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About This Book

Her husband saw her flirting with that guy…

It started at a party. Maybe Natalie was one or two over her limit, but when that younger guy started flirting with her, for the first time in her seven year marriage she flirted back. It felt daring, almost dirty maybe, but she was a little tipsy.

Her husband Kyle didn’t see it that way. Not. At. All. Watching her from across the room triggered passions in him he didn’t know existed! Which set in motion a plan…

A plan for their upcoming vacation.

While alone on the beach, Natalie finds herself flirting again… with Raul, a wolf in waiter’s clothing. With Kyle’s hearty blessing, they arrange a rendezvous the next day. When Kyle appears out of nowhere, Natalie gets swept to a new level.

And Raul is a wolf to them both…

A Note From The Author:

In this novel, my characters don’t always indulge in safe sex. Please, in your real life playing, play often and play safe!

Love,
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Chapter 1

Kyle’s fingers gripped mine tightly as the 747 roared down the runway. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I’d never get used to this even though I’d flown lots of times before—the take off and landings. Think of something else, Natalie, like where you’ll be in ninety minutes.

The vibration of the wheels on the hard, cold pavement stopped and my stomach scrambled to catch up to the plane’s climb in the air.

Yeah, ninety degree tropical weather, that’s where I’d be. Enough of the snow and bitter cold of Montana, at least for a week anyway.

He leaned close, his words soft in my ear. “I’m so glad you decided to come along. These conferences can get stale pretty fast, always having to be up with the rah, rah, siss boom bah. At the end of the day, I’m whipped and lonely.”

Knowing Kyle the way I did, seven years of marriage can do that, I believed him. Sure he was one of the company’s top salesmen but under the outgoing, confident veneer, he was basically shy, a bit of a loner if the truth be told. Anyone meeting him for the first time would never see past the handsome guy with the deep chocolate, bedroom eyes, the perfect swarthy complexion and strong jaw-line, the picture of success.

I turned to him and once more, my heart seemed to swell with love, gazing into his eyes. “When you sweetened the pot, how could I refuse? A few extra days in Mexico? I can’t wait for the conference to finish and start that part.”

He leaned even closer, turning his back to the elderly man flanking him in the aisle seat. “You’re really going to try this? You know…what we talked about.”

There was a warm tug in my tummy, spreading even lower, and causing me to shift in my seat. Yeah, to think it had all started at that cocktail party, flirting with Mike. He’d been jealous at first but that morphed into arousal, totally blowing my mind when we got home and he almost tore my clothes off to fuck me. Yeah, the thought of me being with another man had really fired him up.

“I think we did more than talk, don’t you?” I winked at him and squeezed his hand.

A slow smile spread and his eyebrows rose for a moment before his gaze drifted to my lips. From the look in his eyes, he was picturing it too—the raucous sex and pillow talk afterwards. Now, here we were about to take it to the next level, where fantasy became memory.

If anyone had told me, even six months ago, that my husband would want to watch me have sex with another guy, I’d have told them they were doing cheap drugs. But after that party, flirting with a younger guy, knowing Kyle was watching me like a hawk, everything had changed. It was like a floodgate had fallen away, releasing all kinds of crazy shit.

His lips brushed my ear, breath warm and moist, causing a shiver to skitter up my spine. “Would you like to try the mile high club? Honestly Natalie, I’m horny as a three balled tomcat, just thinking of it.”

I glanced towards his crotch, the bulge in his jeans and a darker wet spot. It was a good thing the seatbelt sign had gone off and he could angle his body towards me. I reached for the small table tucked into the arm rest and flipped it up and over his lap. I flashed a smile, and turned away to gaze out the window, at the white pillows of cloud below.

I felt his arm raise and when I looked, he had a magazine from the pocket of the seat ahead, in his hand, rifling through the pages.

My eyes closed and I rested my head against the back of the seat, oh so aware of the pleasant warmth and tingling between my legs. He wasn’t the only one excited about the prospect of another man joining us in bed.

Mike was gorgeous, six feet tall with a body builder’s physique, and the cutest damned grin in a boyish face. But he was only in his early twenties and besides, the town wasn’t all that big. Flirting was one thing, but risking a sexual encounter was quite another. Plus, there was the whole gossip mill of the hospital to consider. A nurse and her husband getting together with one of the Resident doctors, was bound to get around. No, far better to have this kind of adventure away from home.

Kyle would be in sales meetings for three days and I’d have that time to myself. It’d be up to me to scout around and find a guy to fulfill this fantasy. He’d have to be young, in his twenties or preferably in his thirties, like us. A swarthy skinned guy, with muscles to burn, especially the one between his legs. I shifted once more in my seat, feeling the hard double seam of the blue jeans press onto my clit. A delicious thrill shot through me picturing the guy’s big, thick cock.

***

The resort was everything that brochures and pictures on the internet had said it would be, and then some. I stepped out of the cab and grinned, relishing the hot tropical breeze on my face, the way a cat enjoys lounging on a sunny windowsill. Kyle tipped the driver and before he had a chance to lift our bags from the tiled walkway, a bellhop appeared to scoop them up.

We followed him through wide arches into an airy reception space, where two young Mexican women and an older man, wearing tailored, navy blue uniforms stood behind a high counter checking other customers in. I slipped my sweater off, glad that I’d had the foresight to wear a light tank top under it. Even so, it was warm as I looked around the large room. A sharp ‘caw’ sound caught my attention and I gazed up to see a row of green and blue birds, perched on a thick, wooden crossbeam. Even the birds were welcoming us!

The walls were pristine, stucco white, the expanse broken only by rugs in bright stripes of color and bronze sculptures of the sun. Off to the side was a lounge area with tan leather sofas and chairs where people sat reading or checking their cell phones, seemingly oblivious to the view through the archway, of the white sand and azure ocean.

Kyle stood patiently waiting at the desk as one of the pretty Senoritas filled in a form, checking us in. I wandered across the room and stood looking at the beach side of the resort. There were at least four pools separated by winding pathways, lined with the lush green foliage of palm trees. It was like a postcard, the way the colors complimented each other, from the deep blue of the pools and the sea to the foliage.

“Natalie!”

I turned to see Kyle beckoning, waiting beside a young Mexican bellhop, our luggage on a cart next to him. In a few steps, I was beside him, reaching for his hand and grinning up into his dark eyes.

“This place is awesome! Oh my God! The beach, Kyle! I can’t wait to get changed and go down there.” It was almost like I was floating as we followed the bellhop, through a series of walkways, and into an elevator. Our feet seemed to whisper on the gleaming, terra cotta tiles.

The bellhop stopped at a doorway and swiped the hotel card to let us into our room. I swept through the door leaving Kyle with the smiling young man. A king sized bed, with a bright Mexican themed bedspread dominated the room but my eyes were drawn to the expanse of ocean, visible beyond the patio doors and balcony.

I slid the door open and stepped out, grasping the iron handrail and leaning into the breeze. Coconut, mixed with the smell of salt and flowers, filled my senses when I inhaled. A touch on my shoulder and Kyle’s body snuggled in behind me, just added to the heady spell. His arms cupped my body, and his chin rested on my shoulder, watching the water and the beach below us.

“Isn’t this beautiful?” I murmured, running my hands up his arms, feeling the taut muscle there.

He kissed my neck and nuzzled into my ear. “You’re beautiful! I’d ravish you right now, if I didn’t know how much you want to explore the beach and resort.”

He stepped back and took my hand, pulling me back into the room behind him. “Let’s get changed. I’d like to get out of here, before any of the other guys arrive, especially the big wigs. I’ll see enough of them over the next three days. Right now, I just want to walk in the surf with you.”

Warmth spread through my body and it had nothing to do with the temperature in the room. This was why I loved him so much—always so thoughtful, putting my wants first. I tugged at his hand and when he stopped, I threw my arms around his neck and kissed him, a slow, lingering kiss.

“Thanks. We’ll have the evening to ourselves, to have wild monkey sex. Right now, after the snowy dreck at home, the sun and surf are calling my name.” Grinning, I grabbed my suitcase, fingers flying to open it and get my swim suit.

I held the orange string bikini up in one hand and the more conservative tank-ini in the other. “Which one should I wear?” A chuckle escaped my lips watching his eyes widen, staring at the orange scrap of cloth.

He shook his head and smiled. “You devil. You know I can’t wait to see you in that! It’s new isn’t it? But it’ll have to wait a few days. I can’t have the guys I work with see my wife in that, and I do mean, REALLY see my wife.” He let out an animal growl and his eyebrows bobbed lecherously. “It sure is tiny.”

“Okay.” It came out like a groan before I tossed the orange suit back into the suitcase.

I scooped my fingers into the tank top and in a flash it was up and over my head. Next the bra and jeans, as I sneaked glances at Kyle, shedding his clothes. His flat stomach and abs, almost a six pack were proof of the strict regimen of exercise he did every morning. A dusting of fine dark hair covered his chest, particularly between hard, sculpted pecs. God he was gorgeous!

I stepped into the bottoms of the red tank-ini, noticing his eyes also checking me out, particularly my naked breasts. A quick peek at his dick, showed how much he enjoyed the sight, already a chubby starting.

“This one’s new too. I think it goes nicely with my blonde hair and fair skin, don’t you?” I threw a sideways glance at him, trying to hide the grin that twitched in the corners of my mouth.

“It’s not your bathing suit, I’m interested in.” He stepped closer and his hand drifted over my breast, thumb pausing to toy with the nipple.

A thrill of lust at his touch, my nipple instantly erect caused the grin to evaporate. If he pursued this, I wouldn’t mind postponing the beach.

His eyes smoldered, watching his hand on my breast. “You know, if you were to go topless after the convention is over and it’s just us here, I’d like that. I can see it now, sitting in a lounge chair, watching other guys ogle your tits, the way they jiggle when you walk. Hell, maybe I’ll volunteer you for a game of beach volleyball and watch the tents rise in every guy’s swim trunks.”

Oh fuck. His words seared through my body setting my pussy on fire. My legs seemed to melt as I reached for his cock and held it in my hand. Softly, ever so tauntingly soft, I massaged it. “Maybe I’ll go nude…” I gave my wrist a turn as I stroked him, a trick I knew he loved. “…find a sheltered cove and let one of them fuck me while you watch.”

A drizzle of pre-cum beaded in the slit of his cock. I licked my lips and looked down at him, spreading the slippery cream over the thick knob.

“Just one? I thought you wanted a gang bang. I know I do.” His words were low and raspy as he tweaked my nipple.

My pussy pulsed with hot desire at his words. I lowered my body until I knelt before him, still massaging the length of his cock, but now using both my hands. My eyes met his as I licked my lips and leaned closer. With just the tip of my tongue, I circled the slit, coaxing more juicy pleasure from him. I smiled when I tasted the sweet, saltiness of his lust.

“Suck it harder. Show me what you’re gonna’ do to the other guys.” His fingers threaded through my hair and his hands pulled me harder onto his shaft, forcing it deeper into my mouth.

I opened wider, swirling my tongue around his thick meat until it pressed against my throat. My fingernails scratched the tight ridges of his balls, reaching behind to press the firm wall of muscle there.

“Oh yeah baby…that’s good. The only way it could be better is if there was another guy’s cock fucking your cunt. You’d like that wouldn’t you?” He pulled away, leaving my mouth empty. “Say it.”

I gulped, feeling a thrill of pleasure fill my clit. “Yeah. I want to be filled with cock.” My eyes pleaded with him for a moment, before I rose and fumbled through the suitcase.

I felt the firm silicon shaft and the hardness of the handle and scooped it out. With my other hand, I pushed the bathing suit bottoms off and stepped out of them and over to the bed. The cotton was cool and a little scratchy on my back when I laid on it and spread my legs.

Kyle stroked his shaft and stepped to the top of the bed, his cock only inches above my face. The smooth knob of the vibrator slid through my slit, dipping to the slick opening for the slipperiness I wanted. Pressing it against my clit, I managed to flip a button on the base and the low hum and whirr of it buzzed fast against me. My breath was a pant through parted lips, watching the dark meat in his hand, above me.

The sensation was hot, filling me with craven desire, my hips rocking up into it. Slowly, he raised his knee onto the bed and edged closer, brushing the tip of his cock over my lips. I couldn’t take the teasing taunt of the vibrator any longer. I thrust it deep inside me, my hand pumping hard and fast.

Kyle’s cock entered my mouth at the same time, rocking slowly in and out, deeper each time. “That’s it…suck it. Take it all in.” His words were a hiss, spurring me on as I lifted my head to swallow his shaft. My eyes watered from the enormity of it and I breathed steadily, my nostrils flaring.

The flaps of the rabbit vibrator’s ears flicked across my clit, teasing and taunting until I teetered on the edge of bliss. Oh fuck, I was almost there.

“That’s it baby…now squeeze that cock fucking you. Show him that tight cunt.” Kyle’s hips worked faster, shoving his turgid shaft deeper still.

My hips arched up, hand pumping the dildo (another guy’s cock) fast and furious as the first wave of bliss, claimed my body. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me was a chant in my brain in rhythm with the thickness pounding into my hole.

His hissing intake of breath and fullness in my throat, sent me higher yet…my legs trembled in the hotness of bliss…wave after glorious wave of pleasure.

Kyle pulled back fast, leaving a trail of cum on my lips and cheek. I looked up at him as my ass eased down onto the bed. We smiled into each other’s eyes and his hand brushed a lock of hair from my forehead.

“Oh fuck I adore you Natalie. So hot and sexy.” The crinkles at the edge of his eyes and the warm smile made my heart melt.

I scraped cum from my cheek and lips and licked it from my finger. “I love you too.”

He leaned over and kissed me, his tongue rolling in a dance of joy over mine. This was a great way to start our vacation.


Chapter 2

The next morning, I reached for Kyle only to find he’d already left. I smiled and stretched my arms over my head. He was so considerate to leave and not wake me--the poor man probably half asleep in some boring, breakfast meeting.

I padded into the bathroom and flipped the lever in the shower stall. Everything about this resort was luxurious, from the sparkling tiled bathroom, right down to the candle-light dinner on a wide parapet overlooking the sea, the evening before. The sand on the beach was really more a soft white powder.

I stepped into the shower and scooped shampoo from the dispenser on the wall. As I washed my hair, I pictured the pools and the stretch of beach.

How many other wives had come with their husbands to this convention? The last thing I wanted was to be waylaid by one of them, making small talk and getting dragged through souvenir and craft shops. No, I had some shopping to do, but not for trinkets and dust collectors.

There was another stretch of beach in the resort bordering ours—a sister hotel to visit, which honored the bracelets we’d been issued. THAT, was where I’d spend the day. There’d be less chance of running into any of the convention wives.

I stepped out of the shower and twenty minutes later, I was on the beach. Soft sand caressed my feet with each step along the water’s edge and the sun shone hot on my skin. The ocean was a light aqua expanse, broken only by the frothy crests of the waves, like lacy crinoline. There weren’t many people swimming, but the lounge chairs seemed to all be occupied by sun-worshipping tourists.

A gust of breeze threatened to sweep the hat from my head and my hand rose to keep it securely in place. In the dark sunglasses and wide brimmed straw hat, it was almost like I was some sort of movie star from the thirties, except for the low cut bathing suit. It wasn’t a bikini, I had to show some decorum after all and defer to Kyle’s wishes, but it was still pretty sexy.

The beach curved inward and the large building of the other resort, hidden by the growth of palm trees and bush, came into view. It was a far enough walk from our resort to discourage all but the intrepid, or people like me, people with a purpose.

I found an empty lounge chair and dropped my towel and beach bag onto the sand next to it. About thirty feet away, a man in a brightly colored shirt and swim trunks stood next to another guy with a bronze, muscled back and long, lean legs. They joked with each other, waiting under the thatched roof as the bartender flashed gleaming, white teeth, serving them.

I glanced at my watch and smiled. Only ten in the morning and already people were drinking. I settled into the chair and reached down into the beach bag for sunscreen. As I rubbed a dab onto my arm, a dusky skinned young man appeared, almost out of nowhere, standing next to the chair.

“Would you care for a drink, Senorita?” His voice was low, barely above a whisper. He bent close, his tanned hand holding the small tray, almost brushing my shoulder.

For a moment all I could do was stare. His sloe eyes, soft and dark, in a handsome face smiled seduction enticing as sin. And his smile, close lipped but causing a boyish dimple to flirt in his cheek. I tugged my dark glasses lower on my nose and returned his smile, noting his broad shoulders in the white shirt, the slim waistline and narrow hips.

“I haven’t had breakfast, so I’ll stick with juice for now. Maybe a glass of pineapple?” As I spoke, his eyes dropped to my lips and then lower still to my cleavage. My skin tingled and there was a flutter in my tummy at the bold appraisal. It was almost as if I was naked, the way he looked at me.

“Are you sure you wouldn’t like anything more?” He looked me straight in the eyes and his smile grew wider, bending so low that that a sterling silver chain and a cross, slipped from the open neck of his shirt.

I glanced at the cross and reached for it, holding it in my fingers for a moment and looked into his eyes. “There’s lots more, I’d like.” I tucked it into the open V of his collar, grazing my fingers along his neck for a fraction of a second. His skin was hot and moist, much like the area between my legs.

His eyes widened and now his smile was so big, that the tips of white teeth showed through. “Bueno. A pretty lady like you should have everything she wants.” This time his eyes lingered on my breasts and then scanned lower, slowly to my toes.

He straightened and walked back to the bar, while I openly stared at his back and firm ass. He said something to the bartender, who looked over at me and grinned. The waiter turned to face me, with his elbows propped on the bar behind him. His ankle rested on the other, legs casually crossed and his eyes never leaving mine.

My heart pounded in my chest and there was a flush of warm wetness between my legs, watching him. This was so overt and obvious, nothing like the flirtation at the party with Mike. This guy looked to be in his late twenties, the right age and while he wasn’t as tall as Kyle, he was built like a brick shithouse, with strong thighs and taut calf muscles under the dark blue shorts.

He turned and placed the large plastic glass on his tray. When he walked through the sand and back to me, it was like we were the only people on the beach. He leaned down, handed me the glass, and a lock of straight black hair brushed over his smooth forehead.

My fingers brushed his taking the glass and it was like an electric charge of energy went through me. He must have felt it too because his gaze dropped to our hands.

When he looked into my eyes once more, he murmured, “You’re very warm. With your fair skin you should be careful of the sun.” He gaze drifted down my throat and once more fastened on my chest. “Would you like me to rub sunscreen on your body?”

A thrill of lust flooded straight to my pussy. Hell yes, I wanted his hands on me! I cast a quick glance around. The presence of all the other people lounging in chairs nearby was the only thing that stopped me.

“I’ve done my front and my legs, but I can’t reach my back. If you have time…” Not waiting for an answer, I set the drink in the sand and rolled over onto my stomach.

I smiled, watching him drop to his knees next to the chair and pick up the bottle of sunscreen. “What’s your name?”

He glanced at me and again in a soft, sultry voice, spoke. “Raul. It means wolf. What is yours?” He squeezed a glob of sunscreen into his palm and rubbed his hands together.

Wolf? That was appropriate, especially the way his teeth shone in such a tanned dark face.

“Natalie.”

His hands were slippery and hot, skimming over my shoulders and across my back, spreading the white lotion. He rubbed softly and when my shoulders rolled in a delicious shudder, he pressed harder, using his fingertips to knead the muscle. “A beautiful name for a beautiful woman. How is it that you’re alone? No husband or boyfriend?”

His hands were magic. I could only imagine what he could do with them in other parts of my body. Oh God, I was almost dripping wet at the thought. “My husband’s at a conference at the hotel next door. He sent me off to play while he works.”

His fingers edged under the straps of my bathing suit, spreading sunscreen. “You like to play here, with me?” He chuckled softly. “This is a giant sandbox and we are two children playing? What sort of game shall we play?” His hands left my back and once more he picked up the bottle of sunscreen.

Oh my. There was a tug in my lower stomach at what sort of game I’d like to play with him. I rolled over onto my side, facing him and watched his gaze take in my breast which was threatening to escape the bathing suit. “When I was a naughty little girl, I played show and tell with the boy who lived next door. We sneaked away in the woods one day and we each took our clothes off.”

He continued rubbing the cream into his palms and his eyes were hooded above a loose smile. I gazed at his lips and continued lower along his tanned dark neck until I saw it—the bulge in his crotch. He was as turned on as I was with this conversation.

“Did you like what you saw?” His voice was barely above a whisper.

I smiled and looked into his eyes again. “I like what I see now.” The intensity of his gaze meeting mine, seared with lust.

“So do I. I would like to be that neighborhood boy. Farther down the beach at this resort, there’s a nude section. I have a couple of hours at lunch. Would you like me to show it to you?” A bead of perspiration trickled from his broad forehead down his temple and his hand rose to brush it away, along with that damnably cute lock of hair.

“Show me? It depends. How much will you show me?” I reached for the glass of juice and took a long slow sip, watching him over the rim of the cup.

His head dipped down, eyes facing the sand and he laughed. “Oh Natalie. You are good at this game. I should be working, serving other customers but look what you have done to me. This wolf is way too ready to show you…and not just the beach.”

“Maybe tomorrow, Raul. Will you be here?” I set the cup down and looked into his eyes.

“Yes, of course. But I am off the next day. If you will not come today, please tomorrow.” His eyes were deep pools of chocolate above high strong cheekbones. Soft full lips parted in a small smile.

For just a moment, I pictured kissing those lips, throwing myself into his arms but Kyle’s face flashed before my eyes. He’d told me to pick a guy I felt attracted to. Raul fit that bill nicely. But, I still wanted to tell Kyle about Raul before anything more happened.

But what if Raul wasn’t interested in a threesome? Maybe he just wanted to fuck me, without an audience. There was only one way to find out and if that was the case, I was wasting my time with him.

“My husband is at the hotel, working. As I said, he sent me to play today.” The smile had left my face and I gazed at his lips, while running the tip of my tongue over mine.

For a moment he looked confused, his eyebrows pulled together in a straight line. “He sent you, yes...but does he—“

“He knows.” I swung my legs over the side of the chair and sat up. My finger traced lightly along the firm skin of his jaw. “My husband and I are honest with each other. I’ll tell him about you. If he’s good with it, I’ll go to the nude beach with you tomorrow.”

He smiled and nodded his head. “Your husband does not satisfy you, is that it?”

My eyebrows rose and I placed my finger under his chin, lifting his face to look him in the eye. “He satisfies me…a lot. He’s young handsome and every bit as virile as you. But there’s more to life than just one flavor. He wants to watch another man fuck me.”

It was like a switch had been thrown in his brain, the way his face transformed, his smile as wide as his eyes. “Natalie, you are killing me. I will not be able to stand up for at least five minutes, the state I am in.”

“You interested?” My finger rolled over his lower lip.

He edged forward and his lips closed over my finger. A gasp of pure lust seized my chest when he rolled his tongue over it and bit down gently.

With a wide grin and dark eyes dancing, he pulled back. “The wolf has done this kind of thing before, except it was a threesome. Bring your husband tomorrow.”

He rose and I watched him return to the bar. This time, he said nothing to the bartender, just turned and met my eyes. After a few moments he strode across the beach to serve a couple who waved to him.

I laid back in my chair and put my sunglasses on. I couldn’t wait to tell Kyle about this tanned and buff Adonis. In the meantime though, I’d feast my eyes and keep up this hot teasing between swims and a late lunch. I reached in my bag and pulled my cell phone out. I pulled up the camera app and took a picture of Raul as he bent to hand an older man and his wife drinks.

I made a show of my thumbs flying over the small keyboard to disguise the fact that I’d sneaked a pic. Not that Raul would probably have minded me taking his picture but it was less complicated this way.

I flashed the photo on the screen and wiggled my toes. If all went according to plan, there’d be more of my body wiggling than just my toes.

What a way to spend an afternoon!


Chapter 3

It was almost four when I waded through the surf going back to our resort. I grinned when I saw Kyle sprawled out on a lounge chair, dozing in the heat under a thatched shelter. His body was tall and golden, the muscles lean and ropey compared to Raul’s dusky frame. The contrast was sharp and an erotic picture of the three of us flashed in my mind. If it ended up in a threesome, I’d be like Goldilocks with two bears. But that wasn’t right. Raul’s name meant wolf; he’d even referred to himself with that nickname.

I laughed and scampered forward to plant a kiss on Kyle’s lips. He jerked awake and then a smile spread on his lips.

“How long have you been out here? I thought they’d keep you captive till five.”

His fingers grazed through my hair, pulling me down onto the sand next to him. “One of the keynote speakers got a case of Montezuma’s revenge so they cancelled the last meeting. How was your day?”

My eyes widened and a grin appeared once more on my lips. I glanced around but there weren’t any people close enough to hear us. “You won’t believe the guy I met.”

His eyes fairly sparkled when he sat up and leaned close. “Do you think—“

“Are you kidding? I KNOW!”

He jumped to his feet and pulled me up. “I want to hear all about him and what happened, but not here. Let’s go back to the room and you can show me.”

He led me by the hand, stopping at one of the bars to get us drinks to take back to the room. We passed a table of guys sitting having drinks and whooping it up and he waved but kept walking. “They’re attending the conference.”

I looked up at him and pulled his arm, stopping him in his tracks. “Shouldn’t you join them, even if it’s just one drink?” I tried to keep a straight face but the corners of my lips twitched in a grin.

“Very funny. C’mon, Natalie.” He pulled me along after him, past the pool, and into the lobby elevator. We were alone when the door closed and he put my hand on the crotch of his bathing suit.

Mmm…yes. He had quite a chubby going on there. This was going to be a hot, bedtime story. I rose up to the toes of my sandals and kissed his lips. It had been a long afternoon watching Raul and fantasizing about us getting together with him. Kyle wasn’t the only one wet and horny.

The elevator opened and in a few minutes we were in the sanctity of our room. I pulled the cell phone from my bag and in a few clicks I had Raul’s picture on the screen. Kyle stood beside me, leaning over for a better look until finally he just took it from my hand.

“Handsome. He’s Mexican, right?” He stared at the photo and wandered over to the bed, leaning his back against the headboard. “Tell me every detail.”

I lay on my side, across the end of the bed and propped my head up on my hand. “His name’s Raul, which means wolf in Spanish. He served me juice and made love to me with his gorgeous dark eyes.” I rolled over onto my back.

“Yes?” Kyle put the phone on the bed and rose to slip his bathing suit off.

“We flirted and he rubbed sunscreen on my back.” I smiled and kept my eyes on Kyle’s cock. It was fully erect now and being softly massaged in his hand.

“Did it make you hot? His hands on your body?” His lips were loose and his eyes hooded watching me.

I sat up and peeled the bathing suit off before continuing.”He had great hands. And touching me made him hard. He looked like he was really hung.”

“Did you kiss him?” He knelt on the bed and lifted my leg up and over so that he was nestled between my thighs.

“No, but he sucked my finger when I told him about us. He’s off work just after lunchtime and wanted to take me to the nude beach.”

“Oh God.” Kyle edged closer and rubbed the head of his cock between my pussy lips.

I gasped when it glazed over my clit. Fuck, I was wet and horny!

“Tomorrow, I want you to go with him.” His free hand reached for my breast and he kneaded it in his palm. “Let him touch your tits. You’d like that, wouldn’t you.”

I closed my eyes and the hand on my breast was dark, the fingers thick, with pale nails. Raul’s hand.

“Oh yeah.” Kyle’s cock vibrated against my clit sending fresh lust through my cunt. I gasped when it stopped and felt the bed compress next to me.

He knelt beside my head, leaning forward so that the tip of his cock brushed my lips. When I lifted my head to take him inside, he pulled back. “You want to suck his cock, don’t you?”

I looked into his eyes and nodded, my hand reaching to touch the dark pulpy head of his cock. My finger rolled and pressed into the slit, slippery with pre-cum. “Do you want me to suck his cock?” My words were a low whisper.

Oh God, my pussy pulsed, aching for his touch…his cock…his hands, mouth, ANYTHING!

“Yes. Suck him but don’t fuck him. Not yet anyway.” He arched forward, mashing his cock against my lips. I opened and took him inside, eyes tearing as he slid to the back of my throat.

He pulled back and turned around so that he straddled my head, his balls grazing my forehead. I pulled his cock back and twisted my head to take it inside my mouth.

My hips jerked up at the hotness of his tongue on my pussy, his fingers pulling me apart. Holy shit! It was good. His tongue snaked over my clit in circles sending lust to my very toes. It stopped for a moment and his raspy voice filled my ears. “Raul is gonna do this to you…tomorrow.”

He attacked my clit again with his tongue, sucking it between his lips. I could feel the orgasm building. I was close.

I strained up as much as I could, my tongue swirling over his thick shaft…hand pumping the base like a piston.

I felt him moan into my clit. His fingers thrust inside me, in and out, faster and faster as he worked my clit with his tongue. My hips rocked back and forth, lost in bliss. He’d never been this rough with me, forcing my pleasure. It was like he was Raul, licking me and fucking me with a new hunger.

My mouth and throat were full when the first wave of lust consumed my body with a raw heat. My hand gripped his cock harder, holding on for dear life as the passion mounted to a searing flame. My cunt was his to ravish and claim as I rocked back and forth, legs trembling as my body arched into him.

His pelvis thrust down and the thick mushroom knob of his cock pulsed against the back of my throat. Again and again his cum shot deep inside me as a final tsunami of lust cascaded through my pussy. We locked together with our mouths sending ecstasy into each other.

My hand drifted over his ass and I pulled my hips to the side, away from his tongue. His fingers slid out of me and he rolled to the side, leaving a trail of cum across my cheek.

“Fuck Natalie, that was hot. Imagine what it’s going to be like when we actually DO this with him.” He shifted and his eyes gazed into mine.

I placed my hands on his cheeks and rose to kiss his lips. My cum was smeared over his lips and chin, tasting tangy on my tongue. “Can you skip the last day of the conference? I want to do this with Raul but I want you to be there too.”

He sighed and stroked my head. “I wish. But I absolutely can’t miss the morning session. If I can, I’ll duck out of the afternoon’s and meet you there.” He laughed and shook his head. “Not that I’ll get anything out of the meeting, anyways. I’ll be too busy picturing you with Raul.”


Chapter 4

Raul. A tug, low in my stomach spread, and pulsed between my legs as I made my way up the beach to the other resort. Yet, how could this be, that I was so turned on at the prospect of being with him, especially after last night with Kyle? Three mind blowing orgasms, not counting the one BEFORE dinner! We’d both been insatiable, obsessed with the fantasy of Raul.

I smiled and tipped my face up into the rays of the sun. Soon, fantasy would be reality. I wanted to run the rest of the way to the other beach but I made myself maintain a steady stroll. There was plenty of time—still a half hour till he’d be off work.

A breeze lifted the hem of the jersey cover-up, fluttering it softly against my thighs. I looked forward to seeing his face when I took it off. The string bikini would be just a tease, covering only what was absolutely necessary for the main beach. But later…another tingle of lust flared in my pussy.

I rounded the bend and there it was. There were more people on the beach today but that stood to reason. It was later in the day. I lifted my hand to my forehead, shielding my eyes from the sun to scan the beach and more specifically the bar, for signs of Raul. My lips twitched in a grin as I saw him walking from the bar carrying a tray of drinks, heading to a middle aged couple sitting in white lounge chairs.

He served them, flashing a smile and then straightened. He must have felt my eyes drinking in the sight of him because he turned and waved. Oh God. He was every bit as gorgeous as yesterday, maybe more so, if that was possible.

The breeze ruffled his hair, pushing a few strands of ebony locks onto his forehead. His skin was a rich shade of dark copper, the tan more striking against the white shirt and dark shorts of the uniform. But it was his eyes that held my attention as I neared—so black, staring intensely into mine above a warm smile.

My hands shook a little as I set my bag on the sand next to an empty lounge chair and turned to take a seat. Immediately, he appeared next to me. “Natalie has come back to the wolf. What can I get you today?”

I squirmed on the chair, pulling the dress out from under my bottom and lifted it off my body.

“Mamacita.” His words were low.

When I looked into his face I didn’t need a Spanish/English dictionary to know that he’d paid me a compliment. His eyes were wide, flitting from my boobs overflowing the small triangles of fabric, to the tiny one covering my mons. I parried, with my eyes roaming down his body and halting at his crotch for a few moments. He was getting thick all right and the sight shot a jolt of lust to my core.

“I’ll have some of that.” I let my gaze linger for a moment before, lifting my face to look into his eyes. The desire was written there, from the parted, sensuous lips to the hooded slits of his eyes. A bead of perspiration trickled down the side of his face, past the high cheekbone and onto his strong lower jaw.

“It’s all yours, Senorita.” He lowered, squatted with bent knee resting in the sand and his voice softly insinuated. “Your husband…he sent you to play with me?”

My tongue slid along my lips as I looked at him. “He told me what I’m to do to you.”

His eyes flashed wide and his smile became broader before he glanced down at my chest. “Quiero cogerte.”

With a smile, I ran my fingers along his arm, feeing the fine hair and the hard muscle underneath. “If that means what I think it does, then the nude beach will be fun. Would you mind getting me a drink while I wait?”

His gaze rose to my face but it was my lips he gazed at. “Pineapple juice, sweet like kisses?”

“Mmm…” I licked my lips again, and eased forward to stand in front of him. His face was now only inches from my pussy. Oh God, so close that I ached for more. It was affecting him still squatting and drinking in the sight of my crotch, eyes devouring the spot where later he’d explore with something more substantial than a gaze.

“No. I’ll take a Bahama Mama, Raul. Make it a double, por favour.”

He rose to his feet and looked softly into my eyes. Oh God, they were pools of dark chocolate that a girl could drown in. “Ahh…anything Mamasita wants, is my pleasure to give her.”

“I’ll remember that later. I need to go for a swim to cool down; the wolf has made me so hot.” I winked at him and stepped away, swinging my hips as I walked through the warm sand to the water’s edge.

There was no doubt in my mind that he watched me walk away. Hell, in the string bikini, from the back, I might as well have been on the nude beach for all the covering it gave me. From the corner of my eye I noticed a couple of other guys checking me out.

I waded into the frothy surf. The water rising on my legs was cool and wonderful after the warmth of the sun. But it wasn’t just the sun making my blood simmer and pulse through my body. With a little push forward, I fell into an oncoming wave, my arms pulling the water over my shoulders and back. A gasp escaped my lips but as the look in Raul’s eyes flashed in my mind, it wasn’t the cool water that caused it.

I swam for a bit and then turned to go back to shore. When my feet grazed the silt bottom, I stood and strolled slowly through the water, tilting my head to the side to squeeze the wetness from my hair. I knew he was watching me but I looked to the side, trying to appear nonchalant and oh so sexy. The nude beach would be fun, yes, but the lead up was also sweetly tantalizing.

When I glanced at the thatched beach bar, I found that I’d been right. He stood with the tray in hand, his other arm casually bent, resting on the high bar staring at me walk back to the chair. He took a plastic cup filled with a melon shaded drink from the bartender, and set it on the tray.

In a few moments, he was at the lounge chair before me, holding the cup out.”Muchacha bonita.” His words were a caress on my skin that flared between my legs.

I took the drink and took a long sip, watching his eyes rivet on my breasts. I could almost see him salivate at the hard button-like nipples, small protrusions in the fabric.

“I can leave in five minutes. I’ll meet you next to the palm tree at the last building.” He nodded to the right.

He turned and I watched his wide back narrowing to a tight butt and sturdy legs as he strode back to the bar. I grabbed my towel from the bag and pat dried my legs before taking a seat. There must be some rule at the hotel about staff fraternizing with the guests. Oh well, I’d be doing more than fraternizing that was for sure. I took another sip of my drink and watched Raul speak to the bar tender and place his tray on the bar.

He turned and smiled at me before heading across the silky sand to the building he’d indicated earlier. A shot of lust went through me and my heart quickened in my chest. Oh my God! This was it.

I took another long swallow of my drink, set it in the sand and scooped up the beach bag and towel. As I walked through the sand I glanced at the building and the palm tree. Sure enough, he was there, waiting.

He led me along a wide tiled walkway bordering one of the smaller buildings. Ahead was a parking lot and a paved road and I stared at him for a moment. He laughed and took my hand in his, pulling me onto a narrow path flanked by bushes and trees. It was so well hidden that I would have missed it, if not for him.

“This is a shortcut to the beach. It is not far.” He let my hand drop and stepped in front of me, leading the way.

I watched him move through the undergrowth, holding branches back as he passed by, to open the path wider and prevent them whipping back at me. I grinned, stepping quickly to stay up with him. Not only handsome but a gentleman too!

After a few minutes the brush thinned and the deep, breath taking vista of the ocean bordered by powdery white sand, filled my vision. There was a sign to the right, proclaiming this to be a clothing optional beach. Only a few couples were there, two of which lounged on chairs while the other couple was in the water.

Raul turned and smiled. “Normally, it is busier but since it is lunch… Come on.” He took my hand and we walked to an empty set of lounge chairs.

The beach was actually a private cove of the main one. It was probably only a few hundred feet long with a wall of high shrubs and trees on each side, providing privacy from the busier main beach. The other couples lying near the water didn’t even bother to look up when we arrived, totally caught up in sun bathing.

Raul’s hands worked quickly undoing the buttons on his shirt and draping it over the back of the chair. He watched me as I looked out to sea, trying to look casually confident in the au natural setting. I glanced back at him and my breath caught in my throat. Holy God, without the shirt, the muscles in his chest and abdomen seemed to gleam a rich, mahogany shade, with a fine dusting of dark hair between his pecs.

He stepped closer and a shiver of delight skittered down my spine when he took me in his arms. His lips full, sensuous, and slightly parted, were soft as temptation on my mouth. With that, just the faintest contact, my knees became jelly. I inhaled the tangy masculine smell of his skin—pungent with a hint of coconut.

His fingers caressed my back and tugged the strings of my bikini. A hot trembling sigh brushed against his mouth as his hand slid to my naked breast and cupped it. There was a warm ache in my pussy when the tips of his fingers toyed with my nipple. Oh God. This was so fucking hot!

His hand left my back and there were sounds of his shorts being loosened—the faint tingle of his belt buckle and then the snick of a zipper being lowered. Immediately, his shaft pressed into my tummy, hard as a rod of steel. A soft groan left his lips.

My fingers tore the strings of my bathing suit from my hips and pulled the fabric away. Oh fuck, standing so close, our lips barely touching, his cock above my pussy was driving me wild with desire.

I sighed and whispered into his lips. “How far can we go on this beach? Should we go into the water?”

His mouth left mine and he looked over my shoulder at the other couples on the beach. “Not so many people but still, nudity is allowed but public sex is not. In the water…well, it is not public. Or, we can find an area off the path.”

He smiled and finished taking his pants off, leaving the decision entirely up to me. Well, not entirely. Kyle had told me just oral, no fucking unless he was there. So that pretty much ruled out the water.

He kissed the curve where my neck and shoulder met, his hand squeezing the cheek of my ass and pulling me against him. I tried siding my hand in between us but he pressed his hips harder into mine, not allowing me to touch him.

I pushed him back and scooped up the towels, handing him one. “It’ll have to be the path. Hurry.” I draped the towel over my body and headed back the way we’d come, hearing him chuckle behind me.

When I’d gone only a few feet, he grabbed my hand and pulled me after him, snaking through palm trees until we came to a more or less open area. I looked around and grinned. Patches of the beach and water appeared through the bushes and fronds of the palms but unless a person was really looking we were concealed by the vegetation.

He whisked the towel from his body and for the first time, I saw him totally naked. Oh yes! His cock was as thick as his wrist, not as long as Kyle’s but meatier. It hugged his stomach, the dark shaft pulsing with energy under a bulbous, paler knob of flesh. His fingers tugged the end of my towel from my cleavage and tossed it onto the ground. We were as naked as Adam and Eve in the Garden of Eden about to sample the forbidden fruit.

Once more he stepped into me and kissed me, but this time it was anything but gentle. Desire danced in his tongue, exploring my mouth with wild abandon even as his hands roamed over my body. When his fingers slithered between my legs, pressing and rolling my labia, the jolt of passion that shot through my clit had my legs quivering.

I kissed his lips and then his cheek, my hand reaching to hold that heavy rod of steel. My fingers gripped it, barely able to close around the turgid thickness. The slit in the knob was slippery from pre-cum. My finger rubbed the creamy warmth over the satin cap and I was rewarded by a soft moan from his lips.

I kissed his neck and lower. Beginning my descent to that glorious thickness. My mouth watered at the thought of licking and tasting him. He placed his finger under my chin and tilted my head so that I faced him.

“No Mamasita, not yet.” He stepped away, straightened the towel on the ground and patted the surface, signaling for me to lay down there.

Oh God, as I lowered to the ground, my eyes swept over his body, the broad chest and line of dark hair that separated his abs and circled his navel, the lighter shade of his lower belly and the column of manhood that nestled there.

I eased back onto the soft towel and rested my hands on the patchy grass above my head. My body tingled, lying there, watching the expression on his face as he gazed at my naked sexuality. He shifted to rest on his side next to me and leaned over to kiss my lips while his hand fondled my breast. The dart of his tongue into my mouth, the flick of it over mine was a sensuous promise of what was to follow.

I moaned and pulled the back of his neck, my lips open, hungry for more. When his hand left my breast and slid over my tummy, his finger rolling softly over my clit, my mouth left his. “Oh fuck, yeah.” The words were a plea, even as my hips rocked, pressing his finger harder against my nub of lust.

His body rolled on top of me, his thigh between mine, forcing them wider. He held his cock in his hand, rubbing it over my clit, shooting waves of wanton bliss through my pussy. Oh God, I wanted that thick rod of pleasure deep inside, but I couldn’t.

I cupped his face with my hands. “We can’t do that. I can suck your cock and you can do anything you want to my body, except that.”

His eyes grew darker and there was a look of shock on his face for a moment. “I cannot fuck you?”

I shook my head and pulled my lower lip between my teeth, biting softly. My eyes begged him to understand, knowing he could easily overpower me. Desire for his cock flooded my senses and a part of me wanted him to ignore the limit I’d imposed.

I closed my eyes and sighed. “When my husband is with us, you can. But for now…”

A small smile played on his lips before he kissed my neck and rolled my breast in his hand. His other hand continued to roll his cock against my clit. My cunt ached for more, lust consuming my body. It was tempting to arch my hips up, force my opening onto the firmness of his knob. Abruptly the titillation on my clit stopped, leaving me breathless with my heart thudding in my chest.

He rolled to the side and bent to take my nipple in his lips, his tongue flicking over the hardened tip. He was totally in control of my body, his mouth expert in this game of arousal. My fingers threaded through his hair and he glanced up into my eyes, his tongue still teasing my nipple.

He shifted lower, trailing his tongue over my stomach and dipping into my navel. His fingers slid between my legs and through my swollen pussy lips to my opening.

When he thrust them into me, I gasped and fisted his hair in my hand. Oh God, it was delicious. The anticipation of his mouth was too much. I pushed his head lower, rolling my pelvis up towards his tongue. “Please…”

A moan erupted in my throat. I was straining with my hands and hips for the pleasure his mouth and hand promised.

His hand left my cunt and squeezed my ass cheeks, lifting me up and to the side. My arm shot out, pushing my torso up as he rolled under, until his head was between my thighs. My knees pressed into the towel on each side of his face and I watched his head rise, the tip of his pink tongue showing between soft, full lips.

I jerked at the first hot touch of his tongue over the hood of my clit. “Oh yeah…” His tongue flicked over it lightly, driving me wild with the soft teasing. My hips pressed down into his face, so that his tongue flattened and covered my bud of lust. His head eased back onto the towel and I followed his movement, pressing hard onto his mouth.

Being on top, his head trapped between my legs gave me a heady sense of power. I reached behind me and grasped his cock with my fingers, rubbing it slowly. His eyes squeezed shut and a soft groan of pleasure left his lips. My breasts were high as I leaned back to rub the length of him, pushing my pelvis lower until my clit grazed against his nose and onto his lips.

Once more his tongue darted out to lick my clit. Oh God the sensation was exquisite! I rolled my hips, my clit circling and rolling over his tongue. It was exactly right, perfect blissful lust. I could do this all day, it was so good.

His hips rocked back and forth into my hand, slowly with a gentle, languid ease…up and down as I rode his tongue. There was a soft pressure on my inner thigh as his hand sneaked between his chin and my ass. His fingers pried me apart and dove deep into the slickness of my cunt.

“Oh yeah…keep doing that…harder faster.” The orgasm was building. My pussy rolled on his tongue as he finger-fucked me. His cock was slippery in my hand from the pre-cum that oozed. Suddenly I wanted that in me—my mouth, if nothing more.

I lifted my knee and turned my body so that now we were in a sixty-nine position. I held his cock in both my hands, holding my fingers against the base while the other hand glazed the pulpy, helmet knob. It was beautiful, so dark and thick. The tip of my tongue slid into the slit coaxing more from him. The taste was salty at first but tingled on my tongue.

“Oh yeah…” His fingers were once more in me and his other hand held my thigh up and out for his tongue and mouth to ravish my cunt.

A movement to the right caught my attention and I froze. Oh my God! There was a man half hidden behind a palm tree about ten feet away. I strained to see his face and my eyes widened. Kyle? A smile formed on his lips and he nodded. He HAD said he’d try to slip away early but I’d never really thought he’d be able to.

I turned back to Raul’s cock and licked the length of it, from the base to the tip. I felt him moan into my pussy and his tongue pause its caress for a moment, as I slid my lips over his knob. The fact that Kyle was watching just made everything even hotter. I pressed forward, my jaw almost creaking as I strained to take the thick shaft inside my mouth. I eased back and licked the knob, my hand working the length in fast pumps.

Oh fuck… His lips sucked my clit between them and his tongue was giving it a good workout, flicking over it as fast as any vibrator. My head dropped onto his groin as my pussy became lost in pleasure…waves and waves of hot lust. “Oh yeah…don’t stop.” My ass rocked onto his mouth, his tongue, his face claiming him. “There…yeah…harder…OH GOD DON’T FUCKING STOP!

My cunt clenched onto his fingers as I strained in ecstasy, every cell in my body on fire, legs quivering, body shaking in hot searing joy. I pushed down onto his mouth as the last wave of lust cascaded through my body. It went on and on, as I rocked and humped onto his tongue. Waves of hot pleasure, spilling out to my very fingertips.

I slid my leg forward and eased my clit from his mouth. His fingers were still inside me, filling my cunt but his tongue was too much for my ravaged clit to bear anymore.

My hand rolled over his cock and I rose to take it in my mouth again. But Raul had other plans. He rolled from under me and quick as a leopard, or wolf in his case, he pulled me around so that I knelt in front of him. He pushed me lower until my ass rested on the backs of my legs.

His hands were in my hair, holding my head still as he rose up and rubbed his cock over my lips. “Suck it.”

I clasped his cock in my hand and opened my mouth, lowering slowly until the head of it grazed against the back of my throat. His hands on my head pushed me back and then held me still, the tip of his cock on my lips. I was about to lower onto him again but instead he held me in a grip of steel and thrust his cock into my mouth. Oh God, the lasciviousness of it sent a thrill through my pussy, even though he’d given it a good tongue lashing. To have a man fuck my mouth…oh yeah.

I lifted my gaze to Raul’s face and saw raw desire and power in his hooded eyes and slack lips—probably the same lust that Kyle was feeling, watching this.

My fingers cupped his balls, the skin tight and ridged, coarse hair sliding between my thumb and forefinger. I slid them back towards his ass until they pushed into the ridge of muscle between his thighs.

“Mamasita, si, si” He thrust deep into my mouth and my eyes watered. I inhaled long and deep, trying to relax my throat for his pleasure. His hand fisted my hair in a tight grip, as his other hand lowered to my breast. He kneaded the flesh while his thumbnail scraped the hard button tip. “Nice chi chi’s.”

His thrusts became faster and air hissed through his lips. Each time he buried his cock in my mouth, his fist in my hair jerked my head onto him so that my lips brushed the wiry hair in his groin. He was close. I pressed into his perineum, rubbing it harder. A groan escaped his lips and he pumped my mouth faster still, till I thought he’d choke me with his cock. Tears streamed down my cheeks from the pressure of his meat in my mouth.

With a load groan, he thrust deep and his hips jerked. Hot thick cum shot against the back of my throat…Another jerk and load again flew from his shaft. A dribble trickled from the corner of my mouth as he filled me with his lust. His hand squeezed my breast and he pumped the last stream of creamy pleasure into me.

He gasped for breath and his dark eyes gazed down at me. A slow smile flowered on his face, revealing white teeth. “Sabrosa.” His hand relaxed and he stroked my head down to my cheek.

He eased his hips back and his cock left my mouth, leaving a thin viscous thread still connecting us. I swallowed and my tongue darted out to scrape the drop of cum from the side of my mouth. I didn’t need a translator to know that the word he’d spoken was a compliment. The soft caress of his hand on my face and the adoring look in his eyes said it all.

The rustle of leaves and soft footsteps to our right, brought us both back to reality. Raul turned and his body stiffened.

I put my hands on his shoulders. “It’s okay, Raul.” I turned and there was Kyle, smiling with a veritable tent in his shorts. “Kyle this is Raul. Raul, my husband Kyle.”


Chapter 5

Pleased to meet you—almost as pleased as Natalie just was.” Kyle extended his hand to Raul and squatted down on the grass.

Raul took his hand and murmured a reply, his smile tentative looking from Kyle to me and back again.

It was obvious that this was new to him and he wasn’t entirely comfortable. I placed my hands on his cheeks and leaned into him, kissed him softly, my lips lingering and tongue darting between his. THAT would show him how okay Kyle really was with his wife having sex with another man. At first his kiss was hesitant but after a few moments he opened to it and his tongue rolled against mine.

“Fuck, that’s hot.” Kyle dropped down and knelt in the sand next to the towel. His fingers touched my face and he pulled my hair back, tucking it behind my ear.

I eased away from Raul and turned to kiss my husband. His arm circled my shoulders pulling me hard into his lips, while his other hand toyed with my nipple. Oh God, a picture of the three of us, our bodies so close together, flashed in my mind and a delicious shiver of excitement passed through my tummy to the core of my being. My hand reached for Kyle’s crotch and rubbed the thickness of his cock.

A light touch on the underside of my other breast became firmer as Raul’s hand closed around the fullness, squeezing and kneading it in his palm. My clit pulsed and flooded with pleasure as the two men caressed me—one kissing me passionately, his cock hard under my hand while the other watched with longing.

Kyle broke the kiss and his voice hoarse with lust, whispered. “Not here.” He turned to Raul and smiled. “Would you like to fuck her?”

Raul’s eyes widened for a moment and he exhaled softly. “Si Senor.” He leaned into me, kissing my neck and pushing me back so that I was almost lying on the towel. His cock was thick again, brushing against my thigh.

Kyle chuckled and his voice was light when he spoke. “Raul, would you like to join us in our room? It’s a lot more comfortable than here in the woods.”

For just a second there was an empty feeling inside. The sexual play earlier had been fun but I ached to be filled, to be fucked long and hard with Raul’s cock. But Kyle was right; the room would be so much better and private.

Raul straightened his arms and raised his torso above me. He turned to Kyle and smiled. “And you Senor? Is it only watching, you wish to do?”

Now it was Kyle’s turn to look a little surprised. He was silent for a few moments, staring into Raul’s eyes.

Raul sat back onto his haunches and I watched his face, trying to decipher the meaning of his question. Was he worried that Kyle and I would do something nasty with him when we had him in the room? But if that was the case why was he smiling and so at ease?

The two men continued to watch each other. Raul broke the staring contest when his hand drifted along Kyle’s inner thigh, stopping just short of where the bathing suit ended.

My breath caught in my throat as the meaning of Raul’s question sunk in. He was not only interested in having sex with me, but also my husband? Kyle’s face also showed recognition and something else…I watched his face flush and a smile spread on his lips.


I sat up hardly able to believe my eyes when Kyle and Raul kissed. It was raw, masculine passion, Raul’s hand behind Kyle’s head pulling him hard into his mouth. His other hand was on Kyle’s crotch, rubbing and grasping at the fullness concealed under the fabric. I hardly breathed watching them, caught totally unaware that this was also on the table. The fact that Kyle was aroused by this was surprising but…

I gasped at the pulse between my legs watching the kiss end. Oh fuck, this was so hot!

Kyle turned to me, his eyes were question marks in his face.

“Oh yeah, baby. That was hot. I’d like to see more of that.” I rose to my knees and kissed Kyle and then pulled Raul closer to kiss him. “Raul, you really are a wicked wolf.” I reached for his cock and smiled feeling the thickness there. He’d been hard when he was about to fuck me, and hadn’t lost that arousal when he kissed Kyle. No, it looked like my Mexican wolf was totally bi and Kyle was about to explore that aspect of his sexuality as well.

***

A half hour later, we entered our room at the hotel. Kyle opened the bar fridge, took a bottle of white wine out and poured three generous glasses. He handed Raul and me ours and then reached for his. He sipped the drink and his eyes flitted from Raul, sitting on the edge of the bed to me standing next to him.

Raul finished his in one long gulp and then stood. He took the glass from my hand and his fingers tugged at the hem of the cover up, lifting it up and over my head. I stood before him in the string bikini, almost trembling with excitement at what I knew would follow.

He kissed my lips softly, just a brush before pulling back and looking into my eyes. My heart thudded in my chest and I fell into the desire I saw there. He smiled and looked down at my chest. His fingers rose to the back of my neck and there was a tug on the string of the bathing suit. Slowly, ever so slowly he pulled the tie apart and slipped the cups of the bathing suit from my breasts.

His thumbs rubbed the button-like tips of my nipples and a thrill of lust shot through my pussy. I stood with swollen longing, waiting for him to continue. He reached around my back and with one hand, again with slow ease, he un-tied the top of my bathing suit and pulled it away from my body.

I reached for the waistband of his shorts but his hand dropped and closed over mine. He turned to look at Kyle and the next thing I knew it was Kyle’s fingers brushing by mine, loosening the belt and the button. I looked over Raul’s shoulder into my husband’s eyes and saw my own longing and lust mirrored there.

Raul pushed my fingers back and his hand continued to the string on my hip. This time, he tugged harder and faster, both hands ripping the cloth away. My lips parted and I gasped, feeling a tremor in my knees at the licentious scene—standing naked before a strong bull of a man that my husband was disrobing…disrobing so that he’d fuck me.

“Get on the bed Natalie.” Kyle’s eyes were soft with wanton pleasure as he pushed Raul’s pants down.

I turned and laid on the bed, watching Raul’s pants slide down his legs and the movement as he heel-toed his shoes off. Kyle’s hands unbuttoned Raul’s shirt and tugged it off his arms. He stood naked now, in front of my husband, cock thick and hard scraping over the fine dark hair covering his stomach.

I slid my legs over the cool surface of the bed, opening myself for him. I gasped when Kyle’s hand slithered down Raul’s chest and closed on Raul’s shaft. His eyes were molten, the lids almost closed as he watched me, his hand now stroking Raul’s shaft. His head lowered and he kissed Raul’s neck, rolling his tongue over the tanned surface. Raul’s head tilted to the side, affording Kyle’s mouth more access, while he moaned with pleasure.

Kyle’s voice was a soft growl when he spoke. “Fuck my wife. Take her. Do it hard, like an animal. She likes that.”

Raul turned and they kissed. When he broke it off, his words were low, just barely audible. “Take your clothes off.” His hand went to Kyle’s crotch and he rubbed it for a moment before turning to me.

As he knelt on the bed and knee walked closer, his hand rolling over his cock and directing it to me, I lifted my knees to my chest. My pussy was spread, hot, wet and swollen with desire for the thickness of his shaft in me. His knees pressed under my ass, forcing me higher while his hand pushed the thickness of his knob against my opening. My hand flew to my clit and I strained my hips up to claim his cock with my cunt. The waiting had become too much. I needed it, now.

He smiled and drove it hard into my wetness.

The delicious hurt of that heavy, steel-like rod seemed like he was tearing me apart. My fingernails dug into his shoulder, while my other hand toyed with my firm, slick nub of lust. “Raul. Oh yeah, fuck me.”

Movement to my right caught my eye. Kyle stood a few feet away, naked, his hand slowly stroking his shaft. His eyes were riveted to where Raul and I joined. “You like it baby? I don’t blame you. He’s hung like a fucking bull.”

Raul pulled slowly back, until only the tip of his shaft was still inside me. He turned and watched Kyle’s hand rolling up and down, the helmet head of his shaft appearing and disappearing into his palm. “Not bull, wolf. I am a wolf and I will have some of yours too.”

He glanced down at me and his hand squeezed and rolled my breast before he thrust deep into me again. My legs wrapped his waist high, pulling him deeper still. His cock inside, filled me, stretched me in places I’d never felt before. I couldn’t even squeeze down on him, he was so big. The waves of pleasure flooded hot in my cunt while my fingers were a whir on my clit.

I squirmed, my hips rocking from side to side, pulling at his rod, rocketing the sensation to a higher level. The orgasm was close, my body quivered on the cusp, fingers biting into the flesh of his body.

Kyle stepped closer and placed his knee on the bed beside me. His fist closed on his dark shaft, and pressed into his groin, leaving the top half of it naked and exposed. He eased closer, even as Raul twisted at the waist and bent his head to take it into his mouth.

A thrill of wicked, raw lust flooded through me. This was a true threesome—Raul’s cock filling my cunt and his hands and mouth filled with Kyle’s meat. “Oh yeah. Suck it.”

Raul’s hips rocked slowly in and out of me, an automatic response it seemed as he deep throated Kyle. My hand left his back and I pulled at the firmness of his ass, my leg tightening on his waist, forcing him deeper into my cunt. I arched and bucked my hips onto him, devouring his cock in my need.

Kyle’s breath hissed through his nostrils and his hand cupped the back of Raul’s head. It wouldn’t be long for him either, from the sound of it. The lust in his hooded eyes and his arousal was getting to me.

“Raul, fuck me baby. I need your cock.” My hips thrust high, until my pelvis bumped into his, clamoring for all of the thick hardness. The first wave of bliss washed through my cunt, deep and hot, spilling out throughout my body. “Yeah…yeah…harder…fuck me hard.”

The strength of my lust captured him. His mouth left Kyle’s cock and he turned hooded eyes to me. His fingers dug into my hips and he thrust into me hard and fast like a piston. Oh yeah, his cock was a hot ramming bar, melting my flesh in waves of sinful pleasure. “Yes, yes…don’t stop!”

His cock thrust the deepest yet and he held it there. Waves of licentious joy crested when he jerked and rubbed his pelvis against mine. “Verga…verga!”

His cock pulsed deep within me sending fresh waves of hot, wet pleasure through me. I clung to him, my legs quivered, eyes shut tight, riding the last ounce of bliss, ecstasy impaled on his shaft.

“Oh God, that was hot.”

At Kyle’s whispered words I opened my eyes and collapsed into the softness of the bed. He stood over me, his hand rolling the flesh of his cock in his palm, eyes wandering from Raul to me.

A heavy puff of air left Raul’s pursed lips and he smiled. “Oh Natalie.” He eased back until he was kneeling on the bed, leaving a hot trail of cum on the inside of my thigh. He turned and reached for Kyle’s cock, stroking it slowly as he looked up at him.

Kyle got the message loud and clear. He stepped closer and once more Raul’s lips and tongue circled the knob of my husband’s cock.

I shifted on the bed until my head was close to Kyle’s thigh. His hand skimmed over my hair and his fingers pulsed, urging my head closer to Raul’s. I watched Raul open his mouth wide as Kyle’s cock disappeared inside, farther and farther until his lips pressed into the nest of hair at the groin.

My breath hitched in my throat and my lips parted, mesmerized by the wicked, sinful sight. When his head pulled back, releasing the dark, thick column, his hand trailed after, pulling the skin in a twirling motion. From the moan that left Kyle’s chest, it was hard to tell if Raul’s hand milking the shaft with each upward movement, or the hotness of his tongue and mouth on the downward was more arousing.

My shoulder nudged Raul’s and the next time his mouth withdrew from Kyle’s cock, mine replaced it. His cock was slippery and wet, the veins and columns thick and pulsing. When I flicked the underside with my tongue, Kyle sucked in a gulp of air and his knees trembled. Oh yeah, he was really close.

I breathed slowly as I lowered, until the tip of his knob brushed the back of my throat. My eyes watered when his body jerked forward and he moaned. I held that position for a couple of moments and then inching upward at a snail’s pace, my mouth released him. Immediately Raul, took him inside.

Kyle’s legs shook as Raul and I took turns sucking and adoring his cock with our mouths. When he was buried to the hilt in Raul, Kyle’s hands grasped the sides of Raul’s head and he held him there, his hips rocking back and forth.

I looked up at Kyle and saw the slack lips and eyes focused on Raul’s mouth. He gasped and his hips jerked hard into Raul, body quivering as his cock exploded in jettisons of lust. Raul was using two hands—one cupping Kyle’s balls and the other on his ass, his fingers invading the furrow between the cheeks.

A spittle of white cream appeared at the corner of Raul’s mouth as Kyle spurted once more and then a third time.

“Jesus that’s good!” He thrust one final time and then jerked backward.

I turned my head and kissed Raul, our tongue dancing, sharing Kyle’s lust and release. Kyle’s fingers stroked through my hair and Raul’s, holding us as we shared his pleasure.

“Oh God. This was unbelievable.” He sank down onto the bed and his arms circled Raul’s and my shoulder.

Raul broke the kiss and turned to him. “Si. How many more days are you staying?” He leaned forward and kissed Kyle, long and deep.

Kyle sighed and pulled me onto the bed next to him. Raul sat looking down at us, a smile playing on his lips. His hand drifted to my breast and he toyed with the nipple, his eyes gazing from Kyle’s face to mine.

“The day after tomorrow, we fly out. I wish it were longer.” Kyle’s voice was wistful.

“That is too bad.” Raul rose, picked up the empty glasses and walked over to the table to refill them with wine. He brought ours over and Kyle and I sat up. When he returned with his, he took a seat on the bed next to us. “But we still have tonight and tomorrow to play.”

Kyle reached forward and clinked his glass against Raul’s. “I’ll drink to that.”

Watching Raul’s smile, the dark, laughing eyes and handsome face, a thought occurred to me—one that I was sure Kyle would like, too. “Raul, do you have any friends who would like to join us tomorrow? I’ve always wanted to have a few men at the same time.”

Kyle turned and grinned at me. “A gang bang. You naughty girl; I love it.”

I took a sip of wine and squeezed my legs together, relishing the jolt of lust that shot straight to my clit. The thought of a gang bang had made me horny again and I squirmed at the prospect. A chuckle erupted from my throat as another thought entered my mind. “Maybe I won’t be the only one who gets banged or should I say bunged.”

Kyle’s eyes opened wider and he grinned turning to Raul.

“I have a couple of friends who are bi like me.” He swallowed, emptying the glass before rising to his feet and scooping the cell phone from his pocket. “I will call them and set something up. Tomorrow afternoon?”

Watching him smile, teeth gleaming white in his bronze face, eyes dark and devilish, my insides turned to a hot flow of lava. THIS was actually going to happen! Kyle squeezed my hand--excitement at the prospect plain in his grin. The thought of being with a few Mexican hotties at one time, my pleasure and Kyle’s, made my toes curl with delight. But it wasn’t just me being gang banged that made me tingle. It was the eroticism of seeing this new side of Kyle—the bi side. I could hardly wait!

The End of Book 1?


A Note From Mia:

As always, THANK YOU for reading this book. I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please leave a review on Amazon? Reviews help aspiring writers like me, but more importantly, your honest opinion will help others make their buying decisions. YOUR VOICE COUNTS A GREAT DEAL in helping people with your tastes find the books YOU like!

Of course I’d like you to join my Reader’s Club!

If you enjoy my work, please join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I can stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

Aaaand... if you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!
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TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Turn the page for other books I’ve written!


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers
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Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City...

Click here for Episode 1

Or...

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


Swinger Fantasies
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Wife swapping really isn’t a turn on for Damian. Something else is...

His fantasy is to watch Janice be taken by another man. To want to be taken by another man.

Click Here for Episode 1: Sharing Janice

Or...

Click here for all Four Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results...
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Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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