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Prologue

We were in Barbados for our destination wedding when I found myself thinking bad thoughts. It felt wrong, as if every instinct was screaming that it was all so terribly wrong, and I knew it was, yet that very contradiction made it feel so incredibly right.

I never in my wildest dreams would have imagined sharing such intimate passion with someone other than my husband, on our wedding night no less, yet that forbidden act is exactly what I found myself fantasizing about over and over again.

There was never any deliberate intention behind it, at least not at first. And I was desperate to keep it a secret from him.

In truth, I can’t pinpoint exactly when the audacious thought first invaded my mind—it likely sprouted long before we ever arrived there…it had been a seed growing in my devious mind for quite some time.

And on the biggest day of my life, it blossomed completely out of control…


Chapter 1

The intimate group of our closest friends and family had flown in from seemingly all corners of the globe, congregating at the luxurious beachfront resort that would serve as the backdrop for our nuptials. As I gazed out at the turquoise waters lapping gently at the shore, I felt a curious mix of excitement and unease churning in my stomach.

The rehearsal dinner was held on the resort's open-air terrace, strings of twinkling lights casting a soft glow over the proceedings. The balmy night air was thick with the scent of frangipani and sea salt, caressing my skin like a damp silk robe. I sipped my third glass of champagne, feeling pleasantly warm and loose as I laughed at some barely-witty remark my soon-to-be husband, Tim, had made.

But try as I may, I couldn’t focus on anyone but Bruce - my fiancé's best man and longtime friend. Bruce was my husband’s roommate in med school and had gone on to be an orthopedic surgeon and was very successful. He was also a wide receiver at Miami and would’ve had a chance to go pro if he didn’t tear up his knee. I loved my husband, but Bruce was so impressive. He was tall, dark, handsome, intelligent, and so charming.

The first time I went out with my husband I actually thought Bruce was my date when he opened the door. It was hard to hide my disappointment when I found out that Tim, a white guy of average height and build, and not Bruce, the six foot two black man who looked like he’d been chiseled by the gods, was my date. We all joke about it now, but I guess a part of me always wished I’d gotten the chance to go out with Bruce.

But I ended up falling in love with Tim and so I pushed those feelings deep down inside me and ignored them for five years. I don’t know what happened, but something stirred those feelings inside me once more when we got to Barbados. Maybe it was nerves or cold feet, or perhaps it was the sun and all the booze, but all I could do was stare at him as I stood next to Tim, pretending to find him interesting and funny. I felt horrible, but I was overcome with this lust that was hard to control.

I watched hungrily as Bruce was leaning against the bar, his athletic frame accentuated by a crisp white linen shirt that contrasted beautifully with his ebony skin. Our eyes met across the crowded terrace, and for a moment, time seemed to stand still. There was an intensity in his gaze that made my breath catch in my throat. I quickly looked away, my cheeks flushing with heat that had nothing to do with the tropical climate.

As the evening wore on, I found myself increasingly distracted. Every time Bruce laughed or spoke, my attention was drawn to him like a magnet. The rich timbre of his voice sent shivers down my spine. I tried to focus on Tim, on our friends and family, on the excitement of our impending wedding. But my traitorous mind kept conjuring images of Bruce's strong hands, his full lips, his broad shoulders. I imagined those hands caressing my skin, those lips trailing kisses down my neck. The fantasies were so vivid, so intoxicating, that I felt dizzy with desire.

As the night wore on, I found myself gravitating towards Bruce, drawn by some invisible force I couldn't resist. We ended up chatting by the bar, ostensibly discussing last-minute wedding details. But there was an electric undercurrent to our conversation, a tension that crackled in the air between us.

"You look beautiful tonight, Chrissy," Bruce said, his eyes roaming over me in a way that made my skin tingle. "Tim's a lucky man."

I swallowed hard, trying to steady my racing pulse. "Thank you," I murmured, my voice barely above a whisper. "I'm the lucky one."

But even as the words left my lips, I knew they rang hollow. The way Bruce was looking at me made me feel more desired, more alive than I had in years. I found myself leaning in closer, breathing in his intoxicating scent - a heady mix of sandalwood and something uniquely masculine. Our fingers brushed as he handed me another glass of champagne, and the brief contact sent sparks of electricity coursing through my body.

"Are you nervous about tomorrow?" Bruce asked, his voice low and intimate.

I nodded, opening my mouth to speak. The truth was, I was nervous, but not for the reasons he might assume. I was terrified of the growing attraction I felt towards him, of the forbidden thoughts that refused to leave my mind. But before I could answer, Tim interrupted the moment and joined us at the bar.

As Tim's arm slipped around my waist, I felt a pang of guilt mingled with an odd sense of loss. Bruce stepped back slightly, his expression unreadable as he raised his glass in a toast.

"To the happy couple," he said smoothly, but I caught a flicker of something in his eyes - regret? Desire? - before he turned away to mingle with the other guests.

I leaned into Tim, trying to ground myself in the familiar comfort of his embrace. But my skin still tingled where Bruce's fingers had brushed against mine, and I couldn't shake the lingering electricity of that moment with him, even as I lay in bed later that night. Tim slept peacefully beside me, his gentle snores a familiar backdrop to my restless thoughts. But my mind was consumed by images of dark skin and smoldering eyes, of forbidden touches and unspoken desires.

The ceiling fan whirred softly overhead, stirring the gauzy curtains and sending shadows dancing across the walls. Outside, the rhythmic crash of waves against the shore seemed to echo the tumultuous beating of my heart. I tossed and turned, the silky sheets tangled around my legs as I struggled to find a comfortable position. Sleep eluded me, my mind too consumed with thoughts of Bruce and the heavy tension between us.

I slipped out of bed, careful not to wake Tim, and padded barefoot onto the balcony. The night air was heavy with moisture, clinging to my skin like a lover's caress. I leaned against the railing, gazing out at the moonlit ocean. The beach stretched out before me, an expanse of silvery sand dotted with swaying palms. In the distance, I could make out a lone figure walking along the shoreline. Even from this distance, I recognized the tall, athletic silhouette. Bruce.

My heart raced as I watched him, his powerful stride carrying him across the sand. He paused, looking out at the waves, and for a moment I imagined he could sense my presence. I held my breath, torn between the urge to call out to him and the knowledge that I should retreat back to bed.

But I remained rooted to the spot, mesmerized by his solitary figure. The moonlight caressed his bare torso, highlighting the defined muscles of his back and arms. I imagined running my hands over that smooth, dark skin, tracing the contours of his body. The thought sent a shiver of desire through me, despite the warm night air.

I closed my eyes, trying to banish the illicit thoughts, but they only grew more vivid. In my mind's eye, I saw Bruce turning towards me, his gaze finding mine across the moonlit beach. I imagined him striding purposefully towards the hotel, towards my room. My breath quickened as I pictured him appearing on my balcony, wordlessly pulling me into his arms.

The fantasy was so real…and then it wasn’t.

I opened my eyes with a start, my heart pounding. The balcony was empty, the beach deserted. Bruce was gone, if he had ever truly been there at all. I pressed a hand to my flushed cheek, shocked by the intensity of my imaginings.

Guilt washed over me as I glanced back at Tim's sleeping form. What was wrong with me? How could I be having such vivid fantasies about another man on the eve of my wedding? I loved Tim, I truly did. He was kind, stable, and dependable - everything I had always wanted in a partner.

But as I slipped back into bed beside Tim, I couldn't shake the lingering heat of my imagined encounter with Bruce. I lay awake for hours, my mind and body thrumming with a restless energy I couldn't dispel.

When dawn finally broke, painting the sky in soft pinks and golds, I rose early and made my way down to the deserted beach to contemplate the Big Day that lay ahead. The sand was cool beneath my bare feet as I walked along the water's edge, letting the gentle waves lap at my ankles. I inhaled deeply, hoping the salty air would clear my head and wash away the remnants of the previous night. But all I could think about was Bruce taking me. It was my wedding day. It was supposed to be the happiest day of my life, not the horniest. And it was to be the horniest, shouldn’t I at least be lusting after my husband and not his best man?

The sun climbed higher in the sky as I walked, lost in my tumultuous thoughts. I was so distracted that I didn't notice the approaching figure until he was mere feet away. My heart leapt into my throat as I recognized Bruce, his muscular frame glistening with sweat from an early morning run.

"Chrissy," he said, his voice ragged and short from his run. "You're up early. Get enough sleep?"

I swallowed hard, acutely aware of how close we were standing and shook my head. "Couldn't sleep," I admitted, averting my eyes from his bare chest.

"Too excited?” he asked with a smile.

“Something like that,” I said, tucking a stray, blonde lock behind my ear as I stared down at my sandy toes.

Bruce took a step closer, his presence overwhelming my senses. The scent of his skin - a heady mix of salt, sweat, and something uniquely masculine - made my head swim. I could feel the heat radiating from his body, still warm from his run.

"You know," he said softly, his voice barely above a whisper, "it's normal to have doubts before a big commitment like this. Cold feet are pretty common."

I looked up, meeting his intense gaze. His dark eyes seemed to see right through me, as if he could read every forbidden thought that had been plaguing me. I felt exposed, vulnerable, yet strangely exhilarated by his proximity.

"I don't have doubts about Tim," I said, my voice wavering slightly. "He's wonderful. It's just..."

I trailed off, unable to finish the thought. Bruce reached out, his fingers brushing my arm in a touch so light it could have been accidental. But the jolt of electricity that shot through me was undeniable.

"It's just what?" he pressed gently, his eyes never leaving mine.

I opened my mouth to respond, but no word came. I thought for a moment then shook my head.

“Nothing, just normal stuff…” I stammered. “I should probably get back and start getting ready. Big day, you know?”

“Of course,” he said. “I’ll see you later.”

And with that, Bruce left me on the beach, once again alone with my tumultuous thoughts rumbling around in my head.


Chapter 2

“Do you take this man, Tim, to be your lawfully wedded husband?” I barely heard the words, I was too busy staring at Bruce and I’m pretty sure he was staring at my chest. I couldn’t blame him. My perfect, hourglass figure and ample breasts were perfectly accentuated by my wedding dress. I looked amazing and I’m not ashamed to admit that.

The officiant cleared his throat. “Oh, umm yes. I do,” I said as I focused my attention on Tim and smiled. The officiant repeated the process with Tim and then pronounced us “man and wife.” As Tim kissed me, I couldn’t help but open my eyes. I saw Bruce staring at me, some kind of primal lust in his eyes. I could feel myself getting wet and it had nothing to do with Tim kissing me.

We exited down the aisle to cheers and congratulations from friends and family and headed off for the reception.

The reception was a blur of champagne toasts, swirling gowns, and pulsing music. I moved through it all in a daze, my mind still reeling from the intensity of the ceremony. Tim's hand was warm in mine as we made our rounds, accepting congratulations and posing for countless photos. But every few minutes, my gaze would drift to Bruce, drawn like a magnet to his imposing figure.

He looked devastatingly handsome in his tailored tuxedo, the crisp white shirt a stark contrast against his dark skin. More than once, I thought I caught him watching me.

As the night wore on, the champagne flowed freely and the dance floor filled with increasingly exuberant revelers. I found myself swept up in dance after dance - with Tim, with my father, with various uncles and cousins. I found myself thinking…I could dance with Bruce, wouldn’t be all that weird would it?

As if summoned by my thoughts, Bruce appeared at my side just as the current song ended.

“Beautiful night, Chrissy. Congratulations again, I’m so thrilled for you guys,” he said, offering his glass to cheers. We clinked flutes and drank. An awkward moment passed between us as the DJ shifted the mood from a slow number to a club banger.

The pulsing beat of the new song reverberated through my body, matching the quickening of my pulse as Bruce stood before me. His eyes glinted in the dim light, a mix of warmth and something darker, more primal.

“I love this song,” Bruce said, heading to join the growing crowd on the dance floor. I locked eyes with Tim and waved him over. Come dance I mouthed to him. He grimaced and shook his head. Tim wasn’t a big dancer. Go ahead without me he mouthed back. I shrugged my shoulders, downed the last of my champagne and followed after Bruce.

I wove through the crowd, my heart pounding in time with the music. The dance floor was a sea of writhing bodies, the air thick with the scent of perfume and sweat. I spotted Bruce near the center, his tall frame impossible to miss. As I approached, he turned, as if sensing my presence.

“Where’s Tim?” he asked, speaking directly into my ear so that I could hear him over the pulsing music. I rolled my eyes.

“You know Tim,” I responded, standing on my tippy toes to try to speak into Bruce’s ear.

Bruce nodded knowingly, a hint of a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. He leaned in closer, his breath hot against my ear. "Well, we can't let the bride dance alone on her wedding night, can we?"

Before I could respond, he took my hand and pulled me deeper into the crowd. The music seemed to swell around us, the bass thrumming through my body. Bruce began to move, his hips swaying in perfect rhythm with the beat. I found myself mirroring his movements, our bodies falling into sync.

The dance floor was packed, forcing us to stand close. Perhaps a little too close. The heat of the crowded dance floor enveloped us as Bruce and I moved to the pulsing rhythm. Our bodies swayed in tandem, the space between us growing smaller with each beat. The champagne buzzed through my veins, loosening my inhibitions. I could feel the warmth radiating from Bruce's skin, smell the intoxicating blend of his cologne and natural musk.

As the song reached its crescendo, Bruce's hand found the small of my back, pulling me flush against him. My breath caught in my throat at the contact. Through the thin fabric of my wedding dress, I could feel every hard plane of his muscular body. The room seemed to spin around us as we moved together, lost in the music and the electric current passing between us.

I looked up, meeting Bruce's intense gaze. His dark eyes smoldered with barely restrained desire, mirroring the heat pooling low in my belly. For a moment, the rest of the world faded away. There was only Bruce, only the music, only the delicious friction between our bodies.

And then the song changed to another slow one, and the spell was broken. Momentarily anyway.

Later in the night, after many more shots and lots of dancing, things were getting pretty wild. It was a raucous atmosphere. At that point Tim had even managed to drink enough to get out with us and join in the fun. At a certain point, I was feeling so loose, I jokingly started grinding on everyone, even the bridesmaids. It was harmless fun, until I got to Bruce. I grinded up on him and immediately felt his huge cock pressing against my ass. I looked back and mouthed oh my god to him and he looked away immediately, slightly embarrassed. I quickly moved on and started dancing with Tim, but all I could think about was what that thick dark meat would look like in person. And once I started thinking those thoughts…my drunken horny-girl brain took control and hatched a half-baked, devious little plan.

I knew it was wrong, but the alcohol and lust coursing through my veins overrode any sense of propriety. As the night wore on, I found myself seeking out opportunities to brush against Bruce, to catch his eye across the room. Each fleeting touch, each heated glance, sent sparks of electricity through my body.

The reception was winding down, guests starting to filter out. Tim was engrossed in an animated conversation with some college friends. I seized my chance, slipping away from the dwindling crowd and making my way towards the hotel lobby. My heart pounded as I scrawled a hasty note on a cocktail napkin and discreetly passed it to Bruce as I brushed past him. Our eyes met for a brief, charged moment before I hurried away, my pulse racing.

I made my way to the secluded beachfront cabana I had specified in the note, my steps unsteady on the sand. The distant sounds of the reception faded, replaced by the gentle lapping of waves against the shore. I paced nervously in the dim interior, doubts and desire warring within me.

What was I doing? This was madness. I was married now. I had just made vows to Tim mere hours ago. But the alcohol and lust clouded my judgment, overriding any sense of guilt or hesitation.

Minutes ticked by, feeling like hours. Just as I was about to give up and return to the reception, convinced Bruce wouldn't come, I heard footsteps approaching on the sand. My heart leapt into my throat as a tall, muscular silhouette appeared in the doorway.

"Chrissy?" Bruce's deep voice was barely above a whisper. "What are you doing out here?"

I stepped closer, my breath catching as I took in Bruce's powerful form illuminated by the moonlight filtering through the cabana's gauzy curtains. The air between us crackled with tension as I closed the distance, drawn to him like a moth to flame.

"I think you know why I'm here," I whispered, my voice dripping with desire.

Bruce's eyes darkened as they roamed over me, lingering on the curves accentuated by my wedding dress.

"We shouldn't be doing this," he said, but made no move to leave.

"I know, but you still came anyway," I whispered, reaching out to place my hand on his chest. I could feel his heart racing beneath my palm, matching the frantic rhythm of my own.

For a moment, we stood frozen, teetering on the precipice of something forbidden and irrevocable. The only sounds were the distant crash of waves and our ragged breathing.

Bruce's resolve crumbled visibly as he gazed down at me, his eyes smoldering with barely restrained desire. In one fluid motion, he pulled me against him, his lips crashing onto mine with an intensity that made me gasp.

The kiss was everything I had imagined and more - passionate, primal, and utterly intoxicating. Bruce's hands roamed my body, leaving trails of fire in their wake as they traced the curves of my wedding dress. I melted into his embrace, as I pressed myself closer.

The thin fabric of my dress did little to conceal the heat radiating between us as Bruce's hands roamed lower, cupping my backside and pulling me flush against him. I gasped at the feel of his hardness pressing insistently against my stomach.

"We shouldn't," Bruce murmured against my neck, even as he trailed hot, open-mouthed kisses along my collarbone. "Tim..."

“Fuck Tim,” I moaned. “I don’t care…”

The words hung in the air between us, heavy with the weight of their implications. For a moment, Bruce pulled back, his dark eyes searching mine. I held my breath, afraid I had gone too far, that he would come to his senses and leave.

But then something shifted in his gaze, a primal hunger overtaking any last vestiges of hesitation. With a low growl, he crushed his lips to mine once more, his hands roaming my body with newfound urgency. I melted into him, giving myself over to the forbidden passion we had both been fighting for so long.

Bruce's hands fumbled with the intricate buttons of my wedding dress, his fingers trembling with a mix of desire and trepidation. I arched into his touch, desperate for more contact. The delicate fabric whispered as it fell away, pooling at my feet in a cascade of white satin and lace.

I stood before Bruce in nothing but my lacy white lingerie, my skin glowing in the moonlight filtering through the cabana's sheer curtains. His eyes raked over me hungrily, drinking in every curve and plane of my body.

"God, you're sexy,” he said.

Bruce's words sent a shiver of anticipation down my spine. I reached for him, my fingers working quickly to undo his bow tie and unbutton his crisp white shirt. As I pushed the fabric from his broad shoulders, I couldn't help but marvel at the sculpted perfection of his ebony chest. My hands roamed greedily over his muscled torso, tracing the defined ridges of his abs.

"You have no idea how long I've wanted this," Bruce said. His large hands cupped my face, tilting it up to meet his lips. Bruce's lips crashed against mine once more, his kiss deepening with a fierce intensity that made my knees weak. His hands roamed my body urgently, fingers trailing fire across my skin as they unclasped my bra. I gasped as the cool night air hit my bare breasts, my nipples hardening instantly.

Bruce's mouth left mine to blaze a trail of hot kisses down my neck and collarbone. I arched into him as he took one aching nipple between his lips, his tongue swirling expertly around the sensitive peak.

His hands roamed lower, fingers hooking into the delicate lace of my panties. With agonizing slowness, he slid them down my legs, his lips never leaving my skin as he kissed a searing path down my body. I stepped out of the scrap of fabric, now completely bare before him.

"Beautiful," Bruce said, his eyes drinking in every inch of me.

I reached for his belt, fumbling with the buckle in my eagerness. Bruce helped me, quickly divesting himself of his remaining clothes. My breath caught as he stood naked before me.

Bruce's magnificent body was fully revealed to me, his dark skin gleaming in the moonlight. My eyes were drawn irresistibly to his impressive manhood, thick and long and already standing at full attention. I felt a rush of heat between my thighs at the sight.

"Oh my god," I breathed, reaching out to wrap my hand around his substantial girth. Bruce groaned at my touch, his hips jerking involuntarily. “This is beautiful.”

I watched, mesmerized by the contrast of my delicate, pale skin against his darkness. I watched as my left hand jerked his black shaft, my wedding ring sparkling in the silver moonlight.

"Are you sure about this?" Bruce asked, his voice strained with the effort of restraint. He let out a low moan as my hand continued working his hard shaft.

In response, I rolled my hips, grinding myself against him. "I've never been more sure of anything," I breathed.

“What the fuck is this?” a voice echoed from behind.

A chill went down my spine.

It was Tim’s voice.


Chapter 3

I froze, my hand still wrapped around Bruce's shaft. Slowly, I turned to face the voice, my heart pounding in my chest. Tim stood in the doorway of the cabana, his face a mask of shock and betrayal.

"Tim," I gasped, frantically trying to cover myself. "I... I can explain."

But there was no explanation, no excuse that could justify what he was seeing. His new wife, naked and aroused, with her hand on his best friend's cock. The hurt and anger in Tim's eyes cut through me like a knife.

"Explain?"

Tim's voice was icy, barely controlled rage simmering beneath the surface. "Explain what exactly? How you're fucking my best friend on our wedding night?"

I opened my mouth, but no words came out. I paused and thought for a moment. Once again, my drunken, horny-girl brain came up with a solution. Instead of trying to plead and beg forgiveness, I decided to do the exact opposite. What did I have to lose at this point? I dropped to my knees in the cabana sand in front of Bruce, never breaking eye contact with Tim, and began blowing Bruce right there in front of him.

The air in the cabana grew thick with tension as I knelt before Bruce, my eyes locked defiantly on Tim. A mix of shock, anger, and something darker flashed across Tim's face as he watched his new bride take his best friend into her mouth.

Bruce let out a deep groan as I ran my tongue along his considerable length, savoring the salty taste of his skin. I hollowed my cheeks, taking him deeper, spurred on by Tim's presence.

Part of me knew this was madness, that I was destroying my marriage mere hours after saying "I do." But the alcohol, the lust, and some perverse desire to hurt Tim the way he'd hurt me by being so boring and predictable all these years overwhelmed any last shred of reason.

I moaned around Bruce's thick shaft, my eyes never leaving Tim's face. His expression was a storm of conflicting emotions - rage, betrayal, and to my surprise, something deeper something he didn’t want to feel. Tim's fists clenched at his sides, his body rigid with tension.

"What the fuck, Chrissy?" Tim's voice was barely above a whisper, cracking with emotion. "How could you do this?"

I released Bruce with a wet pop, my hand still stroking his impressive length. "How could I not?" I purred, my inhibitions completely abandoned. "Look at it.”

I felt a surge of energy as Tim's eyes darted to Bruce's impressive manhood, still glistening with my saliva. An unmistakable flicker of unwanted arousal passed across Tim's face before anger reasserted itself.

"This is insane," Tim growled, his voice thick with emotion. "Both of you - how could you betray me like this?" But I had seen past his words. Some part of him liked this and was turned on by it. My drunken senses were tingling.

Bruce shifted uncomfortably. "Tim. I'm so sorry. We never meant for this to happen..."

But I was beyond apologies or explanations. The champagne, the forbidden lust, the thrill of being caught - it all swirled together in an intoxicating cocktail that obliterated my inhibitions. I rose to my feet, swaying slightly as I faced Tim.

“Don’t apologize, Bruce,” I said. “Yes we did…besides, he probably likes it…”

I went back to sucking his cock.

Tim protested even harder now, but his efforts to resist were growing futile.

“Chrissy, what the hell, stop this!”

“Shut the fuck up and watch,” I said.

Tim's eyes widened in shock at my brazen command. For a long moment, the only sound was the distant crash of waves and my wet mouth sucking off Bruce. The air crackled with tension as Tim visibly wrestled with himself, his gaze darting between Bruce and me.

"This is wrong," Tim said, but his voice lacked conviction.

I could see the conflict raging in Tim's eyes as he watched me pleasure his best friend. His fists clenched and unclenched at his sides, his breath coming in short, stilted gasps. Despite his protests, I noticed the unmistakable bulge growing in his trousers.

"You like watching, don't you?" I said, my hand still working Bruce's impressive length. "I always knew you had a kinky side, Tim. Why don't you come closer and get a better view?"

Tim shook his head, but his feet seemed to move of their own accord, drawing him further into the cabana. His eyes were transfixed on the sight of my lips wrapped around Bruce's thick shaft.

"That's it," I encouraged, releasing Bruce with a wet pop. "Come here, baby. Don't you want to see what a real cock looks like?"

Bruce shifted uncomfortably. "Tim, man, I can leave, you don’t have to…”

"Shhhh," I said forcefully, silencing Bruce with a firm squeeze of his manhood. I turned my attention back to Tim, who now stood mere feet away, his expression a mix of anger, betrayal, and undeniable lust.

"Touch yourself," I commanded, my voice low and sultry. "I know you want to." I didn’t know what had gotten into me or who I was becoming, but I liked it. The more assertive I became over Tim, the wetter I got.

Tim's fingers trembled as he unzipped his trousers, freeing his straining erection. I felt a thrill of wicked satisfaction as he began to stroke himself, his eyes locked on the sight of me pleasuring Bruce.

"That's it, baby," I purred encouragingly. "Doesn't it feel good to watch your wife with your best friend?"

Tim let out a strangled moan, his hand moving faster over his shaft. The air in the cabana was thick with the scent of sex and the sound of ragged breathing.

I turned my attention back to Bruce, taking him deep into my throat. He groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily. I hollowed my cheeks, savoring the taste and feel of him on my tongue.

"Fuck, Chrissy," Bruce gasped. "I'm close..."

I released him with a wet pop, my hand still working his impressive length. "Not yet," I said with a wicked grin. "I want you inside me."

I stood, pulling Bruce towards the plush chaise lounge in the corner of the cabana. As I reclined on the soft cushions, I crooked a finger at Tim. "Come closer, baby. I want you to see everything."

Tim moved as if in a trance, his eyes never leaving my body as Bruce positioned himself between my spread thighs. I moaned as Bruce's thick shaft nudged at my entrance, already slick with arousal.

"Watch," I said as I grabbed Bruce’s dick and guided it inside me.

I gasped as Bruce slowly pushed deeper, stretching me in ways I'd never experienced before. The contrast of his dark skin against my pale thighs was intoxicating. I locked eyes with Tim as Bruce began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm that had me arching off the chaise in pleasure.

"Oh god," I moaned. "He's so big, Tim. So much bigger than you."

Tim's hand moved faster on his cock as he watched Bruce take me. His face was a storm of conflicting emotions - anger, jealousy, and unmistakable arousal.

"That's it, baby," I purred. "Stroke that little dick while you watch a real man fuck your wife."

Bruce's thrusts grew more forceful, driving deeper with each snap of his hips. I wrapped my legs around his waist, urging him on. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the cabana, mingling with our moans and gasps.

"Fuck, Chrissy," Bruce groaned. "You're so tight. So wet for me."

I pulled him down for a searing kiss, my nails raking down his muscled back. When we broke apart, I turned my head to look at Tim. He was flushed and panting, his hand a blur on his shaft.

"Come here," I commanded, crooking a finger at him.

Tim hesitated for just a moment before moving closer. I reached out, replacing Tim's hand with my own. He gasped at my touch, his hips jerking involuntarily. I stroked him in time with Bruce's powerful thrusts, feeling Tim's shaft twitch in my grasp.

"That's it, baby," I purred. "Let me take care of you while Bruce fucks me."

Tim's eyes were glazed with lust as he watched Bruce's thick cock sliding in and out of me. I could feel my own climax building, a delicious tension coiling low in my belly.

"Oh god," I moaned. "I'm so close. Fuck me harder, Bruce. Make me come on your big, black cock while Tim watches."

Bruce growled, his hips snapping faster. The obscene slap of skin on skin filled the cabana as he pounded into me. I arched off the chaise, crying out in ecstasy as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I made sure Tim saw my face as Bruce brought me to an orgasm Tim could never dream of delivering. I could see it pained him but also heightened his twisted arousal. Which turned me on even more. And I was just getting warmed up. I wanted Tim to watch me cum over and over again.

And Bruce was going to help me do just that.


Chapter 4

The waves of my orgasm subsided, but Bruce didn't slow his relentless pace. If anything, my climax seemed to spur him on, his powerful thrusts driving even deeper. I was awash in sensation, every nerve ending on fire with pleasure.

"Don't stop," I gasped, my nails raking down Bruce's back. "God, you feel so good inside me."

I turned my head to look at Tim, still stroking him in time with Bruce's thrusts. His face was flushed, his breathing ragged as he watched his wife being thoroughly ravished by his best friend.

"You like watching, don't you baby?" I purred, my voice dripping with arousal. "You like seeing how an alpha fucks?"

Tim let out a strangled moan, his hips jerking involuntarily. I could feel him throbbing in my grasp, close to the edge.

"That's it," I encouraged. "Cum for me, Tim. Cum while you watch Bruce fuck me better than you ever could."

With a guttural groan, Tim exploded, his release spilling over my hand and onto the sand. I milked him through his orgasm, never taking my eyes off his face contorted in pleasure and shame.

As Tim's climax subsided, I released him and turned my full attention back to Bruce. I wrapped my legs tighter around his waist, urging him deeper.

"Harder," I moaned, arching my back to take Bruce even deeper. "Fuck me like you mean it."

Bruce growled, his hips snapping with renewed vigor. The obscene slap of skin on skin filled the cabana as he pounded into me relentlessly. I cried out in ecstasy, my body singing with pleasure.

I turned my head to look at Tim, who stood frozen, his spent cock still in hand as he watched his wife being thoroughly ravished. His expression was a storm of conflicting emotions - shame, anger, and unmistakable arousal.

"Look at him, Bruce," I purred. "Look how pathetic he is. He came just from watching you fuck me."

Bruce's rhythm faltered for a moment as he glanced at Tim. I saw a flicker of guilt cross his face before lust reasserted itself.

"Focus on me," I commanded, clenching my inner muscles around Bruce's thick shaft. He groaned, his hips jerking involuntarily.

"That's it," I encouraged. "Forget about Tim. Show me what that big cock can do."

Bruce's eyes darkened with primal hunger. He hooked my legs over his shoulders, the new angle allowing him to drive even deeper. I cried out as he hit spots inside me I didn't even know existed.

"Oh god," I gasped. "Yes, right there. Don't stop!"

Bruce's powerful body moved over mine like a well-oiled machine, his hips driving relentlessly as he pounded into me. The new angle had him hitting my g-spot with every thrust, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. I was climbing rapidly towards another peak, my entire being focused on the exquisite sensations Bruce was drawing from me.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum again," I moaned, my nails digging into Bruce's muscled back. "Make me cum on your big cock, Bruce. Show Tim how a real man does it."

Bruce growled, his pace becoming almost punishing as he drove me closer to the edge. I turned my head to lock eyes with Tim, who stood frozen, his gaze transfixed on where Bruce and I were joined.

"Watch me, Tim," I gasped. "Watch me cum all over Bruce's cock."

With a final, powerful thrust, Bruce sent me careening over the edge. I screamed in ecstasy as waves of pleasure crashed over me, more intense than anything I'd ever experienced. My body convulsed beneath Bruce, inner muscles clenching rhythmically around his thick shaft.

As I came down from my high, I became aware that Bruce was close to his own release. His thrusts had become erratic, his breathing ragged.

"Where do you want it?" he grunted, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

I glanced at Tim, a wicked idea forming through my lust-addled mind.

“Breed me,” I said.

Bruce's eyes widened at my brazen command. "Are you sure?" he panted, his hips still moving in a frantic rhythm.

"Yes," I moaned, wrapping my legs tighter around his waist to pull him deeper. "I want to feel you cum inside me. Fill me up, Bruce."

I turned my gaze to Tim, who stood frozen, his expression a mix of horror and unwilling desire. "You heard me, baby. I want Bruce to breed me. I want his cum, not yours."

Tim let out a strangled sound, somewhere between a moan and a sob. But he didn't look away, his eyes locked on where Bruce and I were joined.

Bruce's control finally snapped. With a guttural groan, he buried himself to the hilt inside me. I gasped as I felt him pulse, hot spurts of his seed flooding my womb. The sensation of being filled so completely triggered another small orgasm, my inner muscles clenching rhythmically around Bruce's throbbing shaft.

"Oh god," I moaned, arching my back to take him even deeper. "Yes, give me all of it. Every last drop of that seed."

Bruce collapsed on top of me, his powerful body trembling in the aftermath of his release. I ran my hands soothingly down his sweat-slicked back, savoring the feeling of his softening cock still buried inside me.

After a long moment, Bruce slowly pulled out, his cock slipping free with a wet sound. I felt a trickle of his release seep out, running down my inner thigh. The sight seemed to snap Tim out of his daze.

"What have you done?" he whispered, his voice hoarse.


Chapter 5

I sat up, feeling deliciously sore and thoroughly satisfied. "What you never could," I replied, my tone unapologetic.

Tim's face crumpled, a mix of anger and heartbreak. "How could you? We just got married!"

"Oh please," I scoffed. "Like you didn't enjoy watching. I saw how hard you got."

Tim flushed, shame and arousal warring on his face. I stood on shaky legs, Bruce's seed still leaking down my thighs.

"Face it, Tim. You're not man enough to satisfy me. But maybe..." I trailed off, a wicked idea forming.

"Maybe what?" Tim asked warily.

I sauntered over to him, swaying my hips seductively. "Maybe you can learn to enjoy watching. Maybe this is what our marriage needs."

Tim's eyes widened in shock. "You can't be serious."

I reached out, trailing a finger down his chest. "Think about it. You clearly got off on watching Bruce fuck me. Why fight it?"

I could see the conflict in Tim's eyes - anger, betrayal, and undeniable desire. I pressed my body against his, feeling his cock twitch against my thigh despite having just climaxed.

"Think about it," I purred, my lips brushing his ear. "You could watch Bruce fuck me whenever you want. Maybe even join in sometimes. Wouldn't that be exciting?"

Tim shuddered, his resolve visibly wavering. I reached down, gently stroking his rapidly hardening shaft.

"See? Your body knows what it wants," I said. "Why deny yourself?"

I glanced over my shoulder at Bruce, who stood watching us with a mix of guilt and lingering desire. "What do you think, Bruce? Want to make this a regular thing?"

Bruce hesitated, clearly torn. "I don't know, Chrissy. This is pretty messed up."

I pouted playfully. "Don't tell me you didn't enjoy it. I felt how hard you came inside me."

Bruce's eyes darkened at the memory. I could see his cock beginning to stir again.

"Come on, boys," I said, reaching out to stroke Bruce with my free hand. "Let's have some real fun. The night's still young."

Tim and Bruce exchanged a long look, years of friendship and this new, forbidden dynamic hanging in the air between them. Finally, Bruce gave a small nod.

"If Tim's okay with it... I'm in," he said.

I felt a thrill of wicked excitement as Bruce agreed. I turned back to Tim, who still looked conflicted.

"What do you say, baby?" I purred, my hand still working his hardening shaft. "Want to watch Bruce fuck me again? Maybe join in this time?"

Tim's breath hitched, his hips involuntarily thrusting into my grip. I could see the last of his resistance crumbling.

"I... I don't know," he stammered.

"Shh," I soothed, pressing a soft kiss to his lips. "Just let go. Let yourself enjoy this."

I led Tim over to the chaise lounge, gently pushing him to sit. His eyes were wide as I straddled his lap, my back to his chest. I reached between my legs, guiding his stiffening cock to my entrance, still slick with Bruce's release.

"Feel that?" I whispered as I sank down on Tim's length. "Feel how wet and open I am from Bruce's big, black cock?"

Tim groaned, his hands gripping my hips. I began to ride him slowly, rolling my hips in a sensual rhythm.

"Bruce," I called, crooking a finger at him. "Come here."

Bruce approached, his impressive manhood already standing at full attention again. I leaned forward, taking him into my mouth as I continued to move on Tim's cock.

The cabana filled with the sounds of our shared pleasure - Tim's low groans, Bruce's deeper grunts, and my muffled moans around Bruce's thick shaft.

I worked them both with practiced skill, my hips undulating as I rode Tim while my tongue swirled around Bruce's length. The contrast of Tim's familiar shape inside me and Bruce's impressive girth stretching my lips was intoxicating.

"Oh god," Tim gasped, his fingers digging into my hips. "This is so wrong..."

But his words belied the way his cock twitched inside me, harder than I'd felt him in years. I released Bruce with a wet pop, turning my head to look at Tim over my shoulder.

"But it feels so good, doesn't it, baby?" I purred. "You love feeling Bruce's cum inside me while you fuck me."

Tim's face flushed with shame and arousal. I clenched my inner muscles around him, drawing a strangled moan from his lips.

"That's it," I encouraged. "Let yourself enjoy it. Watch me suck Bruce's big cock while you're inside me."

I turned back to Bruce, taking him deep into my throat once more. Tim's hips began to move with more urgency, driving up into me as he watched me pleasuring his best friend. The taboo nature of the situation seemed to have awakened something primal in him.

Bruce's hands tangled in my hair, guiding my movements as I bobbed on his impressive length. I hollowed my cheeks, savoring the taste and feel of him on my tongue.

I could feel Tim getting close, his movements becoming more erratic. I clenched my inner muscles around him, drawing a strangled moan from his lips.

"That's it baby," I purred, releasing Bruce for a moment. "Cum inside me. Fill me up alongside Bruce's load."

Tim's hips jerked as he exploded, flooding me with his release. The sensation of being filled again pushed me over the edge and I cried out in ecstasy, my body shuddering with pleasure.

As the aftershocks subsided, I gently lifted myself off Tim and turned my attention fully to Bruce. His impressive manhood still stood proudly erect, glistening with my saliva.

"Your turn," I said with a wicked grin, getting on all fours on the chaise lounge. I looked over my shoulder at Bruce, wiggling my hips invitingly.

Bruce hesitated for just a moment before positioning himself behind me. I gasped as he entered me in one smooth thrust, stretching me deliciously.

"Oh god," I moaned. "So fucking big..."

Bruce set a punishing pace, his hips snapping forcefully as he pounded into me from behind. The obscene sound of skin slapping skin filled the cabana, mingling with our shared moans and gasps of pleasure.

I turned my head to look at Tim, who sat frozen, his eyes locked on where Bruce and I were joined. His spent cock was already beginning to stir again at the sight.

"You better get used to this, baby," I purred.

Tim's face remained flushed with that same mix of shame and arousal. I could see the conflict in his eyes - anger and jealousy warring with undeniable lust.

Bruce's powerful thrusts were driving me rapidly towards another peak. I cried out as he hit a particularly sensitive spot deep inside me.

"Right there!" I gasped. "Oh god, don't stop!"

Bruce growled, his fingers digging into my hips as he increased his pace. The new angle had him hitting my g-spot with every thrust, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body.

"Fuck, you feel amazing," Bruce grunted. "So tight and wet for me."

I moaned wantonly, pushing back to meet his thrusts. "Only for you, Bruce. Only your big cock can satisfy me like this."

I saw Tim flinch at my words, but his hand had moved to his rapidly hardening shaft. The sight of his wife being thoroughly ravished by his best friend seemed to have awakened something primal in Tim. His eyes were dark with a mix of jealousy and unmistakable lust as he stroked himself.

"That's it, baby," I purred encouragingly to Tim. "Stroke that little cock while you watch Bruce fuck me properly."

Bruce's thrusts grew even more forceful at my words, his hips snapping with almost bruising intensity. The cabana was filled with the obscene sounds of our coupling - the wet slap of skin on skin, our shared moans and gasps of pleasure.

I could feel my climax building rapidly, a delicious tension coiling low in my belly. "Oh god, I'm so close," I moaned. "Make me cum on your big cock, Bruce.”

Bruce growled, his pace becoming almost punishing as he drove me closer to the edge. With a final, powerful thrust, he sent me careening over the precipice. I screamed in ecstasy as waves of pleasure crashed over me, more intense than anything I'd ever experienced. My body convulsed beneath Bruce, inner muscles clenching rhythmically around his thick shaft.

As I came down from my high, I became aware that Bruce was close to his own release. His thrusts had become erratic, his breathing ragged.

"Where do you want it?" he grunted, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

I locked eyes with Tim.

“Paint my face,” I said.

Bruce's eyes widened at my dirty request. With a groan, he pulled out and moved around to my face. I opened my mouth eagerly, my tongue out as I gazed up at him. Bruce stroked himself rapidly, his impressive length mere inches from my waiting face.

"Oh god," he gasped. "I'm gonna cum..."

With a guttural moan, Bruce erupted. The first thick rope of his release splashed across my cheek and lips. I moaned in ecstasy as he continued to paint my face with his seed, marking me as his.

I made sure to keep eye contact with Tim the entire time, letting him see every detail as his best friend covered his new wife's face in cum. Tim's hand was a blur on his own shaft as he watched, his expression a storm of conflicting emotions.

When Bruce was spent, I made a show of licking my lips, savoring the taste of him. I scooped some of his release off my cheek with my fingers and sucked them clean, moaning theatrically.

"Mmm," I purred. "So much better than yours, Tim."

Tim let out a strangled sound, somewhere between a moan and a sob. But his hand never stopped moving on his cock.

I crawled over to him, Bruce's seed still dripping down my face. "Did you enjoy the show, baby?" I asked, my voice low and sultry. "Kiss me," I said.

My sultry, whispered command seemed to send a chill down Tim’s spine.

Tim hesitated, his eyes wide as he took in the sight of my face covered in Bruce's release. I could see the conflict warring in his expression - disgust battling with a primal, forbidden arousal.

"Kiss me," I repeated, my voice low and commanding. "Taste him on my lips."

With a shuddering breath, Tim leaned in. His lips met mine tentatively at first, then with growing hunger as the taboo nature of the act seemed to awaken something inside him. I deepened the kiss, making sure he could taste every drop of Bruce's seed.

When we finally broke apart, Tim's pupils were blown wide with lust. His hand had never stopped moving on his shaft, which was now rock hard once more.

"That's it, baby," I purred encouragingly. "Let yourself enjoy this. No more holding back.”


Epilogue

The first rays of dawn were just beginning to peek through the curtains of our honeymoon suite when I stirred awake. My body ached in the most delicious way, a testament to the wild night of passion we had shared. As consciousness slowly returned, the memories of what had transpired in that beachside cabana came flooding back.

I stretched languidly, feeling the warmth of two bodies pressed against me. To my left lay Tim, his face peaceful in sleep despite the turmoil of emotions he must have experienced. On my right was Bruce, his powerful arm draped possessively across my waist.

For a moment, I simply lay there, savoring the afterglow and the heady mix of satisfaction and lingering desire that coursed through me. Part of me still couldn't quite believe what had happened - how our wedding night had spiraled into such a taboo, passionate encounter.

As I replayed the events in my mind, I felt a familiar heat building low in my belly. My hand drifted down Bruce's muscled chest, tracing the defined ridges of his abs before wrapping around his impressive length. Even soft, he was larger than Tim had ever been fully erect.

Bruce stirred at my touch, his dark eyes blinking open to meet mine. A slow, wicked smile spread across his face as he took in our position.

"Good morning," he rumbled, his voice thick with sleep and renewed desire.

I leaned in, capturing Bruce's lips in a searing kiss. My hand continued working his rapidly hardening shaft as our tongues danced together. Bruce's large hand cupped my breast, thumb brushing over my sensitive nipple.

"Mmm," I purred against his lips. "Ready for another round?"

Bruce's eyes darkened with lust. "Always ready for you, Chrissy."

I glanced over at Tim, who was still sleeping peacefully beside us. A wicked idea formed in my mind.

"Why don't we give Tim a little wake-up surprise?" I suggested with a mischievous grin.

Bruce hesitated for just a moment before nodding, a mix of guilt and arousal in his eyes. I slowly straddled his hips, gasping softly as I sank down on his impressive length. Bruce's hands gripped my waist, guiding my movements as I began to ride him.

I leaned down, trailing kisses along Bruce's neck as I rolled my hips. "That's it," I murmured. "Fill me up with that big, black cock."

Beside us, Tim began to stir. His eyes fluttered open, widening in shock as he took in the sight of his new wife impaled on his best friend's shaft.

"Good morning, baby," I purred, never breaking my rhythm. "That’s right, you weren’t dreaming last night. That really happened. And now this is really happening too.”

Tim began to protest but I was able to silence him completely just by holding up one finger.

“Take your cock out and enjoy. This is who you are now. No going back.”

Tim hung his head and obeyed. His transformation was complete. I’d cucked him on our wedding night and now he was going to be mine to command forever.


BONUS PREVIEW 1:
Ocean Heights: 
Wife Takes Her First BBC at the Beach and Gets Addicted
(BUY NOW)

Chapter 1

I stepped onto the balcony, the salty breeze caressing my skin as I gazed out at the glittering ocean, shimmering like liquid diamonds in the late afternoon sun. The beach house was everything Mark had promised - a luxurious escape from our hectic lives back in the city. But as I stood there on the beachfront balcony in my sundress, hair blowing in the wind, I couldn't shake the feeling that something was missing.

The sound of the waves crashing against the shore filled my ears, drowning out the restless thoughts swirling in my mind. I closed my eyes, inhaling deeply. The scent of sunscreen and tropical flowers wafted up from the resort below, mingling with the briny air. I felt my shoulders relax as the tension I was holding seemed to melt right away.

When I opened my eyes again, I noticed a man emerging from the water. Droplets cascaded down his dark, muscular body as he made his way up the beach. My breath caught in my throat as I watched him, unable to look away. Heat bloomed low in my belly, a true hunger burned deep within. It was a sensation that, if I was being totally honest, I hadn't felt in far, far too long.

Guilt gnawed at me, but I couldn't deny the sudden spark of excitement. Maybe this vacation was precisely what I needed to reignite the passion in our marriage. As the stranger disappeared from view, I turned and headed back inside, my skin tingling with a newfound anticipation. I poured myself a glass of crisp white wine, savoring the cool liquid as it slid down my throat. The beach house suddenly felt too quiet, too empty.

I wandered through the airy rooms, trailing my fingers along smooth surfaces - marble countertops, plush velvet sofas, silky curtains billowing in the breeze. Everything was perfect, immaculate. Just like my life back home. So why did I feel so... unfulfilled?

The buzzing of my phone startled me from my trance. It was a text from Mark: "Stuck in meetings. Won't make it until tomorrow. Sorry, babe. Enjoy the sunset for me."

Disappointment washed over me, followed quickly by a flicker of resentment. A feeling that was becoming more and more common these days. I sent back a quick response, assuring him it was fine. But of course, it wasn't fine. I tossed the phone aside and gulped down the rest of my wine.

On impulse, I changed into my new bikini - a daring red number that left little to the imagination. I'd bought it hoping to surprise Mark, but now... well, why let it go to waste? I slipped on a thin cover-up and headed down to the beach, my heart racing with a mix of nervousness and exhilaration. What was I expecting to do once I got down there? I don’t know if I was totally sure in that moment.

The sand was still warm beneath my feet as I made my way to the water's edge. The sun was beginning to set, painting the sky in vibrant hues of summer orange and cotton candy pink. I let the waves lap at my ankles, relishing the cool, salty caress against my sun-warmed skin.

That's when I saw him again - the man from earlier. He was the lifeguard for our stretch of beach and he was even more striking up close, his ebony skin shining in the afternoon light. Our eyes met, and I very nearly fainted. He smiled, a flash of white teeth against full lips, and began walking towards me.

"Beautiful day, isn't it?" His voice was deep and rich, smooth like melted chocolate.

I nodded, suddenly feeling shy. "It is."

"I'm Derek," he said, extending his hand. As our palms touched, I felt a spark of connection that made my pulse quicken.

"Jenna," I replied, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Well, Jenna…hope you weren’t planning to go for a swim,” he checked his watch, “I’m off duty in about two minutes.”

I laughed nervously.

“Oh, no. Not today,” I stammered, “just enjoying the view.”

Derek smiled and nodded before turning to pack up his gear. I watched him as he moved, staring perhaps a little too long as a long-dormant fantasy from when I was much younger, suddenly bubbled to the surface. My mind raced back to one fateful night in college, a night that always had me wondering…what if?

I closed my eyes and started to think about that night when…

“Are you here alone?”

My eyes snapped open. Derek was all packed up, bag slung over his shoulder, lifeguard hoodie covering his chiseled torso. He was grinning at me, a hint of mischief and cocky bravado in his eyes. It came naturally to him.

My heart raced as I met Derek's intense gaze. "I...uh, my husband's joining me tomorrow," I replied, hating how flustered I sounded.

Derek's smile widened, a predatory glint in his eyes. "So you're all alone tonight then?" He stepped closer, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body, or perhaps it was inside me.

"That's a shame. A beautiful woman like you shouldn't spend the evening by herself."

I couldn’t believe it. Was he hitting on me?

I felt my cheeks turn red as Derek's words sank in. My heart thumped, torn between excitement and guilt. I knew I should politely excuse myself, head back to the beach house, and wait for Mark. But something held me there, my feet rooted firmly in the sand.

"I...I'm fine, really," I managed to stammer, even as my body betrayed me with a slight shiver of anticipation.

Derek's eyes roamed over me appreciatively, lingering on the curves barely concealed by my cover-up. "Are you sure about that?" he asked, his voice low and seductive. "Because I know all the best spots around here. I could show you a good time."

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "That's very kind, but I shouldn't..."

He stepped even closer, close enough that I could smell the intoxicating mix of sunscreen and masculine musk on his skin.

Whatever he was about to say next, he seemed to think better of and changed tracks.

“Fair enough,” he said with a smile. “But if you change your mind, or your husband gets delayed any longer, well…I’ll be around.”

Then he leaned in and whispered in my ear, “after all, what happens in Ocean Heights stays in Ocean Heights.”

Before I could respond to his not so subtle insinuation, he began walking away. Then he turned and looked over his shoulder and winked at me.

“Very nice to meet you, Jenna.”

I stood frozen in place, watching his perfect body as he strode confidently down the beach. My heart was still racing. His words echoed in my mind: "What happens in Ocean Heights stays in Ocean Heights."

The temptation was almost overwhelming. For a second I thought my body might betray me and start rushing after him to take him up on his offer. I closed my eyes, trying to steady my breathing, but all I could see was Derek's sculpted body, his intense gaze, the way his lips curved into that knowing smile. I shook my head, trying to clear the forbidden thoughts. Eventually, he disappeared off the beach and out of sight.

As I made my way back to the beach house, my mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. The sand shifted beneath my feet, mirroring the unsteady ground I felt myself on. My skin still tingled where Derek's breath had danced across my ear.

I stumbled through the door, my legs unsteady. Grabbing another glass of wine, I sank onto the plush sofa, my body humming with a nervous energy. I tried to focus on Mark, on our marriage, but my mind kept drifting back to Derek. The way he looked at me, like he could see right through my carefully constructed facade. Like he knew exactly what I needed.

I drained my wine glass and poured another, hoping the alcohol would dull the ache of longing that had taken root deep in my core. But with each sip, my inhibitions lowered and my imagination ran wild.

What would it be like to give in? To let Derek's strong hands roam my body, to feel his lips on my skin? The forbidden nature of my fantasy bubbling back to the surface thrilled me and my mind drifted off to that night in college…

I closed my eyes, letting the memories of that long-ago college night wash over me. The thrum of bass from a nearby party, the heady mix of cheap beer and desire in the air. I remembered strong, black hands on my hips as big, full lips left a trail of fire down my neck. The thrill of the forbidden, of potentially crossing a line I'd never dared before.

But then…

My hand drifted lower, skimming over the thin fabric of my bikini bottoms. I knew I should stop, should push these thoughts away. But the wine had loosened my inhibitions.

I let my hand slip beneath the fabric, a soft gasp escaping my lips as I touched myself. My skin was flushed and tingling, every nerve ending alive with sensation. I imagined Derek's hands on me instead of my own, his muscular body pressing me into the soft cushions of the couch.

"Oh god," I moaned softly, my fingers working in tight circles.

In my mind, Derek's voice whispered dirty promises in my ear as he touched me. I arched my back, lost in the fantasy. My free hand came up to squeeze my breast through the thin material. Within seconds I was cumming and shaking on the couch from an earth-shattering orgasm.

As the last rays of the sun tucked themselves down behind the horizon line, exhaustion got the best of me and passed out in the living room, my hand still resting on my wet mound.

(BUY NOW)


Other Works by F. Rey Noel

(Complete Works Here)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Told from the wife’s POV.

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

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

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

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

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

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

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

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


About F. Rey Noel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My other available works can be found here on Amazon. And do please connect with me on X (@erotichemingway)

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

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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