

South Beach Sin 
A Hotwife Vacation Romance

Holiday Hotwives & Vacation Voyeurs Book 6 

By: F. Rey Noel 


Copyright © 2024 F. Rey Noel

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

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

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


Other Works by F. Rey Noel

( Complete Works Here )

Coming Clean: An Interracial Hotwife Novella : We need to talk . Those four words bring Mark's world crashing down around him when his wife Blair finally comes clean to him about a massive  indiscretion on a recent business trip.

Mark finds himself even more confused and upset when Blair shows no signs of remorse, only pity for him. And what she proposes they do next to fix things between is wilder than anything Mark could have ever imagined.

But despite his intellectual reservations, Mark finds himself curious and intrigued as his baser instincts take over and call the shots.

Will Mark be able to handle watching Blair fulfill her deep, dark desires right in front of him? Or will reality be too much for him to handle?

Hidden Desire - Hannah’s Hotwife Awakening (2-Book Series) : Something is off. Oscar can feel it. His wife, Hannah isn't the same and neither is their marriage. She's hiding something, but he can't quite figure out what it is.

When Hannah finally comes clean, will Oscar be able to hand the truth? Is he willing to go along for the ride to save his marriage and keep his wife satisfied?

One Sweet Summer Night: A Hotwife Romance :  A shy, conservative couple tries to shake their religious upbringing and the sexual hangups that go along with it.

Joey and Alice have been married three years and have a great marriage. The only thing missing? Passion in the bedroom.

Luckily, one night at a friend's pool party, a tall, dark, and handsome stud gets Alice riled up enough to push the boundaries and explore her wild side. It's everything Joey dreamed it could be and more...but can he handle the heat?

She Wants It Darker: A Hotwife Fantasy Romance : Will a snooping wife's dark discovery about her husband's internet habits be the nail in the coffin for their faltering marriage...or will it be just the kind of spark it needs to reignite their flame? Kendra is fed up with her husband's apathy and evasiveness as their marriage falls apart. As her fears mount, she begins to suspect he's having an affair.

But when she goes looking for evidence of it and finally manages to break into his computer, she's shocked by what she finds. She's even more shocked at how much she likes it.

Will Kendra keep this dirty little secret to herself, or will she tell her husband she's more than willing to give it a try?

Heartbreak Cove: A Hotwife Vacation Romance : Amy and Noah Harrington are all set to take the trip of a lifetime to a super exclusive lifestyle resort on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean with their friends, Claire and Liam. When Noah finds out that their friends have to cancel last  minute due to a family emergency, he worries that Amy will get cold feet and back out.

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance : William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?


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.


10

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


Bonus Preview: One Sweet Summer Night

( BUY NOW )

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 hang ups 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.

End of Sample 


( BUY NOW ) 


Also by F. Rey Noel

Complete Works Here

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books) :

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

Told from the wife’s POV.

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

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

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

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

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance :

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

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

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


About F. Rey Noel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Again, thank you so much for reading.

My other available works can be found here on Amazon .

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

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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