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Wedding Weekend Arrival



The warm Miami air wrapped around Olivia like a lover’s breath as she stepped out of the airport shuttle onto the curved drive of the beachfront resort. Palm fronds rustled overhead, and the distant crash of waves tangled with laughter spilling from the open lobby. She adjusted the strap of her weekend bag, feeling the plush give of her yielding midriff beneath the light sundress—that familiar feminine swell no amount of running ever quite tightened. Grant’s hand brushed her lower back, steady and familiar, as he pointed out the turquoise water glittering beyond the infinity pool.

This weekend is just for fun, she told herself, the thought bright and quick. No schedules, no routines. Just sun, salt, and the buzz of sixty wedding guests turning the place into their own private playground.

Leon appeared near the welcome bar before she even registered his name. Tall, lean-muscled, his rich brown skin catching the late-afternoon light as he laughed with a cluster of groomsmen. Something about the effortless power in his posture pulled her gaze—the clean sweep of his throat when he tilted his head back. She looked away fast, but the image lingered, warm and immediate, like the first slow sip of something strong.

Grant wandered off to find the groom for welcome drinks, leaving her to check in with the bridesmaids. Olivia moved through the marble lobby, heels clicking, the fabric of her dress brushing her runner’s thighs. The resort smelled of coconut sunscreen and expensive cocktails. She spotted Leon again near the pool deck entrance, his close-cropped hair and intense dark eyes scanning the arriving crowd. When his gaze landed on her, it held a beat too long. A slow smile tugged at his mouth.

“You look like the kind of woman who came here for more than cake and champagne.” His voice carried just enough tease to sound like a joke between strangers—playful, harmless.

She laughed, the sound brighter than she expected, her short dark bob swinging as she shook her head. “Bold opener for someone I just met at baggage-claim vibes.” Her bright green eyes met his, and a low throb flickered in her belly, impulsive and uninvited. The small beauty mark above her lip tightened with her smile.

He stepped closer, not crowding, just enough for her to catch the clean masculine scent of him. “Vacation rules. What happens in Miami stays salty.” His eyes traced the elegant line of her throat as she swallowed. He noticed the way it moved. She felt it.

Olivia’s pulse kicked up, vivid flashes hitting her: how those broad palms would probably feel against her skin, warm and sure. She pushed the thought down fast. It’s just the escape talking. Grant’s right over there with the guys. This doesn’t count. The rationalization slid through her easy, entitlement already curling at the edges. This weekend was hers to feel alive in.

The group migrated toward the pool deck for sunset cocktails. Grant waved her over, his average build soft around the middle in his button-down, reliable smile lighting his face. She joined him, letting his arm settle around her waist. Safe. Comfortable. But her attention kept drifting across the deck where Leon leaned against the railing, chatting with someone, his posture loose and commanding. Every time he glanced her way, that playful spark jumped between them like a live wire.

Later, as the sky bled orange and pink, she slipped away from the main group to catch her breath near the beach path. The air felt thicker here, heavy with salt and possibility. Footsteps crunched behind her. Leon.

“Escaping already?” he asked, voice low and teasing. He stopped a respectful distance away, but his presence filled the space. “Or just looking for trouble?”

She turned, the curve of her throat catching the fading light as she tilted her head. A breeze lifted her chin-grazing hair. “Maybe both. It’s been a long flight.” Her body responded before her mind caught up, thighs pressing together under the sundress, a sudden damp awareness blooming low. She could picture his mouth there, on that sensitive stretch where shoulder met throat. The image flooded her, impulsive and sharp.

He chuckled, the sound rich. “Good. Because I’ve got a feeling this weekend’s gonna be full of surprises.” His dark eyes lingered on her mouth, then lower, before flicking back up. Playful challenge in every line of him.

Olivia’s breath caught. She should step back. Rejoin her husband. Instead she held his gaze a second longer, the warmth of the Miami evening sinking into her skin, pulling her out of her head and straight into the hot pulse of what-ifs. Grant’s laughter carried faintly from the bar area. Safe. Distant.

She smiled, quick and impulsive. “We’ll see about that.”

The first night stretched ahead, full of events and open bars and the low hum of possibility. Olivia walked back toward the lights, her steps lighter, the plush swell of her midriff and the strength in her runner’s legs both alive under the thin fabric. Leon’s presence behind her felt like a promise she hadn’t asked for but already wanted to taste.


Rehearsal Sparks



The rehearsal dinner unfolded under strings of soft golden lights draped across the resort’s oceanfront lawn. Salt-tinged breeze tugged at tablecloths and Olivia’s short dark bob as she stood with the other bridesmaids, practicing the processional order one more time. Laughter rippled through the group whenever someone missed a step. Her legs shifted in the strappy heels, the slight plush give in her yielding midriff under the fitted cocktail dress. Grant had kissed her cheek earlier before disappearing with the groomsmen for some last-minute bachelor activity, his familiar touch light and absentminded.

Across the lawn, Leon moved like he owned the space. His deep playful voice carried on the evening air as he joked with a cluster of guests, that effortless confidence pulling her eyes again and again. Broad palms gestured while he spoke, fingers long and sure. She caught herself staring at the way they flexed, imagining the warmth and pressure they might leave behind. The thought hit fast, flooding her body with a sudden low throb. Just vacation fun. It doesn’t mean anything out here.

He caught her looking. That slow smile spread across his face, dark eyes locking on hers with teasing heat. Leon broke away from his group and sauntered over, close enough that his masculine scent mixed with the ocean air. “Olivia. You keep watching me like I’m the main event instead of this wedding. Careful. I might start thinking you want a private rehearsal.”

She laughed, the sound casual but edged with excitement. “Maybe I’m just making sure the groom’s side doesn’t trip over their own feet tomorrow.” Her bright green eyes flicked to his powerful grip as he adjusted a loose button on his shirt. Capable. The small beauty mark above her lip curved with her grin. Heat pooled low, her thighs pressing together under the dress fabric.

“Come on, Olivia. You’ve been eyeing me like you’re starving. Let me feed you.” His voice dropped just enough to make the words feel private even in the open space. Playful challenge sparkled in his tone, but his gaze traced the bare sweep of her throat and shoulders, lingering where the dress dipped.

She felt that look like a touch, skin warming instantly. “Bold. Again.” The words slipped out easy, swearing lightly under her breath as she shook her head. “You’ve got the whole weekend to behave, you know.” But she didn’t step back. Instead she tilted her head, letting the breeze catch her swinging cut, the elegant stretch of her throat deliberate now. His presence pulled her straight into sensation, the memory of his earlier smile flashing hot behind her eyes.

Leon chuckled low, that rich sound vibrating through her. “Behaving’s overrated when the view’s this good.” His broad grip brushed her elbow lightly as he gestured toward the rehearsal setup, the contact brief but electric. Warm skin against hers, slightly roughened fingertips, the size of his palm making her arm feel small. She inhaled sharp, gooseflesh rising along her toned legs. Her body responded before thought could catch up, nipples tightening against the thin dress.

They fell into step as the group moved toward the dinner tables. Flirtation wove between casual wedding talk, his teasing pushing just enough to make her pulse race. Every laugh from her drew his eyes back to that sensitive stretch along her throat. She could almost feel his mouth there already, the imagined bite sending another impulsive rush through her core. It’s harmless. Just the Miami air and open bars. Grant’s off doing guy stuff. This weekend is mine.

Dinner plates clinked and wine flowed. Olivia sat with the bridesmaids but her attention kept drifting. Leon positioned himself across the way, close enough for loaded glances. When the toasts started, he raised his glass toward her with a wink. His deep voice carried during one group laugh, smooth and commanding without effort. She pictured those roughened palms sliding up her thighs later, the contrast to Grant’s familiar touch sharp and unbidden. She pushed it down, but the entitlement lingered. Vacation doesn’t count. I deserve to feel this alive.

After the formal part wrapped, the party loosened. Guests mingled near the pool edge, music pulsing softly. Grant texted that the guys were grabbing cigars on the beach side, running late. Perfect timing. Olivia wandered toward a quieter cabana area, the wooden deck cool under her heels. Leon appeared beside her moments later, as if drawn by the same pull.

“Escaping the crowd again?” he asked, voice playful but lower now. He leaned against the railing, powerful arms crossing over his chest. The resort lights played across his lean-muscled frame, highlighting the defined lines she wanted to trace.

“Needed some air. Rehearsals always make me restless.” She turned toward him, the flirtation open now, her rationalization smooth and bright in her mind. No guilt, just the raw pull of his nearness. His scent wrapped around her, masculine and warm. When he reached out, his possessive hold found her waist, guiding her a step closer under the pretext of pointing out the moonlit waves.

The touch burned. Large palm spanning her side, fingers pressing with gentle firmness against the softness there, heat seeping through her dress. Her breath caught, body arching slightly into it before she could stop herself. Gooseflesh prickled across her skin. Her throat stretched as she looked up at him, and his dark eyes fixed on it with clear hunger.

“That’s better,” he murmured, thumb brushing a slow circle just above her hip bone. “You fit right here.” Authority threaded his words, teasing but certain, and the way his voice deepened made her thighs slick with sudden awareness.

Olivia’s laugh came out breathy. “You’re trouble, Leon.” She didn’t pull away. Instead she let the sensation flood her, memories already forming: the pressure of those broad palms, the rich timbre of his voice close to her ear. Her plush midriff tightened, that soft feminine swell suddenly alive under his touch. This is just fun. Harmless sparks. Tomorrow’s the wedding and then back to real life.

He held her there a moment longer, banter flowing easy between them. Teasing challenges about who would dance longer at the reception, light touches that lingered. Each one registered fully: warm fingertips on her bare arm, the roughness of his palm, the way her pulse hammered in response, wetness building between her legs. Her mind stayed in her body, present and immediate, no room for overthinking.

When distant voices signaled the groomsmen returning, Leon stepped back with a wicked grin. “Saved by the cigars. For now.” His eyes promised more, that playful spark crackling hotter.

Olivia walked back toward the lights, steps quick and light, skin still tingling where he’d touched her. Grant met her with a hug, smelling of smoke and scotch, his smaller frame comfortable against hers. She kissed him softly, affection real but layered now with the fresh memory of stronger hands and deeper voice. The rationalization held firm. Just vacation. It doesn’t count.

But the flirtation had deepened, the air between her and Leon charged with what was building. The weekend stretched ahead, full of hidden moments and open bars, her body already humming with the promise of more.


Poolside Tension



Sunlight bounced off the infinity pool in sharp, glittering shards as Olivia stretched out on a lounger during the afternoon lull between wedding events. The resort buzzed with scattered guests, some splashing in the water, others nursing drinks under umbrellas. Her legs gleamed with a fresh layer of sunscreen, the muscles shifting as she adjusted her bikini top. The breeze found the strip of skin above her bikini bottoms, the part of herself she usually kept covered. Grant had headed off with the groomsmen for some group activity, leaving her to the bridesmaids and the lazy rhythm of the day.

Leon appeared at the pool deck edge like he belonged in the center of every gaze. His rich brown skin shone under the Miami sun, close-cropped hair and intense eyes scanning until they found her. The easy command in his stride sent a rush through her body, pulling. She remembered the feel of his broad grip on her waist from last night, the way it had pressed heat into her skin. Denial flickered, thin now. Just harmless fun. The sun’s making everything feel too bright, too much.

He dropped into the lounger beside hers, close enough that his knee brushed her thigh. “There you are, hiding in plain sight. Thought you’d be out there dominating the volleyball game with those legs.” His voice carried that deep tease, eyes tracing the elegant sweep where her throat met her shoulder as she turned toward him.

Olivia laughed, the sound quick and edged. “Someone has to guard the towels. You look like you’re ready to cause chaos.” Her bright green eyes flicked over him, taking in the defined chest and arms, the way resort shorts sat low on his hips. Heat built low and fast, flashes of his body against hers flooding her thoughts. She shifted, thighs pressing together under the thin bikini bottoms.

The group around them chatted and laughed, creating pockets of semi-privacy. Leon leaned in, his presence filling the space. “Chaos sounds good. Especially if it involves you.” His hand rested casually on the edge of her lounger, fingers inches from her hip. When he stretched, his arm brushed along her side, warm skin against hers, the solid weight of muscle making her breath hitch. Broad palm, slightly callused, heat radiating into the softness of her waist. Her body arched subtly, gooseflesh rising along her legs despite the sun.

She felt the denial slipping, replaced by a greedy pull. This weekend is mine. Grant’s off with the guys. No one needs to know how alive this makes me. The rationalization came easy, entitlement wrapping around the sensation like salt air.

Conversation flowed between them, banter sharp and playful. He challenged her on favorite drinks, favorite spots on the beach, each question laced with double meaning. Every laugh from her drew his gaze back to the arch of her throat, the way it stretched when she laughed. Olivia caught herself leaning closer, the memory of his scent mixing with coconut and chlorine. When a server passed with fresh cocktails, Leon took one for each of them, his fingers grazing hers in the handoff. Roughened fingertips, deliberate pressure, sending a spark straight between her legs.

“Drink up,” he said, voice low. “You look like you could use something to cool down.” But his dark eyes said the opposite, hungry and teasing. He shifted on his lounger, turning fully toward her, and their legs pressed together along the length. The contact burned. Thick, powerful thigh against her smoother one, heat pouring off him in waves. She didn’t move away. Instead the sensation pulled her deeper, wetness gathering as her pulse hammered.

Nearby guests splashed and called out, but the world narrowed to the space between them. Leon’s possessive hold found her knee under the pretext of steadying her as she reached for her drink. Warm, encompassing grip, thumb stroking a slow line along the inside. The roughness of his skin contrasted her smoothness, pressure firm enough to make her inhale sharp. Her stomach tightened, heat flushing low. Images hit her: those palms higher, gripping harder, his body pinning hers. She bit her lip, the small beauty mark above it standing out.

“You’re dangerous in this light,” she murmured, swearing softly under her breath as excitement built. “Keep looking at me like that and people might notice.” Her voice stayed casual for anyone listening, but her body betrayed her, nipples tightening against the bikini fabric, thighs clenching around the growing ache.

He grinned, that dangerous spark flaring. “Let them notice. I’m just appreciating the view.” His leg pressed firmer against hers, and she felt it then—the heavy bulge of him through his shorts, thick and insistent against her outer thigh. Heat radiated from the hard outline, impossible to ignore. The proximity made her head spin, need flooding every nerve. She pictured it freed, pressing into her, but pushed the thought back even as her core clenched around nothing.

The denial cracked further. It’s just proximity. Vacation heat. Doesn’t change anything back home. But her body didn’t listen, slick and ready, the elegant line of her throat flushing as she tilted her head to meet his eyes.

They stayed like that for long minutes, conversation dipping into quieter challenges. He described a hidden spot along the beach path, voice dropping as his fingers traced higher on her thigh, warm and sure. Each touch registered deep: the size of his hand dwarfing her leg, the temperature contrast, the way her skin pebbled and her breath shortened. Leon’s gaze stayed locked on her throat and shoulders, like he wanted to mark them right there.

A group of bridesmaids called her name from the water, breaking the bubble. Olivia stood on shaky legs, the press of his bulge still burning against her skin, heat lingering. She dove in, the cool water shocking but not enough to drown the fire. When she surfaced, Leon watched from the edge, his expression promising the tension would only build.

Later, as the sun dipped and guests regrouped for evening plans, she toweled off near him. His broad grip brushed her lower back, guiding her toward shade, palm hot against the soft feminine swell there. “Don’t disappear on me tonight,” he said, teasing but edged. “We’ve got more to explore.”

She smiled, bright and reckless, her body humming with unspent energy. Grant would return soon from his activities, steady and loving. But the pull toward Leon felt stronger now, physical awareness sharp and demanding. The weekend’s possibilities stretched like the endless blue horizon, denial slipping thread by thread into something hotter, more inevitable.


The Breaking Point



Night wrapped the resort in humid darkness, distant bass from the bachelor night kickoff thumping somewhere beyond the palms as Olivia slipped along the beach path. Grant had left hours earlier with the groomsmen, his goodnight kiss quick and scotch-scented, promising to text when they wrapped up. Freedom hummed in her veins, sharp and immediate. The thin slip dress clung to her athletic frame, the fabric whispering against her legs and the plush midriff she usually tugged at self-consciously. Now it felt like an invitation. Anticipation pulled her forward in sharp flashes, the memory of Leon’s heavy press against her thigh at the pool still burning low in her core.

She found him waiting inside one of the private cabanas tucked along the path, sheer panels drawn but not fully closed, string lights casting golden pools across the padded daybed. Leon stood in the center, that loose confident stance relaxed yet commanding. His dark eyes lit when he saw her, a slow grin spreading. “Olivia. You came looking for trouble after all.” His voice carried low over the waves, teasing but edged hotter than before.

She stepped inside, the canvas flap falling shut behind her with a soft thud. “Maybe I did.” The words slipped out easy, her green eyes meeting his as the small beauty mark above her lip curved with her smile. Grant’s out cold with the guys by now. This doesn’t count. This weekend is mine to feel alive. The rationalization landed clean, but something hotter, more certain, already pushed underneath it.

He closed the distance in two strides, one large hand sliding into her short dark bob at the nape, fingers gripping firm. He tilted her head back, baring her throat, and his mouth claimed hers. No gentle buildup. The kiss was deep, aggressive, his tongue sliding in hot and sure, tasting salt and heat. She moaned into it, the sound swallowed by him as her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him closer. His body pressed her back against the cabana wall, solid and commanding, the full weight of his lean-muscled frame pinning her there. Heat poured off him, rich brown skin warm through his shirt, the hard lines of his chest and abs flush against her curves.

His mouth broke from hers only to trail down, lips and teeth finding the sensitive stretch where neck met shoulder. He kissed, then bit, then sucked with deliberate pressure, fixated on that spot. The elegant column of her throat stretched under his attention, faint marks blooming already beneath the skin her bob would hide tomorrow. Warm mouth, sharp teeth, the scrape of stubble sent gooseflesh racing down her arms and legs. She swore softly, the curse breaking into another moan as the sensation pulled her straight out of her head and into pure body.

“I knew you’d come find me.” His voice rumbled against her throat, playful dominance threading every word.

Her hips rocked against him instinctively. Leon’s free hand dropped to her waist, spanning the soft feminine swell there, fingers pressing firm through the thin dress. Then it slid lower, gripping her ass skin-to-skin as he tugged the hem up just enough. Large palm, rough at the edges, kneading the flesh with possessive heat. The size of his hand made her feel small, the contrast sending sparks straight between her legs. She ground harder, feeling the thick, insistent bulge in his shorts press deliberately against her panties now. Heat radiated through the fabric, massive and unyielding, the friction deliberate and intentional. She already knew the shape from the pool, but this was different. This was him letting her feel exactly what was coming.

“God, look at you. Tilt that head back for me.” He sucked harder at the same spot, teeth grazing, while his other hand slid up her thigh, pushing the dress higher but stopping at the panty line. His palm pressed between her legs, cupping her through the soaked fabric, feeling the heat and wetness there. A low groan escaped him, the sound vibrating against her throat. “Laugh all you want, but we both know you’re dripping just thinking about how deep I’m gonna go.”

Olivia’s breath hitched, body alive and greedy under the pressure. His hand stayed there, rubbing slow and firm through her panties, the fabric barrier only sharpening the ache. She could feel every thick inch of him grinding against her, the upward curve evident even through clothes, heat pouring into her core. Her stomach clenched under the relentless contact. The cabana smelled of ocean and their mingled heat, waves crashing faintly outside while inside the air grew thick with her broken sounds and the wet slide of fabric on fabric.

He kept her there against the wall, mouth devouring her throat and shoulders, hands possessive and sure. One stayed on her ass, gripping skin-to-skin, the other pressing and rubbing between her legs through the thin barrier, thumb stroking along the soaked line of her panties. Every point of contact registered fully: the temperature of his skin, the roughness of his palms, the way her thighs trembled and her cunt clenched around nothing. She matched his energy, whispering bold filthy encouragement against his ear, feeling his composure flicker for a second as her words landed.

But then he pulled back. Not because of footsteps or voices. Not because they were interrupted. He chose to. His hands eased away, the grip on her throat gentling as he stepped half a pace back, dark eyes intense and playful all at once. The sudden absence of his heat left her shaky, soaked panties clinging, faint marks blooming along her throat and shoulders.

“Tomorrow,” he said, voice low and certain, that knowing grin returning. “Private cabana at the far end of the beach path. After the group outing. You come find me, Olivia. And we finish what we started.”

She stood there, dress rumpled, legs unsteady, the vivid memory of his mouth and hands and the heavy press of his cock still burning through her. No denial left. No more maybe. The entitlement surged pure and bright. I need this. I am doing this. The decision settled deep, immediate and final.

Olivia touched her throat, feeling the tender spots, a rush of certainty flooding her. She slipped out of the cabana into the night air, the distant sounds of the bachelor party carrying on the breeze. Her body felt electric, every step reminding her of the heated contact, the way he’d pushed her right to the edge of something inevitable. Grant would be none the wiser when he stumbled back later. The weekend stretched ahead, hotter and more certain than before. She was going to fuck Leon. Tomorrow. No turning back.


Cabanas and Surrender



Olivia moved along the beach path as the sun dipped low, the distant sounds of the group outing fading behind her. The faint bite marks on her throat and shoulders still tingled under her short dark bob, a secret reminder of last night that made her thighs press together with every step. Her sundress felt too thin, the fabric brushing her toned legs and the plush swell of her midriff. Grant remained out with the bachelor party guys, texts confirming he wouldn’t be back for hours. No excuses needed. She had made her decision. The pull toward Leon felt absolute now, electric and alive.

The private cabana at the far end waited, sheer panels stirring in the ocean breeze, string lights glowing soft gold against the gathering dusk. Leon stood just inside, tall and commanding in resort shorts and a loose shirt. His dark eyes found her immediately, that slow heated grin spreading. He didn’t speak at first. Just pulled her in by the waist, broad palms spanning her sides, warm and sure through the thin fabric. The canvas flap closed behind them, sealing the space in humid privacy.

His mouth took hers in a deep kiss, aggressive and claiming, tongue sliding hot against hers. She melted into it, hands clutching his arms, feeling the defined muscle flex under her grip. He backed her toward the wide daybed, never breaking contact, his body heat wrapping around her like the Miami night itself. Fingers tugged her dress straps down her shoulders, the fabric pooling at her waist. Cool air hit her skin, but his palms followed instantly, cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they tightened hard. Warm, rough pads, the pressure perfect, sending sparks straight down her spine.

His voice rumbled low, edge sharpening with need as he kissed along her jaw, then back to the sensitive curve of her throat and shoulders. Teeth grazed the tender marks he’d left, sucking fresh heat into them. She gasped, swearing softly, body arching into his mouth. The sensation flooded her, vivid and immediate, pulling her out of thought and straight into the wet heat building between her legs.

Leon eased her down onto the daybed, the padded surface cool against her back. He stripped his shirt off, revealing the lean-muscled chest and rich brown skin that gleamed in the low light. His hands roamed her body, possessive and sure. One palm slid up her thigh, pushing the dress higher, gripping the soft flesh there. Large fingers, hot and slightly callused, dug in just enough to make her moan. He hooked her panties and dragged them down her legs, leaving her exposed, slick and aching from the buildup of the last two days.

She reached for him, fingers tracing the hard outline in his shorts. The thickness made her breath catch. He stood long enough to shove the shorts down, and there it was. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy, the upward curve prominent, veins standing out along the long shaft. The sight stopped her breath. It was massive in every way, the head flared and already slick at the tip, the sheer scale of it making her plush midriff tighten with a rush of heat and nerves. She stared, green eyes wide, the beauty mark above her lip standing out as her mouth parted. The contrast flooded her thoughts, her body responding with a fresh wave of wetness between her legs.

Her hands moved of their own accord, both wrapping around the base. Her fingers didn’t meet, the girth too much to fully encircle. Hot, pulsing weight filled her palms, the skin smooth and taut over rigid steel. She stroked slowly from root to tip, feeling the upward curve press against her wrist, the thick veins throbbing under her touch. A low sound escaped her, hungry and involuntary. Leon watched her, dark eyes intense, his breath deepening as she explored.

“Look at you,” he said, voice rough with that playful dominance cracking at the edges. “So eager already.”

Olivia leaned in, the impulse too strong to resist. She shifted to her knees on the daybed, bob swinging as she brought her mouth to him. Her lips stretched wide around the head, taking him in, the girth forcing her jaw open. The taste was salty and masculine, the heat intense. She sucked greedily, tongue swirling around the head, working what she could with sloppy enthusiasm, spit already slicking down the shaft. Her hand stroked the rest of his length in time, the other cupping lower, feeling the weight there. Her throat arched as she took more, the exposed column drawing his gaze, his fingers sliding into her hair to guide but not force.

She pulled back for air, gasping, lips shiny and swollen, a string of spit connecting her to the glistening head. “Fuck,” she swore softly, the word raw as she dove back in, eager and devoted, sucking harder, taking as much as her mouth allowed while her hands worked the rest with steady rhythm. The sensation of him filling her mouth, the way her jaw ached around the thickness, the heat pulsing against her tongue, pulled her deeper into pure body, no room left for anything else.

Leon’s composure broke. His grip in her hair tightened, a feral groan tearing from him as he watched her throat work. The playful tease vanished from his voice. “Shit, Olivia,” he rasped, shorter and rougher now, the control slipping as her bold enthusiasm flipped something in him. He pulled her off gently but firmly, eyes dark with raw need. “You keep that up and this ends before it starts. My turn.”

He pushed her back onto the daybed, the transition seamless as his control snapped back in a surge of dominance. He leaned in, mouth finding her inner thigh first. Warm lips, then tongue tracing higher, the wet heat making her shiver. Strong hands gripped her hips, holding her open as he kissed closer to her center. His breath ghosted over her slick folds, teasing, before his tongue dragged slow and broad from entrance to clit. The flat pressure sent pleasure jolting through her, immediate and sharp. She swore again, hips bucking, one hand tangling in his close-cropped hair.

Leon devoured her with focused intensity, tongue circling her clit, then dipping lower to lap at her wetness. Thick fingers joined soon after, two sliding along her folds before pressing inside, stretching her open. The combined thickness filled her perfectly, curling deep to stroke that spot that made stars burst behind her eyes. His mouth never stopped, sucking her clit while his fingers pumped steady, wet sounds mixing with the ocean waves outside. Heat built fast, coiling low in her belly, her soft feminine swell tightening under the onslaught.

She surrendered completely, lost in the flood of sensation. His tongue worked her clit with perfect pressure, rough then soft, while those thick fingers stretched and stroked inside her. Every thrust registered deep: the warmth, the girth, the way her walls clenched greedily around him. The contrast hit her again, sharp and thrilling, his size and skill so far beyond what waited back at the villa. Her runner’s legs trembled on either side of his head, toes curling as pleasure mounted higher.

“That’s right,” he murmured against her soaked flesh, voice vibrating through her. “Let that pretty throat stretch while I take care of you.” He sucked harder on her clit, fingers driving deeper, the pace relentless now. Her back arched, throat arching as her head fell back, broken gasps and pleas spilling from her lips. No full sentences, just raw sounds, her body taking over completely.

The orgasm crashed through her without warning, intense and overwhelming. Waves of pleasure ripped outward from her core, cunt pulsing hard around his fingers, wetness flooding his mouth. She cried out, thighs clamping around his head, every muscle tightening then releasing in sharp spasms. Leon kept going through it, tongue and fingers drawing out every last tremor, until she shook with aftershocks, breathless and dazed.

He rose over her, cock heavy against her thigh, that thick length still hard and ready. His mouth glistened with her release as he kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself on his tongue. “Good girl,” he whispered, playful dominance wrapping around the praise once more. “But we’re nowhere near done tonight.”

Olivia lay there, body humming, the first climax still echoing through her limbs. The cabana felt smaller, the air thicker with their heat. She had crossed the line fully now, surrendered to the raw pleasure Leon gave so easily. Tomorrow and the rest of the weekend stretched ahead, but right now, with his weight pressing her into the daybed and his massive cock nudging insistently against her hip, all she wanted was more.


Suite Takeover



Olivia slipped into the empty bridal suite while the main group headed out for the golf outing. The heavy door clicked shut behind her, sealing off the resort noise. Sunlight filtered through gauzy curtains, casting warm patterns across the king bed and scattered wedding decor. Grant was out on the course with the groom and others, safe for hours. The awareness of limited time pulsed under her skin, sharp and urgent. She had texted Leon the room number minutes ago, heart hammering with impulsive need. After last night in the cabana, her body still carried the faint tenderness from his mouth and hands. She wanted more. Needed it.

He arrived fast, the door opening and closing in one smooth motion. Leon filled the doorway, lean-muscled frame tense with purpose, dark eyes locking on her immediately. “You started without me,” he said, voice low and playful but edged raw. His gaze traced the marks on her throat and shoulders, the spot he couldn’t resist.

She crossed the room in quick steps and pushed him back against the wall, aggressive in her initiation. Her hands fisted in his shirt, pulling him down into a fierce kiss. “Shut up and fuck me,” she swore, the words spilling impulsive and hungry. The clock in her head ticked louder. This weekend was finite. She wanted to feel everything before it slipped away.

Leon groaned into her mouth, composure already fraying at her boldness. His large hands gripped her waist, spanning her midriff and hips, fingers pressing hot and firm through her sundress. He lifted her easily, carrying her to the bed and tossing her onto the mattress. The dress came off in a rush of fabric, her athletic body exposed, long legs and curvy hips bare under his stare. He stripped fast, his thick cock springing free, heavy and curved, the sight sending fresh heat flooding between her legs.

She reached for him again, but he caught her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand. “My turn to take over, baby.” His free hand roamed down her body, gripping her breast, thumb dragging rough across the nipple until it peaked tight. Warm palm, possessive pressure, the size of his hand making her arch. Then lower, between her thighs, fingers stroking her slick folds before two thick digits pushed inside, stretching her open. The intrusion drew a broken moan from her, wetness coating him instantly.

But he didn’t linger there long. Leon positioned himself between her spread legs, the blunt head of his cock nudging her entrance. He rubbed it along her slit, coating himself in her arousal, the heat and thickness making her hips lift desperately. “That’s it,” he murmured, voice deepening. “Let me fill you up.” With one slow, deliberate thrust, he pushed inside.

The stretch overwhelmed her senses. Thick inches sank deep, the upward curve dragging along her walls in a way that made her gasp sharply. Her cunt clenched around the massive girth, adjusting to the fullness that pressed everywhere at once. Leon groaned, hips flexing as he worked deeper, each inch claiming more of her. Warm, rigid length, the veins pulsing against her sensitive flesh. She felt every detail, the way her body yielded to him, the profound sense of being completely filled.

He bottomed out, hips flush against hers, and held there, letting her feel it all. Olivia’s back arched, throat stretching as her head pressed back into the pillows. His mouth found that spot on her throat immediately, biting and sucking while he started to thrust. Deep, powerful strokes that dragged out and slammed back in, the bed creaking under them. Skin slapped against skin, wet sounds filling the suite. His hand released her wrists to grip her hip, angling her for deeper penetration, the curve of his cock hitting spots that made her vision blur.

“Fuck, yes,” she gasped, nearly nonverbal as pleasure built fast. Her legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his back, urging him harder. Leon obliged, pace turning relentless, raw ownership in every thrust. His body covered hers, rich brown skin against her paler curves, the contrast sharp and intoxicating. Sweat slicked between them as he drove into her, the thick length stretching her with every plunge.

He flipped her suddenly, pulling out only long enough to position her on all fours. Hands gripped her ass, spreading her as he thrust back in from behind. The new angle let him go even deeper, the upward curve rubbing perfectly inside. Olivia moaned loud, fingers twisting in the sheets, her hips pressing into the mattress with each powerful snap of his hips. His hand reached around, fingers finding her clit, rubbing tight circles while he fucked her hard. The dual sensation pushed her toward the edge fast.

The second orgasm hit her like a surge, cunt pulsing hard around his thick cock, waves of intense pleasure ripping through her body. She cried out, thighs shaking, walls clenching rhythmically as he kept thrusting through it, drawing out every spasm. Leon growled, pace faltering for a moment as her body gripped him, but he didn’t stop. “Good girl. Give me another.”

He pulled out and flipped her onto her back again, hooking her legs over his shoulders. The position folded her, letting him sink impossibly deep. His thrusts turned shorter, harder, pounding into her with focused intensity. Sweat dripped from his chest onto her skin. His mouth attacked her throat and shoulders again, biting down as he drove into her. The clock ticked in her mind, the awareness sharpening everything. This couldn’t last forever. Sunday was coming. But right now, with him buried so completely inside her, she felt more alive than she had in years.

Pleasure coiled tight once more, faster this time. His cock filled her perfectly, the girth and curve hitting every sensitive spot with ruthless precision. Fingers dug into her hips, holding her steady as he fucked her toward the peak. Olivia’s breath came in broken gasps and pleas, body surrendering completely. The third orgasm crashed over her, even stronger, cunt spasming wildly around him, wetness flooding out with each deep thrust. Her vision whited out, legs trembling violently against his shoulders.

Leon followed right after, burying himself to the hilt with a deep groan. His cock pulsed hard inside her, thick jets of heat filling her completely as he came. The sensation prolonged her aftershocks, her body milking every drop. He stayed deep, grinding slow through the finish, claiming her fully in that raw, final moment.

They collapsed together, breathing ragged, bodies slick and tangled. Leon kissed her throat softly now, the playful dominance returning in gentle bites along the marked skin. Olivia lay there, awareness of the ticking clock heavy in her chest. The intensity still hummed through her limbs, but so did the bittersweet edge. This was temporary. Powerful, overwhelming, but finite. She traced a finger down his chest, savoring the warmth, knowing the golf outing wouldn’t last forever.

He rolled beside her, pulling her close, one hand still possessively on her hip. “We’ve still got time left this weekend,” he murmured, voice teasing but softer. She nodded, pressing her face into his shoulder, the sensations of being so thoroughly taken lingering deep. Her body felt changed, marked inside and out, but the reality of returning to Grant later pressed in. For now, she let herself enjoy the stolen peace, the deep satisfaction settling into her bones.

The suite felt quieter after, sunlight shifting across their skin. Olivia knew she would seek him again before the weekend ended, but the awareness of limited time made every touch, every thrust, burn brighter in her memory.


Final Beach Fire



Dusk painted the sky in deep oranges and purples as Olivia slipped away from the pre-wedding gatherings, heart pounding with a mix of need and melancholy. The hidden stretch of beach path wound between dunes and cabanas, mostly deserted at this hour. Grant had mentioned napping back at the villa after the golf outing, giving her this narrow window. She felt the ache from the suite earlier, that deep soreness between her legs, the faint stickiness still lingering. Every step reminded her how thoroughly Leon had taken her. The weekend was slipping away fast, Sunday looming like a closing door. The realization sharpened everything, turning desire into something urgent and bittersweet.

Leon waited in the shadows of a tall dune cabana, his lean-muscled frame silhouetted against the fading light. He pulled her behind the structure the moment she appeared, large hands gripping her waist and dragging her close. “There you are,” he murmured, voice rough with that commanding edge. His mouth found her throat immediately, teeth grazing the tender marks from before. Warm lips, sharp bite, the suction pulling a gasp from her throat.

She arched into him, her throat stretching under his fixation. “We don’t have long,” she whispered, swearing softly as his hands slid under her dress, gripping her ass with possessive heat. Large palms, rough and sure, kneading the flesh and lifting her against him. The risk of the open path hummed in the background, distant voices carrying on the breeze. It only made her wetter.

Leon backed her against the wooden wall of the cabana, the structure shielding them from the main path. His body pressed flush, the hard length of his cock evident through his shorts, thick and insistent against her belly. He kissed her deep, tongue claiming her mouth while one hand pushed her dress higher. Fingers stroked along her thigh, then pressed between her legs, feeling the slick heat through her panties. “Laugh all you want, but we both know you’re dripping just thinking about how deep I’m gonna go.”

The words sent a rush through her. She reached down, freeing him with impatient hands. His thick cock sprang out, heavy and curved, the sight and feel still overwhelming. She stroked him once, twice, feeling the pulsing veins and upward arc. Leon groaned, hips thrusting into her grip. He shoved her panties aside, not bothering to remove them, and lifted one of her legs around his waist.

The first thrust pushed inside her, urgent and deep. The stretch filled her completely, the familiar girth and curve dragging along her sensitive walls. Her cunt clenched around him, still tender from earlier, the soreness mixing with fresh pleasure. Warm, rigid length, every inch claiming her in the open air. She bit her lip to stifle a moan as he started moving, powerful strokes that rocked her against the cabana wall.

His mouth stayed on her throat and shoulders, biting and sucking while he fucked her harder. Strong hands gripped her ass, holding her open for each thrust. The wet slap of skin mixed with the crash of nearby waves. Olivia’s hands clutched his back, nails digging in as sensation flooded her. Impulsive flashes hit with every deep plunge: the heat of him, the thickness stretching her wide, the way her body pressed flush against his hard abs. Pleasure built fast, sharpened by the risk.

“That’s it, baby,” he growled against her throat, pace turning feral. “Let that pretty throat stretch for me.” His hips snapped forward, driving the curved head against that perfect spot inside. Her legs trembled, one hooked high around him, the other braced on the sand. The position left her exposed, vulnerable to anyone walking the path, but she couldn’t stop. The bittersweet edge pressed in harder now. This intensity, this connection, would end soon. The thought made her cling tighter, chasing every sensation.

Leon shifted suddenly, turning her around and bending her forward over a low wooden railing attached to the cabana. Her hands gripped the wood as he thrust back in from behind, deeper in this angle. One hand reached around to rub her clit in tight circles, fingers slick with her wetness. The dual assault pushed her right to the edge, pleasure coiling viciously low in her belly. She swore under her breath, broken and needy, body rocking back to meet every powerful stroke.

The fourth orgasm slammed into her without mercy. Her cunt pulsed hard around his thick cock, waves of intense release ripping through her. Thighs shaking, vision blurring, she cried out softly into the evening air. Leon kept fucking her through it, hips slapping against her ass, drawing out every spasm until her legs threatened to give out.

Then she heard it.

“Olivia?” Grant’s voice called from the path, closer than she expected. He must have woken from his nap and come looking. Footsteps crunched on sand, rounding the dune.

Leon’s hand clamped over her mouth instantly, his body freezing deep inside her. Her heart hammered wildly, the adrenaline spiking through the lingering orgasm. He pulled out smoothly, spinning her behind the cabana wall with him, his large frame shielding hers. His cock, still hard and slick, pressed against her thigh as they pressed flat into the shadows.

Grant’s footsteps paused nearby. “Olivia? You out here?” His voice carried confusion, then a sigh. He lingered for long, agonizing seconds, scanning the area. Olivia held her breath, Leon’s hand firm over her mouth, his other arm banded around her waist. The nearness of discovery sent terror and thrill racing through her veins. Her body still trembled from the climax, wetness dripping down her thigh, his thick length twitching against her skin.

Finally Grant muttered something to himself and turned back toward the villa, footsteps retreating. The moment he disappeared around the corner, Leon exhaled sharply and spun her again, pressing her front against the cabana wall. He thrust back inside in one urgent motion, fucking her with renewed ferocity. The scare had flipped something primal in him, his strokes shorter and harder, almost punishing.

Olivia moaned brokenly, the adrenaline mixing with the peak passion into something devastating. His mouth attacked her throat from behind, biting down as he drove into her. Strong hands gripped her hips, pulling her back onto every thrust. The risk, the sadness of the ending weekend, the raw intensity all collided. Pleasure surged again, but there was no time for another peak. Leon buried himself deep with a low groan, cock pulsing as he came hard inside her, thick heat flooding her already sensitive cunt.

They stayed locked together for a few frantic heartbeats, breathing ragged. Then reality crashed back. Leon pulled out quickly, helping her adjust her dress with surprisingly gentle hands. “Go,” he whispered, voice rough but urgent. “Before he comes back.”

She slipped away on shaky legs, the mix of his release and her own wetness slick between her thighs, fresh marks blooming on her throat. The near-miss left her heart racing, the bittersweet ache heavier now. Peak passion had burned bright, but the end felt closer than ever. She smoothed her hair and dress, forcing a casual smile as she headed back toward the lights, the vivid memory of his final urgent thrusts etched deep.

Grant found her near the pool deck moments later. “There you are. I woke up and thought I’d find you on the beach path.” His tone was light, affectionate, the awareness only at that surface level. She deflected smoothly, kissing his cheek, but the adrenaline and sadness lingered in her chest.

The weekend was burning down to its final hours.


Last Stolen Moments



Olivia found the resort spa area quiet after hours, the pre-wedding brunch keeping most guests occupied elsewhere. Steam hung thick in the private sauna room she had slipped into, the wooden benches warm and smooth under her towel. Her heart sat heavy in her chest, a tangle of need and sorrow. Grant was safely at the brunch with the rest of the wedding party. This was it. The final stolen window before everything returned to normal. The reality pressed on her, bittersweet and sharp. She wanted one last connection with Leon, slower this time, something to carry with her when the weekend ended.

He arrived moments later, closing the door behind him with a soft click. His dark eyes softened when they landed on her, the playful dominance tempered by the same awareness of time running out. “You called for me,” he said quietly, stepping closer. She stood and let the towel drop, her athletic body bare in the humid heat, her skin flushed from the steam.

Olivia reached for him first, hands sliding up his chest, pulling him into a deep kiss. It started slow, almost tender, her fingers tracing the lines of his lean-muscled frame. She poured everything into it, the conflict and the greed, the knowledge that this would be their last time. Leon responded in kind, large hands cupping her face, then sliding down to grip her waist. Warm palms spanned the softness there, thumbs stroking gently along her skin, heat seeping deep.

They moved to the wide bench, her initiating as she pushed him down and straddled his lap. His thick cock pressed against her, already hard, the familiar upward curve hot between them. She stroked him with both hands, slow and deliberate, feeling the pulsing veins and heavy weight. The soreness from the beach encounter lingered, a deep ache that made every touch more intense. She lifted herself, guiding the broad head to her entrance, then sank down inch by inch.

The stretch filled her completely, warm and thick, the curve dragging along her walls in a way that pulled a soft moan from her throat. She settled fully onto him, hips flush, and paused there, forehead pressed to his. “This is the last,” she whispered, voice catching. The words carried both pain and hunger. Leon’s hands gripped her hips, steady and sure, but he let her set the pace.

She began to move, slow rolls of her hips, grinding deep rather than frantic thrusting. Every shift sent sensation blooming through her body. His cock filled her so perfectly, the girth pressing everywhere at once, the heat of him radiating into her core. Olivia rode him with deliberate focus, savoring each glide, each point of contact. His mouth found her throat and shoulders, kissing and biting with less aggression now, more reverence, teeth grazing the many marks already there. Warm lips, gentle suction, the scrape of stubble against tender skin.

Leon groaned low, hands roaming her back, one sliding up to grip the nape of her neck. “You feel incredible,” he murmured against her throat, voice rough but softer than before. His hips rose to meet her, matching her slower rhythm, deep and controlled. The sauna heat amplified everything, sweat slicking their skin, making every slide wetter, more intimate. She felt every thick inch as she lifted and sank, her cunt clenching around him in rhythmic pulses.

The emotional weight built alongside the physical. Tears pricked her eyes even as pleasure coiled low. This connection, this overwhelming fullness, would soon be memory. She moved faster for a moment, then slowed again, drawing it out, wanting to remember every detail. Leon’s hands explored her body with care, one palm cupping her breast, thumb circling the nipple, the other gripping her ass to guide her. Large fingers dug in with possessive warmth, the roughness contrasting her smoothness.

She leaned back slightly, hands braced on his thighs, the new angle letting him hit deeper. Her thighs trembled with the effort, plush midriff tightening as pleasure mounted in slow, powerful waves. Leon watched her, dark eyes intense, his fixation on her throat drawing his mouth there again. He sucked at the elegant line, leaving one final mark, while his hips rocked up into her with steady force.

The fifth orgasm built gradually, emotionally charged rather than explosive. It rose from deep inside, spreading outward in bittersweet intensity. Her cunt pulsed around his thick length, waves of release washing through her, slower and more profound. She gasped brokenly, body shuddering against him, thighs clamping tight as the pleasure peaked and held. Leon held her through it, thrusting deep and grinding, prolonging the sensation until she collapsed against his chest, breathing ragged.

He followed soon after, arms banding around her as he came with a low groan. Thick heat pulsed inside her, filling her in long, deliberate spurts. They stayed locked together, his cock buried deep, bodies trembling in the steamy air. Olivia pressed her face into his shoulder, memorizing his scent, the strength of his arms, the way he filled her so completely. The sadness pressed heavier now, the end no longer distant.

Finally they separated, slow and reluctant. Leon helped her clean up, his touches gentle, almost careful. “This weekend was something,” he said, voice low, the playful spark dimmed by the same finality she felt. She dressed in silence, the reality settling deep. No more stolen moments. No more of this heat.

Olivia slipped out of the spa first, legs shaky, body marked and sore, his release still warm inside her. The wedding events waited. Grant would be there soon, steady and loving. She carried the ache with her, the memories flooding her thoughts as she walked back toward the lights. The finite nature of it all left a hollow in her chest, but also a secret glow she knew would linger long after the plane took off.


The Flight Home



The plane hummed steadily above the clouds as Olivia settled into her window seat, the Miami sun already a memory behind them. Grant sat beside her, flipping through the in-flight magazine, his familiar presence warm and steady. His hand rested on her knee occasionally, affectionate and oblivious, exactly as it had been all weekend. She smiled at him when he pointed out something funny in the pages, but the gesture felt distant, filtered through the vivid ache still pulsing low in her body.

Her short dark bob fell forward as she turned toward the window, hiding the constellation of marks along her throat and shoulders. Every shift in the seat sent a deep, tender reminder between her legs, the soreness from days of intense use lingering like a secret brand. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the faint ghost of Leon’s thick presence, the way he had filled her so completely in the sauna, in the suite, against the cabana wall. The memories flooded in unbidden, sharp and vivid, pulling her straight out of the recycled airplane air and back into humid nights and warm skin.

It’s over, she thought, the rationalization long gone. No more this weekend is mine. Just the finite truth of it. Four days of heat and surrender, now thirty thousand feet above the Atlantic, shrinking smaller with every mile. The entitlement that had burned so bright had cooled into something quieter, heavier. An absence. She carried it in her plush midriff, in the sensitive ache between her thighs, in the elegant column of her throat that still remembered his teeth and lips.

Grant squeezed her knee again. “You okay? You’ve been quiet since we left the resort.” His voice was gentle, concerned in that reliable way that had always made her feel safe. She covered his hand with hers, the contrast immediate and painful. His touch was familiar, loving, but it lacked the commanding heat, the playful dominance that had unraveled her so easily.

“I’m fine,” she said, voice casual, swearing lightly under her breath as a fresh wave of memory hit her. Leon’s low groan against her throat in the sauna. The way his broad palms had gripped her hips while she rode him slow and deliberate, savoring every thick inch. The final pulse of him deep inside her, the bittersweet intensity of that last orgasm. She shifted again, the soreness flaring, vivid and immediate. “Just tired from all the events. It was a hell of a weekend.”

He chuckled, leaning back. “Yeah, it was. Glad we did it. The wedding turned out great.” Grant returned to his magazine, content in the comfortable silence they’d always shared. Olivia watched the clouds drift by, her bright green eyes distant. The small beauty mark above her lip tightened as she bit back a sigh.

Inside, the sensations refused to fade. She could still feel the stretch, the heat, the way her body had responded so greedily to Leon’s size and rhythm. The flashes came fast: his dark eyes watching her throat arch, his rich skin against hers, the wet sounds and broken cries she’d made when she finally let go. It had been overwhelming. Alive. And now it was gone. No more hidden cabanas, no more stolen suite hours, no more risky beach encounters with her husband’s voice calling her name from around the corner.

The adrenaline of that near-miss still lingered too, mixing with the sadness. She had come so close to everything falling apart, and part of her had thrilled at the danger. But now, sitting beside Grant with the marks of another man hidden under her hair and the deep soreness still present between her thighs, the reality settled deep. This was the end. No sequel. No continuation. Just the ache of something beautiful and finite.

She glanced at Grant again. He looked peaceful, soft around the middle in his travel clothes, the man who offered safety and consistency. She loved him. That hadn’t changed. But something in her had shifted, a new awareness of what her body could feel, what it craved. The weekend had opened a door she couldn’t quite close all the way. The bittersweet acceptance sat heavy in her chest. She would carry this secret, this vivid set of memories, back into their real life. No confessions. No destruction. Just the private glow and the quiet longing that would fade, eventually.

The plane began its descent, the Florida coast long behind them. Olivia rested her head against the window, watching the ground rise to meet them. Her toned legs shifted, the runner’s strength still there beneath the lingering tenderness. The soft curve of her midriff rose and fell with each breath. She touched her throat lightly, feeling one of the hidden marks, a final sensory echo.

As the wheels touched down, she turned to Grant with a genuine, if tired, smile. “Home,” she said softly.

He squeezed her hand. “Home.”

Olivia leaned into his shoulder, letting the familiar comfort wrap around her. The weekend in Miami had ended. The heat, the risk, the overwhelming pleasure, all of it sealed away in memory. She would step back into their life carrying the ache of absence, the knowledge of what she had tasted and lost. Bittersweet, but hers. The plane taxied to the gate, and with it came the quiet acceptance. This chapter was closed.

She was ready to return, changed but silent, the elegant column of her throat still bearing faint evidence of how alive she had felt for one stolen weekend.


More from Sable Kane



If you loved this story, you'll want more. Here are the hottest collections from the Sable Kane catalog — explicit, interracial, and built for readers who like it exactly the way you do.

***

Black Bred Wives: Volume 1

The collection that started it all. Five explicit stories of wives who crossed the line — and never looked back. Dominant bulls, willing wives, and husbands who have no idea.

Click here to read it on Amazon

***

Black Bred Wives: Volume 2

More wives. More bulls. More of everything you came here for. Five more stories that go further and burn hotter than the first volume.

Click here to read it on Amazon

***

Blacked College Students: Volume 1

Campus heat. Explicit encounters, forbidden firsts, and the kind of interracial chemistry that ruins you for anyone else.

Click here to read it on Amazon

***

See everything Sable Kane has published:

All books available on Amazon


About Sable Kane



Sable Kane writes unapologetic, high-heat erotic fiction that dives headfirst into power exchange, size kink, breeding obsession, and the delicious wreckage of marital boundaries. A longtime observer of the darker corners of desire, she specializes in stories where surrender is total, dominance is absolute, and the line between shame and ecstasy vanishes completely.

Her Blacked College Students series follows good girls from freshman year through graduation — and the education that happens nowhere near a classroom. Black Bred Wives explores what happens when married women stop pretending they don't crave something their husbands can't give them. And her newest series, Blacked at Work, takes the obsession corporate — locked offices, after-hours meetings, and promotions that come with very personal terms.

When she's not crafting filthy happily-ever-afters (or ever-afters that feel like delicious damnation), she's probably deep in research — reading, watching, or simply letting her mind wander to places most people never admit they visit.

Sable lives in a quiet corner of the world with too many books, too much coffee, and zero regrets about the things she puts on the page. She believes every fantasy deserves to be explored without apology, and every reader who craves the raw, the forbidden, and the utterly consuming deserves a story that doesn't pull punches.

www.sablekane.com

[image: ]

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		1. Wedding Weekend Arrival


    		2. Rehearsal Sparks


    		3. Poolside Tension


    		4. The Breaking Point


    		5. Cabanas and Surrender


    		6. Suite Takeover


    		7. Final Beach Fire


    		8. Last Stolen Moments


    		9. The Flight Home


    		More from Sable Kane


    		About Sable Kane


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		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

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47






OEBPS/font_rsrcBW.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrcBX.jpg
BLACKED WEDDING

e

Sable Kane





OEBPS/image_rsrcBY.jpg





