

Sunset Landing
A Hotwife Vacation Romance

Holiday Hotwives & Vacation Voyeurs Book 1

By: F. Rey Noel


Copyright © 2023 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?


CONTENTS

1

2

3

4

Epilogue

Bonus Preview: One Sweet Summer Night

Nat Needs a Holiday

Also by F. Rey Noel

About F. Rey Noel


1

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


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 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.

End of Sample
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A Hotwife Vacation Novel 
(Coming soon - pre-order now!)
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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 and please feel free to reach out or connect with me on twitter (@FReyNoelErotica).

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

OEBPS/image_rsrcJN.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcJP.jpg
" Hotwife
~ Romance






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		1

		2

		3

		4

		Epilogue

		Bonus Preview: One Sweet Summer Night

		Also by F. Rey Noel

		About F. Rey Noel




Guide

		Cover




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41






