lips and she bit down on the bottom one.

“Fuck, Mike…that’s so hot,” she whispered, still bucking her hips back against the stall wall. “I’ve never had anyone just watch and jerk off to me before. Dirty boy…”

“You like it?” I whispered.

She nodded.

“Keep stroking it while I fuck this big, black cock. That’s it baby,” she said.

Her words of encouragement turned me on even more. I stroked furiously while I watched the lewd scene.

Then I heard Teddy grunting as his cock began to lurch and spew in my wife’s hand. She began laughing as his cum spilled forth from his cock and onto the dirty floor below.

“Never could last very long, could you Teddy?”

He mumbled something under his breath and then his cock was withdrawing from the hole in the wall as I heard him zip up his pants and quietly, perhaps shamefully, exit the bathroom.

Vanessa went back to backing her ass up, basically shaking and grinding it against the bathroom wall as the big, dark cock - BBC as she’d called it, brought her to the edge of an orgasm.

“Fuck this feels so good,” she whispered as she bucks her hips up and down on his shaft, still grabbing tightly to the back of the toilet seat while I stood there jerking off.

She locked eyes with me once more. She looked down at my cock and stared at the motion of my hand as I pleasured myself while she received a kind of pleasure I could only imagine.

“Mike,” she whispered, “this is soooooo hot. I love having you watch me like this. I never knew…I never…oh, fuck. Oh fuck! I’m cummmmmming,” she cried, snapping her head back, mouth open in a long, low moan as she let the orgasm overtake her body.

“Shit, now I’m about to cum,” DJ said.

Vanessa quickly hopped off and squatted down below the hole in the stall to receive his load. With a loud almost-growl, DJ unleashed his semen into Vanessa’s mouth with throbbing pulses that seemed to go on for thirty seconds or more.

DJ exited as quietly as Teddy had and suddenly, Vanessa and I were once again all alone in the dirty bathroom stall of an old diver bar from our past. Vaness was squatted on the floor as I jerked my cock, she was licking up what little still remained of DJ’s load and swallowing it with greed.

“Fuck me,” she whispered, “Fuck me now.”

I took one step toward her, but before I could get any closer, the door to the bathroom seemed to cave in on hinges as it exploded open with a loud boom and bang.

Footsteps thudded on the grimy tile floor.

And I already knew who it was.

The presence in the air was undeniable.

“It’s Paul,” Vanessa whispered.

The man that was approaching the stall chuckled casually.

“That’s right,” he whispered back. “It’s me, Vanessa.”

My insides twisted into a knot as he continued approaching.
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“WELL, WELL, WELL,” he said as he rounded the stall and knocked lightly on the door. Even before I could see it, I could feel it. He was big. Of course, I remembered him being a large human all those years ago, but it seemed he’d grown even since then as he stood outside the stall, like the big, bad wolf, ready to huff and puff and blow the stall down.

Vanessa put her hand over her mouth and stifled a shocked laugh.

“Is this really happening?” she whispered to me.

I shrugged. At this point, I wasn’t totally convinced it wasn’t a dream, but if it was, I certainly didn’t want to wake up from it.

“Oh yeah, it’s really happening, baby,” Paul said. He was standing still now, waiting. I could hear his steady breath. “Who’s in there with you, Vanessa? I think they’ve had enough fun for now, don’t you? I think it’s my turn…”

Vanessa stood up and pushed past me, getting ready to open the door. Then she paused and turned back to me.

“Are you sure about this?”

I nodded vigorously. More than anything in the world, I was sure.

“Because,” she continued, she held eye contact with me for a few long seconds before finally looking down at the ground, “Because…once I open that door – well, let’s just say you haven’t seen anything yet.”

Paul sighed.

“Who are you talking to in there?”

Vanessa looked at me, waiting for a reaction.

I had no idea what she was alluding to, but I sure wanted to find out.

“It’s ok,” I said, “open it.”

Vanessa bit her bottom lip and nodded, then turned and undid the latch on the stall door.

It groaned on its hinges as it swung open to reveal him. Paul Quinn. In the tattoo-covered flesh. After all these years.

He’d aged but he wore it well. It made him more rugged and more handsome in a lot of ways.

I could feel Vanessa’s energy change the second she laid eyes on him.

His hulking frame stood, blocking out the overhead light like a big, dark cloud passing over the sun in the middle of a hot afternoon.

He was wearing a gray tank top and blue jeans with tan work boots. His body was covered in ink from wrist to pec before they disappeared beneath his tattered tank.

“Oh Vanessa,” he growled. She stood before him, quivering in awe and longing. “You look good enough to eat, baby,” he said. His piercing blue eyes staring at her, hungry as all get out, unflinching in their desire to tear into her.

“Miss me?” he said, taking a step closer to her.

Without hesitation, she said the sexiest thing I’d ever heard in my life up to that point.

“I missed your big, fat cock,” she whispered, tilting her head toward his package.

Paul finally seemed to remember that there was another person in the room: me.

He cocked his head to the side as if he recognized me and couldn’t quite place it. Which is exactly what was happening.

“That’s my husband, Paul,” Vanessa said without much emotion. “Remember Mike DiOrio?”

Paul was momentarily stunned as the wheels turned in his head.

“Husband? Holy shit. Wait, what?”

Then he smacked his forehead.

“Holy shit! Mikey DiOrio? That’s right. I fucking forgot all about you. I didn’t know you guys got married.”

“How’s it going Paul?” I said a little sheepishly.

“Wait, so…you’re married?”

All of the edge seemed to drain out of his voice.

Vanessa reached out and put a hand on his forearm.

“It’s cool, Paul…he knows all about our history and well…I told him a few stories.”

“Stories?” he said with a wry smile.

“What kind of stories?”

“Hot ones,” she whispered. “And he really, really likes hearing them. Isn’t that right, Mike?”

My cock, which had been half-deflated, began its reinflation process with great speed.

I gulped and nodded.

Vanessa and Paul both watched as I got harder and harder.

Paul blinked unbelievingly.

“Seriously? Like, what? He wants to see the real thing, that what this is?”

“Well, he just watched me take three cocks before you came in and he seemed to be enjoying it. But I really want to show him what I get like with a real man’s cock. A cock like yours Paul.”

She pressed her body up against his and began to rub his crotch.

Paul looked at me and shrugged.

“Alright, if he’s cool with it and you're cool with it…I’m down. But I don’t do rules. Just know that. I’m gonna fuck you exactly how I want, like I used to.”

Vanessa leaned up and kissed him hard.

“Good. That’s what I was counting on.”

She looked over at me.

“Why don’t you sit down and stroke that cock nice and slow for me. I’m gonna show you exactly what you asked for, baby. I’m gonna show you what a fucking little slut I really am. I hope you’re ready for this, Mike because…I’m about to lose myself here. No turning back.”

Paul leaned down and began sucking and slurping on her breast as she teased his hardening cock.

“No turning back,” I whispered as I took a seat on the cold porcelain throne. I didn’t care how disgusting it was. The thought didn’t even cross my mind.

Within seconds it seemed, Paul was naked save for his tan work boots. Vanessa was running her hands over his cut and tattooed torso. Admiring with more than a little expert familiarity.

“Damn,” she whispered. “You’re even more cut than you were twenty years ago.”

Paul simply smiled as her hands crept ever closer to his cock.

It was massive. Simply the biggest thing I’d ever seen. It had to be approaching twelve-inches in length and was thick and girthy with multiple dark veins coursing through it. The bulbous head alone looked like it would tear any woman in half.

And Vanessa had been in love with that thing. Not only could she take it, but she needed to take it. She was addicted to the feeling she’d said. Of being so full of cock she couldn’t think straight.

Suddenly, I realized, she was looking at his cock with the hungry eyes of a junkie. One who’d been sober for years but was now finally about to succumb to that lustful desire after so many years of abstinence.

Her tiny hand finally reached his pelvis and crept up the base of his shaft. She wrapped her tiny fingers around his girth and began to stroke him gently as she placed a hand between her legs to feel and tickle her own wetness.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

And after that, she did indeed lose all control.
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“GET ON YOUR KNEES,” Paul growled.

Vanessa became his subservient little slut and obeyed.

He palmed the back of her head with a massive paw and pushed her toward the bulbous head of his cock.

“Suck it,” he said.

Vanessa opened her mouth and obeyed.

Paul locked eyes with me and smiled.

“Ready to watch your wife suck me off, Mike?”

I gulped and nodded.

“Damn, wish I knew you were into this shit back in the day,” he said with a smirk. “We couldda done shit like this all summer long.”

I shrugged as he went back to admiring Vanessa sucking his cock. The wet slurping noises she made as hse all but unhinged her jaw to suck him off sent shockwaves down my spine.

There was Vanessa. My wife. On her knees on the dirty bathroom floor. Sucking what had to be the biggest cock in the known universe.

And she was only just getting started.

After a few minutes of sucking, she popped her mouth off and looked back at me.

“Everything you imagined it would be?” she said.

I simply nodded.

Then she stood up and walked over to me and kissed me.

“I’m just getting warmed up, don’t worry,” she said. Vanessa gripped both of my thighs with her hands to balance herself as she bent over and waggled her ass at Paul.

“Come stick that big, fat cock in me, Paul. I want him to see my eyes when you stick it in me.”

She kissed me again as Paul approached her from the rear, holding his hulking hog in his hand.

He stepped up behind her and paused, then he smacked his cock against her right ass cheek three times.

Thwack. Thwack. Thwack.

“Sure you’re ready? Been a long time since you had something this big I bet,” Paul said.

Vanessa simply shrugged.

“That’s gonna make it even better,” she whispered. “Stick it in me!”

Paul obliged and shoved himself in. He did it slowly at first, letting her get used to his size before pressing on deeper.

Vanessa made sure her eyes were locked on mine as he split her open.

It’s a moment of deep, soulful connection that I’ll simply never forget.

She gritted her teeth and bit her bottom lip as he stretched her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as she dug her nails into my flesh.

She shut her eyes tight and tilted her head to the side.

“Oh my god, it hurts so fucking good,” she said. “Mike, it hurts so fucking good, you have no idea.”

Paul began to thrust slowly. Pushing in and pulling out but with shallow, slow strokes. She was getting wetter and wetter but needed time to stretch and accept all of him.

Paul reached down and grabbed her by the shoulders, his massive tree-trunk arms, rippled muscles accentuated with the ink that covered them flexed and tensed as he thrust his hips back and forth and began to dig out a spot for himself in my wife’s tight pussy.

Within thirty seconds, he was all the way inside her. Within another thirty seconds, she was wailing and moaning like a whore as he made her cum louder and harder than I ever had (or probably ever would).

He pulled her back toward him and wrapped an arm around her neck as he sucked on her ear lobe.

Her eyes rolled back in her head and soon she was cumming loud and hard again.

I fought to calm myself and control my breathing so I would lose control and orgasm too quickly.

Then Paul whispered something which shocked me to my core. But Vanessa’s answer shocked me even more than that.

“You gonna let me fuck that sweet little asshole now or what?”

Vanessa’s eyes opened and she looked directly at me when she answered him.

“Oh fuck yes,” she said.

Paul looked at my shocked face.

“She never let you fuck her ass before?”

I shook my head.

“Tsk, tsk, tsk. Why not Vanessa? I thought that was your favorite?”

She looked at me a little embarrassed, but not enough to distract her from the moment.

She simply shrugged and leaned over, bracing herself on my thighs once more.

Paul stepped up behind her and shoved his cock in her chocolate starfish causing her eyes to go wider than the first time he shoved himself in her pussy.

“Wait, wait,” she said. “Hold on. Let’s try something different.”

She pushed Paul out of her and stood up straight.

Vanessa winked at me and then sat in my lap. She reached down, grabbed my cock and slipped it inside her wet pussy.

I could barely recognize the feel of it. It was so stretched and used.

It took me a second to realize what was about to happen, but when I did, I almost lost control once more. Somehow, by the grace of what I do not know, I managed to keep the cum in my balls for the time being.

Paul caught on right away and stepped up behind her.

“Hell yeah, little dp action. Just like the old days,” he said.

Once again he pressed his cock into her asshole and once again, she lost all control.

This time, it was something otherworldly. She was wailing and moaning and shaking and cumming over and over again as we turned out her insides.

I could feel the pressure from Paul’s giant cock in her ass pressing down against her walls. The roughness of her g-spot tickled my shaft and made me break out in gooseflesh.

“God, this feels so good. I missed having two cocks inside me,” she whispered as she leaned down and kissed me. We made out for what felt like a few minutes as both Paul and I thrust ourselves in and out of her.

“Where do you want us to cum?” Paul asked suddenly.

“Inside me,” Vanessa replied with no hesitation.

And that seemed to be all the instruction we needed.

“Good, cause I’m about ready to bust,” Paul said. “Fuck.”

He began grunting and breathing heavily.

The thought of him filling my wife’s ass with his cream was too much to handle. And I finally lost control of myself.

I don’t know if it was simultaneous, but it was damn near. All three of us began to orgasm around the same time as Paul and I shot our hot loads inside Vanessa’s holes.

She sat between us, panting and quivering for a few moments. Paul stepped back and began to put his clothes back on as I held Vanessa in my arms.

“Damn. That was hot. How long y'all in town for?”

“Just the weekend,” I said quickly.

“Well, hey…you know where to find me,” Paul said with a wink. And with that he was gone.

Vanessa remained in my arms for a while as we kissed and held each other. Reveling in the experience we’d just shared.

Eventually, we got dressed, ducked out of the bar and raced home.

…

When we got back, we were all over each other again, fucking like wild animals deep into the night and talking dirty to one another as we relived the events at The Boulevard.

The next day, we enjoyed the sun and the sand and the waves. Vanessa was a little too sore to consider doing anything with Paul again, but we have already made plans to return to Pebble Bay for another weekend getaway in the not so distant future.

So, who knows? Perhaps we’ll see Paul again soon too.

All I know is, I got my wish and my fantasy came true.

Vanessa already seems…different. More sexually free, open, and she initiates sex a lot more.

I don’t know.

I guess what I’m trying to say, is that it brought us closer. Deepened our connection and our marriage.

I know that sounds crazy, but that’s what happened.

THE END


Shared Under the Boardwalk

By: F. Rey Noel
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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.
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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 watched 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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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


Off Season

By: F. Rey Noel
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The sun was beginning to set and our day at the beach was coming to a close and soon, so would our time in Stone Harbour.

We’d spent the entire summer there but now it was Labor Day weekend and it was all coming to a close. Off season was rapidly approaching.

The unofficial end of summer.

And it was time for us to go home.

Well, most us anyway. Those of us with kids and other “real world” responsibilities.

But for my wife, Michelle and I? We had neither of those things and we decided we wanted to extend our stay for another week or two. Why not?

We didn’t have anywhere else to be and there was no one back home waiting on us to return or wondering where we were.

We were lucky.

The landlord we’d rented from had offered us a discounted weekly rate in the hopes of enticing us to stay on after our rental term ended and help keep a property that would otherwise be vacant, occupied and bringing in cash.

So, we took him up on the offer.

I’m glad we did because none of this would have ever happened if we didn’t. Michelle wouldn’t have taken her chance with Marcus and I wouldn’t have pushed her into it and well, our marriage just wouldn’t be what it is today.

Plain and simple.

We packed up our chairs, cooler, and umbrella and made our way back to our house.

As we approached the corner of 37th Street and Ocean Avenue, my eyes were immediately drawn to the weathered exterior of the beachfront property we’d been calling home for the last three and half months. Its aged façade bore the marks of countless seaside storms, and yet there was a certain charm to its weather-worn appearance.

We dropped our stuff in the garage-carport and went up the open, exterior stairwell to the second level. As we stepped inside, we were greeted by a modern interior that offered a stark contrast to the house's exterior. The updated décor featured sleek lines and minimalist furnishings, creating a sense of calm and tranquility that perfectly complemented the stunning view of the beach and ocean beyond.

“Want a cocktail before we shower?” I asked.

Michelle smiled. Her smile could do more than light up a room, it could outshine the sun.

“Absolutely,” she said. “I’ll meet you out on the balcony.”

She winked and blew me a kiss. She was in her tight, white two-piece and even though she was now pushing forty, she didn’t look a day over twenty-five. Everything was tight and toned and now, very tan from days and days spent soaking up the sun on the beach over the last few months.

I quickly whipped up some drinks and brought them out to the deck.

From our vantage point, we had a magnificent view over the dunes and the endless expanse of blue ocean. The gentle sound of the waves crashing against the shore provided a soothing backdrop to our romantic getaway, and the salty sea air filled our lungs with each breath.

As the sun set over the horizon, the sky was awash with brilliant hues of pink, orange, and purple. We lingered on the balcony, wrapped in each other's arms, as we watched the colors fade into darkness, looking forward to the promise of another few weeks in this idyllic beachfront paradise.

We clinked glasses and took short sips.

“I’m so glad we’re staying another few weeks,” Michelle said, resting her forearms on the balcony and leaning out toward the ocean beyond.

“Me too,” I said.

Even after ten years of marriage, Michelle and I were still very much in love.

We shared some laughter and light conversation as we sipped cocktails and watched the waves roll in beneath the glow of the setting sun.

Then a thought occurred to me and I smiled to myself and gave a light chuckle.

“What?” Michelle asked, turning toward me.

“Nothing,” I said, waving her off and taking another sip of my drink.

She slapped my arm playfully.

“No, not nothing. What? Tell me.”

I sighed and felt my cock throb in my pants as I prepared to verbalize the wicked thoughts dancing around in my head.

“Well, I just remembered…we’re not the only one’s staying past this weekend…”

My voice trailed off as more blood rushed to my cock. There was nothing I could do to stop it.

“I don’t understand.”

“Marcus,” I whispered with a smile and watched Michelle’s reaction like a hawk. She could play it off all she wanted with words, but her body was telling a different story. And it turned me on even more.

“What about him? What do you mean?”

“Well, I ran into him the other day and he mentioned he was staying into the off season and I thought, well, I don’t know. Maybe after everyone leaves and we have a little more privacy you could maybe…you know…”

I was struggling even to get the words out as deviant and debaucherous thoughts bounced around in my head.

Michelle took a deep breath and hesitated.

“It’s alright, Michelle. Really, I swear. I think it’s so fucking hot…”

She sighed and shook her head in disbelief.

“Jack, I don’t know…”

“Yes you do, you told me, remember?”

Michelle paused and I could see the wheels turning in her head.

…

Five weeks prior it had been a hot July day in the middle of the week and we’d been practically the only two people foolish enough to spend the middle portion of the day beneath the scorching hot sun on the baking sand.

Michelle was getting hot and decided to stand up and run down to the ocean to cool off. I watched her tight ass bounce down to the water as she lightly jogged across the sand as if it were a bed of hot coals.

Then something else caught my eye: a large, muscular and shirtless black man was jogging down the beach. His gait was smooth and measured and he seemed to be on a collision course with Michelle as she trotted toward the breaking waves at the water’s edge.

That was when I saw it. Michelle turned and noticed him running toward her and she stopped dead in her tracks and stared. Her drooling jaw was practically laying in the sand as she gaped and raked her hungry eyes over his sweating, glistening ebony torso.

I think I even saw her lick her lips.

When she got back from the water she seemed distracted. I saw her anxiously looking up and down the coastline, scanning the horizon. Was she looking for him? Hoping to catch another glimpse? I couldn’t be sure and I didn’t want to embarrass myself by making an accusation I couldn’t back up, so I kept my lips zipped and simply filed it away for later.

That night however, we had some of the best sex we’d ever had. Again, I filed it away for later.

A few days went by and then we saw him again.

The man we would come to know as Marcus.

It was a bright and sunny morning and we’d decided to hit the beach early and enjoy the peace and quiet before all the other beachgoers arrived.

We’d set out chairs up by the water and were letting the tide lap at our toes while we discreetly enjoyed a couple of cold ones.

Or not so discreetly perhaps.

Suddenly, a panting and out of breath black man with his shirt off came trotting up to us and then just simply stopped and put his hands on his knees while he tried to catch his breath.

I watched Michelle watching him and I noticed the same exact change in body language. I gulped and took a deep breath before sipping on my beer.

It was unclear if the man even realized we were mere feet away from him.

He took one more sharp breath and then stood up straight.

He jumped a little, as if startled by our presence.

“Shit, sorry,” he said between breaths. “Didn’t see you guys there.”

“No worries,” Michelle said sweetly.

“Yeah no problem,” I chimed in.

He looked at us staring at him and then I saw his eyes move to the barely concealed silver cans we held in our hands. He eyed them greedily.

“Oh man, you guys got the right idea,” he said with a smile. “Could go for a cold one right about now.”

Before I could say anything, Michelle was eagerly reaching into the cooler and pulling out another ice cold can and offering it to him.

“We have plenty,” she said. “Here, join us,” she said, motioning toward the towel that lay on the wet sand next to her.

The man shook his head, “oh no, I couldn’t.”

“No, really,” she said, all but forcing the can into his hand. I watched with mild amusement and to my surprise, not much jealousy at all as my wife began to flirt with this shirtless, muscular black man right in front of me.

“You deserve it,” she said. “How far did you run?”

He thought for a moment then checked his watch.

“Just a light five this morning,” he said as if it were the most routine thing in the world.

“Five…like five miles?” I asked, finally rejoining the conversation.

He nodded.

“Wow,” Michelle whispered. “Impressive. Here. You definitely deserve it then.”

He thought for a moment and then relented, unable to resist the ice cold can of suds being thrust in his direction.

He smiled and finally took it.

“Alright fine, you win. Thanks,” he said, cracking the can. “But don’t worry. I’ll stand, I’m disgusting, I won’t ruin your beach towel.”

Then something amazing happened.

Michelle seemed to lock her eyes onto his bulging crotch and whispered: oh, you are anything but disgusting…

It was so low, he didn’t hear it over the wind and the waves. But I heard it. Loud and clear and it did something to me. Something I’ll never forget: it made me harder than I’d ever been in my entire life.

But before I could have a five-alarm freak out and wonder what it all meant, he leaned over and said…

“Cheers, thanks guys,” he offered his can to each of us in toast and we each muttered cheers back.

The three of us took long sips and relished the cold suds for a few silent moments before he again broke the silence.

“Sorry, where are my manners? I’m Marcus,” he said, offering his hand to me.

“Jack,” I said, offering him my firmest grip in return.

“Nice to meet you Jack,” he said before turning his attention to Michelle. That’s when another amazing thing happened. He seemed to notice her for the first time. Like really notice her. Before, I’m sure he realized he was talking to a man and a woman but when he took Michelle’s tiny, tan hand in his big, dark one his eyes seemed to fill with life and lust as he raked his eyes over her body from head to toe and there was no mistaking it: he liked what he saw.

“Michelle,” she said faintly.

“Very nice to meet you, Michelle,” he said with a smile.

It was impossible to miss the immediate spark of electricity, however brief it was, between them. My cock was rock hard still as I watched their hands and fingers linger for just a second too long before breaking off and returning to their beers.

We sipped a little while longer before I broke the silence this time.

“So, staying nearby, Marcus?”

He nodded his head.

“Oh yeah, just over on 38th and Ocean.”

Michelle perked up.

“We’re here on 37th and Ocean. We’re practically neighbors!”

Marcus chuckled.

“How long are you here for?”

“At least until Labor Day and then…who knows,” Michelle said.

“How about you?” I interjected.

“Umm, well as long as I want I guess. Just bought the place actually,” he said. He seemed a little embarrassed but I didn’t know why.

“Really?” I said.

“Oh my god, I’m so jealous…” Michelle said.

Marcus scratched at the back of his neck, like he wanted to say something but didn’t want to overshare.

“Yeah, yeah uhh…little gift to myself I guess you could say.”

“A gift? What for?”

He hesitated a moment and then gave in.

“Finalizing my divorce…”

I winced.

Michelle practically gasped.

“Oh, I’m so, so sorry…” she began but Marcus held up a hand, cutting her off mid apology.

“Oh no, don’t be. Please. It’s for the best. Really. Trust me. It’s…it’s a good thing. For everyone.”

Michelle and I both nodded and sat back in our chairs unsure what to say next.

After a minute, Marcus finished his beer and crushed the can in his hand.

“Ahh, well hey…gotta hit the shower. Thanks for the beer guys. Jack, Michelle. Very nice meeting you. Maybe I’ll catch you around on the beach later.”

We waved and he turned and began walking away toward 38th street.

Michelle sat forward and practically screamed at him as he left.

“I hope so!”

She waved after him and I watched her hungry, sultry eyes stare at his dark delts and boulder shoulders as he smoothly walked away from us.

. . .

Later that night, after we’d had a little too much to drink, Michelle and I began to fool around. Or more accurately, she thrust her hand down my pants and started yanking on my cock.

To say this was slightly out of character for her would be an understatement. It was usually I who had to be the initiator.

But there we were on the couch, watching a basketball game and she just couldn’t contain herself.

Did the tall, athletic black men running up and down the court remind her of a certain someone? I wondered…

But before I had too much time to contemplate the thought, blood was rushing into my cock as her delicate fingers wrapped around my pole and began dancing up and down.

I gulped hard and slid my pants off.

Michelle gasped at my hardness, evidently pleased.

“My god, Jack. Already? So hard…” she clicked her tongue and stared at my cock throbbing in her hand.

I simply gulped and nodded.

“I’ve never seen you like this before,” she said. And it was true, usually I took some warming up. I had nothing to be bashful about but in this instance I suddenly seemed…somehow bigger, harder, more impressive than usual. But I shook my head and tried to regain focus. As I did, I remembered who the out-of-character aggressor was here.

“Wait a minute,” I began…”Me? What about you?”

Michelle paused and cocked her head to the side like I’d just asked the dumbest question in the world.

“What do you mean, Jack?”

“Well, you don’t usually…you’re not typically this uh…”

I lost my train of thought as my eyes once again wandered to the basketball game on the TV screen and then back down at her hand on my engorged cock.

She followed my eyes and looked at the TV screen, uncomprehending.

“What?” she said. “What is it?”

I stared for a moment then opened my mouth to speak. What was the harm in telling her what I witnessed on the beach between her and Marcus? The connection there was unmistakable, wasn’t it?

Unless I was totally wrong.

The thought immediately closed my mouth for me and I didn’t let out a peep.

“What?”

I shook my head.

“Nothing, nevermind…can we just,” I went in for a kiss and she stopped me dead in my tracks. But she didn’t let go of my dick. She simply squeezed harder and shook her hat back at me.

“Oh no, you’re not getting off that easy. I know that look. Tell me. Now.”

I paused. Looked back at the screen and then at her. She was smiling playfully.

“Michelle, I swear. It’s noth-”

She squeezed a little harder and cut off my flow of words.

“Ahh,” I said.

“Tell me,” she growled with a smile and began nibbling on my ear as she continued to squeeze my cock in a vice grip.

“Ahh, alright. Alright!”

She eased up finally and leaned back, eagerly awaiting my explanation.

“It’s stupid really…” I began.

I took another long pause and after a few moments I felt her grip begin to tighten again.

“Okay, okay. Wait…it’s just that, well. Marcus…I noticed, when you…”

Michelle began to cock her head to the side as my words landed upon her ears. I could tell she wasn’t quite comprehending them yet but I watched her expression change from confusion to curiosity and back to confusion again as she waited for me to say more.

“Marcus? What about Marcus? I don’t under–”

“Come on,” I said, “I saw the way you were looking at him on the beach. It’s fine. I don’t mind. He’s a handsome, athletic, strong…”

Michelle’s eyes drifted from my cock to the TV as she watched one of the players slam it through the hoop to a thunderous ovation.

“Sexy black man,” she whispered, finishing my thought (although those weren’t quite the words I was going to choose).

I gulped.

My cock ached and throbbed.

Did she really mean to say that out loud?

I watched as her face twisted into an expression of horror and embarrassment as she turned a muted shade of red.

“Oh my god, Jack. I’m sorry. I didn’t. I don’t…”

I sat up a little straighter and shook my head.

“No, no. It’s fine. No big deal…”

There was an awkward pause.

“Actually…” I said, placing a hand sheepishly on the back of my neck.

“What?”

“Actually, it kind of turned me on to watch you flirting with him.”

I exhaled.

Now it was my turn to be horrified and embarrassed.

What the hell kind of husband - what kind of man - gets turned on by watching his wife flirt with another guy? But the thought of her…

“Really?” she asked, studying my face more closely, searching for a trace of something to help her understand what was happening between us more deeply.

I gulped and nodded and looked down at my cock.

“Don’t you feel it?”

She looked down at my cock in her hand which seemed to have swollen and grown larger than before. She put a hand over her mouth and let out a soft gasp.

“Jack…” she whispered. “But why does it turn you…”

But before she could continue asking the question, I was on top of her and jamming my tongue down her throat. She laid back on the couch and let me have my way with her.

It was some of the most wild, animalist sex we’d ever had.

Hardly a word was spoken between us, but we both knew what caused this extra excitement: it was Marcus. And each of us had our own reasons for that being the case.

We didn’t have time to explore it or what it meant or what it said about us. Because in the end, what did it matter anyway?

We were at the beach, on vacation, and it was just a little harmless fun, wasn’t it?

It wasn’t something we were going to explore any further.

Or so we probably thought at the time.

But after that, well…everything seemed to change.

And it all happened so fast.
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I DON’T REMEMBER falling asleep. But I remember waking up. It was still dark outside and my cock was throbbing as Michelle’s tiny hand gripped the shaft and pumped vigorously up and down.

“Mmmm,” she moaned. She sounded groggy and tired, like she had just woken up.

“Michelle,” I whispered through half-open eyes.

“That was so fucking hot,” she said, still stroking my cock. She was lying on her back, looking up at the ceiling.

I heard her hand rummaging around between her legs as she slipped a sultry finger inside and began to play with herself as she jerked me off.

I gulped and gritted my teeth but didn’t say anything.

“Jack…” she whispered into the dim, dark light of our room. “Let’s do something…wild.”

My stomach did a backflip.

“Wild?”

My mind raced right along with my heart as it thumped in anticipation of just what she was thinking.

She let out a soft moan.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Like what?”

She didn’t say anything for a long while. Which gave me all the time I needed to conjure up some of my own ideas for something wild we could do. Or more accurately, something wild Michelle could do. And every last one of those things involved Marcus and his big, strong, black…

“Let’s go fuck on the beach!” she suddenly exclaimed, snapping me out of my stupor.

I shook my head in confusion.

“Really?” I asked.

“Yeah, I’ve never had sex on the beach before. Have you?”

“Only the drink,” I said dryly. Michelle frowned and grabbed my hand and began pulling me out of bed.

“Come on,” she said quietly, looking around and listening for another sound as if we were trying to sneak away from a house that had other adults in it besides us.

“What time is it?”

“Who cares? Come on!”

And with that, she pulled me out of bed and we hastily got dressed and made our way for the dunes.

It was just after one o’clock in the morning.

…

WE DIDN’T WASTE any time. The beach was deserted and peaceful and the nearly-full moon provided all the light we could need. As soon as we were protected enough from the view of the houses along the beach, Michelle dropped to her knees in the sand and reached up for my waist band.

“God, I’ve never wanted to suck dick so bad as I do right now,” she whispered. She yanked down on my shorts and my throbbing, hard member nearly took her eye out as it flopped out and dangled in front of her hungry mouth.

She giggled and took me into her mouth right away and begin to suck and slurp with an aggression that was again, very out of character and very fucking hot.

“Oh Michelle,” I whispered into the night air.

She took her mouth off my cock and spat on the shaft to lube it up. It was filthy and delicious at the same time. Something I’d only ever seen in pornos. But there she was, my lovely wife, on her knees on the beach sucking my cock like a dirty little slut and I was loving every minute of it.

For the moment, I’d forgotten all about Marcus. I was only focused on us. And then Michelle said something that made my blood run cold for a moment and then hot with anger, jealousy, and above all: lust and desire.

She was jerking my cock and looking up at me when she said it.

“Would you like to watch me fuck him?” she said. There was more than a hint of honest curiosity and total innocence in the question. Deep down she genuinely wanted to know.

But it caught me off guard. I mean, what’s a guy supposed to say to a question like that?

“Umm, well…I uhh…” I stammered, searching for words as more blood rushed into my throbbing pole.

She paused, suddenly unsure of herself and she looked a little embarrassed.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Nothing, nevermind,” she said, stroking my cock. “Let’s just fuck.”

I paused for a moment. I knew damn well what she was asking. But…this was all so strange. Truth was, however, her question sent chills down my spine and turned me on. Deep down, that was the truth. It turned me on to think of her and Marcus…

Before I could continue the thread, Michelle stood up and began pushing me down on the sand and was mounting my hard cock before I had any time to really do much of anything. Before I knew it, she was sliding me into her wet, used slit and riding me next to the dunes in the pale moonlight.

“Oh fuck, Jack!” she panted. “Fuck yes!”

“You like that, baby?” I grunted, bucking my hips up and back against hers as she rode me to the edge of an orgasm.

“You know I like that, Jack. I love riding cock like a good little slut! Oh god, I’m gonna come. Oh fuck. Oh fuck!”

Soon she was writhing and shaking all over me as she came hard. I reached up and put a hand over her mouth to stifle her screams but it was little use.

After her orgasm subsided, she began to ride me harder and faster once more.

“Come on, Jack. Fill me up. Fill this slutty, little pussy up! I want that cum deep inside me!”

I could say that I had no idea where this dirty talk was coming from. But of course I already knew all too well where it was coming from. Once more my mind drifted to the thought of my sweet wife, Michelle and the dark, handsome muscular Marcus…their bodies pressed up against one another, his ebony torso dwarfing her petite white frame…her lips parted as he leaned down to kiss her…her hand was on his cock. His big…black…

“Fuck! I’m gonna cum!” I whispered. I could not hold it even one second long as my orgasm swelled up within me and then crashed on the shores of Michelle’s pussy just like the waves in the distance were doing right then.

Michelle began to cum again, softly and slowly this time as her body trembled and shook. Her eyes were shut tight just then and I wondered if perhaps she was having some of the same lewd thoughts that I was.

Secretly, I hoped that she was but I didn’t dare voice it. As I came back around from the intense arousal and lust, I worried that perhaps the moment had passed. That perhaps…

“Oh Jack, that was incredible,” she whispered. “Fucking incredible.”

“I know, it was amazing,” I said.

We laid there for a while in silence before I finally worked up the courage to say it.

“You know, for the record…yes.”

She didn’t say anything for a full five seconds.

“Yes, what?” she asked, her voice had a slight tremble in it and suggested she knew exactly what I was referring to but was afraid to say it herself.

“I would like to watch you fuck Marcus. I think it would be…”

“Really?” she whispered breathlessly.

“Yes, I think it would be…”

“Fuck me too,” she whispered as she pounced on top of me. “I want him inside me so bad.”

Before I could reply she was back on top of my rock hard cock and riding me like never before.

As my eyes rolled slightly back in my head and toward the faint lights of the houses along the beach, I saw a silhouette in one of the houses down the block from ours. A house on 38th street. There was a single light coming from one of the upper windows and there stood an unmistakable silhouette. It was Marcus and it seemed he was…watching us?

No way. That would be silly. There’s no way he could see us all the way down there. Right?

I turned my head back toward Michelle’s breasts as they bounced in my face and put the thought out of my mind.
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SO THERE WE WERE. The off season had arrived and a devious adventure was staring us right in the face. The only two questions that remained were simple…were we game enough to try and if we were, how on earth did we make such a thing happen?

As it would turn out, yes…yes we were game. And we would make it happen rather easily as Marcus was all too happy to give Michelle exactly what she wanted.

It was a week or so after Labor Day when it all went down.

Michelle and I were on the beach around sunset enjoying some champagne - a way to end our day that we never got tired of - when Marcus came strolling down the shoreline in a white linen shirt and khaki pants.

She reached over and gripped my knee.

“Should we go for it?”

I was feeling a nice buzz from the champagne and was feeling a little fearless. My cock lurched and throbbed at the thought as my heart thrummed in my chest.

“It’s up to you…what do you think?”

She never stopped looking at him walking down the beach. I could see the pure hunger in her eyes as she licked her lips.

“I think we should, oh my god, I’m so wet right now just thinking about it,” she whispered breathlessly.

I bit my lips and smiled.

“Alright baby, go for it then.”

Michelle gave a whistle to get his attention and we waved him down and he came over to us and sat down in the sand beside our beach chairs.

“Champagne?” Michelle asked.

Marcus looked at us both a little funny, cocking his head to one side and then slowly, a wry smile crept over his face like he was reading our very thoughts or something.

Holy shit, is he? No, no of course not. That would be silly.

He looked at me and winked. Then looked over at Michelle and practically undressed her with his eyes.

“Why, I would love some,” he said, that wry smile seemed now permanently etched on his face.

Michelle reached into the cooler, procured a glass, and poured some bubbles out for Marcus. She handed him the glass.

The three of us sat there for a silent beat, unsure what to do next. That’s when Marcus seemed to kind of take charge.

“Well then, what should we drink to?” he asked.

There was a pause.

I looked at Michelle who shrugged and bit her lip. It seemed like there was something she wanted to say, but couldn’t quite bring herself to do it.

“Uhh, well how about to new friends?” I stammered. What a lame suggestion.

Marcus shrugged.

We all half-heartedly raised our glasses and clinked. I began to take a large sip when Michelle finally blurted it out.

“Actually, how about…to my first black cock?” she said, her voice suddenly dripping with lust and desire.

I nearly choked on my drink as I spat the bubbly back out all over the sand.

Marcus was in the middle of a small and sophisticated sip which he swallowed lightly before looking at Michelle.

He raised an eyebrow. He was playing it cool.

No, actually not just playing it cool. He was cool. The very embodiment of the term. It didn’t surprise him or throw him off his game to hear those words come out of Michelle’s mouth. It seemed he’d been expecting them (or at least some version of them).

“Mmm, that’s an interesting idea,” he said finally before taking another sip of his drink.

Michelle took a sexy sip of her own drink as they locked eyes.

For the moment, it seemed they’d both forgotten I even existed.

“Do you think you might be able to help me with that?” Michelle asked.

“Oh, I’m quite certain I could.”

My heart was beating rapidly.

“That is, as long as it’s ok with your husband. Jack? Would that be alright with you?”

They both turned their gaze to me. I felt weak for a moment. Like I might pass out.

Was this really happening? Did he really just ask me that?

Michelle looked at me with pleading eyes and snapped me out of my trance.

“Uhh, yeah. Totally. Cool with me,” I said before chugging nearly half my glass.

Marcus chuckled.

“Good. That’s the right idea. Why don’t we all have a little more to drink, get comfortable with each other, and then by the time the sun goes down…” he turned to Michelle, “I’ll be helping you slip your first big, black cock inside that little married pussy of yours.”

My cock throbbed and ached as I watched him reach out and run a hand along the inside of Michelle’s thigh. She closed her eyes and let out a soft moan as he approached her slit. I thought she might cum just from his touch.

From there, things happened rather quickly.
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“FUCK, I WANT YOU SO BAD,” Michelle whispered as Marcus pinned her trembling body against the wall of the hallway. We hadn’t even made it to the bedroom yet and they could no longer keep their hands off each other.

She was still in her bikini as he pressed his body into hers and kissed her gently on the lips. I stood frozen at the end of the hallway, with a raging hard on as I watched another man kiss my wife.

The feeling was absolutely electric. Unlike anything I could have ever imagined.

Slowly, Michelle kissed him back. Then she parted her lips and slipped her tongue past his lips and into his mouth. She arched her back as she opened her mouth wider. The kissing got faster and faster as Marcus began to caress her breasts and work a hand down between her legs.

She raised her arms over her head in an act of total surrender to the moment. She broke off the kiss as Marcus slipped a finger inside her wet slit and began to finger her.

“Oh fuck, that feels so good,” she whispered as she turned her head to the side and locked eyes with me.

There I was, standing and watching. My hand rested gently on my erection, but I didn’t dare begin to do anything else. I was afraid I might cum right away and ruin the whole thing.

Michelle noticed my hard on and smiled. She mouthed I love you and then turned her head back to Marcus and began to kiss him once more.

I watched as her hands slowly crept back down by her sides and then slid into the waistband of Marcus’s shorts. Soon, they were reaching inside and grabbing.

I watched her face light up with pleasure and surprise as they gripped and squeezed.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “Holy shit, that’s a big dick.”

“Mmm,” Marcus whispered as he began to kiss her neck. “You like it?”

Michelle could only nod her head as she looked down at his bulge with pleading eyes.

“Can I see it?”

“Of course you can. Let’s head to the bedroom.”

Michelle took the lead here, grabbing Marcus by the hand and leading him back to our bedroom. Her hips swayed seductively, calling their siren song, and Marcus (and of course myself) were all too eager to follow.

I watched as they crossed the threshold into the dimly lit bedroom and disappeared from view for a moment. I walked steadily but swiftly, my heart racing ever faster.

When I rounded the corner and entered the room, my heart nearly stopped dead in my chest and I thought I might faint.

Michelle was on her knees at the foot of the bed. Marcus stood over her, undoing his pants.

“Here,” Michelle whispered, reaching up. “Let me.”

With one motion, she undid his shorts and yanked them down.

She gasped with excitement as Marcus’s huge, dark member flopped out and danced before her sparkling eyes.

“Oh. My. God.”

“You like it?” Marcus asked, smiling down.

Michelle bit her lip and nodded, her eyes transfixed on the dark dick before her.

“I think I love it,” she whispered.

“Kiss it,” Marcus said.

Without hesitation, she puckered her lips and kissed the tip of his cock.

Marcus exhaled sharply.

“Good girl,” he said.

Then he looked over at me and smirked.

“You sure you’re ready for this, Jack? No turning back after she’s had her first…”

Before I could answer, Michelle reached up and wrapped her left hand around the base of his shaft. I watched with twisted lust as her wedding ring sparkled in the fading light.

“Oh, he’s sure,” she said, “and I am too.”

Then she turned her head, opened her mouth and began to suck his cock.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she slurped. She reached around her back and untied her bikini top, letting it fall to the floor at her knees.

Marcus reached down and cupped her right breast, gripping it firmly and then relaxing a little as he gently tweaked her supple nipple.

Her back arched as she sucked him harder.

“Reach down and play with yourself for me,” Marcus said.

And she was all too happy to oblige him.

Michelle reached down and slipped a hand into her bikini bottoms and began to finger herself while she sucked.

Even across the room I could hear how wet she was.

And I could take it no longer. Finally, I dropped my trunks and took my cock in my hand. The sight of my pretty, little wife on her knees sucking a big, black cock was hotter than anything I’d ever seen before in my life. The fact that she was jerking it off with her wedding ring still on her finger awakened things in me I didn’t even know were there.

After a few moments, Michelle finally looked over at me and saw that I was touching myself. Her reaction wasn’t one of surprise or disgust which I half-expected, but rather of delight. It seemed to turn her on more, realizing she had a captivated audience watching her be a slut.

“Fuck, this is so hot,” she said, stopping what she was doing for a moment to watch me.

I gulped and stopped stroking my cock as we locked eyes. Michelle shook her head.

“Don’t stop, baby. Keep stroking it for me. You really like this, huh?”

I nodded.

She smiled and then went back to sucking Marcus off for a few minutes.

Then, Marcus reached down and pulled her up to his level. He pushed her bikini bottoms off her, grabbed a handful of ass and began to kiss her hard and she reached down and stroked his massive cock as it rested against her tight tummy.

“You ready to feel this big dick inside you?” he asked.

“Fuck yes,” she whispered and she laid down on the bed and spread her legs wide for him. I could see her slick juices glistening down her thighs. She was so wet.

“But first,” she beckoned me over with a finger. “I want you to taste me baby.”

I rarely ate her out. It was only on special occasions or when I’d had enough liquid courage. But this time was different. This time it was something I needed desperately to do and so I got down on my knees at the foot of the bed and placed my head between her legs and began to lick.

She reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair and pressed my face harder into her slit. Her bittersweet juices began to coat my tongue and trickle down my throat.

“Mmm, good boy. That’s it. Mmm, yeah get my pussy ready for that big, black dick.”

I eagerly went down and brought her to orgasm. As soon as she came, she thrust my head away in a stupor and summoned Marcus over. He’d been watching the whole time, stroking his cock, and waiting his turn, and now it was time for the main event.


5

“BE GENTLE,” Michelle whispered as Marcus stood over her and positioned himself between her trembling legs.

Marcus took his cock in his hand and thumped it up and down against her pelvis. The tip of his cock reached all the way up past her belly button.

Seeing his long, dark cock resting on her tan, light skinned belly was quite a sight. Michelle reached down and gently caressed his pole with her left hand. Again, I watched as her wedding ring - the symbol of our love and fidelity for one another - danced up and down another man’s dick.

Marcu leaned down and kissed her.

“Don’t worry, I’ll go slow,” he said, then looked over at me, “at first.”

He grinned and then turned back to Michelle who was now panting in excited anticipation.

“Ready?” Marcus asked.

Michelle bit her lip and nodded, then looked down between her legs to watch it all unfold. We were about to flush our marriage vows down the toilet and I was strangely excited and turned on by how that made me feel.

Marcus drew back and then pressed the bulbous head of his cock against the slick wetness of Michelle’s entrance.

She drew in a sharp breath and then exhaled long and deep as he pressed further and parted her lips.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. And Marcus was only about an inch inside her.

Slowly, he pressed further still. I could almost hear the splitting of her peach as his dark shaft continued to stretch and penetrate her. Doing things to her that I simply never could.

“Oh my goddddddd,” she moaned.

“Does that feel good, baby?” Marcus whispered.

Hearing another man call my wife baby was another indelible memory that did things to me I simply cannot put into words. Watching Michelle look up with pleading eyes and moan yes took things into another stratosphere.

“Good girl, look at you taking all that dick,” Marcus said as he pressed himself deeper. It seemed Michelle had forgotten I was there for the moment, but Marcus had not. He looked over at me and smiled.

“She looks good taking black dick, doesn’t she?” he asked. I could only nod in response. “Why don’t you come over here and get some too, man?”

I shook my head and snapped out of my stupor. He was right. Why not get a closer view and also get some myself?

I stood up and walked over to the side of the bed where Michelle’s head rested and shoved my cock in her face.

She looked up and smiled at me.

“Hi baby,” she whispered. I reached down and caressed the back of her head as she opened her mouth and swallowed me whole.

The warm wetness of her mouth sent shivers down my spine and for a moment I thought I might bust a fat load right down her throat. But I was able to take a deep breath and steady myself.

I looked down between her legs to see that Marcus was now almost entirely inside her and she was showing no signs of struggle.

Finally, he drew himself back and began his rut in earnest. That’s when the sparks really began to fly.

As he thrust in and out, Michelle almost immediately spat my cock out and screamed in pleasure and surprise.

She reached down and placed a hand on her tummy near her belly button.

“Holy shit,” she whispered. “I can feel it in my stomach. I can feel it all the way in my stomach!”

Marcus grinned.

“Yeah, you like how that feels huh? Jack never reaches that deep does he?”

“No, no, fuck that feels so good,” she cried.

She reached up and grabbed my pulsing cock but she could no longer keep me in her mouth with all the wailing and moaning she was doing.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” she whispered.

“What’s that?” Marcus asked, whispering in her ear and egging her on.

“I’m gonna cum.”

“Yeah you are, tell your husband where you're about to cum.”

“I’m gonna cum on his cock, baby. I’m gonna cum all over his big, black — oh fuuuuuuckkkkkk!”

Michelle’s body began to writhe and shake and tremble as an orgasm seemed to bubble up out of nowhere and rip through her entire body and through her very soul.

I watched as she moaned like a whore and her eyes rolled back in her head so that basically only the white were showing.

It was as if she were in another realm, another alternate reality that was pure, total, and unadulterated bliss and pleasure. Bliss and pleasure of the kind few ever really get to experience. 

“OH my god, oh my god,” she whispered over and over as she finally came back to earth and began to calm down.

I returned to the chair in the corner to watch the rest of the show.

Marcus then flipped her over on her belly across the bed so that she was facing directly at me and he entered her from behind in the prone position.

His big cock would reach places from that position that would change my wife forever. She came even faster this time. And she stared directly into my soul while she did it. This time, she kept her eyes wide open and smiled at me as she begged for his big, black dick to pound her insides.

She came hard a third time from that same position before she begged to ride his dick.

“Are you enjoying the show baby?” she said as she mounted him and slid his pole back into her greedy hole.

“You like watching your wife ride this big, black dick?”

I was stroking furiously now, totally lost in the debauched depravity that was unfolding before me.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I fucking love it,”

“Good,” she said as she bounced her fat white ass up and down on his slick, dark dick, coating his ebony shaft in her white, sticky cum.

“Fuck,” Marcus panted as I watched his body tense up. Michelle could feel it too as she rode him faster and harder. “I’m gonna nut if you keep riding my dick like that, baby.”

“Fucking do it!” she cried. “Nut all up inside me. Please, give me that seed baby. Cum inside this little, married pussy! Cum in me!”

I can’t be totally sure, but I assume I must have gone as pale as a ghost. This was not something we had discussed. I had never considered the question: where would he cum?

Michelle was not on birth control.

But while the thought scared me, it also thrilled me in equal, if not greater measure. It was so very lewd, depraved, dirty, and….fucking hot.

She looked over at me with a wicked smile and said….

“You don’t mind if he cums in me, right baby?”

I froze for a moment, but I realized I really didn’t have a choice. What was I going to do?

“No, I don’t mind at all,” I whispered.

Michelle bounced her plump ass up and down harder and faster and soon Marcus could not contain himself.

“Oh fuck, here it comes! Arghhhhhh!”

Michelle began to come again as the torrent of hot seed warmed her insides and penetrated her womb.

“Oh my god, I feel it. Yes! Give it to me! Give me every last drop, oh fucckkkkk!”

Somehow, I managed to hold in my own orgasm for the time being as I watched Michelle, totally dick drunk and spent, collapse onto the bed beside Marcus.

After a moment, Marcus stood up and walked over to me.

“What are you waiting for man?” he asked.

“Huh?”

“Listen man, that was fun. Awesome. Glad I got to have that experience with you guys, but…” he turned and looked over at Michelle on the bed. “You gotta go over there and take back what’s yours. Go reclaim that pussy.”

A shiver went down my spine. The thought of fucking Michelle’s used and stretched pussy that was filled with another man’s seed was the height of depravity and again not something I’d ever considered when we embarked on this quest.

But fuck if it wasn’t the hottest thing I’d ever heard in the heat of that moment.

I nodded my head and stood up.

Marcus slapped me on the back.

“Enoy,” he said. “Let’s do this again soon.”

And with that, he walked out of the room to get cleaned up and left me to reclaim what was mine.
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I DIDN’T LAST more than thirty seconds. If that. Michelle was on fire beneath me and she came at the same time I did. The feeling of oneness and connectedness we felt when I reclaimed her as mine was indescribable.

It was special.

It was like falling in love all over again.

For a while after, we just lay there in each other's arms basking in the afterglow of the most insane and intense sexual adventure either of us had ever experienced.

Eventually, we couldn’t help ourselves and we had to go at it again and again into the wee hours of the morning as we relived the experience and dirty talked each other into one earth shattering orgasm after another.

To say it changed us forever would be an understatement. The transformation our marriage and our connection to one another underwent that night is something I’ll cherish for as long as I live.

We ended up staying another two weeks and we did play with Marcus another handful of times. But since we’ve been back home - back to reality - we’ve fallen back into our routines.

Don’t get me wrong, our sex life is incredible now and our desire for one another is through the roof.

We’ve already made plans to return next summer and Marcus assured us he’ll be ready and waiting whenever the time arrives.

But between now and then, we’ve been whispering about trying to find another local man for Michelle to experience.

We’ll see how things go, but that’s for all now - until next time.

THE END
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Chapter 1 (Jon)

We were at our gate, waiting for our flight to begin boarding when the announcement came over the loudspeaker.

“Passenger Jon Cooper. Would Jon Cooper please come to the desk? Once again, passenger Jon Cooper…”

My wife Sara looked at me, her hazel eyes wide with worry.

“That’s you. Why are they calling your name?”

It took me a few seconds to get over the shock of hearing my name broadcast for the entire airport to hear.

I shook my head and stood up.

“I have no earthly idea,” I said, placing the book I was reading down on the seat next to Sara. “I suppose I better go find out though. Maybe they’re upgrading us to first class.”

Sara let out a giggle and rolled her eyes.

“Yeah, right. More likely they want us to give up our seats. Do not let them talk you into taking a voucher. I refuse to delay feeling that sunshine on my skin by even an hour at this point.”

I leaned down and kissed her on the cheek.

“Don’t worry. I won’t”

Despite my best effort at planning a relaxing vacation, things weren’t off to an ideal start. It was a cold and wet December morning and traffic in Washington D.C. was a mess. We arrived at the airport thirty-minutes behind schedule and stressed. Getting through security was a slog and our bag was flagged at the checkpoint for some unknown reason and we had to endure the humiliation of the agent going through all of our swimsuits and underwear while curious onlookers watched and silently judged our fashion choices.

But finally and mercifully we were at our gate in plenty of time and in less than three hours would arrive in Miami for a well-deserved long-weekend in South Beach.

I approached the woman at the counter and cleared my throat.

“Yes, hi. Uhh, I think you called my name. Jon Cooper?”

She looked up at me and smiled.

“Yes we did, thank you so much Mr. Cooper. I’m happy to let you know that you’ve been selected for a complimentary, first-class upgrade for this morning’s flight to Miami. Is that something you would be interested in?”

My stomach did a backflip. I blinked and shook my head.

“I’m sorry, did you say first-class upgrade?”

She smiled and nodded back at me.

“Mmmhmm, that’s correct.”

“Amazing!” I said, perhaps a little too loud. I was letting the adrenaline and excitement get to me but I couldn’t believe it. First class? Things we’re looking up.

“I take it that means you are interested?” she asked.

“Yes! I mean, of course. Definitely Absolutely we are!”

Her demeanor changed slightly and a frown replaced her smile.

“Oh, I’m sorry sir. There’s no we here. It’s just for you. A single first-class upgrade. It’s not for all members of your party. It’s unfortunately just the one ticket.”

“Ahh, I see,” I said, “well…uh, hmmm.”

I turned around to look back at Sara who was watching me intently, trying to decipher what was going on.

“Sir, I’ll need an answer right away as we do have other people on standby for the upgrade.”

At first, I balked. I didn’t want to break us up. Sitting in different seats in different parts of the plane didn’t strike me as a great way to kick off our vacation.

But a first-class upgrade was too good to pass up, wasn’t it? I mean how often did things like this happen to regular people like us? At least one of us should get to enjoy the lucky break. After all, it was only a little less than three hours. Then once we landed, we’d be together for the duration of the trip.

“Sir, I need an answer. Please,” she said. I snapped out of my mental calculation and made a snap call. A snap call that would change are lives irrevocably from there on out.

“I’ll take it, thank you very much,” I said.

“Excellent,” she said before punching a few keys and printing out a revised boarding pass for me. “Here you go, sir.”

She handed me a first-class ticket.

JON C. COOPER was printed on it. I clutched the ticket in my hands.

“Is it ok if I let my wife use it?” I asked.

The woman simply shrugged.

“It’s your ticket, if you two want to switch I can’t imagine why that would cause any problems.”

“Great, thank you,” I said and walked back over to where I’d left Sara.

Her gaze hadn’t left me the entire time and I could see the wheels spinning in her head as she eyed the piece of paper in my hands suspiciously.

I sat down next to her with a huff.

“You took the voucher, didn’t you?”

I grinned at Sara, excitement bubbling up inside me. "Even better. You're not going to believe this."

Sara raised an eyebrow, curiosity replacing her earlier suspicion. "What is it? Don't keep me in suspense, Jon."

"They offered me a first-class upgrade," I said, waving the ticket. "For free!"

Her eyes widened. "No way! That's amazing!" Then her smile faltered slightly. "Wait, just you?"

I nodded, feeling a twinge of guilt. "Yeah, just one ticket. But I was thinking you should take it."

Sara shook her head emphatically. "Absolutely not. It's your upgrade, you should enjoy it."

"Absolutely not,” I said, handing her the ticket. “You deserve a little luxury. Besides, I have my book to keep me company." I patted the novel resting on my lap.

She hesitated, I could see she was torn between wanting to experience first-class and not wanting to leave me alone.

"Are you sure? I don't mind if you take it instead."

I reached out and squeezed her hand. "I'm positive. Go, relax, and tell me all about it when we land."

Her eyes sparkled with mischief.

"Maybe you can sweet-talk the flight attendant into sneaking me some of those fancy first-class snacks."

She chuckled, "I'll do my best. Thank you, Jon."

As the boarding announcement crackled over the loudspeaker, she leaned in and kissed me softly. "I love you," she murmured against my lips.

"I love you too," I replied. "Now go live it up in first class. I expect a full report later."

With one last squeeze of my hand, she stood and made her way to the priority boarding line, first-class ticket clutched in her hand.

Later, as I stepped onto the plane, I couldn't shake the feeling that this unexpected upgrade was just the beginning of what promised to be an unforgettable vacation.

And boy was I right, but not at all in the way I imagined.


Chapter 2 (Sara)

As I settled into my plush first-class seat, I couldn’t help but feel a mix of excitement and guilt. The leather was buttery soft against my skin, and there was so much legroom I couldn’t even reach the seat in front of me if I wanted to. It was a far cry from the cramped economy seats I was used to.

I craned my neck, trying to spot Jon as other passengers filed past us. Finally, I saw him, looking a bit lost as he made his way down the aisle. Our eyes met and he gave me a small wave and an encouraging smile. I blew him a kiss.

"First time in first class?" a deep voice asked from beside me.

I turned to see my seatmate - a tall, devastatingly handsome black man with warm brown eyes and a megawatt smile. He was impeccably dressed in a tailored suit that screamed two things: money and power.

"Is it that obvious?" I laughed, feeling a blush creep up my cheeks.

"Only a little," he said with a wink. "I'm Darius."

"Sara," I replied, shaking his hand. His grip was firm and confident.

"So Sara, what brings you to Miami? Business or pleasure?"

"Definitely pleasure," I said. "My husband and I are taking a long weekend getaway. What about you?"

"A bit of both," Darius replied. "I live there, so it’s always a mix of the two, usually more business…but you always have to make some time for pleasure in South Beach."

As we chatted, a flight attendant appeared with a tray of champagne flutes. I hesitated for a moment - it's not even 10 AM - but Darius grabbed them both and handed one to me with a grin.

"When in first class, right?" he said, raising his glass in a toast.

I clinked my glass against his, the bubbles tickling my nose as I took a sip. It was delicious, and I could already feel the tension from our stressful morning at the airport melting away.

As the plane took off, Darius and I fell into easy conversation. He was so charming and funny, regaling me with stories of his travels and business ventures. I was embarrassed when I realized I was laughing more than I had in months - with a man who wasn’t my husband.

“Forgive me, I can’t believe I haven’t asked yet. But, your mentioned husband?” he asked looking around the first class cabin.

I snorted so hard Champagne almost came out my nose.

“Oh no, how silly of me. Jon. He’s in coach.”

I motioned toward the back of the plane.

“Coach?” Darius asked.

I explained to him the story of our single upgraded ticket.

“What a perfect gentleman,” Darius said with a warm smile. “Man I can respect. I like hearing things like that. Chivalry is in such short supply these days.”

I smiled warmly.

“Couldn’t agree more.,” I said.

. . .

About an hour into the flight, I excused myself to use the restroom. As I made my way down the aisle, I spotted Jon through the first-class curtain, his nose was buried in his book. I paused for a moment, torn between wanting to check on him and not wanting to bother him.

Just then, he looked up and caught my eye. His face lit up with a smile, and he mouthed "Having fun?" I nodded enthusiastically, giving him a thumbs up. He chuckled and waved me off playfully.

As I went back to my seat, a strange feeling washed over me as I thought of continuing my conversation with Darius. Excitement, yes, but also... something else. A tingling awareness I hadn’t felt in years.

I slid back into my seat next to Darius, acutely aware of his presence in a way I hadn't been before. His knee brushed against mine as he shifted to let me sit, sending  chills through my body.

"Welcome back," Darius said with that dazzling smile. "I was just about to order another round of drinks. Care to join me?"

I hesitated for a moment, glancing back towards where Jon sat in coach. But the champagne had already gone to my head a bit, making me feel warm and relaxed. What was the harm in one more?

"Why not?" I replied with a grin. "When in first class, right?"

Darius flagged down the flight attendant and ordered us each another glass of champagne. As we sipped, our conversation flowed easily. I found myself opening up to him about my job, my hopes and dreams, things I hadn't discussed with Jon in years.

"You know, Sara," Darius said, leaning in close. His voice had dropped lower, more intimate. "I have to say, your husband is a lucky man. You're not just beautiful, but intelligent and funny too. It's a rare combination."

I felt heat rise to my cheeks at his words. "Oh, stop," I said, playfully swatting his arm. But inside, my heart was racing. When was the last time someone had complimented me like that?

"I mean it," Darius continued, his eyes locked on mine. "If you were my wife, I'd never let you out of my sight.”

There was something in his gaze that made my breath catch. A hunger, barely concealed. I should have felt uncomfortable. But instead, I felt a thrill of excitement course through me.

"Well," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you,” I said weakly.

His hand brushed up against mine as he reached for his drink. His touch was electric, sending sparks racing up my arm.

"Excuse me, sorry" he said.

Just then, the captain's voice crackled over the speaker, announcing our descent into Miami. The spell was broken, and I pulled my hand away, suddenly keenly aware of what I'd been doing and the inappropriate thoughts racing through my head.

“No problem,” I said, pulling my hand closer toward my body.

As we prepared for landing, guilt washed over me. But for what? We hadn’t done anything improper. But as I snuck glances at Darius, I couldn't deny the attraction I felt.


Chapter 3 (Jon)

As the plane touched down in Miami, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of excitement and unease. The flight had been cramped and stale but rather uneventful for me - I'd managed to get through a good chunk of my book - but I found my thoughts constantly drifting to Sara up in first class.

I gathered my things quickly, eager to reunite with my wife and hear all about her luxurious experience. As I made my way up the aisle, I caught sight of her chatting animatedly with a tall, well-dressed black man. They were both laughing, and I felt a twinge of something I couldn't quite name. Jealousy? No, that wasn't it. We'd been married for years, and I trusted Sara completely. But it was something like jealousy cut with some foreign substance I was unfamiliar with.

"Hey, you," I said, approaching them with a smile. "How was first class?"

Sara's eyes lit up when she saw me, but I noticed a slight flush to her cheeks that wasn't usually there. "Jon! It was amazing. This is Darius, we were seatmates."

Darius extended his hand, gripping mine firmly. "Nice to meet you, Jon. Your wife is delightful company."

"That she is, nice to meet you Darius" I agreed, wrapping an arm around Sara's waist. Then perhaps a bit rudely, "Ready to go, honey?"

As we made our way through the airport, Sara told me all about the champagne, gourmet snacks, and the most comfortable seats she'd ever experienced. But there was something in her voice, a slight tremor of excitement that seemed to go beyond just the first-class amenities. Was it her time with Darious?

A peculiar tickle went down my spine at the thought, but I pushed it away.

"Sounds like you had quite the flight," I said, trying to keep my tone light. "I'm glad you enjoyed it."

Sara squeezed my hand. "It was wonderful, but I missed you. How was your flight?"

I shrugged. "Oh, you know. Same old economy experience, cramped and stale. But I got through a good portion of my book, so that's something."

As we waited for our luggage, I noticed Sara glancing around, as if looking for someone. When Darius appeared nearby, her face lit up in a way that made my stomach clench. This time, I was sure I wasn’t imagining things.

"Darius!" she said, waving him over, her voice a little too eager.

He flashed a bright smile. And walked over to us.

I felt Sara tense beside me, and I tightened my grip on her hand instinctively.

“Where are you two staying?” he asked casually as we awaited our bags.

We gave him the name of our hotel.

“Oh yeah, I know the place. It’s not terribly far from my house. Nice little hotel. Say, why don’t I give you a ride there? It would be my pleasure.”

I balked at the offer.

"Oh, that's so kind of you to offer," Sara said, her voice a little breathless. "But we wouldn't want to impose."

I nodded in agreement, feeling relieved. "Yeah, we've already arranged for a car service. But thanks anyway, Darius."

Darius waved his hand dismissively. "It's no imposition at all. I insist. Consider it my way of welcoming you to Miami."

I hesitated, torn between not wanting to be rude and feeling increasingly uncomfortable with the whole situation. Sara looked at me expectantly, her eyes pleading.

"Well..." I started, but Sara cut me off.

"We'd love to, wouldn't we, Jon?" she said, squeezing my hand. "It would be so much nicer than a crappy car service."

I sighed inwardly, knowing I was fighting a losing battle. "Sure, why not? That's very generous of you, Darius."

As we followed Darius to his car - a sleek, black luxury SUV - I couldn't shake the feeling that something had shifted. Sara was practically bouncing with excitement, chattering away to Darius about Miami nightlife and the best beaches.

I climbed into the backseat, while Sara took the front passenger seat next to Darius. As we pulled away from the airport, I watched them interact. It was so spacious I had a hard time hearing them, but it was hard not to notice the easy rapport they seemed to have developed in just a few short hours.

Sara turned to look at me, her eyes sparkling. "Isn't this great, Jon? Darius has offered to show us around a bit before dropping us off at the hotel. He knows all the best spots!"

I forced a smile. "Sounds great, honey."

As Darius navigated through the Miami traffic, pointing out landmarks and sharing anecdotes, I couldn't help but feel like a third wheel in my own vacation. Sara hung on his every word, laughing at his jokes and asking questions about his life in Miami.

When we finally pulled up to our hotel, I felt a mix of relief and apprehension.

"Well, this is us," I said, opening my door. "Thanks for the ride, Darius."

But before I could start unloading our bags, Sara turned to Darius with a bright smile. "We have to thank you properly for your hospitality. Why don't you join us for dinner tonight?"

I froze, my hand on the luggage. This wasn't part of the plan. This was supposed to be our romantic getaway.

I opened my mouth to protest but I think Darius saw the panicked look on my face and saved me the trouble.

Darius grinned.

“That’s very kind of you, but unfortunately I have some business to attend to.”

A wave of relief washed over me as I watched Sara’s crestfallen face in the front seat.

“Oh, that’s a shame,” I said with little authenticity.

“But,” Darius said, “I’ll tell you what. I’m having a little late night get together, around 10 o’clock after my meetings. Just some casual drinks with a few friends. You both should stop by. I’d be delighted to have you.”

“Well, that’s a little late for us,” I said, “It’s been a long day.”

Darius held up hand, “Of course, of course. I understand. No need to commit here and now,” he said, scrawling something on the back of a business card. “That’s my number and address. If you decide to come, great. If not, no biggie. I do hope you both enjoy your stay in South Beach.”

He handed the card to Sara who clutched it like a prized heirloom.

“Thank you Darius,” she said.

We hopped out of the car and a bellhop helped us take our luggage inside.


Chapter 4 (Sara)

As Jon and I settled into our hotel room, I couldn't shake the lingering excitement from our encounter with Darius. The spacious suite with its ocean view should have captivated me, but my mind kept drifting back to our charming new acquaintance.

"This place is gorgeous," Jon said, pulling open the curtains to reveal the sparkling turquoise waters of South Beach. "What do you want to do first? Hit the beach? Grab some lunch?"

I glanced at the business card in my hand, Darius's elegant handwriting visible on the back. "Maybe we could rest for a bit? The flight was more tiring than I expected."

Jon raised an eyebrow. "Really? I thought first class was supposed to be relaxing."

"Oh, it was," I said quickly. "I just... I don't know. Maybe it's the excitement of being here."

Jon nodded, but I could see a flicker of concern in his eyes. "Sure, we can take it easy for a while. Want to order room service?"

As we lounged on the plush king-sized bed, picking at our lunch, I found myself stealing glances at the clock. 10 PM seemed so far away.

"So," I said, between bites of my sandwich, "what do you think about Darius's invitation?"

Jon shrugged. “I don’t know. How about you?”

I tried to keep my voice casual. "Oh, you know, it could be fun. Meet some locals, get a real taste of Miami nightlife."

Jon frowned slightly. "I don't know, Sara. It's pretty late, and we don't really know him. I was kind of hoping for a quiet night, just the two of us."

Guilt washed over me. This was supposed to be our romantic getaway, after all. "You're right," I said, forcing a smile.

But as the afternoon wore on and we lounged by the hotel pool, I couldn't stop thinking about Darius. His easy charm, his infectious laugh, the way he made me feel seen and heard in a way I hadn't experienced in years.

As the sun began to set, casting a golden glow over the beach, I made a decision. "Jon," I said, sitting up on my lounge chair. "I think we should go to Darius's get-together."

Jon looked surprised. "Really? I thought we agreed on a quiet night in."

"I know, but..." I hesitated, searching for the right words. "We're on vacation. When's the last time we did something spontaneous? Plus, it would be rude to turn down his invitation after he was so kind to us. Besides, he’s clearly loaded. Imagine what his house looks like. How often does something like this happen to us?"

Jon sighed, running a hand through his hair. "I don't know, Sara. Something about this whole situation feels off to me."

I reached out, taking his hand in mine. "It's just drinks with some local rich people. We don't have to stay long. Please? For me?"

Jon looked into my eyes for a long moment, then sighed in resignation. "Alright, if it means that much to you, we can go for a little while."

I tried to contain my excitement as I leaned in to kiss him. "Thank you, honey. I promise it'll be fun."

As we got ready for the evening, I found myself putting more effort into my appearance than usual. I slipped on a slinky black dress that hugged my curves, one I had packed on a whim but never thought I'd actually wear. When I emerged from the bathroom, Jon's eyes widened.

"Wow," he said, his gaze traveling over me. "You look amazing."

I felt a twinge of guilt at the admiration in his voice. "Thanks," I said, smoothing down the fabric. "Is it too much?"

Jon shook his head. "No, it's perfect. I just... I guess I'm not used to seeing you so dressed up."

We took a cab to the address Darius had given us, arriving just after 10 PM. The house was stunning - a modern mansion with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean. Music and laughter spilled out onto the street.

As we approached the front door, I felt a flutter of nerves in my stomach. What was I doing here? This wasn't like me at all.

But then Darius appeared in the doorway, looking even more handsome than I remembered in dark jeans and a crisp white shirt. His face lit up when he saw us.

"Sara! Jon! I'm so glad you could make it," he said, ushering us inside. "Come on in, let me get you both a drink."

As we followed Darius through the house, I couldn't help but notice the appreciative glances thrown my way by the other guests. It had been a long time since I'd felt so desirable, so alive.

Darius handed us each a glass of champagne, his fingers brushing up against mine as he did so. "To new friends," he said, raising his glass in a toast.

As we clinked glasses, I caught Jon's eye. He gave me a small smile, but I could see the tension in his jaw. I told myself I'd make it up to him later. For now, I just wanted to enjoy this moment.

Little did I know, the night was about to take a turn that would change everything.


Chapter 5 (Jon)

As I sipped my champagne and watched Sara laugh at something Darius said, I couldn't shake the feeling that I had made a huge mistake in agreeing to come here. The party was in full swing, with beautiful people mingling and dancing throughout the sprawling beachfront mansion. Under normal circumstances, I would have been thrilled to be invited to such an exclusive gathering. But nothing about this felt normal.

Sara was radiant in her little black dress, drawing admiring glances from men and women alike. I had always known my wife was beautiful, but tonight she seemed to glow with an energy I hadn't seen in years. Part of me was proud to be here with her, but a larger part felt increasingly uneasy.

"Jon, right?" A sultry voice pulled me from my thoughts. I turned to see a stunning blonde woman smiling at me. "I'm Chloe. Darius told me you and your wife are visiting from DC?"

"That's right," I replied, grateful for the distraction. "Just a long weekend getaway."

Chloe's eyes sparkled with interest. "How exciting! I’ve never been that far north."

As we chatted, I found myself relaxing slightly. Chloe was easy to talk to, and it felt good to have someone paying attention to me for a change. But I couldn't help glancing over at Sara every few minutes, tracking her movements through the crowd.

She and Darius had moved out onto the balcony overlooking the beach. Even from a distance, I could see how animated Sara was, gesturing excitedly as she spoke. Darius leaned in close, his hand resting casually on the small of her back. The intimacy of the gesture made my stomach clench.

"They seem to be hitting it off," Chloe observed, following my gaze.

I forced a smile. "Yeah, they met on the flight down. Darius was kind enough to give us a ride from the airport."

Chloe raised an eyebrow. "How generous of him. Darius does have a way of making people feel... special."

There was something in her tone that made me look at her more closely. "You know him well?"

She laughed, a tinkling sound that didn't quite reach her eyes. "Oh, everyone knows Darius. He's quite the man about town."

Before I could press further, Sara appeared at my side, cheeks flushed and eyes bright. "Jon, honey, there you are! You have to come check out the view. It’s incredible."

I looked over at Sara, trying to hide my unease. "Sure, in a minute. Have you met Chloe? She was just telling me about-"

But Sara had already grabbed my hand, pulling me away. "Nice to meet you, Chloe!" she called over her shoulder as she led me towards the balcony.

As we stepped outside, the warm ocean breeze hit us. Under different circumstances, it would have been romantic. But all I could focus on was Darius, leaning against the railing with two fresh glasses of champagne.

"There you are, Jon," he said smoothly, handing me one of the glasses. "I was just telling Sara about some of the hidden gems of South Beach. Places the tourists never see."

Sara nodded eagerly. "It sounds amazing, doesn't it honey? Darius has offered to show us around tomorrow."

I took a large swig of champagne, buying myself time to respond. "That's... very kind of you, Darius. But we wouldn't want to impose any more on your time."

Darius waved away my concerns. "Nonsense! It would be my pleasure. Besides, I can't let two charming visitors like yourselves miss out on the real Miami experience."

The way he said "charming" while looking directly at Sara made my skin crawl. But before I could object further, Sara spoke up.

"We'd love to, wouldn't we Jon?" Her eyes were pleading, and I found myself nodding despite my reservations.

"Great!" Darius clapped his hands together. "It's settled then. I'll pick you up around noon?"

As Sara and Darius worked out the details, I drained my champagne glass and stared out at the inky black ocean. What had started as a romantic getaway was quickly spiraling out of my control.

The rest of the night passed in a blur of drinks, music, and forced small talk. I watched as Sara danced and laughed, seeming more carefree than I'd seen her in years. But every time Darius approached her, every casual touch or whispered comment, I felt my anxiety ratchet up another notch.

By the time we stumbled into a cab around 2 AM, I was exhausted and on edge. Sara, on the other hand, was still buzzing with energy.

"Wasn't that fun?" she gushed as we rode back to our hotel. "Darius and his friends are so interesting. Did you talk to that guy who does underwater photography? And Chloe seemed nice, what did you two chat about?"

I mumbled some non-committal response, my mind already racing ahead to tomorrow. As we got ready for bed, I tried to broach the subject.

"Sara, about tomorrow... are you sure it's a good idea to spend the day with Darius? We came here to spend time together, just the two of us."

Sara paused in removing her makeup, meeting my eyes in the mirror. "Jon, don't be silly. We'll have plenty of time together. This is just a chance to see the real Miami, with someone who knows it well. Don't you want to make the most of our trip?"

I sighed, running a hand through my hair. "Of course I do. I just... I don't know. Something about this whole situation feels off to me."

Sara turned to face me, her expression softening. "Honey, what are you worried about? Darius is just being friendly. He's a successful, connected guy who's offering to show us around. What's the harm in that?"

I struggled to put my unease into words. "I guess I'm just not comfortable with how... attentive he is to you. The way he looks at you, touches you. It feels like more than just being friendly."

Sara's eyes widened, then she let out a laugh that sounded forced to my ears. "Oh Jon, you're being ridiculous. Darius is just naturally flirtatious. It doesn't mean anything. Besides, you know you're the only man for me."

She came over and wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing a kiss to my lips. "Let's just enjoy our vacation, okay? No more overthinking things."

She kissed me again, harder this time, pressing her body against mine. Her hand wandered down to my crotch and began to rub, making my cock stiffen in no time flat.
Within seconds, I had forgotten all about Darius and was focused totally on my wife.


Chapter 6 (Sara)

I should probably be ashamed to admit this, but Jon wasn’t what had me all worked up. It had been the evening with Darius. He was the only thing on my mind. But my husband was the only thing I had to work with in that moment. So…I guess I used Jon a little.

As Jon and I made love that night, I tried to focus on him - his familiar touch, his loving gaze. But images of Darius kept flashing through my mind. The way his hand had felt on the small of my back, the intensity in his eyes when he looked at me. I felt guilty, but I couldn't deny the thrill that ran through me at the memories.

When I climaxed, I was thinking deep, dark, and dirty things…wondering about Darius and what his lips must taste like.

When we finished, Jon fell asleep almost immediately, his arm draped possessively across my waist. I lay awake for hours, staring at the ceiling and trying to make sense of the confusing mix of emotions swirling inside me.

I loved Jon. He was my husband, my best friend, the man I had built a life with. But being around Darius made me feel alive in a way I hadn't in years. It was intoxicating, and more than a little frightening. I fingered myself quietly in the bed, thinking about what Darius’s cock must look like, what it would feel like to have his power between my legs.

As the first rays of sunlight began to peek through the curtains, I made a decision. Today's outing with Darius would be a test. If I could spend time with him and feel nothing, then I would know this was just a fleeting infatuation, a vacation flirtation to be forgotten when we returned home. But if the attraction persisted...well, how could I do that to Jon? And realistically…how could I pull it off? I couldn’t. Could I?

I pushed that thought away, not ready to consider the implications. Instead, I focused on getting ready for the day ahead, taking extra care with my appearance. I chose a flowy sundress that showed just enough skin to be enticing without being obvious.

Jon watched me as I got ready, a slight frown creasing his forehead. "You look beautiful," he said, but there was a note of wariness in his voice.

I gave him a bright smile. "Thanks, honey. I just want to look nice for our day out."

At noon sharp, there was a knock at our hotel room door. I opened it to find Darius looking devastatingly handsome in linen shorts and a crisp white shirt. His eyes raked over me appreciatively, sending a shiver down my spine.

"Ready for your VIP tour of Miami?" he asked with a grin.

As we followed Darius out to his waiting car, I could feel the tension radiating off Jon. I squeezed his hand reassuringly, silently willing him to relax and enjoy the day.

But as Darius drove us through the sun-drenched streets of Miami, pointing out hidden gems and regaling us with stories, I found myself drawn into his orbit once again. His charm, his easy confidence, the way he seemed to anticipate my every interest - it was all so captivating.

We stopped at a secluded beach, far from the tourist crowds. As we walked along the shoreline, Darius fell into step beside me, leaving Jon trailing slightly behind.

"So, Sara," Darius said, his voice low and intimate. "Are you enjoying your taste of the real Miami so far?"

I nodded, acutely aware of his closeness. "It's amazing. I can see why you love it here so much."

Darius smiled, his eyes never leaving mine. "The city has its charms, but right now I'm enjoying the company more than the scenery."

My heart raced at his words. I knew I should shut this down, create some distance. But instead, I heard myself saying, "The company is pretty great too."

Just then, a wave crashed over our feet, startling me. I stumbled slightly, and Darius's arm shot out to steady me. His hand on my waist sent electricity coursing through my body.

"Careful there," he murmured, not removing his hand.

"Thanks," I breathed, looking up into his dark eyes. For a moment, the world seemed to fall away. It was just the two of us, the sound of the waves, the heat between our bodies...

"Everything okay?" Jon's voice broke the spell. He had caught up to us, concern etched on his face.

I stepped away from Darius quickly, guilt washing over me. "Yeah, just lost my footing for a second. The sand's a bit uneven here."

Jon nodded, but I could see the doubt in his eyes. He took my hand possessively, shooting a look at Darius that was less than friendly.

As we continued our tour, I tried to focus on Jon, to include him in conversations and show him affection. But my eyes kept drifting to Darius, drawn to him like a magnet.

We ended the day at a hidden gem of a restaurant, tucked away in a quiet neighborhood. As we sipped cocktails and sampled incredible local cuisine, the conversation flowed easily. But there was an undercurrent of tension that couldn't be ignored.

Every time Darius made me laugh, Jon's jaw would tighten. When Darius's hand brushed mine as he passed the salt, I saw Jon's knuckles go white around his fork. And when Darius suggested we all go dancing later, the look Jon gave me was one of barely concealed hurt and anger.

"Actually, I think we'll call it a night," Jon said firmly. "It's been a long day."

I opened my mouth to protest, but the look in Jon's eyes stopped me. This wasn't the time or place for an argument.

Darius drove us back to our hotel in silence. As we said our goodbyes, he took my hand, his thumb caressing my palm in a way that made my breath catch.

"I hope you'll change your mind about dancing," he said softly. "The night is still young, after all."

Before I could respond, Jon was pulling me towards the hotel entrance. "Thanks for the tour, Darius," he called over his shoulder, his tone clipped.

As soon as we were in our room, Jon rounded on me. "What the hell was that, Sara?"


Chapter 7 (Jon)

"What do you mean?" Sara asked, her eyes wide with feigned innocence. But I could see the guilt flickering behind them.

"Don't play dumb," I snapped, pacing the hotel room. "The flirting, the touching, the way you were hanging on his every word. It was like I wasn't even there!"

Sara sank down onto the bed, wringing her hands. "Jon, you're overreacting. Darius was just being friendly."

I let out a harsh laugh. "Friendly? Is that what you call it when a man can't keep his hands off another man's wife?"

"It wasn't like that," Sara protested weakly.

"Wasn't it?" I countered. "Because from where I was standing, it looked an awful lot like you were encouraging him."

Sara's face flushed. "Maybe I was enjoying the attention a little. Is that so wrong? It's not like anything happened."

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. "So you admit it then? You're attracted to him?"

Sara hesitated, and in that moment of silence, I felt my world shift.

"I... I don't know," she finally said, her voice barely above a whisper. "Maybe. But Jon, it doesn't mean anything. You're my husband. I love you."

I ran a hand through my hair, feeling utterly lost. "If you love me so much, why are we even having this conversation? Why did you insist on spending the day with him?"

Sara stood up, reaching for me, but I stepped back. "Jon, please. I'm sorry. I got caught up in the excitement of it all. The glamour, the attention... It was flattering. But it's just a silly crush. It'll pass."

I wanted to believe her. God, how I wanted to believe her. But the image of her and Darius on that beach, the electricity between them, was burned into my mind.

"I think I need some air," I said, grabbing my key card.

"Jon, wait-" Sara called, but I was already out the door.

I wandered the hotel aimlessly, eventually finding myself at the bar. As I nursed a whiskey, I tried to make sense of how things had gone so wrong so quickly. This was supposed to be our romantic getaway, a chance to reconnect. Instead, I felt further from Sara than ever.

"Rough night?"

I looked up to see Chloe, the blonde from Darius's party, sliding onto the stool next to me.

I let out a humorless chuckle. "You could say that."

Chloe signaled the bartender for a drink. "Let me guess. It has something to do with Darius?"

I turned to her, surprised. "How did you know?"

She shrugged, a sad smile playing on her lips. "I've seen it before," Chloe said, taking a sip of her martini. "Darius has a way of coming between couples. It's like a game to him."

I felt my stomach drop. "What do you mean?"

Chloe sighed, swirling the olive in her drink. "Darius likes to seduce married women. The more devoted the husband, the bigger the thrill for him. He sees it as a challenge."

"But why?" I asked, feeling sick. "What does he get out of it?"

"Power, I guess," Chloe replied. "The ego boost of knowing he can take another man's wife. Plus, there's less chance of attachment when the woman is married. He can have his fun and walk away."

I downed the rest of my whiskey, my mind reeling. "How do you know all this?"

Chloe gave me a rueful smile. "Because I used to be one of those women. My ex-husband and I were here on vacation three years ago. We met Darius, and... well, you can probably guess the rest."

"I'm sorry," I said, not knowing what else to say.

She waved off my sympathy. "Ancient history. But I see the signs, Jon. The way he looks at your wife, the way she responds to him. You need to be careful."

I nodded, feeling a mix of gratitude and dread. "Thank you for telling me. I should probably get back to Sara."

As I stood to leave, Chloe caught my arm. "Jon, wait. There's something else you should know."

I sat back down, bracing myself for more bad news.

“What?”


“I don’t regret it. What I did with Darius. What I still do…sometimes. It’s worth it. Every single time. If Sara happens to fall under his spell like I did. Well, careful or not. I’m not sure there’s much you can do to stop it.” 

I gripped the bar, dumbfounded.

“My husband, he -” Chloe paused searching for the words. “He couldn’t handle it.”

“Handle it?” I asked.

“Me with another man. Taking a lover.” Chloe took a sip from her drink. “But some men…well, let’s just say most of the married women Darius sleeps with don’t end up divorced.”

“They don’t?”

She shook her head.

“On the contrary, seems like it brings most of them closer.”


Chapter 8 (Sara)

I collapsed onto the bed, my mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. Guilt, desire, confusion - they all battled for dominance as I replayed the events of the day in my head.

I hadn't meant for things to go this far. When we first met Darius, it was just harmless flirtation, a little excitement to spice up our vacation. But now...now I couldn't deny the pull I felt towards him. The way my skin tingled when he touched me, the electricity that sparked between us with every glance.

But I loved Jon. He was my husband. How could I be feeling this way about another man?

I grabbed my phone, my finger hovering over Darius's number. It would be so easy to call him, to meet up for that dance he suggested. But that would be crossing a line I wasn't sure I could come back from.

Instead, I tossed the phone aside and headed for the shower, hoping the hot water would clear my head. As I stood under the spray, I tried to imagine how Jon must be feeling. The hurt in his eyes when he left haunted me. I had never meant to cause him pain.

When I emerged from the bathroom, wrapped in a fluffy hotel robe, Jon still hadn't returned. I paced the room, anxiety gnawing at my insides. What if he didn't come back? What if this was the thing that broke us?

Just as I was about to call him, the door opened. Jon walked in, his face a mask of conflicting emotions.

"Jon," I said, rushing towards him. "I'm so sorry. Can we talk?"

He nodded, sinking down onto the edge of the bed. I sat beside him, careful to leave some space between us.

"I spoke to Chloe at the bar," Jon said, his voice low. "She told me some things about Darius. About how he likes to seduce married women."

My heart sank. "Jon, I-"

He held up a hand, cutting me off. "Let me finish. She also told me that...that some couples find it brings them closer together. When the wife takes a lover."

I stared at him, shocked. Of all the things I expected him to say, this wasn't even on the list.

"What are you saying?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Jon took a deep breath, meeting my eyes. "I'm saying that I love you, Sara. More than anything. And if...if being with Darius is something you need to explore, I don't want to stand in your way."

I felt like the floor had dropped out from under me. "Jon, no. I don't want to be with Darius. I want you."

But even as I said the words, I knew they weren't entirely true. The desire I felt for Darius was undeniable, a fire burning just beneath the surface. Jon must have seen the conflict in my eyes, because he reached out and took my hand.

"Sara, I know you love me. I'm not questioning that. But I also see how Darius affects you. The way you light up around him, how alive you seem. I won't lie, it hurts to see. But..." He paused, taking a shaky breath. "But I want you to be happy. And if exploring this thing with Darius is what you need, then I want you to do it."

I stared at Jon, torn between disbelief and a sudden, overwhelming surge of love for this man who was willing to put my happiness above his own comfort.

"Jon, I don't know what to say. Are you sure about this? Because if I do something like this…."

He nodded slowly. "I know. But I'm sure, at least as sure as I can be with something like this. It scares me, but the thought of losing you scares me more. If this is what it takes to keep our marriage strong, then I'm willing to try."

I leaned in, kissing him deeply. When we pulled apart, I rested my forehead against his. "I love you, Jon. No matter what happens with Darius, that won't change."

Jon managed a small smile. "I know. So... what now?"

I bit my lip, my heart racing. "I guess I should call Darius. See if that offer to go dancing is still open."

As I reached for my phone, a mix of excitement and trepidation coursed through me. This was it - the moment that would change everything. I just hoped we were ready for whatever came next.


Chapter 9 (Jon)

I watched as Sara dialed Darius's number, her hands shaking slightly. My heart was pounding so hard I was sure she could hear it. Was I really doing this? Giving my wife permission to explore her attraction to another man?

Sara's voice was low and hesitant as she spoke into the phone. "Darius? Hi, it's Sara. I was wondering if that offer to go dancing was still open?"

There was a pause as she listened to his response. I could see the flush creeping up her neck, the way her eyes lit up. It was like watching her fall for someone else in real time, and it was both fascinating and terrifying.

"Great," she said, her voice breathy. "We'll meet you there in an hour."

As she hung up, she turned to me, her eyes wide. "He said yes. Are you sure about this, Jon? We don't have to-"

I cut her off with a kiss, pouring all my love and fear and hope into it.

"I swear, we don't have to do this if you're not comfortable," Sara said softly, searching my eyes.

I took a deep breath, steeling my nerves. "I'm sure. I want you to explore this, Sara. Just... promise me you'll be open and honest with me about everything along the way."

She nodded, cupping my face in her hands. "I promise."

As Sara got ready, I tried to calm the storm of emotions raging inside me. Part of me wanted to call the whole thing off, to grab Sara and run far away from Darius and his seductive charm. But a smaller, more surprising part of me was curious. Excited, even. The thought of Sara with another man was terrifying, but also strangely thrilling.

When she emerged from the bathroom, my breath caught in my throat. She looked stunning in a slinky red dress that hugged every curve. Her hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, and her eyes sparkled with anticipation.

"You look beautiful," I said.

Sara gave me a nervous smile. "Thank you. Are you ready?"

I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. As we left the hotel room, I felt like I was walking into the unknown. Whatever happened tonight would change us forever. I just hoped it would be for the better.

The club Darius had chosen was exclusive and dimly lit, the bass thrumming through my body as we entered. I spotted him immediately, holding court at a VIP table. When he saw us, his face lit up with a predatory smile that made my stomach clench.

"Sara, Jon," he greeted us, his eyes lingering on my wife. "I'm so glad you could make it."

As we joined him at the table, I couldn't help but notice how close he sat to Sara, how his hand seemed to find excuses to brush against her arm or leg. The possessive part of me wanted to pull her away, to stake my claim. But I had agreed to this, hadn't I?

Darius ordered a round of drinks, and as the alcohol flowed, I felt the tension start to ease. Sara was laughing at something Darius said, her whole face lit up with joy. It had been a long time since I'd seen her so carefree.

"Dance with me?" Darius asked Sara, holding out his hand. She glanced at me, seeking permission. I nodded, forcing a smile.

As I watched them move to the dance floor, their bodies swaying in perfect sync, I felt a confusing mix of jealousy and arousal. Darius's hands were on Sara's hips, pulling her close. She threw her head back, laughing once again at something he whispered in her ear.

I downed the rest of my drink, my mind racing. Was this a mistake? Should I put a stop to it now, before things went too far? But then I saw the look of pure happiness on Sara's face and I decided to grit my teeth and press on. Perhaps there was some pleasure on the other side of this pain.

As I watched Sara and Darius dance, their bodies moving closer together with each song, my emotions were at war and completely out of my control. I stood by helplessly as jealousy, arousal, and fear all battled for dominance.

Sara's head was thrown back in attention at something Darius whispered in her ear, his lips dangerously close to her neck. His hands roamed her body in a way that was far from innocent. I wanted to look away, but I couldn't bring myself to do it.

Just then, Sara's gaze met mine across the crowded dance floor. For a moment, I saw a flicker of guilt in her eyes. But then Darius spun her around, pulling her flush against his chest, and the connection was broken.

I ordered another drink, trying to calm my nerves. This was what we had agreed to, wasn't it? Letting Sara explore her attraction to Darius. But watching it play out in front of me was harder than I'd imagined.

After what felt like hours, Sara and Darius returned to the table.

"Having fun?" I asked, aiming for casual but hearing the strain in my own voice.

Sara nodded, her eyes bright. "It's been amazing. Thank you for being so understanding, Jon."

Darius draped his arm around Sara's shoulders, sending a jolt of jealousy through me. "Your wife is quite the dancer," he said with a smirk. "You're a lucky man, Jon."

I forced a smile, raising my glass in a mock toast. "Don't I know it."

As the night wore on, the tension between the three of us grew thicker. Sara was practically sitting in Darius's lap now, giggling at his every word. I could see the way his eyes raked over her body, full of hunger and promise.

Finally, Darius leaned in close to Sara, whispering something in her ear. She bit her lip, nodding slowly before turning to me.

"Jon," she said, her voice husky. "Darius has invited us back to his place. For a nightcap."

I knew what that meant. This was the moment of truth. Were we really going to take this all the way?

I looked at Sara, searching her eyes for any sign of doubt or regret. But all I saw was desire and a silent plea for permission.

Taking a deep breath, I nodded. "Okay," I said, my voice barely audible over the pounding music. "Let's go."

As we left the club and piled into Darius's waiting car, I felt like I was standing on the edge of a cliff. There was no turning back now. Whatever happened next would change our lives forever.

I just hoped we were ready for it.


Chapter 10 (Sara)

As we rode to Darius's house, the tension in the car was palpable. I sat between Jon and Darius, acutely aware of their presence on either side of me. Jon's hand rested on my knee, a comforting weight that anchored me. But Darius's thigh pressed against mine, sending sparks of electricity and waves of wanton desire through my body.

When we arrived, Darius led us into his sprawling beachfront home. The sound of the waves crashing outside provided a soothing backdrop to the crackling tension between us.

"Drinks?" Darius asked smoothly, moving behind an elegant bar.

Jon and I both nodded, grateful for something to occupy our hands. As Darius mixed cocktails, I caught Jon's eye. He gave me a small, reassuring smile, but I could see the anxiety lurking behind it.

"To new experiences," Darius toasted, handing us each a glass.

We clinked glasses, the sound echoing in the quiet room. I took a large sip, hoping the alcohol would calm my nerves.

"So," Darius said, his eyes locked on mine. "Shall we take this somewhere more comfortable?"

My heart raced as I glanced at Jon. He nodded almost imperceptibly, giving me silent permission to proceed.

Darius took my hand, leading me towards his bedroom. Jon followed behind us, his footsteps hesitant.

Once in the bedroom, Darius wasted no time. He pulled me close, his lips crashing against mine in a searing kiss. I melted into him, all the pent-up desire of the past few days finally finding release.

I was vaguely aware of Jon settling into a chair in the corner, watching us with a mix of apprehension and arousal. But my focus was entirely on Darius - his strong hands roaming my body, his intoxicating scent surrounding me.

As Darius's kisses trailed down my neck, I let out a soft moan. He reached for the zipper of my dress, pausing to look at Jon.

"Is this okay?" he asked, his voice husky with desire.

Jon swallowed hard, then nodded. "Yes," he said softly. "It's okay."

With that, Darius slowly unzipped my dress, letting it pool at my feet. His eyes raked over my body appreciatively.

"Beautiful," he said, before capturing my lips in another passionate kiss.

As things heated up between Darius and me, I couldn't help but steal glances at Jon. He sat rigidly in the chair, his eyes never leaving us. I could see the conflict on his face - jealousy warring with arousal.

Darius guided me to the bed, laying me down gently. As he hovered over me, I reached out a hand towards Jon.

"Come here," I said softly. "Please."

Jon hesitated for a moment, then slowly rose from the chair and approached the bed. I reached out and took his hand, squeezing it reassuringly.

"Are you sure about this?" Jon asked, his voice tight with emotion.

I nodded, pulling him down for a gentle kiss. "I'm sure. I love you, Jon."

As Darius's hands and mouth explored my body, I kept hold of Jon's hand, anchoring myself to him even as I gave in to the pleasure Darius was providing. It was an intoxicating mix of familiar and new sensations.

Darius took his time, building the tension slowly. His fingers trailed over my skin, finding all my sensitive spots.

Without realizing it, I found myself pushing Jon away. Shooing him back to his chair. Things we’re really about to take off and I wanted him to see it. For some reason, I suddenly just wanted him to sit there and watch.


Chapter 11 (Jon)

I sank back into the chair, my emotions rising and falling as I watched my wife with another man. Sara's soft moans filled the room as Darius's hands and mouth explored her body.

Darius took his time, slowly building Sara's pleasure. His fingers trailed over her skin, finding spots that made her gasp and arch into his touch. I realized with a jolt that he was learning her body, cataloging her reactions in a way I hadn't done in years.

As I watched Darius explore Sara's body, jealousy burned in my gut as I saw another man touch my wife so intimately. But there was also an undeniable arousal at seeing Sara lost in pleasure, her head thrown back and soft moans escaping her lips.

Darius's hands skimmed down Sara's sides, eliciting a shiver from her. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, looking up at her for permission. Sara nodded eagerly, lifting her hips to allow him to slide the lacy fabric down her legs.

My breath caught as Darius settled between Sara's thighs, his intentions clear. Part of me wanted to look away, to preserve some last shred of privacy between my wife and I. But I found myself unable to tear my gaze from the scene unfolding before me.

Darius's tongue darted out, teasing Sara's most sensitive areas. Her back arched off the bed as she cried out in pleasure. I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, my own arousal becoming painfully obvious.

As Darius continued his advances, Sara's eyes fluttered open and locked onto mine. In that moment, I saw a mix of guilt, lust, and something that looked like...gratitude? She reached a hand out towards me, silently beckoning me closer once more.

I hesitated for a moment before rising from the chair and approaching the bed. Sara's fingers intertwined with mine as Darius brought her closer and closer to the edge. I could feel the tension in her body building, her grip on my hand tightening.

When Sara finally came undone, it was with a cry of ecstasy that sent shivers down my spine. I watched in awe as waves of pleasure washed over her, her body trembling beneath Darius's skilled touch.

As Sara came down from her high, Darius sat back, a satisfied smirk on his face. He looked between Sara and me, his eyes dark with desire.

"Well," he said, his voice low and husky. "Shall we take this further?"

I swallowed hard, knowing we were at a crossroads. Whatever happened next would irrevocably change our relationship. But as I looked at Sara, flushed and glowing with post-orgasmic bliss, I knew there was no turning back now.

With a deep breath, I nodded my assent.


Chapter 12 (Sara)

As I lay there, still trembling from the intense orgasm Darius had given me, I felt a heady mixture of satisfaction and anticipation. My body hummed with pleasure, but I knew we were far from finished.

I looked up at Darius, taking in his chiseled physique as he knelt between my legs. My gaze traveled lower, to the impressive bulge straining against his pants. A thrill of excitement shot through me at the thought of what was to come.

Then I turned to Jon, my sweet, understanding husband who was allowing me this experience. His face was a dark mask. I reached out and squeezed his hand.

"Are you okay?" I asked softly.

Jon nodded, his eyes never leaving mine. "Yes," he said. "If this is what you want, I'm okay."

I pulled him down for a tender kiss, pouring all my love and gratitude into it. When we parted, I whispered, "I love you. Thank you for this."

Darius cleared his throat, reminding us of his presence. "Perhaps we should move things along?" he suggested, his hands already working at his belt buckle.

I nodded eagerly, my attention drawn back to Darius as he slowly undressed. When he finally stood naked before us, I couldn't help but gasp. He was magnificent - all sculpted muscle and smooth, dark skin. And his cock... it was even more impressive than I had imagined.

Jon's sharp intake of breath told me he was just as affected by the sight.

Darius smirked, clearly enjoying our reactions. He climbed back onto the bed, positioning himself over me. "Are you ready for me, Sara?" he asked, his voice low and seductive.

"Yes," I breathed.

“Open your mouth,” he commanded.

I obeyed without hesitation, my heart racing and desire pooling between my thighs. Darius's cock was like nothing I'd ever seen or experienced before. Thick and long and dark, it glistened with pre-cum as he guided it to my waiting mouth. He moved slowly, teasing me with just the tip of his hardness.

"That’s it," he purred, his voice low and filled with authority. "Taste that big, black cock."

Hesitantly, I flicked my tongue out, lapping at the head of his cock before I enveloped him completely. As I teased him with my tongue and lips, Darius groaned in pleasure above me. His size and girth stretched my jaw in ways that should have been uncomfortable, yet I found myself enjoying every second of it. Moans escaped from deep within my chest as I continued to pleasure him.

"You're doing so well," he praised, his fingers threading through my hair as he gently guided my motions. "You're going to make your husband so jealous."

Jon's face flushed a deep shade of crimson as he watched us intently, his own hard-on now tenting his slacks. He reached down to adjust himself.

Darius moaned as I took more of him into my mouth, pressing his hips forward until he hit the back of my throat. I gagged slightly but didn't pull away. Instead, I embraced the feeling of being completely filled by this stranger, reveling in the taboo nature of our tryst.

Finally, I came up for air.

“Mmm, good girl,” Darius said approvingly. “How does that big, black cock taste?”

"Amazing," I breathed, my voice shaky. "I've never tasted anything like it."

Darius smirked, clearly pleased with my response. He glanced over at Jon, who was watching us with a mix of arousal and unease.

"What do you think, Jon?" Darius asked. "Does your wife look good with a big, black cock in her mouth?"

Jon swallowed hard. "She looks... incredible," he admitted, his voice strained.

Darius turned his attention back to me, running a hand down my body. "Are you ready for more, Sara? Are you ready to feel me inside you?"

I nodded eagerly, spreading my legs wider in invitation. "Yes, please. I want you so badly."

Darius positioned himself between my thighs, the head of his cock teasing my entrance. He looked at Jon one last time. "Last chance to back out," he said.

Jon shook his head. "No, I... I want to see this. Please, continue."

With that, Darius slowly pushed inside me. I gasped at the stretch, my body adjusting to his impressive size. "Oh god," I moaned as he filled me completely.

Darius began to move, his strokes long and deep. The pleasure was intense, unlike anything I'd ever experienced before. I arched my back, meeting his thrusts as waves of ecstasy washed over me.

As Darius and I lost ourselves in passion, I reached out and grasped Jon's hand tightly. Our eyes met, and amidst the storm of emotions in his gaze I saw acceptance. In that moment, I felt more connected to my husband than ever before, even as another man brought me to new heights of pleasure.


Chapter 14 (Jon)

As I watched Darius thrust into Sara, I struggled to hold it together. Jealousy burned in my gut at seeing another man pleasure my wife so thoroughly. But there was also an undeniable arousal coursing through me. Sara looked breathtakingly beautiful in her ecstasy, her face flushed and hair wild as she moved in perfect rhythm with Darius.

Darius's impressive length disappeared inside Sara over and over, stretching her in ways I never could. Her soft moans of pleasure filled the room, punctuated by Darius's deeper grunts.

"God, you feel amazing," Darius groaned, his hands gripping Sara's hips tightly. "So tight and wet for me."

Sara's only response was a long, low moan as she arched her back, taking him even deeper. Her hand squeezed mine tightly, anchoring me to the moment.

"Look at your wife, Jon," Darius said, his voice ragged with exertion. "Look how much she loves taking this big, black cock. Have you ever seen her like this before?"

I shook my head silently, unable to form words. It was true - I had never seen Sara so completely lost in pleasure. Her inhibitions seemed to have melted away entirely.

"Tell him, Sara," Darius commanded. "Tell your husband how good it feels."

Sara's eyes fluttered open, locking onto mine. "Oh baby, his big, black cock feels so good," she gasped. "I've never felt anything like it. Oh god, Jon, I'm so close..."

Her words sent a jolt of arousal through me, my own neglected erection straining painfully against my pants. Without conscious thought, my free hand drifted down to palm myself through the fabric.

Darius noticed the movement and smirked. "That's it, Jon. Enjoy the show. Stroke yourself while you watch me fuck your wife."

His crude words should have angered me, but instead they only fueled my arousal. I unzipped my pants, freeing my aching cock. As I began to stroke myself, Sara's eyes widened.

"Yes," she moaned. "Touch yourself, baby. I want you to feel good too."

Darius increased his pace, pounding into Sara with abandon now. She cried out with each thrust, her body tensing as she neared her peak.

"Are you going to come for us, Sara?" Darius asked, his voice strained. "Are you going to come on this big black cock while your husband watches?"

"Yes!" Sara screamed. "Oh god, yes! I'm coming!"

I watched in awe as Sara's orgasm washed over her. Her back arched off the bed, her hand squeezing mine so tightly it almost hurt. Wave after wave of pleasure seemed to crash through her body.

The sight of Sara's intense climax almost sent me over the edge. But I knew we still had a ways to go, so I managed to calm myself down with a few deep breaths and bring myself back from the edge.

Sara came loud and hard and it was only the first of many orgasms Darius would deliver to her body.

Chapter 15 (Sara)

As the waves of my intense orgasm subsided, I lay there panting and trembling, my body still joined with Darius's. I had never experienced pleasure so all-consuming Darius pulled out suddenly, leaving me feeling achingly empty. But before I could protest, he was flipping me over onto my hands and knees.

"I want to take you from behind now," he said, his voice dripping with lust.

I moaned at his words, positioning myself as he directed. I felt utterly exposed in this position, my ass high in the air as I faced Jon. But any trepidation was quickly overtaken by desire as Darius entered me again in one smooth thrust.

"Oh god," I cried out, the new angle allowing him to penetrate even deeper than before.

Darius set a punishing pace, his hips slapping against my ass with each thrust. The room filled with the obscene sounds of our coupling - wet slaps, grunts, and moans.

I locked eyes with Jon, seeing confusion and lust in his eyes. But then again, underlying it all was love and acceptance. Seeing that gave me the final push I needed to fully let go.

"Harder," I begged Darius. "Please, fuck me harder!"

He obliged, gripping my hips tightly as he pounded into me with renewed vigor. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through my body, building rapidly towards another climax.

"That's it, take that big black cock," Darius growled. "Show your husband how much you love it."

His words pushed me over the edge. "I'm coming!" I screamed, my body convulsing as another intense orgasm ripped through me.

As I came down from my high, I realized Darius was still rock hard inside me. He hadn't finished yet.

"One more position," he said, pulling out and manhandling me onto my back again. "I want to see your face when I cum inside you."

Those words sent a jolt through me. We hadn't discussed protection or where Darius would finish.before. My mind felt hazy, drunk on dick and the taboo thrill of what we were doing.

Darius had slowed his pace but he continued to thrust into me with long, deep strokes. The oversensitivity from my orgasm quickly gave way to renewed arousal as he hit spots deep inside me that I didn't even know existed.

"That's it, baby," Darius purred. "You ready for more? I'm nowhere near done with you yet."

I nodded eagerly, beyond words at this point. My gaze drifted to Jon, who was still slowly stroking himself as he watched us. The look of awe and desire on his face sent another thrill through me.


Chapter 16 (Jon)

As Darius flipped Sara onto her back once again, I felt a jolt of panic. We hadn't discussed protection or anything like that. Surely they weren't going to...

"Wait," I said, my voice hoarse. "What about protection?"

Darius paused, looking over at me with a raised eyebrow. "It’s a little late for that, Jon. But don't worry, I'm clean. I assume Sara's on birth control?"

I looked at Sara, who shook her head. "No, I'm not," she admitted breathlessly.

Darius grinned.

“Even better.”

My heart raced. This was dangerous territory. But before I could voice any more objections, Sara spoke up.

"It's okay," she said, her eyes locked on mine. "I want to feel him. All of him."

The rational part of my brain knew this was a bad idea. But seeing Sara so wanton, so eager to be filled by another man... it awakened something primal in me.

Darius smirked, clearly pleased by this turn of events. "You heard the lady," he said, positioning himself at Sara's entrance once more. "She wants to feel this big, black cock explode inside of her."

With that, he thrust forward, burying himself to the hilt inside my wife. Sara cried out in pleasure, her legs wrapping around Darius's waist once more to pull him even deeper.

I watched, mesmerized, as Darius began to move. His powerful body undulated above Sara, driving into her with long, deep strokes. Sara met him thrust for thrust, her body arching off the bed as she chased her pleasure.

"Oh god, yes!" Sara moaned. "Fill me up, Darius. I want to feel you cum inside me!"

Her words sent a jolt straight to my groin. I was achingly hard, my hand moving almost of its own accord as I stroked myself in time with Darius's thrusts.

Darius's pace increased, his movements becoming more erratic. "You want my cum, baby?" he growled. "You want me to breed that tight, little pussy?"

Sara seemed to explode with another orgasm at those lewd words.

I was panicked but too shocked to move or say anything. I just watched it all unfold.

"Yes!" Sara screamed. "Please, cum inside me!"

I knew I should object, should put a stop to this before it went too far. But I found myself frozen, unable to do anything but watch as the scene unfolded before me.

With a final, powerful thrust, Darius buried himself deep inside Sara. He let out a guttural groan as he came, his body shuddering with the force of his release.

The sight of another man climaxing inside my wife pushed me over the edge. I came hard, spilling over my hand as waves of pleasure washed over me.

As we all came down from our respective highs, the reality of what had just happened began to sink in. Sara lay there, panting, with Darius still inside her.


Chapter 17 (Sara)

As Darius slowly pulled out of me, I felt a mix of intense satisfaction and creeping guilt. The past hour had been mind-blowing - pleasure beyond anything I'd ever experienced before. But now, as the haze of lust began to clear, the reality of what we'd done started to sink in.

I looked over at Jon, trying to gauge his reaction. His face was flushed, his breathing still ragged from his own release. But I could see the worry in his eyes as they flickered between my face and where Darius and I were still joined.

"Are you okay?" I asked softly, reaching out a hand towards him.

Jon nodded, but I could see the conflict in his expression. "Yeah, I just... that was intense."

Darius chuckled as he finally separated from me completely. I felt a trickle of warmth between my thighs and blushed, realizing it was his seed leaking out of me.

"That's putting it mildly," Darius said, stretching languidly. "You two are full of surprises."

I sat up slowly, suddenly very aware of my nakedness. Jon handed me my discarded dress and I slipped it on gratefully.

"So," Darius said, his tone casual as he began to dress. "Are you two free tomorrow?"

I froze, looking at Jon in panic. This was supposed to be a one-time thing, wasn't it? To get it out of my system. But as I met Jon's gaze, I saw a flicker of something there. Curiosity? Excitement?

"I think we need some time to process this," Jon said carefully. "But... maybe we could, I don't know, meet for drinks or something later on? To talk things over?"

I was surprised by Jon's suggestion, but found myself nodding in agreement. As terrifying as it was to contemplate doing this again, I couldn't deny the thrill that ran through me at the thought.

Darius grinned, clearly pleased. "Sure, take some time. But no drinks. I don’t have time to waste. If we meet, it will be all business. I have a business partner in town, young bull I’m mentoring. I want to show him a good time and I think he’d really enjoy the lovely Sara here.”

My eyes went wide. Was he suggesting what I thought he was suggesting?

But Jon simply nodded and said we’d be in touch.

As we said our goodbyes and left Darius's house, I felt like I was walking in a dream. Had we really just done that? And more importantly, what did it mean for our future?

Jon was quiet as we rode back to our hotel, lost in thought. I reached over and took his hand, squeezing it gently.

"What are you thinking?" I asked softly.


Chapter 18 (Jon)

I stared out the taxi window, my mind reeling as I tried to process everything that had just happened. The images kept flashing through my head - Sara writhing in pleasure beneath Darius, crying out as he filled her. The look of ecstasy on her face as she came over and over again.

When Sara squeezed my hand and asked what I was thinking, I honestly didn't know how to answer.

"I'm not sure," I finally said, turning to meet her gaze. "It's a lot to take in. Are you... okay?"

Sara nodded, a soft smile on her lips. "I'm more than okay. That was... intense. Amazing. But also a little scary." She paused, biting her lip. "Do you regret it?"

I considered her question carefully. Did I regret it? Part of me wanted to say yes. Watching another man pleasure my wife, hearing her cry out his name... it had been difficult. But I couldn't deny the incredible arousal I'd felt, or the way seeing Sara so uninhibited had awakened something in me.

"No," I said slowly. "I don't think I regret it. But I am worried about what it means for us. And I'm not sure how I feel about... doing it again."

Sara nodded, understanding in her eyes. "I get that. It's a lot to process. We don't have to decide anything right now."

We rode the rest of the way to the hotel in companionable silence, both lost in our own thoughts. As we entered our room, exhaustion suddenly hit me. The emotional rollercoaster of the night had taken its toll.

Sara disappeared into the bathroom to clean up, and I collapsed onto the bed. My mind drifted to Darius's parting words. Another man? A younger "bull" as he'd called him? The thought sent a confusing mix of anxiety and arousal through me.

When Sara emerged from the bathroom, she crawled into bed beside me. We lay there for a moment, not touching, the air thick with unspoken thoughts and emotions.

Finally, Sara broke the silence. "Jon," she said softly. "No matter what happens, I love you. You know that, right?"

I turned to face her, seeing the sincerity in her eyes. "I know," I replied, pulling her close. "I love you too."

As we drifted off to sleep in each other's arms, I couldn't help but wonder what the coming days would bring.


Chapter 19 (Sara)

I woke up the next morning feeling sore in places I'd never been sore before, but also strangely energized. The events of the previous night came flooding back, sending a mixture of arousal and anxiety through me.

Jon was still asleep beside me, his face peaceful. I studied him for a moment, wondering what was going through his mind. Had we made a huge mistake? Or was this the beginning of a new and exciting chapter in our relationship?

I slipped out of bed quietly and headed for the shower, hoping the hot water would help clear my head. As I stood under the spray, flashes of the night before kept replaying in my mind - Darius's hands on my body, the way he'd filled me so completely, the look of awe and desire on Jon's face as he watched us.

A shiver ran through me despite the warm water. Part of me felt guilty for enjoying it so much, for wanting to do it again. But a larger part of me felt awakened, like a whole new world of possibilities had opened up.

When I emerged from the bathroom, Jon was awake and sitting on the edge of the bed. He looked up as I entered, his eyes roaming over my towel-clad body with a mix of desire and uncertainty.

"Good morning," I said softly, suddenly feeling shy. "How are you feeling?"

Jon ran a hand through his hair, sighing. "Honestly? I'm not sure. Last night was... well, like I keep saying…intense. I can’t stop replaying it in my head."

I sat down beside him, taking his hand in mine. "Me too. Do you want to talk about it?"

He nodded slowly. "Yeah, I think we should. Sara, I... I need to know if this is something you want to continue. Because if it is, we need to set some ground rules."

My heart raced at his words. He wasn't shutting down the idea completely. "I think I do want to continue," I admitted. "But only if you're completely on board. This has to be something we both want."

Jon was quiet for a moment, considering. "I'm not going to lie, watching you with Darius was difficult in some ways. But it was also incredibly arousing. Seeing you so uninhibited, so full of pleasure... it awakened something in me."

I squeezed his hand, encouraged by his honesty. "It awakened something in me too. But you're my husband, Jon. You'll always come first."

He smiled softly, leaning in to kiss me. When we parted, there was a new determination in his eyes. "Okay," he said. "If we're going to do this, let's lay out some rules. And let's talk about Darius's offer."

As we spent the morning discussing boundaries and expectations, I felt a mixture of excitement and nervousness building inside me. We were stepping into unknown territory, but we were doing it together.


Chapter 20 (Jon)

We were really going to do this…again. This time with Darius and his friend. Who we didn’t even know. But Sara was excited and I was too.

I sent the text to Darius the next day.

"We’re in - just let us know when and where.”


Chapter 21 (Sara)

My heart raced as I read Darius's response to Jon's text:

"Tonight. 8 PM. My place. Wear something sexy, Sara. Can't wait to see you both again."

I looked up at Jon, a mix of excitement and nerves fluttering in my stomach. "Are you sure about this?" I asked softly.

Jon nodded, though I could see the uncertainty in his eyes. "If you are, then I am too. We're in this together, right?"

I leaned in and kissed him tenderly. "Always."

As evening approached, I took extra care getting ready. I chose a slinky black dress that hugged my curves, pairing it with my highest heels. When I emerged from the bathroom, Jon's eyes widened.

"Wow," he breathed. "You look incredible."

I blushed under his appreciative gaze. "Thank you. Are you ready for this?"

Jon took a deep breath and nodded. "As ready as I'll ever be."

The ride to Darius's house was filled with nervous anticipation. We arrived precisely at 8 PM, and Darius greeted us at the door with a wolfish grin.

"Sara, Jon, come in," he said smoothly. "I'd like you to meet someone."

We followed him into the living room, where a young man stood waiting. He was tall and muscular, with smooth dark skin and piercing eyes. My breath caught in my throat at the sight of him.

"This is Malik," Darius introduced. "My protégé, and your playmate for the evening. Well one of them anyway."

Malik's eyes roamed over my body appreciatively. "It's a pleasure to meet you both," he said, his voice deep and rich.

As we settled in for drinks, I could feel the tension building in the room. Jon sat close to me on the couch, his hand resting possessively on my thigh. Darius and Malik sat across from us, their gazes intense.

"So," Darius said, breaking the silence. "Shall we discuss how this evening is going to go?"

Something came over me just then. A newfound confidence, a feeling of control. Desire. But more than that - I just wanted to turn the tables a little bit. I wanted to use Darius and Malik for my own pleasure. I wanted to call the shots.


“Enough talking,” I said firmly. “I just want to see those BBCs.” 


Chapter 22 (Jon)

My eyes widened at Sara's bold words. This was a side of her I'd never seen before - confident, assertive, almost demanding. I felt a confusing mix of arousal and anxiety as I watched Darius and Malik exchange surprised looks.

"Well, well," Darius chuckled. "It seems the lady knows what she wants. What do you say, Malik? Shall we give her a show?"

Malik nodded, a slow smile spreading across his face. Without further ado, both men stood and began to undress. I watched, mesmerized, as they revealed their muscular bodies. When they finally dropped their boxers, Sara gasped.

They were both impressively endowed, their cocks long, thick, and already semi-hard. Sara let out a low moan beside me, her eyes fixed on the display before us.

"Is this what you wanted to see, Sara?" Darius asked, his voice husky.

Sara nodded eagerly, licking her lips. "Yes," she breathed. "God, yes."

She turned to me then, her eyes dark with desire. "Jon, baby, is it okay if I touch them?"

I swallowed hard, my own arousal warring with jealousy once more. But we had discussed this, had agreed to push our boundaries. Slowly, I nodded.

Sara didn't waste any time. She slid off the couch and onto her knees before Darius and Malik. Reaching out, she wrapped a hand around each of their cocks, stroking slowly.

"Mmm," she purred. "They feel even better than they look."

As I watched my wife pleasure two other men, I felt my own cock hardening in my pants. The sight was incredibly arousing, despite the twisting in my gut.

Sara looked up at Darius and Malik, her eyes gleaming. "I want to taste you both," she said. "Is that okay?"

Both men nodded eagerly. Sara leaned forward, taking Malik's cock into her mouth first. She moaned around him, her head bobbing as she took him deeper. After a few moments, she switched to Darius, giving him the same treatment.

I shifted uncomfortably on the couch, my erection threatening to tear a hole in my pants.

Sara alternated between the two men, her hands and mouth working in tandem to bring them pleasure. The room filled with the sounds of their groans and Sara's muffled moans.

Finally, Sara pulled back, panting slightly. She looked over her shoulder at me, her lips swollen and eyes glazed with lust. "Jon," she said softly. "I want you to join us. Please?"

I hesitated for a moment, torn between desire and uncertainty.


Chapter 23 (Sara)

As Jon hesitated, I could see the conflict in his eyes. But the bulge in his pants told me he was just as aroused as I was.

"Please, baby," I said softly. "I want you here with me."

Slowly, Jon nodded and stood up. He began to undress, his movements uncertain at first but growing more confident.

When he was finally naked, I reached out and took his hand, pulling him down beside me. I kissed him deeply, pouring all my love and desire into it.

"Thank you," I whispered against his lips. "I love you so much."

Jon's eyes softened. "I love you too," he replied.

Turning back to Darius and Malik, I felt a surge of power and confidence. Here I was, surrounded by three gorgeous men, all of them hard and wanting me. It was intoxicating.

"So," I purred, running my hands up Darius and Malik's thighs. "Who wants to fuck me first?"

Darius chuckled. "Why don't you let Malik have the honor? I'm sure he's eager to feel that tight pussy of yours."

Malik nodded eagerly. "God yes," he groaned. "Please, Sara."

I stood up, slowly unzipping my dress and letting it pool at my feet. I wasn't wearing anything underneath. Turning to Jon, I held out my hand. "Come with me, baby," I said softly. "I want you right there with me."

Jon took my hand, allowing me to lead him to the large bed in the corner of the room. I laid down, pulling Jon down beside me. Malik approached, his impressive cock bobbing as he walked.

"Are you ready for me, Sara?" he asked, his voice husky with desire.

I nodded, spreading my legs invitingly. "Yes," I said. "Please, fuck me."

As Malik positioned himself between my thighs, I turned to Jon. "Kiss me," I whispered. "I want to taste you while he enters me."

Jon obliged, his lips meeting mine just as Malik began to push inside me. I gasped into the kiss, overwhelmed by the dual sensations. Malik was even bigger than Darius, stretching me in newer, deeper ways.

"Oh god," I moaned as Malik bottomed out inside me. "You feel so good."

Malik began to move, his strokes long and deep. I broke the kiss with Jon, crying out in pleasure. Jon watched, his eyes dark with a mix of lust and something else - pride, maybe?

"That's it, baby," Jon murmured, surprising me. "Take that big cock. You look so beautiful like this."

His words sent a thrill through me and I lost all control and surrendered totally to lust.


Chapter 24 (Jon)

I watched in awe as Malik's powerful body moved above Sara, his hips driving into her with concentrated strokes, targeted attacks on her cervix. The sounds of their coupling filled the room - wet slaps, grunts, and Sara's high-pitched moans of pleasure.

Despite the jealousy twisting in my gut, I couldn't deny how incredibly arousing the sight was. Sara looked utterly lost in ecstasy, her head thrown back and mouth open in a silent scream as Malik hit spots deep inside her.

"Oh god, yes!" Sara cried out. "Harder, please!"

Malik obliged, increasing his pace. The bed shook with the force of his thrusts. I found myself reaching out to caress Sara's face, wanting to maintain some connection to her in this intense moment.

Her eyes fluttered open, meeting mine. The love and desire I saw there took my breath away.

"Kiss me," she gasped between Malik's thrusts. "Please, Jon."

I leaned in, capturing her lips in a passionate kiss. As our tongues danced, I swallowed her moans of pleasure. It was an intoxicating mix of sensations - tasting Sara while hearing and feeling the impacts of Malik's powerful thrusts.

Suddenly, Sara broke the kiss with a loud cry. "Oh fuck, I'm coming!" she screamed, her body arching off the bed.

I watched in fascination as waves of pleasure washed over her face. Malik grunted, his pace becoming erratic as Sara's inner walls clenched around him.

"Fuck, me too," he groaned. "Where do you want it, Sara?"

"Inside!" Sara gasped. "Cum inside me, please!"

With a final, powerful thrust, Malik buried himself deep inside Sara. He let out a guttural moan as he came, his body shuddering with the force of his release.

As they both came down from their highs, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned to see Darius standing beside the bed, his impressive erection jutting proudly before him.

"Your turn, Jon," he said with a smirk. "Why don't you show us how you please your wife?"

I hesitated for a moment, suddenly feeling inadequate compared to Malik's impressive performance. But then Sara reached for me, her eyes full of love and desire.

"Yes, baby," she said softly. "I want to feel you now."

Gathering my courage, I moved between Sara's legs as Malik withdrew. As I slid into her well-used pussy, we both moaned at the sensation. She was incredibly wet and open from Malik's thrusting, but still felt amazing around me.

As I began to move, making love to my wife while two other men watched, I realized we had crossed a line there was no coming back from. But looking into Sara's eyes, seeing the love and desire there, I knew we would face whatever came next together.

I tried to push thoughts of Malik and Darius from my mind, focusing solely on Sara - the softness of her skin, the little gasps and moans she made as I hit just the right spots. This was different from our usual lovemaking - more primal, more intense. The air was thick with the scent of sex and the lingering energy of what had come before.

"You feel so good, baby," Sara whispered, her hands roaming my back. "I love you so much."

Her words spurred me on, and I increased my pace. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the room, mixing with our heavy breathing and occasional moans.

I was acutely aware of Darius and Malik watching us, but rather than feeling self-conscious, I felt a strange surge of pride. I wanted to show them that I could please my wife just as well as they could.

Sara's nails dug into my back as she approached another climax. "Oh god, Jon," she cried out. "I'm close!"

"That's it, baby," I encouraged, driving into her harder. "Come for me.”

My words seemed to push her over the edge. Sara's back arched off the bed as she came with a loud cry, her inner walls clenching rhythmically around me. The sensation was too much, and I followed her over the edge, spilling myself deep inside her with a guttural groan.

I became aware of movement beside us. Darius had moved closer, his impressive erection level with Sara's face.

"Ready for more, Sara?" he asked.  "Because we're far from finished with you."

Sara looked up at him, then at me, her eyes questioning. I nodded slightly, giving her permission to continue. As I watched my wife take Darius into her mouth, I felt my softening cock jump and twitch. It was suddenly, almost magically coming back to life.


Chapter 25 (Sara)

As I took Darius into my mouth, I felt a heady mix of exhaustion and renewed arousal. My body was sore in the most delicious ways, but the sight of Darius's impressive cock had me wanting more.

I moaned around him, savoring his taste and the way he filled my mouth so completely. Jon's hand found mine, squeezing gently. The gesture grounded me, reminding me that no matter what happened here, he was my anchor.

Darius's hands tangled in my hair as he guided my movements. "That's it, Sara," he groaned. "Take it all."

I relaxed my throat, taking Darius deeper. The primal sounds of male pleasure filled the room as I worked him with my mouth and tongue.

After a few minutes, Darius pulled back. "As much as I'm enjoying this, I want to feel that tight pussy of yours," he said, his voice husky with desire.

I nodded eagerly, still riding the high of my previous orgasms. As Darius positioned himself between my legs, I reached for Jon's hand again.

"I love you," I whispered, meeting his eyes.

Jon squeezed my hand. "I love you too," he replied softly.

Then Darius was pushing inside me, stretching me in that delicious way I was quickly becoming addicted to. I cried out in pleasure as he bottomed out, my oversensitive nerves singing in jubilation.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," Darius groaned as he began to move.

His strokes were long and deep, hitting spots inside me that made me see stars. I was vaguely aware of Malik moving closer, his cock hardening again as he watched.

"Mind if I join?" he asked, his voice thick with arousal.

Darius paused, looking down at me. "What do you say, Sara? Think you can handle both of us at once?"

My eyes widened at the suggestion. I'd never tried anything like that before. But in this moment, drunk on pleasure and the thrill of new experiences, I found myself nodding.

"Yes," I breathed. "I want to try."

Carefully, Malik positioned himself behind me. With Darius's help, they maneuvered me so I was straddling Darius while Malik lined up with my other entrance.

"Relax, baby," Darius murmured as Malik began to push inside.

The stretch was intense, almost painful at first. But as my body adjusted, the discomfort gave way to an overwhelming fullness that had me gasping.

"Oh god," I moaned as both men began to move in tandem. "It's so much..."

Jon's face swam into view, his eyes dark with a mix of concern and arousal. "Are you okay?" he asked softly.

I nodded, beyond words at this point. The dual sensations of Darius and Malik moving inside me were unlike anything I'd ever experienced. Every nerve ending felt like it was on fire with a painful pleasure.

As the men found their rhythm, my orgasm began to build rapidly inside me. I was dimly aware that I was making sounds I'd never made before - high, keening moans punctuated by gasps and cries.

"That's it, take those big black cocks," Darius growled. "You love this, don't you?"

"Yes!" I cried out. "Oh god, yes!"

My climax hit me like a tidal wave, more intense than anything I’d ever felt.


Chapter 26 (Jon)

I watched in awe as Sara was taken by both men at once, her body sandwiched between their muscular forms. The sounds she was making were unlike anything I'd ever heard from her before - primal cries of ecstasy that sent shivers down my spine.

Again, part of me wanted to look away, to put a stop to this before it went any further. But a larger part was utterly captivated by the scene before me. The never-ending dance it seemed. Sara looked so beautiful in her pleasure, her face flushed and hair wild as she rode wave after wave of sensation.

As her climax hit, Sara's whole body tensed. She threw her head back with a scream of release that seemed to go on and on. Darius and Malik grunted in unison, their movements becoming erratic as Sara's inner muscles clenched around them.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," Malik groaned.

"Me too," Darius added, his voice strained.

Sara could barely form words at this point, lost in the throes of her intense orgasm. But she managed to gasp out, "Give it to me...cum inside me…both of you...please!"

With final, powerful thrusts, both men buried themselves deep inside Sara. They groaned in unison as they came, filling her with their seed.

Carefully, Darius and Malik separated from Sara. She collapsed onto the bed, panting heavily. I immediately moved to her side, gathering her into my arms.

"Baby?" I asked softly, brushing sweat-dampened hair from her forehead.

Sara nodded, a blissful smile on her face. "I’m okay," she murmured breathlessly. "That was... intense."

I held her close, marveling at how right this felt despite the unconventional situation. As Darius and Malik excused themselves to clean up, I found myself whispering into Sara's ear.

"I love you so much," I said. "Thank you for sharing this with me."

Sara's eyes fluttered open, meeting mine. The love I saw there took my breath away. "I love you too," she replied. "More than ever."


Chapter 27 (Sara - Prologue)

As I sit here reflecting on that wild night with Darius and Malik, I'm still amazed at how much our lives have changed. It's been six months since that fateful evening, and Jon and I have embraced this new lifestyle with open arms and open minds.

We've flown back down to Miami (it’s such an easy flight) for several more encounters with Darius and Malik, each one pushing our boundaries a little further. But we've also explored with other couples and singles, always making sure to communicate openly and check in with each other along the way.

At first, I worried that this new dynamic might drive a wedge between Jon and me. But if anything, it's brought us closer together. Our sex life is more passionate than ever, fueled by the excitement of our shared experiences and newfound openness.

Jon has surprised me with his enthusiasm and willingness to explore. He's even had his own experiences with other women, which I find incredibly arousing. Watching him pleasure someone else, knowing he'll always come back to me, fills me with a strange mix of pride and desire.

Of course, it hasn't all been smooth sailing. We've had our moments of jealousy and insecurity. But we've worked through them together, always reaffirming our love and commitment to each other.

As for Darius and Malik, they've become more than just sexual partners. They're friends now, often joining us for dinner or drinks even when sex isn't on the menu. It's a strange dynamic, but one that works for us.

Looking back, I never could have imagined this is where that first encounter on the plane would lead us. But I wouldn't change a thing. Jon and I are happier and more in love than ever, our bond strengthened by the trust and openness we've fostered.

Who knows what the future holds for us? But whatever comes next, I know we'll face it together - just like we always have.


Chapter 28 (Jon - Prologue)

If someone had told me six months ago that I'd be sitting here, writing about my experiences watching my wife have sex with other men, I would have thought they were crazy. And yet, here I am, still marveling at how much our lives have changed since that fateful trip to Miami.

At first, I was terrified that opening up our marriage would drive Sara and me apart. How could I compete with men like Darius and Malik? Their physiques, their...endowments. But I've been surprised to find that it's actually brought us closer together in many ways.

There's a level of honesty and openness between us now that we never had before. We talk about everything - our desires, our insecurities, our fantasies. Nothing is off limits. And that transparency has deepened our emotional connection in ways I never expected.

Watching Sara with other men is still a complex emotional experience. There's jealousy, sure. But there's also an incredible arousal in seeing her so uninhibited, so full of pleasure. And knowing that at the end of the day, she always comes back to me...it's a powerful feeling.

Sara has encouraged me to explore with other women as well, which has been eye-opening in its own right. But I find that I prefer watching her, or participating in group scenarios where we're both involved. There's something uniquely thrilling about sharing those experiences together.

Of course, it hasn't all been smooth sailing. We've had our arguments and moments of doubt. But we've worked through them as a team, always putting our relationship first. If anything, facing these challenges has only strengthened our bond.

Darius and Malik have become fixtures in our lives, joining us for regular "play dates" both in Miami and when they visit DC. It's a strange dynamic, but one that works for us. They respect our boundaries and have never tried to come between Sara and me.

As I reflect on how far we've come, I'm filled with a sense of excitement for what the future holds. Sara and I are more in love than ever, our sex life is incredible, and we're constantly discovering new things about ourselves and each other.

This lifestyle isn't for everyone. It takes trust, communication, and a rock-solid foundation. But for us, it's been transformative in the best possible way. Whatever comes next, I know Sara and I will tackle it together.

THE END


South Beach Sin
A Hotwife Vacation Romance

1

IT WAS TAYLOR’S 35th BIRTHDAY and we were about to celebrate in style. I had expertly and meticulously planned her dream vacation and it was all going to be a big surprise. We had two young kids and to say we were both in desperate need of some time to ourselves would be the understatement of the millennium.

We were going to spend a long and luxurious weekend in South Beach. She’d always wanted to go to Miami and I was finally making it a reality. And the best part? I’d gotten us V.I.P. access to the hottest new club in town, Lux, where her favorite rapper, Malik Blaze, was going to be performing.

The entire trip, from start to finish was going to be one big, grand romantic gesture to show her just how much she meant to me - how much our marriage meant to me.

I woke her up early Friday morning and surprised her with plane tickets. Taylor was never awake before 8 AM. But our flight was leaving at 9:00 and if we wanted to make it to the airport on time, sacrifices would have to be made.

“Oh my god, does this say Miami? OH MY GOD?! Miami?! Babe-uhhhh!!!???”

Even after nearly fifteen years together, she still drove me absolutely wild. Her blonde hair and perfect curves had only gotten more seductive and enticing as we got older. I watched her jump up and down on the bed in her gray cotton crop-top and black panties that rode up her thick hips in just the right way and I felt myself stiffen a little. But that would all have to wait until we’d at least gotten into our hotel room in South Beach, which was agonizing and tantalizing only mere hours away from being a reality.

“Alright, alright, honey. I’m glad you’re excited but let’s get moving. We have to pack.”

Taylor stopped jumping on the bed for a moment, a smile spread across her face as she looked down at me.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too,” I said, “now come here.”

Taylor leapt off the bed into my arms and we shared a nice, warm embrace and passionate kiss before we rushed off to pack our bags and get ready to leave.

“Where are we going? What are we doing? What’s the weather like in Miami right now? Ahhh, babe I love surprises but now my head is spinning!”

Taylor was bouncing around the room like a whirling dervish, asking questions and rifling through closets and drawers as she tried to plan her outfits for the weekend.

“Well, I have a lot of surprises but I’ll give you some hints: beach, pool, club, restaurants…lounging. Maybe some work out clothes…”

“Club?” Taylor said, perking up at the mention. “Really?”

“What? Is that so hard to believe?”

Taylor raised her eyebrows.

“Fine, ok. I know. It’s not really my scene, but it’s your birthday and I want to make it special. I know you’ve always wanted to go clubbing in South Beach.”

Taylor scoffed.

“Yeah, back when I was twenty-five and still single maybe,” she said, stopping short as she realized she was saying the quiet part out loud.

I frowned.

“Shit, babe. I’m sorry. You know what I mean though. Don’t you think we’re a little too old for that? Or at least…I don’t know not beautiful enough?”

“It’s ok, I know you didn’t mean anything by it.”

I walked up behind her. I don’t know if it was the thought of her in a bikini or the thought of her as a fresh, tight, and eager twenty-five year old sleeping her way through South Beach, but I was suddenly very aroused and excited.

I wrapped her in a huge from behind and pressed my bulge into her backside firmly as I gently kissed her neck. I took a deep inhale and smelled her hair.

Lately, she’d been having a bit of a crisis of confidence and it had spilled into our sex life. Things just….well, you know how it is. We’d been together a while and we were in a rut. Ours was not a new story.

But this tip to South Beach was going to change all that. I was sure of it.

“Beautiful? Babe you’re not only still beautiful, but you’re hot too. You belong in a South Beach club in a skimpy dress, turning heads…” I paused, “and on my arm of course.”

Taylor closed her eyes and let out a soft gasp.

“Of course,” she whispered. “Mmm, somebody’s excited.”

She turned around and wrapped her arms around my neck.

“I can’t help myself,” I said.

Taylor quickly pecked me on the lips and then ducked out from our embrace.

“Well, you need to,” she said with a giggle, “at least until we get to South Beach. Otherwise we’ll never make this flight. Get packing!”

Within an hour we were packed, showered, and in a rideshare on our way to the airport. From there, it was to be nothing but fun in the sun and (hopefully) reconnecting physically in all the most delicious ways.

Only, that’s not what happened. Well, not exactly. We’d reconnect physically, to be sure, but what I never imagined was that I wouldn’t be the only man Taylor would be connecting with physically.

Not the only one by a long shot.
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“WHAT’S FIRST?” Taylor asked excitedly as we hopped into an elevator and were on our way up to our hotel room. Room number 1028, a corner-penthouse overlooking the ocean and beautiful white sand below.

I arched an eyebrow.

“Well, I can think of a few things…”

Taylor smiled as I leaned in for a kiss.

But just as our lips were about to touch, the elevator dinged and the doors opened.

Tenth floor…

We both stepped off the elevator and walked down the winding hallway to our room.

To say it was palatial wouldn’t quite capture the grandiose scale of thing. We had a separate living area, kitchen, massive balcony with a hot tub, and a gorgeous master bedroom with a king sized bed, rainfall shower and jacuzzi in the bathroom and floor to ceiling windows that led to another, even-more-private balcony.

“Holy shit,” Taylor whispered. “Eddie…how much did this cost?”

I shrugged. It was several thousand dollars. Per night. But I honestly didn’t care. I could afford it and she was worth it.

“Can’t remember,” I said with a wink and a smile.

Taylor smiled and walked toward me when my phone notification alert went off.

I looked at my watch.

“Oh shoot, we’re gonna be late,” I said.

“Late for what?”

I grabbed her by her thick, curvaceous hips and pulled her into my body.

“I want you to put on your sexiest bikini, we’re going to a pool party.”

Taylor’s face lit up.

Despite her recent crisis of confidence, deep down she knew she was still hot. Hotter than 99.9% of the female population on planet earth. She was drop-dead gorgeous. And when she put on a bathing suit? My. Dear. Lord.

Bite-your-knuckle-hot. Let me tell you. 

Her natural, D-cup breasts and plump, voluptuous ass just looked good enough to eat and I couldn’t wait to show her off and see her amongst the South Beach elite at one of the most exclusive pool parties in town.

Taylor shrieked with joy and ran off to the bedroom to get changed.

For me, it was easy: swim trunks and button down cabana shirts. I was still in decent shape myself, mind you, so I didn’t look half bad either.

After a few minutes, Taylor emerged from the bedroom and my jaw hit the floor.

“Holy shit babe…”

She was wearing a skimpy two-piece that might as well have been made of dental floss. She had a half-towel, half-shawl combination wrapped around her waist as a cover up, but it was so thin it was practically see-through.

“You like?” she asked as she twirled around to offer me the three-hundred-and-sixty degree view.

Her bathing suit thong split her ass right down the middle. If ever there was an ass that perfectly represented the peach emoji, her’s was it.

“Like? I love.” I said, trying to keep my dick from getting too hard.

Once again, I pulled her into my body and pressed into her. This time she could feel my erection against her tummy.

“Eddie,” she said with a mischievous smile. Then she kissed me hard and pulled away. “Come on, we’re gonna be late. You said so yourself.”

And with that, she grabbed me by the hand and pulled me toward the door.
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THERE ARE MANY CITIES that claim to be home to the most beautiful people and Miami is certainly among them. And with good reason. I have to say, I’d be hard pressed to find a city I’ve been to that had more beautiful people just going about their daily lives than Miami.

But not only were the people in Miami - and South Beach in particular - disproportionately beautiful, but they also seemed very willing and even eager to wear as little clothing as possible.

The pool party at the Ocean Breeze hotel was no exception. The cover charge was $50 per person but the bouncer took one look at Taylor, or more accurately her juicy tits, and waved us in for free.

There was a DJ spinning records by the pool where scores of people in their 20’s, 30’s, and a few in their 40’s hung around the pool. A few more people were splashing about in the water.

It was crowded, but in a good way, and the drinks were already flowing.

We made our way straight to the bar and ordered some drinks.

“What’ll be?” the bartender asked.

I looked at Taylor.

“What would you like, babe?”

“Hmm, why don’t we loosen up and get things started with some tequila shots?” she said.

The bartender, who couldn’t keep his eyes off her, smiled. He’d been looking her up and down since the moment we started walking toward him. But I didn’t mind at all. I wasn’t the jealous type. In fact, I kind of liked it when other guys were checking her out. It made me feel good about myself. I loved knowing that I had a smoking hot wife that every other guy on the planet would love to have for themselves if given half the chance.

Isn’t that a life goal or something? And I’d achieved it.

“Excellent choice” he said, and quickly poured two tequila shots for us.

Taylor cleared her throat.

“Sorry, could we get two more actually? I really want to loosen up,” she said with a giggle. The bartender raised an eyebrow.

“Wild girl,” he said with plenty of charm. Taylor smiled and flashed her pretty eyes at him.

Beneath the bar I reached over and secretly grabbed a handful of her ass.

She looked over at me and raised an eyebrow.

“Careful,” she whispered. “You’re gonna get us in trouble already.”

“Me?” I said, eyeing the four shots of tequila that now sat in front of us on the bar.

She shrugged and quickly grabbed a shot and downed it. It was a race.

“Hey, no fair!” I protested as I grabbed a shot off the bar and tried to catch up.

In no time at all, all four glasses were empty and we were feeling warm, loose, and ready to party. We ordered a couple of beers and headed back over to the pool area and found a couple lounge chairs to settle into.

We were feeling good and everything seemed to be going almost exactly to plan.

I don’t recall exactly when, but I was about halfway through my beer when Taylor grabbed my forearm and let out a loud gasp.

“Oh my god, babe,” she said, sitting bolt upright in her chair, “that’s Malik Blaze. Holy shit, it’s Malik Blaze!”

She was what I like to call, scream-whispering. I watched as she slid her sunglasses down her nose. I followed her sightline over to a group of black gentlemen on the other side of the pool from us.

They had their own private cabana and there seemed to be dozens if not scores of bikini-clad babes hanging around. The champagne was flowing and they all seemed to be having a good time.

Malik was at the center of it all. He had a blonde babe on each arm. I watched as he leaned over and whispered something in one of the girl’s ears and it caused her to laugh uncontrollably.

I turned to see Taylor who was watching this all unfold intently. I watched as she pursed her lips and nearly frowned. Her face was flush. Eyes narrow. Breath sharp.

She was…jealous? Yes, that was it. Jealous.

Now, I wasn’t totally surprised. I knew she was infatuated with Malik Blaze and I also knew it wasn’t only because of his music. In fact, I always suspected his music had very little to do with it.

I cleared my throat.

“Jealous much?” I said, teasing her. This seemed to snap her out of her jealous glare and she turned an even brighter shade of red before getting defensive.

“What? No! What are you talking about?! Shut up, Eddie.”

I laughed.

“Relax, Taylor. It’s ok. I know you have a thing for him…” I paused for a moment. To this day, I’m not sure why I said what I said next. I have no idea where the words came from. But come they did.

“Why don’t you go over and say hello?”

Taylor shook her head.

“Oh come on, those two posers on his arms couldn’t hold a candle to you. I bet if you went over there he’d kick the both of them to the curb and invite you to sit down.”

Taylor sat up a little taller and seemed to regain her composure.

“Really? You think so?”

Then I saw an opportunity.

“Yeah, plus you can tell him we’ll see him tomorrow night.”

She cocked her head to the side.

“Huh?”

“For a conversation started. Tell him we’re gonna see him tomorrow night at his show. He’s playing a VIP set at Lux.”

“He is?”

“Yeah. And we’ll be there.”

Finally, it all clicked into place and her face lit up with excitement.

“Oh my god! Eddie!? Are you serious?!?! Holy shit. Oh my god, I can’t believe it. I love you, I love you, I love you! Bridgette is gonna flip when she finds out!!!”

“Go say hello,” I repeated, nudging her.

“No,” she whispered back. She still hadn’t taken her eyes off him.

I knew she would never do it. Taylor wasn’t ballsy enough to stand up, walk across the party and simply waltz right up to a handsome hip-hop superstar in the middle of all those people and just say, Hey, Malik.

Unfortunately for her – or perhaps it was fortunate – I was exactly that type of person. I don’t know the meaning of shame. It’s gotten me into trouble a few times, sure. But I’ve used it to my advantage more times than I can count. It’s one of the reasons this whole trip to Miami was nothing more than a drop in the bucket financially. But that’s a story for another day.

I shrugged.

“Alright, fine,” I began to stand up and walk over, “I will.”

“What?” she hissed. “Eddie? No –”

She tried to reach out and grab my shirt but was too slow to realize what was happening and came up empty handed.

I turned back to her as I kept walking.

“Too slow, babe,” I said with a wink and smile.

I wasn’t exactly sure what I was going to do or say, but I rarely did. It was all about projecting an air of confidence, from there, the rest would just fall into place. I walked confidently across the party, weaving in and out of people, on my way to the cabana where Malik Blaze and crew were posted up.

As I got to the edge of their group a tall guy, covered in tattoos stepped in my path and folded his arms across his chest.

“Private party,” he mumbled. He was so large I could no longer see anyone behind him, only his tree trunk torso was in my field of vision now.

I chuckled and flashed a smile at him. I looked around at the rest of the party.

“A private party inside a private party? Fascinating.” I said, my voice dripping with friendly sarcasm.

“Yep,” he said, unamused.

“Come on,” I said. “I’m a huge fan. Can’t I just say hello and thank the man for his art?”

“Nope,” the big man said. “No dudes allowed.”

“What about you?” I asked, “what about him? Or him over there?”

I was now peering around the big man’s torso and pointing out the numerous dudes who had somehow infiltrated this private party within the private party.

“Hey, Derek!” a voice called out, “back off man. Let him through.”

Derek turned back and then stepped aside.

And there stood Malik Blaze. Busty blonde on each arm, sipping a tropical drink.

“Always happy to meet a fan,” he said, flashing a smile. “What’s your name, my dude?”

I smirked at big-man Derek and stepped into the inner sanctum of the cabana.

“Eddie,” I said, flashing a big smile and offering a hand. He took it and we shook.

“Nice to meet you Eddie, beautiful day isn’t it?”

“Sure is,” I said.

“So tell me,” he said, “what’s your favorite album of mine?”

I thought for a minute. It would be easy to lie. The guy was a superstar. It’s not like I didn’t know who he was. I knew plenty of songs and the names of a few of his albums. But I decided to take things in a different direction.

I put my hand on my chest.

“Alright, you got me. I must confess, Malik, I am here under false pretenses.”

“You’re not a fan?” he asked.

“Well, no - it’s not that. I like your music just fine. But…” I turned around and looked back to where Taylor was sitting for the first time. She was on the edge of her seat watching this all unfold.

“But what?”

“Well, my wife, Taylor. She’s a real fan. I mean she’s like obsessed with you - uh, with your music, and well, she was a little too shy to come over here. So, I’m here and I was wondering if…”

“Where is she?” he asked.

I turned again and motioned to where Taylor was - on the edge of her seat - watching us.

Malik turned his gaze to follow mine and as he settled on Taylor, he stopped. His mouth practically dropped to the pool deck. He took off his sunglasses and stared.

“That’s your wife?” he said, almost in disbelief. I like to think his disbelief was at her overall beauty and not that I had managed to snag her. But who knows?

“Yep, that’s Taylor.”

Before I knew it, Malik was waving at her and then waving her over to us.

Taylor balked for a moment.

“Tell her to come over,” he said. Still staring. I could tell the two bombshell blondes were getting a little annoyed as they had suddenly lost Malik’s attention.

“One second, I’ll go get her,” I said, excusing myself.

Before I left, I took one more look at Malik and I could see the hunger in his eyes. He wanted Taylor. He wanted her bad. For some reason, none of this was bothering me. I don’t know if it was the booze or the South Beach sun or the atmosphere of the party or something else entirely but the whole thing was actually kind of…hot.

I walked over to collect Taylor and bring her into the private party I had somehow managed to infiltrate.

She sat up straight in her chair as I approached.

I was smiling from ear to ear.

“What’s going on, Eddie?” she said I reached out and offered her my hand.

She looked at it and didn’t move.

“What’s going on Eddie?” she repeated.

“Come on, come with me. He wants to meet you.”

“What? No!? I can’t - I’m not –” but I reached down further and took her hand. I pulled her to her feet.

Despite what her mouth was saying, her body didn’t protest one bit. As I pulled her up, her tits nearly popped out of her bikini top.

“Eddie!” she hissed, laughing a little as she straightened herself out.

“What? You’re a huge fan aren’t you?”

She looked over my shoulder at Malik.

He was staring at us and watching our interaction with great interest. He smiled and waved to Taylor.

“Shit,” she whispered, waving back. She almost looked weak in the knees. Then she looked back at me.

“How do I look? Is my hair ok? Oh god, I hope I don’t look like shit, otherwise…”

“Otherwise what?” I interjected with a sly smile on my face. “It’s not like you’re trying to fuck him, right? You’re just meeting the guy.”

But she was only half-listening.

“Taylor?”

“Huh? What? No! Of course not. I know that. I never said – Eddie, will you stop?”

I grabbed her by the arms, gently, to try to calm her down.

“Babe, relax. You could never look like shit. You’re a smoke show. You look incredible. You know it. I know it. Everyone at this party knows and Malik…” I turned to look over my shoulder. “He definitely knows it.”

She smiled and kissed me on the cheek.

“You could fuck him, you know? You know that right?” I don’t know why I said it, but it just popped right out of my mouth without much forethought.

She cocked her head to the side as if she couldn’t believe her ears.

“Did you really just say that?”

I shrugged. I wasn’t one to get embarrassed or back down.

“Guess I did,” I said.

“Why?”

I shrugged.

“Do you want to meet him or not?”

“Yes, but why would you say that?”

I rolled my eyes.

“I don’t know,” and that was the truth. “Because you seemed like you were worried he wouldn’t find you attractive and I know for a fact he does.”

“How?” she pressed.

“I just do -” but before I could finish my thought, a tall dark shadow seemed to block out the sun behind me. Suddenly, Taylor was no longer bathed in South Beach sunlight before me. I could feel a powerful presence standing just behind me and I knew it before I even turned around.

“Malik Blaze!” Taylor whispered breathlessly.

“The one and only,” a voice said. I turned around just in time to see him brush past me and extend a large, black hand toward my wife.

She took it without hesitation. Malik grabbed it and kissed her hand.

“Always a pleasure to meet such a big fan,” he said with a wink.

Taylor could only blush and giggle.

“Would you two care to join us over at my cabana for a drink?” he said.
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AND JUST LIKE THAT, there we were - smack in the middle of Malik Blaze’s cabana party. The private party within the private party if you know what I mean. Taylor had practically pranced across the party to get there. I had to jog over just to catch up.

Now? Well, she was the center of attention. The life of the party. Malik couldn’t seem to keep his attention off her. Those two other blonde bombshells had been replaced by my blonde bombshell and they were none too pleased about it.

The only difference was, Malik didn’t have his hand around Taylor’s waist. He was being respectful - or so it seemed. He knew I was there so he couldn’t exactly make a move. I was trying to be respectful myself and give them space. I didn’t want to hover around and appear like a desperate, jealous husband afraid of losing his wife to the hip-hop superstar.

Like I think I said, I’m not the jealous type anyway.

But as I sipped my drink on the edge of the group and watched Taylor as Malik clearly and overtly flirted with her, I couldn’t help but wonder what it would look like if he did put his arm around her. I pictured his big, dark tatted arm wrapping itself around her curvy waist and resting just above her hip. The contract of color between her sun-kissed, tan and his ebony muscles.

It sent a shiver down my spine.

Before I had time to explore that strange thought any further, Taylor waved me over to them.

I cut through a few of the others in the group and made my way over.

“Hey, babe,” Taylor said as she sipped her drink. “Isn’t this awesome?”

“Yeah, totally,” I said, then to Malik: “thanks for inviting us over.”

Malik shook his head.

“Don’t mention it. Like I said, always happy to meet a fan.”

After a few moments of silence, Malik spoke up.

“So, Taylor tells me you two are coming to the show tonight?”

“Yep, that’s right. It was a surprise for her birthday.”

Malik’s face lit up. “Oh? Is that right? Well, happy birthday, Taylor. How old are you? Twenty-six?”

Taylor laughed and slapped his shoulder playfully. A tinge of something went through my body as she got extra flirty with him.

“You’re sweet,” she said. “Try thirty-five.”

Malik shook his head.

“I don’t believe it. There’s no way you’re a day over thirty.”

“Stop it,” she said, slapping his arm once again.

“You are one lucky man,” he said to me.

“Don’t I know it,” I replied.

“Hey, I got an idea,” Malik said, “how would you both like some backstage passes tonight? My birthday gift to you.”

Taylor practically screamed at this.

“OHMYGOD?! AREYOUSERIOUS!?”

Malik’s lips curled into a smile.

“Absolutely,” he said, then he held up a finger, “on one condition. And I hope you don’t get mad at me Eddie, but if you wanna come backstage with The Blaze Crew, you gotta be down.”

Before I could ask him what he meant, Taylor did.

“What do you mean?”

Malik paused for a moment like he was debating on whether or not he should say what he was thinking out loud.

He rubbed his hands together.

“You gotta be able to party and get down…do you know how to twerk, Taylor?”

My breath caught in my throat.

Taylor cocked her head to the side.

“Are you serious?” she asked, unsure of what to do next.

She looked at Malik, then me. I met her gaze before quickly looking at Malik. He was watching us with amusement. He seemed proud of the bind he’d put us in. It seemed like he didn’t mind at all how things played out, he was just happy to throw a curveball and sow a little chaos on this sunny afternoon in South Beach.

But rather than let him cause me to freeze and buckle at the knees, I kept my weight back and stayed balanced.

“Of course she knows how,” I blurted out. “Show ‘em babe.”

Taylor looked at me disbelievingly.

“Eddie,” she whispered.

The look on Malik’s face was priceless. He was clearly not expecting such a response from me.

I walked over to her and stood by her side. She looked up at me.

“Are you serious?”

I shrugged.

“For backstage passes? Why not?”

Taylor thought for a moment then took a deep breath.

“Fine, I’ll need a shot first.”

Malik’s lips curled into a wicked smile as he rubbed his hands together.

“Allow me,” he said.

…

The music started slow at first. It was hypnotic in its rhythm. A hip-hop beat, low and thudding pulsed through the DJ’s speakers.

Taylor swayed in the middle of a circle of rabid onlookers that included myself. Something had changed in the air. Malik was front and center, rubbing his hands together and practically licking his lips.

As the music got faster, so too did Taylor’s movements. She swayed and shook with a rhythm that was more than just in tune with the music. There was a raw sexual power that coursed through it.

Before I knew it, the beat was dropping, Taylor was leaned over, hands on her knees with her booty popped out, and was shaking it up and down, up and down with the beat while the entire crowd went crazy and cheered her on.

Suddenly, Malik was out there with her. As were several other girls and a few of the guys from Malik’s inner-circle. The Blaze Crew, as it were. And Taylor was backing her ass right up onto Malik’s crotch as the beat pulsed and thumped throughout the party.

I stood there mesmerized by the hypnotic rhythm of her hips. Her skimpy bikini left hardly anything to the imagination as her plump ass cheeks pummeled his cock with ruthless efficiency and what seemed like a sinister lust.

I watched with a mix of horror and something else as Malik gently put one dark hand on her waist and began playfully slapping her ass with the other. This only seemed to encourage Taylor as she closed her eyes and twerked harder.

Amazingly, a rush of blood went to my shaft. I was getting hard. I couldn’t believe it. But before I even had time to process, another large black man - even taller and more muscular than Malik, began to dance in front of Taylor. Malik pushed her toward him and she obeyed without hesitation.

She turned and shoved her ass right into his crotch and arched her back up against his torso. Her eyes went wide with surprise and her mouth opened. She looked straight at me, for the first time she looked like she was conscious and aware of where she was. For a moment, I thought she might break it off and come running over to me and my heart sank.

I don’t know why, but this was turning me on like nothing ever before (or perhaps even since). We locked eyes and it seemed she sensed it - that I was turned on by this display, or at the very least not mad. She smiled, suddenly sure of herself again and began to thrust back into Malik’s friend until the music faded out and the moment was over.

As if a spell had been broken, the crowd of onlookers dispersed and a calm, serene lofi beat came in over the speakers.

But though the moment was over, the ride had really only just begun for us.
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THE VIP PASSES that Malik had eagerly given us after Taylor’s masterful and sexy twerking display were the very last thing on my mind as our sweaty, entangled, and half-naked bodies crashed through the door to our penthouse what seemed like mere minutes later.

I don’t remember leaving and I hardly recall walking home. Probably because we were in a near-sprint.

All I remember was the pure, insatiable lust for my wife that had overtaken me as I watched her shake and grind her ass for The Blaze Crew.

Taylor was on fire and her tongue was down my throat as we hurtled across the room and toward our bedroom.

“Fuck that was so,” Taylor whispered as I pinned her trembling body against the wall by the bed. “That was so…”

She was inhaling and exhaling sharply as I kissed her neck and worked my lips down toward her breasts.

“That was so what? Hot?”

“Yes,” she whispered.

“Did you like dancing for all those guys?”

“Mmmm,” she moaned as I reached around her back and undid her bikini top. I looked up at her face as I cupped a breast with my left hand. Her eyes were shut tight and she was biting her bottom lip as she moaned.

I wondered what she was thinking about. My mind flashed back to her grinding up on Malik and then his friend. Her ass firmly planted in their crotches. She must have felt them. She must have…

My cock began to stiffen beyond what I thought was possible as I kept imaging my wife’s plump, gyrating ass making them hard beneath their shorts.

“Did you feel their cocks against you?” I asked clumsily.

“What?” she whispered.

I froze for a moment. Did I really just say that out loud?

Fuck. What to do. Why was this turning me on so much? But rather than question it further, I decided to follow my natural instincts: don’t ask questions, go off feel and be bold. So, that’s what I did.

“You looked so hot dancing for them babe,” I said as I nibbled on her earlobe and slipped a hand down between her legs. “Did it make you wet?”

She looked at me, eyes finally open and nodded.

“Yeah? What made you wet?” I asked as I pressed one finger inside her wet slit.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“Tell me, baby. What got you so wet?”

She swallowed hard.

“Feeling their cocks…” she whispered. “They were so….”

Her head relaxed back between her shoulders as I stuck another finger inside her cunt.

“They were so what?” I asked.

“Huge,” she said without hesitation.

My cock lurched in my shorts and for a second I thought I was going to lose all control. The thought of her dancing for a hung hip-hop star and his friend and getting turned on by their huge cocks was sending me into overdrive.

“God that’s so hot,” I whispered.

She opened her eyes again and studied my face.

“Seriously?” she asked. “Is this real? What are we doing…?”

Her voice trailed off.

“It’s hot,” I said, “just go with it.”

She looked at me deep in the eyes, hesitant and unsure, as I fingered her pussy.

“Really?” she asked.

“Yes, feel,” I said, and grabbed her hand and placed it on my crotch so she could feel how ridiculously hard this whole thing was making me.

“Eddie,” she whispered with a gasp. “You’re so hard….”

She began to massage my cock from outside my swim trunks.

“I’ve never felt you like this before,” she said, staring down at the bulge in her hand as I fingered her faster and harder. She was on the edge of orgasm and I wanted to send her crashing over the edge.

“I can’t stop thinking about…” I whispered, but then stopped.

“Can’t stop thinking about what?” she asked.

I gulped hard as she reached into my waistband and wrapped her hand around my rod.

“You could’ve fucked them if you wanted to…”

She let out a soft moan.

“I know, that’s all I kept thinking about…”

“Fucking them?”

She nodded.

“Did you want to…fuck them?” I asked, both of us were breathing hard and heavy, bodies quivering in anticipation, excitement, and who knows what else as we explored a taboo world that was completely new and foreign to us.

“Yes,” she whispered finally. “I wanted to…”

She stopped, her body shuddering.

“Go ahead,” I said, as I walked her over to the bed. My fingers were still wriggling around inside her as I laid her down. “I want to make you cum while you tell me about all the naughty things you wanted to do to them.”

“Fuck, Eddie…this is so dirty, isn’t it?”

“Yes, that’s what makes it so hot. Now, tell me…what did you want to do to them?”

Taylor relaxed her body, shut her eyes, and began to tell me all the dirty thoughts running through her head while she was twerking at the party.

With one hand, I fingered her, and with the other, I gently stroked my cock as she began to take me inside her mind and share some of her deepest, darkest fantasies.

“I wanted them…”

“All of them? How many?”

Taylor exhaled sharply.

“I wanted Malik and his friend….and whoever else had…

She began to shudder on my fingers as they tickled her insides.

“Whoever else had what?”

Taylor bit her bottom lip.

“You promise you won’t get mad?”

I scoffed.

“Mad? Are you kidding me, feel how hard I am…”

She gave my cock a firm squeeze and began to stroke it faster.

“No tell me, Malik, his friend, and whoever else had what?”

“A big…”

She stopped short, hesitating once more.

“A big what?” I asked, encouraging her to continue.

“Whoever else had a big, black cock…” she whispered. As soon as she said the words her body began to writhe and tremble and shake as my fingers and her own dirty thoughts out in the open finally pushed her over the edge.

She began to cum. It was soft and slow at first, but within a few seconds she was screaming and shaking and had lost all control.

I slowed down the motion of my hand as her grip on my shaft went slack. I waited a few moments for her to recover from the intensity of the feelings.

As her breathing slowed, I began to work my lips up and down her body.

“That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard,” I whispered in her ear as I nibbled on her ear lobe.

“Really?” she whispered, half-shocked, half-turned on even more.

“Yes,” I growled as I flipped her over and got between her legs. I was telling the truth. Something about hearing her talk like that had sent me straight into overdrive. A strange brew of lust and carnal desire with just a sprinkle of jealous rage combined to produce one of the purest and best highs I’d ever felt.

I forced myself inside her dripping wet cunt as she whimpered beneath me.

“Fuck Eddie, I’ve never felt you this big…”

I grabbed a handful of her hair and gently pulled.

She let out a soft moan.

“That’s what you do to me when you talk like that, now…”

I began my rut in earnest as my cock slammed into the bottom of her pussy.

“Ohhhh,” she moaned.

“Dirty fucking slut,” I hissed. “Is that what you want? You want to be a little slut for Malik and his friends?”

“Yessss,” she whispered, placing a finger in her mouth and biting down as I brought her to the edge of another orgasm.

“You want them to take turns using your little married pussy? Is that it?”

“Fuck yes I do!” she cried.

“Good,” I growled. “Because that’s exactly what you’re gonna do tonight, after the show.”

“Fuck, Eddie? Are you serious?”

I kept pounding away at her sweet pussy as her juices gushed down the inside of her legs and coated my cock in her slickness.

“If that’s what you want…that’s what you’ll get. You just have to beg me to let you…”

She was close to orgasm now and this was going to send her over the edge.

“Please…” she gasped. “Please let me…”

“Please what? Please let you what?”

Taylor began to come as she yelled.

“Please let me fuck them…let me fuck all of them, please I want it so bad! I want them to use this married pussy for their big, black cocks while you fucking watch it all happen!”

While I watched?

The thought had never occurred to me although I supposed it was implied. But either way, this sexy verbalization of how it would have to go down sent me straight over the edge with excitement.

“Fuck,” I grunted as my orgasm bubbled over and spewed my hot seed deep inside Taylor’s pussy.

She came as I came and I collapsed on the bed next to her in a heap, exhausted and totally spent.
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IT WAS ALMOST SHOWTIME. I watched as Taylor fussed with her hair in the mirror. She was dressed like a total slut. Tight white dress, no panties, tits practically popping out. She looked perfect. There was no need to fuss. She was just nervous.

“Babe, come one - don’t want to be late, do we?”

She took a nervous breath and turned around.

“Is this really happening? Are we really going to do this? Like…forreal?”

I stepped up to her and brought her in tight for a hug. My half-hard cock pressed into her tummy.

“We’re really going to the show…after that, it’s up to you Taylor. You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do.”

She bit her bottom lip.

“Well, that’s not the problem. I want to do it. In fact, I’m a little scared at how excited it makes me and feeling how excited it makes you,” she placed a hand on the growing bulge in my pants, “that makes me want to do it even more, but…”

She stopped touching my cock and looked away.

I reached up and brushed a stray lock of blonde hair from her face.

“But what?”

“What if…I don’t know. What if it messes with us? What if you hate me for it? What if…I don’t know, there’s a million what ifs in my head right now and I’m just –”

“Hey, hey -” I said, placing my hands on her shoulders and trying to calm her down. “Nothing can mess with us. Nothing. Just think of it as a night of fun. No strings attached.”

Taylor thought for a moment.

“Ok,” she said finally. “I love you.”

“I love you too,” I said.

I walked over to the kitchen area and grabbed a bottle of tequila.

“Shot before we go?”

“Definitely,” she said.

. . .

THE CLUB WAS PACKED. When we arrived, the line to get in the door went down Ocean Boulevard and wrapped all the way around to 1st street.

Thankfully, we had VIP passes and got right in. The club was exactly what you would expect from a South Beach nightclub: dark, loud, neon lights, lots of booze, and an endless supply of beautiful people.

We had our own private area with bottle service just to the right of the stage. After the show was over, there was to be a meet and greet with Malik Blaze. But for now, it was time for us to sit back, relax, drink, and enjoy the show.

We ordered a fancy bottle of tequila and by the time Malik came on, we’d finished nearly the entire thing. Taylor was feeling loose and excited and she was brimming with a confident sexuality that I hadn’t seen from her in quite some time.

At about five minutes past midnight, the DJ-house music went out as the lights went down. The whole place went nuts and before we knew it, Malik Blaze was trotting out to a thumping bass line as he performed his first song of the night.

Taylor couldn’t take her eyes off him as I danced behind her. My mind immediately drifted off to thoughts of my wife, on her knees, surrounded by the group of men she had been twerking for at the pool as they stroked their giant dark members in front of her greedy lips.

My cock got hard as Taylor’s luscious ass bounded up and down with the music and pressed into me.

When she felt it, she grabbed my hand and placed it between her legs. She was dripping wet. I carefully slid a finger inside her.

“What’s got you so wet,” I whispered in her ear.

She leaned back and nibbled on my ear.

“Not you,” she whispered back, teasing me. Those words jolted me to a heightened level of arousal I didn’t know existed.

“Oh yeah, who does then?” I asked. Then she pointed to Malik.

“That sexy black man on stage right there, I want to fuck him so bad.”

“Dirty fucking slut,” I said with a smile.

“You started this,” she said, teasing right back.

I pressed my bulge firmly up against her.

“And you better finish it tonight,” I said.

Her face lit up with a devilish grin.

“Oh, I will.”
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AFTER THE SHOW, we went backstage to meet Malik. When we entered his dressing room he seemed more excited to see us than we were to see him. It was almost like we were the famous hip hop stars and he was the fan.

Ok, fine. He was excited to see Taylor, not me, to be completely honest. Obviously, he didn’t really care about me. In fact, he seemed a little disappointed to see me there. It was as if I had ruined a big surprise or something.

“Hello, Taylor,” he said, wrapping her up in a big hug and then taking her hand and planting a kiss on it.

Taylor was instantly blushing and giggling like a schoolgirl who was finally getting attention from her crush for the very first time.

“Hi Malik,” she said softly. “Amazing show.”

“Aww, thank you,” he said, making no effort to hide the fact that he was staring at my wife’s ass and practically licking his lips.

I reached out and offered my hand.

“Hey, man,” I said. He offered me what I felt was a phony smile and shook my hand without saying anything in return.

He immediately turned his attention back to Taylor.

“Mmm,” he said, rubbing his hands together. “I could not stop thinking about that ass all day - me and the boys were talking all about you right before the show tonight. I’m so glad you showed up.”

Taylor was obviously taken with the compliment but looked to me for reassurance.

Malik followed her gaze and cracked a smile.

“I’m sorry man, I didn’t mean to – I hope you don’t mind me saying so. It’s just your wife is so beautiful and one hell of a dancer.”

I stood tall and confident and smiled right back.

“Why would I mind? I completely agree with you,” I said.

Then Taylor chimed in.

“That’s right, he doesn’t mind at all,” she said, her voice suddenly sultry and sexy and dripping with innuendo. “Isn’t that right, honey?”

I nodded.

“That’s right. I don’t mind at all.”

Malik instantly picked up on what we were putting down and suddenly dropped the cold, standoffish posture he’d held toward me.

“My man,” he said. “I’m so glad to hear that, I didn’t realize how cool you were.”

Then he rubbed his hands together and lowered his voice.

“If that’s the case then, I think y'all should come back to the hotel with us. We’re having a little after party there. Got the whole top floor rented out just for us. We’re gonna have some fun. What do you think?”

Taylor looked at me and I nodded.

“We’d love to,” she said.

Malik paused for a moment.

“Why don’t you show me how much you’d love to?” he said with a wry smile.

“Ok, how?” Taylor asked immediately.

“Why don’t you go close that door?” he said and motioned for me to go close the door to his dressing room.

. . .

FOR SOME REASON, I was suddenly very nervous. Apparently, Taylor wasn’t at all. By the time I had walked over to the door, closed it, and turned around, she was already pressed up against Malik as he gripped her ass and shoved his tongue down her throat.

I stood there frozen in place as an electric shock went through my entire being. I shook my head and rubbed my eyes to make sure what I was seeing was real. Sure enough, it was.

There was my wife, in the arms of another man, making out with him. To say I wasn’t quite prepared for all the different emotions it would evoke in me would be an understatement.

After what seemed like several excruciating minutes, they finally broke off the kiss and Taylor took a step back from Malik.

They both turned to look at me.

“Oh shit,” Taylor whispered.

She must have seen the look on my face or read something in my body language. I quickly tried to hide whatever emotions I was telegraphing. The only thing I wanted her (or myself) to be aware of at that moment was the bulge in my pants. Yes, this was confusing, intense, raw, powerful, all of the above.

But I wanted to do this. We wanted to do this. And I wasn’t about to throw cold water on our good time just then.

“It’s ok, Taylor,” Malik said with a smile. “I think your man likes it.”

He nodded to the ever-growing bulge in my jeans.

Taylor looked down at it and then met my gaze.

“Are you sure babe? We don’t have to –”

But before I could answer, Malik was unzipping his pants.

Taylor couldn’t help herself, she broke off her stare and turned to face him as he whipped his half-hard cock out and held it in his hand before her.

“Show me how bad you wanna come to the after party,” Malik said with a smile. He never stopped staring at me.

And Taylor couldn’t stop staring at the giant, black cock presented before her trembling body.

I don’t think she was conscious of it, but she licked her lips and I could see her mouth was watering.

“Wow,” she whispered desperately.

Without thinking, as if she was in a trance or something, she slowly dropped to her knees on the floor in front of Malik as he slowly stroked his cock in front of her face.

“Holy shit,” she whispered again, looking up at the monster looming over her head.

He wasn’t even hard yet and his cock easily covered from her forehead to the tip of her chin.

Taylor opened her mouth obediently.

“Wait, babe,” I said without thinking. My hand was on my own cock, feeling my hardness. I didn’t want her to stop, I wanted her to keep going. But it was all happening so fast, I guess I just wanted to slow down a bit. To have some time to think and to process.

But the train was off the tracks and there was no more time for that. Any thinking and processing would have to be done later. After the fact.

Because before my words could land, Taylor’s mouth was open and Malik’s big, black cock was filling the void.

Malik looked over at me with a smirk on his face.

“Damn, that was easy,” he said as he reached down and grabbed a handful of Taylor’s blonde locks and pulled them away from her face so that I had a perfect view of her eager sluttiness on full display.

“Knew this girl was a freak the moment I saw her.”

I stood firm and didn’t flinch. I knew he was trying to prod me a little. He was testing me. But the truth was, I didn’t mind. In fact, his words only made the whole thing hotter for me for some strange reason that I still can’t explain.

“She is a freak,” I shot back. “Show him how freaky you can be, baby.”

Malik seemed to respect me standing my ground and actively encouraging my wife to be extra generous with him.

“Come here man,” he said, beckoning me over. Then he looked down at Taylor. “I want you to take care of me and your husband at the same time. You ever had two dicks at the same time before?”

Taylor shook her head no as she turned to watch me walk toward her.

“Well, it’s a good thing we’re getting in a little practice right now because once we get to the party….let’s just say The Blaze Crew is a lot more than two people and we all want a taste.”

Taylor gasped as I stepped up to her.

I unzipped my jeans and pulled out my rock hard cock. I wasn’t small by any stretch, but next to Malik I looked it. I didn’t let it bother me though. I knew how to get the job done with the tool I had and that was more than enough for me.

Well, at least before that fateful night it was. After The Blaze Crew had their way with Taylor, I realized something: size does matter. But I’ll come to that later.

Taylor reached up and started stroking my cock.

“Babe, you’re so hard!” she exclaimed excitedly. “Did you like watching me suck his cock?”

I gulped and nodded as she opened her mouth and moved toward my pulsing head.

“Good, cause now I wanna suck yours.”

Time passed in a fuzzy way after that. I watched my wife, on her knees, between myself and a hiphop superstar that we’d only just met. She moved back and forth between our raging erections, sucking one off while jerking the other for a while before switching. She was good at spreading the love, a natural it seemed.

“Alright, that’s enough. I think you passed the test,” Malik said, pulling Taylor to her feet and sheathing his member. I snapped out my stupor and did the same.

“Let’s head to the hotel,” he said, “got a whole crew waiting for this little slut.”
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AN EXCITED HUSH filled the car as Taylor and I hopped in a rideshare and headed for the address of the swanky and luxurious hotel that Malik had shared with us.

She reached over and grabbed my hand, squeezing it.

“Is this really happening?” she whispered.

“It really is,” I whispered back.

I watched as our driver eyed us suspiciously in the rearview mirror. He had no idea what we were up to or what we’d just been doing, but I suppose it was probably obvious, given our state, that we were up to something - something that normal people didn’t often get up to.

It was a quick ride and before we knew it, we were stepping out of the car and our lives would never be the same again.

. . .

THE WARM SOUTH BEACH AIR washed over us as we walked toward the entrance of the grand and luxurious Hotel Montclaire. The massive glass doors opened before us to reveal a huge, open lobby bathed in soft, yet bright light. Large chandeliers hung and sparkled above us as we walked to the concierge desk. This was a place that was simply out of our price range, even with all the money I made - we would never stay in place like this.

Taylor’s excitement was palpable. I watched as she adjusted her slutty, yet elegant dress. I watched the fabric clinging to her curves. A newfound confidence was suddenly radiating from her entire body. I placed my hand on the small of her back as I guided her across the room. The events from just moments ago replayed in my mind causing a mix of emotions to rage inside me. There was an electric excitement unsaid but still shared between us as we waited in eager anticipation of what was to come.

We checked in at the desk using the passphrase Malik had shared with us and the concierge coolly slid a key card toward us. The edges were embossed in white gold and nothing was written on it.

“That’ll give you access to the entire penthouse floor. Enjoy,” she said with a knowing smile.

I gave a slight nod before leading Taylor over to the elevator.

The ride up was smooth and fast.

When the doors finally slid open we were greeted with the sounds of music, laughter, and conversation seemingly coming from every room that split off the massive, well-lit corridor.

The top floor of the Hotel Montclaire had been transformed into a private paradise that was half-day spa and half-rave/nightclub. There were lounges and bar areas scattered throughout. All of the most beautiful people in Miami seemed to be there that night.

People were mingling and dancing and drinking the night away. The scent of sweat, booze, and perfume hung in the air. Attentive but discreet servers flitted about with trays of appetizers and cocktails, seemingly endless in their supply.

We walked along the corridor, peering in and out of rooms, as we approached the end of the hall where it broke off and opened up into a giant room that led to a terrace with a breathtaking view of South Beach, Ocean Boulevard, and the sea beyond. The silver moonlight cast an eerie glow over the crashing waves below.

I navigated the crowd as Taylor searched for any sign of Malik. After a while, I began to feel a bit let down. Of course, he was a big star. He could have anyone at this party he wanted. He had probably gotten tired of waiting or forgot altogether and was now preoccupied with another girl or girls…or perhaps even another couple just like us?

But before I had time to contemplate the thought…

Taylor spotted him and began to pull me over to where he was standing, surrounded by a few people I recognized from the pool party that afternoon and some others that I didn’t recognize at all.

Even from afar, I could see his presence was commanding everyone’s attention. He flashed his smile and laughed as he engaged his admirers in an animated conversation. When his gaze finally met our’s (or more accurately, Taylor’s), he waved us over in excitement.

I felt Taylor squeeze my hand as she continued leading me out onto the terrace.

Malik reached out and extended his hand to shake mine before pulling my wife in for a warm, familiar embrace.

“Welcome to the party,” he said. “I think this is going to be a night to remember.”

It seemed the boundaries of our desires and indeed our very marriage were about to be explored and pushed past their limits.

As I looked around the party at our opulent surroundings, this South Beach haven and den of sin and debauchery seemed like the perfect setting to do just that.

And in that moment, every fiber of my being seemed to scream out STOP!!! WHAT ARE YOU THINKING?! THIS IS CRAZY?!

But then a voice rose up from the quiet depths of my soul, deep below the surface of the storm that raged within and in a loud whisper, said something I’ll never forget.

Give in. Just go with it. That’s what makes this all so hot and exciting. It’s dangerous and dirty and you have to see where it leads…

I don’t know if it was an angel or a devil sitting on my shoulder filling my head with those thoughts or if it was just some repressed piece of myself.

And to be honest, I don’t care. I find those exercises to be useless. Like I said, I lived impulsively and it served me well. Why question it?

“Come on Taylor,” Malik said. “Time for you to meet some of the crew.”
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BEFORE I KNEW IT, we were in one of the rooms that split off the main corridor. It was a large room with a king bed and a couple of couches.

There were five of us.

Myself and Taylor of course. Plus Malik and his two friends, Jamal and Brian.

Taylor was seated on the bed, legs crossed and Malik, Jamal, and Brian stood around the bed, forming a semi-circle around my wife.

“You ever been with three guys before, Taylor?” Malik asked with a knowing voice.

Taylor bit her lip and shook her head no.

“I’ve never even been with two,” she said softly.

Malik rubbed his hands together.

“Well, don’t worry. We can start slow. We’ll take real good care of you, isn’t that right fellas?”

Jamal and Brian nodded silently as they took a step toward the bed.

Taylor let out a soft gasp.

My heart caught in my throat as it began to race and for a moment I felt I might faint.

“Why don’t you show Jamal and Brian those skills you were showing me in the dressing room a little bit ago?” Malik said.

“Ok,” Taylor said obediently.

Malik walked over to me and clapped a hand on my shoulder.

“Relax man,” he said with a smile. “You both want this, so enjoy it. Here, have a seat.”

He ushered me over to one of the couches and I numbly sat down. My cock was already half-hard as I watched Jamal and Brian approach my wife and whip out their dark cocks.

They were both huge and thick and veiny. At least eight inches long and who knew how wide. But Taylor didn’t seem intimidated. She licked her lips and reached out with both hands to grab them.

There she was, my blonde bombshell of a wife, with two black dicks in her hands, slowly stroking them to life right in front of me.

“Drink?” Malik said, snapping me out of my lustful stupor.

I looked away to find Malik offering me a tumbler glass of something dark and brown. Instinctively I reached out and accepted it.

Malik was holding a glass of the same and offered it out to me in toast.

“Cheers,” he said.

“Cheers,” I whispered back, my mouth on autopilot.

He took a sip and then I did the same. It was the most delicious thing I’d ever tasted.

“Wow,” I whispered as the warmth of the whiskey loosened my body just a touch and began to set my mind at ease.

Taylor began sucking off Jamal first. It was slow and sensual. She lightly jerked Brian off. All eyes in the room were on my wife. She was the center of attention and she seemed to be relishing in the feeling of it all.

Her eyes shut tight, she suctioned her lips ever tighter to his dark, fleshy member and attempted to take all of him into her mouth.

“Damn,” Jamal said. “You weren’t lyin’ Malik. This bitch has some mad head game. Mmm, go head, Taylor. Show my boy what he’s missing.”

On command, Taylor popped her mouth off Jamal’s cock and began to suck off Brian who was equally impressed with her skills.

“Shit, that’s a good little slut,” Brian said, placing a hand on the back of her head and pushing her mouth further down on his pole.

Jamal looked over at me and smirked. It was the first time anyone but Malik had acknowledged my presence in what felt like hours.

“You sure you’re cool with this man? You like seeing your wife like this on her knees for the homies?”

It was an earnest and genuine question and it caught me off guard. But the answer was, apparently, an unequivocal yes.

I was too enthralled to speak at that moment so I simply gave a nod.

“Eddie here is the man,” Malik said, patting me on the back. “He’s a good dude. Knows how to share.”

As he walked over to Taylor and his friends, he began to unzip his pants.
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TAYLOR HAD MALIK’S LONG, DARK DICK down her throat as her eyes nearly bulged out of her skull. She held Jamal and Brian in each of her hands, stroking them while Malik fucked her face without mercy.

I was on my second glass of whiskey. Cock in hand. Stroking slowly to the lewd scene. My wife was getting gangbanged by three black guys right in front of me at a South Beach VIP party.

I felt like the luckiest guy in the world at that moment.

“You ready to get dicked-down by the Blaze crew, baby?” Malik said as he palmed the back of Taylor’s blonde head. She nodded vigorously with his cock still stuffed down her throat.

Jamal began to pull Taylor to her feet and bend her over the bed. But Malik stepped in and bumped him aside.

“No way man, this is my pussy first. You boys get my sloppy seconds. Y'all know how this works.”

It had been over fifteen minutes, maybe more since we’d entered the room and Taylor had yet to say one word to me.

Just then, as if she was reading my mind, she turned back and looked over her shoulder at me and we locked eyes.

She smiled.

“Are you sure you’re still ok with this, Eddie? Because…after it’s in…”

“Ain’t no going back,” Brian said, finishing her sentence.

I looked at her quivering body as she stood bent over the bed, ready for Malik to take her from behind.

I gripped my hard cock in my hand and pumped it for her.

“Oh, I’m sure. Go ahead and get yours baby,” I said and blew her a kiss.

“My man,” Malik said with a smile. He slapped Taylor’s ass playfully and stepped up behind her, ready to insert himself into her dripping wet cunt.

“Be gentle,” Taylor whispered, turning around and gently placing her hand on Malik’s glistening ebony pecs.

“Don’t worry baby,” he said, “after you get warmed up you won’t even be worried about it.”

He took his cock in his hand and thudded it three times up against Taylor’s pelvis.

thud . Thud. Thud.

“God that’s a heavy dick,” Taylor said, giggling through the sensation.

Then her eyes went wide as I realized what was happening. Malik had begun pressing himself into her.

I quickly got up from the couch and moved to another for a better side view of the action.

I sat down in just enough time to see the very last inch of his dark pole disappear inside Taylor.

“Warm up? You didn’t need a warm up, look at that –” Malik said, craning his neck to get a better look of himself inside Taylor.

“Oh fuck,” Taylor whispered, her head dropped between her shoulders as she shut her eyes tightly, gripping the white, linen sheets with both hands.

“Damn,” Brian said. “She was ready for you.”

Jamal smirked.

“This your first black dick, Taylor?” Malik asked as he drew back and readied himself to begin his rut in earnest.

I gulped. Not expecting the question and not sure I wanted to know the answer. From what I knew, Taylor was a “good girl.” I didn’t have all the hairy details, nor did I want them. But as far as I was concerned, her sexual history was well, just me.

She looked up with a knowing smile and didn’t say anything at all. But she didn’t need to.

It was clear what the answer was.

“Aww shit,” Jamal said, “knew she took that dick too easily. Bitch was ready.”

“So ready,” Malik said as he began to thrust himself inside her with rhythm and purpose. “Now start taking care of my crew while you take this dick.”

Taylor let out a yelp before obeying him.

She reached out her left hand and began stroking Jamal as she opened her mouth to suck off Brian.

The foursome had begun in earnest and it wasn’t long before Malik delivered an earth-shattering, world-bending orgasm for my wife’s enjoyment.

“Holy shiiiiiiit!” she cried as her supple body gave into the sensation and seemed to lose all control of itself. “Fuck, that’s so good. I never came that hard before!”

I gripped my cock harder as the jealousy and lust ratcheted up several notches. I realized after a few minutes, Malik was about to cum.

His body was tensing, his breath ragged and fast.

He grabbed a handful of Taylor’s blonde hair in his dark hand and pulled gently as he thrusted himself harder inside her.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Cum then, please cum,” Taylor said, eyes shut tight and eager to receive his load.

Malik began to grunt and slow as he shot his load deep inside Taylor’s belly.

I watched with horror and a twisted, perverse joy as the scene unfolded. We hadn’t discussed this. None of them were wearing a condom and Taylor wasn’t on any kind of birth control.

But in the heat of the moment and all the excitement, I guess we just skipped talking about the logistics and skipped right to the main event.

“Oh fuck, it’s so warm she whispered.”

Before I had time to protest, voice my concerns, or otherwise say anything at all, Jamal was stepping up for his turn.

He grabbed Taylor and flipped her over on her stomach. Jamal was ready to keep the train right on rolling.

. . .

JAMAL STOOD over Taylor’s quivering body, slapping his cock in his hand. “You ready for another one?”

Taylor looked up at him, half-shocked.

“You want to fuck me with your friend’s cum already inside me?”

Jamal nodded.

“Hell yeah, I wanna add my own to it,” he said with a smirk.

I think Taylor almost came from his words alone. To be honest, so did I.

“Fuck, really? That’s so fucking hot, oh my god, do it! Put that big, black dick in me and fill me up with another load.”

Jamal was only too happy to oblige.

Since Taylor was on her back now, I had a much better view of the action.

I watched as Jamal pressed the bulbous head of his dark member up against her walls and easily entered her pussy with no resistance whatsoever.

He placed his hands on Taylor’s hips, pulled her close and began to gut her.

It only took a few deep, long strokes.

She was cumming hard, loud, and fast.

And Jamal couldn’t contain himself.

“That big, black dick,” she whispered over and over again as her head lulled from side to side, eyes rolling back in her head.

“Shit, that’s gonna make me cum bitch.”

Soon he was grunting and pulsing his white, hot seed deep inside her to add to Malik’s.

Taylor was still quivering as Jamal pulled away and I watched as her gaping hole seemed to gasp for air before a torrent of jizz began to gush out of her.

. . .

BRIAN WAS NEXT and the last to go before I would finally have my turn. Or so I thought. But I’ll get to that later.

Brian laid down on the bed next to her.

“Come here and ride this dick, Taylor. Show your husband how you like to bounce on BBC.”

Taylor let out a giggle, rolled over and mounted him with grace and skill.

She hovered her dripping wet pussy over his pulsing cock, the cum between her legs was already beginning to dry and she was in desperate search for more.

Brain gripped her ass and pressed her down on him and she was off to the racings, bucking and riding his cock like she was born to do it.

I switched couches once more for a better view.

I watched her plump white ass bounce up and down, seemingly with a mind of its own, wholly independent from the rest of her body which seemed to stay almost perfectly still as she rode Brian like there was no tomorrow in sight.

“Damn, bounce that ass girl. That’s right. Shit. You’re gonna make me cum in record time if you keep doing that!”

This only served to encourage her more.

Taylor leaned down, still riding furiously, and began to nibble and whisper in his ear.

“Yeah, you like this married white pussy bouncing on that big, thick cock huh? That’s gonna make you cum? Good, cum for me baby. Give me more of that hot cum just your friends did! Please, please! I want it, fill this married pussy up while my husband watches!”

Apparently, that was all Brian needed to hear.

He began to pump and thrust and grunt and moan as I watched his cock lurch and spew its seed inside Taylor.

She came as he came and then collapsed on the bed in a cock-drunk heap, with more cum spilling out of her and coating the inside of her thighs.

. . .

I STOOD UP. Unsure of what to do, but only knowing that I needed a release. It was my turn. It was my time.

“Not so fast, partner,” Malik said, almost elbowing me out of the way. “I’m not finished just yet. I got another nut for this bitch. She needs some of this cream on her slutty, little face.”

I watched as Malik passed me, re-hardened cock in his hand. He was stroking himself and seemed about ready to burst again.

“Get down on your knees, Taylor.”

At first, I thought she didn’t hear him or that she was too spent to move.

But after a beat, she popped up and dropped to her knees before him, eager to receive another load.

After a few more pumps, Malik’s big, black cock was spewing yet another load, seemingly more voluminous than the first, all over Taylor’s face, painting it white for all to see.

Malik gave a deep exhale. Fist bumped Jamal and Brian and then walked over to me.

“This slut is all yours, Eddie. Thanks for sharing. Feel free to do whatever, hang out as long as you like, enjoy the party. Maybe we’ll do it again some time.”

I gave a slight nod that I heard him, unable to take my eyes off my cum-covered wife who was now fingering herself on the floor at the foot of the bed. She seemed to be in lustful overdrive and even though the Blaze crew was leaving, she showed no signs of wanting to stop.

As they left, I overheard them talking about another girl down the hall who was eager to meet the Blaze crew too. As our night was ending, it seemed theirs was only just beginning.

When the door closed behind them, I walked over to Taylor, picked her up and threw her on the bed.

It was time for my turn. It was time for me to add my own seed to the sex-stew inside her.


Prologue

We never did anything like that again. At least not so far. But it changed us and our relationship at a fundamental level. I suppose, how could it not?

But perhaps not in the way one might expect.

Our love has never been deeper.

Communication has never been better.

Our sex life is out-of-this-world good, it’s truly indescribable.

That fateful trip to South Beach was a memory that will last a lifetime.

Who knows? Maybe we’ll get to do it again.

Maybe Malik will release another album and we’ll catch him on tour when he comes through our city.

Or maybe not. The memory is more than enough for us and we relive it in bed often. At least once a week.

Word of advice: if you and your partner think this is something you might enjoy, something you might like to try out just once to see how it feels?

GO FOR IT.

You won’t regret it. We certainly don’t.

THE END


Destination
Wedding
A Hotwife/Cuckold Vacation Romance

Prologue

We were in Barbados for our destination wedding when I found myself thinking bad thoughts. It felt wrong, as if every instinct was screaming that it was all so terribly wrong, and I knew it was, yet that very contradiction made it feel so incredibly right.

I never in my wildest dreams would have imagined sharing such intimate passion with someone other than my husband, on our wedding night no less, yet that forbidden act is exactly what I found myself fantasizing about over and over again.

There was never any deliberate intention behind it, at least not at first. And I was desperate to keep it a secret from him.

In truth, I can’t pinpoint exactly when the audacious thought first invaded my mind—it likely sprouted long before we ever arrived there…it had been a seed growing in my devious mind for quite some time.

And on the biggest day of my life, it blossomed completely out of control…


Chapter 1

The intimate group of our closest friends and family had flown in from seemingly all corners of the globe, congregating at the luxurious beachfront resort that would serve as the backdrop for our nuptials. As I gazed out at the turquoise waters lapping gently at the shore, I felt a curious mix of excitement and unease churning in my stomach.

The rehearsal dinner was held on the resort's open-air terrace, strings of twinkling lights casting a soft glow over the proceedings. The balmy night air was thick with the scent of frangipani and sea salt, caressing my skin like a damp silk robe. I sipped my third glass of champagne, feeling pleasantly warm and loose as I laughed at some barely-witty remark my soon-to-be husband, Tim, had made.

But try as I may, I couldn’t focus on anyone but Bruce - my fiancé's best man and longtime friend. Bruce was my husband’s roommate in med school and had gone on to be an orthopedic surgeon and was very successful. He was also a wide receiver at Miami and would’ve had a chance to go pro if he didn’t tear up his knee. I loved my husband, but Bruce was so impressive. He was tall, dark, handsome, intelligent, and so charming.

The first time I went out with my husband I actually thought Bruce was my date when he opened the door. It was hard to hide my disappointment when I found out that Tim, a white guy of average height and build, and not Bruce, the six foot two black man who looked like he’d been chiseled by the gods, was my date. We all joke about it now, but I guess a part of me always wished I’d gotten the chance to go out with Bruce.

But I ended up falling in love with Tim and so I pushed those feelings deep down inside me and ignored them for five years. I don’t know what happened, but something stirred those feelings inside me once more when we got to Barbados. Maybe it was nerves or cold feet, or perhaps it was the sun and all the booze, but all I could do was stare at him as I stood next to Tim, pretending to find him interesting and funny. I felt horrible, but I was overcome with this lust that was hard to control.

I watched hungrily as Bruce was leaning against the bar, his athletic frame accentuated by a crisp white linen shirt that contrasted beautifully with his ebony skin. Our eyes met across the crowded terrace, and for a moment, time seemed to stand still. There was an intensity in his gaze that made my breath catch in my throat. I quickly looked away, my cheeks flushing with heat that had nothing to do with the tropical climate.

As the evening wore on, I found myself increasingly distracted. Every time Bruce laughed or spoke, my attention was drawn to him like a magnet. The rich timbre of his voice sent shivers down my spine. I tried to focus on Tim, on our friends and family, on the excitement of our impending wedding. But my traitorous mind kept conjuring images of Bruce's strong hands, his full lips, his broad shoulders. I imagined those hands caressing my skin, those lips trailing kisses down my neck. The fantasies were so vivid, so intoxicating, that I felt dizzy with desire.

As the night wore on, I found myself gravitating towards Bruce, drawn by some invisible force I couldn't resist. We ended up chatting by the bar, ostensibly discussing last-minute wedding details. But there was an electric undercurrent to our conversation, a tension that crackled in the air between us.

"You look beautiful tonight, Chrissy," Bruce said, his eyes roaming over me in a way that made my skin tingle. "Tim's a lucky man."

I swallowed hard, trying to steady my racing pulse. "Thank you," I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper. "I'm the lucky one."

But even as the words left my lips, I knew they rang hollow. The way Bruce was looking at me made me feel more desired, more alive than I had in years. I found myself leaning in closer, breathing in his intoxicating scent - a heady mix of sandalwood and something uniquely masculine. Our fingers brushed as he handed me another glass of champagne, and the brief contact sent sparks of electricity coursing through my body.

"Are you nervous about tomorrow?" Bruce asked, his voice low and intimate.

I nodded, opening my mouth to speak. The truth was, I was nervous, but not for the reasons he might assume. I was terrified of the growing attraction I felt towards him, of the forbidden thoughts that refused to leave my mind. But before I could answer, Tim interrupted the moment and joined us at the bar.

As Tim's arm slipped around my waist, I felt a pang of guilt mingled with an odd sense of loss. Bruce stepped back slightly, his expression unreadable as he raised his glass in a toast.

"To the happy couple," he said smoothly, but I caught a flicker of something in his eyes - regret? Desire? - before he turned away to mingle with the other guests.

I leaned into Tim, trying to ground myself in the familiar comfort of his embrace. But my skin still tingled where Bruce's fingers had brushed against mine, and I couldn't shake the lingering electricity of that moment with him, even as I lay in bed later that night. Tim slept peacefully beside me, his gentle snores a familiar backdrop to my restless thoughts. But my mind was consumed by images of dark skin and smoldering eyes, of forbidden touches and unspoken desires.

The ceiling fan whirred softly overhead, stirring the gauzy curtains and sending shadows dancing across the walls. Outside, the rhythmic crash of waves against the shore seemed to echo the tumultuous beating of my heart. I tossed and turned, the silky sheets tangled around my legs as I struggled to find a comfortable position. Sleep eluded me, my mind too consumed with thoughts of Bruce and the heavy tension between us.

I slipped out of bed, careful not to wake Tim, and padded barefoot onto the balcony. The night air was heavy with moisture, clinging to my skin like a lover's caress. I leaned against the railing, gazing out at the moonlit ocean. The beach stretched out before me, an expanse of silvery sand dotted with swaying palms. In the distance, I could make out a lone figure walking along the shoreline. Even from this distance, I recognized the tall, athletic silhouette. Bruce.

My heart raced as I watched him, his powerful stride carrying him across the sand. He paused, looking out at the waves, and for a moment I imagined he could sense my presence. I held my breath, torn between the urge to call out to him and the knowledge that I should retreat back to bed.

But I remained rooted to the spot, mesmerized by his solitary figure. The moonlight caressed his bare torso, highlighting the defined muscles of his back and arms. I imagined running my hands over that smooth, dark skin, tracing the contours of his body. The thought sent a shiver of desire through me, despite the warm night air.

I closed my eyes, trying to banish the illicit thoughts, but they only grew more vivid. In my mind's eye, I saw Bruce turning towards me, his gaze finding mine across the moonlit beach. I imagined him striding purposefully towards the hotel, towards my room. My breath quickened as I pictured him appearing on my balcony, wordlessly pulling me into his arms.

The fantasy was so real…and then it wasn’t.

I opened my eyes with a start, my heart pounding. The balcony was empty, the beach deserted. Bruce was gone, if he had ever truly been there at all. I pressed a hand to my flushed cheek, shocked by the intensity of my imaginings.

Guilt washed over me as I glanced back at Tim's sleeping form. What was wrong with me? How could I be having such vivid fantasies about another man on the eve of my wedding? I loved Tim, I truly did. He was kind, stable, and dependable - everything I had always wanted in a partner.

But as I slipped back into bed beside Tim, I couldn't shake the lingering heat of my imagined encounter with Bruce. I lay awake for hours, my mind and body thrumming with a restless energy I couldn't dispel.

When dawn finally broke, painting the sky in soft pinks and golds, I rose early and made my way down to the deserted beach to contemplate the Big Day that lay ahead. The sand was cool beneath my bare feet as I walked along the water's edge, letting the gentle waves lap at my ankles. I inhaled deeply, hoping the salty air would clear my head and wash away the remnants of the previous night. But all I could think about was Bruce taking me. It was my wedding day. It was supposed to be the happiest day of my life, not the horniest. And it was to be the horniest, shouldn’t I at least be lusting after my husband and not his best man?

The sun climbed higher in the sky as I walked, lost in my tumultuous thoughts. I was so distracted that I didn't notice the approaching figure until he was mere feet away. My heart leapt into my throat as I recognized Bruce, his muscular frame glistening with sweat from an early morning run.

"Chrissy," he said, his voice ragged and short from his run. "You're up early. Get enough sleep?"

I swallowed hard, acutely aware of how close we were standing and shook my head. "Couldn't sleep," I admitted, averting my eyes from his bare chest.

"Too excited?” he asked with a smile.

“Something like that,” I said, tucking a stray, blonde lock behind my ear as I stared down at my sandy toes.

Bruce took a step closer, his presence overwhelming my senses. The scent of his skin - a heady mix of salt, sweat, and something uniquely masculine - made my head swim. I could feel the heat radiating from his body, still warm from his run.

"You know," he said softly, his voice barely above a whisper, "it's normal to have doubts before a big commitment like this. Cold feet are pretty common."

I looked up, meeting his intense gaze. His dark eyes seemed to see right through me, as if he could read every forbidden thought that had been plaguing me. I felt exposed, vulnerable, yet strangely exhilarated by his proximity.

"I don't have doubts about Tim," I said, my voice wavering slightly. "He's wonderful. It's just..."

I trailed off, unable to finish the thought. Bruce reached out, his fingers brushing my arm in a touch so light it could have been accidental. But the jolt of electricity that shot through me was undeniable.

"It's just what?" he pressed gently, his eyes never leaving mine.

I opened my mouth to respond, but no word came. I thought for a moment then shook my head.

“Nothing, just normal stuff…” I stammered. “I should probably get back and start getting ready. Big day, you know?”

“Of course,” he said. “I’ll see you later.”

And with that, Bruce left me on the beach, once again alone with my tumultuous thoughts rumbling around in my head.


Chapter 2

“Do you take this man, Tim, to be your lawfully wedded husband?” I barely heard the words, I was too busy staring at Bruce and I’m pretty sure he was staring at my chest. I couldn’t blame him. My perfect, hourglass figure and ample breasts were perfectly accentuated by my wedding dress. I looked amazing and I’m not ashamed to admit that.

The officiant cleared his throat. “Oh, umm yes. I do,” I said as I focused my attention on Tim and smiled. The officiant repeated the process with Tim and then pronounced us “man and wife.” As Tim kissed me, I couldn’t help but open my eyes. I saw Bruce staring at me, some kind of primal lust in his eyes. I could feel myself getting wet and it had nothing to do with Tim kissing me.

We exited down the aisle to cheers and congratulations from friends and family and headed off for the reception.

The reception was a blur of champagne toasts, swirling gowns, and pulsing music. I moved through it all in a daze, my mind still reeling from the intensity of the ceremony. Tim's hand was warm in mine as we made our rounds, accepting congratulations and posing for countless photos. But every few minutes, my gaze would drift to Bruce, drawn like a magnet to his imposing figure.

He looked devastatingly handsome in his tailored tuxedo, the crisp white shirt a stark contrast against his dark skin. More than once, I thought I caught him watching me.

As the night wore on, the champagne flowed freely and the dance floor filled with increasingly exuberant revelers. I found myself swept up in dance after dance - with Tim, with my father, with various uncles and cousins. I found myself thinking…I could dance with Bruce, wouldn’t be all that weird would it?

As if summoned by my thoughts, Bruce appeared at my side just as the current song ended.

“Beautiful night, Chrissy. Congratulations again, I’m so thrilled for you guys,” he said, offering his glass to cheers. We clinked flutes and drank. An awkward moment passed between us as the DJ shifted the mood from a slow number to a club banger.

The pulsing beat of the new song reverberated through my body, matching the quickening of my pulse as Bruce stood before me. His eyes glinted in the dim light, a mix of warmth and something darker, more primal.

“I love this song,” Bruce said, heading to join the growing crowd on the dance floor. I locked eyes with Tim and waved him over. Come dance I mouthed to him. He grimaced and shook his head. Tim wasn’t a big dancer. Go ahead without me he mouthed back. I shrugged my shoulders, downed the last of my champagne and followed after Bruce.

I wove through the crowd, my heart pounding in time with the music. The dance floor was a sea of writhing bodies, the air thick with the scent of perfume and sweat. I spotted Bruce near the center, his tall frame impossible to miss. As I approached, he turned, as if sensing my presence.

“Where’s Tim?” he asked, speaking directly into my ear so that I could hear him over the pulsing music. I rolled my eyes.

“You know Tim,” I responded, standing on my tippy toes to try to speak into Bruce’s ear.

Bruce nodded knowingly, a hint of a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. He leaned in closer, his breath hot against my ear. "Well, we can't let the bride dance alone on her wedding night, can we?"

Before I could respond, he took my hand and pulled me deeper into the crowd. The music seemed to swell around us, the bass thrumming through my body. Bruce began to move, his hips swaying in perfect rhythm with the beat. I found myself mirroring his movements, our bodies falling into sync.

The dance floor was packed, forcing us to stand close. Perhaps a little too close. The heat of the crowded dance floor enveloped us as Bruce and I moved to the pulsing rhythm. Our bodies swayed in tandem, the space between us growing smaller with each beat. The champagne buzzed through my veins, loosening my inhibitions. I could feel the warmth radiating from Bruce's skin, smell the intoxicating blend of his cologne and natural musk.

As the song reached its crescendo, Bruce's hand found the small of my back, pulling me flush against him. My breath caught in my throat at the contact. Through the thin fabric of my wedding dress, I could feel every hard plane of his muscular body. The room seemed to spin around us as we moved together, lost in the music and the electric current passing between us.

I looked up, meeting Bruce's intense gaze. His dark eyes smoldered with barely restrained desire, mirroring the heat pooling low in my belly. For a moment, the rest of the world faded away. There was only Bruce, only the music, only the delicious friction between our bodies.

And then the song changed to another slow one, and the spell was broken. Momentarily anyway.

Later in the night, after many more shots and lots of dancing, things were getting pretty wild. It was a raucous atmosphere. At that point Tim had even managed to drink enough to get out with us and join in the fun. At a certain point, I was feeling so loose, I jokingly started grinding on everyone, even the bridesmaids. It was harmless fun, until I got to Bruce. I grinded up on him and immediately felt his huge cock pressing against my ass. I looked back and mouthed oh my god to him and he looked away immediately, slightly embarrassed. I quickly moved on and started dancing with Tim, but all I could think about was what that thick dark meat would look like in person. And once I started thinking those thoughts…my drunken horny-girl brain took control and hatched a half-baked, devious little plan.

I knew it was wrong, but the alcohol and lust coursing through my veins overrode any sense of propriety. As the night wore on, I found myself seeking out opportunities to brush against Bruce, to catch his eye across the room. Each fleeting touch, each heated glance, sent sparks of electricity through my body.

The reception was winding down, guests starting to filter out. Tim was engrossed in an animated conversation with some college friends. I seized my chance, slipping away from the dwindling crowd and making my way towards the hotel lobby. My heart pounded as I scrawled a hasty note on a cocktail napkin and discreetly passed it to Bruce as I brushed past him. Our eyes met for a brief, charged moment before I hurried away, my pulse racing.

I made my way to the secluded beachfront cabana I had specified in the note, my steps unsteady on the sand. The distant sounds of the reception faded, replaced by the gentle lapping of waves against the shore. I paced nervously in the dim interior, doubts and desire warring within me.

What was I doing? This was madness. I was married now. I had just made vows to Tim mere hours ago. But the alcohol and lust clouded my judgment, overriding any sense of guilt or hesitation.

Minutes ticked by, feeling like hours. Just as I was about to give up and return to the reception, convinced Bruce wouldn't come, I heard footsteps approaching on the sand. My heart leapt into my throat as a tall, muscular silhouette appeared in the doorway.

"Chrissy?" Bruce's deep voice was barely above a whisper. "What are you doing out here?"

I stepped closer, my breath catching as I took in Bruce's powerful form illuminated by the moonlight filtering through the cabana's gauzy curtains. The air between us crackled with tension as I closed the distance, drawn to him like a moth to flame.

"I think you know why I'm here," I whispered, my voice dripping with desire.

Bruce's eyes darkened as they roamed over me, lingering on the curves accentuated by my wedding dress.

"We shouldn't be doing this," he said, but made no move to leave.

"I know, but you still came anyway," I whispered, reaching out to place my hand on his chest. I could feel his heart racing beneath my palm, matching the frantic rhythm of my own.

For a moment, we stood frozen, teetering on the precipice of something forbidden and irrevocable. The only sounds were the distant crash of waves and our ragged breathing.

Bruce's resolve crumbled visibly as he gazed down at me, his eyes smoldering with barely restrained desire. In one fluid motion, he pulled me against him, his lips crashing onto mine with an intensity that made me gasp.

The kiss was everything I had imagined and more - passionate, primal, and utterly intoxicating. Bruce's hands roamed my body, leaving trails of fire in their wake as they traced the curves of my wedding dress. I melted into his embrace, as I pressed myself closer.

The thin fabric of my dress did little to conceal the heat radiating between us as Bruce's hands roamed lower, cupping my backside and pulling me flush against him. I gasped at the feel of his hardness pressing insistently against my stomach.

"We shouldn't," Bruce murmured against my neck, even as he trailed hot, open-mouthed kisses along my collarbone. "Tim..."

“Fuck Tim,” I moaned. “I don’t care…”

The words hung in the air between us, heavy with the weight of their implications. For a moment, Bruce pulled back, his dark eyes searching mine. I held my breath, afraid I had gone too far, that he would come to his senses and leave.

But then something shifted in his gaze, a primal hunger overtaking any last vestiges of hesitation. With a low growl, he crushed his lips to mine once more, his hands roaming my body with newfound urgency. I melted into him, giving myself over to the forbidden passion we had both been fighting for so long.

Bruce's hands fumbled with the intricate buttons of my wedding dress, his fingers trembling with a mix of desire and trepidation. I arched into his touch, desperate for more contact. The delicate fabric whispered as it fell away, pooling at my feet in a cascade of white satin and lace.

I stood before Bruce in nothing but my lacy white lingerie, my skin glowing in the moonlight filtering through the cabana's sheer curtains. His eyes raked over me hungrily, drinking in every curve and plane of my body.

"God, you're sexy,” he said.

Bruce's words sent a shiver of anticipation down my spine. I reached for him, my fingers working quickly to undo his bow tie and unbutton his crisp white shirt. As I pushed the fabric from his broad shoulders, I couldn't help but marvel at the sculpted perfection of his ebony chest. My hands roamed greedily over his muscled torso, tracing the defined ridges of his abs.

"You have no idea how long I've wanted this," Bruce said. His large hands cupped my face, tilting it up to meet his lips. Bruce's lips crashed against mine once more, his kiss deepening with a fierce intensity that made my knees weak. His hands roamed my body urgently, fingers trailing fire across my skin as they unclasped my bra. I gasped as the cool night air hit my bare breasts, my nipples hardening instantly.

Bruce's mouth left mine to blaze a trail of hot kisses down my neck and collarbone. I arched into him as he took one aching nipple between his lips, his tongue swirling expertly around the sensitive peak.

His hands roamed lower, fingers hooking into the delicate lace of my panties. With agonizing slowness, he slid them down my legs, his lips never leaving my skin as he kissed a searing path down my body. I stepped out of the scrap of fabric, now completely bare before him.

"Beautiful," Bruce said, his eyes drinking in every inch of me.

I reached for his belt, fumbling with the buckle in my eagerness. Bruce helped me, quickly divesting himself of his remaining clothes. My breath caught as he stood naked before me.

Bruce's magnificent body was fully revealed to me, his dark skin gleaming in the moonlight. My eyes were drawn irresistibly to his impressive manhood, thick and long and already standing at full attention. I felt a rush of heat between my thighs at the sight.

"Oh my god," I breathed, reaching out to wrap my hand around his substantial girth. Bruce groaned at my touch, his hips jerking involuntarily. “This is beautiful.”

I watched, mesmerized by the contrast of my delicate, pale skin against his darkness. I watched as my left hand jerked his black shaft, my wedding ring sparkling in the silver moonlight.

"Are you sure about this?" Bruce asked, his voice strained with the effort of restraint. He let out a low moan as my hand continued working his hard shaft.

In response, I rolled my hips, grinding myself against him. "I've never been more sure of anything," I breathed.

“What the fuck is this?” a voice echoed from behind.

A chill went down my spine.

It was Tim’s voice.


Chapter 3

I froze, my hand still wrapped around Bruce's shaft. Slowly, I turned to face the voice, my heart pounding in my chest. Tim stood in the doorway of the cabana, his face a mask of shock and betrayal.

"Tim," I gasped, frantically trying to cover myself. "I... I can explain."

But there was no explanation, no excuse that could justify what he was seeing. His new wife, naked and aroused, with her hand on his best friend's cock. The hurt and anger in Tim's eyes cut through me like a knife.

"Explain?"

Tim's voice was icy, barely controlled rage simmering beneath the surface. "Explain what exactly? How you're fucking my best friend on our wedding night?"

I opened my mouth, but no words came out. I paused and thought for a moment. Once again, my drunken, horny-girl brain came up with a solution. Instead of trying to plead and beg forgiveness, I decided to do the exact opposite. What did I have to lose at this point? I dropped to my knees in the cabana sand in front of Bruce, never breaking eye contact with Tim, and began blowing Bruce right there in front of him.

The air in the cabana grew thick with tension as I knelt before Bruce, my eyes locked defiantly on Tim. A mix of shock, anger, and something darker flashed across Tim's face as he watched his new bride take his best friend into her mouth.

Bruce let out a deep groan as I ran my tongue along his considerable length, savoring the salty taste of his skin. I hollowed my cheeks, taking him deeper, spurred on by Tim's presence.

Part of me knew this was madness, that I was destroying my marriage mere hours after saying "I do." But the alcohol, the lust, and some perverse desire to hurt Tim the way he'd hurt me by being so boring and predictable all these years overwhelmed any last shred of reason.

I moaned around Bruce's thick shaft, my eyes never leaving Tim's face. His expression was a storm of conflicting emotions - rage, betrayal, and to my surprise, something deeper something he didn’t want to feel. Tim's fists clenched at his sides, his body rigid with tension.

"What the fuck, Chrissy?" Tim's voice was barely above a whisper, cracking with emotion. "How could you do this?"

I released Bruce with a wet pop, my hand still stroking his impressive length. "How could I not?" I purred, my inhibitions completely abandoned. "Look at it.”

I felt a surge of energy as Tim's eyes darted to Bruce's impressive manhood, still glistening with my saliva. An unmistakable flicker of unwanted arousal passed across Tim's face before anger reasserted itself.

"This is insane," Tim growled, his voice thick with emotion. "Both of you - how could you betray me like this?" But I had seen past his words. Some part of him liked this and was turned on by it. My drunken senses were tingling.

Bruce shifted uncomfortably. "Tim. I'm so sorry. We never meant for this to happen..."

But I was beyond apologies or explanations. The champagne, the forbidden lust, the thrill of being caught - it all swirled together in an intoxicating cocktail that obliterated my inhibitions. I rose to my feet, swaying slightly as I faced Tim.

“Don’t apologize, Bruce,” I said. “Yes we did…besides, he probably likes it…”

I went back to sucking his cock.

Tim protested even harder now, but his efforts to resist were growing futile.

“Chrissy, what the hell, stop this!”

“Shut the fuck up and watch,” I said.

Tim's eyes widened in shock at my brazen command. For a long moment, the only sound was the distant crash of waves and my wet mouth sucking off Bruce. The air crackled with tension as Tim visibly wrestled with himself, his gaze darting between Bruce and me.

"This is wrong," Tim said, but his voice lacked conviction.

I could see the conflict raging in Tim's eyes as he watched me pleasure his best friend. His fists clenched and unclenched at his sides, his breath coming in short, stilted gasps. Despite his protests, I noticed the unmistakable bulge growing in his trousers.

"You like watching, don't you?" I said, my hand still working Bruce's impressive length. "I always knew you had a kinky side, Tim. Why don't you come closer and get a better view?"

Tim shook his head, but his feet seemed to move of their own accord, drawing him further into the cabana. His eyes were transfixed on the sight of my lips wrapped around Bruce's thick shaft.

"That's it," I encouraged, releasing Bruce with a wet pop. "Come here, baby. Don't you want to see what a real cock looks like?"

Bruce shifted uncomfortably. "Tim, man, I can leave, you don’t have to…”

"Shhhh," I said forcefully, silencing Bruce with a firm squeeze of his manhood. I turned my attention back to Tim, who now stood mere feet away, his expression a mix of anger, betrayal, and undeniable lust.

"Touch yourself," I commanded, my voice low and sultry. "I know you want to." I didn’t know what had gotten into me or who I was becoming, but I liked it. The more assertive I became over Tim, the wetter I got.

Tim's fingers trembled as he unzipped his trousers, freeing his straining erection. I felt a thrill of wicked satisfaction as he began to stroke himself, his eyes locked on the sight of me pleasuring Bruce.

"That's it, baby," I purred encouragingly. "Doesn't it feel good to watch your wife with your best friend?"

Tim let out a strangled moan, his hand moving faster over his shaft. The air in the cabana was thick with the scent of sex and the sound of ragged breathing.

I turned my attention back to Bruce, taking him deep into my throat. He groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily. I hollowed my cheeks, savoring the taste and feel of him on my tongue.

"Fuck, Chrissy," Bruce gasped. "I'm close..."

I released him with a wet pop, my hand still working his impressive length. "Not yet," I said with a wicked grin. "I want you inside me."

I stood, pulling Bruce towards the plush chaise lounge in the corner of the cabana. As I reclined on the soft cushions, I crooked a finger at Tim. "Come closer, baby. I want you to see everything."

Tim moved as if in a trance, his eyes never leaving my body as Bruce positioned himself between my spread thighs. I moaned as Bruce's thick shaft nudged at my entrance, already slick with arousal.

"Watch," I said as I grabbed Bruce’s dick and guided it inside me.

I gasped as Bruce slowly pushed deeper, stretching me in ways I'd never experienced before. The contrast of his dark skin against my pale thighs was intoxicating. I locked eyes with Tim as Bruce began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm that had me arching off the chaise in pleasure.

"Oh god," I moaned. "He's so big, Tim. So much bigger than you."

Tim's hand moved faster on his cock as he watched Bruce take me. His face was a storm of conflicting emotions - anger, jealousy, and unmistakable arousal.

"That's it, baby," I purred. "Stroke that little dick while you watch a real man fuck your wife."

Bruce's thrusts grew more forceful, driving deeper with each snap of his hips. I wrapped my legs around his waist, urging him on. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the cabana, mingling with our moans and gasps.

"Fuck, Chrissy," Bruce groaned. "You're so tight. So wet for me."

I pulled him down for a searing kiss, my nails raking down his muscled back. When we broke apart, I turned my head to look at Tim. He was flushed and panting, his hand a blur on his shaft.

"Come here," I commanded, crooking a finger at him.

Tim hesitated for just a moment before moving closer. I reached out, replacing Tim's hand with my own. He gasped at my touch, his hips jerking involuntarily. I stroked him in time with Bruce's powerful thrusts, feeling Tim's shaft twitch in my grasp.

"That's it, baby," I purred. "Let me take care of you while Bruce fucks me."

Tim's eyes were glazed with lust as he watched Bruce's thick cock sliding in and out of me. I could feel my own climax building, a delicious tension coiling low in my belly.

"Oh god," I moaned. "I'm so close. Fuck me harder, Bruce. Make me come on your big, black cock while Tim watches."

Bruce growled, his hips snapping faster. The obscene slap of skin on skin filled the cabana as he pounded into me. I arched off the chaise, crying out in ecstasy as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I made sure Tim saw my face as Bruce brought me to an orgasm Tim could never dream of delivering. I could see it pained him but also heightened his twisted arousal. Which turned me on even more. And I was just getting warmed up. I wanted Tim to watch me cum over and over again.

And Bruce was going to help me do just that.


Chapter 4

The waves of my orgasm subsided, but Bruce didn't slow his relentless pace. If anything, my climax seemed to spur him on, his powerful thrusts driving even deeper. I was awash in sensation, every nerve ending on fire with pleasure.

"Don't stop," I gasped, my nails raking down Bruce's back. "God, you feel so good inside me."

I turned my head to look at Tim, still stroking him in time with Bruce's thrusts. His face was flushed, his breathing ragged as he watched his wife being thoroughly ravished by his best friend.

"You like watching, don't you baby?" I purred, my voice dripping with arousal. "You like seeing how an alpha fucks?"

Tim let out a strangled moan, his hips jerking involuntarily. I could feel him throbbing in my grasp, close to the edge.

"That's it," I encouraged. "Cum for me, Tim. Cum while you watch Bruce fuck me better than you ever could."

With a guttural groan, Tim exploded, his release spilling over my hand and onto the sand. I milked him through his orgasm, never taking my eyes off his face contorted in pleasure and shame.

As Tim's climax subsided, I released him and turned my full attention back to Bruce. I wrapped my legs tighter around his waist, urging him deeper.

"Harder," I moaned, arching my back to take Bruce even deeper. "Fuck me like you mean it."

Bruce growled, his hips snapping with renewed vigor. The obscene slap of skin on skin filled the cabana as he pounded into me relentlessly. I cried out in ecstasy, my body singing with pleasure.

I turned my head to look at Tim, who stood frozen, his spent cock still in hand as he watched his wife being thoroughly ravished. His expression was a storm of conflicting emotions - shame, anger, and unmistakable arousal.

"Look at him, Bruce," I purred. "Look how pathetic he is. He came just from watching you fuck me."

Bruce's rhythm faltered for a moment as he glanced at Tim. I saw a flicker of guilt cross his face before lust reasserted itself.

"Focus on me," I commanded, clenching my inner muscles around Bruce's thick shaft. He groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily.

"That's it," I encouraged. "Forget about Tim. Show me what that big cock can do."

Bruce's eyes darkened with primal hunger. He hooked my legs over his shoulders, the new angle allowing him to drive even deeper. I cried out as he hit spots inside me I didn't even know existed.

"Oh god," I gasped. "Yes, right there. Don't stop!"

Bruce's powerful body moved over mine like a well-oiled machine, his hips driving relentlessly as he pounded into me. The new angle had him hitting my g-spot with every thrust, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. I was climbing rapidly towards another peak, my entire being focused on the exquisite sensations Bruce was drawing from me.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum again," I moaned, my nails digging into Bruce's muscled back. "Make me cum on your big cock, Bruce. Show Tim how a real man does it."

Bruce growled, his pace becoming almost punishing as he drove me closer to the edge. I turned my head to lock eyes with Tim, who stood frozen, his gaze transfixed on where Bruce and I were joined.

"Watch me, Tim," I gasped. "Watch me cum all over Bruce's cock."

With a final, powerful thrust, Bruce sent me careening over the edge. I screamed in ecstasy as waves of pleasure crashed over me, more intense than anything I'd ever experienced. My body convulsed beneath Bruce, inner muscles clenching rhythmically around his thick shaft.

As I came down from my high, I became aware that Bruce was close to his own release. His thrusts had become erratic, his breathing ragged.

"Where do you want it?" he grunted, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

I glanced at Tim, a wicked idea forming through my lust-addled mind.

“Breed me,” I said.

Bruce's eyes widened at my brazen command. "Are you sure?" he panted, his hips still moving in a frantic rhythm.

"Yes," I moaned, wrapping my legs tighter around his waist to pull him deeper. "I want to feel you cum inside me. Fill me up, Bruce."

I turned my gaze to Tim, who stood frozen, his expression a mix of horror and unwilling desire. "You heard me, baby. I want Bruce to breed me. I want his cum, not yours."

Tim let out a strangled sound, somewhere between a moan and a sob. But he didn't look away, his eyes locked on where Bruce and I were joined.

Bruce's control finally snapped. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt inside me. I gasped as I felt him pulse, hot spurts of his seed flooding my womb. The sensation of being filled so completely triggered another small orgasm, my inner muscles clenching rhythmically around Bruce's throbbing shaft.

"Oh god," I moaned, arching my back to take him even deeper. "Yes, give me all of it. Every last drop of that seed."

Bruce collapsed on top of me, his powerful body trembling in the aftermath of his release. I ran my hands soothingly down his sweat-slicked back, savoring the feeling of his softening cock still buried inside me.

After a long moment, Bruce slowly pulled out, his cock slipping free with a wet sound. I felt a trickle of his release seep out, running down my inner thigh. The sight seemed to snap Tim out of his daze.

"What have you done?" he whispered, his voice hoarse.


Chapter 5

I sat up, feeling deliciously sore and thoroughly satisfied. "What you never could," I replied, my tone unapologetic.

Tim's face crumpled, a mix of anger and heartbreak. "How could you? We just got married!"

"Oh please," I scoffed. "Like you didn't enjoy watching. I saw how hard you got."

Tim flushed, shame and arousal warring on his face. I stood on shaky legs, Bruce's seed still leaking down my thighs.

"Face it, Tim. You're not man enough to satisfy me. But maybe..." I trailed off, a wicked idea forming.

"Maybe what?" Tim asked warily.

I sauntered over to him, swaying my hips seductively. "Maybe you can learn to enjoy watching. Maybe this is what our marriage needs."

Tim's eyes widened in shock. "You can't be serious."

I reached out, trailing a finger down his chest. "Think about it. You clearly got off on watching Bruce fuck me. Why fight it?"

I could see the conflict in Tim's eyes - anger, betrayal, and undeniable desire. I pressed my body against his, feeling his cock twitch against my thigh despite having just climaxed.

"Think about it," I purred, my lips brushing his ear. "You could watch Bruce fuck me whenever you want. Maybe even join in sometimes. Wouldn't that be exciting?"

Tim shuddered, his resolve visibly wavering. I reached down, gently stroking his rapidly hardening shaft.

"See? Your body knows what it wants," I said. "Why deny yourself?"

I glanced over my shoulder at Bruce, who stood watching us with a mix of guilt and lingering desire. "What do you think, Bruce? Want to make this a regular thing?"

Bruce hesitated, clearly torn. "I don't know, Chrissy. This is pretty messed up."

I pouted playfully. "Don't tell me you didn't enjoy it. I felt how hard you came inside me."

Bruce's eyes darkened at the memory. I could see his cock beginning to stir again.

"Come on, boys," I said, reaching out to stroke Bruce with my free hand. "Let's have some real fun. The night's still young."

Tim and Bruce exchanged a long look, years of friendship and this new, forbidden dynamic hanging in the air between them. Finally, Bruce gave a small nod.

"If Tim's okay with it... I'm in," he said.

I felt a thrill of wicked excitement as Bruce agreed. I turned back to Tim, who still looked conflicted.

"What do you say, baby?" I purred, my hand still working his hardening shaft. "Want to watch Bruce fuck me again? Maybe join in this time?"

Tim's breath hitched, his hips involuntarily thrusting into my grip. I could see the last of his resistance crumbling.

"I... I don't know," he stammered.

"Shh," I soothed, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. "Just let go. Let yourself enjoy this."

I led Tim over to the chaise lounge, gently pushing him to sit. His eyes were wide as I straddled his lap, my back to his chest. I reached between my legs, guiding his stiffening cock to my entrance, still slick with Bruce's release.

"Feel that?" I whispered as I sank down on Tim's length. "Feel how wet and open I am from Bruce's big, black cock?"

Tim groaned, his hands gripping my hips. I began to ride him slowly, rolling my hips in a sensual rhythm.

"Bruce," I called, crooking a finger at him. "Come here."

Bruce approached, his impressive manhood already standing at full attention again. I leaned forward, taking him into my mouth as I continued to move on Tim's cock.

The cabana filled with the sounds of our shared pleasure - Tim's low groans, Bruce's deeper grunts, and my muffled moans around Bruce's thick shaft.

I worked them both with practiced skill, my hips undulating as I rode Tim while my tongue swirled around Bruce's length. The contrast of Tim's familiar shape inside me and Bruce's impressive girth stretching my lips was intoxicating.

"Oh god," Tim gasped, his fingers digging into my hips. "This is so wrong..."

But his words belied the way his cock twitched inside me, harder than I'd felt him in years. I released Bruce with a wet pop, turning my head to look at Tim over my shoulder.

"But it feels so good, doesn't it, baby?" I purred. "You love feeling Bruce's cum inside me while you fuck me."

Tim's face flushed with shame and arousal. I clenched my inner muscles around him, drawing a strangled moan from his lips.

"That's it," I encouraged. "Let yourself enjoy it. Watch me suck Bruce's big cock while you're inside me."

I turned back to Bruce, taking him deep into my throat once more. Tim's hips began to move with more urgency, driving up into me as he watched me pleasuring his best friend. The taboo nature of the situation seemed to have awakened something primal in him.

Bruce's hands tangled in my hair, guiding my movements as I bobbed on his impressive length. I hollowed my cheeks, savoring the taste and feel of him on my tongue.

I could feel Tim getting close, his movements becoming more erratic. I clenched my inner muscles around him, drawing a strangled moan from his lips.

"That's it baby," I purred, releasing Bruce for a moment. "Cum inside me. Fill me up alongside Bruce's load."

Tim's hips jerked as he exploded, flooding me with his release. The sensation of being filled again pushed me over the edge and I cried out in ecstasy, my body shuddering with pleasure.

As the aftershocks subsided, I gently lifted myself off Tim and turned my attention fully to Bruce. His impressive manhood still stood proudly erect, glistening with my saliva.

"Your turn," I said with a wicked grin, getting on all fours on the chaise lounge. I looked over my shoulder at Bruce, wiggling my hips invitingly.

Bruce hesitated for just a moment before positioning himself behind me. I gasped as he entered me in one smooth thrust, stretching me deliciously.

"Oh god," I moaned. "So fucking big..."

Bruce set a punishing pace, his hips snapping forcefully as he pounded into me from behind. The obscene sound of skin slapping skin filled the cabana, mingling with our shared moans and gasps of pleasure.

I turned my head to look at Tim, who sat frozen, his eyes locked on where Bruce and I were joined. His spent cock was already beginning to stir again at the sight.

"You better get used to this, baby," I purred.

Tim's face remained flushed with that same mix of shame and arousal. I could see the conflict in his eyes - anger and jealousy warring with undeniable lust.

Bruce's powerful thrusts were driving me rapidly towards another peak. I cried out as he hit a particularly sensitive spot deep inside me.

"Right there!" I gasped. "Oh god, don't stop!"

Bruce growled, his fingers digging into my hips as he increased his pace. The new angle had him hitting my g-spot with every thrust, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," Bruce grunted. "So tight and wet for me."

I moaned wantonly, pushing back to meet his thrusts. "Only for you, Bruce. Only your big cock can satisfy me like this."

I saw Tim flinch at my words, but his hand had moved to his rapidly hardening shaft. The sight of his wife being thoroughly ravished by his best friend seemed to have awakened something primal in Tim. His eyes were dark with a mix of jealousy and unmistakable lust as he stroked himself.

"That's it, baby," I purred encouragingly to Tim. "Stroke that little cock while you watch Bruce fuck me properly."

Bruce's thrusts grew even more forceful at my words, his hips snapping with almost bruising intensity. The cabana was filled with the obscene sounds of our coupling - the wet slap of skin on skin, our shared moans and gasps of pleasure.

I could feel my climax building rapidly, a delicious tension coiling low in my belly. "Oh god, I'm so close," I moaned. "Make me cum on your big cock, Bruce.”

Bruce growled, his pace becoming almost punishing as he drove me closer to the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, he sent me careening over the precipice. I screamed in ecstasy as waves of pleasure crashed over me, more intense than anything I'd ever experienced. My body convulsed beneath Bruce, inner muscles clenching rhythmically around his thick shaft.

As I came down from my high, I became aware that Bruce was close to his own release. His thrusts had become erratic, his breathing ragged.

"Where do you want it?" he grunted, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

I locked eyes with Tim.

“Paint my face,” I said.

Bruce's eyes widened at my dirty request. With a groan, he pulled out and moved around to my face. I opened my mouth eagerly, my tongue out as I gazed up at him. Bruce stroked himself rapidly, his impressive length mere inches from my waiting face.

"Oh god," he gasped. "I'm gonna cum..."

With a guttural moan, Bruce erupted. The first thick rope of his release splashed across my cheek and lips. I moaned in ecstasy as he continued to paint my face with his seed, marking me as his.

I made sure to keep eye contact with Tim the entire time, letting him see every detail as his best friend covered his new wife's face in cum. Tim's hand was a blur on his own shaft as he watched, his expression a storm of conflicting emotions.

When Bruce was spent, I made a show of licking my lips, savoring the taste of him. I scooped some of his release off my cheek with my fingers and sucked them clean, moaning theatrically.

"Mmm," I purred. "So much better than yours, Tim."

Tim let out a strangled sound, somewhere between a moan and a sob. But his hand never stopped moving on his cock.

I crawled over to him, Bruce's seed still dripping down my face. "Did you enjoy the show, baby?" I asked, my voice low and sultry. "Kiss me," I said.

My sultry, whispered command seemed to send a chill down Tim’s spine.

Tim hesitated, his eyes wide as he took in the sight of my face covered in Bruce's release. I could see the conflict warring in his expression - disgust battling with a primal, forbidden arousal.

"Kiss me," I repeated, my voice low and commanding. "Taste him on my lips."

With a shuddering breath, Tim leaned in. His lips met mine tentatively at first, then with growing hunger as the taboo nature of the act seemed to awaken something inside him. I deepened the kiss, making sure he could taste every drop of Bruce's seed.

When we finally broke apart, Tim's pupils were blown wide with lust. His hand had never stopped moving on his shaft, which was now rock hard once more.

"That's it, baby," I purred encouragingly. "Let yourself enjoy this. No more holding back.”


Epilogue

The first rays of dawn were just beginning to peek through the curtains of our honeymoon suite when I stirred awake. My body ached in the most delicious way, a testament to the wild night of passion we had shared. As consciousness slowly returned, the memories of what had transpired in that beachside cabana came flooding back.

I stretched languidly, feeling the warmth of two bodies pressed against me. To my left lay Tim, his face peaceful in sleep despite the turmoil of emotions he must have experienced. On my right was Bruce, his powerful arm draped possessively across my waist.

For a moment, I simply lay there, savoring the afterglow and the heady mix of satisfaction and lingering desire that coursed through me. Part of me still couldn't quite believe what had happened - how our wedding night had spiraled into such a taboo, passionate encounter.

As I replayed the events in my mind, I felt a familiar heat building low in my belly. My hand drifted down Bruce's muscled chest, tracing the defined ridges of his abs before wrapping around his impressive length. Even soft, he was larger than Tim had ever been fully erect.

Bruce stirred at my touch, his dark eyes blinking open to meet mine. A slow, wicked smile spread across his face as he took in our position.

"Good morning," he rumbled, his voice thick with sleep and renewed desire.

I leaned in, capturing Bruce's lips in a searing kiss. My hand continued working his rapidly hardening shaft as our tongues danced together. Bruce's large hand cupped my breast, thumb brushing over my sensitive nipple.

"Mmm," I purred against his lips. "Ready for another round?"

Bruce's eyes darkened with lust. "Always ready for you, Chrissy."

I glanced over at Tim, who was still sleeping peacefully beside us. A wicked idea formed in my mind.

"Why don't we give Tim a little wake-up surprise?" I suggested with a mischievous grin.

Bruce hesitated for just a moment before nodding, a mix of guilt and arousal in his eyes. I slowly straddled his hips, gasping softly as I sank down on his impressive length. Bruce's hands gripped my waist, guiding my movements as I began to ride him.

I leaned down, trailing kisses along Bruce's neck as I rolled my hips. "That's it," I murmured. "Fill me up with that big, black cock."

Beside us, Tim began to stir. His eyes fluttered open, widening in shock as he took in the sight of his new wife impaled on his best friend's shaft.

"Good morning, baby," I purred, never breaking my rhythm. "That’s right, you weren’t dreaming last night. That really happened. And now this is really happening too.”

Tim began to protest but I was able to silence him completely just by holding up one finger.

“Take your cock out and enjoy. This is who you are now. No going back.”

Tim hung his head and obeyed. His transformation was complete. I’d cucked him on our wedding night and now he was going to be mine to command forever.
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A Hotwife/Cuckold Vacation Romance

Chapter 1

My wife, Jessica, and I were on our way to Rockport for a relaxing week at the beach. We’d left the stuffy, humid confines of Boston behind and were ready to unwind and soak up some rays.

The winding coastal road hugged the rugged shoreline as our car grumbled northward, guided by my steady hands. Salt-tinged air wafted through the open windows, teasing Jessica's hair into wild tendrils.

I looked over at her and she immediately closed her eyes. This accomplished two important things for Jessica. One, it allowed her to properly savor the soft caress of the ocean breeze on her skin. And more importantly two, it allowed her to more vigorously pretend that I did not in fact exist.

She was mad at me.

For a number of reasons, reasons which probably stretched back through the many years of our marriage, and now she had finally had enough. Lazy passivity was how she often described my general demeanor and approach to life. However, just then, in the car on our way to Rockport, she was most acutely pissed off because I’d forgotten to make the deposit for our usual vacation spot. A nice, little bed and breakfast nestled by the seaside that had the perfect views and vibes that Jessica looked forward to experiencing once a year every summer. It was her happy place. And this year, I’d screwed it all up.

I’d had to scramble to find something for us. Anything at all. Any port in a storm, I’d muttered under my breath as I accepted the booking and made the non-refundable deposit for The Seabreeze Inn. The website was nondescript. Hardly any pictures and the reviews, while generally positive, were also at the same time quite positively odd. I couldn’t quite place it, but there was just something off about the entire thing. But what choice did I have?

And of course, it was miles from any semblance of a town. When I shared the booking information with Jessica, well, she was less than thrilled. And now, as we drove along the coast, I was paying the price. Getting the silent treatment and probably the no-sex-on-vacation treatment to boot. My only real chance now at getting laid was to hope that The Seabreeze Inn exceeded all expectations and made Jessica completely forget about the old place. That and perhaps a few bottles of wine. Ok, perhaps more than a few. But if that were to happen, it would probably at least get me a handjob or two. Pathetic, I know.

The car rounded another bend as we drove along a deserted stretch of shoreline, revealing a sprawling Victorian mansion perched atop a rocky bluff. It was several still miles away and its weathered gray shingles and ornate gingerbread trim stood in stark relief against the steel-blue sky. Given the lack of other structures in any direction, I resigned myself to the fact that it had to be The Seabreeze Inn. On appearance alone, things were not looking good.

“Oh god,” Jessica muttered under her breath.

“Now, now,” I cautioned, “don’t judge a book by its cover.”

Jessica sighed heavily for what felt like the millionth time in the last hour, folded her arms, and looked away and back out the window toward the ocean.

“Shut up. Please just shut up, Elliott,” I heard her whisper under her breath.

I tightened my grip on the steering wheel and sped up. Now, it was my turn to be pissed off. After another fifteen minutes of tense silence. We arrived.

The tires crunched over gravel as we pulled into the circular driveway of The Seabreeze Inn. Up close, the Victorian mansion loomed even larger, its weathered facade a patchwork of peeling paint and salt-stained wood. The front porch sagged slightly, as if exhausted from years of battling coastal winds.

"Well, here we are," I announced with forced cheerfulness. "Home sweet home for the next week."

Jessica didn't even bother to respond, just grabbed her purse and flung open the car door before I'd fully stopped. I watched her stomp up the creaky steps, her sandals slapping against worn wood.

Sighing, I popped the trunk and began unloading our luggage. By the time I'd hauled everything onto the porch, Jessica was nowhere to be seen. Probably already inside complaining to the poor innkeeper about our accommodations.

I pushed open the heavy oak door, wincing at its ear-splitting creak. The foyer was dimly lit and smelled faintly of the ocean and lemon furniture polish.

"Hello?" I called out. "Anyone here?"

I heard Jessica’s laughter. Something I hadn’t heard in far too long. It was sweet and melodic. I followed the tune down the foyer to the front desk. Across from her stood a strikingly handsome (even I must admit) black man. He had short hair that was buzzed tight to the sides and dark, piercing eyes. He wore a white button down shirt with linen pants and leather sandals. He also looked way too young and vibrant to be spending his summer in a place like this. He was in the prime of his life, what the hell was he doing here?

“Welcome, you must be the idiot husband,” he said, flashing the brightest smile I’d ever seen. This drew even more laughter from my wife. “Sorry, I kid. I kid. Your lovely wife here filled me in on your uh, situation. Well, anyway. Happens to the best of us.”

Jessica stopped laughing and turned to face me, hand on her hip, like I just ruined the party.

I forced a chuckle, trying to play along.

"Guilty as charged, I suppose. I'm Elliott." I extended my hand, which the man shook firmly.

"Marcus," he replied, still grinning. "Owner and operator of this fine establishment." He gestured grandly around the shabby foyer. Owner and operator?

Jessica rolled her eyes.

"Fine is a bit of a stretch, don't you think?" she said, teasing him playfully.

Marcus laughed, a deep, rich sound that seemed to vibrate through the room.

"Oh, we've got a few surprises up our sleeves, don't you worry. Why don't I show you two to your room?"

He grabbed our bags effortlessly, muscles rippling under his shirt as he hefted them. I couldn't help but notice Jessica's eyes tracking his movement.

We followed Marcus up a winding staircase, the old wood groaning under our feet. He led us down a narrow hallway to a door at the far end.

"Here we are," he announced, swinging the door open with a flourish. "Our best suite."

To my surprise, the room was actually quite nice. A large four-poster bed dominated the space, draped in crisp white linens. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a stunning view of the ocean.

Jessica's eyes widened as she took it all in.

"Well, this is... unexpected," she admitted.

Marcus winked at her.

"Told you we had some surprises. Now, why don't you two get settled in and I'll go grab a bottle of champagne to welcome you properly and help you unwind from a long, tense trip."

As Marcus left the room, I caught Jessica eyeing his backside appreciatively. A pang of jealousy shot through me, but I pushed it aside. After all, looking never hurt anyone.

"Well, this isn't so bad after all," I offered, trying to break the tension.

Jessica ignored me, busying herself with unpacking. I sighed and flopped onto the plush bed, staring up at the ornate ceiling. Maybe this vacation wasn't going to be a total disaster after all.

A few minutes later, there was a knock at the door. Marcus entered, balancing a silver tray with champagne flutes and an ice bucket.

"Here we are," he said, setting everything down on a small table by the window.

He popped the cork with expert precision, the foam barely spilling over. As he poured, I noticed his bicep flexing beneath his shirt sleeve. Jessica noticed too, her eyes lingering a bit too long.

Marcus handed us each a glass. Jessica and I stood there awkwardly, waiting for Marcus to leave us in our room. But instead, he simply stood there expectantly. Then he cleared his throat.

“Might I suggest drinking to relaxation, romance, and..." he paused, his gaze sweeping over Jessica's curves, "...new experiences."

And with that, he gave a slight bow and left us in our suite.

“Sounds good to me,” I said sheepishly as I offered my glass toward Jessica in cheers. She rolled her eyes and half-heartedly clinked her flute against mine. Then she chugged the whole glass down in one swift gulp.

Jessica set her empty glass down with a thunk and sighed.

"I need a shower." She grabbed her toiletry bag and disappeared into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her.

I flopped back onto the bed, listening to the sound of running water. My mind wandered to Marcus - his easy charm, his sculpted physique. The way Jessica had looked at him. A mix of jealousy and something else stirred in my gut.

After what felt like an eternity, Jessica emerged wrapped in a fluffy white robe, her hair damp and tousled. She looked softer somehow, the tension in her shoulders eased.

"Feel better?" I asked hopefully.

She shrugged, pouring herself another glass of champagne.

"I suppose."

I stood up, moving towards her.

"Listen, Jess, I know I screwed up with the booking. But maybe this place won't be so bad? We could try to make the best of it."

Jessica took a long sip, regarding me over the rim of her glass.

"You're right," she said finally. "We're here now. Might as well try to enjoy it."

Relief flooded through me. I reached for her, pulling her close. She stiffened at first, then relaxed into my embrace.

"What do you say we christen that big bed?" I said, nuzzling her neck.

Jessica quickly stiffened again, then pulled away with a groan and gave me the icy shoulder.

“Not now, Elliott. I just showered and I’m starving.”

I tried to hide my disappointment.

“Right, of course. Me too. Why don’t we head back down and see what the dining options are like here?”

Jessica simply nodded absent-mindedly and began to slip on a flowy sundress.


Chapter 2

We made our way back downstairs, the old floorboards creaking beneath our feet. The dining room was surprisingly elegant, with crisp white tablecloths and views of the ocean. It was still early for dinner, but a few other couples were already seated, sipping wine and chatting quietly.

Marcus appeared as if by magic, ushering us to a table by the window.

"Perfect timing," he said, flashing that dazzling smile. "We're just about to start serving dinner."

He pulled out Jessica's chair for her, his hand lingering on her shoulder a moment too long. I felt that familiar twinge of jealousy, but pushed it aside.

"Can I interest you in some wine?" Marcus asked, leaning in close to Jessica. "We have an excellent Pinot Noir that I think you'll love."

Jessica's eyes met his, a hint of a blush creeping across her cheeks.

"That sounds wonderful," she purred.

I cleared my throat. "Make that two, please."

Marcus nodded, barely sparing me a glance before sauntering off to the bar.

"He seems... attentive," I muttered.

Jessica rolled her eyes.

"Attentive is good, Elliott. Perhaps you should try it sometime. Like maybe next year, when you’re planning our vacation…"

She folded her arms with a sour look on her face.

Apparently, despite things not being so bad after all, it was still going to be tough sledding for me. I prepared to settle in for a long week.

Marcus returned with our wine, pouring Jessica's glass with a flourish. As he leaned in close, I caught a whiff of his cologne - something woodsy and masculine. Jessica inhaled deeply, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment.

"Mmm, that's divine," she said, taking a sip.

"I'm glad you approve," Marcus replied, his voice low and intimate. "I have a feeling you'll enjoy what comes next even more."

He winked at her before turning to me.

"And for you, sir?"

I cleared my throat.

"Uh, yes. Thank you."

As Marcus poured my wine, I couldn't help but notice how Jessica's gaze followed his every movement. The way her tongue darted out to wet her lips. The slight flush creeping up her neck.

Dinner progressed in a haze of excellent food, flowing wine, and Marcus's constant presence. He seemed to materialize at our table every few minutes, topping off Jessica's glass, leaning in close to describe each course in sensual detail.

By dessert, Jessica was giggling at his every word, her hand occasionally brushing his arm. I sat there stewing, feeling more and more like a third wheel at my own anniversary dinner.

"I have something special prepared for you two for dessert." Marcus announced as he cleared our plates. “I’ll be right back.”

Marcus returned moments later, carrying a silver tray with two ornate dessert glasses. He set them down with a flourish, revealing decadent chocolate mousse topped with shaved chocolate and chocolate whipped cream.

"A little aphrodisiac to end the evening," he said with a wink, his eyes locked on Jessica.

She bit her lip, looking up at him through lowered lashes.

"It looks absolutely sinful."

"Oh, it is. We call it, Forbidden Chocolate," Marcus purred. “My own recipe.”

Jessica took a spoonful of the mousse, letting out a soft moan as it melted on her tongue. Her eyes closed in bliss.

"Oh my god, that's incredible," she breathed.

Marcus leaned in close, his voice low and husky.

"I'm so glad you're enjoying it. There's plenty more where that came from."

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, acutely aware of the electric tension crackling between them. Jessica seemed oblivious to my presence, totally focused on Marcus and his sinful dessert.

"You know," Marcus said casually, "we have a lovely moonlit beach just down the path from here. Perfect for an evening stroll to work off all this rich food. I could show you the way there, if you like."

Jessica's eyes lit up.

"That sounds wonderful!"

I cleared my throat.

"Actually, I'm pretty beat from the drive. Maybe we should just head up to…”

Jessica shot me a withering look.

"Oh come on, Elliott. Don't be such a party pooper. A moonlit walk on the beach sounds lovely."

She turned back to Marcus, her eyes sparkling.

"We'd love you to show us."

Before I could protest further, Marcus was leading us out onto a winding path through the dunes. The salty air whipped around us as we made our way down to the shoreline. Jessica walked ahead with Marcus, their heads bent close in conversation. I trailed behind, feeling more and more like an unwanted third wheel.

The beach was deserted, silvery moonlight glinting off the waves.

“Enjoy,” Marcus said with a sweeping gesture of his hand. It was as if he was handing the entire beach over to us. Have fun, just don’t forget to lock up when you leave.

And with that, he gave another slight bow and headed back toward the inn, leaving Jessica and I all alone on the beach.

We stood, looking out at the moonlit ocean as harsh waves crashed upon the shoreline. The tension between us seemed to ratchet up several notches. I looked side-eyed at Jessica, watching her sway in the sand on uneasy feet. She’d had a lot to drink and was definitely feeling it now.

Jessica stumbled slightly, giggling as she kicked off her sandals. The wine had clearly gone to her head. She twirled in the sand, her sundress billowing around her. Then she took off toward the water.

“Hey, where are you going?!” I called after her.

“For a swim, come on!” she said.

I stood frozen in the sand. A swim? At this hour? During the day it was bad enough.

“Jessica! No. Are you crazy?! Get back here!”

She stopped and turned around. She stuck her tongue out at me and blew a nasty raspberry in my direction.

“God, you’re such a pussy, Elliott.” Then she looked back at me over her shoulder as she continued walking toward the water. “I bet Marcus would come swimming with me.”

She arched a smoldering eyebrow before reaching down and pulling her sundress up over her head and dropping it in the sand.

I stood there, pissed and oddly aroused at her words. I watched as Jessica, in nothing but her bra and panties, waded out into the dark waters of the night.


Chapter 3

Eventually, I was able to pry Jessica off the beach and get her back up to our room to lie down. Her words about Marcus and that sultry eyebrow arch played on a loop in my head.

It was as if she were saying, Don’t believe me? Just wait and see.

Perhaps I was imagining it. But given all that transpired afterward, I don’t think I was.

After Jessica passed out and began to snore lightly, I decided to head downstairs to read a book on the main balcony looking out at the ocean. The night had cooled considerably and it was perfect reading weather. Besides, I needed the distraction.

I lost myself in the book for about an hour or two before I began to feel groggy. With a yawn, I snapped the book shut, stood up and stretched, then headed back inside and up to our suite.

When I opened the door, I was stunned to find an empty bed.

“Jessica?” I called out, listening for any activity in the bathroom. But it was clear there would be none. The door was open and the light was off.

Just to be sure, I crept cautiously over to the bathroom and peered inside half expecting to find Jessica curled around the toilet.

But the bathroom was empty.

A cold dread gripped my stomach as I called her name once more.

“Jessica?”

Only silence greeted me in response.

Where the hell did she get off too?

My mind raced with possibilities.

I quickly made my way back downstairs, trying to keep calm. Maybe Jessica had just woken up and decided to get some fresh air or grab a late night snack. But as I scanned the empty lobby and dining room, my unease grew.

That's when I heard it - hushed tones, sensual and secretive.

“Oh fuck,” the voice whispered. “Oh my god…”

I think I knew right then, but didn’t want to admit it.

I followed the sound, slipping out onto the back porch. As I turned to peer around the corner, my heart nearly stopped.

The other side of the wrap-around porch was deserted.

Totally empty.

Except for the silhouette of a woman at the very far end, down on her knees in front of a large, dark male silhouette.

I froze, my heart pounding in my chest. Even from a distance, I recognized Jessica's slender form, her head bobbing rhythmically. I also recognized the man as Marcus, his large hands were tangled in her hair, guiding her movements.

"That's it, baby," Marcus's deep voice rumbled. "Take it all."

Jessica moaned around him, the obscene wet sounds carrying clear across the still night air, right to my unsuspecting ears. I should have been furious, should have stormed over there and put a stop to it. But I found myself rooted to the spot, unable to look away.

They hadn’t noticed me either.

Marcus's hips began to thrust faster, fucking Jessica's eager mouth. She gripped his muscular thighs, taking him deeper.

"Fuck, you're good at this," Marcus groaned. "Such a naughty little wife."

Jessica pulled off him with a gasp and a giggle.

I felt a strange sensation in my crotch just then. The exact opposite of what I would have expected to feel had I run some sort of simulation in my mind concerning the scenario before me. Instead of sickness or jealous rage or wanting to cry…I felt a surge of arousal, my cock hardening against my will.

Part of me wanted to look away, to storm over and confront them. But I remained frozen, watching as Jessica took Marcus back into her mouth with renewed enthusiasm.

"Oh god, yes," Marcus groaned, his hips bucking. "Take it all, baby. Show me what that beautiful, little mouth can do."

Jessica moaned around him, her head bobbing faster. I could see her hand moving down between her legs, pleasuring herself as she sucked him.

"That's it," Marcus panted. "You want my cum, don't you? You want me to fill that dirty little mouth?"

Jessica pulled off him with a wet pop.

"Yes," she gasped. "Please, Marcus. I want it so bad."

She dove back onto his cock, taking him deep into her throat. Marcus threw his head back, his muscles tensed as he neared his climax.

"Oh fuck, here it comes," he said. His hips jerked erratically as he emptied himself into Jessica's eager mouth. She moaned loudly, swallowing every drop.

I watched in shock as my wife licked Marcus clean, savoring the last traces of his seed. My cock throbbed painfully in my pants.

"Mmm, you taste so good," Jessica whispered, looking up at Marcus, I could see her lust-filled eyes flickering in the moonlight.

He grinned down at her, running a hand through her hair.

"I'm not done with you yet."

In one fluid motion, Marcus lifted Jessica to her feet and spun her around, pressing her against the porch railing. He hiked up her sundress, the one she had just hours ago discarded on the beach sand to go for a night swim, revealing her bare ass.

"No panties? You naughty girl," he chuckled.

Jessica giggled, wiggling her hips invitingly.

"Mmm, I am a naughty girl and I need to get fucked so badly."

Marcus spanked her ass playfully, eliciting a gasp from Jessica. He pressed his still-hard cock against her, teasing her entrance.

"Husband not getting the job done for you?" he asked. Jessica laughed.

"Not even close," Jessica moaned. "Please Marcus, I need you inside me."

Marcus gripped her and slowly pushed himself into her, stretching her tight pussy around his thick shaft. Jessica threw her head back with a loud gasp.

"Oh god, you're so big," she whimpered. "So much bigger than Elliott."

I felt a confusing mix of arousal and humiliation at her words, my cock twitching desperately as I watched Marcus begin to thrust into my wife.

"Fuck, you're tight," Marcus grunted, picking up his pace. "This pretty little pussy feels amazing on my big, black cock."

Jessica moaned wantonly at his words, pushing back to meet his thrusts.

"Yes! I’ve always wanted to try some BBC. Oh god, fuck me Marcus. Fuck me hard!"

Marcus pounded into her relentlessly, the sound of skin slapping skin echoing across the porch

My stomach twisted itself into knots as my cock surged and grew harder still.

I felt my hand creeping down to feel my own hardness.

What was wrong with me? I should have yelled out to stop it. I should have confronted Marcus, punched his goddamn lights out for fucking my wife. Or at the very least, I should have looked away and went back inside, cowardly as it would have been.

But instead, I just stood there and watched. And I was…enjoying it?

I stood rooted to the spot, unable to tear my eyes away as Marcus continued to pound into Jessica from behind. Her moans of pleasure grew louder which each thrust.

"Oh god, yes! Fuck me, Marcus!" she cried out. "Your cock feels so good inside me!"

Marcus quickened his pace, slamming into her with ever more powerful thrusts.

"You like that big, black cock stretching out your tight, little, married pussy, don't you?"

"Yes! Oh fuck yes!" Jessica gasped. "It's so much bigger than Elliott's. So much better. I've never been fucked like this before!"

Her words sent another confusing jolt of arousal through me. I knew I should feel angry, betrayed. But instead, my cock throbbed more and more painfully in my pants as I watched my wife being thoroughly ravaged by an alpha male.

Marcus reached around to rub Jessica's clit as he pounded into her. She cried out, her legs trembling.

"Oh god, I'm gonna cum!" she wailed. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

Marcus increased his pace, his muscular body glistening with sweat in the moonlight.

"That's it, baby. Cum all over this BBC. Let me feel that tight pussy squeeze my cock."

Jessica's body went rigid as her orgasm crashed over her. She let out a primal scream of ecstasy, her inner walls clenching around Marcus's thick shaft.

"Fuck yes!" Marcus grunted. "Take it all, you dirty little slut!"

He slammed into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt as he came deep inside her. Jessica moaned as she felt his hot seed flooding her womb.

“Oh shit,” she whispered, placing her left hand on her belly. I could see her wedding ring sparking in the light as her hand rested atop her womb.

I watched in shock as Marcus slowly pulled out of Jessica, his thick cock glistening with their combined juices. Jessica slumped against the railing, her legs trembling.

"Oh my god," she panted. "That was incredible."

Marcus chuckled, giving her ass a playful smack.

"Glad you enjoyed it, baby.” He looked at his watch. “But we better get out of here before anyone sees us.”

Jessica turned around and wrapped his arms around Marcus’s neck and planted a deep, wet kiss on his full lips.

The sight of it killed me. Like an arrow through the heart. But my cock still raged with hardness despite it all.

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“No problem, if you want any more BBC this week…well, you know where to find me.”

"I definitely do," Jessica purred, her fingers trailing down Marcus's muscular chest. "I have a feeling I'll be craving more very soon."

Marcus grinned, giving her ass another firm squeeze.

"Well, I’ll be around. Maybe next time we can give that husband of yours a real show."

Jessica giggled, a wicked glint in her eye.

“Oh my god, no. He can’t find out about this.”

Too late for that, I thought.

“I don’t know,” Marcus said, “he seems like the type who would like some freaky shit like that. Trust me, I have some experience with this.”

“Seriously, what kind of man likes watching his wife…” then she stopped and laughed. “Oh my god, you’re probably right. I bet he'd love watching you fuck me properly now that I think about it."

My cock throbbed and twitched at the idea. Part of me wanted to reveal myself, to let them know I'd seen everything. But I remained where I was as Marcus and Jessica exchanged one last passionate kiss before heading inside.

I waited until I heard their footsteps fade before slumping against the wall, my mind reeling. I should have been furious, heartbroken. Instead, I found myself unable to get soft.

After a few moments, I quietly made my way back upstairs, mind racing as I tried to process what I'd just witnessed. When I entered our room, Jessica was curled up in bed, pretending to be asleep. I could smell the faint scent of sex and Marcus's cologne clinging to her skin.

Slipping into bed beside her, I laid awake for hours, replaying the scene on the porch. Jessica's moans of pleasure, the sight of Marcus's thick cock stretching her, the way she'd begged for more. My own cock remained stubbornly hard.

I couldn’t stop thinking about the fact that another man’s seed was leaking out of my wife as she slept next to me in bed on our vacation.


Chapter 4

I woke up the next morning to find Jessica's side of the bed empty. Memories of last night came flooding back, sending yet another confusing mix of arousal and anxiety through me. I heard the shower running in the bathroom.

A few minutes later, Jessica emerged wrapped in a fluffy white towel, her skin flushed and glowing. She avoided my gaze as she rummaged through her suitcase.

"Sleep well?" I asked, trying to keep my voice casual.

"Mmhmm," she mumbled noncommittally.

I watched as she dropped her towel, revealing her naked body.

"So, um, what do you want to do today?" I asked, desperately trying to act normal.

Jessica shrugged as she slipped on a skimpy bikini.

“Breakfast and then the beach?” she offered half-heartedly.

"Sure, sounds good," I replied, trying to keep my voice steady.

We made our way down to the dining room, an awkward silence hanging between us. As we entered, I saw Marcus behind the bar, polishing glasses. His eyes lit up when he spotted Jessica.

"Good morning, you two," he called out. "Sleep well?"

Jessica blushed, avoiding eye contact with both of us.

"Yes, thank you," she mumbled.

I gave a small wave.

We took our seats at a table by the window. I couldn't help but notice how Jessica's gaze kept drifting over to Marcus as he worked behind the bar. Her cheeks were flushed, and she seemed unable to sit still.

Marcus sauntered over to our table, that dazzling smile on full display.

"What can I get for you two this morning?" he asked, his eyes lingering on Jessica's cleavage for a bit too long.

Jessica shifted in her seat, crossing and uncrossing her legs.

"Just coffee for me, thanks," she said softly, still avoiding eye contact.

“How would you like that?” Marcus asked.

Jessica cleared her throat and shifted uncomfortably in her seat.

“Black.”

“Excellent choice,” Marcus said with a smile.

"And for you, sir?" he asked, finally turning his attention to me.

"I'll have the full breakfast," I replied, my voice strained. "Eggs, bacon, toast, the works."

Marcus nodded.

"Coming right up."

He gave Jessica one last lingering look before heading to the kitchen.

An awkward silence fell between us. I fidgeted with my napkin, unsure what to say. Part of me wanted to confront Jessica about what I'd witnessed, but another part was oddly aroused by the secrecy of it all.

"So," I began hesitantly. "Did you...sleep okay last night?"

Jessica's head snapped up, her eyes wide.

"What? Oh yeah. Fine. You already asked me that. Hey, where did you go anyway? I woke up at one point and you were gone.”

I hesitated, unsure how to respond. Part of me wanted to confront Jessica, to let her know I'd seen everything. But another part was oddly thrilled by the secrecy, the taboo nature of what had transpired.

"Oh, I just went down to read on the porch for a bit," I said casually. "Couldn't sleep."

Jessica nodded, still tense.

"Right, yeah."

Just then, Marcus returned with our order. He set Jessica's coffee down first, his fingers brushing against hers as he handed her the mug. She inhaled sharply at the contact, a slight tremor running through her body.

"Here you go," Marcus purred. "Coffee. Black. Just how you like it."

Jessica blushed furiously, ducking her head to hide her reaction. I felt another confusing surge of arousal course through me.

I watched as Jessica took a long sip of her coffee, avoiding eye contact with both Marcus and me. Her cheeks were still flushed, and I could see her pulse fluttering rapidly at her throat.

Marcus set my plate down with considerably less fanfare, then turned back to Jessica.

"Sure you’re not hungry?" he asked, his voice low and intimate. "Breakfast is the most important meal of the day after all."

Jessica's breath hitched. She glanced up at him through her lashes.

“Maybe some toast,” Jessica offered.

“Toast? Sure, but uh, we only have white bread at the moment,” Marcus replied, looking directly at me.

Jessica hesitated.

"N-no, thank you," she stammered. "Coffee is fine then."

Marcus nodded knowingly, letting his gaze linger on her for a moment longer before sauntering away. I watched as Jessica's eyes followed the sway of his hips as he walked back to the bar.

We ate in tense silence, the air thick with unspoken words. I kept replaying the scene from last night in my mind - Jessica on her knees, eagerly taking Marcus into her mouth. The way she had moaned and begged for his cock. My own arousal as I watched them.

I shifted uncomfortably in my seat, trying to hide my growing erection. Jessica seemed lost in thought, absently drinking her coffee.

"So, um, beach after this?" I asked, desperate to break the tension.

Jessica startled slightly.

"Oh, right. Yes, the beach sounds good."

We finished our breakfast and headed back upstairs to grab our beach gear. As Jessica bent to retrieve her beach bag from the closet, her short cover-up rode up, revealing the bottom of her ass cheeks. I couldn't help but stare, remembering how Marcus had gripped her hips as he pounded into her from behind.

"Ready?" Jessica asked, snapping me out of my daze.

I nodded. What on earth was I going to do with this information? How was the rest of our stay going to play out?

“Ready,” I replied.


Chapter 6

Jessica and I made our way down to the beach, hardly speaking a word to each other. I spread out our towels while she slathered on sunscreen, her movements slow and distracted.

"Want me to get your back?" I offered hesitantly.

Jessica tensed slightly.

"No, I'm good. Thanks."

She laid back on her towel, closing her eyes against the bright sun. I tried not to stare at the way her skimpy bikini hugged her curves, remembering how eagerly she had pressed those same curves against Marcus's muscular body.

We lounged in silence for a while, the crash of waves and cries of seagulls the only sounds. Occasionally, Jessica would shift restlessly, as if unable to get comfortable. I wondered if she felt bad about it. Did she feel guilty? Remorse of any kind? Or…was she completely at peace with her decision to cheat on me? Worse, did she feel good about it?

The last thought sent a tingle down my spine and gave rise to a growing heat between my legs as blood rushed down into my shaft. I pulled my book onto my lap to cover up any evidence, just in case her eyes were wandering.

After about an hour of awkward silence, Jessica sat up abruptly.

"I'm going for a swim," she announced, not meeting my eyes.

I watched as she strode down to the water's edge, her hips swaying enticingly. The cool waves lapped at her feet as she waded in deeper. For a moment, I was reminded of last night - her tipsy giggles as she ran into the surf, stripping off her clothes.

My eyes followed Jessica's lithe form as she dove under an incoming wave. When she resurfaced, she was further out, treading water. Her wet hair was slicked back, droplets glistening on her skin in the sunlight. She looked utterly breathtaking.

And utterly guilty.

I couldn't take it anymore. The tension, the secrets - it was driving me mad.

As I watched Jessica swim, my mind raced. I knew I needed to confront her about what I'd seen, but I was terrified of how that conversation would go. I had to admit, part of me was more than a little aroused by the brazen, taboo nature of it all. But what did that say about me?

And another part felt betrayed and humiliated. Which only seemed to…heighten my arousal?

It was all so very dark and confusing.

Jessica swam for a while longer before finally making her way back to shore. As she emerged from the waves, rivulets of water cascading down her body, I couldn't help but stare. Her bikini clung to her skin, leaving little to the imagination.

She plopped down on her towel beside me, avoiding eye contact as she wrung out her hair. I took a deep breath, steeling myself for what I was about to say.

"Jess, we need to talk," I began hesitantly.

She tensed visibly, her shoulders going rigid.

"About what?" she asked, her voice tight.

I swallowed hard.

"About last night. I…I saw you. With Marcus."

Jessica's head snapped up, her eyes wide with shock and fear.

"What? I don't know what you're talking about," she stammered unconvincingly, a sharp edge to her voice. But she couldn’t look me in the eye.

I took a deep breath.

"Jess, please don't lie to me. I saw you on the porch. I saw it all…everything."

“Fuck,” she whispered under her breath.

“Is that all you have to say?” I asked.

Then she turned swiftly toward me, her eyes on fire, nostrils flaring. She was ready to unload on me.

"Fine. You want to talk about it? Let's talk," she hissed. "Yes, I fucked Marcus last night. And you know what? It was incredible. Mind-blowing. The best sex I've had in years."

There it was. All out in the open now. That was quick.

I flinched at her harsh words, but my traitorous cock twitched with arousal.

"How could you do this?" I asked, my voice strained. "On our vacation?"

Jessica let out a bitter laugh.

"Our vacation? You mean the one you completely fucked up by forgetting to book our usual place?”

I scoffed.

“And you think fucking the innkeeper is the proportionate response?”

Jessica laughed again.

“Maybe not, but it’s sure as shit proportionate to the last ten years of having to fake orgasms on your little, wimp dick.”

Jessica's words hit me like a slap to the face. I recoiled, stung by her brutal honesty.

But much to my shock and dismay, her words had another effect on me. Mainly on my cock. I was now hard as a rock and my book was out of reach to hide it.

It only took her about a half-second to notice. She let out an audible gasp and put a hand over her mouth.

“My god, Elliott. You freaky, little perv. Marcus was right…”

“What? What are you talking about?” I stammered. Now the tables had turned.

Jessica's eyes widened as she stared at the obvious bulge in my swim trunks.

"Oh my god," she whispered. "You're actually turned on by this, aren't you?"

I shifted uncomfortably, trying to hide my embarrassing arousal.

"I...I don't know what you're talking about," I stammered unconvincingly.

Jessica leaned in closer, her voice low and conspiratorial.

"Don't lie to me, Elliott. I can see how hard you are right now. The thought of me fucking Marcus gets you all hot and bothered, doesn't it? That’s why you didn’t say anything or step in last night. You just stood there and watched us like a creep."

I swallowed hard, unable to deny it any longer.

Then she gasped again.

“Oh my god, Elliott, did you touch yourself while you watched us?”

"I...no, I didn't touch myself," I said quietly.

"But you wanted to, didn’t you, you dirty boy?”

Jessica was now crawling toward me across the blanket. When she reached my crotch, her eyes widened, a mix of shock and intrigue on her face.

"So you just stood there and watched the whole thing, huh?" she asked, her voice low. "You saw everything? All the dirty things I let him do to this body?"

I nodded, shame and arousal warring within me.

"Everything. I saw you on your knees for him. I heard the things you said. I watched him bend you over the railing and... and..."

"And fuck me senseless," Jessica finished, her cheeks flushed. "God, Elliott. I had no idea you were such a pervert."

"Neither did I," I finally admitted.

“Mmm,” she moaned, “there it is.”

Jessica's eyes glinted with a mix of arousal and mischief as she continued to tease me.

"So you liked watching Marcus fuck me, huh? Seeing his big, black cock stretching my tight little pussy?" she purred, her hand trailing up my thigh. "Did it turn you on, hearing me moan for him? Begging him to fuck me harder?"

I nodded mutely, my cock throbbing almost painfully. Jessica's fingers brushed against my erection through my swim trunks, making me gasp.

"Such a naughty boy," she whispered. "Getting hard while watching your wife get fucked by another man. I bet you wish you could see it again, don't you?"

I paused for a moment, but it was useless. I was useless. My situation was hopeless and I could no longer deny reality. I had to simply admit the truth.

"Yes," I admitted hoarsely.

"Well, maybe we can arrange that. Marcus did say he'd be happy to give you a show sometime..."

She leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered:

"Would you like that, Elliott? To watch Marcus fuck me properly while you sit in the corner like a good little pervert?"

I shuddered, overwhelmed by conflicting emotions of jealousy, shame, and intense arousal.

"I...I don't know," I stammered.

Jessica pulled back, studying my face intently.

"Oh, I think you do know," she purred. "I think you want it very, very badly."

Her hand slipped inside my swim trunks, wrapping around my throbbing cock. I gasped at her touch.

"Mmm, so hard," she whispered. "I wish I would have known sooner, I’ve never felt you this big before. Maybe I wouldn’t have had to fake it so often…”

Jessica's hand stroked my cock slowly as she continued to tease me.

"Such a naughty boy," she whispered. "Getting so hard thinking about your wife being fucked by another man. I bet you are dying to watch it happen again, aren’t you?"

I nodded, unable to deny any of it any longer. Jessica's eyes glinted wickedly.

"Well then, maybe we should give you what you want," she said. "I'm sure Marcus would be more than accommodating."

My cock throbbed at her words. The part of me that wanted to object, to put a stop to this madness, had shrunk to a miniscule size at this point. A much larger part of me was overwhelmed, and growing larger, with heated lust and arousal at the thought of watching Jessica with Marcus again.

"You'd...you'd do that?" I asked hesitantly.

Jessica smirked.

"Oh honey, I'd do a lot more than that. The question is, could you actually handle it?

I couldn’t take it anymore.

I blew my load in Jessica’s hand right there on the beach.

Jessica smirked as she wiped her hand clean on my towel.

"Well, that didn't take long," she teased. "I guess the thought of watching me with Marcus really does get you going."

I flushed with embarrassment, unable to meet her eyes. Jessica leaned in close, her breath hot against my ear.

"Don't worry, baby. I'm sure Marcus can last a lot longer. You'll get quite a show."

My spent cock twitched feebly at her words. Jessica flicked the head of my cock with her thumb and index finger, and then stood up, brushing sand from her legs.

"Come on," she said. "Let's head back to the inn. I think it's time we had a little chat with our gracious host."

I followed Jessica back to The Seabreeze Inn on shaky legs, my mind reeling. What had I gotten myself into? More importantly, what was I about to witness?


Chapter 7

The walk back to the inn felt surreal. Jessica strode confidently ahead of me, a new sway in her hips that seemed deliberate, taunting. I trailed behind, still dazed from our encounter on the beach and anxious about what was to come.

When we reached the inn, Jessica paused at the entrance, turning to face me.

"Are you sure about this, Elliott?" she asked, her voice softer than before. "Because once we go down this road..."

I swallowed hard. Was I sure? No. But my cock was already hardening again at the mere thought of what might happen.

"I think we’re already well down it," I said, my voice surprisingly steady.

Jessica's lips curved into a slow smile. She reached out and squeezed my hand.

"Yes, I suppose you’re right,” she said.

Jessica led me into the inn, her grip on my hand firm and reassuring. The lobby was empty, the late afternoon sun casting long shadows across the polished wood floors.

"Marcus?" Jessica called out, her voice echoing slightly in the quiet space.

After a moment, we heard footsteps approaching. Marcus emerged from a back room, his eyes widening slightly as he took in the sight of us standing there hand in hand.

"Well, hello there," he said, that dazzling smile spreading across his face. "What can I do for you two?"

Jessica stepped forward, her voice low and sultry.

"We were hoping you might be able to help us with something," she said. "You see, it turns out my husband here is quite the voyeur. He saw us last night on the porch and... well, let's just say he enjoyed the show. You were right."

Marcus's eyebrows shot up, his gaze shifting from Jessica to me. A slow, knowing grin spread across his face.

"Is that right?" he asked, his voice deep and smooth. "Well, well, well. What did I tell you, Jessica? I know these things."

I felt my face burning, a mix of embarrassment and arousal washing over me. Marcus approached us, moving with that confident swagger that had first caught Jessica's attention.

"So," he said, standing close enough that I could smell his cologne, "what exactly are you two proposing?"

Jessica stepped forward, placing a hand on Marcus's chest. The casual intimacy of the gesture sent a jolt through me.

"Elliott would like to watch us again," she said, biting her lip. "This time with permission."

Marcus looked at me, his dark eyes assessing.

"And you're okay with this? Watching me fuck your wife?”

My throat went dry as I stood there, caught in Marcus's penetrating gaze. The question hung in the air between us, demanding an answer I wasn't entirely sure I had.

"I...yes," I finally managed, my voice barely above a whisper. "I want to watch."

Marcus's lips curved into a knowing smile. He turned to Jessica, brushing a strand of hair from her face with surprising tenderness.

"And you, beautiful? You're okay with your husband watching me pleasure you?"

Jessica leaned into his touch, her eyes half-lidded with desire.

"More than okay," she said. "I want him to watch, he deserves it. And I think it'll be incredibly hot."

I looked down at my feet. I knew - or, at least felt - that on some level she was right. I did deserve it. I deserved the humiliation and embarrassment. I had brought this upon myself.

Marcus nodded, his decision made.

"Well then, let's not waste any more time." He glanced around the empty lobby. "Let’s take this up to my room. Follow me."

Marcus led us up a different staircase than the one to the guest rooms, his hand resting possessively on the small of Jessica's back. I trailed behind, my heart pounding as we reached a door at the end of the hallway.

Marcus unlocked it, ushering us inside. His room was spacious and tastefully decorated, dominated by a large bed.

"Make yourself comfortable," Marcus said to me, gesturing to an armchair in the corner. "You'll have a perfect view from there."

I sank into the chair, my legs suddenly weak. Jessica stood in the center of the room, looking both nervous and excited. Marcus approached her slowly, like a predator stalking its prey.

"Now then," he said, running his hands down Jessica's arms. "Where should we begin?"

He captured her lips in a searing kiss, one hand tangling in her hair, the other gripping her ass possessively. Jessica melted against him, a soft moan escaping her throat as her arms wound around his neck.

I shifted uncomfortably in the chair, my cock already tenting my swim trunks as I watched another man devour my wife's mouth. Marcus broke the kiss to trail his lips down Jessica's neck, making her gasp and arch against him.

"You like that, baby?" Marcus whispered against her skin. "You like knowing your husband is watching me touch you?"

"Yes," Jessica said, her eyes fluttering closed. "God, yes."

Marcus's hands found the ties of Jessica's bikini top, quickly undoing them. The small triangles of fabric fell away, revealing her perfect breasts. He cupped them softly, thumbs brushing over her hardened coral nipples.

"So beautiful," he whispered, lowering his head to take one nipple into his mouth. Jessica gasped, her fingers digging into his shoulders.

I watched, transfixed, as Marcus worshipped my wife's breasts, alternating between gentle licks and hungry sucking that made Jessica whimper and squirm. His large hands roamed her body possessively, leaving no curve unexplored.

"Please," Jessica moaned, grinding against him. "I need it."

Marcus chuckled against her skin.

"Patience, baby. We've got all night." He glanced over at me, his eyes dark with desire. "We want to give your husband a proper show, don't we?"

Jessica nodded eagerly, her gaze following Marcus's to land on me. The sight of me watching them seemed to inflame her further.

"Look at him," Marcus said, guiding Jessica to face me fully. "Look how hard he is already, just from watching us kiss."

Jessica's eyes traveled down to the obvious bulge in my swim trunks. She bit her lip, a wicked gleam in her eye.

"Poor baby," she whispered. "So excited and we've barely started."

Marcus's hands slid down to Jessica's bikini bottoms, slowly untying the strings at her hips. The tiny piece of fabric fell to the floor, leaving her completely naked. I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry as I took in the sight of my wife's nude body, displayed for both Marcus and me.

"So fucking gorgeous," Marcus said, running his large hands over Jessica's curves. "Turn around, baby. Let me see that perfect ass."

Jessica complied, turning to give me a full view of her back.

Marcus's hands gripped Jessica's ass firmly, his dark skin a stark contrast against her pale flesh. He gave it a playful smack, making her yelp and giggle.

"You like that, don't you?" he growled, spanking her again, harder this time.

"Yes," Jessica gasped, arching her back to push her ass against his hand.

I gripped the arms of the chair, my knuckles turning white as I watched another man spank my wife. My cock throbbed painfully, demanding release from the confines of my swim trunks.

Marcus caught my eye over Jessica's shoulder, a smirk playing on his lips.

"Your husband's enjoying the show," he whispered, loud enough for me to hear. "Should we give him more to watch?"

Jessica looked over her shoulder at me, her eyes heavy with lust.

"Yes, we definitely should.”


Chapter 8

Marcus spun Jessica around to face him once more, kissing her once more. His hands roamed her naked body as Jessica melted against him, small moans escaping between heated kisses.

"I want to taste you," Marcus growled. He guided her toward the bed, laying her down with surprising gentleness. Jessica spread her legs eagerly, her eyes flicking between Marcus and me.

"Look at your husband while I eat your pussy," Marcus commanded, positioning himself between her thighs. "I want him to see your face when you come on my tongue."

Jessica's eyes locked with mine as Marcus lowered his head. The moment his tongue made contact with her most intimate area, her back arched off the bed, a gasping moan tearing from her throat.

"Oh god!" she cried out, her hands flying to grip Marcus's short hair.

“What? Your husband doesn’t eat your pussy like this?” he asked.

Jessica whimpered no.

“He doesn’t eat it at all,” she whispered breathlessly.

I watched, mesmerized, as Marcus expertly pleasured my wife with his mouth. His dark head bobbed between her pale thighs as Jessica writhed on the bed, her eyes still locked on mine. The sounds of her pleasure filled the room.

"You taste so fucking good," Marcus growled, lifting his head briefly. His chin glistened with Jessica's arousal. "Your husband is missing out, never eating this sweet pussy. Such a shame."

Jessica's hips bucked against Marcus's face as he dove back in, his large hands gripping her thighs to hold her in place. I could see the muscles in her stomach clenching as she neared her peak.

"Oh god, oh god," she said, her voice rising in pitch. "I'm gonna come, I'm gonna come!"

Jessica's body tensed as her orgasm crashed over her. She cried out, her back arching off the bed even higher as she gripped Marcus's head tightly between her thighs. I watched in awe as wave after wave of pleasure washed over my wife's face, her eyes still locked on mine.

Marcus continued lapping at her sensitive flesh, drawing out her climax until Jessica was trembling and whimpering. Only then did he lift his head, a satisfied smirk on his face.

"That's one," he said, crawling up Jessica's body to kiss her deeply once more. "But I'm just getting started with you, baby."

Jessica moaned into the kiss, tasting herself on Marcus's tongue. Her hands roamed his muscular back, nails raking lightly over his dark skin.

"Please," she whispered when they broke apart.

Marcus chuckled darkly, his hand trailing down Jessica's body to tease her still-sensitive clit. She gasped, hips jerking at his touch.

"Please what, baby?" he asked, voice low and commanding. "Tell me what you want. Let your husband hear you beg for my cock."

Jessica whimpered, her eyes darting to me before returning to Marcus's intense gaze.

"Please fuck me," she whispered. "I need to feel your big cock inside me."

Marcus tsked, shaking his head.

"I don't think that's good enough. I want you to tell him exactly what you want. In detail."

Jessica bit her lip, a mix of embarrassment and arousal flushing her cheeks. She turned her head to look directly at me, her voice soft but clear.

"Elliott, I want Marcus to fuck me. I want to feel his huge cock stretching me open, filling me in ways you never could," Jessica confessed, her eyes locked with mine. "I want him to pound my pussy until I can't remember my own name. I want to come all over his big, black cock while you watch every second of it."

My cock throbbed painfully at her words, a wet spot forming on my swim trunks. Jessica's brutal honesty was both humiliating and incredibly arousing.

Marcus chuckled, clearly pleased with Jessica's confession. He stood up beside the bed, slowly unbuttoning his shirt to reveal his chiseled chest and abs. Jessica watched hungrily as he stripped, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Get down on your knees" he commanded, his hands moving to his belt.

Jessica slid off the bed eagerly, dropping to her knees before Marcus. Her hands trembled slightly as she reached for his belt, helping him unbuckle it. The sound of his zipper coming down seemed impossibly loud in the quiet room.

"Show your husband how much you want this," Marcus instructed, his voice deep and dominating.

Jessica hooked her fingers into the waistband of his pants and boxers, pulling them down in one fluid motion. His cock sprang free, thick and imposing, making Jessica gasp. Even from across the room, I could see how much larger he was than me.

"Oh my god," Jessica whispered, her eyes wide with desire. "You're bigger than I remember."

Marcus chuckled, running a hand through her hair.

"Why don't you remind yourself just how good it tastes?"

Jessica needed no further encouragement. She wrapped one hand around the base of Marcus's impressive cock, unable to close her fingers around its girth. Her tongue darted out, licking the swollen head like it was her favorite flavor of ice cream. Marcus groaned, his hand tightening in her hair.

"That's it, baby," he encouraged. "Show your husband how much you love my cock."

I shifted uncomfortably in the chair, my own erection painfully constrained. The sight of my wife on her knees, worshipping another man's member with such enthusiasm, was almost more than I could handle. For a moment, I thought I might pass out.

Jessica moaned as she took Marcus deeper into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing with suction. Her free hand cupped his heavy balls, massaging them gently as she bobbed her head.

"Fuck, that’s good," Marcus groaned, his hips started to thrust forward, pushing his thick cock deeper into Jessica's eager mouth. She moaned around him, her eyes watering slightly as she struggled to accommodate his size.

"Look at your husband," Marcus commanded, gripping Jessica's hair and turning her head slightly so she could see me. "Show him how much you love sucking my big, black cock."

Jessica's eyes locked with mine as she continued pleasuring Marcus, her lips stretched wide around his girth. There was something almost apologetic in her gaze, yet undeniably hungry. She pulled back slightly, her hand stroking his slick shaft as she addressed me directly.

"It's so big, Elliott," she panted, her voice dripping with lust and desire. "I can barely fit it in my mouth."

My cock throbbed painfully in response, a fresh dose of humiliation and arousal washing over me. I watched, transfixed as Marcus pulled Jessica to her feet, his hands roaming her body possessively. He guided her to the bed, positioning her on all fours.

"You ready for this cock, baby?" he growled, lining himself up behind her.

Jessica looked over her shoulder, eyes heavy with lust.

"Yes, please. I need it so bad."

Marcus gripped her hips and slowly pushed forward, stretching Jessica's pussy around his thick shaft. She gasped, her back arching as she took him inch by inch.

"Oh god," she moaned. "You're so big. It feels so good."

I watched, mesmerized, as Marcus's dark cock disappeared into my wife's pale flesh. The contrast was striking and more than a little arousing. Jessica's fingers clutched the sheets as Marcus began to move, starting with slow, deep strokes.

"Fuck, you're still tight," Marcus grunted, “guess I didn’t fuck you hard enough last night, huh? We want you nice and used up, stretched out for your husband, right?”

Jessica moaned loudly as Marcus's words washed over her.

"Yes, please! Stretch me out, ruin me for him," she gasped, pushing back to meet his powerful thrusts.

Marcus's pace increased, his hips slapping against Jessica's ass with each thrust. The wet sounds of their coupling filled the room, punctuated by Jessica's increasingly desperate cries.

"Keep looking at your husband," Marcus commanded once again, his hand tangling in Jessica's hair to turn her face toward me. "Show him how much better this cock feels."

Jessica's eyes locked with mine, glazed with pleasure.

"Oh god, Elliott," she panted between thrusts. "It's so good...so fucking big...stretching me…so full...never felt anything like this before."

I couldn't look away as Marcus pounded into my wife, his muscular body glistening with sweat. His large hands gripped her tightly, pulling her back to meet each powerful thrust. Jessica's breasts swayed with the force of his movements, her face a mask of pure ecstasy.

"You like that, baby?" Marcus growled, spanking Jessica's ass hard enough to leave a red handprint. "You like taking this big, black cock in front of your husband?"

"Yes!" Jessica cried out. "Oh god yes! I love it! Fuck me harder, please!"

Marcus obliged, increasing his pace until the headboard was slamming rhythmically against the wall. Jessica's cries grew louder, more desperate, her body shaking with each powerful thrust.

"Oh fuck! Oh my god!" she wailed, her knuckles white as she gripped the sheets. "I'm gonna cum again! Please don't stop!"

"That's it, baby," Marcus growled, his hips pistoning relentlessly. "Cum all over this big, black cock. Let your husband see what a real man can do to you."

Jessica's entire body tensed as her orgasm crashed over her. She screamed, a primal sound of pure pleasure that I'd never heard from her before. Her arms gave out, face pressing into the mattress as Marcus continued pounding into her quivering body.

"Fuck, that pussy just got so tight. Clamping down on my dick so good," he groaned, never slowing his relentless pace. "I'm gonna fill you up with my cum. You want that, don't you? Want me to breed this married pussy right in front of your husband?"

"Yes!" Jessica sobbed, her body still trembling from her intense orgasm. "Please, Marcus! Fill me up! I need your cum inside me!"

I watched, both horrified and aroused, as Marcus's rhythm became erratic. His muscular body tensed, head thrown back as he buried himself to the hilt inside my wife.

"Take it all," he growled, grinding his hips against Jessica's ass. "Every fucking drop."

Jessica moaned deeply, pressing back against him as he emptied himself inside her. The knowledge that another man was filling my wife with his seed sent shockwaves through my body and I nearly exploded myself.

When Marcus finally pulled out, I could see his thick cum leaking from Jessica's swollen pussy, dripping down her trembling thighs. He rolled onto his back beside her, chest heaving as he caught his breath.

"Fuck, that was good," Marcus panted, running a hand over Jessica's sweaty back. "Your wife has one sweet pussy, Elliott. Glad you fucked up that booking, buddy."

Jessica lay face down on the bed, her body still quivering from the intensity of her orgasms. After a moment, she turned her head to look at me, her eyes hazy with satisfaction.

"Come here," she whispered, reaching a hand toward me.

I hesitated, then rose from the chair on shaky legs. My cock was painfully hard, straining against my swim trunks as I approached the bed.

"Look what Marcus did to me," Jessica whispered, rolling onto her back and spreading her legs shamelessly. Her pussy was red and swollen.

I stood there in awe, aching and hard, wondering what would happen next.


Chapter 9

Jessica lay sprawled on the bed, her legs spread wide to reveal her well-used pussy. Marcus's cum leaked from her swollen folds, a stark visual reminder of what had just transpired.

"Look what Marcus did to me," Jessica said again, her voice low. "He stretched me out so good, filled me up with his cum."

I stood frozen at the edge of the bed, my cock painfully hard as I took in the sight of my freshly fucked wife. Jessica's eyes roamed over my body, zeroing in on the obvious bulge in my swim trunks.

"Aww, poor baby," she cooed. "You must be so worked up after watching that. Do you want to fuck me too? Feel how loose and sloppy Marcus made me?"

I gulped and nodded eagerly as Marcus grabbed a towel and headed to the shower.

“Enjoy,” he said with a wink as he strutted past me.

I climbed onto the bed, my hands trembling as I pulled down my swim trunks. My cock sprang free, rock hard and leaking pre-cum. Jessica's eyes widened slightly, not in admiration but in comparison.

"Oh Elliott," she sighed, reaching down to spread her swollen lips. "Feel it. Feel what he did to me. I'm so stretched out now."

I positioned myself between her legs, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance. The heat radiating from her used pussy was incredible. I pushed forward, sliding easily into her wetness, feeling the slick evidence of Marcus's release coating my shaft.

"Oh god," I groaned, overwhelmed by the sensation.

Jessica laughed softly, her hands resting limply on my shoulders.

"Can you even feel anything? Marcus stretched me out so much. I definitely can’t feel you…"

The truth was, I could barely feel the walls of her pussy gripping me. Jessica was so loose and wet from Marcus's pounding that there was almost no friction. I thrust into her desperately, chasing my own release.

"That's it, baby," Jessica purred, though her tone lacked the enthusiasm she'd shown with Marcus. "Use those sloppy seconds. Fuck me with that cute little cock."

Her words pushed me into overdrive. I could feel Marcus's cum squelching around my shaft as I pumped in and out of Jessica's stretched hole.

"I can't believe how loose you are," I panted, increasing my pace. "He really did ruin you for me."

Jessica nodded, a dreamy smile on her face.

"Mmm, he sure did. I don't think I'll ever be satisfied by your little dick again after experiencing Marcus's big, black cock."

Her words finally sent me over the edge. With a strangled groan, I buried myself deep inside her and came, adding my meager load to the copious amount of cum already filling her pussy. Jessica barely reacted, simply patting my back gently as I shuddered through my climax.

"There you go, baby," she whispered. "Feel better now?"

I collapsed on top of her, panting heavily. After a moment, Jessica pushed at my shoulders.

"Okay, that's enough. You're getting heavy."

I rolled off her, feeling a confusing mix of satisfaction and shame. Jessica stretched out beside me, seemingly unbothered by the mess between her thighs.

"Did you enjoy that?" Jessica asked, propping herself up on one elbow to look at me. Her hair was a mess, cheeks still flushed from her intense session with Marcus.

I nodded, unable to form words as the reality of what had just happened settled over me. I had watched another man—a stronger, more virile man—thoroughly pleasure my wife in ways I never could, then I'd slid into her stretched, cum-filled pussy like some pathetic afterthought.

"You don't sound convinced," Jessica said, studying my face. "Having second thoughts?"

Before I could answer, the bathroom door opened and Marcus emerged, a towel slung low around his hips. Water droplets glistened on his muscular chest and shoulders. Even semi-soft, the outline of his cock was impressive against the towel.

It was time for another round.


Chapter 10

That is more or less how the rest of our week at The Seabreeze unfolded. Turns out, it was not a sexless vacation for me after all. My balls were thoroughly drained one way or another at the end of each sun-drenched day.

Our final night at The Seabreeze Inn arrived all too quickly. Jessica and I packed our bags in tense silence, the weight of the past week's events hanging heavily between us. As I zipped up my suitcase, Jessica cleared her throat.

"So...we should probably talk about what happens when we get home," she said hesitantly.

I nodded, unable to meet her eyes.

"Yeah, I guess we should."

Jessica sat on the edge of the bed, fidgeting with the hem of her sundress. "Look, Elliott...this week has been incredible. Mind-blowing, really. But..."

"But it can't continue," I finished for her.

She nodded, looking relieved that I'd said it.

"Right. I mean, as hot as it's been, we can't exactly bring Marcus home with us."

I chuckled.

“No, we can’t but…” I said.

“But what?” she asked expectantly.

“We can come back to your new favorite spot next year…in fact, I already made the booking. Put down the deposit and everything. We are all set.”

Jessica's eyes widened, a mix of shock and excitement flashing across her face.

"You...what? You already booked it? For next year?" Her voice was breathless, disbelieving.

I nodded, a strange confidence settling over me that I hadn't felt before this week.

"I did. Non-refundable deposit and everything." I moved closer to her, my voice dropping lower. "I figured after this week, there was no way we could go back to our old vacation spot."

Jessica bit her lip, her cheeks flushing.

"Elliott, I don't know what to say..."

"You don't have to say anything," I replied, sitting beside her on the bed. "This week has changed things between us. I've never seen you so... alive. So satisfied."

Jessica looked down, her fingers still playing with the hem of her dress. "And you're really okay with that? With watching me with Marcus again next year?"

I took a deep breath, trying to sort through my complicated feelings.

"I won't lie, it's not easy watching another man pleasure you in ways I can't. But seeing you so fulfilled, so blissed out...it does something to me. And I can't deny how aroused I get watching you two together."

Jessica's hand found mine, squeezing gently.

"Oh Elliott," she said. "I never expected this side of you. But I have to admit, I love it. And I love that you're willing to let me explore this side of myself."

She leaned in, kissing me softly. When she pulled back, there was a wicked glint in her eye.

"You know," she purred, "we still have a few hours before we need to check out. I bet Marcus would be up for one more round."

My cock twitched in my pants at her suggestion, already hardening despite the countless times I'd come this week.

"You're insatiable," I said, both impressed and intimidated by my wife's newfound sexual appetite.

Jessica shrugged, a mischievous smile playing on her lips.

"What can I say? Once you've had BBC, it's hard to think about anything else."

She stood up, smoothing down her sundress.

"I'll go find him. You get comfortable."

Jessica sauntered out of the room, leaving me alone with my thoughts. I settled onto the bed, my mind racing with everything that had happened this week. The humiliation, the arousal, the strange new dynamic between Jessica and me—it was all so unexpected yet oddly satisfying.

And I couldn’t wait to do it all over again the following year.

THE END


Lake
House
Lust
A Hotwife/Cuckold Vacation Romance

Chapter 1

All I want to do is read my book and enjoy a nice glass of wine. That’s it. Is that too much to ask for on my vacation? Apparently, yes. Yes, it is.

I sigh and take another sip as I re-read the same page for the third time. But the raucous music coming from the property next to ours keeps stealing my attention. We’ve been here for all of four hours and it’s already shaping up to be a wasted weekend.

“Can you please go talk to them?” I ask for the third time.

Tim looks up from his phone like a deer in headlights.

“Huh?” he asks.

I roll my eyes. My husband can be a little slow on the uptake sometimes.

“The music, Tim. Isn’t it bothering you?”

Tim shrugs, his eyes already drifting back to his phone screen.

"It's not that bad, babe. We're on vacation - let them have their fun."

I huff in frustration. This is so typical of Tim. He’s the most conflict avoidant man in the known universe. Meanwhile, the bass from next door is practically rattling the windows.

"Fine," I snap, chugging down the rest of my wine and pouring another glass. Another healthy glass. If I can’t read, I might as well get a buzz going and enjoy the view.

And it’s a shame, because the view really is wonderful. The house is great. Weather is perfect. The lake is even more beautiful than in the pictures. The weekend, on paper, is everything we could have asked for. Picture perfect.

Except one thing. The neighbors.

I wander over to the other side of the deck, my wine glass dangling between my fingers. From our elevated position, I can see right into the neighboring yard.

There's a pool, already lit up and glowing turquoise in the late-afternoon light, and a handful of people—all college-aged men—lounging around it. I lean against the railing, taking another sip as I watch them.

One man in particular catches my eye. He's tall, broad-shouldered, and his dark skin glistens in the sunlight. Unlike the others who are mostly lounging around drinking, he's standing by the grill, taking charge of the food situation. His muscles flex as he flips burgers, and I find myself staring longer than I should.

As if he can feel me staring, he looks up. Our eyes lock, and he flashes me a smile that sends an unexpected warmth spreading through my body. I quickly look away, suddenly self-conscious.

"Get it together,” I whisper under my breath. Then I remind myself how annoyed I am. I turn back around and wave at him.

I put my hands on either side of my mouth to amplify my voice and yell,

“Hey, can you please turn it down a little?”

He puts a hand up to his ear to indicate he can’t hear me.

I repeat myself, slower, exaggerating each word so that maybe he can read my lips. And he can. I watch as his face slowly lights up in recognition. He nods and flashes me a thumbs-up and walks away from the grill toward the speaker.

I breathe a sigh of relief as I turn around.

“See, that wasn’t so hard,” I say to Tim as I get my book and sit back down.

But before he can respond, a new song comes on. And it’s loud. Ten times louder than anything they were playing before. The bass thumps so hard I feel like my head might split it in two.

Tim looks at me and rolls his eyes.

“Way to go,” he says before going back to staring at his phone.

I try to ignore it and go back to my book but between the wine and the music, I just can’t focus. I need to give up, go lie down, and mourn the lost weekend. Oh, well. Better luck next time I guess.

“Fuck,” I mutter under my breath, as I stand up, admit defeat, and go inside.

I'm halfway up the stairs when I hear a knock at the front door. Great. What now?

"Tim, can you get that?" I call out, but he's either ignoring me or the music's too loud for him to hear.

With a heavy sigh, I walk back down the stairs. The knocking continues, more insistent this time. "Coming!" I snap, not bothering to hide my irritation.

I swing open the door, ready to unleash my frustration on whoever's standing there, but the words die in my throat. It's him. The guy from next door—the one who was grilling. The sexy young, black man. Up close, he's even more imposing, at least six-foot-three, with shoulders that practically fill the doorframe.

"Hey," he says, his voice is velvety smooth like a fancy espresso. "I'm Lucas. I wanted to apologize about the music."

I blink, suddenly aware that I'm clutching my wine glass like a lifeline. "You have a funny way of apologizing," I say, unable to keep the edge from my voice. "Turning it up louder wasn't exactly what I had in mind."

Lucas runs a hand over his close-cropped hair, and I notice a thin sheen of sweat on his brow. The smell of charcoal and something spicy—his cologne maybe—drifts toward me.

"Yeah, sorry about that, all in good fun," he says with a chuckle that somehow vibrates through the air between us.

He shrugs apologetically, his dark eyes holding mine.

"I actually came over to invite you to join us. Figured if you’re all alone here and can't beat the noise..."

“I’m not alone,” I blurt out a little too loudly, my shrillness seems to startle Lucas and throw him off his game just a bit. I clear my throat and mutter sorry.

“No, I’m here with my husband,” I say using a more appropriate volume.

Lucas recovers quickly, his easy smile returning.

"My bad, I didn't mean to assume. The invitation stands though - for you…and your husband." His eyes flick past me, searching for Tim, I assume.

I hesitate, torn between my annoyance and an unexpected flutter of intrigue. The wine's warmth spreads through me, loosening my inhibitions.

"I don't know..." I trail off, glancing back at Tim, still absorbed in his phone.

"Come on," Lucas says. "We've got plenty of food, drinks, a pool…”

I swallow hard and try to get my head on straight. I shouldn’t have chugged that wine.

“Thanks, but no,” I say finally and firmly. “We’re just trying to have a nice relaxing weekend.”

Lucas shrugs.

“Well, good luck with that - what did you say your name was?” he says with a mischievous smile.

“Come on,” I say, pleading with him. “Can you please just try to keep it down a little bit.”

Lucas raises an eyebrow.

“Since you asked so nicely, I’ll see what I can do. But…no promises. And you still haven’t given me your name…”

“Ava, it’s — my name’s Ava.”

“Nice to meet you, Ava,” Lucas says and walks away.

I close the door, my heart racing. The music's volume drops slightly, but not enough to make a real difference. I lean against the door, closing my eyes and taking a deep breath. Lucas's scent lingers in my nostrils.

"Who was that?" Tim calls from the living room, his phone still dangling in his hand.

"Just the neighbor," I reply, my voice sounding strained even to my own ears. "Apologizing for the noise."

Tim nods his head like he knew this would happen.

“See,” he says, “these things have a way of taking care of themselves.”

I roll my eyes and make my way back to the deck, wine glass in hand. The party next door is in full swing now.

Speaking of taking care…

My mind wanders to being taken care of. When was the last time Tim really took care of me? If I’m being honest, it’s been years. After all the wine and my encounter with Lucas, I feel my mind wandering into some, let’s say, darker places as I try to relax and soak up some of the last rays of the sun.

I shake my head, trying to clear those thoughts away. But as I sip my wine and gaze out at the party next door, I can't help but let my eyes wander back to Lucas. He's moved from the grill to the pool now, his muscular body glistening as he emerges from the water. Droplets cascade down his chest, following the defined lines of his abs.

I bite my lip, feeling an old, familiar warmth building low in my belly. It's been so long since I've felt this kind of raw attraction. Tim and I have settled into such a comfortable routine - maybe that’s only natural, but let’s be honest…at this point, Tim would rather watch golf videos on his phone than enjoy this weekend with me. Sad but true.

I'm not sure what comes over me next. Maybe it's the wine, maybe it's the frustration of a ruined vacation, or maybe it's just that Lucas's smile and smooth confidence has awakened something I've been trying to ignore for too long. I find myself standing up, smoothing down my sundress, and walking back inside.

"I'm going to take a shower," I announce to Tim, who barely looks up from his phone.

"Mmhmm," he mumbles, thumbs still tapping away at whatever fleeting internet moment is more important than me.

The hot water cascades over my body, and only intensifies the heat building inside me. I close my eyes, letting my hands roam down my torso as I imagine Lucas's strong hands in their place. My fingers brush across my nipples, already hard and aching for attention. A soft moan escapes my lips as I pinch them gently.

I trail one hand lower, over the soft swell of my stomach and between my thighs. I'm already wet and it’s not from the shower, my folds are slick and swollen. As I start to make quiet circles on my clit, I picture Lucas's eyes watching me, his strong hands replacing mine.

My breath catches as I slide two fingers inside myself, imagining they're his as they curl toward my sweet spot. The party music pulses through the walls, providing a rhythm for my movements as I lean against the cool shower wall.

God, what am I doing? I'm married, for Christ's sake. And these are college guys, so much younger…but those thoughts only heighten my arousal.

So wrong and dirty, but that’s what makes it so…hot and right.

Tim's neglect has left me parched, and Lucas is like a tall glass of water in a desolate desert. I increase the pace of my fingers, my other hand braces against the wall as my legs begin to tremble.

The orgasm hits me unexpectedly hard, washing over me in waves of pleasure. I bite my lip to stifle my moans, not wanting Tim to hear. As the aftershocks subside, I lean my forehead against the wall beneath the shower head and let the hot water envelop me as I catch my breath.

What am I doing?

A thought I will keep having throughout this weekend. But this just isn't like me…at all. I'm not the type to fantasize about other men, let alone the hot, young college hunk who just invited me to a party next door. But then again, it’s not exactly like that’s a daily occurrence or anything. But something about Lucas has awakened a dormant part of me, igniting desires I thought I'd left behind years ago.

I finish my shower quickly, scrubbing away the evidence of my dirty thoughts and drunken indiscretion. As I dry off, I decide to put on a bikini and pull a pair of ripped jean shorts over my bottom for good measure.

I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. My cheeks are flushed, eyes bright with a glimmer I haven't seen in ages. I look…healthy, alive. Desired, even if it's only in my own fantasy.

Back downstairs, Tim is exactly where I left him, the only difference being he's now nursing a beer. The music from next door has indeed quieted somewhat, though the bass still thrums through the walls like a heart beating after too many lines of cocaine.

I let out a heavy sigh.


Chapter 2

As the afternoon light fades and the day dissolves into night, the party next door begins to ratchet up again. The music returns to its window-rattling volume, punctuated by occasional bursts of laughter and splashing from the pool. I watch from our deck, annoyed but intrigued, drinking yet another glass of wine, as the crowd swells from a handful of people to about a dozen.

I also notice a striking lack of females present. In total, there are two. Both clearly belonging to someone. But not to Lucas.

I can’t take my eyes off his dark, chiseled torso.

Even from this distance, I can see his easy confidence, the way he commands attention without trying. The pool lights illuminate his wet skin, making him look like some kind of dark, marble sculpture come to life.

Tim finally wanders out onto the deck, beer in hand.

"Still bothered by the noise?" he asks, standing beside me but not really looking at me.

"Less bothered, more curious at this point," I admit, the wine making me more honest than I otherwise might be.

“You know, they invited us over,” I add.

Tim raises an eyebrow, finally looking at me.

"They did? When?"

"When you were too busy with your phone to answer the door, remember?" I say, unable to keep the edge from my voice. "The guy who was grilling and came over to apologize…Lucas."

Saying his name out loud sends a shiver down my spine and gives rise to a growing heat in my lower belly. I think back to my shower fantasy and feel myself getting wet all over again.

"Huh," Tim says, taking a swig of his beer.

There’s that word again. Huh. Might as well be the man’s catchphrase.

I wait for him to say more, but he has nothing more to say. Just huh. That’s it. And he goes back to his phone.

I roll my eyes.

“That’s it? Huh? That’s all you have to say?”

Tim looks up from his phone, surprised by my sudden sharp tone. To be honest, I am too, but at the moment I don’t care. I’m feeling loose and horny and the odds of getting any sleep tonight seem slimmer than my husband’s pale prick.

Though, to be honest, I probably have a better chance of sleeping soundly than I do of Tim getting hard enough to please me tonight.

Oh, what’s a girl to do?

"Well, what do you want me to say?" Tim asks, his brow furrowed in that way that makes him look both confused and annoyed at the same time.

I take another sip of wine, letting it linger on my tongue before swallowing.

"I don't know, Tim. Maybe something like 'Hey, that sounds fun' or 'Let's go meet our neighbors' or literally anything besides 'huh'?"

He sighs, that patronizing sigh that makes me want to dump my wine over his head.

"Ava, we came here to relax, remember? Not to party with a bunch of college kids."

I stare at him, absolutely incredulous.

"Relax? How exactly am I supposed to relax with that noise? And you've been glued to your phone since we got here. Some vacation this is turning out to be."

Tim has the decency to look slightly ashamed, but only for a moment as it doesn't last long. Which is very on brand for Tim.

"Look, it's just for the weekend. We can make the best of it."

"Make the best of it," I echo, my voice flat. "Right."

The music changes to something slower, more seductive, and I find myself swaying slightly to the rhythm. The bass thumps through me like a second heartbeat.

Fuck it.

"Fine," I say suddenly, draining my glass. "If you won't go with me, I'll go by myself."

Tim's head snaps up, his eyes widening.

"What? You're not serious."

I shrug, already heading inside to refill my wine glass.

"Why not? At least they're having fun. And if we can't beat the noise..." I trail off, letting my intentions hang in the air between us.

Tim follows me inside, his expression somewhere between confusion and concern.

"Ava, come on. You're not actually going over there."

I fill my glass to the brim, the red liquid sloshing dangerously close to the rim.

"And why not?" I challenge, turning to face Tim. "You're clearly not interested in spending time with me. I'm bored, I'm frustrated, and…I'm going over there."

Tim's face flushes red. He sets his beer down with more force than necessary, liquid bubbling over the rim.

"Jesus, Ava. You're acting like such a…” he stops short.

I know what he wants to say, but he catches himself. He may be dumb, but he’s not stupid.

“What's gotten into you?" he continues.

I can’t help but laugh, the sound bitter even to my own ears.

"What's gotten into me? Nothing, Tim. That’s what’s gotten into me. In fact, I think that's the whole problem. Nothing's gotten into me for months."

His eyes widen at my double meaning. I can almost see the gears turning in his head, the slow realization of just how neglected I've been feeling. But instead of stepping up, instead of pulling me into his arms and promising to make it up to me, he just stands there, mouth opening and closing like a stupid fish out of its stupid water.

"You've been drinking too much," he finally says, his tone dismissive and condescending.

That does it. I slam my wine glass down on the counter, not caring when a splash of red stains the marble.

"You know what? I don’t think so,” I say, sharpening my voice, “I think I’ve been drinking just the right amount.”

I feel a sudden surge of boldness as I brush past Tim, heading for the front door. I don't even bother to check my appearance - what does it matter? I'm just going over for a little while to…

Yeah, what are you going over there to do?

"Ava, wait," Tim calls after me, his voice suddenly less certain. "You can't seriously be doing this."

I pause at the door, my hand on the knob. Part of me - the rational, married part - knows I should stop. But the wine, the frustration, the memory of Lucas's smile... it all pushes me out the door and powers my feet to a forward march.

"Watch me," I say.

I don't wait for Tim's response as I slip out the door and into the warm night air.

My heart pounds against my ribs like it's trying to escape, and hey…maybe it is.


Chapter 3

The short walk feels like I’m crossing some invisible boundary. Some unseen line in the earth from which, once I step over, there’s no coming back. And each step takes me further from the safe, predictable world I know and closer to that line.

I've built a life with Tim, but it’s comfortable and routine. I feel myself getting closer to something unknown and thrilling. The bass from the music vibrates through my bare feet, growing stronger as I approach the edge of the property.

I hesitate for a moment, suddenly hyper aware of how reckless this is. I don’t know who these people are. At all.

The pool area glows with an otherworldly blue light, illuminating half-naked bodies. Music pulses through the air. But it’s not annoying anymore. It’s hypnotic. Enticing. Inviting.

Taking a deep breath, I step onto their lawn. The grass feels cool against my toes — guess I forgot to slip on sandals?

But the wine has me feeling loose and bold and I'm way past caring. I'm tired of being the responsible one, the one who always thinks things through. For once, I want to be the woman who just goes with it. The one who doesn't overthink every little thing. The one who…

I approach the pool area, feeling eyes turning toward me. The conversations don't exactly stop, but they do quiet as I become the newest point of interest. I scan the crowd, my pulse quickening as I look for…

"Well, look who decided to join us," a voice says beside me.

Before I turn, I already know who it is.

“Lucas,” I accidentally whisper out loud. There’s a little too much lust in my voice so I quickly clear my throat and add, “Hello!”

And there he is, smiling back at me. Something in his eyes signals a dark appreciation as they travel down my body, lingering on the curves of my breasts barely contained by my bikini top, the sliver of exposed stomach, the way my jean shorts hug my hips.

"Ava," he says, my name rolling off his tongue like honey off a tipped spoon. "I was starting to think you weren't going to take me up on my offer."

He cocks his head to the side, seeming to study the space I’m occupying.

“Where’s your husband?” he asks with a knowing smile.

I look back over my shoulder toward our house, half-expecting to see Tim trailing after me. But there’s his silhouette, just visible through the window.

His posture is unmistakable. Neck craned, elbow locked to his side, hand in front of his face. I can even see the glow of his phone screen illuminating his eyes.

"He's…occupied," I say, turning back to Lucas with a shrug.

Lucas's smile widens, revealing perfect white teeth against his dark skin.

"Too occupied for you? I don’t believe it," he says, his voice dropping to a register that makes my skin prickle with goosebumps despite the warm evening air. "If you were mine, I wouldn't let you wander out of my sight let alone off to a party full of strangers. Especially not with you looking this…fine."

He rubs his hands together as he takes in my body again, a predatory glint in his eyes. The possessiveness in his tone sends a thrill through me that I'm not entirely prepared for. His eyes, dark and intense, hold mine for a few seconds too long, and I feel heat creeping up my neck. But I can’t bring myself to look away.

“You know, maybe this was a bad idea,” I say weakly. A small part of my brain is screaming at me to turn around and go back, but my feet remain glued to the earth.

“I don’t think so, I think it’s a great idea,” Lucas says. He reaches out and gently, but firmly, wraps one of his large hands around mine. His touch is electric, sending sparks shooting up my arm.

“No really, I should go,” I say, my voice even weaker this time. Feet still rooted in the ground.

"Don't go," he says, his voice deep and smooth. "You just got here. Let me get you a drink at least."

I glance back at our rental house again. Tim hasn't moved an inch.

"Okay," I relent, "one drink."


Chapter 4

Lucas’s hand remains wrapped around mine as he leads me through the small crowd by the pool.

When we get to the small tiki bar at the edge of the pool, two other sexy black men are there, seemingly waiting for just us. Maybe even…just for me.

I can feel four hungry eyeballs trained on my body as we approach.

"Ava, meet my boys," Lucas says, his deep voice carrying over the music. "Dre and Malik."

Both men are as striking as Lucas, with sculpted physiques that make my mouth go dry and my breath catch in my throat.

Dre, slightly shorter but broader, has a shaved head that gleams in the pool lights.

Malik is leaner, with tight braids and a sharp jawline that could cut glass.

"Well damn, Lucas," Dre says, his eyes traveling slowly up and down my body. "You said she was fine but you didn't say she was this fine."

I feel my cheeks flush with heat at Dre's blunt appreciation. The way these men look at me—like I'm something delicious they can't wait to taste—sends a jolt of electricity straight between my thighs.I steal one more glance over my shoulder at Tim’s unchanged silhouette in the window.

Fuck it. Just go with it. See what happens.

“Nice to meet you both,” I say, trying to act like a lady but inside I’m already feeling like a total slut. And I haven’t even done anything wrong.

Yet. You haven’t done anything wrong yet, but the longer you stay here…

The thought hits me like a thunderclap and for a moment I think I might faint.

“Hey, I thought you said there was a husband or something,” Malik says to Lucas.

Lucas laughs, his hand sliding from mine to rest at the small of my back, lingering longer than an appropriate amount of time. But I don’t mind it one bit.

"There is," Lucas says, his eyes never leaving mine. "He's just. What is he? What was it you said, Ava? Occupied?"

The three young hunks exchange knowing glances that make my stomach flip. I should be offended, should defend Tim…or something, but the wine and the music and Lucas's touch are making it hard to think clearly.

"What can I get you to drink?" Lucas asks, guiding me closer to the bar.

Before I have time to consider my choice the words are tumbling out of my mouth.

“I need a shot,” I say.

"A shot it is," Lucas says. "Tequila okay?"

I nod, watching as he pours the golden liquid into a small glass. His fingers brush mine as he hands it over, and that simple contact sends a ripple of heat through my body.

I wait a moment and look at the three dark, young alphas sitting in front of me. I clear my throat.

“You’re not gonna make a lady drink alone, are you?”

Lucas's eyes widen with a flash of surprise before his lips curve into a slow, appreciative smile.

"Oh, I wouldn’t dream of it. How rude of us," he says, his voice dropping to a growl that vibrates through my core. He grabs three more shot glasses and fills them with tequila, sliding them to his friends before raising his own.

"To our sexy neighbor," Lucas says, his eyes boring into mine with an intensity that makes my knees weak, “and her occupied husband.”

I shouldn’t be doing this. It’s all kinds of wrong. But the boldness of his toast only makes me hungrier. He’s making fun of Tim a little, and it’s…turning me on?

Yes, it is. Because he’s an alpha and it’s sexy.

We clink glasses and I throw back the shot, welcoming the burn as it slides down my throat. The alcohol hits my system immediately, mingling with the wine already flowing through my veins. The world softens around the edges, and my inhibitions slip away like water down a shower drain.

"Should we do another?" Lucas asks, already reaching for the bottle.

I should say no. I should thank them for the drink and head back to Tim. Instead, I push my empty shot glass toward Lucas.

"Please," I say.

The second shot goes down even easier than the first. The tequila burns a path down my throat and blooms warm in my belly, melting away the last of my reservations.

For a moment, no one says anything.

I finally break the silence.

“So how do you guys know each other?”

"Football," Lucas answers, pouring a third round of shots without asking. "We play together at State. These are my boys."

Dre nods, his eyes never leaving mine.

"Been brothers since freshman year."

"Now we're just enjoying summer before senior year starts," Malik adds. "Last chance to really cut loose, you know?"

I bite my lip, suddenly aware of how much younger they are. College seniors. Which makes them, what—twenty-one, twenty-two? I'm thirty-four. The age gap should make me uncomfortable, but instead, it adds another layer of forbidden excitement that makes my skin tingle. I find myself leaning closer to Lucas, drawn to his heat like a moth to flame.

"So what about you, Ava?" Lucas asks, his fingers brushing mine as he hands me the third shot. "What brings you to this little lakeside paradise?"

I take the shot, liquid courage burning down my throat.

"Just a weekend getaway," I say. "Though the 'getaway' part isn't going as planned."

"Because of the noise?" Malik asks with a mischievous grin.

I laugh, the sound bubbling up from somewhere deep inside me.

"Maybe a little," I say, running my finger around the rim of my empty shot glass. "But Tim and I…I thought we needed this weekend. But he's…" I trail off, suddenly aware of how much I'm revealing to these strangers.

"Occupied," Dre says, finishing the thought for me, his voice low and knowing.

My eyes snap to his, then to Lucas, then to Malik, and the understanding I see there in each one of their faces makes my breath catch.

This is going down. If I want it to.

I can have them.

All three of them.

They are more than willing to take care of me.

To get into me.

All I have to do…is give in and let it happen.

"Yeah," I say, my voice barely audible over the music. "Occupied."

Lucas leans in closer, his breath warm against my ear.

"His loss is our gain."

The words send a shiver down my spine, and I feel my nipples harden beneath my bikini top. I'm acutely aware of how exposed I am, how vulnerable—and how much I'm enjoying it.

I look around and, I guess we’ve been talking for a while because the party has thinned out.

In fact, it appears everyone has moved inside and well, now it’s just us.

Me and three sexy college football players. Black and strong.

I swallow hard, my hyperawareness growing with each second.

The pool lights cast an ethereal blue glow across the water's surface, reflecting in rippling patterns across Lucas's dark skin.

The music has shifted to something slower, more sensual, the bass thrumming through my body like a second heartbeat.

“So, what should we do now?” I ask. But I already know. They’re already moving closer to me and my body trembles as they tighten their circle around me.

Lucas's gaze turns molten as he steps closer, his body now just inches from mine. The air between us crackles.

"I think," he says, his voice low and slow, "we should get you out of those clothes."

I feel a rush of heat flood my body at his words. The tequila has me swaying slightly, emboldened beyond what I'd ever thought possible of myself. Lucas's dark eyes hold mine, challenging, waiting for my response.

"I…" My voice catches as Malik moves behind me, so close I can feel the heat radiating from his skin.

"I shouldn't,” I say, but I don’t mean it. And they know I don’t mean it.

"But you want to," Lucas whispers, not a question but a statement of fact. His fingers trace a light path up my arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake. “You ever been with a black guy before?”

The question hangs in the air between us, charged with possibility. My heart hammers against my ribs as I shake my head slowly.

"No," I whisper, the admission sending a fresh wave of heat between my thighs. "Never."

Lucas's smile is predatory, satisfied.

"Then you're in for a treat tonight."

I should feel guilty. I should walk away. But with three pairs of dark eyes locked on me, hungry and appreciative, all I feel is desired in a way I haven't been in years. Maybe ever.

“Am I?”

I gasp as Dre's hands settle on my hips, his hardness pressing insistently against my ass through my jean shorts. His touch is confident, possessive, so different from Tim's hesitant fumbling.

"You have no idea," Lucas murmurs, stepping closer until we're chest to chest. His hand slides up to cup my face, thumb brushing across my lower lip. "No idea what we're gonna do to you."

My breath comes in shallow pants now, my skin flushed and hypersensitive. Malik moves to my side, his fingers trailing up my bare abdomen, sending shivers cascading through my body. I'm surrounded by them now, these three magnificent men, their touch both gentle and commanding.

"I shouldn't," I repeat weakly, even as my body arches into their touch. My last feeble and fake attempt at resistance.

"You definitely should," Lucas whispers against my ear, his hot breath making me tremble. I watch him glance across the yard to our house. “Unless, you’re worried about your husband…”

I follow his gaze. Tim’s still there. Glued to his phone. How long has it been? Over an hour? And he hasn’t even come looking for me yet?

Fuck it.

“Fuck my husband,” I whisper.


Chapter 5

Before I know it, three pairs of hands are undressing me, poolside. And I feel myself getting impossibly wetter. This is wrong. So wrong. And yet I've never wanted anything more in my life.

Behind me, Dre tugs my jean shorts down my legs, his fingers trailing fire along my thighs. I step out of them, leaving me in just my bikini. The cooling night air washes over my exposed skin, but I'm burning up from the inside out.

"Damn," Malik says. "Look at that ass."

Lucas's hands slide up my sides, his thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts through the thin fabric of my bikini top. His touch is something else, something out of this world. My core clenches with anticipation.

When his fingers find the tie at my neck, he pauses.

I nod, barely perceptible, but it's all the permission he needs.

With one quick pull, off comes my top, exposing my breasts to the night air. My nipples harden instantly, both from the slight chill and the hungry looks from all three men.

"Damn," Lucas says as his large hands grab my breasts. He plays with my nipples, squeezing them gently. His touch is both soft and domineering, making me arch my back, pressing myself into him with a soft moan.

Behind me, Dre's fingers slip into the waistband of my bikini bottoms, slowly dragging them down my thighs. I get a slight chill, but it’s not from the cold. It’s from the thrill of being completely naked under the moonlight, utterly exposed and at the mercy of these three young college studs while my husband sits oblivious in our rental house.

"Look at that pretty, little pussy," Malik says, dropping to his knees in front of me. His breath is hot against my inner thigh, making me quiver with anticipation.

Lucas continues massaging my breasts, his fingers pinching and rolling my little, pink nipples until I'm whimpering out of control.

His lips find my neck, teeth grazing my sensitive skin.

I glance once more toward our rental. Tim hasn't moved. Hasn't even noticed his wife is stripped naked, standing in plain view by the neighboring pool, surrounded by three college athletes with obvious bulges straining against their swim trunks.

Malik's tongue makes contact with my clit, and my knees nearly give out at the sensation. His hands grip me tightly, holding my lower-half steady as he licks me with expert precision.

"Oh god," I gasp, my head falling back against Dre's shoulder.

Dre's hands roam over my naked body, one sliding down to cup my ass while the other snakes around to join Lucas's exploring my breasts. I'm surrounded by hands, by heat, by raw, young masculine energy that makes me dizzy and dripping wet with desire.

"That's it," Lucas whispers. “Let go for us, Ava."

His voice is thick with lust. And I only want to obey him.

Malik's tongue continues to work its magic between my legs, circling my clit before dipping lower to tease my entrance. I'm embarrassingly wet, my arousal coating his tongue as he explores me with a skill that Tim has never possessed.

"Tastes so fucking good and sweet," Malik says, looking up at me with dark, hungry eyes. The sight of him on his knees, face glistening with my juices, sends another wave of heat through my core.

My legs tremble as Malik slides a finger inside me, curling it to hit that sweet spot that makes stars explode behind my eyelids. I cry out, not caring who might hear.

"I think she's ready," Dre says, his voice a low rumble against my ear. His hardness presses insistently against my ass, thick and intimidating even through his swim trunks.

Lucas steps back slightly, his hands leaving my breasts. The sudden absence of his touch makes me whimper, but then I watch as he strips off his swim trunks in one fluid motion.

My eyes widen at the sight of him. He's magnificent - long, thick, and dark. I've never seen anything like it in person. Tim is…adequate. On a good day.

But Lucas is something else entirely.

"Like what you see?" he asks, stroking himself lazily in front of me.

I nod, unable to form words. I bite my lip and catch myself nearly drooling over the sight, and I realize I want to taste him more than I've wanted anything in a long time.

"On your knees," he commands softly.

Without hesitation, I drop to my knees on the cool concrete, Malik shifting to make room for me.

Lucas steps closer, his cock now level with my face. I reach out, wrapping my fingers around him. He's so thick I can barely close my hand around his shaft.

"That's it," he encourages as I lean forward, my tongue darting out to taste the drop of precum beading at his tip.

The salty flavor explodes on my tongue, and I moan like a whore at the taste of him.

Behind me, I feel Dre and Malik shedding their swim trunks. Hands grip my ass, spreading my cheeks as I take Lucas deeper into my mouth.

"Fuck, she's soaked," Malik says, his fingers sliding through and exploring through my folds.

I moan around Lucas's cock as Malik's fingers probe my entrance, stretching me slowly. Lucas's hands tangle in my hair, guiding my movements on his dark shaft.

Lucas's cock fills my mouth to the point where it's stretching my lips wide as I bob my head, taking him as deep as I can. His taste is intoxicating. I’ve never been one to enjoy giving head, but now? With this big, black cock in my mouth, I love it. I get it now, how women could love sucking dick.

I hollow my cheeks, sucking him with an enthusiasm I haven't felt in years, maybe ever. My tongue swirls around his shaft, tracing the prominent veins that pulse beneath the velvety skin.

"Fuck, that’s good," Lucas groans, his fingers tightening in my hair. The slight pain only heightens my arousal, making me moan louder around his thickness.

Behind me, Malik's fingers continue their delicious and welcomed invasion, two digits now pumping steadily in and out of my dripping center.

His thumb occasionally brushes against my clit, sending jolts of electricity up my spine. I'm so wet I can hear the obscene sounds of his fingers moving inside me, even over the music still pulsing through the night air.

"Damn, she's taking that like a champ," Dre observes, his hand sliding over the curve of my ass, squeezing and kneading the flesh. "Can't wait to see how she takes a cock." He gives my right cheek a firm slap.

That might leave a mark. Fuck, that’s hot.

There's something so liberating about being treated this way—like an object of pure desire, existing solely for their pleasure and mine.

So this is what being a slut feels like. I think I’m in love.

I arch my back, pushing my ass higher in the air as Malik adds a third finger, stretching me deliciously. The fullness makes me gasp, sucking the air from my lungs for a split second, my eyes watering slightly as I take Lucas deeper.

Lucas looks down at me.

"Look at you," he says, his voice thick with desire. "Sucking my cock so good while Malik opens that tight little pussy. You've been needing this, haven't you?"

I can only moan in response, the truth of his words resonating through my body. Yes, I've been needing this—needing to be desired, to be used, to be worshipped by multiple hands and mouths. Multiple cocks.

Big, black cocks.

Dre moves to kneel beside me, his own impressive length hardening before me. He strokes himself slowly as he watches me work Lucas with my mouth. The sight of another cock so close makes me whimper with want.

"Don't worry, baby," Dre says, noticing my hungry gaze. "You'll get this too. We're gonna take turns with that pretty little mouth…and pussy."

Lucas pulls out slowly, a strand of saliva connecting his tip to my swollen lips. Without missing a beat, Dre guides his cock to my mouth, and I eagerly accept him, my tongue swirling around his head before I take him deep.

Dre tastes different from Lucas—slightly saltier, with a musk that's uniquely his own. I moan as my tongue explores every ridge and vein while I bob my head enthusiastically on this shiny, new cock.

My jaw aches slightly from the stretching, but the discomfort only adds to the thrill.

Behind me, Malik's fingers continue their relentless pace. His free hand splays across my lower back, keeping me steady as I rock between his hand and Dre's cock.

"She is so fucking wet, hell yeah she is," Malik says."She's fucking dripping down her thighs."

I feel a flush of embarrassment mixed with arousal at his words. It's true—I've never been this wet in my life. My arousal glistens on my inner thighs, evidence of just how desperately I want this, need this.

Lucas moves to kneel beside Dre, his hand stroking his still-slick cock as he watches me work.

"Sharing is caring," he says with a chuckle, and Dre slowly withdraws from my mouth.

Before I can protest the loss, Lucas is there, guiding his thick cock between my lips once more.

The alternating tastes of the two men on my tongue is intoxicating, and I moan deeply as I take him in again, my tongue eagerly licking at his underside.

"That's it, take it all," Lucas encourages as his cock slides deeper, hitting the back of my throat.

I relax my muscles, suppressing my gag reflex as best I can, determined to please him. My eyes water slightly, but the pride I feel at taking him so deep outweighs any discomfort.

Malik withdraws his fingers suddenly, leaving me feeling empty and desperate. I whimper again, I just can’t stop, my hips instinctively push back, seeking contact.

"Don't worry, baby," Malik says. "We’re not going anywhere."

Dre moves back into position, his cock now level with my face alongside Lucas. They press close together, both offering their hard lengths to my eager mouth.

I alternate between them, licking one while my hand strokes the other, then switching.

The taste of both men mingling on my tongue sends a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me.

My moans grow louder, more desperate as I alternate between Lucas and Dre's cocks, my hands and mouth working in tandem to please them both. The taste of them fills my senses as I lose myself in the moment.

"I think she's ready," Malik announces, as he rises from behind me. His face glistens with my juices.

Lucas and Dre step back, allowing me to catch my breath.

My lips feel swollen, my jaw pleasantly sore from accommodating their impressive girth.

I remain on my hands and knees, exposed and vulnerable on the concrete, my body trembling with unquenchable need.

"How do you want her?" Dre asks Lucas, deferring to him.

Lucas considers me for a moment, his dark eyes roaming over my naked body with such intensity I feel it like a physical touch.

"On her back," he decides. "I want to see her face when I split her open."

The crude words send a fresh flood of wetness between my thighs.

They help me up, surprisingly gentle despite their raw hunger, and guide me to one of the padded lounge chairs beside the pool.

Such gentlemen. Sexy, sexy gentlemen.

The fabric feels cool against my heated skin as I lie back, my legs falling open automatically.

Lucas positions himself between my spread thighs, his muscular body looming over me like a dark god in the silver moonlight.

The pool lights cast ripples across his ebony skin, highlighting every ridge of his sculpted abs.

His cock stands proud, it seems even bigger from this angle, the head glistening with a mixture of my saliva and his own excitement.

I'm spread open for him, completely exposed, my body trembling with anticipation.

"Look at you," he hisses, one large hand stroking his cock while the other traces the slick folds of my sex.

"All wet and ready for this big, black cock."

I nod helplessly at his words, my hips instinctively lifting toward him.

Dre and Malik flank the lounge chair, their hands roaming over my body – Dre's fingers pinching my nipples while Malik's hand splays across my stomach, holding me down.

"Please," I whisper, beyond shame now, beyond anything but raw need. "Please, fuck me."

Lucas smiles, that predatory grin that makes my insides clench with desire. He positions his cock at my entrance, the thick head parting my lips. The sensation is other worldly, a pressure so intense it borders on pain, yet promises such pleasure if I can manage to take it that I can barely breathe.

"Take a deep breath," he instructs, as if reading my mind, his voice low and sexy in a way that vibrates through me.

I obey, filling my lungs just as he pushes forward, breaching me in one powerful thrust.

The breath is sucked from my lungs in a strangled cry as he stretches me beyond anything I've ever experienced. The initial feeling is hard to describe, but it’s a delicious pain that quickly transforms into mind-numbing, blissful pleasure as my body adjusts to accommodate his impressive size.

"Holy fucking shit," I gasp, my back arching off the lounge chair. My fingers grip the edges so tightly my knuckles turn white. "Oh my god, you're so big. Fuck…"

Lucas groans, holding still to let me adjust, his thickness pulsing inside me.

"Damn, you're tight as hell," he says through clenched teeth. "Your husband must not be giving it to you regularly. Either that or he must have a pencil for a dick."

I grin.

“Both,” I whisper.

The three men chuckle, and I should feel offended on Tim's behalf or at least not be joining in on the ribbing, but all I feel is the intoxicating fullness of Lucas inside me, stretching me in ways Tim never could.

The comparison heightens my arousal, making my inner walls clench around Lucas's invading length.

"That's it," Lucas says, feeling my body's response. "Take it all for me, baby."

He begins to move, slow, deep strokes that have me gasping with each thrust. His hands grip my hips, fingers digging into my flesh as he slams me back toward his cock.

I think I’m in love…

“AVA! WHAT THE FUCK?!”

The love fest comes to a screeching halt, right as it was getting good.

I turn my head and see Tim walking across the property towards us.

Tim. My husband.

Who apparently…is no longer occupied.


Chapter 6

My heart stops, then immediately begins thundering in my chest at double time. Tim's face is a bright red mask of shock and betrayal as he approaches, his eyes wide and wild in the blue glow of the pool lights.

"Tim," I gasp, suddenly hyper aware of my position—spread-eagled on a lounge chair with Lucas still buried deep inside me and two other men hovering nearby.

I look back down between my legs and stare at the big, black cock that’s halfway to my belly button. I wiggle a little on it and feel a chill go down my spine.

God, that’s sexy…look at that thing…

Lucas doesn't immediately withdraw. Instead, he gives one slow, deliberate thrust that makes me bite back a moan despite the situation. His eyes lock with Tim's, a silent challenge passing between them.

"What the actual fuck is going on here?" Tim demands, his voice crackling with emotion.

He stops a few feet away, seemingly unable to come closer, as if proximity would make this nightmare more real.

I should feel ashamed…or guilty, or something. I should be scrambling to cover myself, to apologize, to beg forgiveness.

But something unexpected happens instead—a surge of defiance rises within me.

"What does it look like, Tim?" I say, my voice is steadier than I expected. "I'm getting fucked. Actually fucked. For the first time in, I don't know how long."

Tim's mouth opens and closes, his face cycling through emotions—shock, hurt, anger, and something else…something I can't quite identify.

"Ava, you…you can't be serious," he sputters. "This is…absolute…this is absolutely fucking insane, Ava!"

Lucas finally, slowly pulls out of me, the sensation making me gasp.

He stands to his full height, towering over Tim, his massive cock still glistening with my arousal.

"Look, man," Lucas says, his voice calm and commanding. "We don’t want to have this turn into a whole thing, so just take it easy. Your wife needs this. Alright? Be cool and you can stay. If not, we can kick your ass out. Either way, she’s staying here and getting fucked all night long. Got it?"

Tim stands frozen. I can see the conflict written across his features—anger warring with something else, something I've never seen before.

"Tim," I say, my voice softening slightly as I prop myself up on my elbows. "You've been ignoring me all day. All weekend. Hell, for months now."

Lucas stands confidently beside me, completely unbothered by his nudity. Dre and Malik flank him, a great wall of sculpted ebony muscle between me and my husband.

"You can't seriously expect me to just…just sit here and watch this," Tim says, but his voice lacks conviction. His eyes keep darting between my spread legs and Lucas's impressive manhood.

"Then don't watch," Dre says with a shrug. "Go back to your phone."

"Or stay," Lucas adds, his hand sliding possessively along my inner thigh. "Your choice."

Tim takes a hesitant step forward, then stops. I notice something I didn't expect in a million years—a visible bulge in his shorts.

"Tim?" I whisper, my eyes widening slightly. "Are you? Oh. My. God. Are you turned on by this?"

His face flushes deeper, confirming my suspicion. Lucas notices too, a slow smile spreading across his face.

"Well, well," Lucas says, "Looks like Timmy likes it. He’s excited to see his wife stuffed with black cock."

I should be horrified, embarrassed…something. But instead, I feel a fresh surge of wetness between my thighs.

"Is that true?" I ask.

Tim's eyes meet mine, filled with confusion and unmistakable lust. He swallows hard.

He looks away.

"I…I don't know," he admits, the words seeming to cost him something. "This is crazy, Ava."

I smile.

“No it’s not,” I say, suddenly emboldened by this unexpected development. I drop to my knees in front of the three studs, never breaking eye contact with Tim. He can deny it all he wants with his words, his demeanor is telling a whole different story.

The true story.

"It's not crazy at all," I say, my voice taking on a sultry tone I barely recognize. "It's exactly what we both need."

I reach out, taking Lucas's thick shaft in my hand, stroking him slowly as Tim watches.

"Come here," I tell Tim, my eyes locked with his.

He hesitates, then takes one step forward. Then another. Like a man in a trance, he approaches until he's standing just a few feet away.

"You like watching me with them, don't you?" I ask, my hand still working Lucas's impressive length. "Tell the truth."

Tim's breathing is shallow, his eyes dark with conflicting emotions. "I…I shouldn't be…"

"But you do," Lucas interjects, his voice deep and knowing. "We can all see it, man."

Tim doesn't deny it. His eyes are fixed on my hand as it glides up and down Lucas's shaft.

"Sit down," I command, nodding toward a nearby chair. "Watch what you've been missing."

To my surprise, and perhaps, maybe even his own, Tim obeys. He lowers himself onto the pool chair. His erection struggles against his shorts, impossible to hide.

I turn my attention back to the three magnificent men standing before me.

With Tim watching, I feel a new surge of power, of liberation. I take Lucas into my mouth again, moaning around his thickness as Malik positions himself behind me.


Chapter 7

I feel Malik's hands on my hips, positioning me as I continue working Lucas with my mouth. The warm night air caresses my exposed skin, and I'm hyper aware of Tim's eyes on me, watching his wife on her hands and knees between three naked black men.

"You ready for this cock?" Malik asks, his voice husky with desire as he rubs his impressive length along my soaking folds.

I release Lucas with a wet pop, looking over my shoulder at Malik.

"God, yes," I moan, pushing my hips back in invitation.

Tim shifts in his seat, his breathing audible even over the music. I catch his eye as Malik begins to push inside me, stretching me in a delicious burn that makes my toes curl.

"Fuck," I gasp as Malik sinks deeper, filling me completely. His cock feels different from Lucas's—slightly more curved, hitting spots inside me that make my vision blur at the edges.

Lucas grips my hair, guiding my mouth back to his cock as Malik begins a steady rhythm behind me. The dual sensation of being filled at both ends sends sparks of pleasure racing through every nerve ending in my body.

"Look at your wife," Dre says to Tim, his hand stroking his own length as he watches the scene unfold. "Taking black cock like she was born for it."

Tim makes a strangled sound, part protest, part moan. His hand moves to adjust himself through his shorts, and I feel a perverse thrill knowing he's aroused by my infidelity.

Malik's pace increases, his hips slapping against my ass with each powerful thrust. The sound of skin on skin fills the night air, punctuated by my muffled moans around Lucas's thickness.

"That's it, take it," Malik growls, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to leave marks. "Fuck, this pussy is so tight."

I hollow my cheeks, sucking Lucas deeper as Malik pounds into me from behind. The position is obscene, degrading even, and yet I've never felt more alive, more desired, more whole than I do in this moment.

Tim watches, transfixed, as I’m used like a toy between these powerful men. His hand has now slipped inside his shorts, and I can tell he's stroking himself as he watches.

"Your husband's jerking off," Lucas says with a dark chuckle, his thumb brushing my cheek as I work his length. "He likes seeing you like this. Being a good little slut for us."

The words should offend me, but instead, they send a fresh wave of heat through my core. I am being a slut. An unfaithful slut. And I love it.

Malik suddenly pulls out, leaving me empty and while I suck and lick around Lucas's shaft.

"My turn," Dre says. He moves behind me, his cock even thicker than Malik's. I can feel the weight of his head pressing against my entrance, stretching me further than I thought possible.

"Goddamn," Dre groans as he pushes inside, his hands gripping my waist with bruising force. "This pussy is fucking incredible."

I moan loudly. My body trembles as Dre begins to thrust, each movement sending jolts of pleasure radiating through me. The fullness is overwhelming, bordering on too much, but my body accepts him eagerly, wetness dripping down my thighs.

From the corner of my eye, I can see Tim. He's furiously stroking himself now, his shorts pushed down to his knees, his eyes glazed with lust as he watches me being taken. The sight of him pleasuring himself while watching me with these men adds more power to my already overwhelming arousal.

Dre's rhythm is different from Malik's—slower but more powerful, each thrust deliberate and deep. The sensation of his thick cock dragging against my walls has me teetering on the edge of climax.

Lucas pulls out of my mouth, his hand replacing my lips as he strokes himself inches from my face.

"Shit, this pussy is too damn good. I can’t hold it, you ready for this cum baby?" he asks, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

"Yes," I gasp, my voice hoarse from taking him so deep. "Please."

Dre's pace increases behind me, his hands gripping my hips harder, anchoring me in place as he pounds into me with abandon. The slap of skin on skin grows louder, more frantic, as he approaches his release.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," Dre growls, his voice strained and deep.

Lucas positions himself in front of me again, his hand working his shaft with quick, purposeful strokes. Malik moves to my side, his cock level with my face alongside Lucas.

I'm surrounded, overwhelmed by their masculine presence, the musky scent of their arousal filling my senses. My body trembles as Dre hits that perfect spot inside me with each powerful thrust.

"Look at your husband," Lucas commands, his voice thick with lust. "Look at him watching you."

I turn my head slightly, my eyes finding Tim's. He's completely gone now, lost in his own pleasure as he watches me being used by these men. His hand moves frantically on his shaft, his eyes wide and glazed. He doesn't even look embarrassed anymore—just consumed by lust.

The sight of his undisguised arousal pushes me over the edge.

My orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, my inner walls clenching rhythmically around Dre's thickness as waves of pleasure radiate outward from my core.

I cry out, the sound echoing across the water of the lake as my body convulses between the men.

"Fuck, she's cumming," Dre groans, his pace becoming erratic as my pussy pulses around him. "Shit, I can't hold it—"

With a guttural roar, he slams into me one final time, his cock pulsing as he empties himself deep inside me.

The warmth of his release triggers another smaller orgasm that has me seeing stars, my arms nearly giving out beneath me.

Before I can catch my breath, Malik grabs my hair, angling my face toward him as his hand works furiously along his shaft.

"Open your mouth," he commands, his voice strained.

I obey instantly, my lips parting as the first rope of his hot cum lands on my tongue. The second and third streak across my cheek and lips, marking me as his, or theirs.

Who cares? Cum on your face and inside you? This is so hot…

“My turn,” Lucas growls, positioning himself behind me. I can feel Dre’s warm seed leaking down between my thighs. Is Lucas going to…

Oh my god, yes!

Lucas slides into me with one powerful thrust, his thick cock pushing Dre's cum deeper inside me. The sensation of being filled again so soon after my intense orgasm makes me cry out, my oversensitive walls clenching around this new invasion.

"Holy shit," I whimper, my voice breaking as Lucas begins to move. "It's too much…"

But even as I say it, my body contradicts my words, pushing back against him, eager for more.

The obscene squelching sounds of his cock moving through Dre's release fill the night air, a lewd soundtrack to my complete surrender.

"Keep looking at your husband," Lucas commands again, his hand tangled in my hair, forcing my head up.

Tim's eyes are even more wild now, his hand moving ever more frantically on his cock as he watches Lucas take me from behind.

There's something different in his expression—beyond lust, beyond shock. Something like... acceptance? Revelation?

"You like watching your wife get fucked by big, black cock, don't you?" Lucas taunts, his thrusts becoming harder, more deliberate with each word. "Say it, Tim. Tell her you like it."

I don't expect Tim to respond. But to my shock, he nods.

"Yes," Tim whispers, his voice thick with emotion. "I…do. I like it."

The admission sends another flood of heat through me, and I moan as Lucas hits that perfect spot inside me.

"Say it louder," Lucas demands, his fingers digging deeper into my hips, marking me as his. "Tell your wife how much you love seeing her with real men."

Tim's breathing quickens, his hand still working his modest length as he locks eyes with me.

"I love it," he says, louder this time, his voice cracking with emotion. "I love seeing you like this, Ava. You look so hot, baby."

His words hit me like a physical force, unlocking something deep inside me. This isn't just about sex anymore—it's about discovery, about Tim and I finding a new dimension to our relationship I never knew existed.

Lucas pounds into me relentlessly, his thick shaft stretching me beyond anything I've ever experienced. The feeling of being so completely filled, so thoroughly taken, combined with Tim's confession, pushes me toward another climax.

"You gonna cum again for me?" Lucas growls, his pace increasing as he senses my building orgasm. "Cum on this black cock while your husband watches."

"Yes," I gasp, my arms giving out as I collapse onto my elbows, ass still raised high for Lucas's pleasure. "Oh god, yes!"

The orgasm hits me like a freight train, more intense than the first. My vision blurs at the edges again, my entire body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash through me. I'm vaguely aware of screaming, of Lucas's grip tightening on my hips as my inner walls clench around him rhythmically.

"Fuck," Lucas growls, his voice strained as he fights against my body's grip. "I'm gonna fill this pussy up too."

With a final, powerful thrust, he buries himself to the hilt inside me, his cock pulsing as he adds his release to Dre's.

The warmth of their combined seed filling me triggers yet another small aftershock of pleasure that has me whimpering and trembling beneath him.

As Lucas slowly withdraws, I feel their combined release dripping down my thighs. I collapse fully onto the lounge chair, my body spent and satisfied in ways I never knew possible.

Tim approaches slowly, his own hard on still raging in his hand. But his eyes are different now—still glazed with lust, but there's something else there too. A kind of acceptance, maybe even gratitude.

I smile while I contemplate his reward for being such a good boy.


Chapter 8

I lie there, catching my breath, my body still humming with pleasure. The cool night air feels refreshing against my overheated skin, making me shiver slightly as it dries the sweat on my body.

Tim stands there looking at me.

"Come here," I beckon to him, my voice ragged from exertion and from taking Lucas so deeply in my throat.

Tim approaches hesitantly, his erection still straining in his hand. The contrast between him and the three magnificent specimens of manhood surrounding me is stark.

Tim's pale, slightly soft body against their chiseled ebony perfection. Yet there's something touching about his vulnerability, the way he's accepted this new dynamic between us.

"You were such a good boy," I tell him, the words coming naturally now. "Watching me get fucked by these real men. Did you enjoy the show?"

Tim nods, his eyes dark with desire as they roam over my naked, cum-splattered body. I can see his hand trembling as he continues to stroke himself, his movements becoming more urgent.

"Tell me what you want," I command, surprised by how easily this dominant role comes to me now.

Just hours ago, I was frustrated and neglected, begging Tim for attention. Now I'm the one in control, even as I lie here marked and claimed by three other men.

"I want..." Tim struggles to find the words, his face flushed with a mixture of shame and arousal. "I want to cum on you."

Lucas chuckles behind me, his large hand coming to rest possessively on my thigh.

I lift an eyebrow, a smile playing at the corners of my lips. This new Tim—this voyeuristic, submissive version of my husband—is someone I never knew existed beneath the surface of our comfortable, predictable marriage.

"Well, then," I purr, shifting on the lounge chair to present my breasts to him. They're already marked with handprints from Lucas and Dre, light bruises beginning to form where they squeezed and pinched. "Come closer."

Tim steps forward, his eyes fixed on my chest, his hand working frantically over his modest length. The three men position themselves around us—Lucas standing behind Tim with an amused smirk, Dre and Malik flanking me on either side of the lounge chair.

"Look at him," Malik says, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Man can't even fuck his own wife, but he sure loves watching us do it."

There's a strange freedom in this new dynamic. This honest acknowledgment of what we both apparently need is thrilling beyond words.

"That's right," I say, my eyes locked with Tim's as he continues to stroke himself. "You love watching, don't you? Seeing your wife filled with their big, black cocks."

Tim's breathing grows more ragged, his hand moving faster. I arch my back slightly, presenting my breasts more prominently.

They're flushed pink from the attention they've received, my nipples still hard and sensitive.

"Go ahead," I encourage him, my voice soft yet commanding. "Cum on me, Tim. Cum on my tits.”

I squeeze my breasts together and offer them out to him.

With a strangled groan, Tim's body tenses. His release spurts onto my offered breasts, thin ribbons of white against my flushed skin.

It's less impressive than the loads the other men delivered, but I find myself turned on by it anyway, the way his face contorts with pleasure and relief.

"Good boy," I whisper as he finishes, his legs trembling with the force of his orgasm.

Tim collapses onto a nearby chair, his chest heaving, eyes wide like he's just experienced some kind of spiritual awakening.

The contrast between his modest contribution and the copious amounts of seed leaking from between my thighs is stark, but I feel no disappointment—only a strange new completeness.

“Fuck,” I whisper. “That was so hot…”


Chapter 9

The first rays of sunlight filter through the blinds, painting golden stripes across the bed where I lie wrapped in cool, unfamiliar sheets.

My body aches in the most delicious ways, muscles I'd forgotten I even had are protesting as I stretch cautiously.

The events of the previous night flood back in a rush of vivid sensory memories—hands gripping my hips, the taste of Lucas on my tongue, the sound of skin slapping against skin, and Tim's eyes watching it all.

I turn my head to find Tim sleeping beside me, his face relaxed in a way I haven't seen in years.

We'd stumbled back to our rental house sometime before sunrise, exhausted and thoroughly spent after hours of debauchery by the pool.

My skin still bears the evidence—light bruises in the shape of fingerprints on my hips and thighs, a pleasant soreness.

Tim stirs beside me, his eyelids fluttering open. For a moment, confusion clouds his features, then recognition dawns and a flush creeps up his neck.

"Morning," I whisper, my voice still raspy from last night's activities.

"Morning," he replies, eyes darting around the room. “Did that really happen last night?”

"Yes," I whisper, a secret smile playing on my lips. "Every last bit of it."

Tim's face goes through a kaleidoscope of emotions—embarrassment, arousal, confusion, and finally, a kind of acceptance.

He reaches out tentatively, his fingertips tracing one of the purple marks on my collarbone.

"Are you...okay?" he asks, his voice thick with concern and something else I can't quite place.

I stretch again, cataloging the pleasant aches throughout my body.

My thighs are sore, my jaw still feels the phantom stretch of Lucas's girth, and between my legs is a delicious tenderness that reminds me with every slight movement of what I experienced.

"I'm better than okay," I admit, surprising myself with my honesty. "I feel...alive."

Tim's hand continues its gentle exploration, trailing down to my breast where faint fingerprints mark the soft flesh. His touch is different now—reverent, almost worshipful.

"I've never seen you like that before," he says softly. "You were so…free. So…it was amazing."

Sexy…

The sincerity in his voice makes my heart swell.

For all the wild debauchery of last night, this moment feels more intimate somehow—this quiet acknowledgment of a new dimension to our relationship.

"I never would have imagined you’d like it…watching me like that," I say carefully, turning onto my side to face him fully.

Tim's cheeks flush an even deeper shade of red, his eyes dropping to the sheet between us.

"I didn't know either," he admits. "I mean, I never thought…" He trails off, searching for words.

"You never thought what?" I finish for him.

He nods, finally meeting my gaze again.

"That I'd…enjoy it so much. Or be so…ok with it."

I can't help the small smile that forms on my lips. There's something endearing about his vulnerability, his willingness to acknowledge this new side of himself.

"I liked you watching, like really, really liked it," I confess, my voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Knowing you were there, seeing everything...it made it even hotter."

Tim's breathing quickens slightly, his pupils dilating as he shifts closer to me on the bed. His hand becomes more deliberate in its exploration, cupping my breast fully now.

"Would you do it again?" he asks, his voice barely audible.

The question hangs between us, loaded with implication. I consider it, searching his face for any sign of reluctance or discomfort. But all I see is genuine curiosity and arousal.

"Yes," I answer honestly. "I would. Would you want me to?"

Tim swallows hard.

"I think I would. Is that crazy?"

I reach down and grab his hard cock in my hand and start pumping his shaft. I lean up and whisper in his ear.

“I don’t think it’s crazy at all,” I whisper as I nibble on his ear lobe, causing his neck to break out in gooseflesh. “I think it’s a great way to spend the rest of our weekend here…don’t you?”

Tim gulps and nods as I start to jack him harder.

I start to tease him. I whisper all the dirty things I’m going to let my new BBC boy toys do to me tonight. All the things I’m going to make Tim watch.

Before I know it, he’s squirting into my hand uncontrollably. I watch his white seed spill over the top of my hand, coating my fingers.

This is turning out to be a pretty damn good weekend after all.

Funny how things work sometimes.

THE END


Ocean
Breeze
A Hotwife Vacation Romance

Chapter 1

The first thing Lena noticed when they stepped onto the resort grounds was the breeze. Warm, salty, just enough to kiss her skin and remind her she was somewhere dangerous. Somewhere designed for indulgence.

She squeezed Mark’s hand. Twelve years married. Longer than most. And here they were once again, standing on the sun-bleached planks of a private beach retreat, the weight of anticipation thick between them.

Mark put their bags down, taking it all in. He was tall, broad, and had just the right amount of silver in his beard.

He turned to Lena, his sharp, assessing eyes drinking her in. The white sundress. The deep tan. The way she never wore a bra at resorts like this.

“You feel it, don’t you?” he said.

Lena didn’t answer right away. She let the silence linger. Instead, she moved closer, pressed up against him, letting his body feel exactly how much she felt it.

She smirked.

“You know it babe. I always feel it.”

They’d been coming here for years. Not every year, but often enough. And always for the same reason.

This wasn’t some blatant swingers’ resort. Not exactly. There were no designated play areas, no over-the-top, try-hard hedonism. No cheap buffets packed with sloppy couples and forced flirtation.

This place was elegance and discretion. The kind of place where things happened. But if and only if you knew how to play the game.

And Mark and Lena? They knew the rules by heart:

●           Oceanfront villas, separated enough for privacy but not isolation.

●           A bar where eye contact meant everything.

●           A beach that sparkled in the moonlight, perfect for stolen moments that felt forbidden even when they weren’t.

This was their sanctuary. And this trip? This trip would be different.

Mark had hinted at it for months. Something new. Something they’d never done before. A new way to push things further.

Lena wasn’t sure how far they had left to go. They’d done it all. The flirting, the teasing, the seductions and secret rendezvous. She’d spent more nights tangled in strangers’ sheets than she could count but always with Mark’s blessing. Always with his hunger and encouragement driving her forward.

So what could possibly be next? She had a guess, but she didn’t want to be disappointed.

She glanced at him now, watching the way he watched her. The way he always did. Possessive. Adoring. Calculating.

“What’s your plan?” she asked finally.

Mark reached for her, traced a slow, lazy line along her collarbone. A promise. A warning.

“This time,” he said, voice low, “you’ll just have to wait and see.”

Lena’s pulse jumped.

Mark smiled. Because he knew exactly what that did to her.

“I’ll do my best,” Lena said, teasing a breath into Mark’s ear before slipping out of his grasp. She tossed a glance over her shoulder, just enough to catch his crooked grin, and then she was off, sandals clicking against the planks as she headed toward the reception hut to check in.

…

Their villa was perched on a small dune, surrounded by whispering palms and the gentle cadence of waves. Inside, the air was cool and sweet with the scent of hibiscus. Light spilled in through wide glass doors, caressing soft angles of bleached wood and cloud-like linens.

Lena dropped her bag near the entrance and moved to the terrace. She leaned against the railing, watching Mark approach from a distance. He walked like he always did here, like he owned everything his gaze touched. That always drove her wild. She loved that about him. Somewhere beneath her skin, Lena felt herself begin to unravel.

“Lovely as ever,” Mark said as he joined her, eyes sweeping over the view before settling back on her face.

“Maybe even better,” Lena replied.

He pulled her close again, claiming her mouth with a kiss that tasted like salt and sun and promises yet to be made. Lena melted into it for a moment before catching herself and pulling away with a playful shove.

“I’m going for a swim,” she said. “And I’m going to pretend I don’t care what you have planned.”

Mark laughed, a deep sound that rumbled like a summer thunderstorm off in the distance.

“Good luck with that,” he shot back, watching her as she slipped off her dress and left it fluttering over a chair.

What Lena didn’t know was this: Mark had planned something big. Huge in fact. It was something Lena had always wanted but never gotten the chance to experience.


Chapter 2

The sun dipped lower, casting the beach in a warm, golden haze. Lena drifted on her back, letting the tide tug at her body.

The water was soft and alive, lapping at her skin like the tongues of her past, extra-curious lovers.

She squinted up at the sky, trying to let her mind go blank. Trying not to wonder what Mark was plotting.

They’d played games before. He’d set up encounters, orchestrated their desires with precision that left her breathless. But this time he was holding his cards close, and it thrilled her – almost as much as it unnerved her. What could it be?

Mark watched her, a wry smile on his face. He was pretty sure she was going to flip. She was going to love it.

They’d had a lot of adventures in this lifestyle together. Many wild nights. Trips to various clubs all around the globe. They’d shared a lot. And simply put: Mark had watched his wife take a lot of dick. A lot.

But never a BBC.

He knew it was a thing for her. A fantasy she’d hinted at, but never chased. Maybe because he hadn’t pushed. Maybe because they both thought it was something better left unexplored. But this time, Mark had decided: why not go all the way? Why not give her the one thing she hadn’t had?

He glanced back up the beach and saw her coming out of the water. She moved like the former dancer she was, all fluid lines and careless grace. Her hair clung to her shoulders, and when she got close enough, he could see the tiny goosebumps on her arms.

“Cold?” he asked.

“Excited,” she shot back, wrapping a towel around herself. “What’s first? Dinner at the bar?”

“Something like that,” Mark said, trying to play it coy. He’d planned it all out. Found the guy and booked his accommodations at the resort. Airfare and everything. He had gotten there before they arrived and was already waiting to pounce on the lovely Lena as soon as Mark gave him the signal.

Lena caught the gleam in Mark’s eyes as they headed to the villa to freshen up. He was enjoying this, the anticipation. And she was too, though it drove her crazy. The not-knowing. The wondering. But that was part of the thrill, wasn’t it? The delicious torment of uncertainty.

They dressed for dinner – Lena in a low-cut, emerald dress that played off her skin and Mark’s imagination.

He couldn’t stop staring as they made their way to the bar, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back.

The bar was dimly lit, with candles flickering on tables and soft music that hummed just beneath conversation. Couples nestled close together, some already catching Lena’s eye with lingering looks.

Mark ordered drinks while Lena scanned the room, searching every face for a hint of Mark’s scheme.

A couple near the window seemed interested; they whispered and smiled at Lena in a way that promised possibilities. But there was also a man at the far end of the bar - tall, with deep brown skin and eyes that captured hers with an intensity that sent a shiver through her body.

She let her gaze linger on him a moment too long. He smirked, like he knew something she didn’t.

The server brought their drinks – a mojito for Lena and an Old Fashioned for Mark – and Lena leaned in close enough to feel Mark’s breath catch.

“Are you going to tell me?” she asked.

“No,” he said simply, but his eyes betrayed his excitement.

Lena took a sip of her drink, letting its cool sweetness spread through her before glancing back toward the tall man at the bar. He was still watching her, a quiet confidence in his posture. She felt a jolt in her stomach, a recognition that she couldn’t yet name.

Mark saw where she was looking and grinned.

“Curious?”

“Maybe,” Lena said, feigning nonchalance. But inside, something was heating up, unfurling like a long-held secret.

“Let’s eat first,” Mark suggested. “There will be time enough for all that. Let’s make sure we have some energy to sustain us, huh?”

He slid a menu across the table to Lena.

She pretended to study it, but her mind was elsewhere. It danced around the evening, around the man at the bar who still held her in his gaze. She felt Mark’s eyes on her too, amused and knowing.

They ordered: grilled lobster, mango salad, and a bottle of chilled white wine. Lena tried to focus on the food, on Mark’s easy conversation, but the anticipation was electric, sparking between them with every look.

“You’re not going to make me wait all night, are you?” Lena asked, setting down her fork with a playful pout.

“Impatient much?” Mark teased, but he was already glancing toward the bar. The man nodded back at him subtly – a pact sealed.

Lena’s heart fluttered and nearly skipped a beat as Mark stood up and offered her his hand.

“Come on,” he said. “I think it’s time for your surprise.”

She followed him through the softly lit room, feeling eyes on them from all directions. But she only cared about one pair – the ones waiting for them at the end of the bar.

“Lena,” Mark said when they reached him. “This is Daniel.”

Daniel didn’t miss a beat; he took Lena’s hand and brought it to his lips. They were warm and firm against her skin.

“I’ve heard a lot about you,” he said in a voice as smooth as velvet.

Lena blushed and glanced at Mark. “All good things, I hope.”

“Only good things, of course,” Daniel replied. He released her hand slowly, reluctantly.

The three of them stepped outside into the balmy evening.


Chapter 3

The air was thick with salt and heat and promise. Lena’s heart thudded an impatient rhythm. Mark had truly outdone himself this time.

They walked along the beach, the surf a whisper against their feet. The resort glowed behind them like a distant constellation, leaving the three of them in a world all their own.

“So,” Daniel said, falling into step beside Lena. “Mark tells me you’ve never been with a black man before.”

Lena glanced at Mark, her lips curving in a playful smile.

“No, never got the chance.”

“Well, that’s a shame,” Daniel said. “But at least we can do something about that tonight.”

Mark slipped his arm around Lena’s waist.

“I thought it was about time,” he said. “And what better setting?”

“I couldn’t agree more,” she said and kissed him on the lips.

The sand beneath them shifted from dry and warm to cool and damp as they neared the water’s edge. Moonlight dusted the waves in silver, and Lena felt lightheaded, as if she were floating between dreams.

“Where are we going?” she asked breathlessly.

“Just a bit further,” Mark promised.

Ahead of them, a cabana stood nestled among the dunes, its white curtains fluttering like ghostly wings in the breeze. It looked secluded, intimate – the perfect place for what Mark had planned.

Lena’s pulse quickened as they approached. She could feel Daniel’s presence beside her, magnetic and charged. The air between them seemed to crackle with potential.

Mark paused outside the cabana, turning to face Lena. His eyes were dark with excitement, with love, with something more primal that made Lena tremble inside.

“You ready?” he asked softly.

Lena nodded, her voice caught somewhere between fear and longing and thrill.

He kissed her then – deeply, possessively – before stepping aside to let Daniel take his place.

Daniel’s lips were different, not better, not worse. Just different. He kissed her like he wanted to taste every part of her, to savor each moment as it unfolded. Lena’s head spun, and she wasn’t sure if she was breathing. She didn’t care.

The curtains billowed around them as Mark led the way inside, switching on a small lamp that bathed the room in soft, amber light. A bottle of champagne rested in an ice bucket beside the bed, two glasses waiting.

Lena stood between them, breathless and trembling with anticipation.

“Is this what you hoped for?” Mark asked as he slipped the straps of her dress from her shoulders.

“It’s more,” Lena said, letting the dress fall to the floor.

She felt Daniel’s eyes on her body and a thrill shot through her like nothing she’d ever experienced.

Mark tugged off his shirt, then moved behind Lena, his hands exploring her skin as Daniel came closer. It was all surreal – a fantasy made real – and Lena could barely fathom it.

Daniel pulled his own shirt over his head and Lena reached out to touch him, tracing the lines of his chest with curious fingers. He was warm and solid like chiseled molten rock.

She caught Mark watching her face closely, gauging her reaction, and she smiled at him – a wicked, lustful smile that seemed to turn his own fire up.

Lena and Daniel moved together toward the bed, a tangle of limbs and lips and unbridled lust. Time blurred; everything did.


Chapter 4

Mark pulled up a chair in the sand and sat down.

“Aren’t you joining us?” Lena asked.

“I think I’ll just watch for now,” Mark said, “I don’t want to miss anything.”

Lena shivered, even though it was warm out. Daniel kissed her neck, his lips trailing fire over her skin. It sent a thrill through her, and she leaned back against him.

Mark poured himself a glass of champagne and settled in, eyes never leaving them. Lena felt the weight of his gaze, felt it almost like a touch on her shoulder. It sent chills all over her body.

Daniel’s hands were everywhere, mapping her body with expert precision. Lena gasped as he moved lower, his breath hot against her chest. Her body arched toward him instinctively, each new sensation sparking through her like a live wire.

She glanced at Mark, saw the hunger in his eyes as he watched them entwined on the bed. It drove her wild, knowing he wanted this as much as she did.

Daniel paused to look at her, his expression intense and full of promise.

“You ready?” he asked, his voice low and deep.

“God, yes,” Lena breathed. She ran her fingers through his hair and pulled him back to her. She could feel him smiling against her skin.

His mouth moved over her stomach, teasing and relentless. Lena writhed beneath him, overwhelmed by the sheer urgency of it all. She’d never felt anything like it – like she might come apart from wanting so much.

Mark shifted in his chair, the sand crunching softly beneath him. Lena caught his eye again and knew he was loving every moment of this.

She tugged at Daniel’s waistband with eager fingers, freeing him from his jeans. He was huge – everything about him was – and Lena’s pulse raced to impossible speeds.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, “such a big, black cock you have…”

Daniel smiled wickedly.

“You like it?” he asked.

“Yes,” Lena panted. “I love it.”

“Would you like to taste it?” he asked.

“I think she would, wouldn’t you, babe?” Mark interjected.

“Yes,” she said, her voice a shaky moan. “I want it.”

Daniel shifted onto his back, pulling Lena on top of him. She took him into her mouth, inch by inch, savoring the feel of him, the size of him. He groaned low in his throat, a sound that made her shiver with desire and lust and longing.

Her lips and tongue worked their way along Daniel’s shaft, relentless and eager. She focused on his reactions, every twitch and sigh and groan spurring her on. His hands tangled in her hair, guiding her with aching patience.

“Fuck,” Daniel growled, his voice rough with need. “You’re amazing.”

Lena smiled and took him deeper, feeling bold and wild and wicked.

“Look at you go,” Mark said from his chair, his voice tight with excitement. “You’re incredible.”

Lena glanced up to see him stroking himself through his shorts, watching them with rapt attention. It sent a thrill through her to know he was enjoying this so much.

She turned her focus back to Daniel, working him harder and faster until he was panting beneath her.

“Slow down, slow down, you’re gonna make me cum too fast” Daniel said with a breathless smile, pulling her up to meet his lips. He kissed her deeply before flipping her onto her back.

He hovered over her, a wicked grin stretching across his face.

Lena gasped as Daniel slid inside her – it was like nothing she’d ever felt before – stretching and filling her completely. She clawed at his back, overwhelmed by the size and girth of him. Her breath came in ragged bursts, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge.

Mark’s voice reached her through the haze.

“God, you look amazing,” he said, his words dripping with lust.

She turned her head to see him watching intently, his own desire plainly visible. It made her feel powerful and wanton and free.

Daniel set a relentless pace, driving into her with a rhythm that made Lena gasp and writhe beneath him. He filled her so completely she thought she might shatter from it.

“Jesus,” Daniel groaned. “You’re so damn tight.”

Lena could only moan in response, each stroke taking her higher and higher.

Daniel took her hands in his, pinning them above her head as he thrust harder, deeper. Lena cried out, lost in the pounding rhythm of his body against hers.

Mark stood, moving closer to the bed. He watched them from just a few feet away, his gaze burning into Lena’s skin. She shivered under its intensity.

She arched toward Daniel desperately, feeling the pressure build inside her to a breaking point. He held nothing back – pushing and grinding until she was right at the precipice.

“Come on, babe,” Mark urged. “Let me see you come.”

Lena shattered then, her back arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crashed through her like an electric storm. She screamed Daniel’s name; screamed Mark’s; caught somewhere between delirium and ecstasy.

Her muscles clenched around Daniel like a vise as she came again and again, dragging him over the edge.

He thrust into her with a ragged groan, filling her completely until he shuddered and spilled inside her.

Lena went limp beneath him, her whole body thrumming from the aftershocks. She turned her head to see Mark still watching them, his eyes dark with desire.


Chapter 5

Daniel eased out of her slowly, rolling onto his side. He was breathing hard but smiling – looking at Lena like she was his personal sex object. She loved that feeling.

Mark slipped out of his shorts and moved onto the bed. Lena’s pulse leapt in anticipation as he stretched out beside her.

She pulled him close, kissing him with fierce urgency. His hands roamed over her skin; she could feel how worked up he was, how much watching had affected him.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured against her mouth. “Seeing you with him – my goodness.”

Lena moaned as he pressed against her, hard and ready. She could still feel Daniel’s warmth inside her as Mark slid into her with a smooth, practiced stroke.

“Oh god,” she gasped. It was almost too much – too many amazing sensations at once – but she loved it.

Mark set a steady rhythm, moving in and out of her with sure, practiced precision. Lena wrapped her legs around him, nails digging into his shoulders. Every nerve ending was on fire.

Daniel watched them through dark eyes, still recovering but clearly eager for more.

Lena pulled Mark closer, losing herself in the feel of him. The combination of Mark inside her and Daniel now watching them was intoxicating, overwhelming.

“Oh god,” she gasped again, raising her hips to meet Mark’s thrusts. “Oh my god.”

Mark was relentless, driving into her with the same urgency he’d watched with earlier. She could see how much he’d wanted this, his skin slick with sweat as he moved above her.

“You feel so damn good,” he groaned, his voice full of wanting.

Daniel shifted next to them, his hand finding Lena’s breast. He pinched her nipple lightly, a wicked grin on his face as Lena cried out beneath them both.

Lena turned to Daniel, seeking his mouth with hers as Mark took her. He kissed her deeply, his tongue matching the rhythm of Mark’s thrusts.

Lena moaned against Daniel’s lips, overwhelmed again and again by everything – by Mark inside her and Daniel beside her and the way it all seemed to blur together into one wild tangle of heat and pleasure.

“Fuck,” Mark muttered through gritted teeth. “I’m gonna come.”

He drove into her with a ragged groan, filling her completely before pulling out and finishing his last spurts over Lena’s stomach.

She cried out at the sudden emptiness inside her, reaching for him desperately.

Daniel laughed and pulled Lena on top of him once more.

“You want more?” he teased.

“Yes,” Lena whispered. “Give me more of that big, beautiful black cock of yours…”

Daniel slid into her again, filling her inch by inch until she was moaning and gasping beneath him.

Mark watched them hungrily, catching his breath. He ran a finger through the mess on Lena’s stomach, tracing a line to where Daniel was buried deep inside her.

Lena bucked against Daniel, crazed with need.

“Fuck me,” she demanded.

He obliged with a rough thrust that made her whole body arch off the bed.

“Whatever you want, babe.”

She could barely get the words out between moans.

“Harder! Please!”

Daniel picked up the pace, his breath hot against her ear as he pounded into her. She felt every stroke like an electric shock, the pressure building inside her again – relentless, blinding.

“Look at you,” Mark said, kneeling beside them and stroking himself back to life. “Such a fucking slut.”

“Yeah, I’m such a fucking slut,” Lena cried. “You like that don’t you baby?”

She turned to him, eyes glazed with lust. Daniel was driving into her so hard it bordered on savage. She loved Mark more than she could ever express for giving her this experience.

“Come here,” she gasped at Mark.

He moved closer and she pulled him to her mouth, sucking him between ragged breaths as Daniel thrust wildly. Her lips and tongue worked in rhythm with her hips; Mark groaned and tangled a hand in her hair.

“Oh god,” Daniel growled. “You’re gonna make me come so hard again. This pussy is like velvet.”

“Yeah, fill her up again,” Mark said with a wicked grin. His lewd comment sent Lena crashing over the edge once more.

She screamed around Mark’s cock as wave after wave hit her with shattering force, her whole body clenching around Daniel.

He buried himself deep and groaned her name, spilling into her with a final, fierce thrust. Lena was shaking now, the intensity of it all consuming her entire being. She felt like she might fly apart from the pleasure.

Daniel pulled out slowly, collapsing beside her with a satisfied sigh. Lena turned to Mark, who was watching her with that same hungry look.

“You don’t stop, do you?” he said, grinning as he ran a hand through her hair.

“Not when it’s this good,” she replied breathlessly.

Mark watched her for a moment longer before sliding back between her legs. She could feel Daniel’s heat dripping from her as Mark eased in again, slick and firm.

Lena cried out at the delicious fullness. Her body felt so sensitive she thought she might come apart at the seams – but she wanted more. She always did.

Mark thrust into her slowly but deeply, skin slapping against skin as he filled her over and over again. She wrapped herself around him, nails raking down his back until he hissed with pleasure.

Daniel cleaned up and got ready to leave.

“I’ll catch up with you two later, back at your place.”

Mark grinned at him, still moving above Lena with long, deliberate strokes. “See you there.”

Lena watched Daniel dress through half-lidded eyes. She loved how he looked after – sated and smug, like he’d won some kind of prize. She felt like a prize.

Mark thrust into her with a hard, sudden snap.

“Stay with me,” he whispered.

“Oh god,” she panted, the quick burst pulling her attention back to him. “I’m here.”

He shifted slightly, changing the angle so every stroke hit just right. Lena’s whole body responded – hot and eager and alive. She knew exactly how much he liked that.

“Fuck,” Mark breathed in awe as she moved beneath him, hips rising to meet every thrust.

She felt wild and reckless, mindless with pleasure. The world narrowed to just them—the sound of skin on skin, the heat of their bodies tangled together in a frenzy.

“Lena,” Mark moaned. “You’re gonna make me lose it again.”

“Yes,” she gasped, urging him on with her hands and her voice and the way she squeezed around him each time he buried himself deep inside her.

She could feel it building again – another wave coming fast and fierce, threatening to pull her under. Mark was relentless, each stroke pushing her higher until…

She cried out loud and desperate as it crashed over her.

Mark’s rhythm faltered and then he was coming too, spilling inside her with hard, frantic thrusts that made everything explode all over again.

They collapsed together in a sweaty tangle of limbs. Lena couldn’t catch her breath, shaking and spent but still wanting more. Always wanting more.

Mark pulled out slowly, leaving her empty and aching for him. His eyes were dark with desire as he looked at her, like he was already thinking about getting her back to his place.

Lena shivered with anticipation. She pulled him close and kissed him deeply, tasting the salt of sweat on his lips.

“Head back to the villa for another round?” she whispered, her voice hoarse from moaning.

“Yes, let’s head back - I want to watch him fuck you some more.”


Chapter 6

Mark and Lena arrive back at the villa. Daniel was inside waiting for them. He sat on the couch, stroking his hard black cock.

Lena smiled to herself. Mark must have let Daniel know they were on their way back. Otherwise, Daniel had just been sitting there for who knew how long, stroking himself. Either way, Lena thought, it looked sexy as fuck. She was mesmerized by the sight.

“Mmm, hello sexy,” she said as they entered the living room, licking her lips as her hungry eyes watched Daniel.

“You like that?” Daniel asked, stroking himself faster and more sensually for her.

“God, I do. I could watch you do that all day,” she said as she got down on her hands and knees and began to crawl toward Daniel.

Mark stayed behind her, watching the seductive sway of her ass and licking his lips in anticipation.

As soon as she was close enough, Lena paused and watched up close. After she watched for a few moments, she opened wide and took Daniel into her mouth, sucking him in deep with a low moan. He groaned and tangled a hand in her hair, guiding her up and down his shaft as he leaned back against the couch.

“That’s it, just like that,” Daniel encouraged, his voice thick with desire.

Lena hollowed her cheeks and sucked even harder while Mark moved behind her, sliding a hand between her legs. She was soaking wet.

Mark grinned at how ready she was, wasting no time before plunging into her from behind. She cried out around Daniel’s cock, the sound vibrating through him.

“Fuck,” Daniel moaned. “You’re gonna make me come already.”

“Paint my face with it,” Lena said. “Give me that hot seed all over my slutty little face. Then I want you both to fuck me while it drips down my cheeks.”

Daniel watched with hooded eyes, his cock slick with Lena’s spit and twitching in her mouth.

She flicked her tongue over the tip and sucked him in even deeper, desperate to feel him lose control.

“Come for me,” she demanded around his shaft, barely able to get the words out as Mark thrust relentlessly behind her.

Daniel groaned loud and long, his whole body tensing before he exploded across Lena’s face. She moaned in pleasure as she felt the hot stripes of cum on her cheeks, sticky and thick.

“Fuck—yes,” she gasped. “Mmmmm.”

She could tell Mark was loving it as he got down behind her and slid inside.

“I’ll keep her warm for you,” Mark said, winking at Daniel whose half-hard cock was already springing back to life.

Lena was already falling apart with Mark inside her, head thrown back and eyes half-closed as she clung to the couch.

He slid slowly in and out, making her feel every inch while the slick mess on her face dripped down to her lips. She licked it up with a satisfied moan, loving the taste of Daniel as much as the feel of Mark.

“You love it, don’t you?” Mark said with a rough laugh. “You love being our little slut.”

“Yes,” Lena gasped shamelessly, pushing back against him. Mark’s words made her even hotter, more desperate. Her whole body felt like it was on fire.

She let herself get lost in it – the rhythm of his thrusts, the obscene noises their bodies made together. She wanted more, always more.

Daniel watched them from the couch, stroking himself back to full hardness. His eyes were locked on where Lena and Mark were joined.

“Get over here,” Mark said to him, his voice thick with lust. “I want to see you fuck her.”

Daniel came over, and the two men switched places. Mark held Lena open for Daniel as Daniel pushed inside her, his slick cock sliding deep.

Lena bucked wildly beneath him, loving the way they filled her again and again. “Yes,” she cried out. “Don’t stop.”

Mark was in front of her now, and she took him into her mouth eagerly. He tangled a hand in her hair, pulling her down hard on his shaft as he groaned in pleasure.

They moved together like that – Lena caught between them, coming apart at the seams as Mark spilled hot and thick inside her throat. She swallowed it all, moaning around him as she felt Daniel’s rhythm falter.

“Fuck…Lena,” Daniel gasped as he came again, his cock pulsing inside her.

She collapsed beneath them, shaking and spent but already hungry for more. Always more.

Lena always, always wanted more.

She smiled to herself. It was a good thing it was only the first day of what promised to be an insanely sexy vacation.

THE END


Ocean Heights:
Wife takes her first BBC 
at the beach and gets addicted

Chapter 1

I stepped onto the balcony, the salty breeze caressing my skin as I gazed out at the glittering ocean, shimmering like liquid diamonds in the late afternoon sun. The beach house was everything Mark had promised - a luxurious escape from our hectic lives back in the city. But as I stood there on the beachfront balcony in my sundress, hair blowing in the wind, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was missing.

The sound of the waves crashing against the shore filled my ears, drowning out the restless thoughts swirling in my mind. I closed my eyes, inhaling deeply. The scent of sunscreen and tropical flowers wafted up from the resort below, mingling with the briny air. I felt my shoulders relax as the tension I was holding seemed to melt right away.

When I opened my eyes again, I noticed a man emerging from the water. Droplets cascaded down his dark, muscular body as he made his way up the beach. My breath caught in my throat as I watched him, unable to look away. Heat bloomed low in my belly, a true hunger burned deep within. It was a sensation that, if I was being totally honest, I hadn't felt in far, far too long.

Guilt gnawed at me, but I couldn't deny the sudden spark of excitement. Maybe this vacation was precisely what I needed to reignite the passion in our marriage. As the stranger disappeared from view, I turned and headed back inside, my skin tingling with a newfound anticipation. I poured myself a glass of crisp white wine, savoring the cool liquid as it slid down my throat. The beach house suddenly felt too quiet, too empty.

I wandered through the airy rooms, trailing my fingers along smooth surfaces - marble countertops, plush velvet sofas, silky curtains billowing in the breeze. Everything was perfect, immaculate. Just like my life back home. So why did I feel so... unfulfilled?

The buzzing of my phone startled me from my trance. It was a text from Mark: "Stuck in meetings. Won't make it until tomorrow. Sorry, babe. Enjoy the sunset for me."

Disappointment washed over me, followed quickly by a flicker of resentment. A feeling that was becoming more and more common these days. I sent back a quick response, assuring him it was fine. But of course, it wasn't fine. I tossed the phone aside and gulped down the rest of my wine.

On impulse, I changed into my new bikini - a daring red number that left little to the imagination. I'd bought it hoping to surprise Mark, but now... well, why let it go to waste? I slipped on a thin cover-up and headed down to the beach, my heart racing with a mix of nervousness and exhilaration. What was I expecting to do once I got down there? I don’t know if I was totally sure in that moment.

The sand was still warm beneath my feet as I made my way to the water's edge. The sun was beginning to set, painting the sky in vibrant hues of summer orange and cotton candy pink. I let the waves lap at my ankles, relishing the cool, salty caress against my sun-warmed skin.

That's when I saw him again - the man from earlier. He was the lifeguard for our stretch of beach and he was even more striking up close, his ebony skin shining in the afternoon light. Our eyes met, and I very nearly fainted. He smiled, a flash of white teeth against full lips, and began walking towards me.

"Beautiful day, isn't it?" His voice was deep and rich, smooth like melted chocolate.

I nodded, suddenly feeling shy. "It is."

"I'm Derek," he said, extending his hand. As our palms touched, I felt a spark of connection that made my pulse quicken.

"Jenna," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Well, Jenna…hope you weren’t planning to go for a swim,” he checked his watch, “I’m off duty in about two minutes.”

I laughed nervously.

“Oh, no. Not today,” I stammered, “just enjoying the view.”

Derek smiled and nodded before turning to pack up his gear. I watched him as he moved, staring perhaps a little too long as a long-dormant fantasy from when I was much younger, suddenly bubbled to the surface. My mind raced back to one fateful night in college, a night that always had me wondering…what if?

I closed my eyes and started to think about that night when…

“Are you here alone?”

My eyes snapped open. Derek was all packed up, bag slung over his shoulder, lifeguard hoodie covering his chiseled torso. He was grinning at me, a hint of mischief and cocky bravado in his eyes. It came naturally to him.

My heart raced as I met Derek's intense gaze. "I...uh, my husband's joining me tomorrow," I replied, hating how flustered I sounded.

Derek's smile widened, a predatory glint in his eyes. "So you're all alone tonight then?" He stepped closer, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body, or perhaps it was inside me.

"That's a shame. A beautiful woman like you shouldn't spend the evening by herself."

I couldn’t believe it. Was he hitting on me?

I felt my cheeks turn red as Derek's words sank in. My heart thumped, torn between excitement and guilt. I knew I should politely excuse myself, head back to the beach house, and wait for Mark. But something held me there, my feet rooted firmly in the sand.

"I...I'm fine, really," I managed to stammer, even as my body betrayed me with a slight shiver of anticipation.

Derek's eyes roamed over me appreciatively, lingering on the curves barely concealed by my cover-up. "Are you sure about that?" he asked, his voice low and seductive. "Because I know all the best spots around here. I could show you a good time."

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "That's very kind, but I shouldn't..."

He stepped even closer, close enough that I could smell the intoxicating mix of sunscreen and masculine musk on his skin.

Whatever he was about to say next, he seemed to think better of and changed tracks.

“Fair enough,” he said with a smile. “But if you change your mind, or your husband gets delayed any longer, well…I’ll be around.”

Then he leaned in and whispered in my ear, “after all, what happens in Ocean Heights stays in Ocean Heights.”

Before I could respond to his not so subtle insinuation, he began walking away. Then he turned and looked over his shoulder and winked at me.

“Very nice to meet you, Jenna.”

I stood frozen in place, watching his perfect body as he strode confidently down the beach. My heart was still racing. His words echoed in my mind: "What happens in Ocean Heights stays in Ocean Heights."

The temptation was almost overwhelming. For a second I thought my body might betray me and start rushing after him to take him up on his offer. I closed my eyes, trying to steady my breathing, but all I could see was Derek's sculpted body, his intense gaze, the way his lips curved into that knowing smile. I shook my head, trying to clear the forbidden thoughts. Eventually, he disappeared off the beach and out of sight.

As I made my way back to the beach house, my mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The sand shifted beneath my feet, mirroring the unsteady ground I felt myself on. My skin still tingled where Derek's breath had danced across my ear.

I stumbled through the door, my legs unsteady. Grabbing another glass of wine, I sank onto the plush sofa, my body humming with a nervous energy. I tried to focus on Mark, on our marriage, but my mind kept drifting back to Derek. The way he looked at me, like he could see right through my carefully constructed facade. Like he knew exactly what I needed.

I drained my wine glass and poured another, hoping the alcohol would dull the ache of longing that had taken root deep in my core. But with each sip, my inhibitions lowered and my imagination ran wild.

What would it be like to give in? To let Derek's strong hands roam my body, to feel his lips on my skin? The forbidden nature of my fantasy bubbling back to the surface thrilled me and my mind drifted off to that night in college…

I closed my eyes, letting the memories of that long-ago college night wash over me. The thrum of bass from a nearby party, the heady mix of cheap beer and desire in the air. I remembered strong, black hands on my hips as big, full lips left a trail of fire down my neck. The thrill of the forbidden, of potentially crossing a line I'd never dared before.

But then…

My hand drifted lower, skimming over the thin fabric of my bikini bottoms. I knew I should stop, should push these thoughts away. But the wine had loosened my inhibitions.

I let my hand slip beneath the fabric, a soft gasp escaping my lips as I touched myself. My skin was flushed and tingling, every nerve ending alive with sensation. I imagined Derek's hands on me instead of my own, his muscular body pressing me into the soft cushions of the couch.

"Oh god," I moaned softly, my fingers working in tight circles.

In my mind, Derek's voice whispered dirty promises in my ear as he touched me. I arched my back, lost in the fantasy. My free hand came up to squeeze my breast through the thin material. Within seconds I was cumming and shaking on the couch from an earth-shattering orgasm.

As the last rays of the sun tucked themselves down behind the horizon line, exhaustion got the best of me and passed out in the living room, my hand still resting on my wet mound.


Chapter 2

I awoke to Mark's lips brushing softly against mine, the taste of coffee on his breath. Sunlight streamed through the beach house windows, casting a golden glow across my bare skin. I blinked slowly, memories of last night's fevered fantasies rushing back as consciousness returned.

"Good morning, sleepyhead," Mark murmured, his fingers tracing lazy circles on my exposed hip. "Looks like someone had a wild night."

Embarrassed, I took in my disheveled state - bikini askew, hair a tangled mess.

The lingering scent of arousal clung to my skin, a pungent reminder of my midnight indulgence. I shifted, acutely aware of the dampness between my thighs.

"I...I couldn't sleep in the bed," I stammered, avoiding Mark's knowing gaze. "Not without you, you know?"

His fingers continued their teasing journey along my curves, igniting sparks beneath my skin. "Mmm, I bet," he purred, a hint of amusement in his voice. "Care to share what had you so frazzled?" He raked his eyes over my body, my perky nipples poked out of my top.

Images of Derek's powerful body flashed once more through my mind - glistening ebony skin, rippling muscles, that cocky grin that promised sinful delights. I swallowed hard, guilt and desire warring within me.

"Just...restless thoughts," I managed, my voice still hoarse with a lingering arousal.

Mark's hand slid lower, dipping beneath the edge of my bikini bottoms. "Restless, huh? I can help with that."

I gasped as his fingers found my still-sensitive flesh, my body responding eagerly despite my conflicted emotions. As Mark's skilled touch rekindled my passion, I couldn't help but imagine darker hands exploring my curves, throwing gasoline on a fire that threatened to consume us both.

I arched into Mark's touch, a soft moan escaping my lips. His fingers danced expertly over my slick folds, stoking the embers of last night's fantasies into a roaring blaze. I clutched at his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin as pleasure coursed through me.

"God, Jenna," Mark breathed, his voice thick with desire. "You're so wet. What's gotten into you?"

I bit my lip, unable to confess the true source of my arousal. Instead, I pulled him into a fierce kiss, hoping to distract him from my guilty silence. Our tongues tangled as Mark's fingers continued their concentrated assault, bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

But even as I lost myself in the familiar comfort of my husband's touch, images of Derek flashed through my mind involuntarily. Those smoldering dark eyes, the way his muscles rippled as he moved, the raw power emanating from his tall frame. I imagined those large hands on my body, exploring every inch of me with possessive hunger.

My hips bucked against Mark's hand as the fantasy took hold. In my mind, it was Derek's thick fingers plunging into my depths, Derek's deep voice whispering dirty things in my ear. The taboo nature of my desires only heightened my arousal, pushing me rapidly towards climax.

"That's it, baby," Mark encouraged, misinterpreting the cause of my frenzied response. "Let go for me."

With a strangled cry, I shattered. Waves of pleasure crashed over me as my body convulsed, my inner walls clenching rhythmically around Mark's probing fingers. But it was Derek's name that echoed silently in my mind as I rode out the intense orgasm.

As the aftershocks subsided, I lay breathless and panting on the couch. Mark pressed tender kisses along my neck, murmuring words of love and adoration. Guilt gnawed at me, warring with the lingering sparks of forbidden desire that still danced beneath my skin.

What was happening to me? And how far was I willing to let these dangerous new cravings take me?

“Wanna head to the beach?” Marked asked with a smile.

My heart melted. When he was around and present enough, he was so kind, so selfless. Most men would be expecting something in return, but not Mark. Which of course made me want to return the favor even more. I reached up from the couch and pulled his pants down.

“Sure,” I said, “but first, let me take care of you.”

I opened my mouth and wrapped my fingers around his hard, fleshy pole. I took Mark into my mouth, savoring his familiar taste and scent as I worked my tongue along his shaft. His fingers tangled in my hair, guiding me gently as I bobbed my head. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking firmly as I took him deeper.

"God, Jenna," Mark groaned. "Your mouth feels amazing."

I hummed in response, the vibrations making him twitch against my tongue. As I pleasured my husband, unbidden thoughts of Derek crept into my mind once more. I imagined his larger, darker cock stretching my lips, filling my mouth completely. The kinky fantasy sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me.

Determined to focus solely on Mark, I redoubled my efforts. I swirled my tongue around his sensitive head before taking him to the back of my throat. Mark's hips bucked involuntarily as I suppressed my gag reflex, swallowing around him.

"Fuck, baby," he panted. "I'm close."

I pulled back slightly, wrapping my hand around his shaft as I sucked and licked at his tip. With a strangled groan, Mark found his release. I swallowed eagerly, milking every last drop from him as his body shuddered with pleasure.

When I finally released him with a soft pop, Mark pulled me up for a deep, passionate kiss. "You're incredible," he murmured against my lips.

As we broke apart, breathless and flushed, Mark's eyes sparkled with mischief. "Now, what do you say we go see about that beach...


Chapter 3

The beach was even more gorgeous than the day before as Mark and I enjoyed a wonderful day together. Derek was not on duty and soon, he’d almost completely disappeared from my thoughts as Mark and I sat on the beach together, laughing and enjoying some cold beverages as we soaked up the sun.

It was true bliss.

As the sun began to dip towards the horizon, painting the sky in those same vibrant hues of orange and pink, this time with a touch of fiery red, Mark suggested we head back to our beach house for dinner. I couldn't resist the allure of his proposition, especially when he whispered promises of a romantic evening in my ear.

Back at the house, Mark uncorked a bottle of red wine while I slipped into another sundress. The balmy evening air caressed my skin as we dined on the terrace, the sound of crashing waves providing a sensual backdrop to our increasingly flirtatious conversation.

With each sip of wine, I felt my inhibitions once again melting away as my mind drifted back to Mark’s arrival that morning.

“I’m so horny,” I whispered desperately. My hand shot up to cover my mouth when I heard my own words echo in my ear. Did I really just say that?

“What did you just say?” Mark asked with a wicked grin.

I felt a flush creep up my neck as Mark's eyes locked onto mine, glinting with mischief in the candlelight. The wine had loosened my tongue more than I'd realized.

"I...I said I'm horny," I repeated, my voice barely above a whisper. My heart raced as I admitted it aloud again.

Mark leaned in closer, his breath warm on my ear. "Tell me more," he urged. "What's got you so worked up, baby?"

Images from the past two days flashed through my mind - Derek's muscular ebony body glistening in the sun, the way his eyes had roamed over me. I squirmed in my seat, heat pooling low in my belly.

"I keep thinking about..." I trailed off, biting my lip.

"About what?" Mark pressed, his hand sliding up my thigh under the table.

I took a deep breath and decided to lie.

"About you," I lied, my voice shaky with forbidden desire. "About how much I want you right now."

Mark's eyes darkened as he stood, pulling me to my feet. Without a word, he led me to the bedroom, his grip on my hand firm and possessive. As soon as the door closed behind us, he pressed me against it, his lips crashing into mine with urgent need.

I melted into his embrace, my body responding to his aggressive touch. But even as Mark's hands roamed my curves, unlacing my sundress with practiced ease, thoughts of Derek's powerful physique once again flickered through my mind.

"Tell me what you want," Mark growled, trailing kisses down my neck.

The wine, the balmy night air, and my own pent-up desires conspired to loosen my tongue once more.

But I continued to lie.

“I just wanna get fucked…by you,” I said, grabbing his throbbing cock in my hand. “Fuck dinner, let’s just have each other.”

Mark's eyes blazed with desire as he scooped me up, carrying me to the bed. My sundress fell away, leaving me bare beneath him. His hands gripped my body hungrily as he kissed a trail down my neck, across my collarbone, between my breasts.

"God, you're so beautiful," he murmured against my skin.

I arched into his touch, desperate for more. As Mark's fingers slipped between my thighs, finding me already slick with arousal, I couldn't hold back a moan. He stroked me expertly, building the pleasure until I was writhing beneath him.

"Please," I whimpered. "I need you inside me."

Mark quickly shed his clothes and positioned himself between my legs. As he entered me in one smooth thrust, filling me completely, I cried out in ecstasy. He set a relentless pace, driving into me again and again.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, trying to pull him in deeper. The headboard banged rhythmically against the wall as our bodies moved together in perfect synchronicity. Mark's weathered but muscular form glistened with a sheen of sweat in the dim light, his face a mask of concentration and pleasure.

As the tension built inside me, bringing me closer and closer to the edge, still more images of Derek flashed through my mind. His dark, sculpted body. Those smoldering eyes raking over me. The way his swim trunks had clung to his impressive bulge.

"Oh god," I moaned, squeezing my eyes shut. The fantasy of Derek's large hands on my body, his full lips claiming mine, pushed me over the edge. I came with a cry, my inner walls clenching around Mark as waves of pleasure washed over me.

Mark followed soon after, groaning as he spilled himself inside me. As we lay tangled together in the afterglow, guilt kept pecking at me. I shouldn't be thinking of another man while making love to my husband. And yet...

"That was incredible," Mark murmured, pressing a kiss to my temple.

My body was still burning with desire. An unquenchable thirst had been awakened in me.

I flipped myself on top of Mark and straddled him, pressing my hands into his pecs.

“Fuck me again, I’m still so horny…”

Mark's eyes widened with surprise and desire as I straddled him, my body still thrumming with need. His hands gripped my hips as I began to rock against him, feeling him hardening beneath me once more.

"God, Jenna," he groaned. "You're insatiable tonight."

I leaned down to capture his lips in a searing kiss, my hair falling around us like a curtain. As I ground against him, I felt a reckless urge building inside me. The wine, the lingering arousal, the forbidden thoughts swirling in my mind - it all conspired to loosen my inhibitions further still.

I rode him hard to another orgasm and before I knew it, he was spilling inside me again filling me up with warm seed.

But it still wasn’t enough. After a few minutes of spooning, I was jerking his cock back to life.

“Ready for round three?” I whispered as I climbed back on top.

Mark's eyes widened with a mixture of surprise and excitement. "Damn, baby," he chuckled breathlessly. "What's gotten into you tonight?"

As I sank down onto him once more, taking him deep inside me, I bit my lip and closed my eyes. The pleasure was intense, but there was an ache, a hunger that still wasn't fully satisfied.

"I don't know," I moaned, beginning to move. "I just can't get enough."

My hips rocked faster, chasing that elusive high. Mark's hands held firmly to my body, cupping my breasts, squeezing my ass. But in my mind's eye, those hands were darker, larger...

"God, you feel so good," Mark groaned beneath me.

I leaned down, pressing my forehead to his as our bodies moved together.

"Fuck me,” I whispered, urging him on.

“Damn, Jenna - I can’t keep up with you,” Mark teased. “I’m gonna have to call for relief soon, I need some help with you tonight.”

I gulped as my pussy gripped his cock tighter at the thought, squirting more of my juices down his shaft. I rode him faster.

I felt his hands gripping tighter into my hips.

“Oh yeah? You like that idea, you dirty slut? You want me to bring someone else in to help me fuck you, huh?”

I felt his cock growing harder inside me as the lewd fantasy taking shape between us sent me into overdrive.

I gasped, my body shuddering with another intense wave of pleasure at Mark's words. The forbidden fantasy ignited a fire in my core, making me clench around him even tighter.

"Yes," I moaned, barely recognizing my own voice. "God, yes."

Mark's eyes darkened with lust as he thrust up into me with renewed vigor.

My mind raced with images - particularly a massive, long, dark cock stretching me in ways I'd only dreamed of. The wine, the arousal, and the taboo nature of our conversation broke down the last of my inhibitions.

"Tell me," he growled. "Tell me what you want, baby. Tell about the guy you want to help fuck you, I want you to be a perfect little slut for me."

I hesitated for just a moment before I could no longer hold the fantasy inside me. The timing was just right, the moment too perfect. It was now or never.

I leaned down, my lips brushing Mark's ear as I whispered breathlessly, "I want...I want to feel a big, black cock inside me."

The words hung in the air between us, electric and dangerous. I felt Mark's body tense beneath me, his fingers turning white on my hips. For a heart-stopping moment, I feared I'd gone too far.

But then Mark groaned, a primal sound of pure lust. His hips bucked up sharply, driving himself deeper inside me.

"Fuck, Jenna," he panted. "That's hot. Tell me more."

Emboldened by his reaction, I let the fantasy pour out of me as I rode him harder. "I want to feel his strong, dark hands all over my body. I want to wrap my lips around his thick shaft. I want him to stretch me open and fill me up completely."

Mark's eyes were wild with desire as he flipped us over, pinning me beneath him. He pounded into me relentlessly as he growled, "Is that what you want, baby?” You want to be fucked by a strong black man while I watch?"

Watch?

I hadn’t thought of something like that but the idea of Mark watching me cheat on him took the fantasy to a whole other dimension.

"Oh god, yes," I moaned, my mind spinning with the intoxicating new fantasy. The image of Mark watching as another man claimed me sent a jolt of electricity through my body. "I want you to see every inch of him disappearing inside me. I want you to watch as he stretches me open, filling me completely.

Mark's thrusts became more frantic, his breathing ragged. "Tell me more," he demanded, his voice husky with desire. "What else do you want him to do to you?"

Lost in the throes of passion, I let my deepest, darkest desires spill from my lips. "I want him to take me from behind while I suck your cock. I want to feel his strong hands gripping my hips as he pounds into me. I want...I want both of you inside me at once, stretching me to my limits."

Mark groaned, his body tensing above me. "Fuck, Jenna. You're such a naughty little slut. Is that really what you want? To be stuffed full of cock while I watch?"

"Yes!" I cried out, my body arching off the bed as another orgasm crashed over me.

The intensity of my climax took me by surprise, my body shuddering uncontrollably as waves of pleasure washed over me. Mark followed close behind, groaning as he spilled himself inside me once more.

As we lay together, finally spent and catching our breath, a mix of emotions swirled through me - exhilaration, arousal, and a tinge of guilt. I couldn't believe I'd just confessed my deepest, darkest fantasy to my husband. More than that, I couldn’t believe how much he was into it.

Mark brushed a strand of hair from my face, his eyes searching mine. "That was...wow," he said softly. "I had no idea you had those kinds of fantasies."

I bit my lip, suddenly feeling vulnerable. I decided to bend the truth just a little bit. "Neither did I, really. It just...came out."

He pulled me closer, pressing a kiss to my forehead. "It's okay, baby. I'm not upset. Actually, it was incredibly hot."

Relief washed over me as I snuggled into his embrace. "Really? You're not mad?"

Mark chuckled, his hand tracing lazy patterns on my back. "Not at all. In fact..." he paused, his voice taking on a playful tone, "maybe we should explore this fantasy of yours a bit more."

My heart skipped a beat. "What do you mean?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

He tilted my chin up, his eyes twinkling with mischief. "Well, we are on vacation. When in Rome, right? You know what they say, what happens in Ocean Heights stays in Ocean Heights."

I gasped, my body instantly responding to the implication. Less than 24 hours ago, Derek had said the exact same thing and suddenly this all felt like fate. Like the unseen forces of the universe were conspiring to make all this just so. And who was I to stand in their way?

"Mark, what are you saying...?"

"I'm saying," he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear, "that if this is something you really want to experience, I'm open to it. Under the right circumstances, of course. As a one time thing or whatever."

My mind raced with possibilities. Images of Derek's muscular, ebony body flashed through my thoughts once again. I squirmed against Mark, feeling a renewed surge of arousal.

"But where would we even find someone?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. Of course, I already had someone in mind.

Mark's hand slid down to cup my ass, giving it a firm squeeze. "I'm sure we could figure something out. I mean, who wouldn’t want to fuck you?”

I bit my lip and smiled as we held each other in a loving embrace. Eventually, we drifted off to sleep and I had the most vivid dreams about…well, I’m sure you can figure that one out.


Chapter 4

I awoke to an empty bed, sore and groggy, Mark’s multiple loads had grown crusty and dry between my legs. In the cold, sober light of day I found myself slightly embarrassed and more than a little worried I’d crossed some kind of line that Mark would hate me for.

I took a long, hot shower, scrubbing away the evidence of last night's indiscretions. As the steam swirled around me, memories flooded back - the things I said. How turned on Mark got by them. I thought of Derek too…a shudder went down my spine.

Wrapping myself in a fluffy white towel, I walked out to the balcony to let the sun continue to dry my skin. The ocean stretched endlessly before me, the rhythmic crash of waves matching the pounding of my heart. I spotted Mark down on the beach, setting up our umbrella and chairs. Even from this distance, I could see the tautness in his shoulders, the stiffness in his movements.

Anxiety churned in my stomach. Had I gone too far? Would things ever be the same between us?

I slipped on a conservative one-piece, suddenly feeling exposed. As I made my way down to the empty beach, my eyes were drawn inexorably to the lifeguard stand. Derek sat perched atop it, muscular arms folded across his broad chest, mirrored sunglasses hiding his gaze. But I could feel it on me all the same, hot and heavy.

"Morning, beautiful," Mark called out as I approached. His smile seemed genuine, but there was a tightness around his eyes. "Sleep well?"

I nodded, not trusting my voice. As I settled onto the lounge chair, Mark's hand brushed my thigh. The touch sent electricity through me, memories of last night flooding back. I shifted, suddenly aware of how the fabric of my swimsuit clung to my curves.

"You know," Mark said, his voice low and conspiratorial, "I can't stop thinking about what you said last night."

My breath caught in my throat. I glanced towards the lifeguard stand, where Derek sat like a bronze god surveying his domain. Even from this distance, I could see the play of muscles beneath his sun-kissed skin.

"I was just... it was just talk," I stammered, feeling heat rise to my cheeks.

Mark's fingers traced lazy circles on my thigh. "Was it?" he said suspiciously, following my gaze. "Because…well,” his voice trailed off as he nodded his head toward the lifeguard stand. The implication was clear.

My heart raced as I looked from Mark to Derek and back again. The intensity in Mark's eyes both thrilled and terrified me. I felt caught between my proper, respectable self and the wanton creature that had emerged last night.

"Mark, I..." I began, but he silenced me with a finger to my lips.

"Shh," he whispered, leaning in close. His breath was hot on my ear. "I can see it in your eyes. Don't you want to know what it would feel like?"

A shiver ran through me despite the growing heat of the day. I squirmed in my chair, acutely aware of the dampness between my thighs.

"But what about...us?" I managed to ask, my voice barely audible over the crashing waves. This was suddenly moving way too fast and I wasn’t sure if I could handle it. But another look at Derek and the smoldering sensation between my thighs as I looked back to my eager husband told a different story.

Mark's hand slid higher up my thigh, fingertips teasing the edge of my swimsuit.

I gasped as his fingers dipped beneath the fabric, brushing against my most sensitive spots. My eyes darted nervously around the beach, but it was still deserted save for Derek, who remained stoically perched on his stand. My breath quickened as Mark's fingers continued their teasing exploration.

Mark whispered, his lips grazing my ear. "This is about us, Jenna. About exploring together. Pushing our boundaries."

I bit back a moan as his thumb found my clit, circling it slowly. My hips rocked almost imperceptibly against his hand.

"But what if..." I trailed off, my eyes once again drawn to Derek's powerful form.

“What if what?” Mark asked.

I bit my bottom lip.

“What if I like it too much?”

Mark grinned.

“Only one way to find out.”

Mark's fingers stilled against my heated flesh. He leaned in close, his lips brushing my ear. "Why don't you go ask him to help you with some sunscreen?"

My breath caught. "Are you serious?" I whispered, searching his eyes.

He nodded slowly, a mix of lust and something darker flickering in his gaze. "I want to watch you flirt with him."

Heart pounding, I rose on shaky legs. The few steps to the lifeguard stand felt like miles. Derek's mirrored gaze followed my approach, his expression unreadable behind the dark lenses.

"Excuse me," I said, hating how shaky my voice sounded. "I was wondering if you could help me apply some sunscreen? I can't quite reach my back."

A slow smile spread across Derek's face, revealing gleaming white teeth.

"Hi Jenna,” he said, looking over my shoulder at Mark. “What, your husband can’t get the job done?”

Derek’s voice was dripping with innuendo again.

He descended the stand with fluid grace, towering over me. Up close, the sheer physical presence of him was overwhelming. I fumbled with the sunscreen bottle, nearly dropping it as I handed it over.

Derek's massive black hands engulfed mine as he took the bottle, his touch sending sparks racing up my arms. He popped the cap with a flick of his thumb, the scent of coconut wafting between us.

"Turn around," he commanded softly.

I obeyed, hyper-aware of Mark's eyes on us from his beach chair. Derek's hands smoothed over my shoulders, strong fingers kneading as he worked the lotion into my skin. I bit back a moan as he moved lower, tracing the edge of my swimsuit.

I locked eyes with Mark as Derek sensually applied the cool lotion on the small of my back.

Derek's hands were like fire on my skin, igniting a heat that spread through my entire body. I could feel his breath on my neck as he leaned in close, his hands resting lightly around my hips as they finished the job. My eyes fluttered closed for a moment before snapping back to Mark.

He was watching us intently, his gaze dark with desire. I saw his hand move to adjust himself beneath his swim trunks. The sight sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me.

"All done," Derek's deep voice rumbled behind me. But his hands lingered, resting lightly on my hips. "Unless there's anywhere else you need me to reach?"

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "I...I think I'm good," I managed to stammer out.

As I turned to face him, Derek stepped slightly closer toward me and loomed over me like a chiseled statue. I had to tilt my head back to meet his eyes, now visible as he'd pushed his sunglasses up onto his head.

"You sure about that?" he asked, one eyebrow raised. His gaze flickered down to my lips and down to my tummy before meeting my eyes again.

“No,” I said weakly. “I mean…I…” I was stuttering like a lovesick schoolgirl.

Derek grinned and bit his bottom lip, rubbing his hands together. He looked over my shoulder quickly at Mark.

My heart raced as Derek's intense gaze bore into me. I could feel the heat radiating off his sculpted body, smell the intoxicating mix of sunscreen and his masculine scent. His hands still rested lightly on my hips, thumbs tracing small circles that sent shivers through me.

"You know," Derek said, his voice low and conspiratorial, "there's a secluded cove just around that bend. Much more...private."

His eyes flicked meaningfully towards Mark before returning to me. The implication was clear.

I glanced back at my husband. Mark's eyes were dark with lust, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He gave a small, almost imperceptible nod.

My mouth went dry. This was really happening. I bit my bottom lip and looked shyly at the ground.

“Oh yeah? And what would we need a secluded cove for?”

Derek's smile widened, "Oh, I think you know exactly what we'd need it for," he said, his voice dripping with more barely concealed implications. He tightened his grip on my hips, raking his hungry eyes over my body once more.

I gasped softly. My heart pounded so loudly I was sure he could hear it. I glanced back at Mark once more, seeing the mix of arousal and tension on his face. When I turned back to Derek, his face was mere inches from mine.

"What do you say, Jenna?" he murmured, his breath hot on my ear. "Want to take a little walk with me?"

I shivered, desire pooling low in my belly. This was my last chance to back out, to return to the safety of my marriage and my carefully controlled life. But as I looked into Derek's smoldering eyes, I knew there was no going back.

"Yes," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the crashing waves. “But my husband has to come too.”

Derek's hand slid down to grasp mine, his touch electric.

“Of course,” he said, “I don’t mind an audience.”

I turned and waved for Mark to come join us.

My heart raced as Mark approached, his eyes darting between Derek and me. The tension in the air was palpable, crackling with unspoken desires and forbidden possibilities.

Derek's hand remained firmly clasped in mine as Mark reached us, his thumb continuing to trace those small circles on my palm. The simple touch sent shivers racing up my arm.

"Jenna?” Mark said, raising his eyebrows. We hadn’t discussed me doing anything more than flirting and now I was holding hands with Derek ready to be whisked off for a tryst in a secluded cove in the middle of the day.

I swallowed hard, looking between Mark and Derek. My heart raced as I realized we were truly at a pivotal moment. There would be no going back from this.

"I...I want to explore this," I said softly, squeezing Derek's hand. "As long as that’s ok with you."

Mark's eyes darkened with lust, but I saw a flicker of uncertainty cross his face. "Here? Right now? Are you sure about this, Jenna?"

Derek's deep voice rumbled behind me. "Your wife seems pretty sure to me." His free hand came to rest possessively on my hip. "But it's up to you, man. You in or out?"

The challenge was clear in Derek's tone. I held my breath, waiting for Mark's response. After what felt like an eternity, he gave a sharp nod.

"I'm in," he said.

"Then follow me," Derek grinned, tugging me gently by the hand.

We made our way down the beach, the tension building with each step. As we rounded the bend, a secluded cove came into view, sheltered by towering cliffs.

I took a deep breath. I couldn’t believe I was about to have my first big, black cock.


Chapter 5

The secluded cove was even more private than I'd imagined, sheltered on three sides by towering cliffs. The only sounds were the gentle lapping of waves and my own thundering heartbeat.

Derek released my hand and turned to face us, his eyes dark with desire. "Last chance to back out," he said, his gaze flickering between Mark and me.

I glanced at my husband, seeing the mix of lust and uncertainty on his face. Taking a deep breath, I stepped towards Derek.

"No way," I said softly.

In one fluid motion, Derek pulled me against his muscular body and claimed my mouth in a searing kiss. I gasped against his lips, overwhelmed by his raw passion and strength. His tongue plundered my mouth as his hands roamed my body, igniting fires everywhere they touched.

I was vaguely aware of Mark's sharp intake of breath behind me. When Derek finally released me, I turned to look at my husband. His eyes were wide, his chest heaving as he watched us.

"Like what you see?" Derek asked, his voice a low rumble. Without waiting for an answer, he began to peel off my swimsuit, exposing my sun-kissed skin to the warm ocean breeze. I shivered as Derek's calloused hands caressed my newly bared flesh, his touch leaving trails of fire in their wake.

Mark's eyes were riveted to us, his expression a mix of awe and arousal. I held his gaze as Derek's lips found my neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin there. A moan escaped me, and I saw Mark's hands clench at his sides.

Derek began pawing my pussy with his massive hand. He slipped in a large finger, then another, as my wetness grew to accept him.

I arched into Derek's touch, my body responding eagerly to his skilled maneuvers. His fingers delved deeper, curling inside me in a way that made my knees weak. I reached back, gripping his powerful shoulders for support as waves of pleasure coursed through me.

"That's it, baby," Derek murmured against my ear, his hot breath sending shivers down my spine. "Let your husband see how much you want this."

I forced my eyes open, meeting Mark's heated gaze. His chest was heaving, his swim trunks tenting obscenely as he watched Derek pleasure me. The sight of my husband's arousal only fueled my own.

"Mark," I gasped, my voice breathy and desperate. "Touch yourself. I want to see you."

Derek chuckled darkly, his free hand kneading my breast as he continued to work me with his fingers. "Listen to your wife, man. Give her a show."

Mark hesitated for only a moment before shoving his trunks down, his erection springing free. He wrapped his hand around himself, stroking slowly as his eyes devoured the scene before him.

The tension in the air was electric, charged with our collective arousal. Derek's fingers worked magic inside me, building a pressure that threatened to explode at any moment. I writhed against him, torn between watching Mark pleasure himself and losing myself to the sensations Derek was creating.

"You ready for more, baby?" Derek growled, nipping at my earlobe.

I nodded frantically, beyond words. In one smooth motion, Derek turned me, spinning us so that Mark had a perfect view. He pushed me down onto my knees in front of his crotch.

“Take it out,” he commanded.

With trembling hands, I reached for the waistband of Derek's swim trunks. My fingers brushed against his rock-hard abs as I slowly pulled the fabric down, revealing inch after incredible inch of his massive, black cock.

I gasped as it sprang free, my eyes widening at its impressive size and girth. It was so sexy and strong. Derek's manhood was a work of art - long, thick, and perfectly sculpted. The dark ebony skin gleamed in the sunlight, a stark contrast to my pale hands as I wrapped my fingers one by one around his shaft.

"That's it," Derek growled, his fingers tangling in my hair. "Show your husband what you can do with this black dick."

I glanced over at Mark, who was stroking himself faster now, his eyes locked on Derek's impressive member as I jerked it with my left hand, the diamond setting of my engagement ring shimmered in the sunlight as it danced up and down Derek’s long shaft. The sight of it made me feel so dirty and slutty. So wrong and yet, so deliciously right.

My heart raced as I leaned forward, running my tongue along Derek's impressive length. The salty tang of his skin mingled with the ocean breeze as I took him into my mouth, stretching my lips wide to accommodate his girth. Derek's grip tightened in my hair as I began to bob my head, taking him deeper with each pass.

I could hear Mark's ragged breathing behind me, punctuated by the wet sounds of his hand working his own cock. The knowledge that my husband was watching me pleasure another man sent a thrill through my body, intensifying my arousal.

Derek's hips began to thrust, pushing his massive member further down my throat. I relaxed my jaw, letting him use my mouth as he saw fit. His low groans of pleasure spurred me on, and I hollowed my cheeks, sucking him harder.

"That's it, baby," Derek growled. "Take all of this black cock like a good little married slut."

I moaned around him, the vibrations making him buck his hips more forcefully. My hands gripped his muscular thighs for support as he fucked my face with abandon. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I struggled to breathe around Derek's massive member. The lack of oxygen only heightened my arousal, making me feel light-headed and euphoric.

I reached back with one hand, beckoning my husband closer. I felt him move, his presence warm at my side as he continued to stroke himself.

Derek suddenly pulled out of my mouth, leaving me gasping for air. His cock glistened with my saliva as he looked down at me, a wicked grin on his face. "Time for the main event," he growled.

Derek's eyes locked onto mine as he positioned himself at my entrance. "Tell your husband what you want," he commanded.

I turned my head, meeting Mark's lust-filled gaze.

"I want him inside me," I breathed, my voice husky with desire. "I want to feel his big, black cock stretching me open while you watch."

Mark groaned, his hand moving faster on his cock. "Do it," he said. "Fuck her."

That was all the permission Derek needed. He pressed me to the ground and lay on top of me, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful thrust. I cried out at the exquisite feeling of fullness as Derek's massive cock stretched me wider than I'd ever been before. The initial discomfort quickly gave way to intense pleasure as he began to move, his powerful hips driving into me with relentless force.

"Oh god," I moaned, my nails raking down Derek's muscular back. But those were the only words I could muster as my brain went numb, drunk on the power of black dick.

Derek grunted in response, increasing his pace. The slap of skin on skin echoed through the secluded cove, mingling with our heavy breathing and animalistic groans. I wrapped my legs around his waist and urged him on.

I turned my head to look at Mark, who was watching us with intense focus. His hand moved furiously over his cock as he took in the sight of his me being thoroughly fucked by another man. The raw lust in his eyes drove me wild.

"You like watching your wife take this big, black dick?" Derek growled, his hips never slowing. "Tell her how much you love it."

Mark's voice was strained as he spoke. "It's so fucking hot, baby. You look incredible taking him like that."

I moaned in response to the encouragement.

Derek's powerful thrusts intensified, driving me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel every inch of him inside me, stretching me deliciously as he pounded relentlessly. My nails dug into his muscular shoulders as I clung to him, overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through my body.

"Oh god, Derek!" I cried out, my back arching off the sand. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

He growled in response, one hand gripping my hip tightly as he somehow managed to fuck me even harder. The other hand snaked between us, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing tight circles around my sensitive bud.

My eyes rolled back in my head as the dual stimulation pushed me to new heights of pleasure. I was vaguely aware of Mark's labored breathing nearby, but all I could focus on was the incredible feeling of Derek's massive cock stretching me open, filling me so completely.

"That's it, baby," Derek's voice was low and husky in my ear. "Cum on this black dick. Let your husband see how good I make you feel."

His words sent a jolt of electricity through me. I turned my head, locking eyes with Mark as Derek's relentless pounding pushed me over the edge. My body convulsed, waves of intense pleasure radiating from my core as I came harder than I ever had before. I cried out Derek's name, my inner walls clenching around his thick shaft as my orgasm crashed over me.

Derek growled in response, his hips snapping forward with even more force. "That's it, take it all," he grunted, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to leave bruises.

Through the haze of my climax, I saw Mark's face contort in ecstasy. With a strangled groan, he came, thick ropes of cum shot out and landed down on the beach sand as he stroked himself to completion.

The sight of my husband's release triggered another orgasm deep within me. I arched my back, pressing my breasts against Derek's chiseled chest as I rode out the aftershocks.

"Fuck, I'm close," Derek growled, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Where do you want it, baby?"

I glanced at Mark, seeing the mixture of lust and uncertainty in his eyes. Making a split-second decision, I locked eyes with Derek and breathed, "Inside me. I want to feel you come inside me."

Derek's eyes flashed with primal hunger. He gripped my hips tighter, slamming into me with renewed vigor. I cried out at the intensity, my oversensitive body trembling beneath him.

"Take it," he growled. "Take all this seed."

With a final, powerful thrust, Derek buried himself to the hilt inside me. I felt his cock pulse as he came, flooding my insides with his hot release. The sensation triggered one last aftershock, my inner walls fluttering around him as I milked every last drop.

We stayed joined for several long moments, both of us panting heavily. Finally, Derek slowly withdrew, leaving me feeling achingly empty. I could feel his cum starting to leak out of me as I lay there on the sand, completely spent.

I turned my head to look at Mark. His expression was a mix of arousal and something I couldn't quite place - jealousy? Regret? Before I could analyze it further, Derek's voice broke the silence.

"Damn, that was hot," he chuckled, the deepness of it reverberated through me as he rolled off to the side, his muscular arm draping possessively across my waist. I lay there catching my breath, feeling utterly exhausted and yet somehow still buzzing with energy. The warm sand beneath me was a stark contrast to the cool ocean breeze caressing my flushed skin.

I turned my head to look at Mark again. He was still watching us intently, his chest heaving as he came down from his own release. There was a storm of emotions playing across his face.

"You okay, babe?" I asked softly, reaching out a hand towards him.

Mark nodded, swallowing hard before speaking. "That was... intense," he said, his voice uneven.

Derek's low chuckle rumbled against my side. "Just wait," he said, his tone promising more to come. "We're just getting started."

I felt a fresh wave of arousal wash over me at his words, despite my body's exhaustion. Mark's eyes widened slightly, darting between Derek and me.

"What did you have in mind?" I asked.

Derek looked at his watch.

“I should probably head back, beach will be getting crowded about now. But you know where to find me, I’m off at five…” his voice trailed off as he got up and put back on his clothes.


Chapter 6

I watched Derek's muscular form retreat down the beach, my body still tingling from our intense encounter. As his red lifeguard shorts disappeared around the bend, I turned to Mark. His eyes were dark, unreadable.

"Are you really okay?" I asked softly, reaching out to touch his arm.

Mark was quiet for a long moment. "I don't know," he finally said. "That was so hot, but also...quite a lot to process."

I nodded, understanding the complex emotions swirling between us. "Do you regret it?"

"No," Mark said quickly. "God no. But I'm feeling things I didn't expect."

I sat up, wincing slightly at the delicious ache between my legs. "Talk to me," I urged.

Mark ran a hand through his hair. "Seeing you with him...it was incredible. But part of me felt...I don't know, jealous? Inadequate?"

I leaned in, kissing him softly. "You have nothing to feel inadequate about," I murmured against his lips. "This was your fantasy too, remember?"

Mark nodded, returning my kiss with growing hunger. His hands roamed over my body, tracing the curves Derek had just explored. I gasped as his fingers found my still-sensitive flesh.

“I want to feel what he did to you,” he whispered in my ear, sending chills down my spine. The thought of my husband taking Derek’s sloppy seconds was so dirty and lewd I could hardly take it.

Mark's eyes flashed with primal hunger. In one swift motion, he flipped me onto my back, pinning me to the sand. I could feel the hard length of him pressing urgently against my thigh.

"I'm going to fuck you right here," he growled. "Right where he just had you."

The filthy words thrilled me into a new level of arousal. "Please," I whimpered, spreading my legs wider in invitation.

Mark wasted no time, burying himself inside me with one powerful thrust, pushing Derek’s leaking seed back deeper into my womb.

I cried out as Mark filled me, my body still sensitive from Derek's powerful fucking. The mix of pleasure and slight discomfort was intoxicating. Mark groaned, his face contorting with conflicting emotions as he felt the evidence of Derek's passion coating his shaft.

"Fuck, you're so wet," he panted, starting to move within me. "I can feel him inside you."

His words sent another thrill through me. I arched my back, meeting his thrusts. "Does it turn you on?" I asked breathlessly. "Feeling another man's cum inside your wife?"

Mark's eyes flashed dangerously. He gripped my hips harder, driving into me with intense vigor. "Fuck yes," he growled. "It's so wrong but I've never been more turned on in my life."

The admission unleashed something primal in both of us. Mark pounded into me relentlessly, the obscene wet sounds of our coupling echoing across the secluded cove. I raked my nails down his back, urging him on.

"That's it baby," I moaned. "Fuck me. This pussy is still yours." My words spurred Mark on, his thrusts becoming even more frenzied.

"That’s right," he growled, his voice rough with possessive lust. "No matter who else touches you, you'll always be mine."

I cried out as he hit a particularly sensitive spot deep inside me. The dual sensations of Mark's cock and Derek's lingering presence were pushing me rapidly towards the edge.

"Oh god, I'm so close," I whimpered, clinging to Mark's shoulders.

He moved his hand down until his thumb found my swollen clit. "Come for me, Jenna," he commanded. “Come for me while I fill you up with more seed.”

I shattered at Mark's words, crying out as waves of pleasure crashed over me. My inner walls clenched around him, milking his shaft as I rode out my intense climax. Mark groaned, burying his face in my neck as he followed me over the edge. I felt the hot spurts of his release mixing with Derek's deep inside me.

We lay there panting, the warm sand sticking to our sweat-slicked skin. The rhythmic crash of waves provided a soothing counterpoint to our racing hearts. As our breathing slowed, I became acutely aware of the mingled fluids leaking from my well-used pussy.

Mark lifted his head, his eyes searching mine. "That was..."

"Incredible," I finished for him, smiling softly.

He nodded, a look of wonder on his face. "I never imagined it could be like that. Seeing you with Derek, then reclaiming you...it awakened something in me."

I traced my fingers along his stubbled jaw. "In both of us," I admitted. "I've never felt so alive, so desired."

Mark's eyes glistened with hunger. "I’m starving,” he said. “We should grab a bite to eat."

I smirked at Mark's sudden shift to the mundane. "Food does sound good," I admitted, my stomach growling as if on cue. "But maybe we should clean up first?"

Mark chuckled, his eyes roaming over my sand-covered, thoroughly debauched body. "Good point. Race you to the water?"

Without waiting for an answer, he leapt to his feet and sprinted towards the gently lapping waves. I laughed, scrambling up to chase after him. The cool water was a shock against my overheated skin as I splashed in. Mark turned, catching me in his arms as a wave broke around us.

We kissed deeply, the salt spray mingling on our lips. I could feel Mark's cock stirring against my belly, but we both knew we needed a break to refuel. Still, his hands roamed possessively over my curves as we rinsed off the evidence of our passionate encounter.

"So," Mark murmured against my ear. "Derek said the offer stands if we want more. What do you think?"

A shiver ran through me that had nothing to do with the cool water. "I think..." I began slowly, "that we have to…”

I trailed off, my mind racing with possibilities. The thought of experiencing Derek again sent a fresh wave of heat through my body, despite my recent intense encounters. I could feel Mark's eyes on me, waiting for my response.

"I think," I started again, choosing my words carefully, "that we've opened a door we can't easily close. And part of me doesn't want to close it."

Mark's arms tightened around me, his breath warm against my neck. "I know what you mean," he murmured. "It's like we've tasted something forbidden and now I'm craving more."

I turned in his embrace, meeting his gaze. The hunger I saw there matched my own. "Are you sure about this?" I asked softly. "It's one thing to do it once, in the heat of the moment, but actually going through with it again, planning it..."

Mark's hand cupped my face, his thumb tracing my lower lip. "I've never been more sure of anything," he said with quiet intensity. "Watching you with Derek, seeing you come undone like that...it helped me discover a part of myself  I didn't know existed."

My mind clung to his every word. I pressed closer, feeling his arousal stirring against my thigh. A wicked grin crept across my face as I considered the opportunity to have a second round with Derek.


Chapter 7

After we cleaned up we went to grab pizza and beer at a little shop on the pier by 31st street.

The salty sea breeze caressed my skin as Mark and I strolled hand-in-hand along the weathered wooden planks of the pier. The mid-day sun cast a bright, warm glow over everything. I couldn't help but steal glances at Mark, admiring how the fading light accentuated his chiseled jawline and the playful glint in his eyes.

As we entered the quaint pizza shop, the aroma of freshly baked dough and melted cheese enveloped us. We settled into a cozy corner booth, our legs brushing against each other under the table. The easy silence between us spoke volumes about our newfound connection.

Mark's fingers traced lazy circles on the back of my hand as we perused the menu. His touch sent shivers down my spine, igniting a familiar warmth in my core. When our eyes met, I saw a mixture of love, desire, and something darker.

The waiter arrived with our beers, and Mark raised his bottle in a silent toast. As I sipped the cold brew, I couldn't help but recall the events of the afternoon - the way my body had responded to his touch, the intensity of our shared pleasure. The memory sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through me.

"What are you thinking about?" Mark's voice was low and husky, his eyes searching mine.

I felt a blush creep up my neck. "Just...everything that just happened," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

His grip on my hand tightened. "Me too," he said.

The arrival of our pizza momentarily broke the tension. We ate in comfortable silence, exchanging heated glances over slices of gooey cheese and crisp crust. The beer relaxed me and erased any trace of guilt I might have been feeling, and I found myself caressing Mark's calf with my foot under the table.

His sharp intake of breath told me he noticed. "Careful," he warned playfully, but I could see the desire burning in his eyes.

As we finished our meal, the unspoken implications between us grew thick and heavy. We were going to do it again - with Derek. Neither one of us could wait to experience that thrill again. Mark paid the bill, and we hurried out of the restaurant, the warm afternoon air throwing gasoline on the fire building between us.


Chapter 8

We returned to a packed beach around 2:00 PM and enjoyed a lazy afternoon of reading and sipping beer. Between chapters, I found my gaze stuck on Darius sitting atop of the lifeguard stand with effortless cool and a powerful sexual prowess.

As the afternoon wore on, I felt a growing heat that had nothing to do with the sun. My eyes kept drifting to Derek's muscular form, his dark skin glistening with a sheen of sweat. I imagined running my hands over his chiseled abs, feeling the power in his thigh between my legs once more.

Mark noticed my distraction and leaned in close, his breath hot on my ear. "Like what you see?" he murmured.

I flushed, caught in my obvious ogling. "Maybe," I admitted with a coy smile.

He chuckled, his hand sliding up my thigh under our beach towel. "Why don't we invite him back to the house? I'd love to watch him devour you again."

His words sent a jolt of electricity through me. I bit my lip, pretending to consider what I already knew I wanted. The taboo thrill of it made my pulse race. "Okay," I breathed. "Let's do it."

As 5:00 PM approached, we gathered our things. I slipped on a sheer cover-up that did little to hide my aching body. Mark and I sauntered over to Derek's stand, my hips swaying invitingly.

Derek's eyes raked over my body as we approached, his gaze lingering on the swell of my breasts beneath the flimsy fabric. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face.

"Heading home?" he asked, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine.

Mark nodded. "We were wondering if you'd like to join us for a drink…back at our place."

Derek's gaze flicked between us, understanding dawning in his eyes. He climbed down from his perch with fluid grace, towering over me.

"I'd love to," he said, his hand brushing against my hip as he fell into step beside us.

The walk back to our beach house was torturous. Every brush of Derek's arm against mine sent sparks skittering across my skin. As we got to the house, we passed by our outdoor shower stall.

“You know,” Derek said, “I could use a quick wash, sandy day at the beach you know.”

I opened the shower stall door for him. It was small and cramped but just big enough for two people.

“Care to join me?” he asked seductively.

I turned to look at Mark who simply smiled and started walking up the steps to our house.

“Go ahead, don’t worry about me. I’ll make some cocktails while you guys wash up.”

My stomach did a backflip.

Was this really happening? Was Mark leaving me alone with Derek and giving me permission to…

My mind raced as I stepped inside the shower stall with Derek and closed the door behind me as he turned the water on.

Before I knew what was happening, I heard the door to our house click shut as Mark disappeared inside. Derek was quickly naked and undressing me from my bikini.

The warm water cascaded over us as Derek's strong hands slid my bikini top off. His fingers trailed down my sides, leaving goosebumps in their wake. I gasped as he pressed me against the cool tile wall, his muscular body flush against mine.

"I've been thinking about this all afternoon," Derek growled, his lips brushing my ear.

I shivered despite the steam rising around us. "Me too," I admitted breathlessly.

His mouth claimed mine once again in a passionate kiss as his hands roamed my body. I moaned into the kiss, my fingers tracing the defined muscles of his back. Derek's lips moved to my neck, sucking and nipping as his hips ground against mine.

I could feel his impressive arousal pressing insistently against my stomach. My hand slipped between us, wrapping around his thick shaft. Derek groaned, his head falling back as I stroked him.

"Fuck," I panted. “Your big, black cock is so sexy. It looks so hot in my hand.”

Once again, I watched the diamond of my ring sparkle as it danced in the wetness up and down his dark shaft. I was mesmerized and wanted to simply stroke and admire his BBC.

“That’s it baby,” he said, encouraging me. “Show me how you worship that BBC.”

I got down on my knees and began to worship my new addiction.

The cool, wet ground pressed against my knees as I knelt before Derek, his impressive manhood standing proudly over me. Water cascaded down his chiseled ebony form, droplets clinging to his skin like gemstones. I ran my hands up his powerful thighs, marveling at the contrast of my pale fingers against his dark flesh.

"That's it, baby," Derek purred, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine. "Show me how much you want it."

I leaned forward, my tongue darting out to trace the thick vein running along the underside of his shaft. Derek's hand tangled in my wet hair, guiding me closer. I wrapped my lips around the swollen head, savoring the taste of him as I slowly took more of his length into my mouth.

Derek groaned, his hips rocking forward. "Fuck, that's good. Your pretty, little mouth feels amazing on my cock."

I hollowed my cheeks, sucking harder as I bobbed my head. My hand worked what I couldn't fit, twisting and stroking in time with my mouth. I looked up at Derek through wet lashes, arousal pooling in my core at the sight of his intense gaze fixed on me. The power I felt in that moment was intoxicating.

Derek's grip on my hair tightened as he began to thrust gently into my mouth. "That's it, take it all," he growled.

I relaxed my throat, letting him slide deeper until I felt the tip brush the back of my throat. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, but I didn't want to stop. The taboo thrill of sucking a giant black cock while my husband waited inside sent waves of heat through my body.

I finally popped my mouth off gasping for air when a deliciously dirty thought came into my head.

“Cum on my face,” I whispered. I’d never had a facial before and this was the perfect setting for it. I desperately wanted to watch him jerk his black cock until he shot his hot, white load all over my pretty face.

Derek's eyes darkened with lust at my request. He wrapped his hand around his thick shaft, stroking it mere inches from my face. I tilted my head back, mouth open in anticipation.

"You want my cum, baby?" he growled. "You want me to mark that pretty face with my seed?"

"Yes," I moaned. "Please, Derek. I need it."

His hand moved faster, muscles tensing as he approached his peak. I kept my eyes locked on his, drinking in the raw desire I saw there. With a guttural groan, Derek erupted. The first rope of cum splashed across my cheek, hot and thick. More followed, coating my lips, chin, and forehead.

I closed my eyes, reveling in the feeling of his release marking me. When the last spurt landed on my heaving chest, I slowly blinked my eyes open. Derek stood over me, chest heaving, a look of satisfaction on his face.

"Fuck, you look so good covered in my cum," he said, voice ragged.

I ran a finger through the sticky mess on my cheek, bringing it to my lips to taste him. The shower's warm spray began to wash away the cum as I wondered what Mark was doing, what he would think of all this.

Before I knew it, we were cleaned up and Derek was shutting the water off.

“Let’s head up for that drink,” he said, slapping my ass with his big, meaty palm.

I squealed with delight as I wrapped a towel around me and headed inside.

Derek did the same and followed me in.


Chapter 9

Mark was waiting inside with a tray of drinks, full of nervous energy, as Derek and I entered holding hands. I saw his gaze drift and fix itself on my wedding ring - the ring he’d given me and I’d accepted as a symbol of our love and fidelity to one another.

And I’d just been downstairs in the shower, letting a black man I’d just met, nut all over my face while I jerked his cock with the hand upon which the ring lived, begging for his seed like a dirty little slut.

My skin was still ringing from Derek’s touch, my body humming with an unslakeable hunger. Mark's eyes darted between us, a mix of curiosity and apprehension evident in his furrowed brow.

"I thought you two might be thirsty after your...how was the shower?" Mark said, his voice wavering slightly as he offered us the drinks.

I felt a pang of guilt, but it was quickly overwhelmed by a surge of arousal as Derek's hand tightened on mine.

"Refreshing," Derek replied, his deep voice rumbling through the room. He took a glass from the tray, his fingers brushing against Mark's. I watched my husband's eyes widen at the contact.

I reached for my own drink, the cool glass a stark contrast to my flushed skin. The taste of Derek still lingered on my lips, salty and forbidden. I took a long sip, hoping the alcohol would steady my nerves.

"Yeah, it was...nice," I added lamely, avoiding Mark's gaze. The tension in the room was palpable, thick and heady like the humid air outside.

Derek's free hand found the small of my back, his touch sending shivers up my spine. I leaned into him instinctively, my body betraying me. Mark's eyes followed the movement, his jaw clenching.

“So, should we head to the bedroom?” Derek asked.

The question hung in the air, heavy and charged. I felt my heart racing, torn between the familiar comfort of Mark and the thrilling unknown that Derek represented. Mark's eyes widened, a mix of shock and something else - excitement? - flickering across his face.

"I -  I'm not sure," Mark stammered, his usual confidence faltering. "This is all happening so fast." He must have picked up on something, sensed danger perhaps. He was right, but I didn’t care anymore. Not really.

Derek's hand slid lower on my back, his fingers teasing the curve of my ass. I bit my lip, stifling a moan. The room felt too small, too hot.

"Your wife seems ready," Derek purred, his voice like velvet. "Aren't you, baby?"

I nodded, unable to form words. The guilt was still there, but it was being rapidly consumed by a primal hunger. I wanted - no, needed - more.

Mark set down his drink with a shaky hand. "Maybe we should talk about this first," he suggested, but his voice lacked conviction.

Derek chuckled, the sound sending shivers down my spine. "Talk? I think we're past talking, don't you?" He turned to me, his dark eyes burning with intensity. "Show your husband what you were just doing to me in the shower.”

I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding. Then, without breaking eye contact with Mark, I slowly sank to my knees in front of Derek. My fingers trembled as I reached for his waistband and pulled down.

Mark's sharp intake of breath was audible as I freed Derek's massive cock. It sprang forth, already half-hard and growing rapidly. I wrapped my hand around the thick shaft, marveling at how my fingers couldn't fully encircle it.

"Mmm, you want to see what I was doing?" I said, my voice low and husky with desire as I opened my mouth wide and smiled devilishly. I glanced up at Derek, then back to Mark.

Without waiting for a response from Mark, I took Derek into my mouth. The familiar taste of him flooded my senses, making me moan around his length. I heard Mark's strangled gasp, saw his knuckles turn white as he gripped the edge of the bar cart.

Derek's hand tangled in my hair, guiding me as I bobbed my head. I hollowed my cheeks, taking him deeper with each pass. The obscene sounds of my enthusiastic sucking filled the room.

I could feel Mark's eyes on me as I worked Derek's impressive length, my lips stretched wide around his girth. The weight of his gaze only fueled my arousal, making me moan and take Derek even deeper.

Derek's grip tightened in my hair as he began to thrust gently into my mouth. "That's it, baby," he growled. "Show your husband how much you love this big, black cock."

I glanced up at Mark, seeing his face flushed and his breathing heavy. His eyes were dark with a mix of shock, jealousy, and unmistakable arousal. I hollowed my cheeks and sucked harder, putting on a show for both men.

"Fuck," Mark breathed, his voice strained. "I can't believe this..."

The air was charged with something different now. This wasn’t like before on the beach, a spontaneous indiscretion. This was calculated. Planned. I craved it and no one, not even my husband was going to stop me from getting it.

In that moment, it hit me: what they say is absolutely true. Once you go black…

“She ain’t never going back,” Derek said as if reading my mind and finishing my thought. My pussy gushed at the thought of being so quickly and hopelessly addicted to black cock. I took a risk and was willing to deal with the consequences. I welcomed them.

"Told you she couldn't resist," Derek said with a smirk, his hand still tangled in my hair as I continued to work his shaft. "Your wife's got a talent for this."

I felt a surge of pride at his words, redoubling my efforts. My tongue swirled around his thick head before I plunged back down, taking him as deep as I could. The stretch in my jaw was delicious, a constant reminder of Derek's impressive size.

Mark made a strangled sound, somewhere between a groan and a whimper. I could see him shifting uncomfortably, his own arousal evident despite his conflicted expression.

"Why don't you come closer, Mark?" Derek suggested, his voice a low rumble. "Get a better view of your wife enjoying herself."

I felt Mark hesitate, then heard his footsteps as he approached. The energy in the room shifted, becoming even more charged. I moaned around Derek's cock, the vibrations making him grip my hair tighter.

"That's it," Derek encouraged. "Watch how much she loves it. How desperate she is for it."

As if to prove his point, I pulled off Derek's cock with an obscene pop, a string of saliva connecting my lips to his glistening shaft. I looked up at Mark, my eyes heavy-lidded with lust.

"Baby," I purred, my voice rough. "It feels so good. I can't get enough of his black cock. I think I’m addicted."

But that was a lie. I knew I was addicted.

Mark's breath hitched as he watched me lean in and run my tongue along Derek's impressive length. I maintained eye contact with my husband as I worshipped Derek's cock, letting him see every lick, every kiss, every moment of ecstasy on my face.

Derek's hand cupped my cheek, turning my attention back to him. "Show him how deep you can take it, sweetheart."

I nodded eagerly, opening my mouth wide. Derek guided himself back in, pushing deeper and deeper until I felt him hit the back of my throat. I relaxed, suppressing my gag reflex as I'd learned to do in the shower. Inch by glorious inch, I took him in until my nose was pressed against his groin.

"Holy shit," Mark whispered, his voice a mix of awe and arousal.

I held Derek there for a long moment, reveling in the fullness, the slight burn in my eyes before I spat him back out and stood up.

Without waiting, I grabbed his cock in my hand and began pulling him along with me toward the bedroom.

I looked back over my shoulder at Mark, who stood there, dumbfounded. He suddenly looked so pathetic to me. I still loved him, sure. But something had shifted fundamentally between us. I knew I could never tell him, it would have to be my little secret.

“Well, are you coming?” I asked seductively, then turned and kept walking.

Mark quickly followed after us like an obedient little puppy dog.

I led Derek into the bedroom, my heart racing with anticipation. The cool sheets against my skin were a stark contrast to the heat radiating from Derek's body as he pressed against me. Mark hesitated in the doorway, his eyes wide as he took in the scene before him.

"Don't just stand there," I snapped my fingers and pointed to a chair in the corner. “Sit down and take your cock out for me. Get ready to enjoy the show.”

Mark obeyed, settling into the chair with shaky hands as he fumbled with his zipper. His eyes never left us as Derek pushed me onto the bed, his massive frame looming over me.

"You ready for this, baby?" Derek growled, his cock pressing insistently against my thigh.

I nodded eagerly, spreading my legs wider in invitation. "Please," I whimpered. "I need it."

Derek wasted no time, lining himself up and pushing into me with one powerful thrust. I cried out at the delicious stretch, my body struggling to accommodate his size. It burned in the most exquisite way.

"Fuck," I moaned, my nails clawing into Derek's back.

From the corner, I heard Mark's sharp breath. I turned my head to look at him, seeing his hand wrapped around his own cock as he watched us. His eyes were dark, his jaw clenched tight.

Derek began to move, setting a punishing pace that had me seeing stars. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body, building rapidly toward an explosive climax.

"That's it, take this big, black cock," Derek growled, his hips snapping against mine. "You love it, don't you? Tell your husband how much you love it."

I turned my head to look at Mark, seeing the conflict and arousal warring on his face as he stroked himself. "Oh god, baby," I moaned. "It feels so good. So fucking big and deep in me."

Derek's hand wrapped around my throat, applying just enough pressure to make my head swim. The added sensation pushed me closer to the edge.

"Look at her, Mark," Derek commanded. "Look how desperate she is for it. Your wife's a black cock slut now."

I whimpered at his words, clenching around him. "Yes," I gasped. "I'm a slut for black cock. I need it so bad."

Mark's breathing grew ragged, his hand moving faster on his shaft. I could see the pre-cum glistening at his tip.

Derek's thrusts grew harder, more erratic. I could feel him swelling inside me, stretching me impossibly wider. My own orgasm was building rapidly, a tidal wave of pleasure threatening to crash over me at any moment.

"Oh god, I'm so close," I moaned, my nails raking down Derek's back. "Please, don't stop. Fuck me harder!"

Derek obliged, pounding into me with renewed vigor. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by our grunts and moans. I glanced over at Mark, seeing him stroking himself frantically as he watched us.

"You gonna cum for me, baby?" Derek growled in my ear. "Gonna cum all over this big, black cock while your husband watches?"

His words sent me over the edge. My back arched off the bed as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me. I cried out Derek's name, my body convulsing around him as my orgasm ripped through me.

"Fuck yes," Derek grunted, his hips stuttering. "Take it all, you dirty little slut."

I felt him pulse inside me, flooding me with his hot seed. The sensation of being filled so completely triggered another wave of pleasure, making me cry out and cling to Derek's muscular frame.

As we caught our breath, I turned my head to look at Mark. His hand was still wrapped around his cock, now softening as a small puddle of cum glistened on his stomach. His eyes were wide, a mix of shock and lingering arousal evident on his flushed face.

Derek rolled off me, his impressive cock slipping free. I felt a trickle of his cum leak out of me, running down my inner thigh. The sight seemed to snap Mark out of his daze.

"Oh god," he muttered, reaching for a tissue to clean himself up. "I can't believe we just did that again."

I stretched out across the bed, feeling deliciously sore and thoroughly satisfied. "Mmm, believe it baby," I purred. "And I hope you enjoyed the show, because there's plenty more where that came from."

Derek chuckled, his hand coming to rest possessively on my hip. "Your wife's insatiable, Mark. Hope you're ready for a long night.

I smiled lazily, basking in the afterglow. My body hummed with satisfaction, but I could already feel the embers of desire rekindling. Derek's touch sent little sparks of electricity across my skin.


Chapter 10

Derek would spill three more hot, sticky loads deep inside my fertile womb before I would let Mark have his shot at reclaiming me.

But unbeknownst to him he would never be able to reclaim me as his. At least not totally. In some small but significant way, he’d lost a part of me forever. A part of me felt pain and regret at this realization but a bigger part of me was insanely turned on by it. Besides, I was never going to tell him and what Mark didn’t know, wouldn’t hurt him.

I beckoned him over to the bed as Derek got dressed and left us alone.

“You ready for your sloppy seconds?” I teased.

Mark's eyes darkened with a mix of lust and something deeper - hurt, perhaps, or resignation. But he came to me anyway, drawn by the irresistible siren call of my body.

As he settled between my thighs, I felt Derek's seed seeping out of me, hot and viscous. The scent of our illicit encounter hung heavy in the air. Mark hesitated for just a moment before pushing inside me.

Despite being oversensitized from Derek's rigorous attention, I could hardly feel my husband's average cock.

"God, you feel amazing," he groaned.

I smiled, knowing Mark could feel the difference - how Derek had stretched and marked me. Then I thought about how much it turned him on to be fucking his own wife, using another man’s superior seed as lube. The depraved thoughts sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I arched my back, taking Mark to the hilt.

My fingers dug into his shoulders as our bodies moved together. The wrongness of it all - my husband trying so hard and yet failing to fully reclaim me from another man - had me rocketing toward another climax.

I closed my eyes, flashes of Derek's powerful body flickering behind my eyelids even as Mark made love to me. The duality of my desire - the deep love I still felt for Mark intertwined with my newfound lust for Derek - overwhelmed me. I cried out, my body shuddering with an intense orgasm that seemed to go on and on.

Mark groaned, burying his face in my neck as he followed me over the edge. I felt his release mingle with Derek's inside me, and a perverse thrill ran through me at the thought.

Afterwards, we lay tangled together, our breathing slowly returning to normal. Mark's fingers traced lazy patterns on my skin, and I could sense him struggling with what to say.

"Was it... good for you?" he finally asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

I turned to face him, seeing the vulnerability in his eyes. "It was incredible," I said, lying through my teeth. Of course, it had been incredible, but not because of Mark’s cock.

Derek’s big, black cock had not only rearranged my guts but it had changed my very soul irrevocably.

I couldn't bring myself to tell Mark the whole truth. And I probably never would. Instead, I kissed him deeply, hoping to convey through touch what I couldn't say with words. His hands roamed my body, reigniting the embers of desire.

"Again?" I murmured against his lips, arching into his touch.

Mark nodded, a determined glint in his eye. This time, as he entered me, I closed my eyes and let my mind wander. The room fell away, replaced by sun-drenched sand and the crash of waves. In my mind's eye, it was Derek's powerful body moving above me, his dark skin glistening with sweat and sea spray.

I moaned, louder than I intended, my hips rising to meet each thrust. Mark took it as encouragement, increasing his pace. The bed creaked beneath us, the headboard thumping against the wall in a steady rhythm.

"Oh god, yes," I cried out, lost in my fantasy. "Harder, please!"

Mark obliged, gripping my hips tightly as he pounded into me. I could feel the slickness of Derek's earlier release coating my thighs, mingling

I wrapped my legs around Mark's waist, pulling him deeper. My body responded instinctively to his familiar touch, but my mind kept drifting. I imagined Derek's large hands gripping me, his muscular body towering over mine. The fantasy blurred with reality as Mark's grunts of exertion mingled with memories of Derek's deep, commanding voice.

"You feel so good," Mark panted.

I bit my lip, holding back Derek's name that threatened to spill out. Instead, I raked my nails down Mark's back, urging him on. He shuddered at the sensation, his hips jerking erratically.

"I'm close," he groaned.

I nodded, my own climax building. The dual sensations - Mark's physical presence and Derek's phantom touch - pushed me over the edge. I cried out wordlessly as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Mark followed moments later, his body tensing as he spilled inside me.

As we lay there catching our breath, guilt and arousal warred within me. I stroked Mark's hair tenderly, even as images of Derek's cocky grin flashed through my mind.

I knew in that moment that this vacation had changed things between Mark and me in a most permanent way. The intensity of my encounter with Derek had awakened something primal within me.

As Mark's breathing evened out and he drifted off to sleep, I lay awake, my mind racing. The weight of my secret pressed down on me, but beneath it simmered an intoxicating excitement. I replayed every moment with Derek in vivid detail - the raw power of his body, the masterful way he'd taken control, the earth-shattering orgasms.

The hunger I felt burning just below my belly as I drifted off to sleep was a hunger I knew Mark could never fully satisfy.


Chapter 11

We played with Derek more than a few more times before our stay in Ocean Heights was over. Each time Mark suggested we take it slow or back off a bit, I manipulated him into letting me get my fix. From that moment on, I was forever chasing the high of being stretched and seeded by a big, black alpha male.

I couldn't get enough of Derek's powerful body, his commanding presence, the way he made me feel so deliciously small and vulnerable. The more we played, the deeper I fell into an intoxicating spiral of lust and forbidden desire.

One night, as Derek's massive cock pounded into me relentlessly, I found myself whimpering, "Breed me, breed me." The words slipped out before I could stop them, shocking even myself. Derek's eyes flashed with primal hunger as he growled and thrust deeper, flooding my womb with his potent seed.

Afterwards, I lay trembling in Derek's arms, my mind reeling from the intensity of what had just transpired. The weight of my words hung heavy in the air, mingling with the heady scent of our lovemaking. I glanced at Mark, who sat watching us from the corner, his expression a mix of awe and uncertainty.

After we got home, the fantasy subsided for a little bit, maybe a few weeks, before it came roaring back with fresh intensity.

Soon, I found myself consumed by thoughts of being bred by a black man. The fantasy took root deep within me, growing stronger with each encounter. I imagined my belly swelling with a child who wasn’t Mark’s, my body transformed by the power of another man’s virility. The taboo nature of it only heightened my arousal, sending shivers of guilty pleasure down my spine as I masturbated in secret over and over again to the thought.

But I couldn't bring myself to confess these desires to Mark. How could I tell my loving husband that I yearned to be impregnated by another man? That I craved the ultimate act of submission to Derek's raw masculinity? The words caught in my throat every time I tried to broach the subject.

As the weeks turned to months, my obsession only grew stronger. I found myself searching for Derek's face in every crowd, imagining his touch with every brush against my skin. At night, I'd wake up panting, my body slick with sweat, the phantom sensation of his cock still throbbing inside me.

Mark noticed the change in me. How could he not? I was distracted, on edge, my appetite for our usual lovemaking dwindling. He tried to rekindle our passion, planning romantic dinners and weekend getaways, but nothing could compare to the raw intensity I'd experienced with Derek.

One evening, as Mark and I lay in bed, he turned to me with concern in his eyes. "Jenna, is everything okay? You seem... different lately."

My heart raced. This was my chance to confess, to lay bare the desires that had been consuming me. But fear gripped me, choking the words before they could escape. Instead, I forced a smile and murmured, "I'm fine, just stressed about work."

But the lie tasted bitter on my tongue. As Mark drifted off to sleep, I slipped out of bed and into the bathroom. Locking the door behind me, I pulled out my phone. Mark had no idea, but Derek had given me his number. I tapped his contact info and typed out a message as my heart raced.

Hey…

My fingers trembled as I typed out the rest of the message to Derek:

"Hey... I can't stop thinking about you. About what we did. I need to see you again."

I hit send before I could lose my nerve, then clutched the phone to my chest, my pulse pounding. What was I doing? This was madness, betraying Mark's trust like this. But I couldn't deny the molten heat pooling low in my belly at the thought of Derek's touch.

The phone buzzed almost immediately. Derek's reply flashed across the screen:

"I knew you'd be back for more BBC, baby girl. Tell me what you want."

A soft moan escaped my lips as I read his words. My nipples tightened beneath my thin nightgown, my thighs clenching with need.

"I want you to breed me," I typed back, my cheeks flushing hot with shame and arousal. "I can't stop thinking about your cum filling me up, making me swell with your baby."

I held my breath, waiting for his response. When it came, it sent a jolt of electricity straight to my core:

"I've been waiting to hear you say that. Meet me tomorrow, 2pm, at the Oceanview Hotel. Room 412. Don't keep daddy waiting."

My legs nearly gave out as I read his message. This was really happening.

I put the phone down on the vanity and began to pleasure myself, thinking the dirtiest thoughts. Being bad felt so good and I was so ready to give in and do something I never in a million years thought I would be willing to do…

THE END


Nat Needs a Holiday:
An Interracial Hotwife Novella

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.


Chapter Two

DID I MENTION that Nat is extremely beautiful? I think I may have left that part out when I was waxing poetic about all of her accomplishments and accolades. Yes, God doesn’t give with both hands, as the saying goes. But we all know, sometimes...he does. And with Nat, that was indeed the case.

She could have been a swimsuit model or lingerie model or super model or hell, even a porn star. She was that good looking and that versatile. Sometimes, she was even a little too beautiful if you know what I mean. Like as if you didn’t even want to imagine touching her or doing anything at all to such a beautiful piece of art. You were simply content to just let her be.

And other times, well she could turn it on so quickly that drool was pouring out of your mouth and you were like putty in her hands. A horny jack rabbit who you just wanted to get out of whatever she was wearing and ravage that tight, toned, and tanned body of hers until you exploded everywhere and anywhere.

Something about being a proper lady when out in the streets, but a freak in the bed once you were behind closed doors is I think is how a brilliant philosopher once put it. Paraphrasing, of course.

But that described Nat to a tee.

She could really let loose and she could be nasty in the most delicious of ways. Sadly, I hadn’t seen that version of her in many years. But I hoped that maybe, just maybe, I’d catch a glimpse of her in Mexico.

Yes, Nat was beautiful, hot, sexy, mischievous, and all of those things wrapped into one perfect package.

But she was also cute too. Adorable as all hell. And she was never cuter, oddly enough, than when she was just a little mad at me.

So, when we were sitting in the airport, waiting to board our flight to Mexico, and she was trying to give me the silent treatment as she furrowed her brow and typed furiously away on her laptop, trying to get a last bit of work in before we took off, she’d never been cuter to me.

Besides, I knew it wouldn’t last. I could feel the ice melting, just a little bit, on our cab ride over. She even told a joke and smiled a little. She knew, deep down, she needed this and more importantly that we needed this. I had a great feeling about what lay ahead for us in Mexico.

We’d agreed she could work right up to, but not past, the time they called our group to board. After that, it was no computer, no phone except to talk to the kids or check in with family, and no work until our plane touched back down at La Guardia after four glorious days in Mexico.

“Now boarding all passengers in group two, all passengers in group two,” a voice said over the loudspeaker.

“Aha,” I said, jumping up.

If she heard the announcement, she was doing a great job pretending she didn’t. Nat’s gaze was intensely focused on her computer screen as she typed away. Probably hoping to send just one last email.

I heard her press the enter key and that’s when I swooped in.

“Sorry Nat, time’s up,” I said and shut her laptop on her fingers.

“Ow, hey! What the hell, Ben?” she said, prying her pinched fingers out from beneath the now closed screen.

I held up my electronic boarding pass and tapped the glass screen of my phone.

“They just called group two. We’re group two. Remember? Rewards card?”

“Shit,” she muttered under her breath. Then she softened a little and put her laptop away in her bag. I was allowing her to take it only in the case of an extreme, extreme work emergency. But I would be in charge of keeping watch over it.

With the lifestyle we were living there was no way we could afford for her to miss something important and suddenly be out of a job. I’m not a crazy person.

“Alright, let’s go have some fun,” she said, and stuck her tongue out at me.

“I don’t care if you have fun. I want you to relax. Whatever that means to you.”

“Fine, let’s go relax,” she said.

She stood up, walking in front of me, wheeling our carry-on bag which contained our most vital items in the case that our checked luggage was lost (and perhaps more importantly, several of Nat’s most revealing swimsuits).

I imagined her in the white one, smile on her face, a new and refreshed person and then I imagined her wearing nothing at all. In our room, lying naked across the bed waiting for --

“Sir, sir?”

“Yes?”

“Boarding pass please.”

“Right, sorry. Here you go.”

Nat rolled her eyes at me.

Then we headed down the tunnel towards the plane and eventually, after a few moments took our seats and the plane took off on time and without any fanfare.

There was nothing at all to suggest that we were on our way to experience a one-in-a-lifetime adventure that would change our relationship forever.

Nothing at all.


Chapter Three

IT WAS SWELTERING outside when we landed.

I’d booked a private car to pick us up. It was a little on the pricey side, but the cheaper option involved sharing a ride with other people and waiting for them to get dropped off at their respective resorts along the way so there was no telling how long it might take us to get to ours - could’ve been hours.

Not for me, thanks.

Nat was still a little ticked off at me and not speaking much, but I had one final trick up my sleeve that I knew would melt the ice once and for all.

The car service provided the option to add a bucket of ice cold beer to your trip for enjoyment on the ride.

That’s right, we could drink ice cold beer right there in the car on the way to the resort.

Simple and brilliant.

All for just ten bucks. Yes, please.

Nat probably hadn’t had a beer in over a year, but I knew she wouldn’t be able to resist. Especially not on a day like today. Sure, it was hot. But it was beautiful. Palm trees lined the cloudless sky and I could see her shoulders and neck relaxing just a little as soon as we stepped outside the airport and met our driver.

His name was Carlos and after he checked us off his list to verify we were the correct clients, Mr. and Mrs. West, he placed our bags in the back of his car and we hopped in.

Yep, Ben and Natalie West. That was us. On holiday in Mexico. Ready for anything.

Nat let out a large exhale as she sat down and buckled up.

“Beer?” I said, reaching into the bucket filled with ice and delicious Mexican lager.

Nat eyed the beer and I could see the conflict etched into her face. She was battling inside her head but I knew her disciplined side had no chance against her fun in the sun side.

It might have been years since fun in the sun Nat had come out to play, but I was intent on making it happen on this trip.

Then, her eyes relaxed and she smiled.

It was the best smile I’ve ever seen and that’s saying something because Nat has one hell of a smile when she’s feeling right.

That was a great sign.

She reached out for the beer.

“Fuck yes,” she said, exhaling with relief as she said it.

An even better sign. We popped the tops and clinked our bottles together.

“To a fun - relaxing - trip,” she said.

“I’ll drink to that.”

We each took a long hard pull and I felt the tears well up in my eyes from the ice cold carbonation flooding my throat.

It felt damn good.

“See, not so bad is it?” I said, poking a playful finger in her side.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” she said, swatting my hand away. She didn’t want to give it up just yet and admit I was right and that she really had needed this, but the battle was already won. It was only a matter of time before she really let loose and opened up.

I checked my watch. It was just after noon and we had about an hour ride to our resort. I gave it about five hours. By five o’clock that evening, Nat would be in a bikini, several beers deep, and we’d be back. Just like old times. She didn’t stand a chance.

And I was right. Only, I had no idea just how much she’d let loose, nor did I anticipate just how much she would open herself up.

“Hidden Cove, right sir?” Carlos asked, looking at me in the rearview mirror.

I locked eyes with him and it looked like he was grinning.

“That’s right, Hidden Cove,” I replied.

Carlos winked at me and then looked at my wife. He raked his eyes over her body before turning his gaze back towards me and gave a slight nod of his head, still grinning from ear to ear.

“Hidden Cove,” Nat said, “sounds nice.”

This only made Carlos smile wider and suddenly, I had this sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach.


Chapter Four

“A SWINGERS RESORT? A swingers resort?! Seriously, Ben? How could you not know?!”

“Well, to be fair...it’s a couples-only, lifestyle resort. How was I to know that was code for swingers?”

“Everyone knows that!”

Nat was not in her bikini yet, needless to say.

We’d arrived and checked in at the front desk and within minutes of stepping foot on the ground of Hidden Cove Resort and Spa, it became fairly obvious that I had, quite by mistake, booked us a stay at a sexy swingers resort.

For a moment, I had toyed with the idea of playing it off and acting like I’d known the whole time or something. But I wasn’t a good actor and truthfully, I was mortified.

Nat wasn’t mad per se, more like frustrated and a tad bit amused. But she made it clear that there was absolutely no way we were going to stay there. We checked around for other resorts in the area, but naturally everything was booked solid.

“Well, what do you want to do then?”

“I want to book a flight home. The first one I can find. If this isn’t a sign that I should have stayed in New York and kept prepping for trial, I don’t know what is.”

And I supposed I couldn’t really argue with her.

“Alright, I’m sorry,” I said and sat down on the bed next to her, dejected and embarrassed.

She placed a hand on my knee and kissed me on the cheek.

“I know you tried your best, Ben.”

Then she took out her phone and began looking for flights.

After a few minutes of scrolling her phone while chewing on her thumbnail, she threw her phone down on the bed and sighed.

“Fuck,” she said.

“What?”

“We can’t get a flight out of here for at least forty-eight hours.”

“Seriously?”

“Seriously.”

“That means we have to spend two nights here,” I said, stating the obvious. Our vacation had suddenly been cut in half at the very least. If Nat had her way though, a fifty-percent slash would just be the start of it. She was going to try to cut things to zero.

“Well, I guess I’ll just book now and keep checking. If anything comes up, cancellation or whatever, we’ll get a notification from the app and we can change to an earlier flight. Alright, booked. We leave Sunday, mid-morning.”

That wall of ice between us that had just five minutes ago seemed destined to turn into a puddle and evaporate from sight, was now refreezing, stronger and harder than ever before.

That spark between us was suddenly gone and I found myself lamenting celebrating just a little too early. Somehow, I found a way to snatch defeat from the jaws of victory.

A heavy silence hung in the air and I decided to break it.

“So what do we do in the meantime?”

Nat let out yet another heavy sigh and went over to our carry on bag - the one with her sexiest swimsuits in it.

“I guess, we’ll enjoy what there is to enjoy and make the best of it,” she said.

“You don’t mean…”

“No, Ben. I don’t mean enjoy the swingers. I mean we’ll go to the pool, the beach, and try to get our money’s worth by taking full advantage of the all-inclusive food and drinks. And avoid talking to anyone. That’s what I mean, obviously.”

“Right, right. Of course.”

As I waited for Nat to change I took a peek outside through our balcony window.

The pool was sparsely populated with a few older couples, but nothing at all that could be considered wild and crazy was going on. No topless babes, no lewd sexual acts in public, no orgies...nothing.

Perhaps they were overstating what this was.

Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad after all.


Chapter Five

IN AN EFFORT to perhaps get a discount on our stay, Nat insisted we stop by the front desk and explain our mistake to them.

So, we did.

While the manager was sympathetic to our cause, he regretted to inform us that nothing could be done.

“Does this kind of thing happen often?” I asked, trying to make myself look a little better.

I think he knew what I was doing because he offered me a sympathetic smile while he explained that it was extremely rare, but not unheard of, yes, sometimes it did happen.

Where had I heard that line before?

In an effort to make us more comfortable, he explained that there was no pressure to do anything at all. There were no expectations beyond the ones we set for ourselves and boundaries were always respected here at Hidden Cove.

“Some couples just come down here to watch, you know the atmosphere helps them sort of, reconnect with and focus deeply on each other. They don’t come down here to swing per se, but rather to get turned on and…”

He paused, searching for more delicate words.

“Have great sex?” Nat offered, finishing his thought for him.

My balls ached at the thought. Great sex. It had been so, so long since we’d had anything approaching that standard.

“Yes, exactly.”

“Alright, well...let’s go check out the pool and grab a drink,” Nat said, taking my hand and leading me away from the front desk, still lost in a daydream trying to figure out just when exactly our last round of great sex had been.

I couldn’t quite pin down a date, but as it would turn out, those couples that the manager at the front desk mentioned were on to something. Because I wasn’t going to have to wait too much longer to end the drought.


Chapter Six

WE FOUND A COUPLE of lounge chairs next to the pool that were located only a few dozen feet away from the bar which had the option of dry-land seating or swim-up seating on the side facing the water.

Nat took off her cover-up to reveal her toned and well-maintained physique which absolutely shined in her white, two-piece bikini. Even though we’d been married for what seemed like forever, I still had to pick my jaw up off the floor when I saw her like that.

So did nearly every guy, and even a few of the women, that were in the pool and surrounding area.

It seemed like everyone stopped what they were doing for a brief second to take a moment to appreciate the beautiful specimen that stood before them.

There was one guy in particular, a little older than us, perhaps mid-forties, bald, with a massive, barrel chest, tuft of grey and black hair between his pecs, and tattoos covering his arms who couldn’t seem to look away.

He was wearing aviator sunglasses and his gold chain dangled and sparkled in the water just below his neck. I couldn’t see his eyes behind the sunglasses but there was no mistaking it, they were on fire with pure, carnal lust for Nat - my wife.

And somehow, I wasn’t jealous but instead...proud. Even maybe a little turned on. He caught me watching him but rather than looking away embarrassed or pretending not to notice, he simply stared right back at me, smiled, and raised his drink in a salute to me.

I gave a slight nod back and then he finally turned away and stopped checking out my wife.

“This isn’t so bad,” I said, breaking myself from my own trance and turning to face Nat who was now applying a light coating of sunscreen.

She looked around and seemed to take in our surroundings for the very first time. Her shoulders again seemed to relax and for some reason, that gave me hope. Just a sliver.

“No, I guess not. Let’s get a drink,” she said.


Chapter Seven

DRINKS IN HAND, we sat next to each other at the edge of the pool just in front of our lounge chairs with our legs dangling in the cool blue water. I ordered a pineapple juice with rum and Nat ordered a tequila sunrise.

All was quiet. Soft music played over the sound system as couples laid, floated, and commingled around the pool. But there was no sex to be seen, heck none of the women even had their tops off.

“See, this is hardly a swingers resort. I mean, this is nothing,” I said.

Nat looked around and sighed.

“No, no it's not.”

“You sound, uh, disappointed or something?”

“What? No! I just was at least hoping maybe the people-watching would be a little better than this and we could go home with a hilarious story or something to tell our friends.”

I splashed her with some water from the pool which caused her to laugh and squirm.

“Hey, stop! That’s cold,” she cried, pushing back on my shoulder.

“We are absolutely not telling anyone about this, understand?” I said. “We are going to tell them about our nice, perfectly normal vacation at a perfectly normal resort and that’s all.”

I’d be damned if I was going to let this faux pas of mine ever see the light of day. Our friends, especially my buddies from college, would have a field day with this information.

“Oh come on, it was an honest mistake, it’s funny,” she said.

But at this point I was only half-listening.

Something had caught my eye and captured my attention even though Nat was sitting right next to me.

The barrel-chested, bald man from before had swam into view and was directly across the pool from us now and he was with one of the sexiest women I’d ever seen, save my wife of course. I could only assume it was his wife the way they were interacting with one another.

She was wearing a skimpy red bikini top that barely covered any of what looked to be her implants and a thong that proudly displayed her supple buttocks for all to see.

“Hello? Are you even listening to me?”

Nat was watching me as I watched them and she followed my gaze. Busted.

She slapped my shoulder.

“I didn’t mean that kind of people watching, perv. I’m over here.”

“Sorry, it’s just...what do you think they’re doing together...seems like a mismatch, that’s all. An odd couple if you will.”

Nat looked over and considered it for a moment.

“I don’t know,” she said. “He’s kind of sexy in that Tony Soprano kind of way.”

“Really?” I said, but again didn’t feel much, if any jealousy. Again...I was kind of, turned on?

We watched them for a time. They were probably at least ten years older than us, but they looked so peaceful and content with each other.

It was a kind of ease that Nat and I once shared but had been missing from our lives for a long time and seeing them like that made me more than a little jealous.

As we neared the end of our drinks, things took an interesting turn.

The big bear of a man took his wife into his big arms and nibbled on her ear, the first action of any kind we’d seen so far. He spun her around to face the other end of the pool and seemed to point to someone over there.

She looked and nodded, then turned around and kissed him hard before swimming off in the direction in which he’d pointed her.

“Where do you think she’s going?” Nat asked.

“I have no idea,” I replied.

But soon it was obvious. She swam up to a younger man who was seated at the edge of the pool, much like we were, but he was alone.

He was dark-skinned and tall, muscular and handsome. Abs for days, as they say. He was probably somewhere near half her age.

But she swam right up to him and started talking to him. After a while the guy smiled and nodded his head. He reached down and cupped a handful of her breast as she reached for his crotch and put her hand on his johnson from outside his swim trunks.

“Oh. my. God.” Nat whispered, eyes glued to the scene that was unfolding in front of us.

“This what you were hoping for?”

But she didn’t have time to answer before the woman was ripping off his swim trunks. His big, black cock flopped out to a smattering of cheers from the crowd of onlookers that now included nearly everyone at the pool.

Nat’s eyes went wide as she lowered her sunglasses to get a better look.

“Holy shit,” she said.

I don’t know if she was aware of it or not, but she was gently biting her bottom lip and, I think, salivating just a little bit as she leaned forward out over the water.

“Ahem,” I cleared my throat.

She looked over at me. Busted.

“Now who’s the perv?” I said, playfully. She turned scarlet red for a moment but then decided to run with it.

“Hey, when in Rome,” she joked. “What do you think she’s gonna do with that?”

“I have a theory,” I said.

He was sitting on the edge of the pool with a smile on his face as she stood in the water between his legs and wrapped her tiny, milky-white fingers around his member and stroked it to life.

She looked back across the pool and for a moment, it felt like she made eye contact with me, but she kept turning her gaze until she found her husband, who was smiling from ear to ear and gave her a big thumbs up.

Then she opened her mouth and started blowing him in front of everyone at the pool which drew a round of raucous cheers and applause from the crows as they whooped and yelled encouragement.

“Oh my god, she’s blowing him in front of everyone. Wow,” Nat said, eyes still locked on them, never breaking concentration.

“Well,” I said, “I guess it’s a real swingers resort after all.”

“Guess so,” she said.

After a while, the young man pulled the woman up out of the pool and pulled back on his swim trunks and took her by the hand. As he was leading her away towards the lobby, she turned and waved to her husband who smiled and waved back.

And just like that, as quickly as it started, the show was over and everyone went back to what they were doing.

“Now, that is a story,” Nat said.

“Yes, and one that we will absolutely be keeping to ourselves.”

Nat shrugged and stood up.

“Want to get another drink?”

“Sure,” I said, “let’s hit the swim-up bar, I’m getting hot.”

“Me too,” Nat said, with just a touch of sultriness that hinted at the fact that maybe, just maybe, she didn’t mean it in reference to the temperature.

But before I could say anything, she hopped in the pool and swam over to the bar.


Chapter Eight

WE HAD A FEW drinks by the pool that afternoon.

Alright, maybe a little more than a few.

But nothing even approaching the public blowjob we’d just seen had occurred in its aftermath. I’d half-expected the event to throw everyone into overdrive. A kicking off, of sorts, of some kind of wild, debaucherous sex orgy at the pool...but nothin’ doin’.

A few couples got a little handsy with each other and a few tops were popped, as it were, before they inevitably scurried off to their rooms to presumably screw each other’s brains out, but other than that, all was quiet.

It was just a lazy, tropical afternoon by the beach that could have been taking place at just about any other seaside resort on the face of the earth.

The only thing out of the ordinary...was Nat.

She could not stop rehashing what we’d both just witnessed.

“Well, it’s a swingers resort, remember? You couldn’t stop reminding me earlier. What’d you expect?”

“I don’t know, I mean...it was just huge you know. I can’t get it out of my head. I just keep picturing it over and over again.”

She looked over at me and put her hand on my arm.

“Sorry, I don’t mean like that…”

“I know, I know you don’t,” I said to reassure her I wasn’t taking any offense. But deep down, some weird part of me was hoping she did mean it like that. In fact, my cock jumped a little when she said it.

I didn’t know what to make of it, but maybe it was like Nat said...when in Rome.

It went on like that all afternoon. We’d settle into our books, or be quietly sipping our drinks, when she would just have to bring it up again. It was like a compulsion that she just could not help blurting out something about that big, black cock.

“Ok, ok. Sorry, sorry. I just have to say one more thing and then I’ll shut up about it,” she would say. Only there was always something else to follow.

Eventually, the sun set and the pool emptied out. The tiki bar closed down for dinner but would reopen around eleven for the night owls and the jacuzzi party. An event that kept coming up either in a passing conversation or over the PA system. I had no idea what it would be like but based on the tone I assumed it was something we would most definitely be avoiding. Besides it was at an hour of night that Nat and I would most definitely not be seeing. At least, not on that particular night.

We headed back to our room and got ready to go out for dinner.

“Have you checked flights recently?” I asked as we prepared to leave our room and head to the main lobby floor where the resort’s bars and restaurants were located.

Nat paused for a moment.

“You know what? Honestly, I hadn’t even thought about it all afternoon. Must have slipped my mind,” she said.

It was all over her face as she said it. Nat couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of her mouth and neither could I.

“I’ll check on our way down to dinner.”

Only she never did that. And we never made it down to dinner either.

“God, you look so sexy in that dress,” I said.

And like that, she turned and came right at me. Guns blazin’.


Chapter Nine

WE WERE ALL OVER each other for the first time in what felt like years. Maybe it had been years. But I couldn’t think. Not then.

The only thing on my mind were those sexy hips, swaying side to side as Nat rushed towards me and tackled me onto the bed.

Without a word spoken between us, my hand was up her skirt and the other was undoing her bra while she eagerly and ferociously unbuckled my belt.

The kissing was fast, sloppy, wet, nasty and hot. Open mouth. Lots of tongue. Lip biting, teeth clashing.

It was intense.

Then we slowed down as she pulled out my cock and pulled her panties to the side and slid me inside her wet slit.

It was never said out loud. But it didn’t need to be. We both knew it. That scene earlier at the pool had gotten us both so turned on and fired up, that we just couldn’t help ourselves.

Watching that woman slut herself out in front of the entire pool of onlookers as she sucked on a big, fat, dark, meaty cock was something that had sent both of us into overdrive. It was like visual viagra for me and well, whatever the female equivalent of viagra was for Nat.

It was just unreal how turned on we both were.

My cock was harder than it had been in my entire life and I’d never felt Nat so wet before.

“Fuck you feel good,” she whispered in my ear as she began to nibble on my lobe and work her way down my neck, making my skin break out in goosebumps from head to toe.

“You feel amazing - that feels amazing,” I whispered back as she literally started making my toes curl when she started gently sucking on my right nipple.

It was something she’d done once, way, way back and boy, did I enjoy it. Like a lot. It made me come so hard. And I think it made an impression on her because she never forgot it and whenever she was feeling a little extra hot and a little extra turned on, she would go for my nipples to make sure that she was able to turn me up to her level.

“Go slow, go slow,” I whispered into the dark room as she sat up straight and pressed both of her hands down into my fleshy pectorals and began to ride me. But she didn’t listen, she just smiled and moved her hips faster as she rode my dick.

“Go slow,” I said again, this time a little more loudly than the time before.

She closed her eyes and tilted her head back.

“I can’t,” she said as she exhaled sharply.

“But you’re gonna make me come if you keep that up,” I said.

“Good,” she answered and began to ride me faster.

If I didn’t do something quick, I was going to explode inside her and ruin everything before we really got a chance to enjoy it and most importantly before Nat came.

I was dead set on bringing her to orgasm multiple times during that trip if it killed me. That would help her relax, I was sure of it.

Some sand, some sun, and a few good orgasms would have her right as rain.

So, I pushed up with my hips and flipped her over so that I was now on top. I made the move so confidently and gracefully that I not only surprised the hell out of her, but I also surprised the hell out of myself.

“Whoa,” Nat said, as I slowly plunged deeper inside her and began to pound her slowly and methodically. “Where did that come from?”

“You bring it out of me,” I grunted into her ear, my face burrowing into the pillow beside her. I went as hard and as fast as I could and I could feel her getting wetter and wetter.

I was about to orgasm and perhaps Nat sensed it right then because she pushed both her hands up against my chest and forced me to slow down.

“Let me suck your cock,” she whispered back in my ear. “I want to taste you in my mouth.”

This was very out of character for her.

Not that she never gave me a blowjob or anything, but it was usually during foreplay or at the very end when I was about to bust if she did it. She didn’t ever stop me mid-fuck and ask to suck my cock.

But I wasn’t going to look a gift horse in the mouth. So, I eased off of her and rolled onto the bed beside her, laying flat on my back. My cock was hard as a rock and pointing straight up at the ceiling as Nat crawled toward my lap.

My shaft was covered in her juices and I could feel the cool breeze coming from the air conditioner wafting over my skin as I awaited the wet, warmth of my wife’s mouth to envelop my pole.

She opened her mouth and flicked her tongue out at the head of my cock, looking up at me with mesmerizing eyes. She twirled her tongue around the tip before opening wider and taking all of me into her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered. “That feels so good.”

“Mmm,” she moaned into the dim light of the room. She began to suck harder and faster and as I looked down between her legs, I could see she was playing with herself. First just tickling her clit a little, but then she had one finger inside her, and then another still.

Again, very out of character for Nat, but my goodness did it turn me on.

She popped her mouth off my cock and stroked the wet shaft for a little. I leaned down to kiss her and tasted our bitter juices mixed together on her tongue and I got even harder.

“Bend over,” I said, prompting her to get on all fours so I could enter her from behind. “I want to fuck you doggy.”

Nat smiled and did as I instructed and even wiggled her ass in the air inviting me to come get some.

And get some I did.

I forcefully thrusted my dick inside her and immediately felt her tighten up, her muscles constricting around my pole and wrapping it in a warm, silky blanket.

I started slow at first, but soon I was pounding away furiously. I wanted to make her come, and hard.

“Fuck yes, Ben! Oh, that feels so good. Harder! Don’t stop. Don’t stop! YES!”

“Arghhh,” I grunted and bucked and shook and exploded deep inside her as I couldn’t hold it anymore.

“Fuck yes! Ohh it’s so warm,” she screamed as she came hard and creamed all over my dick.


Chapter Ten

NAT WAS STILL SLEEPING soundly when I awoke the next morning. It was almost nine o’clock and I had to stifle a giggle because Nat hadn’t slept past 5:00 AM in nearly a decade. She looked so peaceful and relaxed that I didn’t want to do anything to disturb it. She needed it more than she knew.

Careful not to wake her, I slipped out of the bed, brushed my teeth, and threw on some clothes so I could head to the lobby and track down some coffee that was better than the swill we could brew in our room.

I’d almost totally forgotten about where we were and what the place was all about. I’d almost forgotten about the scene at the pool the night before. The only thing on my mind was Nat’s well-being and that peaceful look on her face when I woke up. Well, ok, that and the incredible sex we’d had the night before.

But the point is, I’d nearly forgotten we were at a swingers resort. I’d nearly forgotten about the whole mess and I was sure Nat had too.

That is, of course, until I met Angelo.

I popped into the breakfast buffet adjacent to the main lobby with a little extra pep in my step and was happy to see that they did indeed have some pretty decent coffee.

I scanned the room as I walked over and caught a glimpse of him, the big bear of a man who had raised a glass to me in salute rather than being embarrassed to be caught checking out my wife. The man whose wife had sucked a big, black cock in front of an entire pool of onlookers and then presumably, went back to their room, or his room I guess, to slip it inside her.

My imagination picked up right where my concrete memories left off and suddenly I was imagining the hot, mature babe - this man’s wife - laying down on the bed and slipping a big, dark cock between her legs and --

I reached the coffee area and snapped myself out of it. I poured a cup and almost as soon as my nostrils caught a whiff of the freshly brewed java, my entire body began to perk up with energy. I finished topping off the cup, popped on a lid, and began to walk back the way I came.

Then I heard a sharp whistle that seemed directed at me. I looked around and my suspicion was confirmed. The big bear of a man was looking at me, smiling and waving.

He motioned for me to come over and waved his big meaty paw in the air in an inviting gesture.

“Come here, come here,” I could just barely hear him saying.

He pushed out a chair with his foot and motioned for me to sit down.

I’m not sure why I took the seat, I mean he seemed nice enough but I could have just as easily stayed standing and gotten out of there without being rude.

But I guess I was curious. About what, I don’t know. But he had a magnetism about him that I found hard to resist.

And so I did as I was told.

“I’m Angelo. Nice to meet you,” the bald, bear of a man smiled at me with kinder eyes than I would have guessed were hidden behind those aviator sunglasses of his and I stupidly took his hand and shook it, hoping he wouldn’t notice the half-hard on I was sporting between my legs because of the strange fantasy I’d just had about his wife.

“Hi. Hi, I’m Ben,” I said, suddenly realizing this guy wasn’t just being friendly but seemed to have been actively looking forward to meeting me for some reason. And then I remembered where we were. And Nat. And all the looks she’d garnered at the pool before Angelo’s wife decided to steal the show and take center stage.

“Ben, nice to meet you,” he said, it appeared he’d been dining alone. There were half a dozen empty plates stacked in front of him with food scraps all over them. He was sipping on a tall glass of OJ mixed with something stronger, or so I assumed as I kept getting whiffs of vodka every now and again, but he seemed sharp and lucid.

I eyed the plates.

“I got a voracious appetite,” he said, patting his muscular belly. “Food, booze...sex. Can’t get enough of it. Whatever it happens to be.”

I chuckled uncomfortably.

“First timers?”

“Huh?” I said, jarred by a string of words landing on my ears that made no sense at all given the context of our conversation.

“You and your wife. First time at a...” he looked around with his arms held wide, “at a place like this?”

Oh. Right.

“Uh yeah. You could say that,” I said nervously. “Actually, we’re kind of here by mistake.”

“Mistake?” he said, his ears perking up. He began to grin at me. So, I filled him in on the whole debacle and he just stared back at me when I was finished.

I think maybe he was waiting to see if I was just yanking his chain, but once he decided I was being serious, he began to laugh uncontrollably. His belly shook with the thunder of his laughter and it felt like the whole dining room was looking at us now.

Angelo finally calmed down and wiped the tears from his eyes with a cloth napkin and tried to catch his breath.

“Oh, man. You’re making my cheeks hurt, Ben. That’s the funniest story I ever heard.”

“Well, my wife didn’t think it was so funny.”

Then Angelo got very serious and looked right at me.

“Really?” he said. He scratched his chin and looked off for a moment as if deep in thought. “I thought, I don’t know, seemed like she was really enjoying herself yesterday.”

“What do you mean?” I snapped. Even though I knew exactly what he meant. The way he said it left no doubt. Plus, I had noticed glimpses of her interest myself.

“Yesterday at the pool,” he said. “I was watching her closely and your wife couldn’t take her eyes off it. Trust me, I know the look.”

“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said a little too forcefully, my face suddenly feeling hot and flush with anger.

Angelo held up his hands.

“Whoa, hey don’t get defensive with me, buddy. I just call it like I see it. Been doing this a long time. Maybe I’m wrong, but I don’t think so. And you know something else? I could see it in your eyes too, Ben. You had the look. You’re both a little curious. And I think maybe you know I’m right too and that’s why you’re getting a little defensive just now. Don’t worry. It’s perfectly natural.”

“Curious?” I said “Natural? I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

Angelo just nodded and sat back in his chair as if all of my behavior was expected and part of some larger progression at the end of which I would come to see his wisdom for what it was - wise. And, well, he was right.

“Oh look,” he said gazing past my shoulder, “there’s my wife.”

He held up hand and waved to get her attention.

The hot, mature woman from yesterday bounced across the room towards us in nothing but a sports bra and yoga pants. She was glistening with a fresh morning sweat and even without makeup she looked incredibly beautiful. She wasn’t Nat, to be sure, but I had a hard time not staring, especially at her breasts.

“Hi, baby,” she said, sitting down next to Angelo and giving him a peck on the cheek. It took a few seconds before she even realized I was there. And in that time, Angelo was watching me watch her, I was checking her out in much the same way he had checked out Nat the day before and he caught me. We locked eyes and again he smiled, this time raising his glass of OJ and vodka towards me in salute.

That’s when she finally noticed I was sitting across from them.

“Oh, I’m sorry! Hi! I’m Lisa,” she said and extended a hand across the table. I took it and shook it lightly, careful not to give too strong or too weak of a grip.

“Hi,” was all I could muster.

Thankfully, Angelo stepped in and saved me.

“Honey, this is Ben.”

“Hi Ben,” Lisa said.

“Hi,” was again all I could muster in response. Angelo never took his eyes off me and was grinning from ear to ear. He was really enjoying watching me flounder.

“Ben’s here with his wife Natalie,” he said, to which Lisa just smiled politely. “You remember that hot babe from yesterday in the white two-piece?”

Lisa’s face lit up with recognition.

“Oh my god! That’s your wife? She’s gorgeous.”

“Yep, uh, thank - thank you,” I muttered and stuttered in response.

“Wow,” Lisa said, still marveling at the revelation. “She’s hot. I mean, even I’d hit that.”

It was said like a joke, but something about the look in her eyes told me she wasn’t quite joking. And the way Angelo raised his eyebrows at me confirmed my suspicions.

“Say, uh Ben. Where is your wife?” Angelo asked with a knowing tone.

“She’s still sleeping,” I said.

Angelo and Lisa exchanged a glance.

“What?”

“She all worn out from last night?”

“It was a long trip,” I protested.

“Mmhmm,” Angelo said, not buying it. Lisa was smiling from ear to ear.

“You guys first timers?” she asked.

That was when Angelo filled her in on my colossal mistake. She didn’t find it nearly as hilarious as he did. She seemed to find it cute and endearing.

It was still unclear to me why I remained sitting there. And even more astonishing that none of us had even thought to address the elephant in the room. Namely: that I had watched this sweet woman, who I now knew was named Lisa, suck a cock that didn’t belong to her husband in front of the entire pool of spectators just yesterday. And here we were, acting like we were meeting each other at a buffet in the Magic Kingdom.

The only thing I knew was that something was pulling me in. My curiosity was getting the better of me and so eventually, I finally blurted it out.

“So, I don’t get it. How does it work?” I asked.

“How does what work?” Angelo said.

“This, all of this…” I flailed my arms about trying to point to the entire resort. “How do you guys, I mean...what...I --”

Angelo held up a hand indicating I should stop speaking and let him take over. So I did.

“Tell you what,” Angelo said with a smirk. “Why don’t you come by this afternoon, our place. We’ll have some drinks and I can explain how it works.”

I started to shake my head no.

“Relax, I don’t mean like you have to do anything. Seriously, just friendly drinks. Clothes on. Nothing out of the ordinary other than whatever questions you want us to answer.”

I sat there in silence.

“We’re room 525.”

Still I said nothing.

Angelo threw up his hands.

“Hey, or don’t. Totally up to you.”

He gulped down the rest of his drink and took his wife’s hand and pulled her to her feet. She seemed so tiny and petite next to his massive frame and I thought that perhaps that’s what women found sexy about him even though he wasn’t the fittest guy on earth. He dwarfed them and made them feel teeny, tiny and probably, made them feel safe.

“Come on, babe,” he said and they began to leave the room.

“Nice meeting you, Ben,” Lisa said as she was walking away and blew me a kiss. “I hope you guys come.”

I thought again of Lisa, her mature and plump lips wrapped around that big, hard, black cock and my half-chub went to full in a second flat. It took a few minutes for it to subside so I could go back upstairs and tell Nat all about my strange encounter.

Even though I never intended for us to visit room 525, I could feel that pull coming from somewhere deep in recesses of my subconscious mind and I knew, even though I couldn’t verbalize it, that eventually the pull would be too strong to resist.

I just didn’t know exactly what would happen when we gave in.


Chapter Eleven

WHEN I RETURNED to the room, Nat was awake and doing yoga in the living area. She was wearing an outfit that was not unlike the one Lisa was sporting down at breakfast just moments ago, only Nat wore it better, of course.

“Morning,” she called sweetly.

There was something different about her voice, something calm and serene...something I hadn’t sensed in quite a long time.

And it made me smile.

“Hey, baby,” I said. “Brought you some coffee.”

“Thank you,” she said as she finished up her last pose and rolled up her yoga mat.

She came over and happily accepted the coffee and gave me a quick peck on the cheek.

“How'd you sleep last night?” I asked with a wry smile.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah. Alright fine. Great. Best sleep I've had in a while.”

I raised my eyebrows as we sat down in the little breakfast nook area and enjoyed the fine view of the ocean.

But rather than continuing to give me the satisfaction of being right, Nat quickly changed the subject.

“You were gone a long time, you get lost?” she asked, teasing me.

“Uh no, actually. I umm, made some friends.”

Nat stopped drinking her coffee mid-sip and raised her eyebrows.

“Oh, please explain,” she said, putting down her coffee mug and folding her arms, a smirk on her face.

I chuckled out loud and then commenced with relaying the whole story to her. She listened, clearly enthralled and curious as I told her about my encounter with Angelo and Lisa.

“So they invited you - I mean us - to their room?”

“Yeah, but just for drinks, nothing other than that. Just friendly…”

Nat raised her eyebrows again as if to say, Seriously Ben? Do you hear the words coming out of your mouth?

And she had a point.

“Don’t worry,” I said, “I told him thanks, but no thanks.”

I could see the disappointment in her face. She was trying to hide it, but it was there and I could see it. Intellectually she knew, as I did, that declining the invite was the sensible thing to do. But I sensed there was also another part of her, as there was with me, that simply could not shake the nagging curiosity that was simmering just beneath the surface.

“Oh, ok.”

“Unless, you know...you wanted to go or something.”

She looked up at me.

“No, no of course not.”

I nodded in agreement and we went back to sipping our coffee in silence for a few minutes.

“Oh, I almost forgot,” she said, “tonight is out last night. We fly back home tomorrow.”

And my heart sank a little.


Chapter Twelve

OUR AFTERNOON on the beach was quiet and relaxing. We each settled into our lounge chairs and a good book, a bucket of ice cold beer stuck in the sand between us.

After a few hours in the sun, we packed up our belongings and made our way to the pool where we ordered some tropical cocktails and claimed a spot next to the shallow end.

Once again, I had almost forgotten we were even at a swingers resort. It was a scene much like yesterday where we could have been at just about any all-inclusive resort with a tropical vibe and been none the wiser of the key and crucial differences.

That is, of course, until Angelo and Lisa arrived at the far end of the pool and changed the entire vibe of the place.

What’s that they say? History doesn’t exactly repeat itself, but it does rhyme? Perhaps that’s an apt descriptor here.

I made eye contact with Angelo from across the pool, his bronze belly shined in the fading afternoon light, and he gave me a slight nod. Lisa didn’t seem to notice us at all and I got the feeling that Angelo was simply being polite but wasn’t all that interested in me or us. It seemed he had other pressing business to attend to.

I gave Nat a nudge and got her to look up from her book.

“There they are,” I whispered.

Nat stared at them as they walked up to the bar.

“Do you think she’s going to put on another show for us today?” she said. She was trying to be sarcastic or funny perhaps but hidden in her voice was a genuine curiosity and a trace of hopefulness. It was unmistakable.

“I have no idea,” I replied and I genuinely didn’t. Continuing to surprise even myself, I found I was more than a little hopeful as well that she would. But the answer would come soon enough.

After Angelo and Lisa got their drinks, they hopped in the pool and waded out to the middle where a group of other couples were gathered. I can’t recall how many exactly but there were at least three other couples plus Angelo and Lisa.

This time Angelo and Lisa performed a slightly different dance. They seemed to pair up with one of the other couples at the center of the pool. A younger blonde and her handsome, surfer-dude husband. Then they did the old switcheroo. Angelo began getting handsy with the younger blonde and Lisa began sensually making out with the handsome surfer dude.

And this time, it was Angelo’s turn to put on a little show. He hopped up on the side of the pool and the blonde wife got between his legs much like Lisa had done the day before.

Angelo reached into his trunks and hauled it out. And I mean he hauled it out. That thing had some serious heft to it. Soda-can thick. Nearly as long as the big, black cock we’d seen his wife suck the day before but it was twice as thick.

“Ho-lee-shit,” Nat whispered, taking off her sunglasses to get a better look.

It was quick but I saw it. She licked her lips. They were glistening with saliva.

I watched her watching them. Maybe Angelo was right. She was staring longingly at the whole scene. There was no denying it. Of course, when pressed she would deny it. But I could see it plainly.

And there was no escaping the devious desires it was awakening in me. What if that were Nat out there between Angelo’s legs? How would it make me feel?

The raging hard on in my pants as soon as I had the thought was probably a strong clue as to what the answer might be.

Soon, the surfer dude was sitting next to Angelo and Lisa was sucking him off for anyone who wished to see.

After a while, the snakes were put back in their cages before the horny couples scurried off to their rooms.

I continued studying Nat’s face as they left, careful no to say a word. But she was certainly disappointed to see them go.

She finally turned towards me and noticed me staring at her.

“What?” she asked.

I thought for a moment and had a sudden thought popped into my head as if from nowhere.

“Let’s go for a walk on the beach,” I said.

She turned her head to the side and looked at me, confused. She shrugged her shoulders.

“Okay.”

🌴🌴🌴

IT WAS nearing sunset as we walked down to the beach and took a stroll. Dozens of other resorts lined the shore, but the area around Hidden Cove was tucked away on a much larger tract of land with plenty of palm trees and foliage for privacy. Which, I suppose was intentional since it was called Hidden Cove.

We held hands and walked in silence. We were the only ones on the beach it seemed. After about a hundred yards or so, Nat stopped and turned to me.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

I stood there and blinked. Huh?

The question caught me off guard. It was one of those moments where I hadn’t yet realized something was off and Nat had already picked up on it. Must have been my body language or the way I was carrying myself.

So, what was it? I could only think of one thing. What Angelo had said to me back at the breakfast buffet about the look in Nat’s eyes when she saw it. And that I too had a look about me.

Was that what was bothering me? The things he had so casually and coolly implied about us?

“Hello?” she said, probing my eyes for some sign of life.

“Sorry, no. Nothing, it’s silly.”

“What?”

I hesitated for a moment and then thought, what the hell. We’re mature adults. We can talk about these things.

“Just something Angelo said to me back at the breakfast buffett. About you…or us. I don’t know.”

She tilted her head, something she did when her interest was piqued.

“Oh? And what was that?”

“Nothing, it was stupid.”

She reached out and pinched my arm.

“Ouch,” I said, trying to rub the pain away.

“Tell me weirdo,” she said with a smile and held her hand out to indicate she was ready to strike again if I didn’t spill the beans.

“Alright, alright. Jeez. Well, you know how we had a bit of a front row seat to his wife’s - uh Lisa’s - little show yesterday…”

“And today,” she said with a nod.

“Right, well, he said he was watching us watch his wife and that you couldn’t take your eyes off it. He said you had the look - that we had the look - that we were curious or something.”

“Okay?”

“Well, I don’t know, I mean he made it seem like we were, you know, freaks-in-waiting or something, like we had gotten a taste and we liked what we saw but were too shy to maybe, you know…”

“Do something about it?”

“Yeah, and then it happened again today. I was watching you the whole time too, and I saw what he was talking about. I saw the look. You hardly blinked. And I even saw you lick your lips.”

“You did not!” she said with indignant laughter.

“I swear it’s true.” But she was so confident in her denial it had me doubting what I saw.

Nat stood there smiling, shaking her head. Now that it was all out in the open, I felt a tad ridiculous.

Ridiculous, but not wrong.

“Ben,” she said, putting a hand on my forearm, “Angelo doesn’t know what he’s talking about.”

She leaned up and kissed me.

“Really?” I said.

“Really,” she said, but there was something in her voice that sounded less steady. Less certain than just before.

I swallowed hard just then, choosing my words carefully.

“Because, he also couldn’t stop gushing about how gorgeous you are. Him and Lisa. She joked about fucking you…” I was breathing hard now as I spilled the details and felt blood rushing to my cock despite my best efforts. “I think they'd both enjoy playing with you if given half the chance. They were practically drooling.”

Something changed in her eyes just then.

“Really?” she said, her voice barely a whisper.

“Yeah, really,” I said, whispering back. We were suddenly right up against one another. Our bodies trembling in anticipation of something we hadn’t quite said out loud yet but had nonetheless just passed between us and was understood.

“Well, that’s…interesting,” she said, then I felt her hand on my cock, “and so is this.” She squeezed it gently. I was harder than I could ever remember and I didn’t quite know why.

Was it the thought of another man and his wife both having such unabashed, carnal desire for my wife? Was it the swinging couples and the shows we’d been treated to at the pool? Was it everything rolled into one?

Then a series of images flashed in my brain. Rough, quick cuts. The scene at the pool yesterday. Only it wasn’t Lisa sucking on a big, black cock. It was Nat. Holy shit. Then it was the scene today. Only it wasn’t the hot blonde sucking on Angelo’s big, fat hog. Again, it was Nat.

Gulp.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked, looking down at my cock, admiring the bulge.

I gritted my teeth and swallowed hard.

“I’m afraid to say,” I whispered.

But I didn’t need to. We both knew it already.

Nat looked over her shoulder. Still no one in sight. Then she looked over mine towards a little alcove set back off the beach surrounded by a cluster of tall, black rocks - boulders really. It was the perfect spot for…

“Fuck me,” she said.

“What?!” I said, my voice getting a little too loud as I looked around wildly for signs of human life. “Here? Really?”

She bit her bottom lip and nodded.

“I’ve never had sex on the beach before, have you?”

No. I hadn’t. I shook my head in the negative.

“When in Rome, right?” Nat said, a mischievous look in her eyes.

“When in Rome,” I replied. And she led me by the hand, raging hard on between my legs over to the little private alcove on the beach that faced out towards the ocean.

The sun was creeping down near the horizon as crystal azure waves gently crashed and lapped at the shoreline.

It was beautiful and it was perfect.

🌴🌴🌴

ONCE WE FELT we were safely out of view from any potential onlookers, we embraced and started making out. Within a few seconds, I was reaching around her back and untying her bikini top. I watched as it floated to the ground and landed in the sand between her feet.

Nat was now topless. In public. Of course, there was no one there but me to see it. But nonetheless we had stepped out onto a ledge that neither of us had ever been on and I could sense we were about to jump right off it.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, admiring her body. Her natural tits still hung tightly to her chest, firm and proud, showing no signs of sag whatsoever.

She smirked at me and eyed my trunks.

“Your turn,” she said.

I hesitated. Was I really about to go full-nude on the beach in Mexico? Were we really about to do this? The couple who less than twenty-four hours ago was planning to get out of this place as fast as humanly possible? That couple?

Well, yes. Yes I was. And yes we were.

I took a deep breath and dropped trou. My trunks fell to my ankles and landed in a crumpled mess in the sand. I felt the cool sea breeze blowing in off the water. I was stark raving naked. Standing across from the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen and the one I loved with all my heart, my wife. Her perfectly tan skin, supple breasts, and luscious curves taunted and called to me. A true Siren’s song.

We were entering dangerous waters, even if we didn’t know it yet. But it was exhilarating and new and intense. So we pressed on, damn the torpedoes. It was full steam ahead.

Nat stared at my cock.

“God, baby. You’re so hard,” she whispered, taking a step closer to me. I grabbed her hips and pulled her into my body, pressing my cock against the warmth of her tummy. I cupped her right breast in my hand and began to feast on it. Suckling and slurping and gently biting her erect nipple.

I knew no one could see us - or perhaps more aptly, no one was watching us - but the fact that it was even possible, that it was conceivable that someone could, from the right angle, see us or happen upon us not only didn’t frighten me at all, it actually heightened my sense of arousal. I almost wished someone was there to see it. I almost wished we were doing this back at the pool.

Almost. The thought of it seemed to be plenty to get my juices flowing at their highest speed.

Nat reached down and wrapped her hand around my dick and gently tugged on it as we made out.

“I need you inside me,” she said, finally breaking off our kiss.

She reached down and shed her bikini bottom. The final article of clothing that separated us from this world and the world of the nude. The final frontier was now firmly on the horizon: public sex.

Nat got down on all fours in the sand, now completely and utterly naked, and I knelt down behind her and got between her legs.

“Are we really gonna do this?” I asked, not slowing down one bit but still in shock at how quickly things had escalated to this point.

“Fuck yes, we are,” she said, shimmying her ass a little in my face. “Stick that hard dick in me right now, fuck me, Ben. Fuck me.”

She was practically moaning as she begged. Each one of us had been absolutely overcome with lust and longing after what had just been said between us and perhaps more importantly what had not been said and yet still understood.

I reached down and grabbed her hips once more, my hands digging into her tight and toned flesh. I pulled her closer to me, pressing the head of my cock against her entrance and finding no resistance whatsoever, only wetness and warmth. The luscious, velvety feeling spread down my shaft as I pressed myself all the way inside her until there was nothing left of me.

“Yessss,” she hissed, grabbing handfuls of sand as she shut her eyes tightly and exhaled in ecstasy.

“You feel so…” I took a deep breath, “nice. So…wet and warm.”

It was wild and raw. Primal and animalistic.

My dick was bigger. Had to be. Now, I’m no fool. I know that’s not really possible. But I touched places inside Nat that I’d never felt before. I chalked it up to a little extra blood pumping into my shaft from my state of heightened arousal. Perhaps it gave me only an extra one-sixteenth of an inch. Maybe less. But it was enough.

It was magic. And soon she was coming, loud, hard, fast, and intense. Pure bliss. I’d never made her feel that way before. Of that, I was certain.

And she just kept begging for more.

I entered a zone. A flow state. A plane of existence where all of my senses were heightened and tuned to the max, and then past even that. I could smell the sea. I could hear the waves. I watched as the stars crept across the sky, chasing the sun as it slinked away. I felt and heard and tasted all of that without ever losing focus on my wife and the way she was making me feel and I her. The sensory experiences were secondary and yet primary at the same time, informing and enhancing one another as they danced in and out of my conscious mind.

I lost myself in the fuck.

We went at each other like that, relentlessly, for what felt like nearly an hour as the last of the sun’s rays eventually disappeared, leaving that faint, lovely light glowing in the distance across the sea.

“Come inside me,” she whispered into the creeping darkness.

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, fill me up baby. I want to feel you inside me, please,” she said.

I felt her clutching tightly around my dick as her pussy tried to extract all that I had in me. And I willingly gave it to her.

As I was climaxing she came again, this time softly. Low moans, almost whimpers, came from her throat as she shook and writhed and accepted my seed.

When we were finished, I stood up and picked up her bikini bottom and handed it to her.

I grabbed my trunks and slipped them on.

“Where’s my top?” Nat whispered.

I spun around and looked but could not see it.

We searched, meticulously for the next fifteen minutes.

But to no avail.

“Shit, what are we gonna do? We left all our stuff back up at the pool,” I said. I was worried this was going to ruin everything about the moment we just shared.

But then the opposite thing happened.

Nat just raised an eyebrow at me and shrugged her shoulders.

“When in Rome,” she said.

“When in,” I stopped, “We really need something less…cliche-ey.”

“Agreed,” she said and stepped out from behind the rocks, topless. My come still inside her and probably dripping out between her legs and into her bikini bottoms.

I stood there frozen and watched her take a few steps in the sand. When she reached the perimeter of the alcove, she stopped and turned around, flashing a devilish grin at me.

“Well? Ya coming, or not?”

It was our second round of truly great sex in less than twenty-four hours. Clearly, there was something to this whole lifestyle resort thing.

My cock got hard all over again as I trotted towards her to catch up.


Chapter Thirteen

The beach was still empty. Even more so than before now that we were firmly under the cover of dark. There still wasn’t a soul around.

When we were about fifty yards from the wooden boardwalk that bridged the pool area with the sandy beach, I stopped. Having second thoughts, I grabbed Nat by the wrist and pulled on her arm.

“Ow, what are you doing?” she asked.

In my nervous excitement, perhaps I’d yanked just a little too hard.

“Sorry,” I whispered. Looking around again for any signs of life. “Are you, I mean are you sure you want to do this?”

“What choice do we have?” she said impatiently. Her arms were firmly at her side. She wasn’t even the least bit tempted to cross them over her chest and scurry back to the room. Not that she had anything to be ashamed of or that she should want to hide them. But she seemed to stand up taller, straighter. A more confident and at ease posture. She was owning this. No doubt about it and when you considered her personality, well, I suppose it made quite a bit of sense. She never half assed anything.

“Well, I mean…I could run back up to the pool and grab a towel or something.”

Nat rolled her eyes at me.

“Please, and leave me here on the beach all by myself in the dark? No thanks.”

“Fair point,” I said.

We stood there for a moment and then Nat sighed.

“You’re not scared are you? Or embarrassed?”

“What? No, no. Not at all. I just thought…”

She raised an eyebrow.

“Well let’s go then. Because I’m not embarrassed and I’m starving and I want to shower before dinner. And I’d actually like to make it to dinner tonight if that’s alright with you.”

She winked at me and turned and started walking towards the wooden planks.

I chased after her.

“Hey, that was as much your fault as it was mine!” I said with a smile.

As we approached the set of three steps up onto the boardwalk, I was feeling totally at ease. Not worried one bit about the fact that my wife was about to traipse right through a public pool area at a swingers resort (at which we were in fact guests) and expose her bare torso to anyone who wanted to have a looksee.

I was completely comfortable and at peace with the way things were going, my mind was drifting back off to the two rounds of great sex we’d had and, getting a little greedy, wondering just how many more lie ahead of us.

That is until I heard heavy footsteps thudding on the boardwalk, heading in our direction, accompanied by a familiar, deep belly-laugh that seemed to shake the very air around us as we drew closer.

Oh no.

“Ben!” a booming voice cried out.

It was Angelo and Lisa. They were all cleaned up and dressed in going-out clothes, not swimsuits. Both were smiling ear to ear, holding hands, completely and utterly in love with one another.

When they were about ten yards away, I saw them stop. Their eyes were no longer on me.

They were on Nat. Topless Nat. Topless Nat in her cum-soaked bikini bottoms that were the only thing concealing her freshly fucked and cream-filled pussy.

Ho-lee-shit as Nat would say. Talk about fate.

Nat kept walking and I followed until we were standing right in front of Angelo and Lisa on the wooden boardwalk. I could see the pool area over his big, broad shoulders. It was empty.

So close and yet so far from getting away with the whole damn thing.

“Why, you must be the lovely Nat,” Angelo said with a grin, raking his hungry eyes over my wife’s body before turning to me and raising a knowing eyebrow.

If Nat was at all uncomfortable, she wasn’t showing any signs whatsoever.

“That’s me,” she said with a smile.

“Sunset walk on the beach?” he asked, looking back and forth between us. Only that wasn’t really what he was asking. His tone was more like, well, well, well, you two just had the fuck of your lives, didn’t you?

There was an awkward beat shared between the four of us before Lisa stepped in and relieved the tension.

“Hi, I’m Lisa,” she said with a smile and offered her hand to Nat. “This is my husband Angelo, don’t pay him any mind. He's a big, ugly brute but he’s harmless. Mostly.” She slapped playfully at his big, barrel chest.

Nat took her hand and shook it.

“Nice to meet you Lisa. Hi Angelo,” she said with a smile.

Angelo gave a small wave.

I cleared my throat.

“Hello again, Ben,” Lisa said with a wicked grin. I nodded hello.

Just before I was about to make an attempt at gracefully extracting ourselves from the situation and avoiding anyone mentioning anything at all about the fact that my wife was topless…

“Can I just say, you have amazing tits,” Lisa said.

And there it was.

Nat almost blushed.

“Thank you,” she said and looked down at them. Angelo looked at them too and soon I was staring at them. Now, we were all four staring at them.

But once again, if Nat was uncomfortable being in such a vulnerable position, you wouldn’t know it.

“Are they natural?” Lisa asked.

Nat shook her head yes which drew a jealous gasp from Lisa.

“Amazing. You are so lucky! I had to have mine done,” she said pointing to her own, surgically enhanced breasts that were barely hidden by the sleek, tight burgundy dress she was wearing. Or perhaps more accurately the burgundy skirt she was wearing as if it were a dress.

“Oh thanks,” Nat said sheepishly, then, “yours look really nice too.”

Lisa waved a hand at her as if to say, why thank you but they don’t hold a candle to yours, honey.

“Would you mind?” Lisa asked, taking a step closer to Nat and reaching out a hand, “I mean, could I feel them?”

She asked it like it was the most natural thing in the world. Almost the way you might ask someone if it’s alright if you pet their dog when you’re out for a walk or something.

“Sure, I don’t mind,” Nat said.

I shook my head. Uh, what? Did she just?

And then it was happening.

First Lisa reached out with one hand and gently touched. Gasping lightly.

“Wow,” she said. Then she reached out with both hands, palms up and held both of Nats breasts in her hands, bouncing them up and down as if she was running some kind of diagnostic test.

“Look at that honey,” she said to Angelo, “aren’t they beautiful?”

Angelo nodded his head but he was looking at me the whole time, watching for my reaction.

I couldn’t believe any of this was real. First the public sex on the beach and now this? I must be dreaming. I watched the sexy and mature Lisa fondle my wife’s breasts like they were some rare artifact and I felt myself go hard as a diamond.

“You’re a lucky guy, Ben,” he said and gently punched my shoulder.

“Thanks,” I said meekly.

Finally, Lisa let go of Nat’s boobs.

“Sorry, I get a little over zealous sometimes, I hope I didn’t make you uncomfortable,” Lisa said with a smile.

Nat’s eyes seemed on fire once again and she didn’t seem to mind all this attention in the least.

“Not at all, I don’t mind,” Nat said.

Another awkward pause followed.

Then Angelo clapped his hands together.

“Alright, honey. Let’s leave these two lovebirds alone, I’m sure they want to go get cleaned up and have a nice romantic dinner. Isn’t that right, Ben?”

My lips formed a thin smile as everyone’s gaze shifted to me.

Lisa seemed to ignore Angelo for a moment, at least she didn’t move right away. I could see the wheels spinning in her head.

“Well, hey…we’re going to take a little moonlight stroll and then get some dinner too. Do you guys want to maybe meet us, say around eight, at the steakhouse restaurant maybe? I forget the name,” Lisa said. She just blurted it out. Like we were old friends and of course we’d like to join them for dinner. And heck, maybe a public blowjob or two. Then who knows? We’d see where the night took us, wouldn’t we?

“We’d love to,” Nat said quickly.

I shot a quick glance at her but she didn’t look over at me. In fact, it was almost like she forgot I was there and had she not used the word we’d, I might have thought she had.

“Perfect,” Lisa said.

“Hey, that’s swell,” Angelo said, punching my arm again.

Before I had time to object, they were pushing past us down the boardwalk and disappeared onto the sand.

Nat and I turned to each other. Before I could say anything, she stood on her tippy toes and leaned up to kiss me.

“Shall we?” she said.

But she scampered off towards the pool before I could reply.


Chapter Fourteen

Nat and I were a little late getting down to the main level for dinner at DeMonte’s (that was the name of the steakhouse restaurant as it turned out). But there we were, really doing this thing. Whatever this thing was. Nat and I had agreed, while we got ready, that it was going to be nothing more than a friendly dinner. It was our last night and we might as well make the best of it and try to socialize in some way.

So much for not talking to anyone.

We’d also agreed, however, to keep an open mind and see where the night took us because, well, it was our last night. So, I had no idea just what exactly the plan was. But we trusted one another and for the time being we were just going to go with the flow.

Angelo and Lisa had changed clothes. Angelo wore dark denim jeans and a white and black striped button down shirt. He looked masculine and confident standing there with his bombshell of a wife. Lisa was now wearing a sexy, black dress that was a little more restaurant-appropriate in terms of length than the burgundy one but still managed to show more cleavage this time around. She was still a total knockout either way and clearly didn’t mind letting it all hang out.

Once again I have to say, as I always must, she wasn’t quite on Nat’s level. But then again, no one ever will be. Not in my eyes. Nat was wearing an off-shoulder, cream-colored dress that hugged her curves and complimented her tight ass quite well.

Me? Well, I looked alright too. Pretty much the same as Angelo though without quite the same level of masculine stature.

They greeted us warmly, like old friends. Lisa hugged me tightly and rubbed my back and Angelo and I shook hands after he took Nat’s dainty hand in his big, meaty paw and kissed it gently. Ordinarily, I think Nat would have found that kind of thing lame and gross. But Angelo managed to pull it off. He even made her blush. Quite the charmer that Angelo. I couldn’t deny it.

“I love your dress,” Lisa said to Nat.

“Oh, thank you. I love yours too,” Nat said.

Lisa looked down and smoothed out her dress. She had a small, thin gold bracelet clasped around her ankle. I noticed Nat noticing it.

“Oh yeah,” she said, laughing and looking at Angelo, “we took a little detour during our stroll if you know what I mean.”

Angelo let out a deep belly laugh. My mind drifted away from the anklet.

“What can I say? Moonlight walks on the beach make me horny.” Lisa slapped his shoulder playfully.

“Everything makes you horny, hun,” she said, rolling her eyes.

“That’s that voracious appetite I was telling you about, Ben,” he said with a wink.

Nat and I chuckled somewhat nervously.

“I could really use a bite to eat,” Nat finally said.

“And maybe a drink or two,” I added.

Everyone laughed.

“You read my mind,” Angelo said, “let’s go inside and get a table. I’m famished,” he said, patting his muscular belly.

He took Lisa by the hand and led us all inside.

Angelo seemed to know everyone inside, including the staff. We were seated at a prime table in a prime location and were immediately doted upon by what felt like an army of waiters and waitresses.

“Bottle of wine guys? I’m buyin,’” Angelo said and slapped the table. “Sorry, sorry. Lame all-inclusive joke but I can’t help myself. I have to do it.”

Lisa rolled her eyes.

“Wine would be great,” Nat said.

“What do you guys drink?” Lisa asked.

Nat and I looked at each other and shrugged our shoulders.

“We’re not picky,” Nat said.

Angelo nodded and thought for a moment, then got the waiter’s attention.

He ordered three bottles and gave strict instructions on when to bring out each one. I couldn’t quite make out the names but they were all Chateau-something or others and they were all very old. I scanned the menu and realized they were in a special section of “add-ons.” I.e. bottles of wine that were so expensive they were most certainly not part of the all inclusive deal. They would be tacked on to the final bill.

I tallied them up in my head, getting a little nervous at how much this would cost us and then I reminded myself that we were fine. We could afford it. When in Rome, right?

God, what was wrong with me? I was becoming insanely withdrawn and neurotic as Nat made conversation with Angelo and Lisa and I sat there like some off-duty mime who’d forgotten to clock out for the day.

“Yo, Ben?” It was Angelo’s voice snapping me out of my downward and inward spiral. “I asked what you did for a living.”

“Oh, uh. Boring stuff. Computer programming. Product development.”

Then Nat chimed in.

“He’s being modest. He’s the Senior VP of Product Development for a hot new tech startup.”

“That right?” Angelo said.

“Yep, just closed our Series A. Big money coming in,” I said.

“That’s great,” Lisa said, though it was unclear to me if she even understood what a Series A was. Personally, I hardly did myself.

“And what about you, Nat?” Angelo said, turning his intense attention towards my wife. The wine arrived as he asked and the waiter poured him a small sip. He tasted and approved.

“I’m a lawyer.”

“Oh yeah? What kind?”

“Criminal defense, financial crimes mostly.”

“Really?” Angelo said, sitting up straight and fingering his wine glass, amused.

“Yeah, I was in the public sector on the other side of the fight so-to-speak. Assistant U.S. Attorney for the Southern District of New York. But I decided to sell out and cash in.”

Angelo whistled.

“No kidding, that’s really funny. I used to be a derivatives trader for a big hedge fund on Wall Street myself. Made a bundle and got the heck out. Too much stress.”

The waiter finished pouring us each a glass of wine and the conversation shifted as Angelo raised his glass to make a toast.

“To our new friends, Ben and Nat,” he said.

“Aww, thanks,” Nat said.

I simply nodded along like an idiot and said nothing.

The four of us clinked glasses and took sips.

Ordinarily, I could care less about what kind of wine I’m drinking or where it’s from or how much it costs. But this? This was unbelievable. I’d never tasted anything like it in my life.

I eagerly sucked down my first glass and Angelo kept it flowing as we ordered dinner and dug in.

It was a long, leisurely meal. Angelo put away several appetizers and two entrees all by himself.

I think I was at least five or six glasses deep when the dessert menu came out.

“Oh no thanks, none for me,” I said, patting my belly like Angelo, “I’m full.”

Angelo scanned the menu.

“How about you, Nat? Hungry for anything sweet?” he said, raising his eyebrow.

Nat looked over the menu.

“No I don’t think I could,” she said with a polite frown.

“How bout you, babe?” he asked, turning to his wife.

Lisa thought for a moment and smiled.

“Well, you know I could always go for some chocolate,” she said, her voice dripping with innuendo. It was an unmistakable reference to the giant, black cock she’d sucked right in front of us the day prior.

Angelo chuckled.

“Don’t I know it, alright…let’s see. Wanna split the lava cake?”

“Deal,” she said.

Angelo ordered the lava cake and we watched them eat it.

🌴🌴🌴

AFTER DESSERT Angelo ordered a bottle of expensive Port. Apparently he and Lisa had grown quite fond of it after a recent trip to Portugal and he insisted that we just had to have some.

So, naturally we did. I thought it tasted like boozy raisins and frankly didn’t see what all the fuss was about. But Nat and I liked it just fine enough to keep on pouring it down our gullets. Growing ever drunker and more incautious in the process.

That’s when the conversation turned from polite and casual to the thing that I had secretly hoped it would from the start.

“So, Ben,” Angelo began, sipping on his cut crystal glass of dark, syrupy Port, “you still curious?”

I turned my head to the side. In my slightly tipsy stupor I was a little slow on the uptake you might say and had I been a little more alert I may have understood.

“I’m sorry,” I said, looking at Nat to indicate I had no idea what he was talking about.

“This morning,” he said, like come on, you remember. “You were asking me how it worked, you know?”

Nat turned and looked at me and playfully slapped my shoulder. Lisa smiled expectantly.

“Oh is that right, is that what you asked Ben?”

Angelo smiled at Nat and nodded.

“Yeah, he seemed quite interested to tell you the truth. That’s when I invited him, the both of you really, to meet us for drinks this afternoon in our suite. I was going to, you know, fill him in.”

“But you never showed,” Lisa said, pretending to be hurt.

“Nah, no big deal,” Angelo said, waving her off, “but I was thinking, you know, here we are. We’ve got drinks. It’s a public place so maybe you’re a little more comfortable than you would’ve been in our room. So, I started wondering, if maybe you were still interested in knowing more about the lifestyle.”

He smiled and finished the rest of his Port in one big swallow.

“The lifestyle?” Nat asked, giggling a little. I could tell she was somewhere between tipsy and drunk and although she was in full control now, it was a delicate balancing act. If she went too hard too fast, I might lose her for the night and I didn’t want that.

Angelo looked at me, eyebrows raised as if to say, Well, pal? I asked you a question. I’m gonna need your permission before I continue here.

“You know, whatever. If you feel like it, I was just curious, I don’t mean to pry. I just figured since we’re here…”

“Oh so, your interest is purely academic?” he said in a patronizing tone.

“Don’t listen to him,” Nat said, suddenly very excited. I could almost hear her heart beating faster. “I’m very interested. I mean, obviously…”

She looked around and caught herself. Her intellect won out and she just stopped saying whatever it was she was about to say. Lisa reached out and put a gentle hand on her wrist and smiled warmly at her.

“Relax. I totally understand. I’ve been through it already. Everything you’re feeling is totally natural. Expected. But let’s just put it out in the open alright? Cards on the table so we can stop pussyfooting around here,” she smiled at us and looked over at Angelo before continuing on.

“A few hours ago, I was fondling your tits on the beach. Remember?”

Nat nodded, who could forget? That was something I’d never forget. I know it was a rhetorical question but still. Who could forget?

“And a few hours before that, you watched my husband getting a blowjob in the pool. And the day before that you watched me sucking on another man’s big, black cock so there’s reason to be so delicate or handle us with kid gloves. We know what you guys were doing on the beach when we ran into you. No judgments. That’s fucking hot. Good for you guys, I say.

Then she leaned in closer.

“We’re secure in who we are and what we do. So, ask away. Ask as many questions as you want. Or don’t…it’s totally up to you guys.”

Angelo reached out a hand and stopped her.

“Whoa, whoa, whoa. Let’s not give away all our secrets here, huh? How about this, let’s start with one question and take it from there?”

Nat took a deep breath and then launched.

“I want to know everything,” she said, “I don’t even know where to start.”

Then I chimed in.

“How did you…I mean, how did this all start?”

Angelo smiled.

“Ahh, excellent question. Begin at the beginning. Very smart, Ben.”

He poured himself another glass of Port and took a swig before continuing.

“Well look, how does anything start? In almost every other way, we’re a totally normal couple. Been married fifteen years. Two kids. One boy, one girl. Semi-retired at the moment, as I mentioned,” he said, winking at Nat, “But we’ve just always been sexually voracious people. A little adventurous, exhibitionists, you might say. And one day we got the bright idea it might be fun to check out a place like this and just kind of, feel it out. See what there was to see. We could lounge around in the nude, get some great stories…”

Lisa chimed in.

“We never really intended to go full on into the swinging thing. I just wanted to let my tits hang out on the beach and maybe give my husband a blowjob by the pool.”

“Right, exactly,” Angelo said. “But well, as I think you two have found, the atmosphere can be really, let’s say stimulating and well, I always found the idea of Lisa fooling around with other men very arousing. I’m not one of those macho, possessive guys. I like to celebrate my wife’s sexuality and femininity. Long story short, an opportunity presented itself on our last night and we took the plunge. Haven’t looked back since.”

He took another big swig from his wine glass finishing the last of the Port.

“So, but…how do you…” Nat was stammering, trying to formulate her question. I’d never seen her so tongue-tied in my life.

Angelo held up a hand to stop her.

“I’ll tell you what. Offer still stands, Ben. Why don’t you two come up for a little night cap and we can talk about it all you want. You can ask questions till the sun comes up,” he said with a wicked smile.

I knew what he was proposing. Again, I knew, intellectually, that the socially correct response was a polite no thank you. I knew that if we went up to that room, a simple Q&A session was not at all what they had in mind.

“Okay,” Nat said quickly, sitting up straight and looking over at me.

“What?” I said, a little too low for anyone to hear. Lisa’s face lit up and Angelo slapped the table, excited.

“Terrific!” he said.

Then he flagged down one of the waitstaff.

“We’re all finished, could we get the check when you have a minute, please and thank you. Everything was wonderful.”

The check arrived and Angelo immediately swooped across the table to grab it with his big meaty paw.

“Please, allow me,” he said. I was doing the math in my head and we’d easily accrued thousands upon thousands of dollars in expensive wines and extra add-ons. I couldn’t just let him pay for it all. But he wasn’t having it.

“No, no. I insist, at least let’s split it down the middle.”

Angelo dismissed me with a wave of his hand as he signed the check and added a tip.

“Nonsense,” he said as he finished and handed the check back to the first waiter he saw.

He wiped his face one final time and stood up.

“Now, let’s head up for that night cap. Shall we?”

Without another word spoken between us, Nat and I stood up and silently looked at one another. We were doing this. But this time there was no ambiguity or wondering what this was. We were walking into the belly of the beast, the inner most cave and we were doing it willingly and with our eyes wide the fuck open.

It all felt like a dream, but there we were, following them up to their room. Once we were inside, all bets would be off.


Chapter Fifteen

ROOM 525 WAS a palatial suite. Ours paled in comparison. This was undoubtedly a high-roller suite. I could not imagine what the nightly rate must have been when I considered what we had plunked down for our tiny, little room. Nat and I were extremely well off but it seemed that Angelo and Lisa possessed a level of wealth that was almost incomprehensible.

“Something to drink?” Angelo asked almost immediately upon the door closing shut behind us. It was almost as if the click of the lock was a trigger in his mind to ask us. I half expected that if I opened the door and shut it again, he would ask the exact same question in the exact same way upon hearing the click.

“Sure,” I said. “Nat?”

“Yeah, I’ll have something.”

“What’ll it be?” Angelo said with a smile and a sweeping gesture of his hand. He motioned across the room toward a stocked marble bar. “We got it all.”

“I’ll say,” I said, taking note of some expensive bourbon towards the end of the right side of the bar. Angelo noticed me noticing the bourbon and didn’t even bother to ask. He walked over and began pouring me a healthy glass.

“And for the lady?” he said, turning around to look at Nat. There was something different in his eyes. Hunger, yes. But more than that. They were burning for something - or someone.

Where was Lisa, I suddenly wondered. She’d disappeared into the bedroom as soon as we got inside and had been in there for what seemed like a while.

“Same is good,” Nat said, nodding toward the bottle of bourbon from which he’d just poured my drink.

Angelo winked at her.

“Whiskey gal? I like that.”

He poured himself a third glass and motioned for us to come over and join him at the bar.

“To new friends,” he said, offering a toast.

We clinked glasses and took long, measured sips from our tumblers.

The warm burn of the alcohol coated my throat and lit a fire in my belly.

I looked at Nat and she was staring at Angelo, not in the same way he was with her but more like studying him - wondering what to make of the whole situation.

She was assessing him as she would a legal case.

Or so I told myself.

Before I could finish my thought, there came a knock on the door.

Angelo raised an eyebrow at us and walked across the room to answer it.

Nat and I looked at each other with mild alarm.

“Who do you think that is?” she whispered, locking her arm around mine and giving it a squeeze.

She looked so beautiful. So radiant. So positively delicious and alluring.

“I don’t know,” I whispered back. But I had an idea of who it might be. And deep down, I knew who I hoped it might be.

The door swung wide and Angelo stepped aside as a small parade of people began to enter the room. Some of them I recognized, some I did not. There were a few couples, one from the pool the other day. The young blonde. The one Angelo had been enjoying. And her husband.

And then there he was. The young black man. The athletic and built stud whose dick we’d watched Lisa suck in front of the entire pool…really the one that started it all. The reason we were standing here with dumb looks on our faces.

I quickly shot a glance at Nat and there it was. The same look she’d worn at the pool. She licked her lips again and her face seemed flush. It was all within microseconds, but it was unmistakable. I saw it before she could steady herself and regain her composure.

She met my gaze and raised an eyebrow.

“What?” she whispered.

“Nothing,” I whispered back.

“What exactly are we supposed to do now?” I asked.

She shrugged and scanned the room.

“We can hang for a bit and see what happens.”

“I think we know what’s going to happen.”

She rolled her eyes at me as if to say no duh, stop taking me so literally.

“Let’s just see what happens,” she repeated, more firmly this time, “and if we don’t like it, we’ll bail.”

I was nervous as all get out and not sure what to do. I was not meant for ambiguous situations like this. Not by a long shot. I needed clearly defined parameters.

Nat grabbed my forearm and squeezed it.

“Okay?”

I took a deep breath and steadied myself.

“Okay, yeah. Okay.”

“Should we go introduce ourselves?”

I looked across the room at the crowd that had gathered around Angelo.

The young couple from the pool and the two athletic, young and hung, black men. Plus me and Nat.

Angelo and Lisa made eight.

This was shaping up to be some kind of full on orgy by my calculations.

Five cocks. Three pussies.

Speaking of Lisa, where was she anyway?

“Oh my god,” I heard Nat whisper.

I turned and looked to see Lisa walking out of the master suite in a bright-blue bikini that might as well have been dental floss.

My cock hardened to steel as my jaw dropped to the floor.

Angelo stuck his fingers in his mouth and gave a whistle.

“Who’s ready to hit the hot tub?” Lisa said, shimmying her hips.

It seemed everyone couldn’t wait to join in. The young couple stripped out of their clothes and pranced toward the balcony where the hot tub was.

Nat and I looked at each other - we weren’t wearing any swimsuits.

For the moment, it appeared no one remembered we existed. If we wanted to, we could slink away, right out the door and back to our room and it would have probably been hours until anyone noticed we were gone.

Well, maybe not Angelo - he’d probably notice Nat was missing. She was the prize he had his eye on afterall. He could play it cool all he wanted but I knew what his angle was here.

Did that mean I would get a chance at Lisa?

Gulp.

My cock throbbed.

For the first time, I went there. Not just thinking about what it would be like if Nat were with someone else but also thinking about what it would be like to experience the very same thing for myself.

What would that be like?

I immediately felt guilty of a terrible crime.

“What should we do?” Nat whispered.

I peered out toward the balcony.

Not everyone was in the hot tub. At least not yet.

“We can just go out there. Finish our drinks and then politely excuse ourselves…” I said, my voice trailing off.

“Really?” Nat said, raising an eyebrow. “You know if we go out there…”

Her voice trailed off.

“What? What happens?”

“Things could get…weird.”

I shook my head and laughed.

“I think we’re already well past weird at this point, don’t you?”

Nat giggled.

“Yeah, yeah we sure are.”

I took her hand in mine and she squeezed as our fingers interlaced with one another.

“Look, we don’t have to do anything, alright? We can just…”

“Watch?” Nat said, finishing my sentence.

“Yeah,” I said. “Or not.”

Then her face got serious.

“Ben, can I tell you something?”

My heart began to race.

“Anything,” I said.

“If we go out there and things start to…you know, go down…I don’t know if I’ll be able to control myself.”

Then my heart nearly skipped a beat.

“What do you mean?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Well,” she said, pulling me closer, “I keep thinking about what it would be like…”

I thought I was going to pass out. The anticipation of what would come out her mouth next was so high.

“I keep thinking about what it would be like to suck your cock in front of everyone,” she said finally. “To have you take me in front of an audience. And…”

I couldn’t believe my ears.

“And what? What else?”

But it was too late, Nat turned and began walking toward the balcony to join the crowd. Angelo looked over and saw her coming. He grinned from ear to ear.

I began to follow Nat over.

“Hey, look everyone - here they come finally! Give Natalie and Ben a warm welcome, will ya?”

Everyone, and I mean everyone, turned toward us and raised a glass. I could see the hunger and thirst in their eyes.

The two young, black studs were especially hungry.

But the hungriest one of all was Angelo.

He was downright insatiable. That voracious appetite of his was on full display.

I could see it all over his face.


Chapter Sixteen

LISA WAS IN THE HOT TUB, still wearing her dental floss bikini and sipping on a cocktail. Angelo was smoking a cigar off to the side and the young couple from the pool were in the hot tub across from Lisa.

“Marco? Why don’t you join me in the tub?” Lisa called out to the young athletic black man. He smiled and was only too happy to oblige. He looked at Angelo who gave a slight nod of assent and he walked up the steps and hopped in next to Lisa. His dark ebony arm was soon wrapped around her neck and soon after that, they were making out.

Nat and I watched curiously from the other side of the hot tub, opposite where Angelo stood.

“You kids going to join in or are you just here to watch?” he asked playfully. I must have given him a nervous or angry look or something because he immediately held his hands up and laughed.

“Hey, relax. I’m just kidding. You’re free to watch. No pressure.”

Before I could say anything, Nat shot playfully back. She could always dish it out as well as she could take it. She wrapped her arm around my waist.

“What about you Angelo?” she asked, raising an eyebrow as if to say, hey buddy, looks like you’re the odd man out.

Angelo was leaning on the balcony, looking out at the ocean, but this playful comment caused him to stand up and turn toward us so his shoulders were facing us squarely.

“Oh,” he said, puffing on his cigar, “don’t worry about me sweetheart. I always get mine. Don’t you worry about that.”

He stared at Nat with hungry eyes and stood there staring for some time. I could feel Nat was getting excited. Her chest was heaving up and down next to me. Her breath was ragged.

“Let’s get in the hot tub,” she said suddenly to me.

I looked at her sideways.

“We didn’t bring our swimsuits,” I said, thinking, “do you want to go back down to our room to get them?”

Angelo waved a hand.

“We got plenty of suits, plus,” he said, turning to the scene in the hot tub, “I don’t think you’ll need them very long.

The young couple were now completely naked and making out. Marco and Lisa were completely naked as well as Marco slurped on one of her surgically enhanced breasts.

Nat looked at me and I think she knew what my answer was.

“Yes, let’s go get changed,” she grabbed my arm and started pulling me away. I hoped my half-hard-on wasn't visible to anyone. Not that they’d care.

She smiled at Angelo.

“We’ll be right back,” she said.

Angelo simply smiled and puffed on his cigar.

“Well be here,” he called after us.

…

WHEN WE GOT BACK to the room, Nat was all over me once again, tackling me to the bed.

“God, I want you so bad right now,” she whispered as she covered my face in some of the most aggressive kisses I’ve ever received.

“I want you too,” I whispered back.

“Why is this so hot?” she said, nibbling on my ear.

“What?”

“This, this place. The people…what’s happening to us. Everything. Don’t you feel it?” she said, grabbing at my hard cock with a wicked smile.

I laughed as she squeezed my cock and then pulled down my pants.

“Isn’t it obvious?” I said with a laugh.

She moved down to start sucking me off with her wet, luscious lips.

“Hey,” I whispered, “what were you going to say up there? You never finished your thought. You were saying all the things you wanted to do and then you said, ‘and’. Then you just trailed off and stopped.”

Nat flicked out her tongue and looked up at me with unblinking eyes.

“I wasn’t sure if you were ready to hear what comes after and…” she said, reaching up and placing a hand on my stomach as she took me into her mouth and all the way down to the base of my shaft.

“Oh god,” I whispered. “Oh god, I so am. Please. Please tell me, Nat.”

She held the deepthroat position for a while and looked up at me the entire time, never gagging. She tried to smile with my cock deep in her throat and I almost lost it.

God, she was so sexy.

Finally, after ten or fifteen seconds, she released the position and spat me back out. She drew in a sharp breath and exhaled.

“You sure?” she said.

I nodded vigorously.

She grabbed the base of my shaft and squeezed and started jerking me.

“I want this…” she said, looking around and up and all around.

“What do you mean?”

“This, Ben,” she said, shaking my cock lightly. “I want this. I want Angelo’s, I want Marco’s…I want all the cocks. Everything you’ll let me have, I want to feel what it’s like. What Lisa must be experiencing right now.”

Her words washed over me like an ice cold tidal wave and smacked me hard in the face. But they left it stinging and hot and soon the blood returned and was rushing into my cock.

I took a deep breath.

I wasn’t mad. I was…happy. Glad she’d said it. Glad she’d finally put into words exactly what I was feeling but couldn’t or more accurately wouldn’t put into words because I was too afraid.

“Fuck,” I whispered. “I want that too.”

Nat’s face lit up.

“Well…” she said, “what are we doing down here then?”

Her face was lit up with another wicked smile.

I tried to sit up and she pushed me back down.

“Easy, Ben,” she said, “I want to make you cum first.”

Then she took me back into our mouth and sucked me off to completion.

After that, we got changed into swimsuits and got ready to head back upstairs.


Chapter Seventeen

I KNOCKED LIGHTLY on the door. Then more loudly after a few moments where no one answered. Still nothing.

“What time is it?” Nat whispered.

I shrugged.

She was in her killer white, two-piece.

I was wearing a cabana shirt and swim trunks.

I couldn’t stop looking at her.

“What?” she said, noticing me staring.

“Nothing, you just look incredible,” I said.

We must have been back at the room longer than I realized. I leaned in closer to the door to try to listen for any movement but I couldn’t make anything out.

Was the party really over?

Just when I was about to tuck tail and leave, Nat began pounding on the door with a closed fist.

Thud. Thud. Thud.

I grabbed her arm and shushed her for some reason.

“Who cares?” she said dismissively.

“One second!” a muffled voice called from within. It was Angelo.

I heard his big footsteps on the tile floor. Then the lock to the door clicked open. The door followed.

It swung wide.

Angelo was there to greet us with a dazed grin, he was in a white bathrobe that was barely concealing his manhood.

“Oh, well. Look who it is,” he moved aside and ushered us into the suite once more. “Come on in, don’t stand out in the cold.”

Nat scampered inside.

I followed.

Angelo closed the door behind us.

The place was empty.

And quiet.

The lonely hot tube was lit up but no one was in it as it frothed and bubbled with no one to enjoy it.

Lisa was nowhere to be seen.

“Where did everyone go?” Nat asked, more than a trace of disappointment in her voice.

“They left,” he said. “Bridgette and Chris have an early flight to catch so they wanted to get a decent night’s rest.”

Bridgette and Chris, I assumed, must have been the young couple who couldn’t keep their hands off one another.

“So do we,” I said under my breath, but Nat didn’t catch it.

“And then Marco,” he said, scratching the stubble on his chin. “Well, let’s just say a kid like that with a hog like that is in high demand in a place like this if you know what I mean.”

I thought I did but didn’t say anything.

“Oh I bet,” Nat said in a sultry voice.

Angelo smiled and eyed her hot, tight body with those same hungry eyes.

“So, the party's over?” I said, half-relieved.

“Doesn’t have to be,” Angelo said quickly.

Just then the door to their bedroom opened and Lisa stepped out wearing a similar white robe. Her ample cleavage just barely hidden in its folds. Her hair was a little messy, I assumed from the fun she’d had with Marco. But she was as stunning as ever.

And of course, as you well know by now, not quite on Nat’s level.

“Oh hello,” Lisa said with a friendly smile.

“We didn’t think you guys would come back,” Angelo said, wrapping his arm around Lisa as she nestled up to his side. He kissed the top of her head.

“Why not?” Nat asked defensively.

“Thought you got cold feet, that’s all,” Angelo said. “Nothing to be ashamed of.”

“But you’re back,” Lisa said with excitement.

She looked at us. And now it felt like she was looking at both of us with hungry eyes. I could feel their lust, both of them.

“So…what should we do?” Nat asked after a few awkward moments of silence.

“Oh, I could think of a few things,” Angelo said with a wry smile.

“Where would we - I mean how do we…what’s the?”

Nat couldn’t find the right words.

I couldn’t find any words at all.

Lisa reached out and put a comforting hand on Nat’s arm.

“Relax, honey. We’ll take good care of you. The both of you. Isn’t that right honey?”

Angelo nodded.

“Why don’t we start with a drink and head to the hot tub and then…we’ll just see what happens, okay?”

She looked at me and Nat.

“Okay,” we both said in unison.

Angelo went and made us all a cocktail and we headed back out to the hot tub.

It appeared that we were about to take the plunge.

Literally and metaphorically.


Chapter Eighteen

WE WERE IN the hot tub with Angelo and Lisa. The four of us, sipping drinks and talking as the warm ocean air blew in from the sea and actually cooled our bodies from the heat of the water in which we were submerged.

Angelo was wearing swim trunks, as was I. And Lisa had changed back into her dental floss bikini.

Things took a turn when Nat abruptly changed the subject of conversation from something totally innocuous to something a little more…risque.

She cleared her throat and took a big sip of her drink.

“Hey Lisa,” she began, she was staring at Lisa’s ginormous tits. Lisa noticed her staring and raised an eyebrow. She looked at Angelo who gave a slight nod and then at me. I’m not sure what my face looked like but I imagine it was quite a site. My cock was already raging hard and ready to go beneath the water’s surface.

“Could I maybe…” Nat was struggling to just come right out with it. “Could I maybe feel them?”

Lisa smiled.

“Of course, honey. Tit for tit, I like to say. I felt yours, it’s only right you get to feel mine.”

Everyone laughed for a moment and then it started.

Nat stood up and waded the short distance across the tub.

As she was approaching, Lisa reached up behind her neck and untied the string that held up the top part of her bikini.

It fell down and floated across the water toward me.

Here bare tits were out. Shimmering in the faint glow of moonlight. Wet and slick with water. Her coral nipples were erect and pointy.

“Wow,” Nat whispered.

“Go ahead,” she said. “You can feel them.”

She pushed her chest out toward Nat’s hands in a welcoming gesture.

Nat reached out with both hands and felt them softly at first. Then her grip became more firm, more sure of itself as she explored Lisa’s flesh.

“Not bad,” she whispered.

“Thank you,” Lisa said, watching Nat admire her body with mild amusement and something a little more.

For a few moments, no one spoke. Nat just stood there, half-naked and trembling as she fondled Lisa’s tits while Angelo and I watched.

“You ever kissed another girl before?” Lisa asked suddenly.

Nat looked up nervously and shook her head no.

“Would you like to?” Lisa asked as if she were offering a glass of water. “I find in situations like these, it’s a little easier to start with the gentler sex to get things going before throwing yourself to the wolves…”

She looked over at me and Angelo with a wry smile.

I supposed we were the wolves.

“Plus,” she said, wrapping her arms around Nat’s neck and pulling her close, “the boys really like it when we kiss.”

She pressed her forehead against Nat’s and stared deeply into her eyes, studying them.

Nat exhaled sharply and nodded.

“Okay,” she whispered.

Her body was quivering with nervous excitement as Lisa’s lips parted and made their way toward my wife’s.

I thought I might pass out before it all began but luckily I managed to keep my wits about me and stay somewhat focused on the task at hand.

But then my head almost exploded, along with my cock when their supple lips finally began to touch.

At first, that’s all it was. Just a light, gentle touching of two sets of lady lips. They lingered on eachother, waiting for one to make the first move.

Then, Nat’s lips parted first. Lisa opened her mouth and slipped out her tongue. I watched as it crossed over my wife’s lips and into her mouth.

Nat’s mouth opened wider and next it was her tongue slipping out across the boundary line and entering Lisa’s mouth.

It was slow and sensual. True French kissing if I’d ever seen it.

I watched, totally amazed and enthralled by the lewd and sensual scene.

My wife was making out with another woman. A smoking hot, older woman with big fake tits.

After a few moments, they pulled apart and looked over at me and Angelo as if for approval.

“What do you think, Ben?” Angelo asked.

“Wow,” was all I could say.

“Yeah,” he agreed, “wow is right.”

Lisa turned back to Nat and reached up to her neck and put her hands on the string that held up Nat’s top.

“May I?” she asked sweetly.

Nat nodded.

Lisa untied the bow and Nat’s top fell to the water and floated over to Angelo.

It was hard to miss the symbolism. Or was it an omen? A sign? Who knows. But it was not lost on me.

Now they were both topless. Tits pressing together.

They went back to making out for a little before I watched in amazement as Lisa’s hand crept down to Nat’s stomach and rested there for a moment before continuing to travel down between her legs.

Nat didn’t stop it. Instead she adjusted her stance so that her legs were wider and easier to get between.

Lisa’s hand stretched the waistband of her bottoms and was suddenly out of view.

Nat gave a shudder.

Lisa gasped.

“Oh she’s so wet,” Lisa whispered. “Does that feel good?”

I could see Lisa’s hand wriggling and writhing beneath the white fabric of Nat’s bottoms. I wished like hell there was nothing there at all so I could see the full view. But for the time being my imagination would have to suffice.

“Yes,” Nat whispered, almost whimpering. “It feels so good.”

“Mmm, I bet it does,” Lisa said, staring intently at Nat’s face, watching her reaction and reveling in seeing her experience the pleasure she was administering.

Nat’s eyes were shut tight, mouth open just slightly. Her breath was heavy.

“Fuck,” she whispered.

“Fuck is right,” Lisa said, speeding up the thrusts of her fingers. Nat was panting and moaning now. She was really getting revved up.

I looked over at Angelo who was staring intently as his wife fingered my wife. His hand was on his crotch, resting and squeezing ever so slightly. He was getting himself ready.

“God that feels amazing,” Nat said.

Lisa smiled.

“Does it? What does it make you want to do?”

Nat drew in a sharp breath and exhaled just as sharply.

“Be bad…” she whispered.

Gulp.

It was so hot. I could hardly stand it.

“Yeah?” Lisa said with great satisfaction. “That’s what I like to hear.”

“Oh fuck,” Nat said. I could tell she was on the edge of an orgasm.

But just before she went over the edge, Lisa stopped and pulled her hand away.

“Why don’t you go over there and suck your husband’s cock?” she said.

Nat bit her lip and nodded.

She turned toward me and took a few steps over to wear I was half-seated.

“Are you sure about this?” I asked weakly.

Nat nodded.

“Take ‘em off,” she said.

Lisa walked across the tub and wrapped her arm around Angelo’s waist, then reached into his trunks and started jerking him off.

“Mmm,” she moaned. “I can’t wait to watch this.”

“Me neither,” Angelo said with a smile.

I sat up on the ledge of the tub and shed my trunks in one swift motion. Instinct was taking over now as I bid goodbye to intellect for the remainder of the evening.

My cock was now exposed for all to see.

“Not bad,” Lisa said, admiring my package.

“Not bad at all, Benny boy,” Angelo said.

“Mmm, no it’s not,” Nat said in a sultry tone.

Nat got between my legs and grabbed my hard cock at the base of the shaft and began to suck.

The sensation of her wet mouth - the same mouth Lisa’s tongue had just been in - was sensational. I closed my eyes and reveled in the feeling.

“Oh look at that honey,” she said, “I told you she’d give great head.”

Angelo chuckled.

“Fuck, look at her suck that cock,” Lisa said.

“Does it make you wanna suck mine?” I heard Angelo say.

By the time I opened my eyes again, Lisa was in the same position as Nat, between her husband’s legs, greedily slurping on his long, thick cock.

So, there we were. The four of us having…group sex? Is that what it was?

I didn’t know and I didn’t care.

All I knew was I was experiencing that same heightened sense of euphoria I’d experienced on the beach earlier with Nat.

We were on fire with passion and lust.

The fact that now someone was actually watching us only served to turn me on more.

For the next five or maybe ten minutes, the only sound came from the bubbly hot tub and the wet, sloshing sound of our wive’s wet mouths on our hardened cocks.

Then Nat stopped and looked over her shoulder for the first time. She still held my cock in her hand, but all movement ceased.

“Holy shit,” she said. “That’s so hot.”

She watched Lisa sucking Angelo’s cock for a few moments.

Finally, Lisa looked over at us with Angelo’s cock still in her mouth.

She raised her eyebrows then looked up at Angelo who gave a slight nod as if signaling it was go time for something.

Then it became clear.

“Wanna switch?” Lisa said casually to Nat once she finally came up for air.

Gulp.

It was happening.

“Switch?” Nat said.

“Yeah…switch cock,” Lisa said.

Nat began to nod but then stopped and looked up at me for approval.

How could I deny her?

I gave my own slight nod to say it was go time and her face lit up with surprise and lust.

Lisa and Nat then switched places and our lives would never be the same.

We’d officially crossed the rubicon.


Chapter Nineteen

IT’S HARD TO describe the feeling of watching your wife wrap her lips around another man’s cock. I suppose it’s doubly hard when that man’s wife is wrapping her lips around your cock at the same time. But I suppose I’ll try.

Angelo’s big, fat cock loomed over Nat’s tiny head but she didn’t seem the slightest bit intimidated. She reached up and grabbed it with her petite hand. She couldn’t even wrap her fingers all the way around it.

Lisa was standing next to me. She hadn't yet gotten between my legs. She wrapped her arm around my neck and was kissing my ear gently and whispering into it.

“Are you ready for this Ben? It’s gonna blow your mind to see your beautiful wife sucking on another man’s cock. Best drug there is…”

My neck broke out in gooseflesh as my body surged with dopamine and adrenaline and I had a feeling that every single word she’d spoken was more than one-hundred percent true.

As she jerked him off, she looked over at me once more.

“I love you,” she said.

“I love you too,” I replied.

And then she opened her mouth and lowered it toward the tip of Angelo’s prick. She paused for a moment and then took him inside her wetness. It started slow at first. Then she opened wider and pressed down further.

Angelo let out a grunt and closed his eyes, tilting his head toward the heavens.

“Look at that,” Lisa whispered. “She’s a natural.”

We watched Nat as she lost herself in sucking Angelo’s big, fat cock for a few minutes.

Then I felt Lisa’s hand creeping down toward my own cock.

She gripped it and I looked down. Her shiny red fingernails sparkled as they danced up and down my shaft.

We locked eyes.

“May I?” she asked rhetorically.

I gulped and nodded.

Lisa got between my legs and began to suck.

It was an odd sensation, feeling another mouth on my cock. But it was lovely. Lisa was clearly experienced in this realm and she had, as the kids say, mad head game.

The switch was complete and now Nat was sucking off Angelo and Lisa was blowing me. We’d officially swapped and begun our lives as swingers.

But the night was only just getting started.


Chapter Twenty

I DON’T RECALL how or when it happened, but at some point after several minutes of sweet, sensual blowjobbing in the hot tub outside, we got out, dried off and went inside.

“God, I need to fuck,” Lisa said.

“Me too,” Nat replied.

She pulled me in for a kiss.

Lisa pushed us apart.

“Now, now…you two can enjoy each other later. I think it’s time for Nat to feel another cock inside her. Don’t you think Ben?”

Nat looked at me with expectant eyes.

I froze. Unsure if I could push things this far.

But then I looked at her eyes and could not disappoint her.

“I love you,” I whispered, “go have fun.”

Her face lit up.

“I love you too.”

She pranced over to Angelo on the couch who was completely naked and stroking his hard cock. She practically fell into his arms on the couch and began making out with him.

Lisa walked over to me.

“So does that mean we…”

She shook her head no.

“Not yet. We are going to watch. It’s important for you to see her like this. To really feel and watch her receiving pleasure. That’s where the magic happens. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”

“Absolutely,” Angelo said with a smile.

He stood up and loomed over Nat’s quivering body which lay on the couch before him.

“Lay back, sweetheart,” he said, gripping his cock in his hand and stroking over her trembling body.

Nat did as she was told and lay back on the white couch, spreading her legs.

I could see the glistening wetness between her legs as her slick juices trickled from her pussy. She was so turned on I couldn’t believe it.

“Don’t worry, I’ll be gentle,” he said, but it was directed more at me than it was at Nat.

Lisa took me by the hand and led me over to the couch that was opposite them and sat me down.

She sat next to me and took my cock in her hand once more and began to stroke me as her husband prepared to enter my wife.

This was it.

A blowjob was one thing, but this?

This was insane.

And yet. There we were. There I was, sitting on couch across from my wife, getting ready to watch her be fucked senseless by another man.

“You ready for this baby?” Angelo asked. Nat looked over at me and saw me getting my cock jerked by Lisa.

I wondered what was going through her head in that moment. Was she jealous? Turned on? Both?

Both. I think it was both. For me anyway. The combination of the two was a most potent sexual cocktail.

I gave a slight nod of my head to let her know everything was alright and she smiled at me.

“I’m ready,” she said, turning back to Angelo.

He didn’t need to hear anything more. He knelt down on the couch between her legs and I heard it groan a little beneath the heft of his frame and all its weight.

Nat looked down between her legs and shook her head.

“Fuck you’re huge. I don’t think it’s gonna fit.”

“Oh, it’ll fit honey,” Lisa said. “Trust me, it’ll fit. It’ll hurt at first but in all the right ways. And you’ll feel like it’s too much to feel all at once. It’ll almost overwhelm you. But you won’t let it. You’ll relax. You’ll open up. And it’ll stretch you so fucking good. That’s the best part. The stretching. The fullness…”

She was stroking me harder now as she whispered her wicked incantation toward my wife’s ears.

“Oh fuck!” Nat exclaimed as Angelo pressed the head against her walls and slowly let it pierce her vagina. “Holy shit!”

“‘Atta girl,” Angelo said. “Nice and slow, you’re doing great. Holy fuck, she’s tight.”

He looked over at Lisa as he said it.

“Oh, I bet she is,” she said, then leaned over and nibbled on my ear. “But not for much longer.”

Shivers went up and down my spine as I watched Angelo entering her inch by meaty inch. Nat’s back arched on the couch as his girth pushed her to her absolute limits.

“Shhoooo, ohmygod….” she said as he pressed ever deeper.

“Don’t fight it, honey. Just give in. You know you want it,” Lisa said.

Then she opened her mouth, leaned over and began sucking on my dick once again. But I could see her eyes never looked away from her husband as he stuck his cock into another woman. I could see she was enjoying the watching part just as much as anything else.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she sucked and slurped.

As I relished the sensations of her mouth, my eyes were trained intently on Nat as well and how her body was reacting.

She was biting her bottom lip and squeezing her tits. More because I think she needed something to hold onto than anything overtly sexy or tantalizing. But nonetheless that was the exact effect it had.

Angelo was now about halfway inside her and still going.

“Opening up nicely, how’s that feel?” Angelo asked. Then before Nat could answer he leaned down and kissed her. She seemed to resist at first, or at least was hesitant to accept his strange tongue that probably tasted of stale whiskey and cigar smoke. But then she gave in completely and began making out hard with him as he began his rut in earnest.

As his cock slammed into her, she broke off this kiss and opened her mouth wide as her eyes got big in surprise and she let out the longest, loudest moan I’d ever heard from her.

“Holy shit, that feels incredible!” she cried. “You’re gonna make me cum already.”

Angelo smirked and began pounding her harder and faster.

“Good, that’s what you’re here for, isn’t it?” he said.

“Fuck this is making me so hot,” Lisa whispered in my ear. “Why don’t you return the favor?”

She leaned back away from me and turned so that her pussy was facing me and spread her legs wide. I could see her clear juices running down her legs.

She snapped her fingers lightly and pointed down to her wet pussy.

I swallowed hard and hesitated thinking back to the earlier scene. How many cocks had been inside her today?

Then, as if reading my mind: “don’t worry, honey. I showered.”

I licked my lips and leaned forward.

“That’s it, baby. Nothing to be afraid of. I promise, it tastes nice and sweet. Isn’t that right Ange?”

“Sweetest pussy you’ll ever taste,” Angelo called over his shoulder. Then to Nat, “no offense sweetheart.”

But Nat was lost to the world. If she heard him, she couldn’t give two fucks about it. She was getting pummeled and stretched like she’d never been before in her entire life.

She was a helpless rag doll. Angelo’s little fuck toy.

Lisa snapped her fingers again.

“Come on, don’t worry - eat me out while she gets fucked. Trust me, you’re gonna love it. If you do a good job I might even let you fuck me,” she said, teasing me.

I put my head between her legs and smelled her wet, bittersweet sex. I timidly stuck my tongue out and began to lick and taste her. They were right. It was sweet and delicious. I felt the sting of her juices trickling on my tongue as I lapped at her lips and tried to tickle her clit with my tongue.

Lisa grabbed a handful of my hair and arched her back as sucked on her clit.

“Mmm, you’re talented, Ben,” she said, then pushed me away. “Why don’t you slip that handsome cock of yours inside me now and let’s see what you can do?”

Another rubicon to cross.

I looked across the room and over at Nat just in time to watch a powerful, earth-shattering orgasm wash over her. Her legs shook and quivered like an earthquake.

“Ohhhhhhmmyyyyyyygooodddddddddddddd!!!!!”

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

“Holy shit is right, but stop worrying about them…you need to focus on me,” Lisa said, grabbing my cock and guiding it to her wet slit.

I couldn’t believe it. The sexy woman I’d watched suck a big, black cock just days before was now about to slide my cock inside her. And her husband was mere feet away, balls deep inside Nat.

What the hell was going on?

I shook my head and tried to think straight but I couldn’t. As I said, intellect was out the window.

I placed my hands on either side of Lisa’s head, bracing myself on the cool leather of the couch and moved up between her legs. My cock was aching and throbbing.

And I slipped it inside her.

Once more, I lost myself in the fuck. I was jealous, furious, turned on, happy, sad, everything - every emotion - all at once.

Time passed slowly and quickly and not at all.

Before I knew it, Lisa was cumming beneath my weight, begging for me to fuck her harder and give her more, more, more.

When I finally came to I was startled to see Nat standing by my side, watching and fingering herself.

Her face was covered in drying cum. Apparently Angelo had splashed it all over her face and she looked like the prettiest whore I’d ever laid eyes on.

“You look so fucking hot doing that,” she whispered to me.

“Kiss me,” I said. I don’t know why. I can’t explain it. But I wanted to taste her in all her nasty and defiled glory. I didn’t know where Angelo was and I didn’t care.

Nat leaned in and grabbed the back of my head and we kissed deeply.

I could taste the bitterness of sex and its juices on her lips and tongue and I’m sure she could taste it on mine.

Then I could feel my own orgasm bubbling over.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum soon,” I said.

Lisa pushed me off her almost immediately.

“Cover my face with it,” she said. “Cover both of us.”

She grabbed Nat by the hand and pulled her down to the floor with her so that they were both on their knees before me.

I stood over them, jerking my hard cock in their faces as they begged for my cream.

And soon, I exploded.

Cum frothed forth from the tip in great white globs and showered down upon their slutty, greed-filled faces as they moaned and fingered themselves, begging and pleading for every last drop I could milk from my shaft.

It was the most intense powerful feeling I’ve ever had.

When I finally came to, I heard applause coming from behind me.

“Benny-boy. Good show, good show,” it was Angelo, clapping enthusiastically and smiling from ear to ear as Lisa and Nat played with cum and made out with one another for a while longer.

Angelo raised his eyebrows at me.

“See, I told you. You guys are naturals. Did I tell you or what? I’m never wrong, I swear…”

But I could barely hear him.

I collapsed in a head on the couch and listened to the sound of my own breath and reveled in the surreal reality playing out before me.

Nat was changed.

We both were.

And we’d never go back to being the same.

This was our new life now.

We were swingers and we were good at it.

Something also told me we wouldn’t be catching that early morning flight home.

And I was right


Chapter Twenty-One

“I DON’T WANT TO GO HOME,” Nat said the following morning. It was late, we both slept past ten.

“Let’s stay the final two days and just go buck wild. When in Rome, right?”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes, really. Last night was…”

“Incredible.”

“Yes, incredible.”

We sat there in bed as the early morning sun cut through the windows and bathed the room in its brilliance.

“Let’s stay then,” I said.

“I’d love that,” she said.

We didn’t even bother canceling our flight, we just missed it. We woke up and got ready to head to the pool and something incredible happened.

My fantasy about Nat being in Lisa’s position in front of all the onlookers?

Well, it happened.

Nat sucked Marco’s giant dark pole in front of the whole pool.

She even did Lisa one better and swallowed his load for everyone to see as well.

I’d never been more proud.

The rest of our time there was one big blur. A raucous parade of hot tub shenanigans, a bacchanalia of sex and orgies and partner swapping.

We were naturals. Nat especially.

And we never looked back.

Our last night there, I watched as Lisa and Nat took on Marco and his friend. Her first real BBC-experience and she was hooked harder than Lisa was.

We’ve had more adventures since, but I think I’ll save those for another day.

Suffice to say, Nat needed that holiday. We both did.

She hasn’t slept walked since and she’s really eased off the gas pedal at work.

We spend more time together, relaxing and having fun mostly.

Don’t get me wrong, we still play here and there - but we mostly save it for our vacations together.

Back home, we’re basically just us. But happier and stronger than ever.

Who would have thought, right?

THE END


One Sweet Summer Night:
An Interracial Hotwife Romance

Prologue

It was just one of those sweet, summer nights, you know? Not too hot or humid, but just right. Nothing to do but everything and plenty of time and freedom to do it. Endless possibility and enchantment seemed to stretch on past the stars and into infinity.

We were only twenty-five, but we’d already been married three years. We started early. At least, compared to most people our age. We both came from strict, religious backgrounds and had met at university in Washington D.C.

We’d both chosen to attend a small, private religious college over the big, raucous party schools many of our friends from high school had gone off to.

I do believe in love at first sight and the first time I laid eyes on Alice Carrington, I was finished. I fell head over heels for her and spent every second I wasn’t in class or studying, trying to court her. I followed her short, blonde curls around campus like a lost puppy dog. Her icy blue eyes and fair, freckled skin frequented my dreams and on more than one occasion, I had to wake up and take a cold shower to keep myself from giving in to such lewd temptations. We would have to marry before there was any of that.

She was a preacher’s daughter and came from a family much more devout and pious than mine ever was. We went to church and obeyed the laws of God best we could, sure, but we weren’t the strictest in our congregation, not by a long shot.

Alice and I started dating in junior year and after we graduated, and after a long, serious talk with her father more importantly, I asked for her hand and she’d said yes. I was the happiest man in the whole wide world.

We were engaged for a year before our nuptials. We had a traditional wedding in a church, before God, and celebrated with our friends and family. Our honeymoon was the first time we’d gone further than holding hands and kissing. It was awkward at first and Alice was very shy about it. It was always with the lights off and under the covers. In our first three years of marriage I’d venture I only saw her naked three times and even then, only quick glimpses as she always rushed to cover up lest I get too good of a look.

I’d be lying if I said I didn’t mind. I did want her to be more comfortable around me, more open with her sexuality now that we were married. But I just figured it would take some time. Given our upbringings, it was more than understandable. I guess I’d just hoped when we finally said ‘I do,’ things would accelerate. And they really hadn’t.

Of course, the sex was good for me. Great really. But, I’m the guy. It doesn’t take too much for me to enjoy myself. As for Alice? Well, I don’t think she was finding it very pleasurable. Something needed to change and on that one sweet summer night, it did.


One

“I shouldn’t have worn this,” Alice said, checking her reflection in the mirror as I clicked my right blinker on and turned into the neighborhood.

“What do you mean? It’s a pool party. I think what you have on is more than appropriate.”

She looked over and frowned at me.

“You know what I mean, Joey. This two piece you got me, it’s a little…slutty, don’t you think?”

She was wearing a t-shirt and jean shorts over a black, two-piece bikini I’d purchased for her birthday and I was so damn excited to see her in it.

If by slutty she meant revealing then yes, yes I did think that and that was the entire point. I was getting tired of her hiding her body from me and I was hell bent on curtailing it, just a little bit. She had nothing to hide and nothing at all to be ashamed about.

I understood we both had conservative upbringings and there were bound to be some hangups around sex because of it, but we were married now, and after three years of tough-sledding, I was intent on using this pool party as a way to loosen Alice up and bring her out of her shell - or at least, start to.

“I think it’s very tasteful and frankly, standard. It’s the style.”

“One-pieces are in style too now, you know,” she said in protest, folding her arms beneath her breasts. Her short blonde curls stopped just before her shoulders and she really turned me on when she wore a little pout like this. It was so cute and sexy, it drove me wild.

I reached over and put a hand on her knee. She flinched at first, but then relaxed. See what I mean about hangups?

“I know, honey. But…” I took a deep breath, “you know how sexy I think your body is and I just wish you’d show it off a little more. That’s all. There’s nothing wrong with that.”

She smiled for a brief moment at the compliment, but then those old hangups got in the way again as it quickly faded.

“I really wish you wouldn’t talk like that, I’m your wife…not some cheap slut,” she said and turned to look out the window.

If she only knew.

The way we were raised, slut was a bad thing. But for me, secretly, it always made my cock ache to know a girl was a slut. Of course, that always left me feeling conflicted too and so I knew all too well how she was feeling. But secretly, deep down, when I dared to admit it to myself. I wanted Alice to be a slut. My slut. I just had no idea how to go about telling her or making it happen. Luckily, it wouldn’t be too long before it all worked out and frankly, it was all much easier than I thought it would be.

We were in an upscale neighborhood in the suburbs. One of my friends from childhood, Scotty, who went to the local public school and did not have nearly the same upbringing as we did, lived there with his parents and they were out of town for the week. Open house. Big pool. Plenty of room. It would have been the dream in high school, but now that we were all much more mature twenty-five year olds, a raucous party was not in the cards.

It was to be a small gathering. Maybe ten people, at most. It would be chill and fun and everyone could spend the night so there would be no worries about drinking and driving. It would be the perfect environment to maybe, after three long years, coax Alice out of that hardened shell and maybe get her to live a little, maybe even shed her skin entirely. A guy could dream.

I was excited for Alice to hang with Scotty and his friends. She’d met them before, but never really got to know them. I think it was good for her - for us, really - to spend time outside our conservative bubble and get to know other ways of life. Alice didn’t necessarily agree but she was willing to try and so I had to give her a lot of credit for that. Many people in our social circle wouldn’t even dream of it. So, her openness gave me hope.

“So tell me again who all is going to be here,” Alice said as we pulled into the driveway and I put the car in park.

“Uhh, well, there’s Scotty,” I said.

“Right, Scotty, I’ve met him before. He’s the black guy you played basketball with, right?”

I nodded. I thought I saw her face light up a little, but I couldn’t be sure. It was quick, almost imperceptible.

“Yep, that’s him.”

A thought occurred to me then, but I pushed it aside almost as quickly as it appeared.

Scotty was the best basketball player in town when we were growing up. He dominated in high school and even set some state records before going on to play at a mid-tier, division one school in the midwest and started all four years at point guard. Sadly, he was not quite professional material, but he had a great run.

“Who else?”

“Pete and his girlfriend Tara. I think you met Pete before, but not Tara.”

“Oh yeah, I remember him, Italian guy, right?”

“Yep, Pete DeCarlo, that’s the one. And you’ll like Tara, she’s nice.”

“Anyone else I might know?”

I unbuckled my seat belt and sighed.

“Why don’t we just go find out?”

I smiled at her and Alice tried to smile back at me. I could tell she was trying her hardest. I put my hand on hers and leaned in to kiss her cheek.

“I love you,” I said.

“I love you too, Joey,” she said.

We got out of the car, grabbed our bags, our towels, and the case of beer I’d brought and made our way toward the backyard pool.


Two

Scotty was reclined on a lounge chair by the pool as the last of the sun’s rays disappeared behind the horizon, ushering in a summer night so perfect and beautiful, that it made you sick with longing when you looked back on it.

“Yo, Joey!” he called out to me as we walked up the steps to the elevated pool deck that was about fifty yards away from the main house.

“What’s up, Scotty,” I said as we ascended and arrived at his side. We shook hands and did the bro hug thing.

“Not much, man. Been too long. How you been?”

“Not bad, not bad. Hey, you remember my wife, Alice, right?”

“Of course, of course. Hey, Alice. Good to see you,” Scotty went in for a hug and Alice flinched slightly again before catching herself and accepting it awkwardly. She didn’t wrap her arms fully around him, almost as if she was afraid to hug him too tightly.

“Nice to see you too,” she said meekly.

There was an awkward pause as they broke off the short embrace and I looked around the empty pool and surrounding area.

“So, uh…where is everyone?” I asked.

“Uhh, Pete and Tara should be here soon. Then I’m not sure who else is going to come through. Jermaine is out of town. And I talked to Carlo, he said he might stop by but sounded iffy. And then this girl I’m kinda talking to might swing by. Who knows?”

He shrugged his shoulders like he really didn’t give a shit what happened. He was like that, always relaxed, always chill, the epitome of going with the flow.

“Alright, cool. Awesome,” I said.

Scotty eyed the case of beer in my hand and nodded towards the house.

“You wanna go put that in the fridge?”

Alice had taken a seat by the pool in one of the many, colorful Adirondack chairs that surrounded the sparkling blue water.

“Hey, I’m just going to run this inside really quick. Want us to get you anything to drink?”

Alice looked at me, then to the case of beer dangling in my hand.

“Mmm, maybe. But not beer.”

Usually she didn’t have a problem with beer, but I guess she wasn’t feeling it that night. I looked over to Scotty.

He spread his arms wide in a sweeping gesture.

“Wine? Cocktail? Something neat? We got it all here. My parents have a full bar in the basement.”

Alice shook her head, unable to decide.

“How about we just surprise you?” I offered. She smiled and nodded.

I followed Scotty down the steps and into his parents' gargantuan house.

. . .

I thrust the case of beer into the kitchen fridge and took one out for me and one for Scotty. We cracked ‘em open and each took a big swig. Ahh, refreshing.

We shared an awkward moment before I broke the silence. We’d been closer during our high school and college years, but since we graduated, well you know how it goes. Sometimes people drift apart. I mean, we were still friends and all, just not used to spending a ton of one-on-one time like we were just then.

“So, how ya been man?” I asked. “Great to see you.”

“I’ve been good, man. Pretty good. Can’t complain. Though, shit. Not doing as good as you, that’s for sure.”

He winked and nodded his head up and out towards the pool. Through the window above the sink I could see Alice right where we left her, still wearing her t-shirt and jean shorts, showing no signs of even thinking about dipping a toe in the pool, metaphorically or otherwise.

“What do you mean?” I asked with an awkward smile.

“Alice, man,” he shook his head and whistled, “she’s gorgeous. I hope you don’t mind me saying so. No disrespect.”

“Nah, not all. None taken. She is beautiful.”

“Absolutely, if I ever find me a wife like that, I’ll be one happy man,” he said with a smile.

We both watched her out the window for a little bit.

“Yeah well, you know…” I started. Shit, where was I going with this? I guess I hadn’t really talked to a dude about any of this and I needed to get it off my chest. Scotty was always a ladies man. One time, back in high school, he told me he’d already slept with about a dozen girls. A thought my conservative, religious brain could barely comprehend. But he seemed like someone who I could not only confide in, but also who would have some sage advice. So, I just blurted it out.

“What’s that?” Scotty asked.

“Nothing, it’s just…she’s great, we’re great, it’s just…”

“What man? You can tell me,” he said.

“Well, you know my family is super strict and religious right?”

Scotty nodded, he’d met my family numerous occasions and knew exactly what I was talking about.

“Yeah, well Alice’s family is mine times ten. Her father is a pastor.”

Scotty’s eyes went wide with shock.

“Wow,” he whispered.

“Right. Exactly. So, like I said things have been great but man, sexually…”

“The faith did a number on her, huh?” Scotty asked.

“Yeah. Sure did. Did a number on me too, but she’s on a whole other level.”

Scotty thought for a beat and watched her out the window. A wry smile on his face.

“I’ve met girls like her,” he said finally.

“Yeah, really? Where?”

“In college.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I mean nothing like what you guys got going on exactly, but it was a Jesuit school and there were definitely some girls that had those same upbringings, those same hangups you know…” he trailed off, seemingly lost in a daydream.

“Did they ever, you know?”

“Break out of that shell?” he said, finishing my sentence.

“Yeah, exactly,” I took a deep pull on my beer and awaited his answer.

“Sure, well I mean, not all, but I was pretty uh, let’s just say successful in flipping a couple of those freak switches on permanently if you know what I mean,” he smiled and raised an eyebrow at me and finished his beer in a few gulps and I did the same.

I thought I did know what he meant and that same thought occurred to me once more that had popped into my head in the car just a few moments ago, I let it linger a second longer this time but still pushed it away. We grabbed a couple more cans and opened them and took another swig in silence.

“Tell you what man, I’m gonna help you out. We’ll get Alice out of her shell tonight. I promise you that. I can’t promise she’ll be a certified freak by the morning, but we’ll get the ball rolling.”

My face must have lit up like a kid at Christmas.

“Oh yeah? How do we do that?”

“First things first, let’s go make that drink she asked for. She said surprise her right? I got just the thing. After that, just follow my lead.”

And I did exactly that as I followed him down into the basement bar and watched him whip up a killer batch of cocktails for us to share.

. . .

Alice stared at the cold glass of organe-red liquid I’d just handed her, a slice of citrus fruit rested on the rim. We each held one in our hand and I was waiting expectantly to see if Alice liked it.

Scotty held his glass up offering a toast, I held mine up along with him and nudged Alice to do the same.

“Cheers, thanks for coming guys. Happy to have you here,” he said and we clinked glasses.

I took a sip and it was delicious. I watched Alice as she timidly drank from her glass. She let the first small sip wash over her tongue and I watched her think about how it tasted. Then she took a bigger, more confident swig.

“Wow, that’s good,” she said, “what is it?”

Scotty smiled at me then turned to Alice.

“I don’t really have a name for it, honestly. It’s just something I liked to whip up for parties back in college.”

“What’s in it?” she asked innocently.

“Just a little rum, some fruit punch, muddled cherries…” he ran off the list of ingredients. It wasn’t some magic potion, just a basic, run of the mill, fruity cocktail that tasted good and could get the job done when you really didn’t like the taste of booze but still wanted to get good and fucked up anyway.

But Alice liked it and as she took another sip, I watched her shoulders release and ease back just a little bit as she sat up taller in her seat and surveyed the surrounding area.

“Hey, I think someone is here,” she said, pointing down to the gate.

It was Pete and Tara.

Scotty went down to greet them and left us alone on the pool deck.

It was brief, but it was unmistakable. I watched Alice checking out Scotty as he walked away. She quickly averted her gaze and didn’t think I noticed. But I did.

And that thought that kept popping into my head returned and stayed a little longer once more. It was completely depraved, but I couldn’t seem to shake it. An image flashed briefly in my mind, it was simple: Alice in her black two-piece, dripping wet from a recent dip in the pool. She walked over towards me and right past me and into Scotty’s big, strong arms. His black skin contrasted beautifully against her milky white. And then bam. It was over just like that.

“Everything alright?” Alice asked, giving me a concerned look.

“Yeah…fine. Why?” I said, trying not to sound too nervous.

“You looked, I don’t know…” she said, trailing off and dropping the subject.

Why was I having these strange, lewd thoughts about my wife and another man. About my wife and my friend?

But by the time Scotty returned with Pete and Tara, I had all but forgotten about them and I would have altogether if not for the events that unfolded shortly thereafter.


Three

Alice had finished her Scotty-special faster than anyone. I’d never seen her down a drink so quickly and it definitely started to loosen her up. At least socially.

She gave Pete a big hug and said how great it was to see him again and introduced herself to Tara without waiting for me to do it for her. Not that I minded introducing her to people, it was just a nice change to see her be confident and outgoing for once.

“You guys want something to drink? I just made a hell of a cocktail, I can whip up another batch really quick. I know Alice is dying for another one,” Scotty said and winked at Alice. She giggled and blushed and looked genuinely flustered, but it only lasted a brief moment before she recovered her cool.

“Uhh, yeah…” Pete said, starting slowly, like he had something important to say, “we may or may not be staying too long tonight. We got some bad news about Tara’s family dog, might not make the night.”

“Aww man, that’s awful. Sorry to hear that,” I said.

Everyone offered their sincerest concerns to Tara which she seemed to appreciate.

“So yeah,” Pete continued, “might hold off on the cocktails for now, but definitely could go for a beer.”

Scotty led Pete inside to grab him a beer and I watched once more for Alice’s gaze as Scotty walked away and sure enough, she was checking him out. And wouldn’t you know it, Tara was too. It must have been an involuntary response. Scotty, standing at six-foot-three, chiseled jawline, bulging muscles, and dark skin looked like a young Idris Elba. I imagine he drew looks like that wherever he went.

It didn’t bother me either. In fact, something about it seeing Alice verging on lust for someone, even if it wasn’t me, was kind of a turn on. And once again, that same thought popped right back into my head.

I wonder…

But before I could entertain the thought further, Scotty and Pete returned and were kind enough to bring a beer for me and another cocktail for Alice.

Scotty handed her the chilled glass, same citrus garnish, but this time with a black straw in it, and I watched her hand brush up against his as she accepted it and it sent a shiver down my spine.

“Thanks, Scotty,” she said. More shivers went down my spine as I watched Alice suck on the black straw, her cheeks hollowing out as she pulled on it. I don’t know if it was conscious or not, but the way she sucked was so sexy and sensual and she never stopped looking at Scotty while she did it.

“Mmm,” she said, “so delicious.”

“Glad you like it,” he said and turned to wink at me.

. . .

About an hour later, we’d settled in around the pool and were just conversing and enjoying our drinks. Pete was having a few but taking it easy and Tara was choosing to forgo booze altogether in case the worst should happen and they needed to rush home.

During a private moment, I leaned over to Scotty and whispered, “So, what’s the plan here? You just gonna get her wasted and hope what? She falls on my dick?”

Scotty blanched and looked at me, offended. Then he made a tsk, tsk, tsk noise with his mouth and put a hand on my shoulder.

“Joey, you hurt me with your skepticism. What do you take me for?”

I shrugged.

“Of course my plan is not just to get her wasted. It’s a two-parter and yes, it involves some alcohol, but only the perfect amount. We don’t want her wasted, we want her right in that sweet spot. Inhibitions lowered, but still in total control. That way, when the dust settles, she remembers all the hot details and how it made her feel.”

“So, that’s part one?”

“Mmm hmm,” he said with a nod.

“Ok, what's part two?”

Scotty looked around and thought for a minute, then he leaned in and got real close, lowering his voice to an almost imperceptible whisper.

“Ok, part two…” and then he couldn’t hold it anymore and started laughing. “I’m sorry man, that’s it. I got nothing else. Part two is really just about having a good night, have some drinks, stay loose, get the vibe right, and keep her feeling good and then well…the rest is up to you Joey, my man. Sorry to say.”

And with that Scotty got up from his seat and left me there with a pit in my stomach and I suppose, an important lesson learned: I had to take responsibility for myself and for my marriage. Did I really expect Scotty was just going to…to what? Get her warmed up for me or something? The thought sent a shiver down my spine. But before I could contemplate it any further, Scotty began to speak.

“Alright, it’s time to get in the water, somebody better get their ass in the pool and go swimming, who’s with me?” Scotty said, removing his shirt to reveal his chiseled torso and rippling abs.

For a moment, no one moved. Pete and Tara weren’t even wearing bathing suits so it was clear they weren’t going to be the ones to join in. Alice was still in her t-shirt and jean shorts to cover up her “slutty” bikini. Before I had a chance to say anything to her, Scotty was over by Alice with his hand outstretched.

“Come on, Alice. Let’s go. You’re coming swimming with me. With us,” he said, correcting himself and nodding towards me. He gave me a look that said, come on man, do your job. But I knew it was futile. Alice was not going to take off her clothes and…

Before I could finish the thought, Alice smiled and reached out to take Scotty’s big, black hand. It dwarfed hers and my cock lurched as I watched him grip her and pull her to her feet. I swallowed hard as she hesitated for just a moment, staring at Scotty, then looking at me.

Then she reached down, crossing her arms as she did, and grabbed the bottom of her white t-shirt with both hands as she pulled it up and over her head. She tossed it carelessly to the cement at the foot of her chair.

“Damn,” I heard Scotty whisper as he raked his eyes over her tight body.

“What?” she asked innocently.

“Nothing, nothing,” he said quickly, picking his jaw up off the floor.

I was excited to see Alice take her shirt off, don’t get me wrong. It was the very thing I had been longing for. But what I wasn’t prepared for, was how much hotter it was to see her take it off and then watch another man practically drooling over what he saw.

She continued undressing as she slowly unbuttoned her jean shorts and unzipped them. They were tight and hugged her supple buttocks in just the right way. She really had to pull hard to get them down past her ass cheeks but once she did…well, there she was. In nothing but that sexy, slutty black two-piece I’d bought her and I couldn’t f’ing believe it. Now it was I who was picking my jaw up off the floor.

Scotty walked over to the deep end and jumped right in. Alice stood by the side of the pool and dipped a toe in.

“It’s cold,” she whispered.

I was still seated with my shirt on, watching her, when she turned to me.

“Well, are you coming?” she asked.

That was enough to finally snap me out of my lust-filled stupor as I stood up and took off my shirt. Now, I was no Scotty in the physique department but I lifted pretty heavy and took care of myself. I was no slouch.

I felt her eyes on me. She was checking me out, involuntarily perhaps, but it felt nice to induce that kind of response. I walked up to her side and took her by the hand.

“You look so hot right now,” I said.

She smiled at me then looked away.

“Don’t push it, Joey,” she said disapprovingly.

“Sorry,” I muttered under my breath.

Scotty was back-stroking his way across the pool and called out to us.

“Come on pussies, get in the pool!”

Alice blanched at his crass language but only for a moment.

“Come on,” I said, “just like a bandaid.”

We each took a deep breath as I counted us down from three and then, hand in hand, we took the plunge together.

. . .

Pete and Tara’s presence at the get together didn’t last too long. While they were watching us in the pool from the sidelines, Tara’s phone rang. She walked a few paces away and over towards some bushes for a little privacy. After a few seconds, we watched as Tara put a hand over her mouth. Pete rushed over to her as the three of us exchanged a worried glance.

They grabbed their things and left as quickly as they could to go say their goodbyes to a beloved family pet. They couldn’t have been there for more than forty-five minutes.

Suddenly, it was just the three of us - me, Alice, and Scotty floating around the pool - and it would remain that way for the duration of the night. No one else was able to make it. Eventually, things got very interesting.


Four

We were out of the pool and mostly dried off. Scotty had made another round of his special cocktails and we were seated around the table, laughing, and having a good time. I don’t want to go as far as to say I didn’t recognize her, she was my wife after all and it wasn’t like I didn’t think she was capable. But Alice was actually doing it. She was coming out of her shell. The ease with which she engaged in conversation and made jokes and laughed and maybe even flirted a little (with both me and Scotty) was a sight for sore eyes and I had to be the happiest man on the planet to witness it.

Then things took a bit of an unexpected turn.

It was later in the night, maybe around 11:30 when Scotty stood up and made an announcement.

“I gotta do it,” he said looking at us both with a smirk on his face, “it’s just too nice of a night, the water is perfect. I just have to.”

Alice and I looked at each other and shrugged.

“Do what, Scotty?” Alice said with a smile.

“Skinny dipping,” he said without missing a beat.

I laughed, Alice did not. Or at least, I don’t think she did.

Scotty slapped me on the shoulder.

“Come on man, nothing weird about it. It’s natural. The way we were meant to be. Wild and free. Come on,” he said, pulling me to my feet. Was this all part of his plan? Or was this really some spontaneous impulse he was having?

Alice looked at me and I shrugged.

I decided to put my faith in Scotty at that moment and believe it was all part of the plan. I’d had just enough at that point that it sounded like a good idea. I was going to be a go-with-the-flow guy and see what happened. And maybe, just maybe, Alice would follow my lead.

But as soon as I had that thought, Alice squashed it. Almost like she was reading my mind.

“Go ahead, Joey. I don’t care. But don’t think I’m coming in there with you.”

And I could see she meant it.

“Fine,” I said, “suit yourself.”

Scotty smiled from ear to ear.

“My man,” he said, slapping me on the back, “Alright, Alice, look away. No peeking now.”

“Oh, I don’t think you have to worry about her, I’m sure she’ll be covering her eyes the whole time,” I said, turning around to wink at her.

She stuck her tongue out and blew a raspberry at me as she picked up her drink and took a few big gulps. Then she folded her arms and sat up in her chair, raising her eyebrows as if to say, we’ll see about that.

Scotty took a deep breath and rubbed his hands together, psyching himself up for the big reveal. Then he looked over at me.

“Alright, on the count of three. We both go at the same time, no chickening out.”

“Deal,” I said.

“Ok, one…two…three…”

With our backs to Alice, we both ripped our swim trunks down to our ankles and kicked them off. Almost in unison. I couldn’t look. I was afraid to. But I felt her eyes on us. It was almost like she was burning a hole right through me. But I also couldn’t help but wonder who she was paying more attention to, me or Scotty?

“Last one in loses,” Scotty said, taking off towards the pool.

“Loses what?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” he called out as he jumped and splashed into the deep end.

Given that we were both completely naked, I decided to go for the middle of the pool, but I followed suit and jumped in after him. Guess I was the loser.

When we surfaced for air, Alice was sitting there, leaning forward and clapping for us.

“I can’t believe you guys are naked!” she cried, finishing the last drops from her drink.

“Why don’t you come join us?” I asked. “It’s nice and warm.”

“Yeah, come on Alice,” Scotty called.

But she balked. There was no way she’d get in. Not only was I naked but there was also another naked man in the water with me. The thought of that alone was probably so scandalous to Alice that I worried she was really going to regret things the next day. But I pushed the thought aside and focused on the moment.

“Mmm, I don’t think so. Maybe next time,” she said, voice dripping with insincerity.

As Scotty and I splashed about and swam around the pool, there were several times I caught Alice gazing longingly at us and thought she might give in and get in. But it never happened.

After maybe thirty minutes, we both got out. And that was the first time I saw it.

I didn’t mean to, but it was just kind of there. Right in my line of sight.

Scotty’s dick.

It was like a third leg, completely flaccid and presumably experiencing some shrinkage from the pool water, it still reached nearly halfway down his thigh. I quickly looked away and turned to Alice.

Her mouth was half open, practically drooling at the sight. I don’t know if she was conscious of it or not, but she had this hungry, lustful look in her eyes that I’d never seen before. I think she even licked her lips quickly.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, then covered her mouth. A crass word like shit seldom, if ever escaped her sweet, innocent lips.

Scotty chuckled and quickly grabbed a towel.

“Sorry about that,” he muttered. But I wasn’t entirely sure he didn’t mean to give her an eyeful. As I approached from behind, I was tempted to hide my manhood. Not that I was embarrassingly small or anything it’s just that, next to Scotty I paled in comparison (and in more ways than one).

I quickly grabbed a towel and covered up also.

The three of us shared a few moments of silence. The crickets were out in full force, providing a relaxing, yet eerie ambiance to close out the night.

“Well,” Scotty said, slapping his hands against his six pack abs, “getting late, think I’m gonna turn in. Y'all are welcome to hang and stay out here as long as you like though.”

“Yeah, yeah okay,” I said, hoping that maybe with a little alone time, underneath the stars, Alice and I might be able to do something truly magical with our bodies. But once again, right on cue, she quickly shut me down.

“Actually, I’m pretty tired too,” she said. “Can we just go to bed?” Her eyes were pleading with me, like she was dying to get inside all of a sudden.

“Sure, yeah. Alright,” I said.

We grabbed our things and headed inside.


Five

Scotty led us down one of the many hallways on the first floor to where one of the half-dozen or so guest rooms was located.

“This good?” he asked, turning on the light. Obviously, any room would do, but like all the rooms in his parent’s massive house, it was gorgeous.

“Uhh, yeah,” I said with a chuckle, “I think we can make this work.”

“Alright, cool. Goodnight guys,” he said and winked at me. Or did he? I looked over and Alice’s expression gave me my answer. He was winking at her. Or at least, she thought so.

“Goodnight,” she managed to get out weakly.

“Later man,” I said.

Scotty closed the door behind him and then it was just the two of us.

My heart began to race as Alice turned towards me, a seductive look in her eyes. She bit on her bottom lip as she reached both arms behind her back and untied her bikini top. Before it could fall off her body, she reached around with one hand and held it loosely in place.

I swallowed hard.

“Is this what you want, Joey?”

Gulp. Again. I nodded in the affirmative.

“Yes,” I whispered. My cock already rock hard beneath the roughness of my towel.

Alice let go of her top and let it fall to the floor by her feet and for once, she didn’t rush to cover herself. She just stood there, topless, and allowed my eyes to rake over her body and study her.

“Your turn,” she whispered, eyeing my towel. I didn’t need to be told twice. I untucked it from my waist and let it fall to the floor in a heap. My rock hard cock sprang up and down for a moment before stabilizing. It was pointing right at her tummy.

She let out a soft gasp and put her hand up to her mouth. For several moments, neither of us said a word. We just looked at each other, each of us burning with intense passion as we looked at one another’s bodies - really looked - for the first time.

“Oh my god, Joey. You’re so…hard.”

I nodded.

“That’s what you do to me,” I said with a smile and took a step closer to her.

We were now inches away, each of us breathing hard with lust and anticipation. Honestly, a cool breeze floating in from the window could have made me cum at that moment.

Alice inched closer to me, and leaned up to kiss me. It was quick and wet, just our lips, no tongue. But it was still sensual and passionate.

“Feel,” she whispered as she grabbed my hand and led it down between her legs. I reached inside her damp, wet bottoms and slowly felt her wet sex. It was slick and warm. She’d never let me feel her down there. Not with my hands. My fingers explored slowly at first, then dipped in deeper and harder. She began to pant and moan as I kissed her neck and nibbled on her ear lobes.

“Mmm, what’s got you so worked up like this, baby?” I whispered into her ear and I felt her skin break out in goose flesh.

She hesitated for a brief moment and I caught a glimpse of her icy blue eyes as they drifted off to the side, away from me, then snapped back to attention.

“I don’t know - I don’t know…” she said, “I just want you.”

Then we attacked each other. Our bodies pressed firmly into one another, my hard cock against her warm tummy as we made out, fast and furious, spinning our way towards the bed. When we reached the foot, Alice shed her wet bottoms to the floor and jumped in, laying on her back.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” over and over again. Words I’d so longed to hear. I took a brief moment to thank Scotty in my head. I didn’t care how or why this was happening. I only cared that it was.

I pounced on top of her in the bed and began rubbing the head of my cock against her mound, teasing her and working her up into a frenzy.

“Put it in me, please!” she begged.

And finally I slipped inside her. Slow at first, just the first inch or so, and then I shoved the rest of me into her and she stretched to accommodate me.

“Oh my,” she whispered as she wrapped her arms around the back of my neck and kissed me.

Of course, we’d had sex before. But not like this. Her pussy was quivering and shaking, clamping down on my dick as I thrusted and she was wetter than I’d ever felt her before.

“Oh Joey,” she whispered, “that feels soooo good.”

I looked down at her and smiled.

“You feel amazing, baby. Don’t you wish we did this more often?”

She swallowed hard and nodded vigorously. There was a sexy but vacant stare in her eyes, almost as if she was a different person. Changed somehow by some unseen force. But I didn’t have time to contemplate what it was or what it might mean.

“Harder,” she said, low at first, but then getting louder. Almost demanding it. “Harder!”

I did as I was told and began to dig at her insides with vim and vigor. It felt incredible.

Too incredible.

She was on the edge of an orgasm it seemed but I was unable to take her across the finish line because I began to grunt and shake.

“Oh shit, I’m gonna come,” I said.

She looked up in a panic.

“What? Oh, no…wait –”

In a panic, I pulled out and moved to the side, unleashing a torrent of seed on the bed next to her. Shit. We never really talked about it, but I knew Alice wasn’t super keen on swallowing or me coming on her…or in her for that matter, not unless we were trying to get pregnant and we both agreed we weren’t quite ready for that yet.

I whispered a few unattractive sorrys and collapsed in a heap next to her.

We were both panting and catching our breath. I turned to face her and she was just staring up at the ceiling, hand still on her tummy as it rose and fell with each sharp inhale and exhale.

“Everything, ok?” I asked.

She hesitated, then nodded her head.

“Yeah, yeah. Fine.”

But something was off, I could tell. It was almost like she was mad at me. Was it because I came too soon and didn’t let her get her rocks off?

Before I could figure it out or work up the courage to ask, we both drifted off into an uneasy sleep.

. . .

I awoke an hour or two later to an empty spot in the bed where Alice should have been. Maybe she was just using the bathroom I thought, but when I turned my head to look, the bathroom door was wide open and the light was off. No sign of her. I turned back over and saw the door wasn’t quite shut all the way as it had been earlier as a sliver of light spilled in from the hallway. I quietly got up, slipped on a pair of dry shorts and went to investigate.

Where the hell was Alice?

As I reached the slice of light that was emanating from the cracked door, my blood went cold. A high-pitched giggle, Alice’s giggle, followed by a deeper voice. I couldn’t make out the words, but it was clear who it belonged to, Scotty. Who else? She laughed again.

The thought I’d been having, about Alice and Scotty, perhaps, maybe being together flooded into my brain with a vengeance and this time it wouldn’t leave. Nor did I want it to. Was it because…could it possibly be that it was really happening?

No, no. Of course not. That would be nonsensical. I figured Alice was probably just thirsty and ventured into the kitchen for some water and Scotty happened to be there too, perhaps and most likely doing the same thing: getting a glass of water.

As I was thinking about it, my mouth was dry and my throat burned. I could use some water myself, I decided. So I threw open the door and wandered down the hallway towards the kitchen.


Six

Alice and Scotty’s voices grew louder as I crept down the hallway. But as I drew closer to the kitchen, they stopped completely. Then it was complete and eerie silence.

I rounded the corner and my heart nearly stopped.

There they were, Alice and Scotty, in the kitchen. There wasn’t a glass of water in sight. The lights were on, but dimmed and Alice was in nothing but her black, two-piece and Scotty was wearing nothing but a pair of shorts. She had herself pressed up against his chiseled, dark body as Scotty wrapped one of his massive arms around her tiny waist.

They weren’t kissing, just looking deeply into each other’s eyes. But there was something going on besides their warm embrace. Alice had her hand on his crotch.

Yes, Alice. My Alice. My conservative, uber-religious, and sheltered wife of three years was standing in the kitchen, body pressed firmly against another man’s, who happened to be a good friend, and she was lightly touching his bulge from outside his pants.

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” I heard Scotty whisper, finally breaking the silence. I stood there dumbfounded and watched as they were still too lost in each other to realize I was standing about twelve feet away from them.

“I know,” Alice whispered, pressing her hand a bit harder on his junk and squeezing with an audible gasp, “but I just can’t stop thinking about it.”

She swallowed hard and just as they were about to kiss each other, I broke the silence. I cleared my throat and spoke.

“Neither can I,” I said.

Alice jumped about six feet backwards away from Scotty who simply held his hands up in the air, the universal sign for oh shit, I got caught doing something I definitely wasn’t supposed to be doing.

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath. “Man, look. I’m sorry -”

But I wasn’t even listening to him. I was staring daggers at Alice, who couldn’t even bring herself to look me in the eye. When she finally did, her eyes pleaded with me.

“Joey, please. It’s not what you - it isn’t what it looks like. I mean, it is but…I’m sorry.”

Her voice trailed off.

I stood there with clenched fists. Somewhere, deep down, I was a little mad. It did hurt, just a bit. But those feelings and emotions were drowned out by the other things I was feeling. Mainly, an intense primal lust and desire. A big part of me wanted to see her keep going, to go further. To kiss him, to rip his pants off and suck his dick, maybe even, to fuck him. Right there in front of me. With me involved. I’d never had a threesome before but suddenly it seemed like it was all meant to be.

“Don’t be,” I finally said. My voice was barely more than a whisper. “Go ahead, kiss him.”

I began walking slowly over to her, I got within an inch of her face and stopped.

“What?” she whispered.

“I said, kiss him. You want to be a little slut? Go ahead. I don’t mind at all.”

I leaned in and kissed her hard.

“What the -” I heard Scotty mutter.

She resisted at first, but then relaxed and let my tongue deep down her throat. She was loving it. I broke it off almost as fast as it started and nudged her towards Scotty.

“Go ahead,” I said, again encouraging her to do it.

She took a step forward, then stopped and looked back over her shoulder at me. I nodded for her to continue as I pulled on my hard cock from outside my shorts.

It was then that I saw the freak switch flip. Alice gave me a devilish smile and turned back towards Scotty and wrapped both arms around his neck. Seeing her milky white skin pressed up against his dark torso sent my lust into overdrive.

Scotty, I suppose to his credit, at least pretended to put up a fight. Although the rising bulge in his shorts was signaling the opposite of his words.

He kept his hands up and away from Alice’s body as she began to nibble on his neck.

“Hey man, what - I don’t…” we locked eyes and I simply nodded. Scotty shook his head. “You sure?” he asked.

“Yeah, I want you to help me turn on her freak switch. Permanently.”

Scotty’s eyes went wide and he smiled as I walked towards them.

“Damn, Joey…” he shook his head again, “I can definitely help you with that. More than happy to help.”

I got right  up behind my wife and pressed my cock into her backside so it was resting on her left cheek. I grabbed a handful of her hair while she nibbled on Scotty’s neck. I leaned in and whispered in her ear.

“Kiss him.”

Alice did as she was told. Scotty was a little stiff at first but loosened up. Their kiss was wet, sloppy, and long. I watched with jealous lust as Alice kissed him in a way she’d never kissed me before. After a few moments, her hair still in my hand, I gently pulled her back and away. Again I whispered in her ear.

“Do you want to suck his dick?”

Alice nodded slowly, her eyes nearly rolling back in her head.

“I wanna hear you say it.”

She closed her eyes and moaned. Her hand was gripping Scotty’s cock hard now from outside his shorts.

“I want to suck his dick,” she whispered.

“Good girl,” I said and I guided her down onto her knees in front of Scotty. She looked up at me for a moment, then turned her focus to Scotty’s shorts which she quickly grabbed and pulled down to the ground.

His massive rod flopped out and sprang to life, looming over my head. Alice bit her bottom lip and just stared at it for a moment.

“Holy crap,” she whispered.

Scotty smiled down at her, hands on his hips.

“Go ‘head, you can touch it.”

Alice reached up and one by one, wrapped her tiny fingers around his big, black cock. She didn’t do anything at first, she simply held it in her hand and examined it. Then she opened her mouth and moved her head closer to his head. Her lips hovered over it for a second then suctioned on and began to slurp. Slowly at first, but then faster and faster as Scotty and myself gave her the encouragement she needed.

“That’s right, that’s a good girl. Show your husband how nasty you can be,” Scotty said. This seemed to really get Alice fired up as she sucked and slurped hard.

“Oh baby, you look so sexy right now,” I whispered, still holding her hair so I had a perfect view of her sucking on Scotty’s cock.

Scotty reached down and pulled her bikini top to the side so her tits were now out. He began to fondle them in his hand, squeezing and twisting on her nipples as she sucked him.

“Why don’t you show your husband some love, stroke his cock for him.”

Without taking his dick out of her mouth, Alice rotated and repositioned herself so that she could reach up with her other hand and stroke my cock.

Seeing my cute, innocent wife who just hours ago worried that the two-piece bikini I’d bought her was too slutty, was now on her knees, blowing me and Scotty at the same time like she’d done it a thousand times before. It was almost too much to handle.

Alice took her mouth off Scotty's cock and stroked us both off as she looked up into my eyes.

“My knees are kind of hurting,” she said with an innocent smile.

Scotty snapped his fingers.

“Why don’t we take this to my room, it’ll be a lot more comfortable.”

I pulled Alice to her feet, but she never let go of our cocks. She pulled us by them, one in each hand, all the way up the steps and into Scotty’s room. It was the sexiest thing I’d ever seen.


Seven

Alice shed the rest of her bikini on the floor and lay down on the bed and spread her legs. Scotty leaned over her and sucked on her right breast, then whispered in her ear.

“Play with that pussy baby, show us how bad you want it.”

Alice reached down, timidly at first, and began massaging her clit.

“That’s it, good girl, Alice, get that pussy warmed up for us.”

I got on the bed between her legs and stroked myself as I watched her.

“Are you ready to get fucked baby,” I said.

She nodded enthusiastically.

“Who do you want inside you first?” I asked, but I already knew the answer.

She writhed and moaned as she fingered herself and played with her clit.

“Scotty, I want Scotty. I want to feel his big dick inside me,” she whispered. I nodded for Scotty to come switch places with me and he took my spot between her legs.

He took his cock and flopped it down on her tummy. It nearly reached her belly button. Again, the dark skin of his shaft against the pale skin of her stomach was almost too much to handle. We were really doing this. Talk about coming out of your shell. I was grinning from ear to ear.

I stood next to her and leaned down, placing my head next to hers. I nibbled on her ear and told her I loved her.

Scotty thumped his cock against her tummy a few more times before finally bringing it down to her entrance and pressing the head against her wet lips.

“Go slow, go slow,” she said with bated breath.

“Don’t worry, Alice. I won’t hurt you. This gonna feel really good, I promise,” Scotty said with a smile.

I stroked Alice’s hair as she reached out and caressed my dick softly with her hand. I turned and faced my head down towards her pussy and watched as Scotty split her open, slowly, deliberately, and with little resistance.

“Holy shhhh –” Alice squeezed my cock hard and grabbed a handful of bedsheets with the other, her knuckles turning white. For the moment she was speechless. All the breath had been sucked right out of her as she felt her pussy stretch to accomodate his girth.

“That’s it Alice, you can do it. Open those legs up for me. You can take it. Hurts so good, don’t it?” Scotty asked as he kept pressing himself deeper and deeper inside her. I watched her slick juices gush out and onto her inner thighs.

“Yes, yes it does,” she said through gritted teeth.

When he was more than halfway inside her, he pulled back and out completely. Then started the process again, slowly inserting himself inch by inch, making her gasp and moan and curse. He repeated this ritual a few more times and finally, on the last try, he managed to get himself all the way inside her.

“Look at that, it’s all the way inside you,” he said.

Alice leaned up on her elbows to get a better view and watched as the last of Scotty’s cock disappeared between her legs.

“Wow,” she whispered.

Then Scotty began to thrust in and out. In and out. Slowly at first, but picking up steam as she coated his shaft in a thick white resin. I’d never seen her cream so much in my life.

“Oh my god, that feels so good,” she said looking up at me. I went back to caressing her hair and nibbling on her neck and ear as she got fucked senseless.

“See, baby? Doesn’t it feel good to be a slut?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said, “Yes!”

“I wanna hear you say it,” I said, tugging on her hair just a little bit.

“It feels good being a slut, oh god it feels so fucking good!”

As Scotty pounded away at her insides he offered me a fist bump.

“Damn man, I’ve never seen a girl flip the switch this quickly. You’re a lucky man.”

I bumped fists with him and smiled. I was a lucky man. Damn lucky.

“I think I’m gonna come,” Alice said, her voice suddenly nearing a scream, “harder, HARDER!”

Scotty obliged and hammered away as hard as he could. Soon, Alice was shaking and writhing beneath the weight of her first ever orgasm…at least as far as I was aware.

Her eyes shut tight for a few seconds as she screamed and squealed with delight. Then suddenly they snapped open with force and a wicked grin came over her face as her eyes rolled back in her head.

“Oh godddddddd,” she said. It was like she was possessed for a few moments. It was so sexy.

When her eyes finally returned to their proper position and she caught her breath, I stared deeply at her. She was changed. There was no denying it. I can’t put it into words, but she was just different. Awakened to the potential and power of her own sexuality and our relationship would never be the same after that.

She reached up and pulled me closer to her and kissed me hard.

“I want you….I want you inside me now,” she whispered.

And I almost came just from hearing her say those words. Without exchanging words, Scotty and I switched places.

I was now between her legs, staring down at her quivering wet hole and preparing to enter.

“He fucked you good, didn’t he baby,” I said. She nodded her head as she took Scotty’s dick into her mouth and began to suck him off as she waited for me to penetrate her.

I slapped my dick against the entrance to her pussy much in the same way as Scotty did, although it wasn’t nearly as impressive given my size and girth in comparison to his. But it still seemed to drive Alice wild as she bucked her hips and grinded her pussy against my slapping.

Then I slid into her. It was wet and warm and wonderful. The feeling of her worn out, stretched, and used pussy was delicious. Screw sloppy seconds. There was nothing sloppy about it. It was silky. Silky seconds are where it’s.

“Oh my god, baby,” I moaned, “you’re so wet and stretched out. It feels amazing on my dick.”

She moaned like a whore with Scotty’s dark meat in her mouth.

Honestly, the only reason I was able to last at all was because it wasn’t that long since we’d had sex, only about an hour or so, otherwise, I would have been in big trouble.

Still, I was a little surprised at my own, shall we say, prowess. My cock was harder and bigger than it had ever been in my life as I tried to reclaim what was mine and compete, at least a little bit, with what Scotty was able to do to her.

Soon, Alice was screaming and coming all over again. A self-satisfied smile stretched across my face as that was the first time I’d really and truly been able to satisfy my wife, though it surely wouldn’t be the last. And it felt good.

Eventually, however, I was beginning to tire and wasn’t going to be able to hold it anymore. This time, I hoped, I would have to pull out and come into thin air like I did last time. I hoped Alice was worked up and turned on enough to accept our loads like a good little slut. It would be the final test, if you will.

“Where do you want me to come, baby?” I grunted as I fucked her towards another orgasm.

She spit Scotty’s cock out.

“I want you to fill me up baby, come inside me,” she said, then looked up at Scotty. “And I want you to paint my face with your come.”

Paint my face? Now just where had she pulled that line from? Was there more to this girl than I realized?

But I didn’t have time to contemplate the thought any longer.

I began to thrust deep and hard, trying to reach as far as I could into her womb so I could fill her up with my seed. Who knew, maybe it would take and we’d be starting our family earlier than we planned, wouldn’t be such a bad thing.

Then I watched as Scotty jerked his cock and began to tense and grunt. He began to milk gobs of white jizz from his shaft and all over my wife’s greedy, slutty lips.

That’s when I lost it.

“Fuck baby, you look so hot taking his load,” I grunted, “I’m gonna fill you up like a good little slut.”

Alice reached out and grabbed my ass cheeks hard as I fucked my seed into her.

“Oh yes, Joey! That’s it, fill me up, fuck yes…ohhhh it’s so warm, I love it!”

She moaned like a whore as she came one final time as I made my deposit.

I collapsed in a heap next to her. Exhausted and totally spent. Alice was dick drunk and in another world.

I looked up at Scotty and nodded my head.

“Thanks man,” I said.

“No way, man. Thank you. That was hot as fuck. I’m just glad you let me join in the fun. Both of y'all are certified freaks. Can’t believe it. I’ve done a lot of stuff in my day, but… damn.”

He shook his head and smiled, collecting his shorts off the floor.

“I’m gonna go check into one of the guest rooms,” he said with a laugh.

“No way man, this is your room. We’ll go back to…”

“Nonsens, plenty of fresh sheets around here. You two enjoy your moment. And don’t worry about cleaning up, the maid's coming through tomorrow.”

I nodded and smiled.

“And I’m a later sleeper, so feel free to see yourself out. Or hang as long as you like. My parents aren’t back till Sunday.”

“Alright man, later.”

He nodded and slapped Alice on the ass. She stirred from her stupor and moaned.

“Goodnight, Alice,” he said.

“Goodnight Scotty…” she said in a seductive voice.

And my dick got hard all over again.

. . .

After Scotty left, we fucked one more time. It was slow and passionate. More like love making than fucking. Then we fell asleep in each other’s arms.

The next morning we woke up late, it was nearly noon. Scotty was still sound asleep. So we left without saying goodbye.

On the drive home I looked over at Alice, she was sitting in the passenger seat wearing that same two-piece bikini and no cover up this time. She was smiling and her sunglasses on and looked positively radiant.

“You are one sexy slut,” I said.

She laughed and looked over at me.

“Thanks, babe. I’m fine with being a slut, as long as I’m your slut.”

“Forever and alway,” I said, reaching out to hold her hand.

That one, sweet summer night totally transformed us and changed our marriage. We haven’t done anything like that since. But we talk about it often. Perhaps, some day down the road, we’ll explore that side of ourselves again.

For now, I think we’re going to start a family and then, who knows. I’m only certain of one thing and that’s whatever we do, Alice and me are going to live happily ever after.

THE END


Mediterranean
Melody

A Spicy Wife Sharing Romance

The Complete Novel


Part I – France: The Invitation

France whispers its secrets in the space between a sip of wine and a well-placed glance. It is a land of indulgence disguised as elegance, where pleasure drapes itself in silk and sin masquerades as art.

Here, the rivers move slow - like a lover tracing fingertips over skin. The cobblestone streets echo with the ghosts of poets and philosophers who once drank too much, fucked too freely, and wrote about the meaning of it all in the aftermath.

In the glow of Parisian chandeliers, desire wears a tailored suit, offering whispered invitations with a knowing smirk. The game begins in a private dining room, where eyes linger too long over crystal glasses and laughter carries an edge of something unsaid.

It’s not the plunge. Not yet.

Just the hand, extended. Just the whisper at the edge of reason.

Come closer.


(One)

I USED TO THINK FATE was just some silly fantasy, something people told themselves to absolve themselves from taking responsibility for their choices. Now, I know better. Fate is real. And it doesn’t ask permission.

How else do you explain what happened to me? To us?

I can’t think of any other good reason and I’ve certainly tried.

We were young when we got married. A fresh twenty-three.

Neither one of us was what you would call worldly or cultured or open-minded. We both came from very conservative, religious backgrounds.

Nothing too crazy, it’s not like we were in one of those wacky cults or anything, but when it came to sex and the more intimate side of things, well let’s just say, we both still had some hangups and insecurities when it came to that kind of stuff.

It’s funny to think about when I look back now, knowing where we’ve ended up and how much we’ve changed.

Suffice to say, it didn’t take very long for Melody and I to move past all those hangups and leave those versions of ourselves behind.

Not to say it was easy though. Far from it.

But it all happened in our third year of marriage. We were only twenty-six and decided to take a big trip to celebrate our anniversary. It was our first time leaving the country. Ever.

Neither one of us had been outside the continental United States. In fact, we’d hardly ever left the bible belt. Maybe the odd trip to California or New York for a youth conference once or twice. But aside from that, home was more or less all we knew.

Our first stop was in France, then in some order or another, we were to find ourselves in Ibiza, Monaco, and then…who knew?

You might expect me to say it was a culture shock finding ourselves galavanting about the Mediterranean in the French Riviera, but to tell you the truth, it came naturally to us…once we adjusted. It didn’t frighten us like you might think.

It woke us up.

This is what we’d been missing?

It was exciting and fresh and new and sexy.

I don’t know if it was something in the air, or the food, or the water, or just being around so many beautiful people. But we just felt charged with this energy…almost immediately upon arrival, something was different about us. It was small at first, almost imperceptible, but it quickly grew into something much, much larger.

Our first stop was in the French Riviera near the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer. We’d rented a spacious villa, nestled in the cliffs, overlooking the Med as we’d almost immediately taken to calling it.

It was beautiful. But you already knew that.

As soon as we put our bags down and shut the door behind us, I rushed to the bedroom to get changed, pulling Melody and one of our luggage trunks along behind me.

Once in the room, I rummaged through our bag. I pulled out my swim trunks and a skimpy, orange-brown bikini I’d bought for her to wear on the trip (in fact, I’d bought nearly a dozen sexy swimsuits for her to try on throughout our trip, but this was the one I was perhaps most excited about).

Melody turned and looked down upon the bed. White linen sheets and more pillows than we could ever need dotted the surface.

Her auburn hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She was wearing a white, v-neck t-shirt and high-waisted denim jeans. She looked at the bikini laid out on the bed with more than a little trepidation.

“Come on,” I said, trying not to make her feel any pressure. To my surprise, she quickly relented and picked it up off the bed and made for the bathroom to change.

Quicker than I’d thought. That should have been my first sign. Not just that something was different – but that it had already started. That this change, whatever it was, had been waiting. And neither of us had realized it yet.

She was still not quite there in terms of letting me see her stark naked like that though and so that’s why she ran off to the bathroom to change. During sex? Sure. But otherwise? She was quick to cover up and turn away or make for another room to hide.

Like I said, hangups. You know?

After a few minutes, she emerged from the bathroom wearing the bathing suit. Her hair was down now, falling just past her shoulders, the luscious curls shimmering in the afternoon sunlight that cut through the windows of our room.

“Hey,” she said with a delicious smile.

“Hey,” I said back.

It was all I could think to get out. I think I may have even been drooling.

Her natural, C-cup breasts were nearly bursting out. The thin strips of fabric that made up the bottom ran seductively along her hip creases and around her back.

I’d never seen her wear something like that before. Nothing even close. She didn’t own anything even approaching this sexy two-piece.

“You like?” she asked, spinning around to give me a full, three-hundred-and-sixty degree view.

She was tight and toned.

Trim where it mattered and thick where it counted.

“Of course,” I said with a grin. “But more importantly, do you?”

Before she could answer me, she caught a glimpse of herself in a hallway mirror and frowned. She clicked her tongue and sighed, tilting her head toward her right shoulder.

“I don’t know, yes. But..I mean…it’s a little revealing, no?”

“Melody. We talked about this, remember? We’re not part of that world any more. It’s time to leave all that stuff behind. They stunted us, held us back. Think of all that we missed out on…”

This had been a common theme for us over those first few years of marriage together. Leaving The Church and all its baggage behind was a constant effort. One that I’d undertaken with great enthusiasm.

We’d been coming along, but Melody…well, let’s just say The Church does an extra good job when it comes to young women. There was a bit more to work through - a bit more baggage to unpack - for her as opposed to myself.

“I know, I know,” she said, relenting.

Then, almost as if she realized it too – realized how different she looked, how different she felt – she reached for the white linen cover-up and pulled it over herself in one quick motion. A barrier. A second skin. It didn’t fully hide her, not really, but it was enough to keep me from seeing everything. From seeing her.

“Ready to go to the beach?”

Somewhat deflated, but still undeterred, I sighed and said, “absolutely.”

I should have seen it then.

The way she hesitated in the mirror. The way her fingers lingered on the strings of the bikini. The way she had put the cover-up on, but almost hadn’t.

A small moment. Almost imperceptible.

But when you’re stepping onto a path that will change everything –

The first step is always the quietest.


(Two)

IT WAS A SHORT WALK down the cliffside to a public beach below. Melody carried a bag with our towels and a chilled bottle of bubbly and some glasses. We’d made sandwiches and wrapped them in tin foil.

Our plan was to relax and enjoy the afternoon on the beach before a nice, late dinner at one of the area’s premier restaurants.

But as is so often the case, the best laid plans often go awry. As the saying goes.

It was a Saturday and the beach was crowded. It was also something else. Something we hadn’t considered was even possible. Something that, at first, caught us both off guard but eventually enthralled and excited us.

The beach that our spacious villa overlooked was one of the area’s many, as we would come to find out, clothing-optional beaches. A polite and PG term for what it really was: a nude beach.

“Oh my god,” I heard Melody say with a gasp.

I still hadn’t picked up on exactly what was going on. My eyes had been mesmerized by the crystal-clear azure waves lapping at the white sand just a hundred or so feet away from where we stood.

“What?” I said, wheeling around nervously, worried that something was wrong.

Melody’s entire body went rigid, her fingers gripping my arm like she was about to be swept out to sea. Her mouth opened and closed twice before she finally managed to get words out.

“I just saw a weiner.”

It came out like a confession—half shock, half disbelief, and a whisper of something else I couldn’t quite place.

I frowned, still trying to process what the hell she was saying. “Wait… what?”

She turned toward me, her face caught somewhere between amusement and horror.

“A weiner, Paul. A dick. A cock. A schlong. A dong. A –" Her voice hitched, and she dropped to a sharp whisper, though the sheer force of it still made it feel like she was shouting. “A penis. Just swinging. Out in the open.”

She began to laugh nervously as she appeared to be trying and failing not to look at…something.

“Shh,” I said, placing a calming hand on her shoulder and for some reason, looking around to identify the source of her outburst.

This might sound weird, but I don’t care. Hearing Melody yell those words, dick, cock, dong, penis, etc? Well, it turned me on.

She never, and I mean never, referred to the male genitalia as anything other than weiner in all the years I knew her. Perhaps the unsexiest option she could have gone with and I suppose, probably subconsciously, that was the entire point.

But there she was, suddenly yelling it for the whole beach to hear.

Before I could locate the source, she began shouting again.

“Oh my gosh, there’s another! And another! They’re everywhere.”

“Shhhh!” I said once more, but with more force. While it felt like all eyes were upon us, in truth, no one seemed to care one bit. If they could hear Melody shrieking about all the wieners that surrounded us, well, they were choosing to ignore it and go on with their lives.

I scanned the beach, eyes darting past families lounging under umbrellas, women sunbathing topless, couples strolling hand-in-hand. Then, suddenly, I saw it.

Or, more accurately…them.

Wieners. Breasts. Asses. Bodies in every direction, moving without shame, existing without apology.

It was a lot.

Because nothing out of the ordinary was happening. At least not to them. They were French. They lived here. They worked here. They played here. This was old hat to them. Nothing to bat an eye at.

But us? A couple twenty-something, sheltered kids who’d barely ever left home? Well, it was something to bat an eye at. Several times over in fact.

And what struck me more than the nudity was the way Melody looked at it.

She was staring – not with disgust, not even really with embarrassment. There was something else behind her wide, green eyes.

A flicker of something. Hesitation. Fascination. A battle she hadn’t yet decided how to fight.

Then, just as quickly as it had appeared, she shook her head and laughed, waving it all off with a flick of her hand.

"When in France, I guess."

She said it lightly, like a joke, but her fingers lingered at the hem of her cover-up, gripping it a little tighter.

For some reason I hadn’t expected that response and perhaps it was the shock of the surprise I felt surging through my body but I was suddenly half-hard, standing there, staring at her in her white cover up, knowing what lay beneath.

The thought of leaving barely even crossed my mind.

Because standing here, surrounded by all this freedom, something else was happening – something that had nothing to do with modesty or propriety or whatever bullshit rules had been drilled into us our whole lives.

This place wasn’t just a beach.

It was a threshold. A doorway.

A glimpse into a world where bodies weren’t sinful, where pleasure wasn’t something whispered about in dark rooms, where people didn’t shrink away from their own desires but met them head-on, boldly, unashamed.

And for the first time, I wondered if maybe Melody wanted to step through that doorway. Or at least if she was curious about it.

Melody dropped the bag to the sand and took out our towels and laid them on the sand. I helped her smooth them out and placed my flip flops on two corners and hers on the others to protect it from the wind.

We sat down and took out our glasses and the bottle of bubbly. I uncorked it rather unceremoniously and poured us two healthy glasses.

We said cheers and took long pulls.

“Ahh,” we each said, sharing a loving smile before we each turned to stare out at the ocean.

There was nothing like kicking off your vacation with a nice, cold drink.

And truly, our vacation - our adventure - had only just begun.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” I said.

Melody took a deep inhale, and then exhaled sharply.

“It sure is,” she said breathlessly.

I glanced sideways at Melody and could’ve sworn she wasn’t looking where I was looking anymore. As I adjusted myself to face her, I saw she most certainly wasn’t.

She was staring at a dark-skinned man walking along the water towards us. He was completely naked save for some aviator shades covering his eyes. His ebony torso glistened in the sun as his chiseled and rippled body effortlessly glided along the wet sand. His big, black cock swung confidently between his legs.

I didn’t say anything.

Didn’t move.

Just watched.

But not as much as she did.

Melody’s lips parted slightly, her breath hitching just enough for me to notice. The sunlight caught in her green eyes, illuminating something I wasn’t sure I’d seen before.

Something new.

Something I wasn’t sure she even recognized in herself yet.

A few seconds passed.

Then a few more.

My pulse slammed against my ribs, each thud syncing with the slow, effortless sway of the man’s body as he moved along the shoreline.

Melody’s chest rose and fell in steady, controlled breaths.

But her fingers…

Her fingers gripped her towel just a little too tight.

I knew that look.

Not because I’d seen it on her before—but because I’d felt it in myself.

A kind of hunger.

Raw.

Visceral.

Undeniable.

And just like that, my half-hard cock became painfully, undeniably hard.


(Three)

I CLEARED MY THROAT. After thirty or so seconds of watching her stare, I’d simply had enough (although the strange erection in my shorts might have suggested otherwise).

I told myself it was nothing. A fluke. A momentary lapse in judgment.

Because that couldn’t have been jealousy curling in my gut.

It wasn’t.

It was something else.

Something I didn’t have a name for yet.

Watching my wife gawk – not just look, but actually gawk – at another man, a naked man, should have made me furious, right?

So why the fuck was my cock twitching instead?

But I had to break the spell. I cleared my throat a second time.

She turned toward me and her face turned bright red.

“What?” she asked, trying to play it off.

“What do you mean what? What are you staring at?”

“What do you think I’m staring at?!” she asked, raising her voice. It was a smart move. She was making me be the one to say it out loud. It certainly wouldn’t be her. And unless I was willing to blurt it out and make the accusation, well, in some strange way, she was innocent, wasn’t she?

Funny how that works.

“I think you know…” I said.

She sat forward on her towel, seemingly ignoring my statement altogether.

“Wait a minute…” she leaned even further forward to where I thought she might tip right over and land face first in the sand.

Her face scrunched up like she was searching for something in her mind or trying to solve some ridiculously hard math problem.

With Melody, you never did know exactly what it was, but she had this face she always made when she was thinking hard and she was making it right now as she continued to stare, unblinkingly, at the hunk of a man strutting down the beach with his giant, dark cock swinging victoriously between his legs.

Her eyes tracked him with surgical precision, lips slightly parted, fingers twitching at her sides like they wanted to reach for something.

For some reason, I found myself wondering if she’d ever looked at me with such intensity before.

And that question sat heavy in my chest.

“What is it?” I asked nervously.

She took off her sunglasses and squinted to get a better look.

“Oh, seriously?” I said, throwing my hands up in the air. “You really had me going -”

She held up her hand and waved it in my face and started shushing me.

“No, no, shhh - I think I know him. I think,” she suddenly gasped and covered her mouth. Her face went flush as she looked around as if there was someone else there who might be able to confirm her suspicions.

“Really?” I asked, more than a little bit skeptical. We’d both gone to religious schools and lived pretty sheltered lives. So forgive me, but I just found it hard to believe she knew the naked black guy waltzing down the beach in French Riveria just outside the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer.

She was practically vibrating now, unable to tear her gaze away.

“Oh my god, Paul. It’s him. I know it’s him.”

Her voice had a new quality to it – something breathless, something charged.

“You’re saying you recognize this man – this completely naked man – based on… what? His abs? His tan? His swinging—”

She cut me off with a sharp glare, but she didn’t deny it.

As she turned back to him, her tongue darted out, wetting her lips. It was subtle but noticeable. The hunger in her eyes was unmistakable now.

And that same unfamiliar sensation coiled in my stomach again.

“Yes, Paul. I do know him. That’s Guillaume. I’m sure of it!”

“I’m sorry, who…what?”

“Guillaume,” she repeated. “Guillaume…oh, what was his last name? Doesn’t matter. Anyway, he was an exchange student at my high school for a semester.”

She looked at me and I stared back. She could tell I wasn’t buying it.

“I swear to god, that’s him…I’m sure of it.”

“How can you be so sure?”

She looked back at him with those longing, hungry eyes, as he pulled even with where we were sitting.

“I just am,” she said.

“Well,” I said, “why don’t we call him over then? Hey! Hey, there! Gui –”

She reached up and forcefully clasped a hand over my mouth.

“Shhh, what are you crazy?” Her nostrils flared as she looked at me with wild eyes.

I smiled back smugly.

“Hah, knew it,” I said and folded my arms. “You’re not sure.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Oh, I’m sure.”

“Really? Then why don’t you want me to get his attention?”

She clicked her tongue and bit her bottom lip and looked away for a moment as if I was just the stupidest creature the Almighty Father had ever created.

“Seriously, Paul? Why do you think? Did you consider that if you got his attention and he came over here that he’d be completely and totally naked, standing right in front of us with his weiner out, flapping in the breeze?”

I had not, in fact, stopped to consider that. But I didn’t dare say that out loud.

“And then what, Paul? ‘Oh hi, Guillaume, remember me? This is my husband, Paul? How have you been for the last eight years? Walking naked down the beach and getting a little sun are we? Do you come here often?”

What an idiot I was.

“Sorry,” I muttered. “You’re right.”

We both returned to our bubbly and the view and Melody scoffed.

“Besides, I was so blah in high school I’m sure Guillaume wouldn’t even remember me…”

She laughed, but there was something in the way she said it. A little too quick. A little too dismissive. Like a reflex.

I should’ve let it go. Should’ve taken her word for it.

But I knew Melody. I knew that in high school, she hadn’t been the girl that turned heads when she walked into a room. She wasn’t the one whispered about in locker rooms, the one boys fumbled over themselves trying to impress.

She had been the quiet one. The bookish one. The one with a handful of close friends who never quite felt like she fit in anywhere else.

And now, here we were – thousands of miles from home, in the middle of the Med, surrounded by bronzed gods and effortlessly beautiful women.

But she wasn’t that same girl anymore.

I wanted to help her realize that once and for all.

Looking back, I think that moment on the beach – perhaps that was the start of her awakening.


(Four)

I WINCED. She’d told me some stories. Horror stories from high school. She was…not popular. She was picked on and made fun of and ostracized by the “cool” girls at her high school.

If you’re unfamiliar with Catholic girls of a certain age, well, let’s just say they are the rarest breed of mean when it comes to their fellow female classmates. Especially the ones they decide they don’t like for one reason or another.

Perhaps most painfully of all, Melody had referred to herself on more than one occasion as “not pretty,” or “an ugly duckling.”

I’d seen her yearbook photos, and sure, she may have been in an awkward phase at that time. But who wasn’t? Lord knows I was.

Of course, I thought she looked beautiful, even then. But she was my Melody. My reassurances didn’t matter. I didn’t know her back then. She always insisted I never would have fallen for her if we’d gone to high school together. Perhaps she was right, but I seriously doubted it.

Anyway, that’s all a very long way of saying that I knew what she was getting at when she said I’m sure Guillaume wouldn’t even remember me.

It was more than just an offhand comment or a carefree dismissal. There were layers to it. Sure, she may have grown up and out of that awkward phase to become a total knockout. But those scars were still there, metaphorical though they were. Even all these years later, that pain still cut deep in some places.

I could tell.

I could also tell, or so I like to believe I could, that perhaps maybe…just maybe…there was something else buried underneath it.

Something old that had become new.

Something that had been there before, but had left and now come back.

Because if she had been the overlooked girl once – if she had hungered to be wanted and never got the chance…

What would it feel like, now, to be in a place where men couldn’t stop looking at her?

What would it feel like to undo all those years in just one perfect summer?

The thought flickered through my mind like a match striking against stone.

I decided to drop it for a moment. Just let it be. Whenever I tried to assuage her doubts or offer reassurances when it came to those types of things, Melody seemed to… I don’t know, withdraw from me or something.

So, instead, I just shrugged.

Besides, what were the odds we’d ever see this Guillaume fellow again anyway?

What did it matter?


(Five)

AFTER A LONG AFTERNOON on the beach we returned to our villa atop the cliffside overlooking the Med.

We were a little sunburnt and more than a little tipsy from the bottle of bubbly we’d consumed in the hot afternoon sun. But we still had a few hours to kill before dinner so we decided to pop open another one and keep the good vibes rolling.

Melody was still wearing the coverup she’d put on before we left. It had never even come close to being removed the whole of the afternoon even though it was sweltering.

“It’s breathable, I’m fine,” she’d insisted several times when I tried to coax her into taking it off.

Can’t blame a guy for trying though. And I was determined to keep taking my shots.

My mind flashed back to that moment on the beach when the mysterious man from her past named Guillaume had strutted by, cock out, on the beach right in front of us.

How Melody had stared. She even, I thought, might have licked her lips.

Something about that memory sent a peculiar tickle down my spine and a current of electricity out to my limbs.

“Champagne?” Melody called from the kitchen, snatching my attention away from my strange daydream and even stranger feelings about it.

I cleared my throat.

“Uhh, yes. That sounds wonderful,” I said and walked over to join her.

She handed me a full glass and we toasted to ourselves once more.

When we were about halfway through our drinks, she sighed loudly. Then giggled.

“You’re relentless, you know that?” she asked with a smile, putting her glass down on the counter.

“What do you mean?” I asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I see you staring,” she said with a wink. “Alright, fine. Since we’re back in the privacy of our own place…”

I watched, completely hypnotized, as her fingers curled around the hem of the cover-up. A hesitation. It was just a mere flicker. But then she continued pulling, slowly and deliberately. The linen peeled away, revealing inch after inch of golden skin, the soft curves I knew by heart and yet had never quite seen like this before.

Her auburn hair fell back down on her shoulders in a half-tangled mess as she tossed the coverup she’d been wearing all afternoon aside and let it land in a heap on the cold tile of the kitchen floor.

My breath caught in my throat.

My breath hitched. She wasn’t just undressing. She was offering something. Not just to me, but to the world. A glimpse of something unlocked. Something that had been kept caged for too long.

The Champagne had played a part in this, sure. But I knew this wasn’t about the alcohol. This was about something deeper.

She knew exactly what she was doing.

“I uh,” I reached up and scratched the back of my neck, at a loss for words.

“You what?” she said, slowly moving toward me.

She stepped into me, pressing herself against my front. The heat of her skin burned through the thin fabric of my trunks. She glanced down, seeing just how hard I was for her, and when she looked back up, something in her eyes had changed.

A flash of something wicked. Something that told me she was enjoying this and not just for me, but for herself.

“Come on,” she whispered, her voice silkier now, lips curled at the edges. Her fingers laced through mine, pulling me toward the bedroom.


(Six)

SHE WAS ON TOP OF ME. I lay back across the bed, my erection poking straight up between her legs, resting against her moist mound. She was gently kissing my neck and ears as she caressed my chin with her soft, loving hands.

Melody had always been soft in bed. Sweet. Eager to please but never demanding. Never greedy.

But tonight? Tonight, she was something else entirely.

Her hands roamed like they had a purpose. Her hips pressed against me, rolling slow, teasing. Her breath came fast, uneven, like she was savoring something long denied.

This wasn’t just sex.

This was hunger.

It didn’t take very long for my mind to wander back to the scene of the beach and wonder if her seeing Guillaume walking down the beach with his big, dark meat dangling between his legs without a care in the world, had anything at all to do with it.

For some reason, the idea didn’t make me angry or jealous or upset. On the contrary, it seemed to thrill me. I could not understand why and in the moment, I didn’t really want to. All I knew for sure was more blood rushed to my shaft and my enthusiasm ratcheted up several notches to meet Melody’s.

Then all thought ceased as she reached down and grabbed my shaft with her left hand and squeezed. She flicked the head of my cock against her wet clit, teasing herself with it. Her eyes snapped shut as she did and I watched her curiously, wondering what she might be feeling, what she might be thinking about. Who she might be thinking about.

A wicked thought then popped into my head from seemingly nowhere. It wasn’t something I’d ever thought about before. It wasn’t some fantasy I’d secretly harbored in the deep recesses of my mind. No. It literally came from nowhere. Out of nothing, suddenly…something. Like a divine intervention from the gods. Perhaps it was this place…the Med. Who knows. But suddenly, I was picturing Melody, only it wasn’t me she was on top of. It was Guillaume, his black cock poking up between her legs and nearly tickling her belly button as she grinded her hips down upon him, looking down with lust and delight.

I swallowed hard and Melody opened her eyes, she looked down at me, this time it was her turn to wonder. To be curious.

Her voice snapped me back.

I blinked, my cock still throbbing, my mind still flashing with the image of her on top of him.

“What are you thinking about?” she asked, her voice soft, almost teasing.

For a second, I almost told her.

I almost whispered it into her ear, just to see what she would do. Just to see if she would flinch, if she would blush, if her breath would catch at the idea of another man beneath her.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I forced a grin and reached for her breast, grounding myself in what was real. In what was mine.

“Nothing,” I lied. “Just you.”

I reached up and cupped one of her breasts and she smiled, reassured.

“Good,” she said, biting her lip. Then she slid me inside her wet slit and I nearly exploded instantaneously.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered, dropping her head back between her shoulders and closing her eyes once more. She began to thrust her hips back and forth, opening herself up on my cock. It was all the way inside her now and I could feel her clenching down on me and trying to get it as deep as she could as she worked her hips.

She was fucking me like she was chasing something. Like there was something inside her she had to reach.

Her hands pressed against my chest, nails biting into my skin as she rolled her hips harder, faster. Her head tipped back, auburn curls spilling down her shoulders as she gasped.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned, voice breaking, desperate. “Oh god, Paul, I—”

She shuddered around me, her walls clenching, her body taking everything I had to give.

At that moment I could think of nothing but her wetness enveloping my member. All thoughts of Guillaume ceased to exist as we made passionate love for the next thirty minutes as a warm breeze blew in off sea through our open balcony window.


(Seven)

WE FELL ASLEEP in each other’s arms after we made love and slept like babies for a few hours while the champagne induced buzz wore itself off. We awoke at twilight to a beautiful, peaceful scene: gentle waves lapping at the beach below us. Soft music playing from somewhere above us, high in the cliffs, and the ring of a bicycle’s bell as it hummed past on the gravel sidewalk.

“Shit, we’re going to be late for dinner,” Melody said, looking around with tired eyes and a groggy voice.

“What time is it?” I asked.

She didn’t bother to answer. She went to the bathroom and I heard the water turn on. Soon I saw hot steam coming from the open door. A smile crept across my lips.

We were late, why not save time?

I tiptoed into the bathroom and shed my trunks. The glass of the shower had steamed up completely, making the glass an opaque, milky-white color.

Melody was humming a soft tune as she washed.

It smelled like lilacs and fresh cut grass.

I let the moment settle into my bones.

The distant murmur of waves. The warmth of lilac-scented steam curling around my skin. The sound of Melody humming—soft, unguarded. Happy.

This was it.

This was exactly what I had hoped for when we booked this trip. A place where we could forget who we used to be. A place where she could let go. A place where I could finally have all of her, the way I always wanted.

For the first time, I let myself believe we had truly left the past behind.

I reached for the glass door and pulled it open.

“PAUL?!” she shrieked. “What are you doing?”

I was standing there, naked before her as she looked at me with confused eyes, struggling to cover both her top and her bottom at the same time.

She spun, water slicking down her back in rivulets, arms scrambling to cover herself as if I were some stranger who had wandered in off the street.

My stomach dropped. The moment shattered.

"What?" I forced a chuckle, trying to keep it light. "Thought we’d save time."

“Get out of here!” she yelled, she wasn’t totally pissed. Just a little annoyed and while I was disappointed, I was not, as I already said, deterred. No sir.

“I’m almost finished,” she insisted, shooing me away.

I sighed and walked away without saying a word.


(Eight)

AT DINNER, I could not focus. Thoughts of Guillaume returned to my head. Was it the champagne or the sight of him that had gotten Melody all worked up? Or was it neither? Had she even thought about him since we’d seen him on the beach?

I shifted in my seat, staring at my glass of wine, swirling it slowly.

Was it the champagne? The heat? Was it me? Was it him?

“Hey,” I said, clearing my throat a little as we waited for dessert. “Remember when we saw your uh, friend walking on the beach this afternoon?”

She looked at me sideways, then said, “yeah, why?”

I froze. Why did I open my mouth? Why did I ask that out loud? Of course she remembered, it was a mere five hours ago. And she had a good point, why indeed?

I stammered and took a long sip from my wine glass.

“Nothing, just…pretty random is all. That is, if it was really someone you knew and not just some guy who looked like this uhh, what did you say his name was?”

She folded her arms and squinted at me.

“Guillaume,” she said, “and it was him. I’m sure of it.”

“But how can you be so sure?” I asked quickly. I had no idea why I was pressing the matter, I just was and it was too late to stop myself.

“Because…I just do.”

“Mhmmm,” I said, with a look of what I’m sure must have been all to smug satisfaction on my face.

She exhaled sharply, like she was sick of my questioning, and then –

"Alright fine, you know how I know?!" Her voice was too loud, cutting through the low murmur of the restaurant. "Because I had a crush on him. That’s how I know, alright? It was him."

The words hit like a slap…sharp, unexpected.

And my cock twitched.

Fuck.

I barely masked my reaction, taking a slow sip of wine to cover the sudden heat crawling up my neck.

I didn’t know why it turned me on, and I wasn’t about to unpack it right now.

“You did?” I whispered, suddenly looking around as if we were doing something wrong.

Melody looked at me like I was crazy. And she had every right to.

“Yeah? What’s the big deal?”

“Nothing, it's just. Nothing,” I said, swirling what remained of my wine in an awkward manner then taking a sip.

“Why are you being so strange, Paul?” she asked, folding her arms under her breasts and scanning me for clues.

“Strange? I’m not strange,” I said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

She giggled and snorted, rolling her eyes.

“Oh no,” she said, “not you.”

I’d already paid the check and it was time to go. After Melody finished her last sip, still eyeing me suspiciously, I pushed away from the table and stood up.

“Ready to head home?” I asked, offering out my hand to help her up from her seat.

She took it and used me as an anchor to pull her up.

“Actually, I was thinking we’d maybe go for a little night cap?”

Now it was my turn to be suspicious. A night cap? Melody didn’t do after dinner drinks or night caps or anything of the sort.

But like I said, the Med had its hooks in us instantly and was already fast at work turning us into different, sexier versions of ourselves.

I looked at my watch then back at Melody.

“Do you know what time it is?”

Melody shrugged her shoulders to let me know she didn’t really care what time it was.

“When in France,” she said with a coy smile.

I scoffed and smiled.

“Okay, now who’s the one acting strange?”

She stuck her tongue out at me and blew a raspberry. Then began to lead me away from the table and toward the front door.

“Come on,” she said. “Let’s go.”

I blinked unbelievingly.

This was so out of character. She didn’t do stuff like this. Not after a whole day of sun and champagne. Not ever.

She was a one glass of wine, then bedtime kind of girl.

But here she was, twirling a strand of auburn hair around her finger, shoulders relaxed, eyes a little too bright, a little too unreadable.

Something in her had shifted.

Not big. Not obvious.

But I felt it.


(Nine)

IT WAS STILL WARM AND HUMID OUTSIDE. We walked the streets of La Seyne-sur-Mer holding hands and breathing in the salty air. It was sobering and invigorating. Suddenly, I felt like I was being pulled somewhere, in some certain direction - though I couldn’t say which.

We passed a few bars and restaurants, packed with people, made a few rights, then a left or two, and found ourselves ducking down an alleyway, walking on brick pavers towards a neon sign that had both the words “club” and “discothèque” in it.

I stopped and looked up at the sign then back at Melody. Were we drunker than I thought? Didn’t seem like it. But everything was happening in a dream-like haze. It was as if I was half-awake and stumbling around with half open eyes.

“A club?” I asked, a little unsure if this was the spot she’d had in mind.

She shrugged again.

“Yeah, why not? Could be fun…come on,” she said, pulling me along once more by the hand. “You’re the one who’s always telling me to loosen up and let go of my hang ups right?”

I nodded. She had me there. But this?

She stopped. Turned to face me, expression unreadable in the shifting lights.

"Well," she said, voice softer now. "I’m trying."

Then, a pause.

A slow tilt of her head. A challenge lurking in her smile.

"Maybe you have some things you need to let go of too."

I wasn’t sure what she meant. My fear of dancing in public, or was it something more than that?

Before I could say another word, she tugged me forward.

The door swung open, and the sound hit me like a body against a wall.

Bass deep enough to vibrate my ribs. A pulse thrumming through the floor, up my legs, into my skull. The sharp scent of liquor, of sweat, of perfume thick enough to choke on.

Bodies everywhere—swaying, grinding, half-lit in flashes of neon.

I turned toward Melody. The light hit her just right, catching the glint in her eyes. A glint I didn’t recognize.

I swallowed hard.

The air inside was electric.

And I suddenly wasn’t sure if I was drunk – or just completely out of my depth.

I hesitated for half a second. The door ahead. The night behind.

A choice.

Then Melody pulled me forward, past the threshold, into the dark, into the bass, into the heat.

The belly of the beast swallowed us whole.

And I didn’t know it yet—but I’d just stepped into a world I wouldn’t come back from.


(Ten)

MELODY HAD TAKEN CHARGE, leading me through the crowd, weaving us in and out of the mass of hot, sweaty, and drunken bodies packed inside the place and around the dancefloor as we made our way to the bar for a drink. Techno music was playing, people were smiling, laughing, dancing with each other, and having a good time.

When we finally got to the bar, we managed to squeeze onto the last two available stools and claim a piece of real estate as our own. I was able to flag down a bartender, who was tall and handsome and very French, and started to order us a couple of glasses of wine when Melody put her hand on my shoulder and stopped me.

“Actually, we’ll have a couple of shots. Vodka, please,” she said, flashing her prettiest smile. The man smiled back and winked at her.

A jolt of lightning went down my spine. Was he flirting with her? Or was it the other way around?

I turned and raised an eyebrow at Melody.

“Shots?” I asked in disbelief.

She shrugged once more and opened her mouth to speak.

“I know, I know. When in France,” I said, cutting her off.

After about sixty seconds the bartender returned with our shots. Once more winking at Melody before heading back down to the other end of the bar.

“I think he likes you,” I said. It was a casual, offhand  remark. It wasn’t meant to elicit a response. But what she said next shocked me.

“He’s sexy,” she blurted out. I shook my head, not believing my ears.

Melody immediately clasped a hand over her mouth and giggled. Clearly it was a thought that was meant to stay inside her head and not come rushing out of her mouth for my ears to hear.

But once again, much like back in the restaurant, I was stunned, surprised, taken aback. But not mad. Not jealous. Not upset. Merely, intrigued. Excited. A strange energy coursed through my body like a quick shot of adrenaline.

“Sorry,” she said,” I didn’t mean to –”

“No, not at all,” I said, waving an awkward hand and trying a little too hard to signal that it hadn’t bothered me at all.

Awkward silence fell upon us after that as the bass thrummed in our ears.

“Shall we?” I asked finally, picking up my shot glass and handing the other to her.

“We shall,” she said at last.

We clinked glasses.

“I love you,” she said and my heart melted.

“I love you too, Mel,” I said.

We each downed our shot and relished in the burn. Before I knew what was happening, Melody had flagged down the handsome bartender once more and ordered another round of shots.

We sat in a comfortable silence waiting for the man to return with our drinks. That was one of the things I loved most about us: we didn’t feel the need to fill every gap in conversation. Silence was fine. It didn’t make us uncomfortable or insecure like some couples you see. In fact, I think it’s one of the most important markers in a healthy relationship that has the chance to go the distance. If you can enjoy the lulls, the silences between conversions and just be content to be there with one another…well, you can do just about anything.

“Melody? Is that you?”

A voice that wasn’t mine punctured the silence between us. I almost didn’t hear it over the music, but it was a deep, sharp voice with a heavy French accent and more than a little swagger and confidence. Even then I knew. Before I turned around, before my brain had time to catch up with what my instincts had already guessed, I simply knew.

It was Guillaume.

Melody turned in the direction of the voice and I did the same. And there he was. Smiling from ear to ear. It was him. The naked black man from the beach, only now he was wearing a sharply tailored, crisp white shirt and gray linen pants.

I quickly glanced down and was able to make out his bulge, even in the darkness of the club it was unmistakable.

Melody was caught more than a little off guard.

She shook her head and stammered for words.

“Melody Harris? I can’t believe it’s you. Do you remember me? I’m sure you don’t, but I was an exchange student at your high school back in –”

Melody giggled like a smitten school girl. She was caught off guard but had regained her footing and she seemed suddenly confident. More than usual.

“Of course, Guillaume! Hi! Of course I remember you! I’m surprised you remember me.”

Guillaume seemed relieved and impressed and a little confused by her last comment. Of course I remember you, his face seemed to say.

“I can’t believe I’m bumping into you here…” she continued.

This time another silence descended upon us only this one was a tad awkward and a tad something else. There was some unseen tension hanging there and I realized that perhaps I was to blame.

I cleared my throat and Melody, who had seemed for the moment to forget that I existed at all, blushed.

“Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry. This is my husband, Paul. Paul, this is Guillaume.”

“Nice to meet you,” I said, extending a hand.

His grip was firm—too firm. Not aggressive, but measured. Controlled. Calculated.

He didn’t just shake my hand. He held it.

Long enough to make a point. Long enough for me to understand that he was taking my measure. That he wanted me to know he was.

“Nice to meet you, Paul,” he said, flashing a smile.

He took a cool sip of his drink and looked away from me and back to Melody who had not taken her eyes off him.

“So, what are you guys doing here? On vacation?” he asked.

“Yes!” Melody exclaimed a little too loudly. “We’re celebrating our third anniversary.”

“Oh my goodness, congratulations!” he said.

Just then the bartender arrived with two shots of vodka.

Melody turned and smiled at him again.

I watched her, really watched her, and something clicked.

The way she leaned in when she spoke, the effortless way her lips curved into a smile, the easy, natural rhythm of her laughter.

It was subtle. But it was different.

I had never seen her move like this before – had never seen her respond to a man like this before. It wasn’t forced. It wasn’t careful. It was... free.

For the first time in our marriage, Melody wasn’t second-guessing herself.

And I wasn’t sure if I should be thrilled or terrified by it.

“Sorry,” she said apologetically, “could you get us one more shot for my friend here? We’re celebrating.”

The bartender nodded and then winked and was off to pour another shot for Guillaume.

“Far too kind,” Guillaume said, finishing the last of his drink and indicating it was time for another anyway.

The bartender returned quickly with the third shot and passed it across the bar.

“Why don't we find some place a little more comfortable, upstairs maybe?” Guillaume offered.

I opened my mouth to say something – anything. But before I could, Melody was already moving.

She didn’t even glance at me for confirmation. Didn’t check to see if I was okay with it. Didn’t hesitate.

She was just...up.

Guillaume moved like he owned the place, and in a way, he did.

The bouncer barely glanced at him before pulling back the velvet rope, letting us slip past the bodies and ascend.

The music shifted as we climbed, the bassline still heavy but somehow… darker. Richer. The air thicker, scented with smoke and perfume and something I couldn’t name.

I glanced at Melody.

She wasn’t looking at me.

She was looking ahead. At Guillaume. At whatever waited for us beyond those doors.

And for the first time since we got here, I had the strange, gut-deep feeling that I wasn’t leading anymore.


(Eleven)

“SO WHERE ARE YOU STAYING?” Guillaume asked after we’d downed our shots in unison.

“In La Seyne-sur-Mer,” I said, chasing my shot with some ice cold beer.

His face seemed to light up at this as a knowing smile spread across his lips. My stomach dropped, surely he didn’t know we’d seen him earlier that day right? He hadn’t seen Melody, had he?”

“Beautiful town,” he said, “wonderful beaches. I was just there this afternoon in fact.”

Melody let out a sharp giggle.

Guillaume tilted his head to the side and looked at her funny. He seemed confused for a moment.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

Melody looked at me and then back at Guillaume.

“So were we.”

Guillaume looked momentarily taken aback, then raised an eyebrow.

For a fraction of a second, the world seemed to tilt. I didn’t know if it was the alcohol or something else, but suddenly, I was hyper-aware of everything.

The way Guillaume’s lips curled, like he was already in on the joke. The way Melody’s fingers curled around her glass, gripping it a little tighter. The way my own pulse hammered at my throat, the warmth of the room pressing in.

“Enjoy the view?” he asked, voice thick with amusement.

Melody let out another sharp giggle, her eyes flicking to mine.

I felt like I was standing on the edge of something. A ledge I hadn’t even known I was walking toward.

“What do you mean?” I interjected, a little too tersely.

He laughed and patted me on the shoulder.

“Sorry, my attempt at a joke. It’s a nude beach as I’m sure you noticed.”

Melody let out another sharp giggle and then finally lost it and started laughing.

“What is so funny?” Now he looked a little worried and maybe embarrassed.

“Sorry. I’m sorry,” she said, regaining her composure. “It’s just, well. We know. We saw you Guillaume. You walked right past us and I told Paul I thought I knew you from high school. He didn’t believe me though.”

A slow, sinking feeling curled in my stomach.

Not dread. Not fear. Something else.

I wasn’t in control of this moment. I wasn’t steering the conversation, wasn’t leading Melody’s reactions, wasn’t dictating where the night was going.

And the worst part?

I wasn’t sure I wanted to be.

Guillaume this time didn’t look embarrassed at all. In fact when he heard we’d seen him that afternoon he seemed to sit up a little taller, his face grew more proud, as the smile returned to his lips.

He took a casual sip from the small straw in the gin and tonic he’d ordered.

“Well,” he finally said, he took a look at me and then looked at his watch. “I think it’s time for some dancing, huh?”

I looked at him sideways.

“Dancing?”

“Do you like to dance?” he asked. I wasn’t sure who he was asking.

“Me or her?”

“Both. Either. Who cares?” he said, getting up from his seat.

He offered a hand out to Melody to help her up and to my great surprise she took it without hesitation. Her eyes were locked on his dark body as she stared up at him.

He pulled her up onto her feet in one smooth and swift motion.

She giggled as her dress flipped up past her waistline for a second—maybe two.

Just enough time for me to see the soft curve of her ass, the delicate strip of white fabric disappearing between her cheeks.

Just enough time for Guillaume to see it too.

His gaze flickered down. Just a brief glance. Barely a second.

But I saw it.

And he knew I saw it.

He didn’t react, didn’t make a face, didn’t comment. He just looked back up at Melody, smiling like nothing had happened.

Like it had been inevitable.

She quickly smoothed it back down and I don’t think Guillaume noticed much of anything but from where I was still seated it was one helluva view.

Melody looked back at me and instead of being ashamed or embarrassed as I assumed she’d be, she winked at me and then blew me a kiss. She was still gripping onto Guillaumes big, strong hand as the veins in his forearm protruded and bulged along the muscle.

Seeing that sent an electric shockwave up and down my spine and I felt myself getting hard.

“Come on, Paul,” Guillaume said as if this was all the most natural thing in the world.

Like a sleepwalking zombie, I stood up. Melody reached out and grabbed my hand and allowed the two of us to lead her back downstairs and out onto the dancefloor.

I could’ve stopped it.

I could’ve made a joke, could’ve grabbed Melody’s waist and pulled her to me, could’ve reminded her that we were celebrating our anniversary tonight.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I let her fingers slip between mine.

And as Guillaume led us through the thick press of bodies, as the music pulsed through the floor, as Melody walked just ahead of me with her hand still locked in his, I realized something.

I wasn’t leading anymore.

I was being led.


(Twelve)

FOR WHAT FELT like the dozenth time that night, I was but a passenger in my own body. I hated dancing. Far as I knew, Melody didn’t care for it either. And yet, there we were, walking out toward the sweaty mass of bodies on the dance floor. And why was Guillaume with us? Were the three of us going to dance together?

As we got closer and I observed what was going on, I was a bit relieved. Everyone seemed to be dancing with everyone or no one at all. I didn’t see many couples, it was just one big free for all.

Thankfully, I was a few drinks deep at this point and so I didn’t really think it through. Guillaume led the way, followed by Melody, and I simply brought up the rear. Tagging along like some hopeless third wheel.

Little did I know this would be a portent of things to come.

It all started innocently enough. Guillaume offered us reassuring smiles and words of encouragement as he swayed and moved with grace, ease, and confidence that I simply would never, in a million years possess.

Even if I quit my job and dedicated every waking hour to the art of dance, I was certain my hips would never be able to move like Guillaume’s.

Guillaume didn’t just dance.

He moved.

Like his body was made for this, like the music was inside him, like every slow roll of his hips was effortless.

I felt stiff just standing next to him, like my joints were too tight, like I’d never truly felt a song in my bones before.

Melody, on the other hand—

She watched him, transfixed. Not quite mimicking him, but learning. Letting herself move without thinking, without caring. And I could see it—the way her body responded, the way she loosened up.

The way she came alive.

Melody watched him, entranced at first and then loosening up a little. She began to find her own rhythm and suddenly she was letting loose in a way I’d never seen from her before.

Guillaume watched her and nodded along, seeming to study every curve and movement of her body.

Guillaume stepped closer to her, close enough that the space between them disappeared.

For a brief, irrational moment, I thought he might touch her—his hands on her waist, guiding her hips to his rhythm.

But he didn’t.

He just leaned in.

His lips close to her ear. His breath warm against her skin.

Melody’s body stilled for a fraction of a second—just long enough for me to wonder what he was saying, just long enough for something inside me to tighten.

Then she turned. Looked at me. Smiled.

And nodded.

I gulped. What could they be talking about?

But before I had time to think about it, Melody was moving toward me.

She stopped and kissed me on the cheek.

“What were you two talking about?”

Melody smiled. It was easy, breezy, and much too casual.

“He told me to go dance with my husband.”

Her voice was light. But something in the way she said it –

Too smooth. Too calculated. Like it had been…practiced.

Like it wasn’t the whole truth.

I could ask. I could press. I could tease her until she told me exactly what he whispered in her ear.

Instead, I let it go.

“I’m getting kind of thirsty,” I said, “why don’t I go grab us a drink and then we can dance when I get back.”

Melody looked crestfallen for a moment, then thought about it and smiled. She gave me a quick nod and peck on the cheek.

Guillaume looked over and waved.

“You want a drink?” I asked.

He gave me a thumbs up.

I should have felt relieved.

Instead, I felt something else. Something hot and sharp, something twisting low in my stomach.

As I walked away, I was acutely aware of the space I’d left behind. The absence of my body between them. The fact that for the first time tonight, they were alone together.

And I had let it happen.


(Thirteen)

THE BAR WAS PACKED. It took me a full ten minutes just to get near it. Finally, mercifully after much elbowing and struggling against the drunken mass of people, I managed to cadge us a round of drinks.

Executing a delicate triangle-balancing act with the three glasses in my hands, I maneuvered my way back to the dance floor. It appeared that something of a crowd had gathered around the spot we’d been standing and I couldn’t see Melody or Guillaume’s dark figure anywhere.

Of course, I should have known right then what was going on but of course, stupid me didn’t put two and two together until it was right in front of my idiot eyes.

Once again I used my elbows as a wedge to create space between the small crowd and was finally able to make my way to the center of it without spilling a drop of precious liquid.

As I emerged into the center of the crowd, I stopped dead.

There was Melody. Bent over so that her hand was on the ground. Her back was arched and her ass was high in the air.

And there was Guillaume right behind her. Thrusting and grinding himself into her backside to the feverish pace of the beat.

She was practically twerking right back at him. Something I’d never seen before. Something I didn’t even know she was aware existed let alone knew how to execute.

Melody wasn’t just dancing.

She was offering herself.

Bent low, her back arched into the perfect curve, her ass pushing high into the air—presented. And Guillaume, behind her, moving against her like it was his right. Like the music had granted him permission.

It wasn’t subtle. It wasn’t suggestive. It was primal. Filthy. Shameless.

The crowd knew it. That’s why they were gathered here, why they watched her with greedy eyes.

And I…I was just another one of them.

But perhaps it just came naturally to her at that moment, going with the flow. That kind of thing.

Her face was on the floor as her beautiful auburn hair fell down around her, the very tips of it mopped the dirty dance floor as she shook her plump ass to the beat up against Guillaume’s crotch.

My breath caught in my throat as I watched, enthralled just as all the other onlookers were. There was something so raw and primal about it. Something so sexy and right.

And yet my heart sank. I was jealous. Sad. Angry.

And yet my cock was also hardening in my pants as my pulse skyrocketed.

And yet…I didn’t know.

What was happening?

Before I had time to think any of it over, Guillaume looked up.

His eyes met mine.

And for a moment, just a moment, I saw the flicker of something sharp. Something amused. Something knowing.

Then, slowly, he lifted a hand. Crooked a finger. Summoned me forward like I was part of this, like I belonged here.

He didn’t seem embarrassed or ashamed or sorry he’d been caught grinding on my wife. It was a look as if he’d just been holding my seat for me or keeping it warm. Here you go man, all yours. You're welcome.

I walked out onto the dance floor with our drinks and Melody finally stopped and stood up straight. For a split second, she didn’t know me.

Her eyes were wild, pupils blown wide, her lips parted as she breathed hard. She looked right at me, but I could see it –

She was elsewhere.

And I hated it. And I loved it. And I didn’t know which one scared me more.

But that look quickly evaporated as all the blood that had rushed to her head returned to her body and she quickly accepted the cold drink I was holding out towards her.

“Cheers my friend,” Guillaume said, taking his drink from me. “Your wife is one hell of a dancer. Thanks.”

He slapped my shoulder.

“Uhh yeah. Yeah sure. No problem,” I stammered. Apparently it was no big deal and I was cool with it. News to me. But that’s what I said. So I went with it and just tried to play it cool.

“Can we go sit down somewhere?” Melody asked, “I need a breather.”

“Sure,” I said, looking around for Guillaume, but he was nowhere to be seen all of a sudden.

As I guided Melody across the dance floor and over to an empty booth we spotted Guillaume. He was dancing with another pretty girl, much in the same way he had with Melody but without any of that same primal energy. There was no crowd gathered around them and no one seemed to take any special notice of their movements.

He locked eyes with me and nodded. I nodded back.

Melody and I slipped into the booth in silence and enjoyed the rest of our drinks.

“Can we go home? I’m ready to go home,” she said suddenly when the last of her drink was gone.

“Like home, home?” I said, a little taken aback.

She rolled her eyes.

“No, home to our villa, dummy. I’m tired.”

I shrugged.

“Sure, I’m ready if you are.”

I stood up and offered her my hand. She took it and I pulled her to her feet. She straightened out her dress and began following me toward the exit.

She stopped abruptly.

“Wait,” she said frantically. “I want to say goodbye to Guillaume.”

Without waiting for a response she let go of my hand and rushed back out to the dance floor and tapped him on the shoulder.

I watched her weave back through the crowd, moving toward him, toward the man who had just bent her over in front of strangers and claimed her body like it was the most natural thing in the world.

I saw them exchange a few words, then he leaned in and whispered something in her ear that seemed to stun her speechless. Her breath hitched. Her hands clenched at her sides. Her expression flickered – shock, hesitation, something almost like longing.

Then he kissed her on the cheek and sent her on her way.

When she got back to me she looked…different. Not like she’d seen a ghost exactly, but something like that.

Whatever Guillaume had said shocked her. That much I knew. But rather than press the issue, I just took her hand and we left the club to go back to our villa.


(Fourteen)

THE WALK BACK was refreshing but not entirely sobering. We both still had a buzz going on when we got back and Melody’s body language had reverted back to normal - or something approaching normal.

That is of course until we got back inside our villa and heard the door click shut behind us.

Without saying a word, she pulled her dress up over her head and walked right past me into the living room.

She didn’t hesitate. Didn’t pause, didn’t ask, didn’t tease.

Just reached for the hem of her dress, pulled it up over her head, and tossed it aside like it was nothing at all.

Then she walked right past me, like I wasn’t even there.

That was new.

I watched her plump ass cheeks bounce with each step. They were split perfectly down the middle by her white thong. And my mind flashed back to her and Guillaume on the dance floor. Then to the sight of him walking down the beach naked, his giant, dark cock flapping in the breeze as he strutted along the water’s edge.

Then I wondered again what he had said to her just before leaving.

I swallowed hard and pushed the thoughts away.

Melody laid back on the couch and stretched her arms up over her head and then down behind her back to unclasp her bra.

I stood there dumbfounded for a few seconds admiring the arch of her back, the curve of her hips, her tight stomach, and lovely breasts adorned with perky pink nipples.

“Well,” she said, “are you just gonna stand there or are you gonna come fuck?”

My cock lurched in my pants. Such lewd language. Such directness. She never initiated sex, certainly not like this. I wondered if it was just the few drinks we’d had while we were out or something more. But I only had a split second to ponder as my lower instincts wrestled control from my brain and guided me towards my beautiful, naked, and suddenly very eager wife who lay naked on the couch.

“Good boy,” she said with a devilish smile as I approached her.

My heart was pounding and my cock was now fully erect as I laid down and got on top of her. We began to kiss for a few moments before she pushed me away.

“Take your clothes off,” she said.

I stood up and did as I was told. I unbuttoned my shirt and took off my pants in near record time I think.

She looked up at me.

Then down.

A flicker. A fraction of a second. But I saw it.

Not disgust. Not rejection. Just…consideration. Like she was measuring something.

Then it was gone, replaced by a smile, her fingers curling around my length, stroking me with soft, eager hands.

I told myself I imagined it.

But before I could be sure, it was gone and she was reaching out to pull me closer to her so we could resume making out.

Her energy level and eagerness were off the charts.

I felt my hard cock pressed up against the warmness of the skin on her tummy and she reached down and wrapped her fingers around it. It pulsed and throbbed even harder at her light, delicate touch.

She began stroking me as our tongues wrapped around one another, relishing the warm wetness of our lust.

My hand crept down toward her pussy and it was already dripping wet before I even slipped a finger inside. Feeling how wet and ready to go she already was turned me on to another level.

But again, I had to wonder…what had caused all of this? Surely, it wasn’t just a few drinks.

“You’re so wet,” I whispered in her ear.

“I need you inside me,” she replied.

“Is that was has you so wet? You’re thinking about my dick inside you?”

She hesitated. It was brief. But I saw it.

Then she bit her lip and nodded.

I shrugged it off. I was too horny and ready to go just then and so I tried to put it out of mind. I pushed myself up a little and took my cock from her and steadied it with my hand, guiding it down to her wet slit.

I flicked the head up and down, teasing her clit. Then slowly, I pressed myself inside her. Usually I was met with some resistance. She was often very tight and not quite this wet. But this time? Well, this time she was so wet and ready to go I practically fell right in. Like it was nothing at all.

Still, she let out a soft gasp followed by a moan.

“Oh, Paul,” she whispered, eyes shut tight as she gripped the pillow behind her head.

I’d never felt anything like this before in my life. Her pussy was still nice and tight, don’t get me wrong. It was gripping down as I slowly thrust myself in her, but it was so wet and eager that it gave no resistance whatsoever.

“Damn,” I whispered as I shoved the last inch or so of myself inside her.

“Does that feel good?” she whispered, opening her eyes to look up at me.

I gulped and nodded.

It felt a little too good. Suddenly I was worried the show might be over before it even began. But I managed to regain my composure and get control of my breath as I began to slowly thrust back and began my rut.

“That’s it baby,” she whispered, “fuck me. Fuck me hard. Harder!”

I tried to go faster, to hit it harder so I could get as deep as possible but something kept nagging at the back of my brain.

Her dancing with Guillaume. What did he say to her? Why was she acting so out of character?

But was I really going to look a gift horse in the mouth right now? I’d been dying for something like this to happen, hadn’t I? I wanted Melody - us - to come out of our shells, leave our hang ups with the church behind us and really let loose, especially sexually.

Things were going exactly as I’d dreamed they would. Maybe even better?

Did it matter if it was because of some tall, dark stranger and not exactly because of anything I did?

Well, I guess so. Because I couldn’t hold it. Couldn’t keep my big mouth shut.

Looking back now, I think it’s because some small part of me liked it - wanted it, I guess you could say.

As Melody was moaning softly beneath me, telling me to fuck her harder, I opened my big mouth.

“What did he say to you?” I asked.

I kept thrusting but Melody looked at me wide eyed and confused.

“What?” she asked.

“Guillaume,” I said, grunting between words. “What did he say to you when we were leaving?”

She froze for a moment then regained her composure.

“I don’t know…nothing?”

“Nothing?”

“I’m not sure, I don’t remember…” she said. But even she wasn’t buying her lie.

I looked down at her, still thrusting, and frowned.

“Paul, why are you asking me this right now?”

I shrugged and she pushed me off of her.

My heart sank as my ass hit the cool couch cushion. Had I just ruined the moment?

I sighed. “I don’t know…”

But much to my surprise, she didn’t seem pissed off or upset. Not in the least.

Instead, she reached out for my cock and began stroking it, using her own juices as lube. I felt harder than steel in a snowstorm all of a sudden.

“Really?” she said, arching an eyebrow. “You have no idea?”

Now it was my turn to be confused. She was asking me these questions as if she already knew the truth.

I swallowed hard and shook my head no.

“Really?” she repeated. “Hmm, because…well, maybe I was imagining it but you seemed to be enjoying…”

She stopped and bit her bottom lip. She was a little tipsy, but I could tell she was conflicted. The two sides of her: this new, daring, free, Mediterranean Melody. And the old, strictly religious, shy, reserved, doubtful Melody.

“Enjoying what?” I asked, practically begging her to continue. I didn’t know what was going to come out next but I knew that each of us was getting more and more worked up in anticipation as she stroked me.

“Enjoying watching me dance…with, him.”

There it was. Somehow she’d caught me or sensed it.

“With Guillaume?” I asked dumbly. Of course, who else had she danced with?

She looked at me and nodded, searching my eyes for a reaction.

Rather than confirm her suspicions, I took the conversation in another direction.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked.

She let out a long exhale and nodded.

“Do you still have feelings for him?” I asked. It was abrupt and caught her a little off guard.

“Well, I mean…I still love you, Paul. It’s not like…he’s just so…”

“So what?”

“So…sexy…” she whispered, closing her eyes tightly and stroking me ever harder.

This hurt. But more than that, it turned me on. My jealousy and anger, small parts to be sure, mixed with even bigger parts of lust and desire.

I thought once again of them dancing together, the darkness of his torso against her milky white skin and my cock lurched in her hand.

I almost came right then and there and it took everything I had to keep my seed inside.

“Paul,” she whispered.

“What, baby?”

“He was so…massive,” she whispered again as if it were a secret. We’d both already seen it for ourselves.

“I know, I saw…” I started to say, but she held up a hand to cut me off.

“No, no. You don’t understand. He was hard too and I could feel it pressing up between my ass cheeks while we danced and it was making me so wet…”

“Really?” I said, digging my fists into the couch, turning my knuckles white as I tried not to cum.

“What did you think about when you felt it?” I asked.

“What it would be like…” she said nervously.

“What what would be like?”

“To have him inside me…to have his big, black cock inside my belly…”

I swallowed hard once more and got up on top of her and shoved myself back inside her. She was even wetter than before and we were both so turned on I could hardly stand it.

“What did he say to you when we were leaving?”

Her fingers dug into my back. She held my gaze, her breath shaky from my thrusts—but not from hesitation.

From something else.

She licked her lips. Swallowed.

Then, finally, whispered –

“He said if I ever wanted to feel what it would be like to have his big, black cock inside me… to just let him know.”

Her words were a match dropped in gasoline.

My body locked, my hips slamming forward as I filled her, shoving myself deep, deeper, branding her insides with the only thing I had to offer.

Melody’s breath caught, her fingers pressing into my back. I didn’t know if she was agreeing or just shattering apart beneath me – but I didn’t care.

My orgasm began to bubble forth at that very moment and I was on the edge of losing control. What she said next was the clincher.

“He also said that he could tell you would enjoy it. Watching it happen, I mean.”

With that, my orgasm bubbled over and out in a violent torrent of cum. I thrust as hard as I could, pressing deeper and deeper inside her womb, filling her up with my jealous seed.

“Oh, Paul,” she whispered as I collapsed on top of her, placing her hands on her belly as she felt my warmth fill her up and spread within her.

“That was soooo hot,” she said, closing her eyes.

We fell asleep on the couch in each other’s arms and didn’t wake until the mid-morning sun was high over the Med, peeking in through the open windows and bathing our naked bodies in cool, warm light.


(Fifteen)

IT WAS PAST NOON. Melody was brimming with energy and confidence. She was now strutting about our villa without not only her cover up, but her bra as well. She was suddenly brewing coffee and whipping up breakfast in nothing but her panties.

“Morning sleepyhead,” she said as I groggily entered the kitchen and poured myself some coffee. I wasn’t hungover, at least not badly. We hadn’t consumed all that much alcohol in the end. But I was a little…cloudy. Unsure if what happened last night was a dream or if…

“So, about last night?” Melody said suddenly as if reading my thoughts.

I looked up like a deer caught in headlights and froze.

A warm, friendly smile came across her face.

“Babe! Don’t be shy about it. Come on, we can talk about it over breakfast.”

“We can?” I stammered as she plated two omelets for us to eat on the outer deck overlooking the shimmering sea.

“Well, you’re the one who’s always saying we need to get past our hang ups right?”

I didn’t answer at first. I was still dumbfounded.

“Right?” she repeated.

“Uhh, yeah. Right. Okay.” I took the plate she was shoving in my direction, grabbed my coffee and followed her perky tits and plump ass cheeks out onto the deck.

The sun was already high in the sky and while it wasn’t quite blazing hot, it was plenty warm. Warm enough to sit under the umbrella.

We sat and ate our first few bites in silence.

“Alright, I’ll go first,” she finally said.

Who was this woman? Melody never liked talking first. Never liked talking about these kinds of things - sexual things - and suddenly…this?

“What’s there to talk about?”

She wiped her lips with a cloth napkin.

“Well, I guess…my big question is was he right?” her voice got quiet as she asked and she looked around as if she was worried someone might hear.

“What who right about what?” I replied even though I knew damn well just who and what she was referring to.

Melody flashed that bubbly smile again, it was a little ditzy but also cute and she knew exactly what she was doing.

“Babe!” she said, playfully slapping at my shoulder. “You know. Are you gonna make me say it?”

I folded my arms in defiance.

“Alright, fine. Was he right that…” she started to giggle and lower her voice, looking around once more to make sure the coast was clear. “Was he right about you enjoying it? Did you like watching me dance on him like a slut?”

I froze. Unsure what to say. But my cock did all the talking for me.

My boxers became a tent extending outward from my cock, growing rapidly and pointing right at the sky. Thankfully, Melody couldn’t see it.

She looked at me, studying my face.

“Alright, maybe a little,” I said finally.

This drew a soft gasp from Melody as if she expected the answer and yet still couldn’t believe her ears.

“Really?”

“I don’t know, I mean the thought of it…” my voice trailed off.

She reached out and put a hand on my arm.

“Relax, Paul. It’s not like it’s actually going to happen. It was just a dance and a little harmless flirting. Last night was fun. That’s all.”

I exhaled and relaxed a little.

“Besides,” she said, digging into her omelet, “you saw the size of that thing.”

Indeed I had.

“He’d break me in two,” she said laughing. “I couldn’t possibly take it…could I?”

She let it hang in the air and I didn’t answer but the thought of her trying to take it all suddenly flooded my mind and thrilled me beyond all imagination.


(Sixteen)

LATER IN THE AFTERNOON, we repeated the same ritual as the day before. Sandwiches, snacks, champagne. The beach. The clothing optional beach that had started us down the path we suddenly found ourselves on.

Part of me felt like I was dreaming. Did that all really happen last night?

What had gotten into Melody?

Was that really all it took for her to drop all the hangups I’d been working on getting her to drop for years? Was that really all it took for her to flip her slut switch and become a totally different and liberated woman?

A crush from the past? A crush with a big, black cock?

Apparently, the answer to all those questions was yes.

That’s all it took.

I was both crushed and…insanely turned on.

It was confusing and while it may not have been exactly what I had in mind in terms of her coming out of her shell, I had asked for this. At least in some way.

So, what was I to do?

Besides, it was just a little fun. Some dirty dancing. Some sexy talk while we fucked.

It wasn’t likely to end up going any further, was it?

As I would find out in a few short hours, the answer to that question was also a resounding yes. Yes, indeed it was.


(Seventeen)

WE MADE QUICK WORK of the first bottle within an hour or so. I took a quick walk back up to the villa to go to the bathroom and grab another one.

By the time I got back, two very interesting things had happened: the first, Melody was sunbathing topless.

The second, a pair of big, strong black hands were rubbing lotion into her upper back. The pair of hands, of course, belonged to Guillaume who had seemingly materialized at just the right time and moment to put all of our assumptions to the test and to give us all the answers to the questions that we’d been too scared to answer.

As I approached them, ambling through the sand with a chilled, sweating bottle in my grip, he looked up at me and waved with a friendly smile.

Like the night before, this was all perfectly normal to him. Nothing to be embarrassed about. I hadn't caught him doing anything because he wasn’t doing anything wrong. At least, not in his mind.

“Paul! Hello, my friend.”

As I reached our spot on the beach, I found myself relieved to see that this time, Guillaume wasn’t naked. Though he was only a few inches of cloth away from being so.

He wore a skimpy, “banana hammock” you might call it. Even from where I stood, I could see his bulge which seemed like a half-hard-on at this point from rubbing my wife up and down.

“Hi, Guillaume. Fancy meeting you here,” I said with friendly sarcasm.

Melody rolled over so that her breasts were now exposed to the entire beach. They were no longer “hidden” by the fact that she was lying face down on her chair. Anyone on the beach who wanted to take a gander could.

More than anything else up to that point, this thrilled me. Melody going topless at a nude beach was probably a little closer to what I’d initially had in mind for this trip.

A nearly-naked black Frenchman who she’d had a crush on in high school standing next to her while she was also half-naked was an additional element I had not planned on but was suddenly growing more and more comfortable with.

I couldn’t help but think it: they looked good together. Hot together. She’d wanted him all those years ago, why couldn’t she have him now? I loved her, didn’t I? Why deny her something she desired?

What are you crazy?

My inner dialogue raged in conflict, unsure what to do. Then Melody’s voice broke me out of my distracted trance.

“Well, Paul? Are you?”

“Am I what?” I asked.

“Going to pour us some drinks? Guillaume, would you like to join us for some champagne?”

He hesitated and looked at me. Perhaps sensing the very conflict I’d been trying to work out in my head, he smiled and shook his head.

“Oh no,” he said, “I don’t want to impose. Besides, I probably should be getting back…I’ve got some…”

“Nonsense,” Melody said, reaching out to grab his arm. “Sit, relax. You are not imposing at all. Right, Paul?”

Guillaume and I locked eyes and he gave me a look that said it all: hey man, your call. I’m cool either way, but I think we both know what’s going to happen if I stay. I need you to make sure you’re cool with that. Ball’s in your court.

I took a deep breath.

My eyes darted back and forth between my wife and this new man in our lives.

Did I want to see where all this led? Or did I want it to stay the way Melody had insisted it would back at breakfast?

I swallowed hard and without thinking just let the words come out. Whatever it was going to be, that’s what it would be.

“Stay,” I said. There it was. No going back now. Perhaps it would only be a few drinks and he would leave, but deep down I knew that wasn’t the case.

“Stay. Of course. You’re not imposing at all,” I said. “Join us for some champagne. We have a whole bottle and plenty more back at the villa.”

Guillaume smiled and winked at me.

Okay, it’s on now.

“Well, alright. What the hell? It’s very hot out here and I am thirsty,” he said with a laugh as he sat down in the sand next to Melody.


(Eighteen)

IT MUST HAVE BEEN THE SUN. We were all thirsty and we were all drinking quickly, a tipsy haze had colored our conversation and interactions. My anxiety melted away.

I was having fun. We were having fun.

We were just three friends enjoying some champagne on the beach next to the beautiful Mediterranean sea.

And if it led to something more?

A threesome? A fulfillment of my wife’s fantasy?

What would be wrong with that?

Seemed perfectly alright to me. If it was going to happen anywhere, it would be here.

Wouldn’t it?

During a rare moment where none of us were talking and laughing, I cleared my throat and broke the silence.

“Hey, why don’t we all head back to the villa and get out of the sun for a bit?”

Melody looked at me with a raised eyebrow and mouthed the word really?

I gave a slight nod as Guillaume’s eyes darted between the two of us.

“Oh no that’s alright,” he began to say.

“Nah, come on. Let’s grab a bite to eat…the champagne is empty, we can pop another bottle and have some snacks or something. I insist.”

Some other more primal part of me had taken over and was firmly in the driver’s seat.

“What do you think, Mel?” I asked.

What happened next still shocks and thrills me to this day.

“Hmm, what do I think?” she said, smiling playfully, looking back and forth between me and Guillaume. “I think the three of us could have a lot of fun together.”

I gulped and nodded.

“I also think, I’m in the mood for some…” she lowered her voice and looked around to make sure no one was listening to us…”for some big. Black. Cock.”

Guillaume flashed a sexy smile at her, one that said he knew this was eventually coming and that he would be all too happy to oblige her desires.

“Really?” I said.

“Yes,” she whispered, “and I think, Paul, you’re in the mood to watch. And maybe…join in the fun a little? Am I right?”

I gulped and nodded, trying not to grab at the hard, bulging mass that had formed in my swim trunks.

“So, I guess all that’s left to ask is, Guillaume…what do you think?” Melody asked.

Guillaume stood up and reached out to take Melody by the hand.

“I think we better stop talking and start fucking,” he said, pulling her to her feet.

I stood up, gathered our things and tailed along behind the two of them as they walked hand in hand across the hot sand and up toward our villa.


(Nineteen)

DESPITE THE HOT AND HEAVY talk on the beach, things didn’t really kick off as soon as we got in the door to our villa. We all took showers, separately, and got ourselves cleaned up and of course, we sobered up a bit too.

So, it was a little awkward and we were all a little shy when it came to getting the ball rolling again. I was the first one ready, so I popped a bottle of champagne and put together some light snacks, cheese, meats, caviar, etc.

Guillaume was the second one ready. He met me in the kitchen.

“Drink?” I asked.

“Sure,” he said. We clinked glasses and drank.

“Melody is one hell of a woman,” he said.

“Thanks, I know.”

“And you know something, Paul…this is going to sound strange maybe, but I admire you. Much respect for indulging your wife’s desires like this.”

I laughed and looked at him sideways.

“Well, sure. You get to reap the benefits,” I said.

“I know, I know,” he said, placing his glass down. “Easy for me to say, I know. But, I mean it. Not a lot of guys are so comfortable with themselves, you know with their sexuality…their masculinity…to let something like this happen…so, yeah.”

I was stunned.

“Wow, thanks Guillaume. I really appreciate that.”

But before we had time to continue our bromance, Melody emerged from the bedroom.

She was wearing absolutely nothing at all and her body seemed to be glowing.

“Hey boys,” she said as she walked toward us.

She grabbed a champagne flute and chugged it down.

“Why don’t we all get more comfortable over on the couch?”

She took us each by the hand and led us over. Guillaume and I sat down and Melody took the spot in the middle between us.

We were both wearing light linen shorts and t-shirts.

When we were all seated she turned to me and began to make out with me. It was warm, wet, hot, and filled with passion. I’d never felt her tongue so eager and alive as that before. It was a good sixty seconds of hard French-kissing and I could feel Guillaume’s eyes on us as my cock filled with blood.

Finally she broke it off and pulled away, her thumb lingered on my bottom lip as she stared deeply into my eyes.

“I’m going to kiss him now, okay?”

She was searching my face frantically for any sign of doubt or fear and although I was certainly feeling some, I made sure she found no trace.

“Go ahead,” I said with all the confidence I could muster.

She turned to a smiling Guillaume and leaned her naked body up against his torso.

“Hi,” she whispered.

Guillaume wrapped one big arm around her waist and pulled her in closer as he leaned down to kiss her.

As soon as their lips touched something inside me flipped. Like a switch.

Electric does not even begin to describe the feeling.

It was slow at first, their lips just pressing together as they got familiar with one another. Then her lips parted and I saw Guillaume’s tongue flick out and enter her mouth. Her’s intertwined with his and suddenly it was full open mouth, lip smacking. Wet and nasty.

I didn’t think my cock could get any harder but it seemed to keep growing as I watched my wife, totally naked, kissing another man right in front of me.

After another sixty seconds that felt like an eternity, she broke it off and turned to me.

“What did you think of that?” she asked, her hands still resting on Guillaume’s chest.

“That was fucking hot,” I whispered. She smiled and her shoulders seemed to relax just a bit.

“Are you hard?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Let me see it,” she whispered as her hand crept down to Guillaume’s crotch and began caressing his bulge.

I unzipped my shorts and dropped them, along with my briefs to the floor. I was now in just my t-shirt, bare-assed on the couch, hard cock gripped in my hand.

“Oh, Paul,” she whispered, staring at my engorged, pulsing cock.

She leaned over toward my lap and kissed the head of my prick while it was still in my hand. Then she licked it a little, teasing me.

“How would you feel if I sucked Guillaume right here in front of you?”

I gulped and froze, unable to muster the words to describe how much I wanted to see just that.

But Melody could already tell. She smiled and turned back to Guillaume.

“Take it out,” she said. Guillaume was more than happy to oblige. He dropped his shorts to the floor and his half-hard cock flopped out between his legs.

Melody gasped and squealed.

“Oh my god,” she said laughing, turning away for a moment. “Holy shit, I forgot how big it was.”

Guillaume reached out and grabbed her hand to guide it onto his shaft.

“It’s okay, don’t be scared. You can touch it.”

Melody turned back to face him as her tiny fingers wrapped around the base of his dark shaft.

I watched her hand as it slowly began to stroke his cock, pumping more blood into the organ.

“Holy shit,” she whispered, unable to take her eyes off the thing. She was instantly mesmerized.

“You wanna suck it?” Guillaume asked, looking over at me with a smile.

I hadn’t even realized it but I was now stroking myself as I watched her stroke him.

Melody nodded and leaned down, opening her mouth.

She flicked her tongue out and licked the head, then pursed her lips and kissed the tip.

When she finally opened her mouth to take in all of him, she made sure to angle her eyes toward me so that we were locked in each other's gaze as she took another man’s cock into her mouth for the first time, right in front of me.

It certainly wouldn’t end up being the last.

But we’ll get to that in due time.

After a few seconds of eye contact she locked her eyes shut and went down sucking his big, black cock. Working herself up into a frenzy so that she was choking, gasping for air and covering his shaft in her saliva.

Guillaume, at times, would put his hands on the back of her head and hold her down on his shaft until she basically tapped out and needed air.

After a few minutes she moved over to me and sucked me off while Guillaume fingered her wet pussy.

“Why don’t you warm her up for me, Paul?” Guillaume said.

So, that’s what I did. Melody turned so that her ass was facing me and I fucked her tight wet pussy while she sucked off Guillaume, stretching her out and warming her up for the big event.


(Twenty)

AFTER ABOUT TEN MINUTES, it was time.

“He’s going to fuck me now and you’re going watch, okay?” she whispered as she pulled herself off my dick and plopped herself down in Guillaume’s lap so that she was now straddling him.

It happened slow, but fast.

I watched Melody lower her tight, quivering body, slowly, inch by inch, onto his massive dick. I could hear him splitting her wet peach open. Her breath was taken from her.

Soon, she was all the way down on it and held there.

She turned to me and smiled.

“How does that look, baby?”

“Looks great,” I whispered, unable to even so much as blink. I was transfixed by the scene.

She laughed.

“I feel like if I move he really is going to break me in two. It hurts, but it feels so fucking good at the same time.”

Guillaume began to bounce her in his lap.

“Just take it slowly, that’s it. Good girl,” he said.

She leaned in and began to kiss him while she bounced up and down on him. Her ass moved independently of the rest of body as she bounced it on his big, black dick.

I began to stroke myself to the rhythm of her motions.

Soon, she was screaming, coming, letting out the energy of an other-worldly orgasm.

“Holy shiiiiiit!!!!” she screamed. The force of the orgasm forced his dick out of her as she gushed and squirted clear juices all over his lap.

“Wow, baby…” I whispered. She’d never done that before, at least certainly now with me.

“Holy shit, I’ve never done that before. That was…” she couldn’t find the words, could barely see straight it seemed.

She leaned over toward me and began sucking my cock like the greediest slut I’d ever seen.

Guillaume and I locked eyes and a moment passed between us.

“I want to feel your pussy,” I said suddenly and made her get on top of my lap and ride me like she rode Guillaume.

I could feel him watching us, his big cock in his hand as he lightly stroked it, waiting for another go at my wife.

Melody was usually pretty tight, but no longer. She was wet and slippery and so stretched out and well used.

It was deliciously dirty to feel her freshly fucked pussy wrapped around my throbbing cock.

I was able to make her come, but it was soft and gentle and nothing at all like what Guillaume had made her do.

Soon, we were retreating to the bedroom for the grand finale as I got at the head of the bed.

Guillaume entered her from behind as she laid her head in my lap and sucked my cock while he pummeled her doggystyle.

She was coming hard and loud again within minutes begging for his big, black cock at the top of her little lungs.

I could tell Guillaume was going to bust soon as he began to breathe faster and his body tensed up. I didn’t have any time to say anything. And I was lost to the moment.

“Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” he said, but didn’t show any signs of pulling out. Melody only bucked herself harder against his thrusting cock and sucked me faster and with more force.

Guillaume became to yell and pump his seed inside her, neither of them slowing down. And my own orgasm began to bubble forth at exactly the same time.

We were both pumping our seed into my wife at the same time but from different ends.

Melody didn’t flinch. Didn’t hesitate.

She eagerly, happily accepted our deposits into her belly and down her slutty throat.

Her body quivered and shook as the last of Guillaume’s thrusts sent her back over the edge and into another loud, intense orgasm.

After that, the details are hazy for a few moments. Maybe it was minutes, perhaps hours.

But eventually we all showered again and shared another glass of champagne before Guillaume said he had to leave.


(Twenty-one)

AS HE STOOD AT THE DOOR, Melody gave him a big hug and a wet kiss right on the lips. I shook his hand and said thank you. It was all a tad awkward and yet not at all. What else was there to say?

“So, what’s next for you guys?” he asked.

We both shrugged.

“Not really sure. We definitely want to check out a few more places, but we’ll see how things go,” I said.

“Will we see you again before we leave?” Melody asked.

Guillaume shrugged.

“Depends, I’m off to Ibiza for the next few days but…”

“Oh,” she said, “What’s in Ibiza?”

Guillaume looked up at both of us and smiled.

“Why don’t you both come and find out?”

Melody and I looked at each other and without saying a word realized this was only just the beginning for us.


Part II – Ibiza: The Surrender

Ibiza does not ask permission.

The island hums with something ancient, something untamed. The waves crash against the cliffs like a pulse too wild to be contained. In the golden heat of the day, the sun stains bodies bronze, sweat glistening like jewels on bare skin.

But it’s the nights that change you.

Under neon and moonlight, inhibitions unravel. The bassline becomes a heartbeat, bodies moving, colliding, surrendering to something bigger than lust, bigger than control.

Ibiza does not take prisoners.

You come here thinking you are one thing—only to find you are something else entirely when dawn finally drags its golden fingers across the wreckage of your pleasure.

This is not where you decide.

It is where you let go.


(One)

As we stepped off the ferry onto the sun-drenched shores of Ibiza, I felt a mixture of excitement and nervousness churning in my stomach.

Part of me still couldn't believe how quickly things had escalated, how readily we had embraced this new dynamic with Guillaume.

And now we were following him to Ibiza on a whim?

But a larger part of me was eager to see where it would lead.

When Melody had texted Guillaume that we we’d be following him to Ibiza the next day he simply replied:

Great. Text me when you’re here.

And that was all.

But we figured if he ghosted us or ran into better plans well, what the hell? There were worse places to be stood up, weren’t there?

Melody squeezed my hand as we made our way through the bustling port. Her eyes sparkled with anticipation.

"I can't believe we're really doing this," she whispered.

I squeezed Melody's hand back and gave her a reassuring smile.

"Me neither. But I'm excited to see where it takes us."

And it was already taking us to some pretty incredible places.

As we walked along the crowded streets, taking in the vibrant sights and sounds of Ibiza, I felt an eerie sense of closeness with Melody.

Our experience with Guillaume had awakened something in both of us, breaking down the barriers and hangups that came with our upbringing.

There was a palpable energy between us now, a shared secret that made everything feel more thrilling.

We checked into our hotel, a luxurious beachfront resort with stunning views, and I couldn't shake the strong excitement and nervous energy about what lay ahead. Melody seemed to be practically vibrating with anticipation as we made our way to our suite.

Once inside, she immediately went to the balcony and gazed out at the sparkling turquoise waters.

For a moment, I simply watched her. I was in complete and total awe of this transformed woman.

Everything about her, including her posture and how she carried herself was different.

I came up behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist, nuzzling her neck.

"Can you believe we're really here?" she asked breathlessly.

"It's incredible," I agreed. "Though I have to admit, I'm a little anxious about meeting up with Guillaume again. I mean, how are we going to…does he even want to…"

Melody turned to face me, a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Anxious in a good way or a bad way?"

I considered it for a moment.

"Good, I think. It's just...a lot to process, you know? This is all so new."

She nodded. "I know what you mean. But Paul, watching you watch me with Guillaume was one of the hottest experiences of my life. I never knew I could feel so free, so uninhibited. And seeing how turned on you got...it was amazing."

Her words sent a chill through me as memories of that night flooded back. I pulled her close and kissed her deeply.

"You're right," I whispered against her lips. "It was incredibly hot.”

Just then, Melody's phone buzzed with a text. She pulled away and checked it, her eyes lighting up.

"It's Guillaume," she said excitedly. "He wants to meet us for drinks at a beach club in an hour."

I swallowed hard.

"Well, I guess we better get ready then."

Melody grinned and started stripping off her clothes as she headed for the shower. I watched her toned body disappear into the bathroom, my mind racing with possibilities of what the days ahead might hold.

An hour later, we were walking hand in hand down the beach towards the club Guillaume had suggested.

The sun was just starting to set, painting the sky in vibrant oranges and pinks. Melody looked stunning in a short white sundress that showed off her now glowing, golden tan.

As we approached the club, I spotted Guillaume's tall, muscular frame at the bar. He waved us over with a dazzling smile.

"Paul, Melody! Welcome to Ibiza," he said, embracing us both warmly.

I watched as his lips lingered a bit longer on Melody's cheek and I felt a familiar twinge of excitement.

We ordered drinks and found a secluded cabana overlooking the ocean. As we sipped our cocktails, Guillaume regaled us with stories of the island's legendary parties and beautiful secret beaches.

"But the real fun doesn't start until later," he said with a wink. "There's an exclusive party tonight at a private villa overlooking the sea. Friend of mine, he plays for PSG. Only the most beautiful and adventurous people are invited. I'd love for you both to join me."

“PSG?” I asked stupidly.

Guillaume chuckled.

“Soccer team. In France. It’s a big deal.”

Melody's eyes lit up with excitement.

"That sounds amazing! What do you think, Paul?"

In truth, I felt a lot of things. Chief among them was anxiety. But I reminded myself I had, in some way, asked for all this. I had wanted to coax Melody from her shell and here she was, completely out of it and ready for anything. Could I really deny her now?

"I'm game if you are," I said, trying to sound casual.

Guillaume grinned.

"Excellent. Trust me, you won't regret it."

As the sun set, we finished our drinks and headed to the villa in Guillaume's sleek convertible. The winding coastal roads offered breathtaking views, but I was more focused on the electricity that had suddenly switched from crackling between Melody and I to Melody and Guillaume in the front seat.

Their easy flirtation and lingering touches sent jolts of jealous arousal through me.

When we arrived at the villa, I was stunned by its opulence. Perched on a cliff overlooking the Mediterranean, it was the epitome of luxury.

Beautiful people in various states of undress mingled by the infinity pool and throughout the lavish interior.

Guillaume led us to the bar and handed us each a glass of champagne.

"To new adventures," he toasted with a wink.

As we sipped our drinks, I noticed several people eyeing Melody appreciatively.

She was radiant, practically glowing with excitement.

Guillaume introduced us to some of his friends - models, DJs, and other beautiful people from around the world.

Then Guillaume shocked us both.

“Ahh, there she is,” he said, beaming at someone across the party.

Melody and I turned in unison to see who Guillaume was talking to.

As we turned, I saw a stunning woman with caramel skin and long dark hair gliding towards us. She was wearing a shimmering gold dress that clung to her curves and left little to the imagination.

"Paul, Melody, I'd like you to meet Sofia," Guillaume said as the woman reached us. "My fiancée."

I felt my jaw drop slightly in surprise.

Fiancée? Though it was true we’d only spent a short time together, I still found it hard to believe Guillaume had never mentioned having a partner.

I glanced at Melody, trying to gauge her reaction. Her eyes were wide with shock as she took in the gorgeous woman before us.

“So nice to meet you, Melody,” she said with a warm smile as she extended her hand. “Guillaume has told me all about you. You are every bit as beautiful as he described…and more.”

Melody took her hand dumbly and shook it without saying a word, her eyes wide as saucers. If Sofia noticed, she was unfazed. She simply turned to me and shook my hand as well.

“Hello, Paul. So glad you both could make it.”

I shook her hand and managed to get something out of my mouth.

“Hi, Sofia. Nice to meet you.”

Awkward silence hung in the air as I watched Melody turn a bright shade of red. For a moment, my stomach clenched as I thought she might cry.

Sofia, with incredible grace and poise picked up on Melody’s uneasiness and put a reassuring hand on her arm.

“Please, Melody. There’s no need to be embarrassed. I do not mind. You are married, no?” She gestured to me. “Paul does not mind, clearly? So you see, we are the same…but different.”

Melody finally found her voice.

"You mean, you're just okay with...everything? Easy as that?"

Sofia smiled warmly.

“More than okay, you silly girl,” she said, teasing. “We are in Ibiza. This is the Mediterranean. We are not, how would you say it…? Ahh, conservative Americans like yourself. We are young and hot. We are free to explore the desires that move us here.”

Sofia raised an eyebrow as her words seemed to break the tension. Melody visibly relaxed, a small smile playing at her lips.

"I...I guess I just wasn't expecting..." Melody stammered.

Sofia laughed.

"No one ever gets what they expect, darling. But I assure you, Guillaume and I have a very open and honest relationship. We enjoy sharing our love with others."

She winked at me.

I felt another jolt of excitement run through me at her words and the suggestive look she gave me. This night was already taking unexpected turns.

Sofia's words hung in the air, charged with possibility. I glanced at Melody, trying to gauge her reaction. To my surprise, she seemed intrigued rather than put off.

"So you two...share partners?" Melody asked hesitantly.

Sofia nodded, a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Oui. And so much more. We find it keeps things exciting. And clearly you two have been exploring some new territory yourselves on this vacation of yours, no? Didn’t you find it exciting?"

Melody blushed but didn't deny it. I felt a mixture of arousal and nervousness course through me.

Before either of us could answer, Sophia took Melody by the hand.

“Come, let’s drink and dance and swim. We can see what desires move us on this beautiful night.”

Sofia looked over her shoulder and winked at me.

Guillaume and I followed her and Melody up to the veranda bar overlooking the pool.

It appeared we were suddenly in for yet another night that neither of us would soon forget.


(Two)

As we made our way to the veranda bar, I couldn't help but marvel at how quickly things were evolving. Just days ago, Melody and I had arrived in France and were by all accounts a couple of shy, conservative kids celebrating their wedding anniversary in Europe.

Within days we’d throw our marriage vows, at least the ones about remaining faithful right out the window.

And now, because why stop there, here we were at an exclusive Ibiza party, mingling with beautiful strangers and appeared to be contemplating new sexual frontiers.

As I took in the party, the words I’d said to Melody just a few days ago echoed in my ears.

We’re not part of that world any more. It’s time to leave all that stuff behind. They stunted us, held us back. Think of all that we missed out on…

“No kidding,” I said under my breath so that no one could hear.

My head was spinning, but in a refreshing way.

Sofia ordered a round of shots for the four of us. As we clinked glasses, I noticed her gaze lingering appreciatively on Melody.

"To new adventures,” she said.

“To new adventures,” Melody agreed enthusiastically.

In my honest, less insecure moments, I loved seeing her come out of shell like this.

The four of us clinked glasses and downed our shots.

As the alcohol warmed our bellies, Sofia took Melody's hand again and led her to the dance floor across from the bar. Guillaume and I watched as the two women began to move to the pulsing music.

"They look good together, don't they?" Guillaume said with a grin.

I nodded, mesmerized by the sight of my wife dancing so intimately with another woman. Melody's hands rested on Sofia's hips as they swayed in unison. Sofia leaned in close, whispering something in Melody's ear that made her throw her head back in laughter.

“You want a beer?” Guillaume offered as we continued to observe our lovely ladies on the dance floor.

“I’d love one,” I said.

He grabbed me an ice cold lager from behind the bar, we twisted the caps and clinked bottles.

The cold suds were delicious and refreshing as the warm humid night enveloped us.

“So, this really works for you guys?” I asked, “like, as a lifestyle?”

Guillaume took a long sip of his beer before answering.

"It does. Sofia and I love each other deeply, but we also believe deeply in exploring our desires openly and honestly. For us, sharing intimate experiences with others only brings us closer."

I nodded, considering his words.

"I have to admit, it's all very new and a bit overwhelming for us. Given where we came from. But also...exciting."

Guillaume smiled knowingly.

"That's natural. The key? Communication and trust. Sofia and I always check in with each other, make sure we're both comfortable. And we never do anything the other isn't okay with."

I nodded, impressed by their maturity and openness.

"That makes sense. Melody and I are still figuring it all out, but I think we're on the same page so far."

Guillaume clapped me on the shoulder.

"You're doing wonderful, man. You’re both naturals. Just take it slow.”

I shrugged my shoulders as if to say, if you say so.

We turned our attention back to the dance floor, where things were heating up between Sofia and Melody.

Their bodies were pressed close together now, hands roaming freely as they moved to the music. I felt a familiar stirring of arousal as I watched my wife dirty dancing with another beautiful, seductive woman.

I chuckled.

“I think we’re way past taking it slow,” I said with a wry smile.

Guillaume laughed and whistled.

“Yeah, you might have your hands full with that one,” he said and took a deep pull from his beer bottle.

As Guillaume and I watched our partners dancing together, the sexual tension between them was palpable.

Sofia's hands were roaming freely over Melody's body now, caressing her curves through the thin fabric of her dress.

Melody seemed to be thoroughly enjoying the attention, her head tipped back in pleasure as Sofia's lips grazed her neck.

"Looks like things are heating up out there," Guillaume remarked with a grin. “Perhaps we should go join them instead of standing here like idiots.”

I nodded in agreement, feeling a healthy dose of nervous excitement as we made our way to the dance floor. As we approached, Sofia caught Guillaume's eye and beckoned us over with a sultry smile.

"There you are, my loves," she purred. "Come dance with us."

Sofia pulled Guillaume close, grinding against him as Melody turned to face me. Her cheeks were flushed and her eyes were bright with desire as she wrapped her arms around my neck.

"Hi baby," she said breathlessly.

"Are you having fun?" I asked with a smile.

Melody bit her lip and nodded. I could tell she was already feeling loose from the little bit of alcohol and as the night wore on, her inhibitions would stand no chance.

"I'm having so much fun," Melody said, her eyes sparkling. "This is all so exciting. You were right , Paul. I never imagined I could feel this free, but you were right."

As if I needed another reminder that this was indeed all my idea.

I pulled her close, swaying to the music best I could.

"I'm glad. You deserve to explore and enjoy yourself."

Melody's hands roamed over my chest as we danced.

"And what about you? Are you still okay with all of this?"

I nodded, feeling arousal course through me.

"More than okay. Seeing you like this, so uninhibited and sexy...it's incredibly hot."

She grinned and kissed me.

“Good,” she said. “Now shut up and dance with me.”

Melody pulled me closer as we danced, her body moving sensually against mine. I could feel the heat radiating off her skin, smell the intoxicating mix of her perfume and sweat.

My hands roamed over her hips, savoring the feeling of her lithe body pressed against me.

As we danced, I noticed Sofia and Guillaume watching us with hungry eyes.

Sofia whispered something to Guillaume and he nodded with a grin. They made their way over to us, moving in perfect sync.

"Mind if we cut in?" Sofia asked with a sly smile.

Before I could respond, Sofia had already slipped between Melody and me, pressing her back against my chest as she began to grind against me.

Guillaume smoothly took Melody in his arms, pulling her close.

I felt a jolt of electricity as Sofia's curvaceous body moved against mine.

Her hair smelled of jasmine and coconut as it brushed my face. I hesitantly placed my hands on her hips, unsure how far to take things.

Sofia seemed to sense my uncertainty. She reached back and guided my hands to her waist, encouraging me to explore.

"It's okay," she said. "Touch me."

I locked eyes with Melody, wrapped in Guillaume’s muscular, ebony arms. She nodded silently, letting me know I could relax.

I let my hands roam over Sofia's curves as we danced, marveling at how soft and warm her skin felt. She pressed back against me, her round ass grinding against my growing erection. I groaned softly, my inhibitions melting away with each sensual movement.

Across from us, Guillaume's large hands were exploring Melody's body anew as they swayed to the music

I watched as he leaned down to whisper something in her ear, making her giggle and blush. His lips grazed her neck and I saw Melody's eyes flutter closed in pleasure.

Sofia turned to face me, draping her arms around my neck.

"Your wife is beautiful," she purred. "Guillaume is very taken with her."

"The feeling seems mutual," I replied, watching as Melody ran her hands over Guillaume's broad chest.

Sofia's fingers played with the hair at the nape of my neck.

"And what about you, Paul? Are you enjoying yourself?"

I nodded, mesmerized by her deep brown eyes and full lips.

"Very much."

She smiled seductively.

"Good. Because I think the four of us could have a lot of fun together tonight. If you're both interested, of course."

My heart raced at her words. I glanced over at Melody again, seeing the desire written plainly on her flushed face as Guillaume's hands roamed her body. When she caught my eye, she gave me a small nod.

I gulped and turned back to Sofia.

"I think we'd both be very interested in that."

Sofia's eyes lit up with excitement.

"Wonderful. Why don't we go somewhere a bit more private then?"

She took my hand and led me over to where Guillaume and Melody were dancing.

"I think it's time we took this party upstairs, don't you?"

Guillaume grinned and nodded.

"Excellent idea, my love." He turned to Melody. "What do you say? Shall we continue this in a more…intimate setting?"

Melody bit her lip and looked at me, a mixture of nervousness and arousal in her eyes. I gave her an encouraging smile and squeezed her hand.

"Let's do it," Melody said breathlessly.

The four of us made our way through the crowded party and up a grand staircase to the upper level of the villa. Guillaume led us down a hallway to a set of ornate double doors.

He opened them and ushered us inside.

The room was breathtaking - all sleek modern furniture and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the twinkling lights of Ibiza Town and the inky black Mediterranean beyond.

But we barely had time to take it in.

"Make yourselves comfortable," Sofia said, already starting to unzip her shimmering gold dress.

Things were about to get wild.


(Three)

As Sofia's dress slipped off her shoulders and fell at her feet, revealing her flawless caramel skin, I felt my breath catch in my throat. She was even more stunning naked - all lush curves and toned muscle.

Guillaume wasted no time shedding his own clothes, his muscular ebony body a stark contrast to Sofia's golden hue. They made a strikingly beautiful couple.

I glanced at Melody, gauging her reaction. Her eyes were wide, drinking in the sight of our new friends' nude bodies. I could see the desire written plainly on her flushed face.

Sofia sauntered over to us, completely at ease in her nakedness.

"Why don't I help you two get more comfortable?" she purred.

She reached for the straps of Melody's dress, slowly sliding them down her shoulders. Then she turned to me, her delicate hands working at the buttons of my shirt.

"Is this okay?" Sofia asked softly, her fingers dancing between my pecs, she was staring at Melody as she unbuttoned the last button of my shirt.

Melody nodded slowly.

"Yes," she whispered.

Guillaume stepped up to Melody and grabbed her tightly by the hips and pressed his hard cock up against her tight tummy as he leaned in for a kiss.

Sofia's nimble fingers made quick work of my shirt buttons as I watched Guillaume kiss my wife passionately once again.

His large hands roamed over Melody's curves, finishing the job Sofia had started by pushing her dress down until it fell to the floor.

She stood there in just her lacy white bra and panties, looking both nervous and aroused.

"You are so beautiful," Guillaume said as he planted kisses down Melody's neck.

She let out a soft moan, her hands exploring his muscular chest.

Meanwhile, Sofia had finished unbuttoning my shirt and was now working on my belt.

Her hand brushed against my growing erection causing me to jump ever so slightly. She looked up at me with a sultry smile.

"May I?" she asked, her fingers hovering over my zipper.

I nodded, unable to form words. Sofia slowly lowered my zipper and pushed my pants and boxers down in one smooth motion. My cock sprang free, already rock hard.

Sofia's eyes widened appreciatively.

"Mmm, very nice," she said as if slightly surprised. Without warning, she dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth.

I gasped at the sudden wet warmth enveloping my shaft. Sofia's tongue swirled around the head of my cock as she began to bob up and down

It took all my willpower not to cum right then and there.

Across the room, Guillaume had unhooked Melody's bra and was lavishing attention on her breasts.

His large hands cupped her breasts as he kissed and licked her nipples. Melody's head was thrown back in pleasure, soft moans escaping her lips.

Guillaume's fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, slowly sliding them down her legs.

I watched in awe as my wife stood there completely naked, her body on display for our new friends. She had never looked more beautiful or desirable to me.

Sofia released my cock from her mouth with a wet pop.

"Why don't we move this to the bed?" she suggested with a sly smile.

We made our way to the enormous king-sized bed dominating one side of the room. Sofia gently pushed me down onto my back and straddled my hips.

I could feel the heat radiating from her wet pussy as she hovered over my aching cock.

Beside us, Guillaume had laid Melody down and was kissing his way down her body. Her legs fell open as he settled between her thighs.

When his tongue made contact with her clit, Melody let out a loud gasp of pleasure.

Sofia lowered herself onto my shaft, enveloping me in her tight, wet heat. We both moaned at the sensation. She began to ride me slowly, her hips rolling in a sensual rhythm.

"Oh god," I groaned, overwhelmed by the dual sensations of Sofia's pussy gripping my cock and the visual of Guillaume eating out my wife just inches away.

Sofia's pace quickened as she rode me, her breasts bouncing enticingly with each movement. I reached up to cup them, pinching and rolling her nipples between my fingers. She threw her head back and moaned loudly.

Beside us, Melody was writhing in ecstasy under Guillaume's skilled tongue. I could tell she was close to orgasm.

"Oh god, oh god, oh god," Melody chanted, her voice rising in pitch. Suddenly her back arched and she cried out, her whole body shuddering as she came hard against Guillaume's mouth, trickling her sweet juices down his tongue.

The sight and sound of my wife's intense orgasm pushed me dangerously close to the edge. Sofia seemed to sense this and slowed her movements, grinding against me in slow circles.

"Not yet," she purred. "We're just getting started."

Guillaume lifted his head from between Melody's thighs. He grinned at me as he moved up her body to kiss her deeply. I watched as Melody tasted herself on his lips, moaning softly.

Sofia climbed off me and moved over to join Guillaume and Melody. She kissed Melody passionately while Guillaume's hands roamed over both women's bodies.

"I want to taste you too," Sofia whispered against Melody's lips.

My wife nodded eagerly.

I nearly fainted.

Sofia kissed her way down Melody's body, pausing to give attention to her breasts before settling between her thighs.

Melody gasped as Sofia's tongue made contact with her sensitive flesh.

Guillaume moved up to kneel beside Melody's head, his massive cock jutting out proudly. Without hesitation, Melody turned and took him in her mouth, moaning around his thick shaft as Sofia pleasured her.

I watched in awe as my wife sucked Guillaume's huge, black cock while Sofia ate her pussy. The sight was incredibly erotic and almost impossible to believe.

Here was this sweet girl who less than 48 hours ago was shrieking in horror about wieners on the beach suddenly turned into an insatiable slut.

I stroked myself slowly, not wanting to cum too soon.

After a few minutes, Sofia lifted her head.

"I want to see you fuck her," she said to Guillaume. "Show me how you stretch her tight little pussy with that big cock."

Guillaume grinned and positioned himself between Melody's spread legs. He rubbed the swollen head of his cock up and down her wet slit, teasing her. Melody whimpered with need.

"Please," she begged. "I need you inside me again."

Guillaume pushed forward slowly, stretching Melody open as he entered her. Her eyes went wide and she let out a long, low moan as he filled her completely.

"Oh my god," Melody gasped.

Guillaume began to thrust, starting slow but quickly building to a steady rhythm. The bed shook with the force of his movements.

Melody's cries of pleasure filled the room.

Sofia crawled over to me, a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Don't want you feeling left out," she said.

She took my cock in her hand, stroking me slowly as we watched Guillaume pound into Melody.

I groaned at the dual sensations of Sofia's skilled touch and the erotic sight before us.

Melody was lost in ecstasy, her legs wrapped tightly around Guillaume's waist as he thrust into her.

Her breasts bounced with each powerful stroke. I could see where they were joined, Guillaume's thick black shaft glistening with Melody's juices as it pumped in and out of her.

"Do you like watching your wife take that big cock?" Sofia whispered in my ear. "Look how well she takes it. She was made for this. No wonder you could not deny her."

I nodded, unable to tear my eyes away from the scene. Melody's cries were getting louder and higher pitched. I could tell she was getting close to another orgasm.

"Oh god, oh god, I'm gonna cum!" Melody wailed. Her back arched and she screamed in pleasure as the orgasm overtook her.

Guillaume didn't let up, continuing to pound into her through her climax. Melody's whole body shook with the force of it.

Sofia smiled appreciatively as she continued stroking me.

Then she leaned and nibbled at my ear and whispered into it.

“You should taste your wife now, see how sweet she is after another man has been inside her…”

My skin broke out in gooseflesh. The depraved thought sent shivers up and down my spine as my cock twitched and bulged in Sofia’s grip, threatening to explode.

“Shhh,” she said, “just breathe. Don’t cum yet. We have so much more to explore together. Now, go taste her for me.”

I swallowed hard, my heart racing as I considered Sofia's suggestion.

The thought of tasting Melody after Guillaume had been inside her was both thrilling and taboo.

I hesitated for just a moment before nodding.

Sofia smiled encouragingly and released my throbbing cock. I crawled over to where Melody lay panting, her legs still spread wide.

Guillaume had pulled out and was stroking himself slowly as he watched me approach.

I settled between Melody's thighs, inhaling her musky scent mixed with Guillaume's. Her pussy was swollen and glistening.

I glanced up at Melody's face, seeking permission. She nodded, her eyes dark with lust.

Slowly, I lowered my mouth to her sensitive flesh.

The taste exploded on my tongue - Melody's familiar sweetness mingled with something new and exotic.

I moaned softly as I lapped at her, savoring the taboo flavor.

Melody's fingers tangled in my hair as I explored her with my tongue. I could feel her trembling beneath me, still sensitive from her intense orgasm.

"That's it," Sofia purred from beside us. "Taste how good they are together."

Her words spurred me on. I delved deeper, my tongue probing inside Melody to gather more of their combined essence.

The wrongness of it only heightened my arousal.

Guillaume moved up to kneel beside Melody's head. Without hesitation, she turned and took his still-hard cock into her mouth, moaning around his thick shaft as I continued to pleasure her with my tongue.

The room was filled with the sounds and scents of our lovemaking - Melody's muffled moans, the wet sounds of my mouth on her pussy, Guillaume's low groans of pleasure as my wife sucked him eagerly.

Sofia moved behind me, her hands roaming over my back and ass as she watched the scene unfold.

"You're such a good husband," she purred in my ear. “Do you like how she tastes?"

I nodded, unable to speak with my mouth still busy between Melody's thighs. The depraved nature of what we were doing had me achingly hard.

Sofia's hand snaked around to grasp my cock, stroking me slowly.

"I think you deserve a reward for being so accommodating," she said.

Without warning, I felt the warm wetness of Sofia's mouth engulf my aching shaft. I groaned against Melody's pussy as Sofia began to suck me skillfully.

The four of us were lost in a tangle of limbs and pleasure. Melody's hips began to rock against my face as another orgasm built within her. Guillaume's breathing grew ragged as he neared his own climax.

"Oh god, I'm gonna cum again," she said.

Melody's body tensed as another powerful orgasm overtook her. She cried out around Guillaume's cock, her thighs clamping around my head as she rode out the waves of pleasure. The taste of her release flooded my mouth and I lapped it up eagerly.

Sofia released my cock from her mouth and laid down next to Melody.

“My turn to cum,” she said as she placed a hand on the back of my head and guided me toward her wet cunt.

I eagerly moved between Sofia's toned thighs, eager to taste her sweet nectar. As I lowered my mouth to her glistening folds, I watched Guillaume push himself back inside Melody’s tight, wet slit.

As I began to explore Sofia's wet folds with my tongue, I watched Guillaume push his thick, shaft back inside Melody's eager pussy with renewed vigor.

Now it was Sofia's fingers tangled in my hair as I lapped at her clit.

Her hips rocked against my face, seeking more friction. I could hear Melody's muffled moans as Guillaume pounded into her once again.

"That's it, Paul," Sofia said. "Make me feel good while your wife gets fucked."

Her dirty talk spurred me on. I increased my efforts, alternating between broad strokes of my tongue and focused attention on her swollen clit.

Sofia's breathing grew ragged as I brought her closer to the edge.

Soon her sweet juices were trickling down my throat as she came on my tongue.

Beside us, the sounds of skin slapping against skin filled the air as Guillaume's pace increased. Melody's cries of pleasure rose in pitch.

"Oh god, oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" she wailed.

“Me too!” Sofia cried as I brought her to another quick climax.

Sofia's body shuddered beneath me as another orgasm washed over her.

Her thighs, much like Melody’s, clamped around my head as she rode out the waves of pleasure. I lapped up her sweet juices eagerly, savoring her unique flavor.

Beside us, Melody's cries reached a fever pitch.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, yes!" she screamed. Her back arched off the bed as she climaxed hard around Guillaume's thick shaft.

Guillaume's movements became erratic as he neared his own release.

"Fuck," he grunted as he pulled out of Melody and loomed over her tits, milking his member. With a loud groan, he began to spurt thick ropes of cum across Melody's heaving breasts and stomach.

Melody gasped at the sensation of Guillaume's hot seed painting her skin. She ran her fingers through the creamy fluid, spreading it over her breasts with a blissful smile.

Sofia crawled over to join Melody, licking up some of Guillaume's cum from her belly. The two women kissed deeply, sharing the taste between them. The sight of my wife kissing another woman, both of them covered in cum, was almost too much for me to handle.

"Don't forget about Paul," Sofia purred, breaking away from Melody. "I think he deserves a reward for being such a good sport."

Melody nodded obediently and they both turned their attention to me. I found myself flat on my back as the two beautiful women descended on my aching cock. They took turns sucking and stroking me, their tongues occasionally meeting as they lavished attention on my shaft.

The dual sensation of their warm mouths and the visual of my wife and this gorgeous woman pleasuring me together quickly pushed me to the brink.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," I groaned.

Sofia pulled back, stroking me rapidly as she aimed my cock at Melody's waiting mouth.

As I felt my orgasm building, Sofia stroked me faster while holding the head of my cock steady toward Melody’s outstretched tongue. My wife's eyes locked with mine, filled with lust and excitement.

"Cum for us, Paul," Sofia said. "Let your wife taste you."

With a loud groan, I exploded.

The first rope of cum landed across Melody's cheek and lips. She opened her mouth wider, catching the next spurts on her tongue.

Sofia milked every last drop from me as Melody swallowed eagerly.

When I was spent, Sofia leaned in and licked a stray drop of cum from the corner of Melody's mouth before kissing her deeply. I watched in awe as my wife and this beautiful woman shared another cum kiss, relishing the taste of my release between them.

Finally, we all collapsed onto the bed in a tangle of sweaty limbs, panting and satisfied. Melody curled up against my chest while Sofia nestled into Guillaume's strong arms.

For a few moments, we all just lay there in comfortable silence, basking in the afterglow. I stroked Melody's hair gently, marveling at how far we'd come in such a short time. The shy, reserved woman I'd married was gone, replaced by this sensual, uninhibited creature who seemed to glow with newfound confidence.

"Wow," Melody finally murmured. "That was..."

"Incredible," I finished for her.

Sofia chuckled.

"I'm glad you enjoyed yourselves," she said with a satisfied smile. "Guillaume and I certainly did."

"It was amazing," Melody agreed, her voice full of wonder. "I never imagined I could feel, or do any…" She stopped mid sentence, mere words were not enough.

Guillaume chuckled.

"I'm glad we could help introduce you to this new way of living. It’s always fun helping a new couple explore this side of themselves."

Sofia nodded in agreement.

"And you two make a very lovely, delicious couple. Very...delicious," she purred, her eyes roaming appreciatively over our bodies.

Guillaume stretched.

“Speaking of delicious,” I’m starving. “What do you say we head back down, grab a bite to eat and head for a night swim?”

“Mmm, the night is young after all,” Sofia said. “Sounds like a great idea.”

“What do you think, Melody and Paul?”


(Four)

We all took turns freshening up in the luxurious en-suite bathroom before getting dressed again. As I watched Melody slip her dress back on, I marveled at how different she seemed already - more confident, more at ease in her own skin.

The layers of complexity that had come to rule our lives and behaviors had seemingly been peeled away. It all seemed so simple suddenly, so straightforward. But something in the back of my head gnawed at me. Were we moving too fast? Surely we couldn’t keep this torrid pace up without crashing and burning. Or could we?

Melody caught me staring and gave me a flirtatious wink.

“What are you thinking about?” she probed.

I cleared my throat and shook my head.

“Just how incredibly sexy you are,” I said, not exactly lying but perhaps obscuring the truth just a bit.

The four of us made our way back downstairs, where the party was still in full swing. Guillaume led us to a quieter area with a buffet of gourmet finger foods and champagne.

We loaded up plates and found a secluded spot on the terrace overlooking the twinkling lights of Ibiza Town below.

As we ate and sipped champagne, the conversation flowed easily.

Sofia and Guillaume entertained us with stories of their adventures and experiences in the lifestyle.

Melody listened with rapt attention, asking questions and sharing her own thoughts. I continued to be impressed by how open and comfortable she seemed discussing these taboo topics.

"So how long have you two been...exploring like this?" Melody asked between bites of a delicate canape.

Sofia smiled.

"Oh, almost since the beginning of our relationship. We both realized early on that we enjoyed sharing our love with others. It's brought us so much closer."

Guillaume nodded in agreement.

"Exactly. There's something incredibly intimate about watching your partner experience pleasure, even if it's with someone else. And then coming back together afterwards, it's like falling in love all over again."

I considered their words, realizing there was a lot of truth to what they were saying. Watching Melody with Guillaume earlier had been intensely arousing, but it had also filled me with a deep appreciation for her beauty and sexuality. And our connection afterwards did feel stronger than ever.

"I can see that," Melody said thoughtfully. "I never imagined…" She turned to me with a soft smile. "Seeing how turned on you got, knowing you were okay with everything - it made me feel so loved and accepted…and turned the fuck on."

I reached out and squeezed her hand.

Sofia raised her champagne flute.

"To new discoveries and deeper connections," she toasted. We all clinked glasses.

As we finished eating, Guillaume stood up and stretched.

"So, who's up for that midnight swim?"

We all agreed enthusiastically. Guillaume led us down a winding path to a secluded cove below the villa.

The water glowed an ethereal blue, seemingly lit from below by magical, underwater lights.

Without hesitation, Sofia stripped off her dress and dove in naked. Guillaume quickly followed suit. Melody and I exchanged a look before shrugging and shedding our own clothes. The water was deliciously warm as we waded in.

As we swam in the glowing blue water, I marveled at how surreal this all felt. Just days ago, Melody and I had been a young, vanilla married couple on vacation.

Now here we were, skinny dipping at midnight with our new polyamorous friends after an incredible group sex session.

It was exhilarating and a little dizzying.

Melody swam up behind me and wrapped her arms around my neck.

"Can you believe this is real?" she whispered in my ear. "I feel like I'm dreaming."

I turned to face her, admiring how beautiful she looked with droplets of water glistening on her skin in the ethereal blue light.

I didn’t bother replying, instead I pulled her in for a deep kiss.

We made out passionately for a few moments before Sofia swam over, a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Mind if I cut in?" she asked playfully.

Without waiting for an answer, she slipped between us and kissed Melody deeply.

I watched in arousal as Melody eagerly returned Sofia's kiss, her hands roaming over Sofia’s curves beneath the water.

Guillaume swam up beside me, grinning as he watched our partners.

"Quite a thing, isn't it?" he remarked.

I nodded, unable to tear my eyes away.

"It's incredible," I agreed.

Melody and Sofia's kiss grew more heated, their bodies pressing tightly together as hands explored.

Sofia's leg slipped between Melody's thighs, eliciting a soft moan from my wife that carried across the water.

"Why don't we give the ladies some space?" Guillaume suggested with a wink. He gestured to a nearby rock formation jutting out of the water.

"Come on, let's get a better view."

We swam over and pulled ourselves up onto the smooth rocks. From our new vantage point, we had an unobstructed view of Melody and Sofia's passionate encounter.

In the glowing blue water, I could see Sofia's hand disappear between Melody's legs. My wife threw her head back in pleasure, soft moans escaping her lips. Sofia's mouth latched onto Melody's neck, kissing and sucking as her fingers worked their magic below the surface.

Melody wasn’t totally mine anymore and I was learning how to be ok with that.

But our wild first night in Ibiza with Guillaume and Sofia was only just the end of the beginning.


(Five)

I don’t remember how or when we got to bed, but at daybreak we awoke, tired and groggy and thirsty in a room I’d never seen before. It was just Melody and I and the world was quiet as the sun rose on another beautiful day in the Mediterranean.

It took me a moment to remember where we were - a luxurious guest room in some professional soccer player’s villa, a friend of Guillaume and Sofia's whom we’d never even seen or gotten a chance to meet. For all we knew, he wasn’t even home.

Memories of the wild night before came crashing back, like smash cuts from an erotic thriller.

Melody was curled up beside me, still fast asleep. She looked so peaceful, her auburn hair fanned out on the pillow.

Who was this beautiful, slutty creature sleeping in bed with me?

I watched the gentle rise and fall of her chest, marveling at how different she seemed already after just a few nights of exploration.

There was a new confidence about her, even in sleep, it was unmistakable.

I slipped out of bed quietly, not wanting to wake her. My head was pounding slightly and my mouth felt dry - clear signs of mild dehydration from all the drinking and...physical activity.

I padded over to the en-suite bathroom and gulped down some water from the tap.

As I splashed some cool water on my face, I caught sight of my reflection in the mirror.

I looked tired but there was something different in my eyes too…a new glint of excitement and possibility.

Indeed, so much had changed in just 24 hours.

I exited the bathroom quietly and noticed Melody stirring in the bed. She blinked her eyes open sleepily, a soft smile spreading across her face as she saw me.

"Good morning," she said, stretching her arms overhead.

"Morning, beautiful," I replied, climbing back into bed beside her. "How are you feeling?"

Melody considered for a moment.

"A little tired and sore, but...good sore. Really good actually." She turned to face me, her eyes sparkling. "Last night was incredible."

I nodded in agreement.

"It really was. I still can't quite believe all that actually happened."

Melody snuggled closer, resting her head on my chest.

"Thank you," she said softly.

"For what?" I asked, stroking her hair.

"For encouraging me to explore this side of myself. For being so open and supportive once I did. " She looked up at me. "I know it can't be easy seeing or…that’s not the right word, but you know what I mean. What I’m trying to say is, you've been amazing through all of this."

I kissed her forehead gently as my heart melted. There she was again, my sweet Melody.

"Honestly, it's been incredibly hot seeing you so free and uninhibited. You're even more beautiful to me now than ever before."

Melody smiled and leaned up to kiss me deeply. Her hand trailed down my chest and stomach, coming to rest on my rapidly hardening cock.

"Mmm, looks like someone's ready for another round," she purred, stroking me teasingly.

I groaned softly as Melody's skilled fingers worked their magic.

"Always ready for you, baby."

Melody grinned mischievously and disappeared under the covers.

I gasped as I felt the warm wetness of her mouth envelop my shaft.

Her tongue swirled around the head as she took me deeper.

I tangled my fingers in her hair, guiding her movements as she bobbed up and down. The sight of the blanket moving rhythmically as she sucked me off was incredibly erotic.

"Oh god, Mel," I moaned. "That feels amazing."

She hummed in response, the vibrations sending jolts of pleasure through me. Her hand cupped and massaged my balls as she continued her work.

Melody's skilled mouth and hands quickly brought me to the edge and then over it as I spilled my seed into her greedy mouth.

She looked up at me from beneath the covers and opened her mouth slightly, showing me the pearly white fluid on her tongue before swallowing it down with a contented hum.

"Mmm, delicious," she purred, licking her lips.

It was the hottest thing I’d ever seen. So dirty and sexy, brimming with a self-confidence I never thought I’d see from her. Now it seemed everyday, or every hour at this point, she was one-upping herself.

She got out of bed and began to dress.

“Let’s go into town and explore,” she said, stretching her arms overhead. “I’m starving.”

We searched briefly for Guillaume and Sofia before leaving, but couldn’t find sight of them. They were probably still sleeping it off, we figured. So, we decided to quietly make our exit and enjoy the beautiful day with just the two of us.

We made our way into the heart of Ibiza Town, wandering the narrow cobblestone streets and taking in the sights and sounds.

The morning air was fresh and invigorating after our wild night.

We found a charming little cafe and settled in for a leisurely breakfast of strong coffee, fresh-squeezed orange juice, and flaky pastries. As we ate, we couldn't help but rehash the events of the night before.

"I still can't believe we actually did all that," Melody said, a hint of wonder in her voice. "Who are we?"

I chuckled and took a sip of my coffee.

"I'm not sure, but I think I like this new direction."

Melody smiled and reached across the table to squeeze my hand.

"Me too. I feel like a whole new world has opened up to us. Honestly, Paul, it’s just like you said. Now I just wish I had listened to you sooner."

She stuck out her tongue, teasing me. But still my heart swelled once more.

"It really has," I agreed, then paused, unsure where to take it from here. "So what do you think? Is this something you want to keep exploring?"

Melody bit her lip thoughtfully.

"I think while we’re here…on vacation, on our journey or whatever we want to call it…yes. If you're okay with it. Last night was incredible, but I don't want to do anything that makes you uncomfortable either."

Her words snapped me out of my delightful daydream.

I hadn’t thought about our lives back home since we’d arrived. And certainly not since all our debaucherous adventures began. We had friends and family back home.

A chill went down my spine. What would they think if they could see what we’d been up to on our little vacation?

They’d already been hesitant about our visit without knowing anything at all.

I took a sip of my drink to try to calm my sudden nerves. I chuckled.

“What?” Melody asked. “What’s so funny?”

“Nothing, I — I was just thinking about home. About our friends and family and what they’d say if they saw us…well, you know -”

Melody's eyes widened slightly as she considered my words.

"Oh god, I hadn't even thought about that," she said, lowering her voice. "Can you imagine if my parents knew what we've been up to?"

I couldn't help but laugh at the thought of Melody's conservative parents finding out about our escapades. "I think your dad might actually have a heart attack."

Melody giggled, but there was a hint of nervousness in her eyes.

"Yours too. We definitely can't tell anyone back home about any of this. It'll just be our little secret, right?"

I nodded reassuringly. Of course it would.

But of course, the universe, it seemed, had other plans.


(Six)

After breakfast, Melody and I spent the day exploring Ibiza Town, taking in more of the sights and sounds of the picturesque old town. You know, touristy things. We wandered through narrow cobblestone streets, admiring the whitewashed buildings and colorful flower boxes. At a local market, we sampled fresh produce and artisanal goods, picking up some snacks for later.

As the afternoon wore on, we made our way down to one of Ibiza's famous beaches. The sand was soft and white, the water a dazzling turquoise. We found a quiet spot and spread out our towels to soak up some sun.

Melody stretched out on her towel, adjusting her bikini top. I couldn't help but admire how stunning she looked, her skin already taking on a golden glow from our time in the Mediterranean as it captured more and more rays from the sun with each passing day.

"What are you staring at?" she asked playfully, catching me ogling her.

"Just admiring the view," I said slyly.

Our moment, and subsequently our picture-perfect morning, was interrupted when Melody’s phone buzzed with a text from Guillaume.

Melody checked her phone and smiled.

"It's Guillaume. He and Sofia want to know if we'd like to join them for dinner tonight at a beachfront restaurant."

I felt a mixture of feelings at the prospect. Part of me was eager to see our new friends again, but another part me was still elsewhere, my thoughts continuing to drift back to our lives at home…reality, as it were.

"What do you think?" Melody asked, looking at me expectantly.

I considered it for a moment.

"Sure, why not? It would be nice to see them again in a more...normal setting."

Melody nodded in agreement and typed out a quick reply to Guillaume. She set her phone aside and turned to me with a mischievous glint in her eye.

"You know, we have a few hours before we need to get ready for dinner," she said, running her hand up my thigh. "What do you say we head back to our hotel room and work up an appetite?"

Suddenly all thoughts of home and the nonsense of reality vanished from my mind. I could think only of Melody and her sun-kissed skin and well used…

I grinned and leaned in to kiss her deeply.

"You know, we probably should. We haven’t really been there since we checked in and I’d like to get our money’s worth.”

We quickly gathered our things and made our way back to our beachfront hotel. As soon as the door closed behind us, we were all over each other once again.

Melody pressed me up against it and kissed me hungrily. Her hands roamed over my chest and abs as she ground her hips against mine.

I could feel the heat radiating from her body through the thin fabric of her bikini.

I grabbed her ass and lifted her up, her legs wrapping around my waist as I carried her to the bed. We fell onto the mattress in a tangle of limbs, hands frantically pulling at each other's swimwear.

Melody's bikini top came off first, revealing her perfect breasts and perky nipples standing at attention ready to be played with.

I eagerly cupped her breasts, relishing their softness. I took one nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive bud as Melody arched her back and moaned softly.

My hands slid down her toned stomach to the ties of her bikini bottoms. I slowly untied them, peeling the fabric away to reveal her glistening pussy. I trailed kisses down her body until I reached her center.

Melody spread her legs wider, inviting me in.

I ran my tongue along her slit, savoring her taste. Melody gasped and ran her fingers through my hair, pulling me closer. I focused my attention on her clit, alternating between broad strokes and quick flicks of my tongue.

I continued pleasuring Melody with my tongue, reveling in her sweet taste and the soft moans escaping her lips. Her hips rocked against my face as I brought her closer to the edge.

"Oh god, Paul," she gasped. "Don't stop."

I redoubled my efforts, focusing on her swollen clit as I slipped two fingers inside her wet heat. I curled them upwards, finding that spot that always drove her wild.

Melody's thighs began to tremble as her orgasm approached. Her fingers tightened in my hair, holding me against her pulsing mound.

"Oh god, Paul," Melody moaned. "That feels so good."

I continued to work her clit with my tongue. Her inner walls clenched around my fingers as I curled them to hit her g-spot. Melody's hips began to rock against my face as her breathing grew more ragged.

With a loud cry, she came undone, her body shuddering with waves of pleasure. I lapped up her release eagerly, not stopping until the aftershocks subsided.

As Melody caught her breath, I kissed my way back up her body. She pulled me in for a deep, passionate kiss, tasting herself on my lips. Her hand snaked between us to grasp my rock-hard cock.

"I need you inside me,” she whispered breathlessly.

I groaned as Melody's hand wrapped around my aching shaft. She guided me to her entrance, rubbing the head of my cock along her slick folds. With a roll of her hips, she took me inside her tight, wetness.

We both moaned at the sensation of being joined.

I began to move slowly at first, savoring the feeling of her walls gripping me.

"Harder," she gasped. "Fuck me harder."

I picked up the pace, driving into her with more force.

Melody's nails raked down my back as she met me thrust for thrust. Her breasts bounced enticingly with each movement.

I couldn't resist leaning down to take a nipple in my mouth, sucking and nibbling gently.

"Oh fuck, Paul," Melody cried out. "I'm so close."

I could feel her inner walls starting to flutter around my cock. I reached between us to rub her clit, wanting to push her over the edge.

"Come for me, baby," I urged, pounding into her relentlessly.

With a loud cry, Melody's orgasm crashed over her. Her back arched off the bed as her pussy clamped down on my shaft. The intense sensation of her climax triggered my own release. I thrust deep inside her one last time as I exploded, filling her with my seed.

We collapsed together in a sweaty, satisfied heap. I peppered Melody's face with soft kisses as we caught our breath. She smiled up at me, her eyes filled with love and contentment.

"Mmm, that was amazing," she said.

I rolled onto my side, pulling her close against me.

"You're amazing," I replied, nuzzling her neck.

We lay there for a while, basking in the afterglow and enjoying the feeling of sun-kissed skin on sun-kissed skin and drifted off into a nice afternoon slumber until it was time to get ready to meet Guillaume and Sofia for dinner.


(Seven)

As we made our way to the beachfront restaurant to meet Guillaume and Sofia, I couldn't help but replay the highlight reel of our previous night together.

Our wild experiences with them had opened up a whole new world of possibilities, but on some level, as I’m sure you can well Imagine, I was still processing everything that had happened.

The restaurant was a charming open-air spot right on the sand, with twinkling lights strung overhead and the sound of gentle waves in the background.

We spotted Guillaume and Sofia at a table near the water's edge, both looking relaxed and glamorous in their beach-chic attire.

"Paul! Melody!" Sofia called out, waving us over with that warm and sexy smile of hers. She stood to greet us, kissing us both on the cheeks. Guillaume followed suit, embracing Melody and giving me a friendly clap on the back.

"You both look wonderful," Sofia purred, her eyes roaming appreciatively over us. "That Mediterranean sun agrees with you. How was your day in Ibiza Town? You must tell us all about it."

As we settled into our seats, I couldn't help but notice how at ease Melody seemed with Guillaume and Sofia already.

I watched in awe as she launched into an animated description of our day exploring Ibiza Town, her eyes sparkling as she recounted the charming streets and beautiful vistas.

"It sounds lovely," Sofia said with a warm smile. "Guillaume and I must take you to some of our favorite hidden spots on the island before you leave."

"We'd love that," Melody replied enthusiastically.

The waiter arrived to take our drink orders. Guillaume insisted on ordering a bottle of crisp, local white wine for the table.

Guillaume then cleared his throat.

“Speaking of leaving,” he said, eyeing Sofia anxiously. “We are heading to Monaco tomorrow morning. For just a few nights.”

"Monaco?" Melody asked, her eyes widening with interest. "That sounds amazing! What for?"

Guillaume nodded, a hint of excitement in his voice.

"Yes, it’s a beautiful place..." He glanced at Sofia, who gave an encouraging nod. "We’re heading there for a…party."

“Another party?” I teased.

Sofia cleared her throat.

“No, this is not like last night. This is a special kind of party. Very exclusive, very…intimate. Very…”

“Secret,” Guillaume said, finishing her sentence.

Melody and I exchanged a glance, both unsure what to say in the face of such a sudden tone change in the conversation.

Who were these people we were having dinner with?

Guillaume cleared his throat and leaned in closer, lowering his voice.

"It's a very exclusive gathering for...like-minded couples who are part of a secret society. A club of sorts. People who enjoy exploring their sexuality together, pushing boundaries."

Sofia nodded, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"It's called Le Cercle d'Or - The Golden Circle. Very exclusive, very discreet. Only the most beautiful and adventurous couples are invited."

Melody and I exchanged wide-eyed glances. The name sounded both thrilling and a bit intimidating.

"We've been members for a few years now," Guillaume continued. "It's been an incredible experience, opening our eyes to new pleasures and…connections."

Sofia reached out and placed her hand over Melody's.

"We'd love for you both to join us, as our guests.”

I felt a mixture of intrigue and nervousness at their words. Beside me, I could see Melody's eyes widen with interest.

"That sounds...intense," I said, trying to keep my voice low and even. But inside, my stomach was doing backflips.

This suddenly felt like a little more than just some harmless fun. There was a sudden hint of danger in the air.

Melody squeezed my hand under the table, her eyes sparkling with excitement

"It does sound intense," she agreed, "but also...intriguing. What exactly happens at these parties?"

Sofia smiled mysteriously.

"Oh, a little bit of everything. There's dancing, drinking, mingling with beautiful people from all over the world. And of course, plenty of opportunities for more...intimate encounters."

Guillaume nodded.

"But there's no pressure. You can participate as much or as little as you're comfortable with. The main rule is that everything is consensual…and of course, your absolute discretion is required. You would be surprised what kind of people you might run into at these gatherings."

I took a sip of wine.

“What…like, politicians, celebrities?”

“All of the above and more,” Sofia said with a sweeping gesture of her hand.

Again, I felt a mixture of excitement and apprehension at Sofia's words. The idea of attending such an exclusive, secretive event was enticing on one level, but on another I wondered seriously if it was something we really wanted to get involved in.

I glanced at Melody, trying to gauge her reaction.

Her eyes were wide with interest as she leaned in closer.

"Wow," she said breathlessly. "But...are you sure we'd be welcome? We're so new to all of this."

Guillaume smiled reassuringly.

"That's exactly why we want to bring you. Your enthusiasm and openness are refreshing. And trust me, you'd fit right in. I think many of our friends would be very interested to meet you, Melody.”

Melody blushed.

“And of course, you too, Paul,” Sofia added hastily, but it was clear I was more of an afterthought. Melody was the prize.

The idea of mingling with beautiful, sexually adventurous people from around the world was hard to grapple with. And seeing Melody continue to explore her newfound confidence and sexuality would be incredibly arousing.

But another part of me felt more and more nervous. This seemed like a big step - from some casual fun on vacation as we hopped around the Mediterranean to attending a secret sex society party in Monaco - playground of the super-rich.

Were we getting in over our heads?

I took a deep breath, trying to gather my thoughts.

"It sounds amazing," I said carefully, "but I'm not sure if we're ready for something quite that...big. We're still pretty new to all of this."

Melody squeezed my hand under the table.

"I think it could be really exciting," she said, her eyes sparkling. "But Paul's right, it is a big step. Maybe we could think about it overnight?"

Guillaume nodded understandingly.

"Of course, take your time to discuss it. There's no pressure at all. We just thought you might enjoy the experience.”

“But we are leaving in the morning,” Sofia added, her voice suddenly sharp and I thought I sensed a bit of impatience or annoyance that we hadn’t already agreed and fallen over ourselves to join them.

Sofia's sharp tone caught me off guard. I glanced at Melody, who also seemed taken aback by the sudden shift in mood.

"Right, of course," I said, trying to keep my voice light. "We appreciate the invitation. It's just a lot to process so quickly."

Guillaume nodded, his easy smile returning.

"Of course, we understand completely. Why don't we enjoy our dinner and you two can discuss it privately later?"

Sofia offered a smile that seemed more like a grimace.

But the tension soon eased as our food arrived, and conversation shifted to lighter topics.

As we enjoyed our delicious seafood dinner, Guillaume and Sofia told us more stories of their travels and adventures around the Mediterranean. I found myself relaxing and laughing along, the earlier tension fading away.

Still, I couldn't quite shake the lingering unease about their invitation and the sudden dangerous tone the conversation had taken on.

As exciting as it sounded, attending a secret sex party with celebrities and powerful people felt like a huge leap.

I glanced at Melody, trying to gauge her thoughts. She seemed thoroughly engaged in the conversation, her eyes sparkling as she laughed.

As we finished our meal and sipped our after-dinner drinks, I noticed Melody leaning in close to Sofia, the two women whispering and giggling together. I caught snippets of their conversation - something about shopping for new lingerie and dresses.

My stomach fluttered with a mix of excitement and nervousness. It seemed Melody was already planning for Monaco, even though we hadn't officially decided yet.

Guillaume must have noticed my distracted expression. He leaned in and spoke quietly.

"I know it's a lot to take in, my friend. But I promise you, if you decide to join us in Monaco, you won't regret it. The experiences and connections you'll make there... they could change your life."

I nodded, still feeling conflicted.

"I appreciate that. It really does sound incredible. I just worry about getting in over our heads, you know?"

Guillaume gave me a knowing smile.

"I understand completely. Sofia and I felt the same way when we first joined Le Cercle d'Or. But trust me, once you experience it, you'll wonder how you ever lived without it. The freedom, the pleasure, the connections - it's intoxicating."

I nodded thoughtfully, still torn. Part of me was undeniably excited by the prospect, but another part remained hesitant.

As the dinner wound down, Sofia suggested we all go dancing and her eyes hinted at perhaps something more later - something similar to the tryst the four of us had enjoyed the previous night.

“I want to give you a taste of what you might experience if you decide to come with us to Monaco,” she said, directing her hungry gaze toward Melody and Melody alone.

Melody and I were feeling loose and well rested so we were more than game to join them for a night of dancing and sex. Guillaume’s words had me seriously intrigued and considering saying yes to their proposition.

I could already tell Melody was in.

But as we arrived at the club and ordered drinks, a text from one of Melody’s friends back home threatened to blow everything up and send us crashing hard back down to reality.


(Eight)

As we arrived at the pulsing nightclub, the bass thrumming through our bodies, I felt more than a bit uneasy.

After our intimate and dangerous dinner conversation, the sexual tension between the four of us was palpable, to be sure…but it was something more than that.

Something had gotten into me and I wasn’t sure what it was, but a cold dread slowly began to fill my body.

We made our way to the crowded bar, Guillaume deftly ordering a round of shots for us all. As we clinked glasses and tossed back the fiery liquid, I caught Melody's eye.

She was practically glowing, her body already starting to move to the rhythm of the music.

Sofia grabbed Melody's hand, and started pulling her towards the dance floor when Melody suddenly stopped, eyes wide as she looked down at her phone screen.

“Shit,” she mouthed silently to me.

My stomach dropped.

What could it be? Did someone die?

No, it was much worse.

A text from Melody’s friend Christine letting her know she’d seen a video of Melody on social media, from the party last night. And it wasn’t good.

Melody's face went pale as she showed me her phone screen with shaking hands. The message read:

"OMG Mel, wtf?? There's a video going around of you dancing with some black guy and making out with a woman at a party in Ibiza last night! Are you okay?? Where is Paul?! Call me ASAP!"

My stomach dropped as I read Christine's text. This was our worst nightmare coming true. Our wild night at the villa party had been captured on video and was now circulating online for all to see. How could we be so stupid? So careless?

"Oh god," I muttered, feeling panic rising in my chest. "This is bad."

Melody's eyes were wide with fear as she gripped my arm.

"What are we going to do? Everyone back home is going to see this! How long until my dad finds out?!"

I gulped at the thought. It probably wouldn’t be long with how the people in our little “Christian” community loved to gossip.

Especially when that gossip involved some egregious sin, particularly that of the sexual variety.

Guillaume and Sofia noticed our distress and came over, concern on their faces.

"Is everything alright?" Guillaume asked.

I shook my head, feeling a wave of nausea.

"No, it's not. Apparently a video of Mel from last night's party got posted online. People back home have seen it."

Sofia's eyes widened in shock.

"Oh no, that's terrible! I'm so sorry, we had no idea..."

Guillaume put a comforting hand on my shoulder.

"Don't panic. We can fix this. I have connections who can help get the video taken down quickly."

“Seriously?” I asked, not hiding the desperation in his voice.

He put a hand on my shoulder and raised his eyebrows.

“Like I said, connections. It’s life-changing.”

I couldn’t believe what a flex this was. Guillaume had this kind of clout and pull - or, at least knew people who did and who would be willing to exert it for him?

I was seriously impressed.

“Melody, did you hear that?”

She looked like she was ready to cry. She bit her lip and nodded.

“Come on,” Guillaume said, grabbing her hand and taking charge. “Let’s all go outside where it’s quiet and take care of this situation with cool heads.”

We quickly made our way out of the pulsing club and onto a quieter side street. Melody was shaking slightly, her eyes wide with panic. I put my arm around her, trying to offer some comfort even as my own mind raced.

Guillaume pulled out his phone and stepped away to make a call, speaking rapidly in French. Sofia stayed with us, her face etched with concern.

"I'm so sorry this happened," she said softly. "I promise you, Guillaume will take care of it. He has very powerful friends who can make things like this disappear quickly."

I nodded gratefully.

Sofia looked at Melody with a mix of compassion and pity. She grabbed her hand.

“But you have nothing to be ashamed of. So you were dancing with a man who wasn’t your husband? Kissing a beautiful woman at a party? Exploring your sexuality. You’re hot, young, and free. Who are they to judge you? They are just jealous…”

I felt myself nodding along with Sofia.

“Embarrassed? You should be proud,” Sofia added.

Sofia's words seemed to have a calming effect on Melody. Her shoulders relaxed slightly and some of the panic faded from her eyes.

"You're right," Melody said softly. "We didn't do anything wrong. We're consenting adults on vacation. It's not like we cheated or hurt anyone."

I squeezed Melody's hand reassuringly.

"Exactly. And Guillaume is taking care of it. In a few hours, that video will be gone and this will all blow over."

Something changed in Melody’s eyes in that instant. She bit her lip as I watched the wheels in her head turning.

“No!” she said, practically screaming. She was staring at Guillaume on the phone with wild eyes, her breath suddenly rapid as her chest heaved with adrenaline.

“No!” she repeated louder.

Guillaume stopped mid-sentence and looked to Melody, shrugging.

“Don’t take it down,” she said.

A shock went through my spine.

“What?” I said, dumbly. I looked at Sofia who only smiled and nodded in approval.

“I said, no. Leave it up,” Melody said forcefully.

Guillaume looked at me, then back to Melody.

I stared at Melody in shock, unable to process what she was saying.

"Leave it up? Are you crazy? Everyone back home will see it!"

Melody's eyes flashed with defiance.

"Good. Let them see. I'm tired of hiding who I am, of living up to everyone else's expectations. This is me - the real me. And I'm not ashamed."

Sofia nodded approvingly.

"Brava, darling! Own your truth."

I felt like I was in some kind of surreal dream. Just minutes ago Melody had been panicking about the video, and now she wanted to leave it up for everyone to see?

My head was spinning.

"Melody, think about this," I said urgently. "What about your parents? Your job? This could have serious consequences."

She shook her head firmly.

"Fuck them. I don't care. I'm done living my life for other people. If they can't accept me for who I am, that's their problem."

I stared at Melody in disbelief, struggling to process this sudden shift. Part of me admired her newfound boldness and desire to live authentically.

But another part was terrified of the potential fallout.

And what about me? Didn’t I get some say in this?

"Melody, I understand wanting to be true to yourself," I said carefully…

She folded her arms and stared daggers at me. Who was this woman standing in front of me?

“Paul, you’re either with me on this or not…” she said.

Guillaume was still waiting on the phone for us to give him a firm answer.

I stood there frozen, caught between admiration for Melody's newfound boldness and fear of the potential consequences. The rational part of my brain was screaming that this was a huge mistake, that we needed to contain the damage before it spiraled out of control.

But another part of me was exhilarated, perhaps even turned on, by Melody's defiance, her refusal to be shamed or controlled any longer, and the thought of other people knowing all about it.

I looked into Melody's eyes, seeing the fire of determination burning there.

At that moment, I realized that trying to talk her out of this would only push her away. I had to be careful.

I took a deep breath, knowing this decision could change everything. But looking at the fierce determination in Melody's eyes, I knew I had to support her.

"Okay," I said softly. "If this is what you really want, I'm with you."

Melody's face lit up and she threw her arms around me.

"Thank you," she whispered. "I love you so much."

I held her tightly, still feeling trepidation. I wanted to feel relieved, but I just didn’t. Things were going in a direction I wasn’t sure I liked and over which I was losing any semblance of control. But what choice did I have?

Guillaume ended his call and rejoined us.

For a few moments, no one said anything at all.

“Now what do we do?” Guillaume finally said.

Melody looked over her shoulder at the pulsing night club, then back at the group. A wicked grin crept across her lips.

“I want to go back to our hotel and fuck, and then…”

She bit her bottom lip.

“Tomorrow we’re going to Monaco.”

Sofia whooped it up and Guillaume smiled. I stood there dumbfounded and turned on more than I’d ever been in my life.

The four of us returned to our hotel room and prepared to warm up, as it were, for the main event in Monaco.


(Nine)

As we made our way back to our hotel room, Melody was practically vibrating with newfound confidence and defiance after her bold decision to leave the video up.

I was still processing everything, my mind reeling from how quickly things had escalated. To say I was conflicted about it all would be a tremendous understatement.

Once inside our room, Sofia wasted no time. She pulled Melody close and kissed her deeply, hands roaming over my wife's curves. Guillaume and I watched, mesmerized, as the two women's passion ignited.

"Why don't you boys get more comfortable?" Sofia said.

As Sofia and Melody kissed passionately, Guillaume and I quickly shed our clothes. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the erotic sight of my wife making out with another woman. Of course, it was becoming a bit of a routine sight at this point, but the exciting and arousing novelty of it never seemed to wear off for me.

Melody's hands tangled in Sofia's hair as their tongues danced together.

Sofia broke the kiss and gave Melody a sultry smile.

"Let's put on a little show for our men and show them what good sluts we can be, shall we?" she said.

Melody nodded eagerly.

Sofia and Melody slowly undressed each other, hands caressing newly exposed skin. Soon they were both gloriously naked, their bodies a study in contrasts - Sofia's caramel curves against Melody's paler (though getting tanner), lithe form.

They kissed deeply again before Sofia gently pushed Melody onto the bed.

I watched in awe as Sofia kissed her way down Melody's body, pausing to lavish attention on her breasts. Melody moaned softly, her back arching as Sofia's tongue swirled around her nipples.

Sofia continued her journey downward, trailing kisses along Melody's taut stomach. As she settled between Melody's thighs, she looked up with a wicked grin.

"Mmm, you taste divine, like a whole new woman" Sofia purred before diving in with enthusiasm.

Melody gasped and arched her back as Sofia's skilled tongue explored her folds. Her fingers gripped Sofia's dark hair, holding her close.

Soft moans of pleasure escaped Melody's lips as Sofia worked her magic.

“Give me that big, gorgeous cock of yours,” Melody said breathlessly to Guillaume, beckoning him over to her mouth.

There was something in her voice, something different, something dark and distant that I didn’t recognize.

I realized she’d hardly looked at me since we’d gotten back to the room and suddenly I felt a million miles away from her.

Guillaume eagerly moved to the head of the bed, his massive cock bobbing in front of Melody's face. She grasped it with both hands, marveling at its size before taking the head into her mouth.

I watched in a mix of arousal and unease as my wife enthusiastically sucked another man's cock while being eaten out by his fiancée. Part of me was incredibly turned on by the erotic tableau before me, but another part felt a painful, growing sense of distance from Melody.

Sofia lifted her head from between Melody's thighs, her face glistening.

"Paul, don't just stand there. Come join us," she purred, beckoning me over.

I hesitated for a moment, still feeling conflicted. But the sight of Melody's flushed, pleasure-filled face and Sofia's inviting smile drew me in.

I climbed onto the bed, my cock achingly hard.

Sofia guided me to kneel beside Melody's head, opposite Guillaume. She wrapped one hand around my shaft and began stroking me slowly as she returned her attention to Melody's pussy.

I watched as Melody alternated between sucking Guillaume's thick shaft and my own, her eyes closed in ecstasy as Sofia's tongue worked magic between her thighs. Soon the room was filled with the sounds of our pleasure - a sensual soundtrack of wet sucking noises, soft moans, and breathless gasps.

She was totally lost in the throes of lust, we were nothing but objects to her. Objects to achieve orgasm with. Nothing less and nothing more.

Sofia's skilled mouth soon had Melody writhing and crying out in pleasure.

"Oh god, I'm gonna cum!" she wailed, her body tensing.

Sofia intensified her efforts, gripping Melody's thighs as she pushed her over the edge.

Melody's back arched as a powerful orgasm ripped through her. She cried out loudly, her whole body shaking.

Sofia didn't let up, lapping eagerly at Melody's pulsing sex and prolonging her climax.

As the aftershocks subsided, Melody looked up at Guillaume with hunger in her eyes.

"I need you inside me," she panted. "Now."

Guillaume grinned and moved between Melody's spread legs. He rubbed the swollen head of his cock along her slick folds before slowly pushing inside. Melody gasped at the sensation of being stretched and filled.

"Oh fuck," she moaned as Guillaume began to move. "Yes, that’s what I needed. You stretch me out so good."

I watched in a daze as Guillaume's thick, black shaft disappeared into my wife's pussy over and over. The contrast of his dark skin against her pale thighs was incredibly erotic.

Melody's cries of pleasure grew louder with each powerful thrust.

Sofia crawled over to me, a predatory gleam in her eye.

"Don't worry, we haven't forgotten about you," she purred into my ear. She pushed me onto my back and straddled my hips, sinking down onto my aching cock in one smooth motion.

I groaned at the sensation of Sofia's tight, wet heat enveloping me. She began to ride me with enthusiasm, her breasts bouncing enticingly. I gripped her hips, meeting her movements with upward thrusts.

I could hear the wet slapping of skin on skin as Guillaume pounded into Melody beside us. My wife's cries of pleasure mingled with Sofia's breathy moans.

"Oh god, I'm gonna cum again!" Melody wailed. Her back arched as another intense orgasm overtook her. The sight and sound of my wife's powerful climax pushed me to the edge.

"Fuck, I'm close," I groaned.

Sofia increased her pace, grinding down on me as she chased her own release. "Cum for me, Paul," she urged. "Fill me up."

With a loud groan, I exploded inside Sofia, wave after wave of pleasure washing over me. She cried out as her own orgasm hit, her inner walls clenching around my pulsing cock.

Beside us, Guillaume's movements became erratic as he neared his climax. With a loud groan, he pulled out of Melody and stroked himself rapidly. Thick ropes of cum spurted across Melody's stomach and breasts as Guillaume found his release.

Melody ran her fingers through the creamy fluid on her skin, a blissful smile on her face. She looked utterly debauched and satisfied.

As we all caught our breath, I felt a mix of emotions swirling inside me.

Part of me was still incredibly aroused by what we'd just experienced.

But another part felt a growing unease about how quickly and darkly Melody had seemed to change - things were escalating with us and I suddenly felt like I had no idea who we were or where we were going. The train was decidedly off the proverbial tracks.

Sofia broke the silence, her voice husky with satisfaction. "Well, that was quite a warm-up for Monaco, wouldn't you say?"

Guillaume chuckled and nodded in agreement

"Indeed. Just wait until you see what Le Cercle d'Or has in store for you both."

Melody's eyes lit up with excitement.

"I can't fucking wait," she said, stretching lazily.

I forced a smile, trying to hide my conflicted feelings.

"It should be...interesting," I said carefully.

As we cleaned up and got ready for bed, I couldn't shake the nagging feeling that we were hurtling towards something we might not be prepared for. But looking at Melody's radiant, confident smile, I knew there was no turning back now.

Tomorrow we would be heading to Monaco, stepping into a world of luxury, secrecy, and unbridled hedonism. I hoped we were ready, but as it would turn out…we really had not a clue what we were getting ourselves into.

Not by a long shot…


Part III – Monaco: The Transformation

Monaco is an illusion made of gold. A playground built for kings and ghosts alike.

The yachts bob in the marina, sleek and predatory. The streets glisten under the weight of money so old it no longer needs to be spent.

In the halls of Le Cercle d’Or, identity is a mask, a name is a burden, and the self is something you shed along with your clothes.

Pleasure here is not indulgence—it is the expectation.

To resist is to be discarded. To hesitate is to be devoured.

This is not where you are tested.

This is where you become.

This is where you transcend. Or vanish.


(One)

I should’ve been thrilled. We’d lucked our way into a world beyond our wildest dreams - luxury, exclusivity, a land of limitless pleasure.

But as the private jet touched down in Monaco, something dark curled in my stomach. It felt like stepping over a threshold, past a door that could never be closed again.

Melody, on the other hand, practically bounced down the steps, her eyes wide with wonder as she took in our luxurious surroundings.

She practically glowed, a woman stepping into the world she was always meant to be in. And me? I felt like I was still standing in the doorway of our old life, watching her leave.

"I can't believe we're really here," she said, squeezing my hand.

I forced a smile, trying to mirror her enthusiasm. But I couldn't quite shake the uneasy feeling that had been growing since our wild night back in Ibiza. Everything was moving so fast, spiraling into territory I wasn't sure we were ready for.

But I kept reminding myself that I had indeed asked for this. Willed and wished for it to happen and now it was…happening. It was all happening.

How could I justify getting cold feet now? How could I clip her wings before she really got a chance to fly? So, despite the whims of my gut, I decided to keep quiet and press on.

Guillaume and Sofia led us to a waiting Rolls Royce, complete with uniformed driver. As we settled into the plush leather seats, Sofia produced a bottle of champagne from a hidden compartment.

"A toast," she proclaimed, popping the cork with a smooth sophistication. "To new adventures and pushing boundaries."

We clinked glasses as the car revved to life, whisking us away from the tarmac and towards the heart of Monaco. I sipped the crisp, bubbly liquid, hoping it would calm my nerves.

But it didn’t seem to help one bit.

"So what's the plan?" Melody asked eagerly. "When does the party start?"

Guillaume chuckled.

"Patience, ma chérie. First, we'll get you settled at the hotel and properly outfitted for tonight's festivities."

Sofia's eyes gleamed with excitement.

"Oh yes, we have quite the shopping trip planned. You'll need something truly spectacular for your debut at Le Cercle d'Or."

Monaco was a billionaire’s playground - supercars, designer boutiques, yachts bobbing in the harbor. Compared to our life back home, we might as well have been on another planet entirely.

We pulled up to an impossibly grand hotel, its Belle Époque facade gleaming in the afternoon sun. A small army of uniformed staff rushed to attend to our luggage as we stepped out of the car.

"Welcome to the Hôtel de Paris," Guillaume announced with a flourish. "Only the best for our honored guests."

As we were led through the grand lobby, I couldn't help but feel dreadfully out of place. I glanced at Melody, expecting to see a hint of the same discomfort. But her eyes were shining with excitement as she took it all in.

Our suite was larger than our entire apartment back home, with a massive terrace overlooking the sparkling Mediterranean. Melody squealed with delight as she explored the rooms, marveling at every luxurious detail.

"Isn't this incredible, Paul?" she gushed, pulling me into an embrace.

I nodded, but she’d already pulled away, already looking past me at the view, the possibilities, the life unfolding ahead.

"It's definitely something else," I agreed, trying to match her enthusiasm and failing.

Sofia clapped her hands, drawing our attention.

"Alright darlings, no time to waste. We have an appointment at the most exclusive boutique in Monaco to get you both properly outfitted for tonight."

As we made our way back downstairs, I couldn't help but wonder how we were going to afford all this luxury. As if reading my mind, Guillaume put a hand on my shoulder.

"Consider this our treat," he said quietly. "After all, you're exactly where we want you to be." He smiled, and for the first time, I felt like I'd stepped into a game where I didn’t know the rules.

I started to protest, but he waved me off.

"Please, I insist. Money is no object here. You will soon see. And maybe, if all goes well…you’ll find this life suits you as well and maybe, well…we can discuss it all later. But let me just say, a man in your position has...options. Doors are open for him."

He smirked, then added, "If he only knows how to walk through them."

I wasn’t quite sure what he was getting at but I was afraid to ask. So I just left it there.

The boutique they took us to was unlike any store I'd ever been in. There were no price tags in sight, just garments and accessories displayed like works of art. A team of impeccably dressed attendants fawned over us, bringing champagne and hors d'oeuvres as we browsed.

Sofia took charge, selecting an array of stunning gowns and accessories for Melody to try on. I watched in awe as my wife emerged from the dressing room in one breathtaking outfit after another. She looked like a celebrity, radiating confidence and sensuality.

"Oh, this is the one," Sofia declared as Melody twirled in a slinky black number with a plunging neckline and a slit up to her thigh. "You'll have every eye in the room on you tonight, ma chérie."

Melody beamed, admiring herself in the mirror.

"What do you think, Paul?" she asked, her eyes sparkling.

She twirled, the silky fabric clinging to her like a second skin. She looked…untouchable. More goddess than wife. Something about the way the attendants fawned over her, the way Guillaume and Sofia admired her with a different kind of appreciation, made my skin prickle.

"You look amazing," I managed. And she did. She really did. But something niggled at the back of my mind.

Guillaume then helped me select a tailored tuxedo that probably cost more than my car.

As the attendants bustled around us, making final adjustments, I caught a glimpse of our reflection in one of the many mirrors.

We looked like different people - glamorous, sophisticated, ready to mingle with the elite of this super elite and discreet world we now found ourselves diving head first into.

But underneath the designer clothes and champagne buzz, I still felt sick to my stomach and now, like an imposter. How had we gone from small-town, married couple to rubbing elbows with the ultra-wealthy in just a matter of days?

This was insane. Too much to process.

But again, I reminded myself: you wanted this…quit being a baby and enjoy it.

As we left the boutique, our arms laden with bags, Sofia turned to us with a mischievous grin.

"Now, there's just one more stop before we head back to get ready for tonight."

She led us down a narrow side street to a discreet storefront with blacked-out windows.

A small golden plaque beside the door read simply "La Petite Mort."

"What is this place?" Melody asked, her eyes wide with curiosity.

Sofia's grin widened.

"Only the most exclusive lingerie and…toy shop in all of Monaco. Trust me, you'll want to be properly equipped for tonight's festivities," Sofia said with a wink.

Toy shop? Like…sex toy shop?

My stomach fluttered nervously as we entered the dimly lit boutique. Racks of fine lingerie in silk, lace, and leather lined the walls. Discreet glass cases displayed an array of high-end sex toys and accessories.

Yes, indeed it was that kind of shop.

Sofia immediately began pulling items for Melody to try on - lacy bras, garter belts, silk stockings.

Guillaume guided me towards a selection of men's items, encouraging me to choose some silk boxers and a robe.

As Melody emerged from the dressing room in various provocative ensembles, I felt a mix of arousal and unease.

She looked incredibly sexy, but also more and more like a different person - confident, seductive, uninhibited.

It seemed each time I looked at her, she had transformed yet again. Gone up another level on the sexy scale, as it were, and I was afraid at this rate she may climb so high she’d leave me alone altogether.

As Melody modeled the provocative lingerie, Sofia pulled me aside with a knowing smile.

"Paul, darling, you seem a bit overwhelmed," she whispered. "Don't worry, it's perfectly natural to feel some anxiety as you enter this new world. But trust me, once you embrace it fully, you'll wonder how you ever lived any other way."

I nodded, unsure how to respond. Sofia's eyes gleamed as she continued.

"Tonight at Le Cercle d'Or, you'll see things you never imagined. Experience pleasures beyond your wildest dreams. The key is to let go of your inhibitions and open yourself to new possibilities."

She reached out and squeezed my arm gently.

"And don't worry about Melody. She's blossoming beautifully. Just enjoy watching her spread her wings and fly."

I glanced over at my wife, who was giggling with Guillaume as he helped her fasten a complicated leather harness. She moved through the boutique with effortless confidence, as if she’d always belonged here. As if the small-town girl I married had never existed at all.

Despite my best efforts, the part of me that wondered if we were moving too fast continued to grow.

Were we truly ready for whatever awaited us at this mysterious party? Perhaps, in hindsight, my insecurity and trepidation was because the answer was clear: Melody was ready for it. More than ready. And the fact that I seemed to be the only one of us unsure about the whole thing was what really ate at me.

Before I could think on it for too long, Sofia dragged me away.

As Melody modeled the provocative lingerie, Sofia pulled me aside with a conspiratorial smile.

"Now Paul, we mustn't forget about you," she said. "A proper gentleman needs the right…accessories for an evening like this."

She led me to a discreet glass case filled with an array of sex toys and bondage gear. My eyes widened as I took in the assortment of plugs, cock rings, and other devices I couldn't even name.

"Um, I'm not sure…I don’t think I need all that…" I stammered, feeling out of my depth.

Sofia patted my arm reassuringly.

"Don't worry, darling. We'll start you off with something simple."

She selected a sleek black silicone cock ring.

"This will help you last all night," she said with a wink. "Trust me, you'll need the stamina."

I nodded dumbly, too overwhelmed to argue. As Sofia added the items to our growing pile of purchases, I caught Melody's eye across the shop.

She gave me a sultry smile that sent a shiver down my spine. Who was this seductive creature, and what had she done with my wife? I also couldn’t help but wonder, was she even really smiling at me? Or someone else?

As we left the shop, our arms laden with bags of lingerie and toys, Melody laughed, twirling a small bag around her finger.

"I think I’m going to love this place," she said, her voice light, almost dreamy.

Guillaume and Sofia smiled, as if they already knew - expected it even.

I forced a chuckle, but the cold weight in my gut grew heavier and heavier.


(Two)

The champagne sat half-finished on the table, beads of condensation running down the glass. I hadn't taken more than a few sips, the bubbles doing nothing to settle the unease curling in my stomach.

Behind the bathroom door, Melody hummed as she changed into her new lingerie, the sound light, carefree.

It didn’t match the tension twisting inside me.

My hands shook slightly as I fastened the bow tie to put the finishing touches on my tux, still grappling with an existential dread that I just couldn’t quite shake.

When Melody emerged from the bathroom, my jaw dropped.

She looked like a goddess in her slinky black gown, her hair and makeup done to perfection. Underneath, I could see hints of lacy lingerie peeking out.

"How do I look?" she asked, twirling for me with a coy smile.

"Absolutely incredible," I managed to say. But as she twirled, the gown hugging her body like liquid ink, I saw something else -- a woman stepping further into a world I hadn’t quite caught up to. She was breathtaking. But she also looked like a stranger.

My heart ached a little as I continued to wonder, where was the sweet, innocent Melody I used to know? It seemed there were only traces of her left. And I worried by the time this evening was through, there would be nothing at all left of that Melody.

You asked for this, asshole!

I swallowed hard, taking in Melody's stunning transformation.

"You look incredible," I repeated softly.

Melody beamed at me, her eyes sparkling with excitement.

"I feel incredible," she said, sauntering over to wrap her arms around my neck. "I can't wait for tonight."

As she pressed her body against mine, I could feel the unfamiliar shapes of her new lingerie beneath the slinky dress. My cock stirred despite my unease.

"Are you ready for this?" Melody asked, searching my eyes. "It's going to be amazing."

I forced a smile, not wanting to dampen her enthusiasm.

"As ready as I'll ever be, I suppose."

Melody kissed me deeply, her tongue teasing mine. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with desire.

"Good. Because I plan on exploring every delicious opportunity tonight has to offer. I hope you do too."

Something about her words, the way she said them…the phrasing, was like a punch to the gut. What, were we just both doing our own thing tonight? Was there still a we here?

Before I could ask or explore further, a knock at the door interrupted us.

"Car's here!" Sofia called out. "Time to go, darlings!"

As we made our way down to the waiting limo, my stomach churned with a mix of anticipation and anxiety. I had no idea what to expect from this mysterious party, but I sensed we were about to enter a world far beyond anything we'd experienced before.

The sleek black limo cruised through the winding streets of Monaco, the lights of the city twinkling around us. Sofia and Guillaume chatted excitedly, filling us in on some of the guests we might encounter.

"There's usually a mix of celebrities, politicians, business leaders," Guillaume explained. "But remember, discretion is paramount. Nothing you see or do inside Le Cercle d'Or leaves the circle."

Sofia nodded in agreement.

"And everyone wears masks, which adds to the mystery and allure. You can be anyone you want to be for the night."

Melody's eyes widened with excitement.

"Masks? How mysterious! I love it already”

Melody’s fingers brushed over her lips as she said it, like she was already imagining what it would be like to slip into someone else’s skin. To become anonymous. Free.

She hadn’t even put one on yet, and I could see it -- the way the idea thrilled her, the way it called to something inside her.

I tried to share in her enthusiasm, but my nerves were getting the better of me. It was like being at the top of the hill on a rollercoaster and suddenly remembering you were afraid of heights…and roller coasters.

Too fucking late, bub.

The limo turned down a secluded road, winding up into the hills above Monaco. We pulled up to an imposing gate flanked by stone walls.

Before I knew it, the iron gates groaned open and were soon swallowing us whole.

The last sliver of our normal life vanished behind us.

There was no turning back now.


(Three)

The limo pulled up to an imposing mansion overlooking the Mediterranean. Masked attendants in formal wear opened the doors for us, bowing slightly as we stepped out.

"Welcome to Le Cercle d'Or," a deep voice said. A tall man in an ornate golden mask approached us, his tuxedo impeccably tailored.

"I am the Keeper of the Circle tonight. Please, follow me."

Guillaume approached The Keeper and whispered something in his ear. The man’s expression didn’t change, but his gaze slid to Melody. He studied her in silence, not just looking at her -- but through her. Like he already knew exactly who she was. What she would become.

His nod was slow, deliberate.

"Welcome," he said, stepping aside. "The masks await."

Keeper of the Circle? How terribly mysterious.

As we entered the grand foyer, I was struck by the sheer opulence surrounding us. Crystal chandeliers cast a warm glow over marble floors and priceless artwork. Soft music drifted through the air, mingling with the low murmur of hushed, seductive voices.

The Keeper led us to a side room where attendants waited with trays of masks.

"Please select your masks for the evening," he instructed. "Once you don them, you will leave your outside identities behind. Inside these walls, you may be whoever you wish."

There were all kinds of masks on the table, some sexy and some on the creepy side. Some were a mix of both. Most of them, nearly all of them it seemed, were animal-themed.

Melody approached the display table, her eyes widening with wonder as she took in the array of intricate masks laid out before us.

There were dozens of them, each more elaborate than the last - delicate Venetian creations adorned with feathers and jewels, sleek leather pieces studded with metal accents, and ornate designs that seemed to have sprung purely from the fantasies of the maker’s imagination.

"These are incredible," she whispered, her fingers hovering over a silver raven mask inlaid with sapphires.

I watched as she moved slowly along the table, examining each option with careful consideration. It was as if she were suddenly making the most important decision of her life. And in a way, I suppose she was.

Sofia stepped up beside her, offering guidance in hushed tones.

"The mask you choose sets the tone for your evening," Sofia explained. "It can reveal aspects of yourself you keep hidden…or help you become someone entirely new."

As Melody continued her measured exploration, one mask in particular seemed to call her attention again and again. Perhaps because it stood taller than all the others.

It was a rabbit-inspired creation with bunny ears that rose nearly a foot above the crown of the head. To my eye, the "bunny" mask was made from what appeared to be dark porcelain, though when Melody carefully lifted it, I could see it was made of some lightweight material that shimmered subtly in the light.

The mask featured elongated ears that curved gracefully upward, adorned with intricate, almost imperceptible silver filigree work that only showed itself when the light caught it light just the right angle. It was almost magical. The eye openings were lined with tiny crystals that sparkled like tears.

"This one," Melody murmured, almost dreamlike. She didn’t reach for it right away. Just stared, as if the mask was staring back.

"It’s perfect for you," Sofia said softly.

"It’s not perfect," Melody corrected, finally lifting it into her hands. "It’s me."

She turned to the mirror, holding it up to her face but not yet putting it on. Her reflection stared back, wide-eyed, breathless. A woman on the edge of something vast.

Then, with slow, deliberate fingers, she raised the mask from its velvet cushion.

The attendant stepped forward to assist her, but Melody waved him away with a gentle shake of her head. This was a moment she wanted to experience herself. With deliberate slowness, as if she were crowning herself queen, she raised the mask and placed it over her face.

The transformation was instantaneous and breathtaking. As she secured the ribbons that held the mask in place, I felt something shift in the air around us.

The elongated ears rose majestically above her head, creating an otherworldly silhouette that was both elegant and slightly dangerous. The dark porcelain contrasted dramatically with her tan skin and accentuated the plunging neckline of her black gown.

The crystal-lined eye openings caught the light, making her eyes appear to shimmer with an inner fire I'd never seen before.

She turned slowly, allowing me to take in the full effect. The mask didn't just conceal her identity  --  it revealed something that had been hiding within her all along.

The mask didn't just sit upon her face either; it seemed to become part of her, as if it had been waiting all this time for her to claim it. The silver filigree caught the light as she moved, creating patterns that danced across her features like living tattoos.

Each subtle turn of her head caused the light to play differently across the mask's surface, revealing new details and dimensions that hadn't been visible before.

"My God," I whispered.

My throat was tight. I had the sudden, sickening urge to call her name  --  to say "Melody," just to make sure she was still real. Still her. But something in the way she turned, the slow, effortless grace of it…it made me hesitate.

I wasn't the only one transfixed. Around us, conversations had fallen silent as heads turned in Melody's direction.

Guillaume and Sofia stood frozen, champagne flutes halfway to their lips, their eyes wide with appreciation. The attendants too seemed momentarily stunned by the vision before them.

Momentarily, the hesitation I'd been feeling evaporated and was replaced by a surge of desire so powerful it nearly knocked me off my feet.

My throat went dry as I took in the sight of her  --  this mysterious, sensual creature who both was and wasn't my wife.

The transformation went beyond the physical; it was as if the mask had unlocked something elemental within her, some ancient feminine power that had always existed but remained dormant until now.

Her posture changed subtly but noticeably. Her shoulders were further back, chin lifted slightly, her entire body radiating a confidence that bordered on regal.

When she moved, it was with a new deliberateness, each step a statement, each gesture infused with purpose. She was no longer just Melody. She had become something…or someone more.

"What do you think?" she asked, her voice enchanting and unfamiliar beneath the mask.

I struggled to find the right words.

"You look…” I began, but faltered. How could I articulate the transformation I was witnessing? "...transcendent,"

I finally managed.

Transcendent? Where the hell did that come from?

It was an odd word to use, but it just felt…perfect.

She smiled -- or at least, I imagined she did behind the mask. It was difficult to see her mouth, but I felt the warmth of her expression nonetheless.

"Your turn," she said, gesturing toward the remaining masks.

I turned to the display, suddenly feeling the weight of my own choice. Nothing on the table seemed adequate after witnessing Melody's selection. The masks that had seemed impressive moments ago now appeared ordinary, even mundane.

As I hesitated, the attendant stepped forward, sensing my indecision. With white-gloved hands, he reached beneath the table and produced a box I hadn't noticed before. He opened it carefully, revealing a mask unlike any of the others.

It was a Stag. It was sleek and regal, with a masculine energy that seemed to pulse from its very form.

Crafted from what appeared to be polished obsidian, it caught no light but seemed instead to absorb it, creating a depth that was almost hypnotic.

Silver accents highlighted the contours of the muzzle and brow, giving it a mysterious, wild quality.

"This one is quite appropriate for you now, I think…”

I found myself transfixed by the obsidian Stag mask the attendant offered. Without hesitation, I reached for it, feeling a strange electricity as my fingers made contact with the smooth surface.

The mask was surprisingly light as I lifted it to my face. The attendant helped secure it with black silk ribbons that disappeared into my hair.

As the mask settled against my skin, I felt an immediate sense of transformation washing over me as well.

The world seemed sharper, more vivid through the eye slits of the Stag.

At the same time, it also felt more dangerous.

I turned to face Melody, now a mystical rabbit goddess before me. Something deep stirred within me.

"Perfect," Sofia purred, adjusting her own golden phoenix mask. "You two were born for this."

Guillaume, wearing an elaborate bull mask of burnished bronze, nodded approvingly.

The Keeper led us through massive double doors into the main hall, and I nearly gasped at the sight that greeted us.

The enormous room was filled with masked figures in various states of dress and undress. Some danced to the hypnotic music playing softly in the background, while others engaged in more intimate activities on plush sofas scattered throughout the space.

Champagne flowed freely, carried by servers wearing nothing but golden masks and strategically placed body paint.

The air was thick with the scent of expensive perfume, arousal, and something else -- an almost tangible energy that seemed to pulse through the room like a living thing. I stood frozen, taking in the scene before me, my senses overwhelmed.

Through the eyes of my mask, I watched as more masked figures moved around us with practiced grace, their bodies gleaming with oil and sweat under the warm lighting. Some wore elaborate costumes, while others had shed most of their clothing, revealing tanned, perfect bodies adorned with jewels and gold body chains.

"Magnificent, isn't it?" Guillaume murmured beside me. "Le Cercle d'Or has existed for centuries, though the venues and members change. The essence remains the same  --  the pursuit of pleasure without limits or judgment."

I nodded mutely, unable to form words as I watched a woman in a peacock mask being pleasured simultaneously by three masked men on a nearby daybed.

The sight was both shocking and undeniably arousing.

Sofia took Melody's hand, leaning in to whisper something in her ear.

Melody's head tilted back in laughter. She looked completely at ease, as if she had been attending these gatherings her entire life.

"Come," Guillaume said, “Let us go deeper into the belly of the whale."

With a sweeping gesture he led us down the hall to the main ballroom.

The massive double doors swung open, revealing a scene of decadence beyond my wildest imagination.

The ballroom was filled with people in various states of undress - some still fully clothed in evening wear, others wearing nothing but their masks and jewelry.

Melody gasped softly beside me, her eyes wide as she took in the erotic tableau before us. A woman in a red mask was bent over a chaise lounge, being vigorously fucked from behind by a black man with nothing on but his mask and a bow tie.

On another couch, two women were locked in a passionate embrace, their hands roaming over each other's bodies.

"Oh my god," Melody breathed. "This is incredible."

Guillaume chuckled at our reactions.

"Welcome to Le Cercle d'Or in its full glory," he said, his voice low and smooth beneath his bull mask. "Remember, here there are no names, no pasts, no futures - only the present moment and the pursuit of pleasure."

Sofia took Melody's hand, her phoenix mask catching the light as she turned.

"Come, little Bunny. Let me introduce you to some very interested admirers."

Before I could object, Sofia was leading Melody away through the crowd. I watched as my wife's distinctive rabbit mask bobbed through the sea of revelers, her black gown shimmering under the chandeliers.

Several heads turned to follow her progress, masked faces tilting with obvious interest.

"Don't worry," Guillaume said, clapping a hand on my shoulder. "Sofia will take good care of her. Now, let me get you a drink. You look like you need one."

He guided me to a bar staffed by beautiful people wearing nothing but golden masks and body paint.

A woman with intricate designs swirling across her naked breasts smiled as she handed me a crystal tumbler of amber liquid.

"Single malt," Guillaume explained. "The finest in the world."

I took a large swallow, grateful for the burning sensation as it went down. The alcohol helped steady my nerves as I continued to scan the room for Melody.

I spotted her across the ballroom, now surrounded by a small group of admirers. A tall, black man in a silver jaguar mask was whispering something in her ear, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back. Melody's head was tilted back in laughter, the rabbit ears of her mask creating another enchanting silhouette against the golden light.

"Your wife is quite the sensation already," Guillaume observed, following my gaze. "The Bunny always attracts special attention. It's one of our most…significant masks."

I turned to him, confused.

"What do you mean?"

Guillaume sipped his drink, the liquid disappearing beneath his bull mask.

"Each mask at Le Cercle d'Or has its own history, its own significance. The Bunny represents fertility, unbridled sexuality, and transformation. Those who choose it  --  or rather, those it chooses  --  tend to undergo the most profound changes during their time with us."

A chill ran down my spine at his words.

"And the Stag?" I asked, touching my own mask.

"The Stag is the watcher, the protector…and sometimes, the willing sacrifice."

Guillaume's eyes gleamed behind his mask.

"It seems the masks and their wearers have chosen well tonight."

Before I could press him further, a woman in a sleek panther mask sidled up to me.

Her gown was cut so low in the front that her breasts were barely contained, and a slit ran up the side revealing a tantalizing glimpse of toned thigh.

"Hello, Stag," she purred, her accent vaguely Eastern European. "You're new to our circle, yes? Perhaps you would like a proper welcome?"

Her hand trailed down my chest, coming to rest dangerously close to my groin. I glanced over at Melody again, who was now being led onto a dance floor by the black man in the jaguar mask.

"Go on," Guillaume encouraged, giving me a slight nudge. "Experience all that Le Cercle d'Or has to offer. That's why you're here, isn't it?"

I hesitated, torn between my growing arousal and the strange protective instinct that had me wanting to keep Melody in my sight. The woman in the panther mask pressed herself against me, her perfume enveloping me in a heady cloud.

"Come, Stag," she whispered. "Let me show you pleasures you've only dreamed of."

I hesitated, indecisive and unwilling to leave Melody alone. We hadn’t even discussed ground rules, hadn’t talked about a strategy for navigating these incredibly deep, dark waters we were now swimming in.

Instead, we had just dove right in. Head first. With no thought at all for what consequences our actions might have.

“I’m ok for right now, sorry,” I stammered weakly.

The woman in the panther mask tilted her head, studying me through the slits of her mask. "Ah, I see. Still tethered to your Bunny." She smiled, not unkindly. "Very well. Perhaps later, when you're ready to…open up."

She slinked away into the crowd, her hips swaying hypnotically. I turned back to Guillaume, who was watching me with evident amusement.

"Your loyalty is admirable," he said, "if somewhat…unexpected in this setting."

I took another long sip of my drink, the alcohol warming my insides.

"I just want to make sure Melody is okay. This is all very new to us."

Guillaume nodded sagely.

"Of course. But remember, the purpose of the mask is to free you from such concerns. Here, you are not husband and wife, you are Stag and Bunny, creatures of instinct and desire."

I found her again, across the ballroom, lost in a sea of bodies. A silver mask. The gleam of a Jaguar’s smile. A hand on the small of her back.

Melody laughed. Her head tilted back, throat exposed. Her body swayed, completely in rhythm with his.

And then he leaned down. Spoke against her ear. Her fingers curled at her sides.

She nodded.

And he led her away.

My stomach dropped. The floor felt unsteady beneath me. I was already moving before I realized it, weaving through the mass of dancers, keeping my eyes on her mask, those familiar rabbit ears bobbing through the crowd.

She never looked back.

"Let her go," Guillaume murmured, his hand light on my arm.

"No," I said, shaking him off. "I need to see where she’s going."

I shook off his hand, a surge of protective instinct overriding my hesitation.

Guillaume sighed but didn't try to stop me again.

I wound my way through the crowd, keeping the distinctive rabbit ears of Melody's mask in sight.

Then I watched as they slipped through an unmarked door, into the dark beyond.

And I followed.


(Four)

The corridor was dimly lit, the walls too narrow, the air too still. My breath felt caught in my throat, my pulse hammering so hard I could hear it over the distant hum of music.

Ahead, a flicker of black silk.

Melody. Turning a corner. Disappearing.

I moved faster, but my steps felt heavy -- like something was pulling me back, keeping me from reaching her in time.

As I rounded the corner, I found myself in a long gallery. Floor-to-ceiling windows along one wall revealed the moonlit Mediterranean far below. The other wall was lined with alcoves containing chaise lounges and plush sofas, most occupied by couples or groups engaged in various intimate activities.

I spotted Melody's distinctive mask in one of the alcoves near the end of the gallery. She was sitting on a velvet chaise, the Jaguar beside her.

His dark hand was on her thigh, exposed by the high slit in her gown. As I watched, frozen in place, he leaned in to kiss her neck.

Melody tilted her head back, giving him better access. Her hands came up to grip his shoulders as his kisses moved lower, toward the plunging neckline of her dress.

As I watched, jealousy and arousal fought for dominance. Seeing another man touch my wife hit different this time. This was not at all like the first, with Guillaume. That was planned, controlled…I was in control. Or so I thought.

Through the eyes of my Stag mask, the scene took on a surreal quality. A horny fantasy combined with an acid trip.

Yet I couldn't deny the heat coursing through my veins as I watched Melody respond to his touch. Her back arched slightly as his hand slid higher up her thigh, disappearing beneath the slit of her gown. Even from this distance, I could see her chest rising and falling rapidly with each breath, her anticipation was building as mine was, just in opposite directions.

Suddenly I felt like I should stop this. I should go over there and put an end to it before things went further.

But my feet wouldn't move. Something about the Stag mask seemed to hold me in place, the weight of it holding my head still, forcing me to watch as the scene unfolded.

The mask felt heavier now, pressing against my face like an iron brand. Through the slits, the world had shifted -- warped into something dreamlike and surreal. Was this what Guillaume meant?

The willing sacrifice?

Or had I already been sacrificed?

The Jaguar's skilled fingers had found a sweet spot. Melody's head fell back, the ears of her mask silhouetted against the moonlight streaming through the windows. A soft moan escaped her lips as his hand found its target.

"She's magnificent, isn't she?"

I nearly jumped at the voice beside me. Sofia had appeared silently, her phoenix mask gleaming in the dim light.

"Don't worry," she purred, placing a hand on my arm. "Jaguar is one of our most trusted members. He'll take exquisite care of your lovely Bunny."

"Who is he?" I managed to ask, my voice sounding strange and distant behind my mask.

Sofia smiled mysteriously.

"Here and now, we don't ask such questions. He is simply Jaguar, as you are Stag. There will be time for such questions…later."

Her hand slid down my arm to my wrist, her touch sending shivers across my skin.

"Come," she said softly. "Let the Bunny explore her nature.”

“And what is her nature?” I asked, still staring at her as she straddled him.

Sofia thought for a moment…

“Well, the rabbit takes many forms. But Melody, well it’s clear…isn’t it? She has a taste for it. She is the Snowbunny.”

The word hit me like a physical blow. Snowbunny.

I'd heard the term before, of course - a white woman who exclusively preferred black men. Was that what Melody was becoming? What she had always been, perhaps, without either of us realizing it?

I watched as the Jaguar's dark hands contrasted starkly against Melody's skin as he slowly lowered the straps of her gown. Her breasts spilled free, perfect and pale in the moonlight. He cupped them reverently, thumbs circling her hardened pink nipples.

"Does it hurt, Stag?" Sofia whispered, her lips brushing my ear. "To see her so… uninhibited?"

Her fingers trailed down my arm, nails scraping lightly. Teasing. Mocking.

"But you like it, don’t you? That’s the delicious part. You could stop this. You could march over and take her hand  --  take her away. But you won’t. Because this is what you wanted. Isn’t it?"

I couldn't answer. My throat had gone dry, and conflicting emotions warred within me. Jealousy, yes, but also an undeniable arousal that had my cock straining against my tuxedo pants, threatening to break free.

Sofia's hand found my erection, squeezing gently through the fabric.

"I see it excites you as much as it troubles you," she whispered. "That is the best combination. Very potent."

Across the gallery, things were escalating quickly. The Jaguar had pushed Melody's dress down to her waist, revealing the intricate black lingerie we'd purchased earlier. His mouth was on her breast now, teeth grazing her nipple as she arched against him.

"Perhaps you'd like a closer look?" Sofia suggested, tugging gently on my hand.

Before I could respond, she was leading me toward the alcove. We stopped at a respectful distance, but close enough to hear Melody's breathless moans as the Jaguar's hand disappeared between her thighs.

"Oh god," Melody gasped, her voice muffled slightly by her mask. "That feels amazing."

The Jaguar chuckled, a deep, rich sound that seemed to vibrate through the air.

"I've barely begun, little Bunny," he said, his accent hinting at Caribbean origins.

He looked up then, his eyes meeting mine through the slits of his mask. There was no surprise in his gaze, only a knowing amusement. It was as if he'd been aware of my presence all along, knew I’d been following.

"Ah, the Stag comes to watch," he said, his fingers still working between Melody's legs. "Do you enjoy the view, Stag?"

Melody's head snapped around, her eyes widening as she saw me standing there. For a moment, I thought I glimpsed embarrassment behind her mask. But then the Jaguar's fingers moved again, and her eyes fluttered shut in pleasure.

"Why don't you join us, Stag?" the Jaguar suggested, his voice a smooth, confident purr. "Or perhaps you prefer to simply watch? Many do."

I stood frozen, unsure how to respond. Part of me wanted to grab Melody and flee this strange, decadent world we'd stumbled into.

But another part, a primal part that seemed to grow stronger with each passing moment, wanted to see this through to its conclusion. The Stag in me, perhaps.

"He'll watch," Sofia answered for me, her hand still resting possessively on my arm. "Won't you, Stag?"

I nodded mutely, unable to tear my eyes away from the scene before me. Melody was panting now, her hips rocking against the Jaguar's skilled fingers. Her dress had fallen to her waist, a rumple of fabric dividing her in half.

The Jaguar smiled, his white teeth gleaming behind his mask as he returned his attention to Melody. With his free hand, he reached up to caress her face, tracing the edge of her mask.

"Such a beautiful little Bunny," he murmured. "So responsive, so eager."

His fingers worked faster between her legs, and Melody's moans grew louder. Her hands gripped the edge of the chaise, knuckles white with tension as she approached her peak.

"That's it," the Jaguar encouraged. "Let go for me, little Bunny. Show your Stag how you shine."

With a cry that seemed to echo through the gallery, Melody came undone. Her back arched dramatically. Her body trembled with the force of her orgasm, wave after wave of pleasure washing over her.

The sight was both painful and intensely arousing. My cock throbbed painfully, yearning to break free.

As Melody's tremors subsided, the Jaguar withdrew his hand and brought his glistening fingers to his lips. He tasted her with gluttonous appreciation.

"Delicious," he pronounced. "But I want more."

He stood and lifted Melody to her feet. Her dress fell to the floor, leaving her clad only in her mask and the black lingerie. The Jaguar turned her to face the chaise and gently bent her over, positioning her hands on the velvet surface.

The position offered me a perfect view of her perfect ass, encased in lacy black panties. The Jaguar ran his hands appreciatively over her curves before hooking his fingers in the waistband of her panties and slowly drawing them down her thighs.

Melody's exposed pussy glistened with arousal in the dim light. The Jaguar stroked it appreciatively, drawing more soft moans from her.

Then he began to unfasten his tuxedo pants, revealing his enormous cock  --  thick, dark, and intimidatingly large.

"Has your little Bunny ever taken a cock like this before, Stag?" he asked, stroking himself as he positioned behind Melody.

I shook my head mutely. Melody had only ever been with me and Guillaume, and neither of us compared to the massive member the Jaguar now wielded like a weapon of pleasure.

"Then watch closely," he instructed, "as I stretch your little Bunny in ways she's never experienced."

He rubbed the swollen head of his cock along Melody's slick folds, coating himself in her arousal. Melody whimpered, pushing back against him eagerly.

"Please," she begged, her voice muffled by her mask. "I need it. Please fuck me."

The Jaguar chuckled, clearly enjoying her desperation.

"Patience, little Bunny," he whispered. "We will have fun, I promise you. But I must go slowly. I wouldn't want to hurt you."

With quiet care, he began to press forward, the massive head of his cock gradually stretching Melody's entrance. She gasped at the initial intrusion, her body tensing.

"Breathe, little Bunny," the Jaguar instructed, his hands caressing her hips soothingly. "Relax and let me in."

Melody took a deep breath, visibly forcing herself to relax. The Jaguar pressed forward again, and this time his cockhead slipped inside her. Melody let out a long, low moan that seemed to come from somewhere deep within her.

"Oh my god," she gasped. "Fuggggggggg."

The way she said fuck was long and drawn out, guttural and yet cut short by whatever sensations she must have been feeling. It sent a peculiar tickle down my spine.

The Jaguar continued his slow penetration, inch by agonizing inch, until he was fully sheathed within her.

"Look at how well she takes me," the Jaguar said, his eyes meeting mine through our masks. "Your little Bunny was indeed made for this."

He began to move then, pulling back slowly before thrusting forward again. Each stroke drew gasps and moans from Melody, her body trembling with pleasure and exertion.

I watched, mesmerized, as my wife was thoroughly claimed by this masked stranger. The contrast of his dark skin against her paleness, the way her body yielded to his massive intrusion, the sounds of pleasure that escaped her lips with each thrust  --  it was the most erotic and devastating thing I'd ever witnessed.

Sofia's hand squeezed mine.

"Incredible, isn't it?" she whispered. "The first time is always special."

"First time?" I managed to ask, my voice sounding strange and distant to my own ears.

Sofia nodded, her phoenix mask catching the moonlight.

"The first time your Bunny truly discovers what she needs. What she was made for."

The Jaguar's pace had increased, his powerful thrusts now driving Melody forward with each impact.

Her moans had transformed into cries of ecstasy, her body accepting him completely.

"Take it all, little Bunny," he growled, his hands gripping her hips firmly. "Show your Stag how much you love this big, black cock."

Melody's response was immediate and uninhibited.

"Yes! Oh god, yes! I love it so much," she cried out, her voice thick with passion. "Your cock feels so amazing inside me!"

Each powerful thrust of his hips sent more and more ripples through Melody's body, her soft cries punctuating the rhythmic sound of skin slapping against skin.

The Jaguar reached forward, tangling his fingers in Melody's hair and pulling her head back slightly. The rabbit ears of her mask bounced up and down as she arched her back even more, taking him impossibly deeper.

"Look at your Stag," the Jaguar commanded. "Let him see your pleasure."

Melody's eyes found mine through the slits of our masks. There was no shame there, only raw desire and ecstasy.

She maintained eye contact as the Jaguar continued to pound into her, her lips parted in a perpetual moan of pleasure.

"Do you see now?" Sofia whispered in my ear. "Do you understand what she needs?"

I couldn't respond. I could only watch.

Sofia's hand found my erection again, stroking it through the fabric.

"You're enjoying this more than you want to admit," she said. "There's no shame in it. This is why you're here."

Melody was practically screaming now, her body trembling on the edge of release. Her wailing moans shattered something inside me. Her body convulsed, her nails digging into Jaguar’s dark skin, and then  --  her lips parted, her breath hitched. I’d never seen her like this. Never heard this sound before. A sound that wasn’t just pleasure but something deeper. Much deeper

Surrender. A gasp, a shudder, then: "Oh…fuggggggggggg…I'm cummmmmmming!"

Her body shook and writhed violently as waves of pleasure washed over her. I groaned behind my mask, my own body tense with unfulfilled desire.

The Jaguar continued his relentless pace, prolonging Melody's climax. When her tremors finally subsided, he slowed his thrusts but didn't withdraw.

"Such a responsive little Bunny," he praised, caressing her back. "But I'm not finished with you yet."

With impressive strength, he lifted Melody and turned her to face him, still impaled on his massive shaft. Her legs wrapped around his waist as he supported her weight easily, her arms draped over his shoulders.

Melody's entire body trembled as the Jaguar held her up, his massive cock still buried deep inside her. Her head fell back, the rabbit ears of her mask creating a striking silhouette against the moonlit windows.

The Jaguar turned slightly, giving me a perfect view of where they were joined, his thick dark shaft disappearing into my wife's pale body.

"Watch closely, Stag," he said, his voice a deep rumble. "See how perfectly your Bunny takes me."

He began to move again, lifting Melody up and down on his shaft with powerful arms. Each downward motion drew a gasping cry from her lips, her body surrendering completely to the pleasure he provided.

"Yes, yes, yes," Melody chanted, her voice thick with ecstasy. "So fucking deep... so fucking good..."

“Bounce, Bunny! Bounce!” Sofia said, cheering her on. My cock lurched at her words.

Sofia's hand squeezed mine encouragingly.

"Your Bunny is a natural," she whispered. "Watch her bounce on that black dick, see how her body was made for this?"

I couldn't deny the evidence before me. Melody was lost in a pleasure I had never seen her experience before.

Her head lolled forward against the Jaguar's shoulder, her body accepting his massive member as if she was made specifically to take it.

The Jaguar carried Melody back to the chaise, still joined with her. He sat down, positioning her to straddle him, her back to his chest. This new angle gave me an unobstructed view of her flushed face and heaving breasts as she began to ride him.

"Show your Stag how much you love this, little Bunny," the Jaguar commanded, his hands guiding her hips.

Melody's eyes found mine through our masks as she bounced on the Jaguar's massive cock. Still, there was no shame in her gaze, only raw pleasure and a strange kind of triumph.

"It feels so good," she gasped, her voice barely recognizable through her passion. "I've never felt anything like this before."

The Jaguar's hands moved up to cup her breasts, pinching her nipples as she continued to ride him. Melody threw her head back, crying out as new waves of pleasure washed over her.

"That's it," he encouraged. "Take what you need, little Bunny."

Sofia tugged gently on my hand.

"Come closer," she urged. "Let her see how this affects you."

Before I could resist, she was leading me even closer toward the chaise where Melody and the Jaguar were joined in their passionate dance. We stopped just a few feet away, close enough that I could see the sheen of sweat on Melody's skin, and smell the musky scent of their coupling.

"Look at your Stag, little Bunny," the Jaguar said, his fingers digging into Melody's hips as he thrust upward. "Show him what you've discovered tonight."

Melody's eyes locked with mine, her gaze intense even through the slits of her mask.

"Paul," she gasped, using my real name despite the rules of anonymity. "It's so good. I've never felt anything like this."

Her words sent a jolt through me  --  part arousal, part pain, part heartbreak. The Jaguar's hands roamed possessively over her body as she continued to ride him, her movements becoming more frantic as another orgasm approached.

"I'm close again," she moaned, her eyes still locked with mine. "Oh god, I'm going to cum on his cock again!"

The Jaguar's powerful hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as he thrust upward with increasing force. Melody's body tensed, her back arching dramatically as pleasure overtook her.

"Yes! Yes! Oh god, YES!" she screamed, her entire body shuddering with the force of her climax.

The Jaguar continued pounding into her, prolonging her orgasm until she collapsed against him, panting and trembling. He held her close, his massive cock still hard inside her.

"Beautiful," he murmured, stroking her hair.

With fluid grace, he lifted Melody and repositioned her on hands and knees on the chaise.

“You must have worked up quite an appetite. Are you hungry, little Bunny?”

Melody nodded eagerly, her breath still coming in ragged gasps. The Jaguar motioned me closer with a commanding gesture.

“Mmm, and what are you hungry for?” Jaguar asked.

“Cum, I want your cum,” Melody said breathlessly.

The Jaguar chuckled, a deep, resonant sound that seemed to vibrate through the room.

"So eager to please, I love it. But I want to fuck you a little more first."

He positioned himself behind Melody again, his massive cock pressing once more against her entrance.

The Jaguar buried himself inside her again, drawing a long, keening moan from her lips as he plumbed the depths of her soul.

"Come closer, Stag," the Jaguar commanded, his eyes finding mine through our masks. "I want you to see exactly what your wife needs."

Sofia guided me forward until I was standing directly in front of the chaise. From this position, I had a perfect view of Melody's face as the Jaguar began to pound into her with renewed vigor. Each thrust drove her forward, her lips parting in silent screams of pleasure.

"Look at how she takes me," the Jaguar said, his voice thick with dominance. "See how her body was made for this."

I couldn't tear my eyes away from the sight of my wife being thoroughly claimed by this masked stranger. Her face was transformed with ecstasy, an expression of pure bliss I had never seen before. The bunny ears of her mask bobbed with each powerful thrust, creating an almost hypnotic rhythm.

The Jaguar reached around to cup one of Melody's breasts, pinching her nipple between his fingers. She gasped, her eyes flying open to meet mine through our masks.

"Paul," she moaned, using my real name again. "It's so good... I can't... I can't even..."

Her words dissolved into incoherent moans as the Jaguar increased his pace, his massive cock disappearing completely inside her with each thrust. The contrast of his dark skin against her paleness was mesmerizing, a visual representation of the transformation taking place.

Melody’s lips parted. She looked straight at me.

"I need it," she breathed. "I need it."

Her hands clenched against his chest, nails digging into his dark skin as she rocked against him harder.

"I've never felt anything like this," she gasped. "This is what I’ve needed all along."

“What have you needed?” Jaguar asked.

Melody's eyes locked with mine, her gaze intense even through the slits of her mask. "I need this," she gasped between thrusts. "I need his fat, black cock…so big…so deep…nothing's ever felt like this before."

Her words cut through me like a knife, both painful and arousing in equal measure. The Jaguar's rhythm became more erratic, his breathing heavier.

"I'm close, little Bunny," he growled. "Where do you want my seed?"

"In my mouth," Melody begged without hesitation. "Please, I want to taste you."

The Jaguar withdrew from her with a slick sound, his massive cock glistening with her juices. Melody quickly turned and positioned herself before him, her mouth open eagerly as she grasped his shaft with both hands.

"Look at your Stag while you suck me," the Jaguar said.

Melody's eyes locked with mine as she wrapped her lips around the Jaguar's massive cock. The sight was surreal  --  my wife, wearing nothing but her rabbit mask and disheveled lingerie, eagerly taking another man's enormous member into her mouth while maintaining eye contact with me.

The Jaguar groaned, his hand tangling in her hair as she worked him with obvious enthusiasm.

"That's it, little Bunny," he encouraged. "Show your Stag what you love to do now."

Melody moaned around his thickness, the vibrations drawing another groan from the masked man.

Her hands worked what wouldn't fit in her mouth, stroking him in rhythm with her bobbing head.

"She's a natural," the Jaguar said to me, his voice strained with approaching release. "Born for this."

Sofia's hand squeezed mine reassuringly.

"Isn't this incredible?" she whispered. "Embracing her true nature so completely."

I couldn't respond, transfixed by the sight before me.

Melody was taking the Jaguar deeper now, her throat bulging slightly as she accommodated his impressive girth. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes, but her enthusiasm never wavered.

"I'm close," the Jaguar growled, his grip tightening in Melody's hair. "Ready for your reward, little Bunny?"

Melody nodded as best she could with her mouth full, her eyes still locked with mine. There was something in her gaze I couldn't quite decipher  --  triumph, defiance, or perhaps a plea for understanding?

With a roar, the Jaguar reached his climax. Melody pulled back slightly, allowing the first spurts to hit her tongue. She swallowed eagerly, then let the rest paint her lips and tongue as she continued to stroke him through his release.

When he was spent, Melody made a show of licking her lips and gathering his seed with her fingers, sucking them clean while maintaining eye contact with me.

"Delicious," she whispered, her voice hoarse from her exertions. "Thank you, Mr. Jaguar."

The masked man chuckled, tucking himself away with casual grace.

"The pleasure was all mine, little Bunny. Though I suspect we'll meet again before the night is through. You still have many special moments ahead of you, I think."

He nodded to me, a gesture somewhere between respect and condescension, before disappearing back toward the main ballroom.

Melody remained kneeling on the chaise, her chest heaving as she caught her breath.

The bunny mask concealed most of her expression, but her eyes shone with a new light  --  confident, satisfied, and somehow changed.

Sofia stepped forward, helping Melody to her feet.

"You were magnificent, darling," she praised. "A true revelation."

Melody smiled, glancing down at herself -- at the glistening evidence of what had just transpired.

"I feel…different," she admitted, her voice still hoarse and ragged.

Sofia nodded knowingly, almost encouragingly. Like she had been waiting for this.

“Yes, different how?”

"Like I've discovered something I didn't know I was missing."

Sofia smirked and nodded to herself.

Melody lifted her gaze to mine, eyes searching through the slits of her mask -- for what, I wasn’t sure. Approval? Understanding? Forgiveness?

The weight of what had happened hung in the air, thick and oppressive. No one spoke. The only sound was the distant murmur of the ongoing revelry beyond the alcove.

"How do you feel?" she finally asked, her voice small beneath the imposing rabbit mask.

My throat was dry. My thoughts were a tangle of contradictions -- arousal and jealousy, fascination and dread, pride and something darker I couldn't yet name. I tried to form words, but none felt right.

"I..." I swallowed hard. "I don't know."

Sofia’s hand landed gently on my shoulder, her touch grounding and intimate.

"The first time is always the hardest for the Stag," she murmured. "But you bore it well."

Melody moved toward me then, her steps slow and deliberate, the glow of pleasure still clinging to her like a second skin. When she reached me, her fingers ghosted along my mask, trailing down to my lips.

"I never imagined it could feel like that," she whispered. "It was…transcendent."

There was that word again.

Before I could respond, she pressed closer, the heat of her body searing through my clothes.

"Kiss me," she whispered, tying my stomach into knots.

I hesitated, every rational part of me screaming at the absurdity of what she was asking. Where her lips had been. What they had just done. But something primal, something darker, coiled within me  --  an instinct not to push her away, but to try to reclaim her.

I pulled her against me and crushed my mouth to hers, my tongue sweeping over hers, tasting the raw saltiness that still lingered. A shudder ran through her, a soft, helpless moan escaping into my mouth as she melted into me.

I should have been disgusted. I should have felt ashamed. But instead, I felt only possession. A need to take back what had been given so freely.

"I love you," she whispered against my lips, her breath warm, her voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you for watching. For understanding."

Did I understand? The truth was, I wasn’t sure. But I nodded anyway, tightening my arms around her as she clung to me.

Sofia cleared her throat softly.

"The night is still young," she reminded us. "And there’s so much more to experience at Le Cercle d'Or."

Melody pulled back slightly, her gaze locking onto mine.

She studied me through the slits of her mask, waiting.

"Are you okay?" she asked softly, almost hesitantly. "With all of this?"

I opened my mouth. Closed it again.

Then I did the only thing I could do.

"Yes," I said.

The lie was so smooth, even I almost believed it.

Relief bloomed across her face, her body molding against mine. I could feel the heat of her skin, the lingering tremors in her muscles.

"I do…need this," she confessed, her voice thick with something between desire and revelation. "I've never felt so alive…"

Sofia helped Melody straighten her lingerie and slip back into her black dress. As she adjusted the straps, she leaned in and whispered something in Melody’s ear that made her giggle, low and knowing.

Then, as Sofia turned to lead us back toward the ballroom, Melody hesitated.

She tilted her chin, her lips curving into something wicked.

"I need more…" she said.

Sofia stopped mid-step, her smile slow and feline.

"More what, darling?"

Melody’s eyes gleamed behind her mask.

"More BBC," she purred.

Sofia laughed, delighted.

"Oh, my dear Bunny. I think we can arrange that."

Sofia laughed, delighted, and turned to lead Melody away.

I wasn’t sure if I should try to follow this time.


(Five)

As we wove our way back toward the main ballroom, I noticed a striking difference in how Melody carried herself, how her hips swayed with newfound confidence, how she moved with an awareness of her own power. She had always been beautiful, but now she was aware of it in a way that signaled sexy in the most dangerous way possible.

The ballroom remained a swirling haze of masked figures lost in pleasure, bodies tangled in every configuration imaginable. I spotted Guillaume among a cluster of men, his bull mask making him instantly recognizable. He turned as we entered, his gaze sharp, assessing.

"Ah, there you are," he said, striding toward us with easy authority. "For a moment, I thought the Jaguar had claimed you indefinitely."

His eyes swept over Melody, his smile deepening.

"You look…thoroughly satisfied, my dear."

"More than satisfied," she admitted. "It was…beyond words."

Guillaume nodded knowingly.

"The Bunny always finds what she craves. And as it happens, it seems the Stag has drawn some interest of his own."

I followed his gaze and found her. It was the woman in the panther mask from earlier. She was already moving toward us, liquid grace in motion, her gown a mere suggestion of fabric held together by golden chains.

Her approach was deliberate, predatory, eyes gleaming behind the sleek black mask.

"There you are, Stag," she purred, her accent even silkier up close. "I've been looking for you."

She circled me slowly, the heat of her body palpable even before she touched me. The scent of her perfume was exotic, spiced, something rich and forbidden.

When she reached out, a single finger traced the center of my chest, traveling downward at an excruciating pace.

"I hope you've enjoyed watching your Bunny play," she said as she grazed my arm. Her touch was like a phantom promise. "But now, perhaps it’s time for you to experience some pleasure of your own."

Melody, still flush from her own encounter, studied the Panther with open curiosity, her expression unreadable. There was no jealousy there, only intrigue.

"Your husband is quite…different from the others here," the Panther said, addressing Melody though her gaze never left me. "Most men are takers. He seems to be a giver."

Her fingers trailed lower, lingering just above my waistband.

"I would very much like to find out if I’m right."

Guillaume chuckled, his hand resting possessively on Sofia’s lower back.

"Ah, Panther has chosen. You should be honored, Paul. She is…particular in her tastes."

The Panther smiled, and something in the way her lips curved made my stomach tighten.

"I have a private suite upstairs," she whispered, so close I could feel her breath. "Come with me. Let me show you pleasures you’ve only imagined."

I hesitated, my mind a tangled web of loyalty, curiosity, and arousal. Then, to my utter shock, Melody spoke before I could.

"Go ahead," she whispered. "I want you to enjoy yourself too."

I turned to her, searching her expression, expecting hesitation. Instead, I found something else -- desire. For me. For this.

The Panther’s smile deepened.

"Your Bunny is welcome to join us," she offered, turning toward Melody now, extending a hand. "I enjoy women as much as men. Perhaps even more."

Melody’s lips parted slightly, a flicker of uncertainty…then intrigue.

She glanced at me, her fingers twitching as if debating whether to reach out. For the first time tonight, she was seeking my permission.

I swallowed hard and gave her the smallest nod. Yes.

She didn’t hesitate after that. Her hand slipped into the Panther’s, and I watched as her fate intertwined with mine in real time.

The Panther made a satisfied sound, running her fingers lightly over Melody’s wrist.

"Perfect," she purred. "Follow me."

The Panther led us through the crowded ballroom toward a grand staircase. As we ascended, I couldn't help but notice the eyes that followed us -- some curious, others knowing, as if they understood exactly what was about to transpire.

The upper floor was quieter, with plush carpeting that muffled our footsteps. The Panther guided us down a corridor lined with ornate doors until we reached one near the end.

She produced a key from somewhere within her barely-there dress and unlocked it.

The suite was draped in heavy velvet, dimly lit with flickering candelabras. The Panther locked the door behind us, turning with a slow, feline smile.

"Now… where should we begin?"

Melody moved first, stepping toward the Panther, her hands gliding over the sheer silk of her gown. Their lips met in a slow, languid kiss, and I exhaled, watching as the two women explored each other with the kind of practiced ease that sent heat straight to my gut.

I leaned back, letting the moment unfold, savoring it -- at least at first. Melody kissed the Panther deeper, her hands pulling at the delicate gold chains holding her dress together.

The garment slipped away, pooling at her feet, leaving her bare except for the sleek mask that framed her dark eyes. She straddled Melody’s thigh, rolling her hips in a way that was sinuous, hypnotic.

I waited for Melody to glance at me, to beckon me in, to show some sign that I was still part of this. Instead, I saw something else -- detachment. Her movements were sensual, yes, but there was something absent in them. She was going through the motions.

She was bored.

A pit formed in my stomach.

The Panther's fingers worked deftly, unzipping Melody's dress in one fluid motion. It slithered down her body, revealing the lacy black lingerie beneath.

The sight of it sent a fresh wave of confusing emotions washing over me.

I watched as the Panther guided Melody to a plush velvet chaise. The contrast between them was striking -- the Panther's olive skin against Melody's paleness, dark hair against light.

They were like night and day entwined, the rabbit and the panther locked in a dance of desire.

"Your wife tastes divine," the Panther purred, glancing at me over her shoulder as her tongue traced the curve of Melody's neck. "Come closer, Stag. Don't you want to see?"

I moved forward as if pulled by invisible strings, my body responding even as my mind wrestled with uncertainty.

The Panther's hands roamed over my wife’s body, cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they hardened to stiff pink peaks.

Melody's head fell back, a soft moan rising from her lips as the Panther's mouth replaced her fingers. But there was something mechanical in her response. It was like a performance rather than real passion.

Her eyes, when they briefly met mine through the slits of her mask, seemed distant, almost calculating. Plotting.

The Panther, however, was fully immersed. She kissed her way down Melody's stomach, pausing to admire the marks left by the Jaguar -- faint bruises beginning to form where his fingers had gripped her hips.

"He claimed you thoroughly, didn't he?" she whispered in awe, tracing the marks with her fingertips.

With that, she slid lower, settling between Melody's thighs. Her tongue darted out, tasting the lingering evidence of Melody's earlier encounter.

I watched, transfixed, as she lapped at my wife's pussy with evident pleasure, making appreciative sounds deep in her throat.

Melody's hands tangled in the Panther's dark hair, guiding her movements. Her hips rolled upward, seeking more contact, but there was something off about her rhythm. It was too deliberate, too controlled, too…something.

This wasn't the abandoned ecstasy I'd witnessed with the Jaguar.

I was uncertain where I fit in and felt increasingly like a spectator rather than a participant. The Panther seemed to sense my hesitation. Without ceasing her attention to Melody, she reached back, her hand finding my leg and sliding upward until she cupped my erection through my tuxedo pants.

The Panther's nimble fingers worked at my belt. My breath caught as she freed my aching cock, stroking it firmly while her mouth continued its sensual assault on Melody.

"Mmm, look what I found," she said, her accent thickening with desire as she admired my hardness. "Your Stag is actually quite impressive, little Bunny."

Melody's eyes fluttered open, watching through her mask as the Panther stroked me. She watched with detached eyes as the Panther pulled me closer, guiding my cock toward her waiting mouth.

The wet heat of her lips engulfing me drew a groan from deep in my chest. She took me deep, her throat relaxing to accommodate my length while her tongue worked magic along the underside.

The sight was intoxicating  --  this exotic masked woman pleasuring us both simultaneously, moving from my cock to Melody's pussy and back again as if she’d done it hundreds of times before, and in fact probably had.

Her expertise was undeniable; each lick, each stroke perfectly calculated to build pleasure without tipping us over the edge.

Melody's breathing quickened as the Panther focused her attention between her thighs once more. Her back arched, rabbit ears silhouetted against the dim light as the Panther's tongue circled her clit with increasing pressure.

"That's it," Melody gasped. "Right there... don't stop..."

The Panther hummed with satisfaction, her fingers joining her tongue in a rhythmic dance that had Melody clutching at the velvet chaise.

When Melody came, it was with a series of shuddering gasps, her body trembling as waves of pleasure washed over her. But unlike her explosive response to the Jaguar, this orgasm seemed almost…cursory. A release rather than a revelation.

The Panther lifted her head, licking her lips with evident satisfaction.

"Delicious," she purred. "Now, I think it's time we gave your Stag some proper attention, don't you?"

Melody nodded, her chest still rising and falling rapidly as she recovered.

"Yes," she agreed. Then, with a glint in her eye that surprised me, she added, "I want to watch you ride him."

The Panther's smile widened, predatory and pleased.

"With pleasure," she replied, rising gracefully to her feet.

She pushed me down, her feline grace never breaking stride. Her fingers teased their way down my chest before her lips captured mine, hot and demanding. My cock stood proudly at attention as she straddled me, her sleek body hovering just above mine.

"Watch, little Bunny," she said to Melody. "See how I pleasure your Stag."

Melody lounged back, mask gleaming under candlelight, her gaze unreadable behind the dark slits.

The distance between us felt both physical and emotional -- a chasm I wasn't sure how to bridge.

The Panther lowered herself onto me with tantalizing slowness, her wet heat enveloping my cock inch by delicious inch.

I groaned as she took me completely, her walls gripping me like a silken vice. She began to move, rolling her hips in a hypnotic rhythm that had me clutching at the sheets.

"Your husband feels wonderful inside me," she told Melody, her accent thickening with pleasure. "So hard…so perfect…"

Melody’s thigh shifted, her fingers pressing lightly into her skin. She wasn’t just watching -- she was waiting for something.

"He does have a pretty nice cock," she agreed, her voice still strangely detached. It was almost like she didn’t believe her own words. Then she added, "Make him feel good. He deserves it."

What does that mean?

The Panther increased her pace, her breasts bouncing enticingly as she rode me. Her skilled muscles clenched and released around my shaft, drawing sensations from me I'd never experienced before.

She was an expert in pleasure, every movement seemed calculated to maximize ecstasy.

"Touch my breasts," she commanded, arching her back. "Feel how hard my nipples are for you."

I reached up, cupping her full breasts, thumbs and fingers tweaking her stiff nipples. She moaned appreciatively, grinding down harder on my cock.

The sight of her above me, masked and mysterious, was intensely erotic. Her olive skin gleamed with a fine sheen of sweat, her body moving with feline grace as she took her pleasure from me.

Through it all, I was acutely aware of Melody watching.

Her eyes tracked our movements with an intensity that was almost clinical. There was no jealousy in her gaze, no hurt -- but no real excitement either. She seemed to be studying us, cataloging our responses like a scientist observing an experiment.

The Panther leaned down, her lips finding mine in a hungry kiss. Her tongue invaded my mouth, demanding and dominant. I responded eagerly, my hands sliding down to grip her hips as I thrust upward to meet her movements.

"Yes," she hissed against my lips. "Take what you want, Stag. Show me your power."

Something shifted inside me then. Something like an ancient, primal instinct awakening. With a growl, I flipped us over, pinning her beneath me without breaking our connection.

Her surprised gasp turned into a purr of approval as I took control. I pinned her wrists above her head, driving into her with newfound intensity. She writhed beneath me, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper.

"Yes, yes," she moaned, her accent thickening with each thrust. "This is what I wanted…to feel your true nature. Pound me!"

The bed creaked beneath us, the sound mingling with our shared gasps and groans. I was lost in sensation -- the tight heat of her around me, the exotic scent of her perfume, the mysterious allure of the masked woman surrendering to me so completely.

For a moment, I'd almost forgotten Melody was watching. When I glanced toward the chaise, I saw her leaning forward, elbows on her knees, the rabbit ears of her mask creeping menacingly toward me.

The woman’s inner walls tightened their vice grip around me as she approached her climax. "Harder," she demanded, her nails digging into my shoulders. "Make me feel it, Stag."

I complied eagerly, driving into her with powerful thrusts. Her cries grew louder, more depraved, her body trembling beneath mine.

"Yes! Don't stop! I'm cumming!" she wailed, her back arching dramatically as pleasure overtook her. The rhythmic pulsing of her pussy around my cock nearly pushed me over the edge, but I gritted my teeth, determined to prolong the moment.

As her tremors subsided, she smiled up at me, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction behind her mask.

"Magnificent," she purred. "But you haven't finished yet."

She glanced over at Melody.

"Your Bunny seems to be enjoying the show. Perhaps she'd like to join us now?"

Melody tilted her head, considering. Then, with a demeanor that seemed almost like she’d borrowed it from another person, she rose from the chaise and approached the bed.

"Actually," Melody said, her voice low and smooth, "I think I'd like to watch you ride him again. He likes that position…makes him lose control."

Something in her tone made me pause. There was a calculated quality that seemed at odds with the woman I knew. But before I could dwell on it, the Panther was pushing me onto my back again, her strong thighs straddling my hips.

"With pleasure," she purred, positioning my cock at her entrance. "I do love to make men lose control."

She sank down on me once more, her wetness accepting me inside once more. I groaned at the sensation. She began to ride me with renewed vigor, her body undulating in ways that defied all logic. Each roll of her hips sent waves of pleasure coursing through me, building a pressure at the base of my spine that threatened to explode.

The dim candlelight caught the gleam of sweat on her olive skin, transforming her into a bronze sculpture come to life.

Her breasts swayed hypnotically with each movement, begging for attention. I reached up to cup them, feeling their perfect weight in my palms, drawing a purr of satisfaction from deep in her throat.

"You feel so good inside me," she said, her accent thick with desire.

Her inner muscles clenched and released around my shaft in a pulsing rhythm that seemed impossible to maintain, yet she did so with practiced ease. It was as if she could control every fiber of her body, orchestrating a symphony of pleasure with me as her willing instrument.

Her mask caught the flickering light, its features seeming to shift and move with her expressions, becoming almost alive in the dancing shadows.

She leaned forward, changing the angle, her long hair cascading around us like a dark curtain, shutting out the world.

Her lips found mine, her tongue invading my mouth with the same rhythm as our bodies joined below. I tasted something foreign and sweet on her tongue -- perhaps some exotic liqueur she'd sampled earlier.

"Touch me here," she whispered against my lips, guiding my hand between her thighs where our bodies met. My fingers found her swollen clit, slick with our combined arousal. She moaned approvingly as I began to circle it with my thumb, matching the tempo of her rolling hips.

Time seemed to blur, reality fading at the edges as pleasure consumed me.

She moved above me like a goddess of carnal delight, drawing more sensations from my body I'd never experienced before.

Each stroke, each squeeze of her internal muscles brought me closer to the edge, yet somehow held me back from tumbling over.

Her hands roamed across my chest, nails leaving light scratches that stung deliciously. She bent down again, teeth grazing my earlobe as she whispered filthy promises in a language I didn't understand but instinctively comprehended.

The foreign syllables rolled off her tongue like dark honey, each word a caress that heightened my arousal.

I lost myself in the rhythm of our coupling, in the wet heat of her around me, in the sinuous movements of her body above mine. My world narrowed to the points where our bodies connected.

All else faded away.

This woman was relentless in her pursuit of pleasure -- both hers and mine. She shifted positions with fluid purpose, each new angle revealing new dimensions of sensation. Her skilled inner muscles rippled along my shaft, squeezing in patterns that seemed impossible yet devastatingly effective. The room faded around us, the flickering candlelight creating a dreamlike quality that enhanced the unreality of the moment.

"Give yourself to me completely," she commanded, her accent thick and hypnotic. "Let go of everything but this feeling."

And I did. Something inside me surrendered, a dam breaking open as I allowed myself to be swept away by pure physical sensation. The Panther sensed the change, her smile widening behind her mask as she increased her pace.

Her body was a marvel of contradictions -- soft curves and firm muscle, yielding wetness and demanding strength. She controlled our dance with masterful precision, knowing exactly when to speed up, when to slow down, when to add a twist of her hips that made stars explode behind my eyes.

"Yes," she hissed, "now you understand. Now you feel it truly."

My hands roamed her body freely, exploring every inch of her olive skin.

I discovered spots that made her gasp, places that caused her rhythm to falter momentarily as pleasure overtook her. The power of drawing those reactions from her was intoxicating, spurring me to greater efforts.

She leaned forward, her breasts brushing against my chest as she captured my mouth in a long, wet kiss.

Her tongue danced with mine, mimicking the rhythm of our bodies below. I tasted exotic spices, a hint of champagne, and something darker, more carnal that I couldn't name.

Time lost all meaning. Had we been joined for minutes or hours? I couldn't tell. The world outside our connection ceased to exist. There was only this bed, this woman, this all-consuming pleasure that spiraled higher with each passing moment.

The Panther's movements became more urgent, her breathing more ragged. She sat up straight, arching her back in a display of flexibility that drove me impossibly deeper.

Her hands found purchase on my chest, nails digging in just enough to blend pleasure with a hint of pain.

"Faster," she commanded, guiding my hand with hers where we were joined. My fingers found her swollen clit, circling it with increasing pressure as she rode me harder. Her moans grew louder, more abandoned, her mask catching the light as her head fell back in ecstasy.

I felt her begin to tighten around me, her sex pulsing with the beginnings of climax.

"Come with me," she urged, her voice a throaty command that brooked no refusal. "Fill me with your essence, Stag."

Her pace became relentless, her hips moving with inhuman precision.

Each downward thrust sent shock waves of pleasure radiating through my body, building to an intensity I'd never experienced before.

The pressure at the base of my spine coiled tighter, a gathering storm of sensation that threatened to consume me entirely.

"Yes, yes, just like that," she gasped. "Don't stop!"

She began squeezing my cock harder and harder. The scent of her arousal filled my nostrils, an intoxicating musk that clouded my senses and drove me wild with need. Her movements became more frantic, more desperate, the controlled precision giving way to primal urgency.

"Now!" she commanded, her voice breaking on the word. "Give it to me now!"

The dam broke. Pleasure exploded through me like a supernova, radiating from my core to the tips of my fingers and toes.

I thrust upward, driving myself as deeply as I could while the first pulse of my release surged through me. The Panther cried out, her body convulsing around mine as her own climax hit simultaneously. Her pussy milked me relentlessly, drawing every drop of seed from my trembling body.

Wave after wave crashed through me, each more intense than the last. My vision blurred, the edges of reality softening as I surrendered completely to the overwhelming sensation.

The Panther continued to move above me, prolonging our shared ecstasy with expert skill. Her mask caught the flickering light, the panther's features seeming to come alive, to snarl with triumphant satisfaction as she claimed her prize.

I felt myself falling, drowning in sensation, helpless against the tide of euphoria that swept me away. The Panther's body was both anchor and storm, grounding me even as she pulled me deeper into the maelstrom.

As it consumed me, my entire body pulsed with release, emptying into the Panther with an intensity that bordered on spiritual.

As my body convulsed with release, I felt it.

A shift in the air. A silence where something should be. A cold absence curling at the edges of my bliss.

The last wave of pleasure hadn’t even faded when my eyes snapped open --

The chaise was empty.

Melody was gone.

The velvet cushions where she had been sitting were still slightly indented. A ghost of her presence. A shape where she had been -- but was no longer.

The rabbit mask, the one that had transformed her, was nowhere to be seen.

My stomach dropped through the floor.

"Melody?" I called out, my voice hoarse from exertion.

Panic lanced through me, cutting through the last vestiges of ecstasy like ice water. My heart pounded, my chest constricting as I scanned the dimly lit suite. The door was still ajar. Not wide open, just barely cracked -- a ghost of her presence lingering.

She had left.

She had walked out.

"Where -- ?" My voice was rough, strangled, barely pushing past my lips. I looked at the Panther, but she only smirked, stretching like a satisfied predator.

"Mmm…She didn’t want to interrupt, I guess" she said, running a hand down my chest as if to soothe me. "She saw how lost you were. Thought she’d leave you to enjoy yourself."

Enjoy myself.

My stomach twisted.

She left me. In the middle of this. In the middle of everything.

I pushed the Panther off me, barely registering her protest as I shot to my feet, scanning the dimly lit suite. The walls felt like they were closing in, my breath coming too fast, too sharp.

The realization crashed down all at once -- I wasn’t leading this anymore. I wasn’t even following.

I had been left behind.

Melody was out there, somewhere in the party, and I had no idea where she was.

I stumbled forward. My whole body still tingled from release, but my stomach was sinking fast.

Somewhere, in the back of my mind, I heard Guillaume’s voice.

“You aren’t losing her, Stag. You’re setting her free.”

And now, she was gone.


(Six)

I rushed to fasten my pants, nearly tripping as I struggled into my shoes. The Panther watched from the bed, her lazy posture a stark contrast to my frantic movements.

"Where are you going in such a hurry?" she asked, a hint of amusement in her accent. "We were just getting started."

"I need to find my wife," I said, my voice tight with urgency.

The Panther seemed utterly unconcerned.

"Perhaps she has run off to find Jaguar again, or perhaps…someone new entirely."

My blood ran cold.

I turned so fast I nearly lost my footing, fumbling with my bow tie. My fingers felt numb, useless. I couldn't think. I couldn't breathe.

The Panther's laughter was light, teasing.

"The masks," she called as I reached for the door. "Remember the rules, Stag."

I paused just long enough to yank the obsidian mask down over my face before shoving open the door. The moment I stepped into the corridor, I knew something was wrong.

The hallway felt longer now. Had it been this dark before? The soundproofed doors stood like monoliths on either side, concealing unknown depravity.

I had no idea where to go.

I turned left – then right – then back again.

Where the fuck should I start? Where would she be?

I took the stairs two at a time, my pulse hammering so hard I thought I might pass out. The ballroom below was still packed, bodies swaying, shifting, undulating -- a sea of masks and movement.

I wove through them, sweat prickling down my spine, searching for those distinctive rabbit ears.

"Melody?" I called, the name slipping past my lips before I could stop it.

A few nearby revelers turned, some amused, others frowning.

"Names are forbidden here, Stag," a man in a wolf mask chided. "Obey the rules."

I ignored him, scanning the room. Was she even still here? Had she left the ballroom? Was she…was she looking for me, too?

I doubted it very sincerely.

I turned blindly toward the bar, scanning faces, looking for anything --

A woman in a swan mask shook her head at me.

A couple tangled in a corner barely noticed me.

A masked server with a tray of champagne met my eyes, then quickly looked away.

That detail stuck.

The server knew something.

I moved toward him, gripping his arm before he could vanish into the crowd.

"Have you seen –" My voice caught. I didn't even know how to describe her. "A woman in a rabbit mask?"

The server hesitated. That fraction of a second was enough.

"Where?" I demanded, tightening my grip.

"I – sir, I think she went toward the –"

Another voice cut in.

"Stag."

I spun to see Sofia standing just behind me, her golden phoenix mask gleaming in the low light.

"What's happened?" she asked, voice smooth, measured. "You look…beyond distressed."

"Melody's gone." The words came out choked, jagged.

Sofia tilted her head.

"Gone? What do you mean, gone?"

I swallowed hard.

"I was with the Panther, and when I..." The words felt like gravel in my throat. "When we finished, she was gone. Just – gone."

Sofia was quiet for a beat too long. Then she touched my arm.

"Darling, this is Le Cercle d'Or -- no one truly disappears here."

"That doesn’t answer my fucking question."

She exhaled, as if weighing her words. Then: "She was here. I saw her. But she wasn’t looking for you."

That landed like a knife to my ribs.

"Sofia –" I already knew. I just needed to hear it. "Where?"

Sofia hesitated.

"Sofia…where the fuck did she go?!"

Finally, she sighed, a sound both resigned and almost…pitying. That scared me more than anything.

"The garden maze."

The ground felt unsteady beneath me.

"She... she’s outside?"

Sofia’s expression was unreadable behind her mask.

"She wasn’t alone."

My breath caught.

"Who?"

She hesitated. Another dagger to my gut.

"Sofia –"

"The Jaguar," she finally admitted.

And a second later –

"And a friend."

My mind immediately conjured images I wasn't prepared to face – Melody walking outside with a man on each arm.

"Where?" I managed to choke out.

Sofia pointed toward a set of French doors that led out onto a moonlit terrace.

"The garden maze. It's a favorite spot for...group activities."

I was already moving before she finished speaking, pushing through the crowd with single-minded determination. Couples and groups parted before me, some muttering in annoyance, others watching with curious eyes behind their elaborate masks.

The night air hit me like a shock as I burst through the French doors onto the terrace. The Mediterranean stretched out below, a vast expanse of darkness dotted with the lights of distant ships. The garden sprawled before me, meticulously manicured hedges forming an intricate maze illuminated by strategically placed lanterns.

From within the labyrinth came sounds. I heard laughter, moans, and the unmistakable rhythmic sounds of passion.

The night air carried these intimate noises to me, each one a dagger to my heart as I imagined Melody at their source.

I descended the marble steps into the garden, my legs unsteady beneath me. The maze entrance loomed ahead, two towering hedges forming an archway into darkness. Lanterns cast eerie shadows across the path, transforming the garden into something otherworldly and forbidden.

As I entered the maze, the sounds grew louder, coming from multiple directions. The hedges, at least twelve feet tall, blocked my view but channeled the sounds with cruel efficiency.

A woman's cry of pleasure from the left.

A man's deep groan from somewhere ahead.

My head swiveled, trying to pinpoint where Melody might be.

I followed the path, taking rights and lefts at random, my panic mounting with each dead end I encountered.

The maze seemed designed to disorient, to separate, to create private spaces for the debauchery that flourished within its walls.

I turned another corner and froze. A couple was pressed against the hedge, the woman's legs wrapped around the man's waist as he thrust into her.

They wore matching masks – twin ravens, their beaks gleaming in the lantern light. Neither was Melody, so I pushed past them, ignoring their startled exclamations.

The deeper I ventured, the more desperate I became.


(Seven)

I continued to stumble through the maze, my breathing ragged, my thoughts a chaotic jumble of fear and jealousy.

The hedges seemed to close in around me, their shadows stretching like grasping fingers across the path. Every sound – every moan, every whisper, every rustle of fabric – sent a jolt of panic through me.

My pace quickened as I rounded another corner, then another.

The architect had clearly set out to confuse with this design, to disorient and separate the man from the self.

I passed more couples, more groups – bodies entwined in various states of pleasure, masks glinting in the moonlight.

Still no Melody.

Another turn, another dead end. The sounds of pleasure seemed to echo from all directions, mocking my frantic search.

Finally, I rounded a corner and found myself in a small clearing. In the center stood a circular stone platform, bathed in moonlight and surrounded by flickering lanterns.

My heart stopped.

There, illuminated like actors on a stage, were three figures locked in passionate embrace. One of them wore a rabbit mask, the distinctive ears silhouetted against the night sky.

Melody.

I froze, shrinking back into the shadows of the hedge. She hadn't seen me. None of them had. They were too consumed by their shared pleasure to notice my presence.

The Jaguar was there, his powerful dark body gleaming with sweat in the lantern light. But he wasn't alone. Another man stood with them – wearing a mask with horns shaped like a…bull.

Guillaume.

Searing hot anger threatened to blind me.

Yes, he had had her before. More than once.

But this? This was different.

Both men were completely naked save for their masks, their muscled bodies moving in perfect harmony as they pleasured my wife between them.

Melody was suspended between them, her body completely bare except for her rabbit mask. The Jaguar stood before her, his massive cock buried deep inside her as she clung to his shoulders.

Behind her, Guillaume supported her weight, his hands gripping her waist as he thrust into her from behind, his cock disappearing into her ass with each powerful movement.

I stood frozen in the shadows, unable to move, unable to breathe, as I watched my wife being thoroughly claimed by two masked strangers. The sight was both devastating and hypnotically arousing – a nightmare and fantasy colliding in the moonlit garden.

Melody's head was thrown back against Guillaume's shoulder. Her mouth was open in a silent scream of ecstasy, her body trembling between the two powerful men. The lantern light caught the sheen of sweat on her skin, transforming her into a golden goddess of carnal delight.

"That's it, little Bunny," the Jaguar growled, his voice a deep rumble that carried clearly in the night air. "Take us both. Show us how much you need this."

Guillaumes chuckle was darker, richer – like aged bourbon poured over ice. It sent a chill down my spine. Who was this man?

"She was made for this," he said, in his unmistakably French accent.

Their movements were synchronized, practiced – one withdrawing as the other thrust forward, never leaving her empty for even a moment.

The rhythmic sound of flesh meeting flesh echoed in the small clearing, punctuated by Melody's increasingly desperate moans.

I should have announced my presence. Should have stormed forward, demanded they stop, reclaimed my wife.

But I remained rooted to the spot, a shadow among shadows, watching as my world tilted on its axis.

The moonlight bathed them in an ethereal glow, turning their entwined bodies into a living sculpture of pure hedonism. Guillaume's hands gripped Melody's hips possessively.

The Jaguar's mouth was at her breast, teeth grazing her nipple as she arched against him. Between them, my wife was transformed – her body a bridge connecting these two primal forces, her pleasure the current that flowed between them.

"Oh God," Melody gasped, her voice carrying clearly in the night air. "I can't... It's too much... I can't take it..."

"Yes, you can, little Bunny," the Guillaume growled, his darkened voice thickening with desire. "Your body was made for this. Made to be filled, stretched, used by men like us."

The Jaguar's laugh was dark velvet.

"Look at her – she's fucking glowing with it."

And she was. Even from my hiding place, I could see the transformation. Melody's skin seemed to radiate light from within, flushed with a pleasure so intense it transcended the physical.

Her head fell back again against Guillaume’s shoulder, her throat exposed in absolute surrender. The flickering lantern light caught the fine sheen of sweat on her skin, transforming each droplet into liquid gold.

Gone was my sweet Melody, my self-conscious and shy conservative wife who only days ago had been afraid to use any word besides wiener to refer to the male anatomy.

Gone was the self-doubt, the crippling hangups, the self-esteem issues. Gone…just, gone.

This Melody – this wild, abandoned creature suspended between two powerful men – was a stranger to me.

And yet, I had never seen her more clearly.

Her entire body trembled, not with the controlled movements of someone performing pleasure, but with the helpless shudders of a woman completely undone.

Her fingers clutched desperately at the Jaguar's shoulders, nails leaving crimson trails across his dark skin. Her legs, wrapped around his waist, quivered with each synchronized thrust as the two men established a rhythm that seemed designed to unmake her completely.

Guillaume growled something in her ear – too low for me to hear – and her response was immediate, visceral.

A full-body shudder that seemed to start at her core and ripple outward like a stone dropped in still water.

Her back arched impossibly, pressing her breasts more firmly against the Jaguar's chest, offering herself completely to both men.

"Yes! Yes! Don't stop... Please don't stop!" Melody's voice carried through the night air, a sound I'd never heard from her before – raw, ancient, carnal, primal, unleashed.

Guillaume and the Jaguar moved as if they'd been pleasuring women together for centuries, their rhythm perfect, their coordination flawless.

One withdrew as the other thrust forward, creating a continuous wave of sensation that had Melody writhing between them, her body completely surrendered to their control.

"Look at her," Guillaume growled. "She's transcending."

There’s that word again. What the hell does it mean?

But I didn’t need an explanation. Not really. I could see it happening right before my very eyes. It was a transformation so profound it stole my breath.

She was completely unbound by the constraints of her former self.

The Jaguar's massive hands cupped her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples as he drove into her.

"Tell us how it feels, little Bunny," he commanded, his Caribbean accent rolling like distant thunder. "Let us hear your truth.

"I feel…everything," Melody gasped, her voice breaking with emotion. "Like I'm breaking apart and coming together all at once. It's…it's like I'm dying and being born again with every thrust."

The raw honesty in her words cut through me like an icy blade. I stood frozen in the shadows, a voyeur to my wife's transformation, powerless to stop it, unable to look away.

My chest constricted painfully as I watched her surrender completely to these masked strangers.

Guillaume chuckled darkly again, the sound rumbling deep in his chest.

"That's it, little Bunny. Let go. Let yourself become what you were always meant to be."

His large hands splayed across her stomach, holding her steady as he and the Jaguar established a new rhythm. It was slower, deeper, more deliberate. Each synchronized thrust drew a keening moan from Melody's throat.

The moonlight bathed the three of them in silver, their sweat-slicked bodies gleaming like polished marble.

Shadows danced across their skin as the lantern flames flickered in the gentle night breeze.

The scent of jasmine from nearby flowering vines mingled with the heady musk of their shared passion, creating an intoxicating perfume that seemed to heighten the unreality of the scene.

I clenched my fists, my nails biting into the hedges, the rough leaves scratching against my skin as I struggled to keep my balance. The scent of fresh greenery mixed with the thick, humid musk of sex that hung in the air, wrapping around me like a chokehold.

I should stop this.

I should step forward, say something – anything. But my tongue was heavy, my throat tight, strangled by the scene unfolding before me.

Melody’s breath hitched. Her moans had taken on a desperate, gasping rhythm, her body caught between them, her movements wild and instinctual. She wasn’t just surrendering to them. It was something deeper.

Jaguar gripped her hips, driving forward with precise, measured thrusts, his powerful frame barely breaking a sweat as he filled her again and again. Guillaume kept her pinned between them, his hands gripping her thighs as he stretched her open, fucking her ass in a way I never had.

My stomach twisted.

This was it. The moment where the last piece of her slipped away from me.

She had always been mine. Always. Even in every reckless, boundary-pushing moment before this -- I had still felt like her tether. The last thread connecting her to our old life.

But now?

Now, I was just a spectator. A faceless figure in the dark, completely irrelevant to the pleasure overtaking her.

Between strangled gasps, between helpless cries of bliss, Melody begged for more.

"Please. More. I need more."

My stomach dropped.

Her voice… her tone… there was nothing left of the Melody I knew in those words.

She wasn’t doing this for me anymore.

She wasn’t even thinking about me.

I wanted to move. I wanted to rip her away from them, cover her up, shield her from what she was becoming – but I couldn’t.

Because deep down, in some dark, shameful corner of my soul, I knew this was exactly what I had wished for.

And now it was happening. Now that she was fully, completely lost to this…I couldn’t handle it.

Jaguar’s pace quickened, his body tensing. The man behind her cursed under his breath, gripping her tighter. I knew what was coming before it happened – her entire body went rigid, thighs shaking violently as she let out a long, broken scream of release.

She never looked back.

Not once.

Not once did she hesitate, did she glance around, did she even consider the possibility that I was out there somewhere. Perhaps even…watching.

It wasn’t even meant for me anymore.

I staggered back, feeling like the ground beneath me was shifting, like I was weightless and untethered.

My hands fell from the hedges, the indentations of my grip still pressed into the leaves, like scars marking the place where I had stood and lost her.

The hedge walls seemed taller now, closing in on me, swallowing me whole as I turned and walked away.

Unnoticed.

Unnecessary.

Unseen.


(Eight)

The sounds of their pleasure followed me, Melody's ecstatic cries echoing through the maze like a siren's call trying to pull me back. But I kept moving, one foot in front of the other, letting the towering hedges swallow me once more.

The maze seemed different now -- less confusing, as if my purpose had changed and with it, the labyrinth itself had transformed.

No longer was I hunting, searching, desperate to find what I'd lost. Now I was simply... leaving.

Moonlight spilled across the gravel paths, casting long shadows that stretched before me like accusing fingers.

I passed other guests -- a woman bent over a stone bench while two masked men took turns with her, a threesome tangled in the soft grass of another clearing, a couple pressed against a hedge wall, their masked faces turned toward the stars.

None of them noticed me. I was a ghost drifting through their revelry, untethered and unseen.

When I finally emerged from the maze, the mansion loomed before me, its limestone glowing like polished bone in the moonlight. A temple to something ancient and unholy.

Behind every window, behind every silk-draped balcony, desire played out in its purest form.

Dancing. Drinking. Fucking.

I climbed the marble steps, each one heavier than the last. Like walking into my own execution.

The closer I got, the louder the noise. Laughter. Music. The clink of glasses. It all felt distant, warped. Like I was moving between two realities -- one where I was still Paul, and one where I had already ceased to exist.

The steps seemed to stretch endlessly before me as I climbed, each one requiring more effort than the last. My legs felt leaden, my chest tight with emotions I couldn't even begin to untangle. The sounds of the party grew louder as I approached –laughter, music, the clink of glasses, all of it seeming distant and distorted, as if reaching me from across a vast chasm.

At the threshold, I hesitated.

My hand braced against the ornate door frame.

Through the obsidian eye slits of my mask, the ballroom looked like a fever dream.

A living painting -- a Bosch hellscape drenched in gold and shadow.

Bodies swayed, half-dressed, slick with sweat, writhing in time to music that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere.

And none of it touched me.

The obsidian Stag mask felt heavier now, a weight pressing against my face, suffocating me with its symbolism. The willing sacrifice. That's what Guillaume had called it. Now I understood.

I moved through the crowd like a specter, guests parting before me without seeming to notice my presence. I caught glimpses of faces behind masks – flushed with pleasure, eyes glassy with desire or drink – all of them strangers playing at intimacy in this gilded playground.

"Ah, there you are, Stag."

Guillaume’s voice startled me out of my waking nightmare.

I turned. He was already watching me.

Leaning against a pillar, his bull mask gleamed in the flickering light, the dark bronze appearing almost alive.

In his hands were two crystal tumblers of amber liquid.

"You look like you could use this."

"How the fuck…?" My throat was dry. My tongue was thick in my mouth.

Guillaume was here. Standing in front of me.

Dressed. Composed. Polished.

A drink in his hand, like he hadn’t been buried inside my wife just minutes ago.

"You –" I swallowed hard. "You were just in the maze."

He tilted his head slightly, studying me, the way a parent studies a child struggling with a simple lesson. Then, he smiled.

"Time moves differently here, Stag."

The words slid under my skin like a splinter.

The world tilted slightly.

I turned back toward the maze, half-expecting the hedges to shift, for the mansion to melt into something else entirely.

But no – there it was. Just a garden. Just a house. Just a man in a bull mask standing in front of me, smirking like he knew something I didn’t.

I forced myself to look at him again.

And suddenly, I wasn’t sure he was just a man.

But I wasn’t sure of much anymore.

I took the glass mechanically.

Like it was currency being exchanged.

The scotch burned down my throat, but it wasn’t enough to erase the image of Melody between them.

Guillaume studied me, swirling his own drink, waiting.

A cold weight settled into my stomach.

"Why didn’t you warn me? Where the hell have you brought us?"

Guillaume tilted his head.

"Warn you? About what, exactly? That your wife might discover desires she never knew she had? That she might find pleasure in ways you never imagined? That you might as well? Isn’t that precisely why you came here?"

I had no answer.

Because he was right.

This was what I had wanted.

The difference was -- I had never imagined it. Not like that. Not with her so completely lost in pleasure that she had forgotten I existed.

"I didn’t think -- " I started, but the words died in my throat.

Guillaume smiled knowingly.

"You didn’t think she would embrace it so completely. You didn’t think she would discover that she didn’t need you to experience her own pleasure. That, my friend, is the true fear of every man who brings his wife into this world."

I stared into my drink.

It glowed in the light like molten gold.

And I had never felt emptier.

"What do I do now?"

I hated the weakness in my voice. The pathetic, raw desperation in it.

Guillaume studied me.

"That depends entirely on what you want."

"I want my wife back."

I didn’t hesitate. The words tore out of me before I could stop them.

Guillaume’s laugh was gentle, almost pitying.

"Are you certain?" he mused.

"The woman in the garden -- she is still your wife. Perhaps more truly herself than she has ever been. The question is not whether you can have her back, but whether you can accept who she has become."

My grip tightened around the glass.

"I don’t know if I can."

The confession burned worse than the scotch.

Guillaume exhaled slowly.

"Few men can. But even fewer realize the power they hold in moments like this."

I frowned.

"Power?"

His voice dipped -- low, intimate. Dangerous.

"Don’t you see? She has not only embraced pleasure… she has become pleasure. Every man here desires her. But only you truly have her."

I said nothing.

Because suddenly, I wasn’t so sure that was true.

"And that means you, my friend, now have access to everything."

"Access?"

Guillaume scoffed.

"Look around. Take your pick. Money. Power. Influence. Whatever you want -- you now have access to it. And I hate to break it to you, but you would never be in this position if it wasn’t for that lovely, little Bunny of yours."

"That’s not what I fucking want," I hissed through gritted teeth.

The weight of his words slammed into me like a freight train.

I had never thought of it that way.

But it didn’t matter. I didn’t want that. I said it and I meant it.

Didn’t I? Then why did my words ring so hollow in my ears?

Guillaume’s gaze sharpened.

"Your wife is discovering pleasures beyond anything you alone can provide her. The question is -- what can you offer her that those men cannot?"

The words landed like a final, devastating blow.

I opened my mouth. Closed it again.

I had no answer.

Because I knew the truth.

I had nothing.

Guillaume exhaled, shaking his head.

"Do not try to cage what has been set free, Stag. You will only lose it entirely."

Then -- he disappeared into the crowd, leaving me standing there, drowning in the weight of his words.

I looked down at my drink.

The golden liquid swirled, catching the light -- warm, inviting, deceptively beautiful.

Just like her.

Just like this world.

I had nothing.

But maybe --

Maybe there was another way.

If I couldn’t be the man who satisfied her…

Then I’d have to embrace the alternative - becoming the man who owned the game.

But deals with the devil rarely come cheap.


(Nine)

A bell chimed softly through the mansion. Sofia brushed past me like a phantom, her phoenix mask catching the light.

"The main event is beginning," she announced. "We should return to the ballroom."

"What's the main event?" I asked, my voice sounding strange and distant through my mask.

Sofia's eyes gleamed with excitement.

"Come and see."

As we made our way back to the main ballroom, I searched coldly for Melody. I scanned the crowd. But for the first time all night, I was in no rush to find her.

The ballroom had been transformed in our absence. The center of the room had been cleared, and a large circular dais now dominated the space. Plush couches and chaises surrounded it, creating an amphitheater-like arrangement where masked guests were already taking their seats.

Guillaume appeared at our side, his bull mask gleaming in the golden light.

"Ah, you've returned just in time," he said. "I was beginning to worry you might miss the spectacle."

"What exactly is this spectacle?" I asked, my voice low.

Guillaume chuckled.

"Patience, my friend. All will be revealed."

But before I could respond, he was gone. Like smoke in the wind.

The Keeper of the Circle took the stage

"Honored members of Le Cercle d'Or," he intoned, his voice carrying effortlessly through the space. "Tonight, we gather as we have for centuries, to celebrate the primal forces that unite us all—desire, pleasure, and transformation."

The crowd murmured in approval, a sound like gentle waves washing against the shore.

"As is our tradition, we have selected a special participant to be the centerpiece of our celebration. Someone who embodies the spirit of Le Cercle d'Or in its purest form."

The lights dimmed, casting a soft glow on the center of the room. A hush fell over the guests, an almost reverent anticipation crackling in the air.

I forced myself to swallow the last of my drink, the burn almost welcome.

"Tonight," the Keeper continued, "we honor a woman who has embraced her truest self. A woman who has transcended all boundaries." He paused, letting it sink in.

"The Bunny…"

The name rippled through the crowd, a whisper that built into a palpable frenzy.

And then—

There she was.

My wife.

The Keeper extended his hand, helping her step up onto the raised platform. Under the focused lighting, Melody looked otherworldly in her black gown, the rabbit mask lending her an air of mystery and primal feminine power.

"Magnificent," the Keeper proclaimed. "A true embodiment of fertility, transformation, and unbridled desire."

He turned to address the crowd again. "Tonight, The Bunny will experience the ultimate pleasure Le Cercle d'Or can offer — the Blessing of the Six."

Sofia gasped softly beside me.

"Extraordinary," she whispered. "Such an honor is rarely bestowed on a first-time guest."

"What is the Blessing of the Six?" I asked urgently, a sense of foreboding washing over me.

But Sophia didn’t answer, she simply shushed me and urged me to pay attention.

Melody walked out into the light draped in gold so thin it was almost liquid against her body. Her eyes shone beneath her rabbit mask — wild and electric. A queen surveying her kingdom. She moved with a confidence I barely recognized, every step calculated to drive them mad with wanting.

To drive me mad with wanting.

The room seemed to hold its breath as she paused at the center of the dais, the golden fabric pooling around her feet. Then—with a single, deliberate motion—she let it fall away.

Bare beneath her mask.

Naked before them all.

Exposed — or maybe just finally free.

"The Blessing of the Six is an ancient tradition," the Keeper announced, his voice echoing through the hushed ballroom. "A celebration of pleasure in its purest form. Our Rabbit will be joined by six chosen members who represent the pinnacle of masculine power."

The Keeper raised his hands, and from the darkness, movement stirred. First, a slow ripple at the edges of the dais. Then, one by one, men — a half-dozen of them — all black and muscular and hungry, joined her on the stage. They all wore the mask of the Bull. They encircled her slowly like jackals closing in on prey.

The crowd erupted in applause and cheers. Melody soaked it in, basking in their adoration. She was a goddess among mortals, and we were all helpless before her.

Especially me.

But if I was going to do this — if I was really going to own this game — I had no choice but to embrace it. Embrace her.

Even when it felt like it might kill me.

My stomach clenched, tight, cold, and heavy, like something inside me had been yanked out and replaced with a ball of ice. The realization hit me in slow motion, an inevitable truth I had no power to stop.

The Keeper turned to Melody, who stood transfixed at the center of the dais.

"Do you consent to receive the Blessing, Rabbit?" he asked formally.

There was a moment of absolute silence as everyone awaited her response. I held my breath, part of me hoping she would decline, another part knowing she wouldn't.

Melody lifted her chin, her rabbit mask casting an elongated shadow across the dais. A hush fell over the room, the weight of anticipation thick enough to suffocate.

Then, with a voice stronger than I had ever heard from her, she spoke two words that changed everything.

'I consent.'

The room exhaled in a collective murmur of approval. My own breath stayed lodged in my chest. There was no hesitation in her voice. No second-guessing. She wanted this.

A murmur of approval rippled through the crowd. The Keeper nodded solemnly and stepped back, leaving Melody alone with the six masked men who began to circle her slowly.

Sofia squeezed my hand.

"Watch carefully, Stag," she whispered. "Few are privileged to witness such a sacred ritual."

I couldn't have looked away if I tried. My wife stood at the center of the circle, her bunny mask lending her an otherworldly quality as she turned slowly, taking in the six imposing figures surrounding her.

Each of them exuded raw power — muscles taut beneath smooth, dark skin. They closed in, the space between them shrinking until they were within arm's reach, but still they didn't touch her. Not yet.

Melody looked up at me then, and I saw it in her eyes. She was asking if I could handle this — if I could handle her. I didn't know the answer, not anymore.

The first Bull stepped forward. His large hands cupped her face as he kissed her hungrily. Then his lips traveled down her neck, leaving a trail of heat that seemed to ignite something in the rest of them.

Then she was gone — swallowed by their bodies as they descended on her.

Sofia's hand gripped mine even tighter.

"Let yourself feel it," she murmured. "Let yourself transform."

The crowd leaned forward, enraptured, as the men lifted Melody off the ground like a prize being hoisted above their heads. She was a vision of wild abandon — writhing above them, submitting and commanding all at once.

This was her stage now. Her theater of desire.

They laid her down on black silk cushions at the center of the dais. The six Bulls moved with fluid precision, each taking his place around her as if they'd rehearsed this moment a thousand times. The audience watched in breathless silence, spellbound by the unfolding scene.

I was part of that audience now, no longer an unwilling spectator but something else entirely — a co-conspirator in this elaborate seduction. My heart pounded in my chest like it might burst free at any moment.

Melody arched her back, a cry escaping her lips as the Blessing began in earnest. Her body was a work of art, an offering to the ravenous gods surrounding her. The first Bull held her legs apart, kissing up her thighs with a slow intensity that made the crowd shiver in unison. Another lowered his head to her breasts, devouring her with an urgency that bordered on worship.

The scene was primal and exquisite all at once. Each Bull claimed a part of her, each touch designed to drive her wild. No hesitation, no gentleness — just pure, animal need. They moved around her in a choreography of lust, hands and mouths everywhere at once, leaving no inch of her untouched.

Melody writhed beneath them, lost in a frenzy of pleasure that built higher and higher with every moment. She was like nothing I'd ever seen before — feral and insatiable and utterly transformed.

Her cries filled the room as they took turns penetrating her, one after another, thick lengths burying deep inside while she gasped and moaned and urged them on. The crowd watched in stunned silence, captivated by this goddess who had given herself so completely to the ritual.

"Do you see it now?" Sofia whispered, eyes fixed on the stage. "Do you see what she truly is?"

I saw it, all right. I saw everything.

The men quickened their pace as if racing to see who could bring her over the edge first. Melody's fingers dug into their arms and backs; she pulled them closer even as they threatened to overwhelm her completely.

And then—

Her entire body tensed, a long scream tearing from her lips as she shattered beneath them. Her release was a tidal wave, crashing over everyone in the room, a force that left me breathless and trembling. The Bulls held her up, suspended in the throes of ecstasy, until she finally collapsed back onto the cushions.

The crowd erupted — louder than before, wild with appreciation for the performance she had given us all. Melody lay there panting, chest heaving as if she'd run a marathon through the stars. The Bulls stepped away one by one, leaving her spent and glorious at the center of their circle.

I could hardly believe what I had just witnessed. What we had all witnessed. She was more than just my wife now; she was a legend.

Melody turned her head toward me, rabbit mask slightly askew, and smiled with an exhaustion so pure it made me ache. There was triumph in that smile and something else too — a challenge, maybe. A question.

What are you going to do about this?

Sofia squeezed my hand again, jolting me from my trance. She was right: I had transformed. But into what?

The Bulls exited the stage slowly, sweat glistening on their skin like dark rivers under moonlight. One of them paused at the edge of the dais and looked directly at me.

Guillaume.

Even behind his mask, I knew it was him. He lingered there for a moment, silent acknowledgment passing between us like a living thing. Then he turned and followed the others into the shadows.

A chill raced down my spine as I realized just how deep Melody's game really went.

This wasn't just about desire; it was about power — power and possession, about unearthing secrets I barely knew existed.

Everything around me blurred into a fevered haze as the crowd swarmed forward, congratulating Melody on her bravura performance. Her body was still recovering from the volcanic release, yet she reveled in their adoration, each compliment fueling her like oxygen to fire.

Sofia led me through the throng to where Melody reclined on the dais. Her face was flushed with triumph, hair wild around her shoulders like a conqueror's mane.

"Did you enjoy the show?" she asked, voice hoarse but throbbing with satisfaction.

I nodded, unsure if I could trust my own voice. The world had tilted on its axis, and I was still struggling to keep my balance.

"You were magnificent," Sofia said, kneeling beside her. "The energy in this room is all yours."

Melody reached for Sofia's hand and pulled her close. The intimacy between the two of them was electrifying; it raised questions I hadn't considered until now.

"Did Paul behave?" Melody teased, eyes locking onto mine with a knowing glint.

"I think you broke him," Sofia replied, laughing softly. "But in a good way."

They exchanged a look — conspiratorial and tender — that left me feeling unmoored. It wasn't jealousy that twisted inside me; it was something more insidious, something that gnawed at the roots of who I thought I was.

Melody stretched languidly and sat up. Her rabbit mask slipped off completely, leaving her bare and resplendent before us.

"Help me up?" she said.

I moved on instinct, gripping her hands and lifting her to her feet. Her touch sent a jolt through me, an electric surge that reignited everything I’d just felt. She leaned in, close enough that her breath warmed my cheek.

"Tell me what you're thinking," she murmured.

I hesitated, casting a glance at Sofia. There was no judgment in her eyes, only expectation. The whole room seemed to hold its breath, waiting for my answer.

"It's more than I imagined," I said finally. "You’re more than I imagined."

Melody smiled — soft, yet edged with something sharp. It sliced through the last of my resistance, leaving me raw and open.

"There's so much more to come," she promised. "This is only the beginning."


(Epilogue)

6 months later…

The sun was setting in a riot of pinks and oranges over Monaco, casting long shadows across the terrace. I watched Melody from the study, she was wearing little more than a silk robe as her champagne glass caught the light just right.

My eyes drifted back to the ledger in front of me. The numbers were staggering — investments tripling overnight, accounts blooming like hothouse flowers. It was beyond anything I'd ever dreamed, but I knew better than to believe it came without strings.

Guillaume and Sofia were off on a trip to some far flung land doing who knew what. Guillaume had set me up with some other members and left me with instructions. But I hardly knew what to do with Melody…the hunger that had been awakened in her.

There was a new man every other night it seemed.

I watched her with them sometimes, unable to look away from the way they worshipped her and the way she consumed them. It was different now — not a performance, but an insatiable dance. The game was still unfolding; I just couldn’t see the whole board yet.

My phone buzzed on the marble desk. Guillaume had sent a cryptic message: "Are you keeping up?"

I glanced back at Melody. I felt that same gnawing twist inside me. Doubt and desire, possession and release, all tangled into one impossible knot.

The sun dipped lower, setting the sea ablaze with molten gold. I typed a quick reply to Guillaume: "I think so...trying to at least."

Melody turned her head toward me, locking eyes through the glass doors. Challenge and invitation burned there, daring me to take my place in this world she’d drawn us into.

"Paul," she called, voice lilting over the evening air.

I closed the ledger and joined her on the terrace. The warmth of summer wrapped us both as I sat beside her. She touched my face with cool fingers, tracing the line of my jaw in a way that made everything else fall away.

Her hand slipped into mine, fingers cool and certain. "There's enough of me for everyone," she said, reading my thoughts with unnerving ease.

I nodded, trying to believe it. The nagging twist inside me wound tighter; a dark thrill mingled with fear and longing.

"We're happy, aren't we?" Melody asked, voice teasing but with an edge I couldn't quite decipher.

This time I didn't hesitate. "Yes," I said. "We're happy."

A satisfied smile curved her lips as she nestled closer. Her trust in this world she had built — in us — was unshakeable. I wished mine felt the same.

The sky deepened to velvet indigo, and stars began to prick through the twilight like diamonds on rich fabric. Melody poured more champagne and handed me a glass, the bubbles shimmering under the terrace lights.

My phone buzzed again.

Guillaume: We’ll be back tomorrow. I’ll bring a few friends…new guys. Keep her warm for us…

I threw the phone down, a rough laugh escaping me despite everything. Guillaume's message was more than just a taunt; it was a reminder of the role I played, the part I hadn't realized I'd signed up for.

Melody looked at me with curiosity and amusement, her eyes dancing as they always did, like she could see all the layers beneath and knew exactly where each piece fit. The last six months had been a whirlwind of extravagance and excess, but that wasn't what unnerved me. It was how easily it felt like my life now — how seamlessly I’d slipped into this world, even as I questioned it.

She moved closer, silk robe whispering against her skin. "What are you plotting over there?" she teased, slipping an arm around my waist.

"Just wondering if I'm still broken," I said, half-joking. Her laughter rang out, rich and knowing.

"Not broken," Melody whispered in my ear. "Transformed."

A shiver ran through me — pleasure mixed with something darker. The sky above continued its nightly ballet as we sat together in silence, the future a shimmering mirage on the horizon.

I watched the stars emerge one by one, each one bright and cold and distant.

We're happy, aren't we? She'd asked me that question every night since Monaco. Every night I'd given her the same answer.

The twist inside me wound tighter still: an exquisite torment I was beginning to crave.

“Deals with the devil rarely come cheap,” I muttered to myself.

“What was that?” Melody asked.

“Nothing,” I said. “Nothing at all.”

I put it out of my mind, and for the rest of that night I enjoyed what was mine. I enjoyed Melody and all the pleasures her body had to offer.

But it was hollow.

I enjoyed it sure. At least…that’s what I told myself.

But in the end, I knew deep down, I was only doing what I’d been told.

I was keeping her warm.

THE END
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