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​“That’s it,” said Marie, holding Brad’s hand on her.  “My body is yours now.”

Fearne watched her husband’s hands begin to search over the beauty.  They moved quickly to the woman’s breasts and began to squeeze.

“Good boy,” said Marie, pumping the cock in front of her.

Without warning she rose up on her knees and turned Brad’s length under her.  She put it at her soaked O and then dropped, showing Brad just how tight her pussy was.

“Oh, fuck,” hushed Brad, and his head fell back into the lounger.  “That’s fucking tight.”

Brad’s words were like a twisting knife in Fearne’s proud stomach.  Her lip trembled, caught between anger, sadness and embarrassment.

“Tighter than your wife’s, huh?” asked Marie, knowing that she’d got what she wanted.

Fearne didn’t even try to argue.  It was impossible now that Marie had won the battle for Brad’s cock.

She sat by the lounger a defeated woman, watching as Marie closed her eyes and began to dine out on the cock that once belonged to Fearne.

She found no respite in Brad.  His eyes were closed, and he was in the throes of passion as his new French mistress jerked his cock with her pussy.

Marie bounced, putting volume into her black hair as she ran her fingers through it.  She sat atop Brad like a victor, riding him into the defeated town’s square.

“Look at how a real woman does it,” said Marie.

Fearne watched as Marie took Brad out of her pussy and then turned away from them on the bed.  Her ass was just as beautiful as the rest of her.  Her black hair flowed down her athletic back as she took Brad reverse cowgirl now.

Fearne looked down Brad’s body and saw his cum-slick cock swallowed up by Marie’s perfect pussy all over again.  This time she could see the beautiful dot of muscle just above it, looking just as inviting as Marie’s pussy.

“Is that better?” asked Marie, looking back over her shoulder.

Brad looked at his wife and then back at Marie’s ass as the French woman opened her buttocks and showed off.  He could see his cock being bent back at the hilt as Marie started to take it from a new angle.

She leaned towards the sea, gripping tight to the bottom of the lounger as she bent over further.  Soon her ass was almost facing the sun above them.

“Lick my asshole,” she said back at Fearne.

“I’m sorry,” said Fearne, presuming she hadn’t heard.

“Lick my asshole while I fuck your husband,” said Marie.  “It’s no less than you deserve.”

Brad looked expectantly at his wife.

“You heard her, honey,” he said.

“I—I’m not just going to—”

“Lick my asshole,” said Marie.  “Or you’ll be ejected from the beach.”

The stakes were getting higher for Fearne.  She looked at the clean, tight asshole in front of her and figured things could have been worse.
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“I just don’t see why we can’t go down there,” said Fearne, glaring through her sunglasses at the pristine, golden sands in a  sunlit cove near their hotel accommodation.

“The receptionist was pretty clear,” her husband Brad said.  “It’s for cucks only.”

“Cucks?  What the hell does that even mean?  We’re guests and customers at the hotel.  It should be available to us too.”

“We can use the other beach,” Brad said, nodding along the coast.

“But look how busy it is.”

“These are the rules, Fearne.  It’s that simple.”

Fearne wasn’t one for rules, especially where her tan was concerned.

“Let’s head down there,” she said, pulling her bag up over her shoulder.  “They probably won’t even notice.”

Her beleaguered husband walked behind her, shaking his head at his wife’s entitlement.  Fearne had always had a superiority complex, and Brad secretly hoped that she’d be taught a lesson one of these days.  Perhaps the residents of the South-of-France retreat would be the ones to stand up to her.

As the beach’s occupants became clearer, Brad found himself pleasantly surprised.  It seemed to be adorned with young, attractive women wearing very little.  There were several groups of three on the sand that Brad stared at through his sunglasses.  It took him several seconds to realize what some of them were doing.

“This is a sex beach,” hissed Brad to his wife.

“Nonsense,” said Fearne, refusing to scrutinize the occupants.

“Look, Fearne,” Brad said, jogging quickly to his wife’s side.  “She’s sucking his cock.”

Fearne stopped and looked down Brad’s arm to where his was pointing.  Sure enough, there was a mature man with a serene look on his face, being swallowed up by a younger beauty while what appeared to be his wife sat on the lounger next to him.

“We just won’t get involved,” said Fearne, continuing to walk.  “They can’t make us.”

“It’s a beach for cuckolds and cuckqueans,” stressed Brad.  “If we don’t want to participate, we should go to the other beach.”

Fearne waved her hand dismissively.  “We’ll do something to appease them.  A hand job, or something.”

Brad stopped in his tracks.  “You’d let another woman jerk me off just to lie on this beach?”

“I’d let her do more than that if it meant some peaceful sunshine.”

“Fearne, you can’t be serious.  Look at what’s happening down there.”

Fearne surveyed the beach again.  Some couples lay alone, while solo women sauntered down the beach, looking for their next target.  There were couples in the water and couples on the beach committing various sexual acts in various stages of undress.

“Let’s just mind our own business,” said Fearne.

“We can’t!  That’s not what this beach is for, Fearne.  This beach is for getting involved in other people’s business.  Very intimately.”

“Let’s see,” said Fearne, continuing.

Brad shook his head in disbelief, but like always he followed his wife.  She walked ahead along the sand and then wafted out a beach towel to lie on when she’d picked her spot.

“This looks good,” she said, setting her bag on top of the towel and putting her hands on her hips.

The wind blew over her open shirt and the brim of her sun hat flexed.  Fearne took it off and stowed it in her bag before removing her shirt.

“See,” she said.  “No-one’s bothering us.  I’m going for a swim.”

Brad took off his flip flops and quickly lay on the towel, hoping to hide close to ground level as his wife strode off towards the glistening waters.

He fished in the bag for his book and quickly found the page he’d left on.  Spotting a nearby, vacant lounger, Brad grabbed it and dragged it over towards their towel.  Checking that the coast was clear he reclined on it and settled in.

In the meantime, Fearne was ankle deep in the cool water.  She put her hands on her hips and stared out at the sea, then looked around the surf at the other couples.

One young woman was circling a man who stood close to his wife.  She saw the woman giggle and leap towards the older man who she kissed deeply while his wife stood by.

“Weird,” hushed Fearne, going deeper into the water.

She submerged to her shoulders, taking several deep breaths before cooing at the cooling waters.  It was only when she turned back to the beach that the serenity was shattered.  Standing over her husband was a thin, tanned women with dark hair.

“No way,” said Fearne, and she started to leave the sea at pace.

Back at the lounger, Brad had been interrupted.  No sooner had he opened his book, than he was cast in shadow.  Above him stood a beautiful, French woman, turning her toe into the sand.

“You’re American?” she said.

Brad took down his sunglasses.  “How’d you guess?”

“Your wife,” said the woman.  “She has that way about her.”

Brad looked at the sea and saw his wife stomping her way out of it.

“We don’t want any trouble,” said Brad.

“We don’t offer trouble here,” said the woman.  “We offer the kind of services that we’re pretty sure your wife isn’t very good at.”

“We have a good marriage,” said Brad.

“Then why are you on this beach?”

“We—my wife thought it looked like the best one.”

“You can’t come here without agreeing to the beach’s terms, do you know that?”

“I know that,” said Brad.  “I tried to warn her.”

“And yet, here you are, all handsome and fuckable, lying on one of our loungers.”

Brad looked down at himself.  He’d never been described that way before, and it gave him a boost of confidence.  He tried his hardest not to smile at the endearing, young twenty-something as she posed before him.

“I’ve never had an American before,” the woman said.

“Sorry, I didn’t get your name?”

“Marie,” said the woman, walking close and holding out her hand.

“Brad,” said Brad, holding the woman’s fingers and kissing the back of her hand.

Marie started to giggle.  “You didn’t have to do that.”

“Oh, I—”

“What’s going on?” asked Fearne, returning from the sea.

“You must be Mrs. Brad,” said Marie, holding out a hand.

“Mrs. Gilbert,” said Fearne.  “What are you doing?”

“I was just telling your husband how fuckable he is,” said the French beauty.

Fearne’s brain had to reboot as she made sense of the comment.

“Brad?” she asked, pointing at her husband.

Marie nodded.  “He looks like he fucks good.”

“You can jerk him off,” said Fearne.  “That’s all we’re agreeing to.”

“Honey,” began Brad, sitting up on the lounger.

“Enjoy it, Brad,” said Fearne, sitting on the towel by the lounger.  “It’s all you’re getting.”

Brad was open-mouthed as he stared at his wife.  He watched her settle into the towel and find her own book, then he turned slowly to Marie who shrugged and giggled.

“So then, Mr. Brad,” she said, and she dropped to her knees by the lounger.  “Are you going to show me what I’m dealing with?”

Brad didn’t know how the hell he’d found himself here, but his wife didn’t
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