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Chapter 1

The tropical night was a warm, wet mouth against Megan’s skin. She leaned on the railing of the beach bar, the condensation from her mojito slick in her palm. Under her tank top and jeans, her bikini was still damp from the ocean, a secret second skin. She focused on the feeling—the cool fabric clinging to her hardening nipples, the humid press of the bottoms between her thighs.

David had been fantasizing about this moment for years. Ever since their honeymoon he’d whispered filthy BBC scenarios in her ear while he fucked her, sent her videos of snowbunnies getting stretched, begged her to finally let a well-hung black man ruin her married pussy. She’d always teased him, saying “maybe one day,” but never actually gone through with it.

Until tonight.

The drinks had been flowing since lunch. The vacation vibe, the heat, the constant teasing from her husband had finally worn down every last hesitation. When David leaned in, kissed her neck, and whispered “If the right guy shows up tonight, you have my full permission, baby,” before heading to the bathroom, something inside her finally clicked.

That’s when Xavier appeared.

He was massive — easily 6’4”, broad shoulders, deep ebony skin, and an unmistakable heavy bulge in his shorts. He stepped right into the space David had just left and looked her up and down like he already knew what was about to happen.

She couldn’t have put it into words, but a current passed between them, a silent agreement that pulled the air tight. The night had just begun, and its end was already written.

Megan’s fingers tightened around her glass as she met Xavier’s gaze. The bar’s ambient music seemed to fade into the background as his eyes traveled slowly down her body, lingering on the outline of her bikini visible through her thin tank top.

“Your husband just gave me the nod,” Xavier said, his voice a rich baritone that made her aware of her own pulse. “I think we both know what that means.”

She took a sip of her mojito, the mint and lime doing nothing to cool the heat rising in her cheeks. “I don’t think I know what you’re talking about.”

Xavier leaned closer, his cologne—something musky with hints of sandalwood—enveloping her. “Really? Because he just told me you’ve been waiting for this moment for years.”

Megan glanced toward the bathroom where David had disappeared. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she realized her husband had orchestrated this encounter.

“Mmm, maybe he has…but me? I don’t know…” she teased playfully, eyeing him up and down. And she was being truthful, to a point.

Cuckolding. David had whispered the word to her for years, a filthy promise she’d always dismissed as just a game. It made her wet, yes, but she never seriously thought ‘one day’ would come. Now, here it was, tall and undeniable, standing right in front of her. And ‘one day’ was looking better than she had ever let herself imagine.

“One day — I mean, Xavier,” she said, giggling at her slip up, “how about you buy a girl a drink first, show me what kind of game you got?”

Xavier’s mouth stretched into a wicked grin, his thumb pressing slow circles into his palm.

“Game?” Xavier chuckled, the sound rumbling from deep in his chest. “I’ve got plenty of that, but I think we both know this isn’t about games.”

He signaled the bartender with a subtle nod, his eyes locked on hers. “Let’s grab a seat.” He gestured to a pair of empty stools at the bar, and the way he looked at her made her feel naked already. As she settled onto the stool, she became acutely aware of how the damp bikini bottoms created a slick friction against her increasingly sensitive flesh.

“Two mojitos,” Xavier told the bartender, then turned back to Megan. “Though I’m guessing you’ve had enough drinks already to lower those inhibitions.”

The bartender returned quickly with their drinks. Xavier handed her the fresh mojito, his fingers deliberately brushing against hers. She felt the contact long after he'd pulled his hand away.

“So your husband,” Xavier said, leaning in so close she could feel his breath against her ear, “he tell you what he wants to watch?”

Megan’s throat went dry. She took a large sip of her drink, the alcohol burning pleasantly down to her stomach. “He... he likes to talk.”

“Talk?” Xavier raised an eyebrow, his eyes dancing with amusement. “That’s not what I heard.”

She glanced toward the bathroom again, wondering what was taking David so long. Had he planned this entire thing? Was he watching from somewhere, getting off on seeing her flirt with this stranger?

“And what did you hear?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Xavier’s hand moved to her thigh, his palm warm through the thin denim. “That you’ve been thinking about this for years. That you lie awake at night imagining exactly how I’d touch you.”

Megan felt heat flood her face. “That’s—“

“Don’t be embarrassed,” he said, his fingers tracing small circles on her thigh, inching higher. “I’ve been watching you all evening. You keep touching your ring, did you know that? Every time you think about leaving.”

“I’m not going to break,” she said, though the quaver in her voice betrayed her.

“No?” His hand moved higher, his thumb now brushing against the seam of her jeans where her legs met. “Then why are you trembling?”

Before she could answer, Xavier’s other hand reached up to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, his fingers lingering at her neck. The casual intimacy of the gesture made her breath catch.

“Your husband’s watching us from the corner,” Xavier whispered. “Don’t look. Just know he’s getting exactly what he wants right now.”

Megan’s mouth had gone dry, her skin tight and oversensitive, as if every nerve ending had risen to the surface. The knowledge that David was witnessing this exchange made her both mortified and incredibly aroused.

“Fuck,” she whispered… “I guess this is really happening, huh?”

Xavier’s smile widened as he nodded. “Oh, it’s happening. The question is just how far you’re willing to go.”

His hand slid higher up her thigh, his fingers hooking into the waistband of her jeans. The pressure was firm, a silent promise. Megan’s breath caught as a fresh wave of dampness bloomed between her legs, her body betraying her conflicted mind.

“I should check on David,” she said, but made no move to leave the barstool.

“He’s fine,” Xavier assured her, his voice dropping to a seductive rumble. “He’s exactly where he wants to be. Watching his pretty wife get seduced.”

Megan took another sip of her drink, the ice clinking against the glass. The alcohol was definitely making this easier, lowering the walls she’d built around this fantasy. When she set the glass down, her hand wasn’t quite steady.

“Let me show you something,” Xavier said, nodding toward the beach. “There’s a private cabana just down the shore. We could talk there. More privately.”

Her eyes darted to where she’d last seen David. He was nowhere in sight, but she knew he was watching. The thought should have made her uncomfortable, but instead, it sent a rush of heat through her body.

“Don’t worry,” Xavier said, “if he sees us go down that path, he knows what to do.”

Megan bit her lip.

“Yeah, and what’s that?”

Xavier leaned in a whispered, “Follow us so he get cucked just how he wants. So he can watch his beautiful white wife take her first BBC.”

BBC. The term made her stomach clench and her thighs press together of their own accord.

The word echoed in Megan’s mind, making her thighs clench. Her mouth went dry. She met Xavier’s confident smile with one of her own, a silent acknowledgment that they had passed the point of no return.

“I think I need another drink,” she said, her voice barely audible over the bar’s music.

Xavier signaled the bartender again without taking his eyes off her. “Whatever the lady wants.”

As the bartender prepared another round, Megan glanced around the bar, trying to spot David. Her heart raced when she couldn’t find him. Was he hiding? Watching? Getting off on this? The thought made her nipples harden painfully against the damp bikini top.

When the drinks arrived, Xavier paid quickly and stood, offering his hand. “That cabana I mentioned isn’t going to find itself.”

Megan hesitated only briefly before placing her hand in his. His skin was warm, his grip firm as he helped her down from the barstool. She felt wobbly—from the drinks or the situation, she wasn’t sure.

The only thing she was sure of: it was really happening, she was going to do it .


Chapter 2

Watching them walk away down the beach, David’s world narrowed to the sight of Xavier’s hand resting possessively on the small of his wife’s back. He followed, the sand still warm beneath his feet. The moonlight cast a silvery glow on the water, the sound of waves providing the only soundtrack to their silent journey.

The gesture was possessive, territorial. David trailed behind them, his mouth dry, his stomach tight in a way that wasn't quite dread and wasn't quite want. His heart pounded against his ribs as he watched his wife walk hand in hand with the stranger toward the secluded cabana.

He kept his distance, a shadow tracking a more vital reality. The moonlight caught the sheen on Megan’s skin, making her look almost ethereal as she was led away toward the secluded cabana.

When they reached the cabana, Xavier pulled back the curtain and guided Megan inside. David ducked behind a palm tree, his breath coming in short gasps. The cabana wasn’t far from the main resort area, but far enough to offer privacy. Soft lantern light illuminated the space, casting shadows that danced with the breeze.

From his hiding spot, David could just make out Megan’s silhouette on the daybed. Xavier stood before her, his tall frame an infuriating eclipse. But then Xavier shifted, and David’s mouth went dry. He could see Xavier’s hands on Megan’s shoulders, pushing the straps of her tank top down. Things were escalating quickly…and exactly according to his plan.

“Jesus,” David whispered, his cock hardening painfully in his shorts. He’d fantasized about this moment for so long, but the reality of seeing it unfold before him was overwhelming. His heart hammered in his chest as he watched Xavier’s hands slide Megan’s tank top down, revealing the white bikini top beneath. The moonlight caught the glisten of her skin, still slightly damp from their earlier swim.

David shifted his position behind the palm tree, careful to remain hidden. The rough bark scratched against his back as he leaned closer, trying to hear what they were saying. The sound of the waves made it difficult, but he could make out the deep rumble of Xavier’s voice, though not the words.

Megan’s head tilted back, exposing her throat. David recognized that gesture—it was what she did when she was aroused. His cock strained against his shorts as he imagined what Xavier might be whispering to her.

“Fuck,” David breathed, his hand moving to adjust himself. He shouldn’t touch himself, not yet, but the temptation was a physical ache. The reality was so much more intense than the fantasy—the sight of his beautiful wife surrendering to another man, someone whose sheer presence made David feel small.

Xavier’s hands moved to Megan’s shoulders, his dark fingers contrasting sharply against her pale skin. David watched as Xavier pulled her to her feet, their bodies now just inches apart. Megan’s hands rested tentatively on Xavier’s chest, then grew bolder, sliding up to his shoulders.

David’s breath caught as he watched his wife’s hands explore the stranger’s body. This was the moment he’d fantasized about, yet seeing it unfold in reality made his chest feel hollow and too full at the same time. His cock throbbed painfully against his shorts as Xavier’s hands slid down to grip Megan’s waist.

The sound of the ocean seemed to fade as David focused entirely on the scene before him. Xavier leaned down, his face close to Megan’s, and David could see his wife’s eyes flutter closed. When their lips met, something primal and possessive stirred within him—a complex mix of arousal and jealousy that made his stomach clench.

Megan’s arms didn’t just wrap around Xavier’s neck; she hauled him down to her, demanding more. As the kiss deepened, David saw Xavier’s hands slide down to cup her ass through the denim. The sight of his wife being claimed so thoroughly should have angered him, but his cock only twitched in response.

“God, yes,” David whispered, his hand finally moving to his erection, unable to resist any longer. He palmed himself through his shorts, his eyes never leaving the cabana.

Inside the cabana, Megan broke the kiss, her breath ragged as she pulled away from Xavier’s lips. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes slightly unfocused from the alcohol and the rush of what was happening. Her fingers trembled as she reached for the hem of her tank top.

“I should take this off,” she said, her voice barely audible over the sound of the waves. “It’s still damp from earlier.”

Xavier watched her with hungry eyes as she pulled the white fabric over her head, revealing the skimpy bikini top beneath. The thin white material did little to hide her hardened nipples, which pressed against the wet fabric.

“Mmm, I do love a pair of white titties. Look at these little, pink nipples…” Xavier said, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her chest.

Outside, David’s breath caught as he watched his wife remove her top. The sight of another man looking at her with such naked desire made his cock throb painfully in his shorts. He stroked himself through the fabric, unable to tear his eyes away from the scene.

“I think someone is watching us…” David heard Xavier whisper with a smile, his hand moving to cup her breast through the damp fabric.


Chapter 3

Megan’s eyes darted to where Xavier indicated, her breath catching at the sight of David’s silhouette. The knowledge that he was watching was a current running straight to her core. Her trembling wasn’t just nerves anymore; it was the hum of a wire pulled taut. She could feel his gaze from the shadows, and it made her stand taller.

“Should we invite him over for a closer look?” Xavier asked.

Megan’s heart raced as she considered the question. The thought of David watching them from closer, witnessing every touch and kiss, sent an unexpected thrill through her body. She’d never considered herself an exhibitionist, but the idea of performing for her husband while another man touched her made her skin flush hot.

“Fuck yes,” she whispered, the words tasting like a dare on her tongue. Her own voice surprised her. She glanced at David’s form in the shadows, then back at the solid warmth of Xavier beside her. “I want him to see.” The idea bloomed, hot and fast, a dizzying surge of power. For years, this had been David’s game, his words. Now, it was hers. “I want him to watch a real man take what he couldn’t.” The thought was intoxicating; it wasn’t just about giving David his fantasy, it was about claiming it for herself.

Each thought was a fresh pulse between her legs, a throb that demanded attention.

“Mmm, someone is excited,” Xavier whispered as he reached inside her shorts and ran a finger over her slickness.

Megan bit her lip, feeling the alcohol warm in her veins. “I like knowing he’s watching,” she admitted, her voice barely audible over the waves. “I like knowing this is turning him on.”

“Call him over,” Xavier said.

Megan’s heart pounded as she called out, “David! Come join us!”

David emerged from behind the palm tree, his expression a mixture of excitement and nervousness. His shorts did little to hide his arousal as he approached the cabana. The moonlight cast shadows across his face, highlighting the intensity in his eyes.

“I’ve been watching,” he admitted, his voice husky with desire. “This is... exactly what I wanted.”

Xavier’s hand remained on Megan’s waist as he turned to face David. “Your wife is quite the woman,” he said, his voice confident and commanding. “She’s been telling me how much she wants this.”

Megan felt a thrill run through her body at Xavier’s words. She hadn’t said exactly that, but she couldn’t deny the truth of it. Having both men’s attention fixed on her was a heady sensation, making the air in the cabana feel thick and her own skin prickle.

“Come closer,” Xavier instructed David. His hand slid from Megan’s waist to the top of her thigh, his grip possessive. “You’ll want a good view of this.”

David moved into the cabana, his eyes never leaving Megan’s body. She could see the hunger in his gaze, the way he devoured every detail of her exposed skin.

“Take off your shirt,” Megan said, surprising herself with the authority in her voice.

David complied immediately, pulling his shirt over his head. Megan watched him with new eyes, seeing him not just as her husband but as part of this scene they were creating together. The moonlight caught the slight sheen of sweat on his chest, and she noticed how his breathing had quickened.

“Come sit,” she said, patting the daybed beside her. “I want you to watch.”

David moved closer, his movements hesitant yet eager. He settled onto the daybed, close enough to touch her but maintaining a careful distance. His eyes darted between her face and Xavier’s imposing figure.

Xavier’s hand moved to the button of her jeans, his fingers working it open with practiced ease. “You don’t mind if I get your wife more comfortable, do you?” he asked David, though it wasn’t really a question.

“Go ahead,” David whispered, his voice tight with arousal.

Megan felt the zipper slide down, the cool night air kissing her exposed skin. Xavier’s hands slipped inside her jeans, pushing them down over her hips. She lifted herself slightly, allowing him to remove them completely. Now she wore only her bikini, the thin white fabric doing little to conceal her arousal.

“Fuck,” David breathed, his eyes fixed on the dark patch between her legs.

Xavier’s fingers traced the edge of her bikini bottoms, teasing the sensitive skin beneath. Megan’s breath hitched as she watched David watching her, his hand now openly palming himself through his shorts. The knowledge that her husband was getting off on this made her feel powerful in a way she’d never experienced before.

“Touch yourself,” she whispered to David, surprising herself with the command. “I want to see.”

David’s eyes widened slightly, but his hand moved with eager compliance. He unbuttoned his shorts and pulled himself free, his cock springing out, thick and rigid in the lantern light. The sight of him pleasuring himself while watching her with another man sent a jolt of electricity straight to her core.

Xavier’s fingers dipped beneath her bikini bottoms, finding her slick and ready. “She’s so wet,” he told David, his voice rich with satisfaction. “Been dreaming about this, haven’t you?”

Megan couldn’t deny it. Her body had been preparing for this moment since they’d arrived at the beach bar, perhaps longer. Years of David’s whispered fantasies had created a deep hunger she was finally ready to satisfy.

“Take it off,” Xavier instructed, tugging at her bikini bottoms.

She lifted her hips, allowing him to slide the wet fabric down her legs. The night air kissed her exposed flesh as the bikini came away. She lay before them, completely naked except for the damp bikini top that still clung to her breasts. The vulnerability was intoxicating, especially with David’s eyes drinking in every inch of her.

“Take that off too,” David said, his voice barely recognizable.

Megan reached behind her back and untied the strings of her bikini top. The fabric fell away, revealing her breasts to both men. The cool air hardened her nipples further, making them ache for contact.

Xavier’s hand moved to cup her breast, his dark skin a stark contrast against her pale flesh. “Beautiful,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over her sensitive nipple.

David watched, his hand moving faster on his cock. “God, you’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his voice thick with desire.

Megan felt herself growing wetter at their attention, her body responding to the dual focus. She spread her legs slightly, an invitation that wasn’t lost on either man.

Xavier’s eyes darkened as he took in the sight of her spread before him. His hand moved from her breast, tracing a path down her stomach with deliberate slowness. Megan’s breath caught in her throat as his fingers approached the apex of her thighs.

“You’re dripping,” Xavier observed, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her body. “Your husband’s fantasy is making you wetter than he ever could.”

Megan felt her cheeks flush with heat, but she couldn’t deny the truth of his words. The forbidden nature of this encounter, the knowledge that David was watching, touching himself while another man explored her body—it all combined to create an arousal more intense than anything she’d experienced before.

Xavier’s fingers parted her folds, exposing her completely to the warm night air. “Look at her,” he commanded David. “This is what you’ve been dreaming about.”

David’s hand moved faster on his cock, his eyes wide and hungry. “Fuck, yes,” he whispered, his voice strained. “This is perfect.”

Megan felt a strange power surge through her at their words. She was the center of their attention, the object of their desire. The sensation was intoxicating.

“Are you ready to stroke it for me baby while I put on a show for you?” she said to David, surprising herself.

David’s eyes widened at her words. His hand moved faster on his cock, his breathing growing ragged. “Yes,” he managed, his voice barely audible over the sound of the waves.

Megan turned to Xavier, emboldened by the alcohol and the power she felt. “I want you to touch me,” she said, her voice husky with desire. “I want to feel you.”

Xavier’s smile was predatory as he stepped back, giving her a better view of him. His hands moved to the waistband of his shorts, fingers hooking into the fabric. Megan’s breath caught as she watched, her eyes fixed on the movement.

“You want to see what I’m packing,” Xavier said, his voice a low rumble. “Don’t you?”

“Please,” Megan whispered, the word almost lost in the night air. “Show me that big, black cock.”

Xavier slowly pushed his shorts down, revealing his huge, dark cock. Megan’s mouth fell open at the sight. He was enormous, far larger than anything she’d experienced before. The moonlight cast shadows along his length, making him look almost unreal.

“Holy shit,” she breathed, unable to look away. The sight of him sent a fresh wave of wetness between her thighs.


Chapter 4

She’d never seen anything so intimidating, so magnificent in its size and darkness against her pale skin. Her mouth went dry as she stared, transfixed by the sheer scale of him.

“Jesus Christ,” David whispered, his hand stilling on his own cock. The size difference between them was staggering—Xavier’s cock was nearly twice as thick as David’s, and at least several inches longer. A sudden, sharp thought cut through the haze of lust: he was actually going to be inside her. All of him.

“You like what you see?” Xavier asked, stroking himself slowly. The motion made his cock look even more impressive.

Megan nodded, unable to form words. Her body was responding with an intensity that surprised her. She’d expected to feel nervous, perhaps even hesitant, but instead she felt only a deep, primal hunger.

“Come here,” she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Xavier moved closer, his massive cock now level with her face. The musky scent of him filled her nostrils, making her dizzy with desire. She reached out tentatively, her fingers trembling as they made contact with his heated skin.

“Fuck,” she breathed, feeling the hardness beneath her fingertips. She wrapped her hand around him, her fingers barely meeting. The sheer girth was overwhelming, the heat radiating from him making her palm sweat.

David watched from the side, his eyes wide with a mixture of awe and arousal. His hand had slowed on his cock, his attention completely captured by the sight before him.

“Look at you,” Xavier said, his voice rich with satisfaction. “Taking all of me in your little white hand.”

Megan’s fingers tightened around him, her palm sliding along his length. The sensation of his skin against hers made her breath catch, heat blooming up through her chest. She’d never touched anything so large, so powerful. The knowledge that this man was about to enter her body made her pussy clench with anticipation.

“I can’t believe how big you are,” she whispered, her voice filled with genuine wonder.

David’s breath came in short gasps as he watched his wife explore the stranger’s cock. “Fuck, baby,” he said, his voice strained. “You’re so beautiful like this.”

Megan glanced at her husband, seeing the naked desire in his eyes. The sight of him watching her, touching himself while she explored another man’s body, sent a surge of power through her. She felt beautiful, desired, in control.

“Tell me what you want to see,” she said to David, her voice stronger now. “Be specific.”

David nodded, his hand moving faster on his cock. “I want to see you take it,” David managed, his voice barely audible. “All of it.”

Megan felt a thrill run through her body at his words. She turned her attention back to Xavier’s massive cock, her fingers still wrapped around its impressive girth. The head was already glistening with pre-cum, and she couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel inside her.

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Xavier asked, his voice a low rumble that seemed to vibrate through her body. “You look like you’re about to change your mind.”

The challenge in his words sent a jolt of electricity down her spine. She’d never been one to back down from a dare, and the way he was looking at her—like she was something to be conquered—only made her more determined.

“I can handle it,” she said, surprising herself with the confidence in her voice. “I want to feel you stretch me open.”

David’s breathing grew more ragged as he watched the exchange. “Fuck, baby, you’re so hot right now,” he whispered, his hand moving faster on his cock.

Megan felt a surge of power at his words. She was in control here, the center of attention, the object of desire for both men. The sensation was intoxicating, making her feel bold and reckless in a way she’d never experienced before.

“Are you ready to feel what a real man can do?” Xavier asked, his voice dropping to a seductive rumble.

Megan nodded, her throat suddenly dry. She glanced at David, seeing the hunger in his eyes, the way his hand moved frantically on his cock. The sight of his arousal only heightened her own desire.

“Please,” she whispered, the word barely audible over the sound of the waves.

Xavier’s hands moved to her thighs, pushing them apart with firm pressure. The night air kissed her exposed flesh, making her shiver despite the tropical heat. His fingers traced patterns on her inner thighs, moving closer to her center with agonizing slowness.

“So responsive,” he observed, his voice rich with satisfaction. “All this for him, or for me?”

Megan felt her cheeks flush. She couldn’t have answered even if she’d wanted to. The forbidden nature of it all—David watching, this stranger’s hands on her—had created an arousal so total it erased every other thought.

“Fuck her,” David whispered, his voice strained. “Please, fuck my wife.”

The desperation in her husband’s voice sent a fresh wave of wetness between Megan’s thighs. She’d never heard him sound like this before—raw, needy, completely at the mercy of his fantasy. The power she felt was intoxicating.

Xavier positioned himself between her legs, the massive head of his cock nudging at her entrance. Megan’s breath caught as she felt the pressure, the sheer size of him making her pussy clench with anticipation and fear.

“You’re going to feel every inch,” Xavier promised, his voice a deep rumble. “Your tight little pussy won’t know what hit it.”

Megan glanced at David, seeing his eyes wide with wonder, his hand moving frantically on his cock. The sight of his arousal only heightened her own desire.

“This is what you wanted,” Xavier told David, not taking his eyes off Megan. “To see her stretched open for the first time.”

David’s breath came in short gasps as he nodded, unable to form words. His eyes were fixed on the place where Xavier’s massive cock pressed against his wife’s entrance.

Megan felt the head begin to push inside her, stretching her in ways she’d never experienced. The sensation was overwhelming—a mixture of pleasure and pressure that made her gasp.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her fingers digging into the daybed beneath her. The initial stretch was intense, her body fighting against the intrusion even as her arousal surged. Xavier moved slowly, giving her time to adjust, his eyes locked on hers with predatory intensity.

“You’re so tight,” he groaned, his voice strained with the effort of controlling himself. “Taking me so well for a first-timer.”

David’s breathing had grown ragged, his hand moving in quick, desperate strokes. “Look at you,” he whispered, his voice filled with awe. “Taking that huge cock.”

Megan’s body trembled as Xavier pushed deeper. She’d never felt so full, so stretched—like something inside her was being rearranged, organs shifting to make room. The pressure sat right at the edge of too much, and yet her hips pressed back to meet him.

“More,” she heard herself say, surprising herself with her own eagerness. “I want all of it.”

Xavier’s lips curved into a satisfied smile as he pushed deeper, his massive cock inching further into her tight channel. “That’s it,” he encouraged, his voice a low rumble. “Take all this black dick.”

The word landed like a brand, searing through her. A hot pulse of wetness bloomed between her legs, sharp and undeniable. Her gaze snapped to David. He was a statue of pure hunger, his hand a frantic blur on his shaft as he watched her being taken. A fierce, predatory power surged through her, a feeling so new it was almost frightening.

“God, you’re so big,” she moaned, feeling Xavier push deeper. The stretch was becoming unbearable, but in the most delicious way. Her body trembled as she tried to accommodate him, her muscles clenching around his massive girth.

“Your husband’s cock never stretched you like this, did it?” Xavier asked, his voice a dark rumble that seemed to vibrate through her body.

Megan’s eyes met David’s, seeing his expression shift from arousal to something more complex. “No,” she admitted, surprising herself with the honesty of her answer. “Nothing like this.”

David’s hand stilled on his cock, his eyes widening at her words. Something flickered across his face—surprise, perhaps, or a deeper emotion she couldn’t quite read. But then he nodded, a slight movement that seemed to give her permission to continue.

“Tell me more,” Xavier encouraged, his hips moving in a slow, deliberate rhythm that made her gasp. “Tell your husband how it feels.”

The words were a raw need, escaping her lips before she was even conscious of forming them.

“It’s all the way in my stomach…” she whispered.

“What is?” Xavier prodded, “What’s all the way in your stomach?”

“Your big black dick. Your big black fucking  dick is all the way in my — oooohhh fuggggggggg….”

The words dissolved into a long, moaning wail as Xavier bottomed out inside her, his massive cock stretching her to her absolute limit. The sensation was overwhelming—a mixture of intense pleasure and burning stretch that made her vision blur at the edges.

“Fuck, you’re so deep,” she gasped, her fingers clawing at the daybed beneath her. Her body trembled as she tried to accommodate him, feeling every inch of his impressive length buried inside her.

Xavier’s hands gripped her hips, his dark fingers stark against her pale skin. “That’s right,” he growled, his voice thick with satisfaction. “Take all this black dick. Your tight little white pussy was made for this.”

Megan glanced at David, seeing his hand moving frantically on his cock, his eyes wide with a mixture of arousal and something else she couldn’t quite name. The sight of him watching her take another man—a man so much larger than him—sent a fresh wave of wetness between her thighs.

“Tell him how it feels,” Xavier commanded, his hips beginning a slow, deliberate rhythm that made her gasp. “Tell your husband what this big black cock is doing to you.”

Megan’s mind raced, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “It’s so much bigger than yours, so much fucking better  than yours,” she gasped, the words spilling out unfiltered. “I feel so full... so stretched... I never knew it could feel like this.”

David’s face contorted with a mixture of pain and pleasure, his hand moving faster on his cock. The sight of his reaction sent a thrill through Megan’s body. She was doing this to him—giving him exactly what he’d fantasized about for years.

Xavier’s rhythm intensified, his massive cock hitting spots inside her that she didn’t know existed. Each thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure through her body, making her toes curl and her back arch.

“Fuck, yes,” she moaned, her fingers digging into Xavier’s muscular shoulders. “Harder. Give it to me harder.”

The demand hung in the air, torn from a part of herself she didn’t know existed. With David, she was a quiet partner. Here, watching him watch her, filled to the brink by this man, a raw, demanding creature had clawed its way to the surface. It was terrifying. It was exhilarating.

“Your wife loves black cock,” Xavier told David, his voice a dark rumble that vibrated through her body. “Can you see how much she loves it?”

David nodded, unable to form words. His hand moved frantically on his cock, his eyes never leaving the sight of his wife being filled by the massive black cock. The desperation in his movements told Megan everything she needed to know—this was exactly what he wanted, exactly what he’d fantasized about for years.

Xavier’s pace quickened, his massive cock stretching her with each powerful thrust. Megan’s moans grew louder, echoing off the cabana walls. The sensation was overwhelming—pain and pleasure blending together in a way that made her feel alive, powerful, completely free.

“Fuck,” Xavier gasped, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. “I will never get enough of this pussy.”

Megan’s head fell back, her eyes rolling with pleasure. She’d never experienced anything like this—the fullness, the intensity, the raw power of being taken so completely. Her body responded with an eagerness that surprised her, her hips rising to meet each thrust.

“Tell me how it feels,” Xavier demanded, his voice a dark rumble. “Tell your husband what this big black cock is doing to you. Keep talking till you make me nut girl!”

Megan turned her head to look at David, seeing the mixture of emotions on his face—arousal, jealousy, fascination. The sight of his reaction sent a fresh wave of wetness trickling down her thighs.

The mention of Xavier cumming threatened to send her over the edge.

“Oh fuck yes,” she moaned, “give me that black nut daddy. I fucking want it!”

Xavier grabbed her hair and pulled firmly.

“Where do you want it?” he growled into her ear.

Megan’s mind went blank for a moment as Xavier’s grip tightened in her hair. The pain mixed with pleasure, sending shockwaves through her body. She’d never been spoken to like this, never been commanded so directly during sex. The raw power in his voice made her pussy clench around his massive cock.

“Inside me,” she gasped, surprising herself with the desperation in her voice. “Fill me up with your black cum. I want to feel it.”

Xavier’s rhythm intensified, his massive cock hitting her deepest spots with each powerful thrust. “You want this black seed inside you?” he growled, his voice a dark rumble against her ear. “Want me to breed this tight white pussy?”

The words landed somewhere low in her belly. Megan glanced at David, seeing his hand moving frantically on his cock, his mouth slightly open, his gaze fixed on her with an intensity that told her he hadn’t expected her to go this far. The sight of his reaction only heightened her own pleasure.

“Yes,” she moaned, her voice breaking as Xavier hit a particularly sensitive spot. “Breed me. Make me yours.”

David’s breathing grew more ragged, his hand moving faster on his cock. “Fuck, baby,” he whispered, his voice strained. “You’re so hot right now.”

Xavier quickened his pace, ready to explode. His muscles tensed, his breath hitched and began to unload inside her.

Megan could feel the heat of his release flooding inside her, the pulsing sensation of his cock as it emptied itself deep in her womb. The feeling was overwhelming, a primal satisfaction that made her whole body tremble. She’d never experienced anything like it—the sheer volume of his cum, the way it seemed to fill her completely.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her fingers digging into Xavier’s muscular shoulders. “That’s so much...”

Xavier’s body shuddered above her, his massive cock still twitching inside her as he emptied the last of his seed. His breath came in hot, ragged pants against her neck, his grip on her hips tight enough to leave bruises.

“Fuck,” he growled, his voice rough with satisfaction. “Your tight little white pussy took all of it.”

Megan glanced at David, seeing his hand still moving frantically on his cock, his eyes wide with a mixture of arousal and something that looked almost like reverence. The sight of his reaction sent a fresh wave of pleasure through her body.

“Did you see that?” she asked David, her voice breathless and raw. “Did you see him fill me up?”

David nodded, unable to form words. His hand moved faster, his breathing growing more ragged. Megan watched as his body tensed, his release imminent.

“That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?” she continued, her voice husky with satisfaction. “To watch another man fill me up?”

A low groan escaped David’s lips as his pace turned desperate. He was close, so close. She felt a surge of dominance, watching him lose control while she was still slick and full of another man’s seed.

“You like watching me take black cock?” she asked, the words tumbling out before she could stop them. “Like seeing me stretched open by something so much bigger than you?”

David’s hand stilled, his eyes widening at her words. Something shifted in his expression—surprise, perhaps, or something deeper. But then his hand resumed its frantic pace, his body trembling with need.

“Yes,” he managed, his voice barely audible. “Fuck, yes.”

Xavier’s cock softened inside her, and she felt his cum begin to leak, a warm trickle that sent a shiver through her. When he withdrew, a strange emptiness replaced him, a void where his massive cock had been. His seed continued to spill from her, a warm, abundant reminder running down her inner thighs.

Xavier pulled out, towering over them for a moment. He gave David a slow, knowing nod, a silent dismissal. Then, without a word, he turned and vanished back up the path toward the bar, leaving the scent of his satisfaction in the air.

Megan looked back at David with a devilish smile.

“Come feel what he did to me baby…come take back what’s yours…”


Chapter 5

David moved toward her like a man hypnotized, his eyes never leaving the glistening trail of Xavier’s seed on her inner thighs. The sight of his wife filled with another man’s cum sent a primal thrill through him that he couldn’t explain.

“You’re still dripping,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire. “He filled you up so much.”

Megan spread her legs wider, an invitation that made David’s cock twitch painfully. He’d been touching himself throughout their encounter, but had held back from climaxing, saving himself for this moment.

“Come taste what he left behind,” she said, her voice husky with newfound confidence. “That’s what you really want isn’t it? You dirty boy. Now’s your chance, come eat this hot black nut out of your wife’s sloppy pussy…”

David’s breath hitched. He’d whispered this part of the fantasy to her just once, years ago, drunk on wine and shame. That she’d remembered, that she was offering it to him now... It was more than he’d ever dared to hope for.

David dropped to his knees between her spread thighs, his heart hammering against his ribs. The sight of his wife, flushed and glistening with another man’s essence, made his mouth water with an anticipation he’d never felt before.

“You’re really going to let me?” he whispered, his voice barely audible over the sound of the waves.

Megan’s eyes darkened with something primal, something that made his cock twitch painfully. “I want you to,” she said, her voice husky. “I want you to taste what a real man feels like inside me.”

David’s hands trembled as they gripped her thighs, spreading them wider. The scent hit him first—musky, primal, unmistakably different from anything he’d experienced before. His tongue darted out, tentative at first, tasting the mixture of her arousal and Xavier’s release.

“Fuck,” he groaned, the flavor exploding across his tongue. It was saltier than he expected, thicker, more potent. He dove in deeper, lapping hungrily at the evidence of what had just happened.

Megan’s fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer. “That’s it,” she moaned, her hips lifting to meet his mouth. “Clean me up. Taste what he left behind.”

David lost himself, his tongue lapping eagerly at the evidence of another man’s possession. The taste was intoxicating—musk, salt, and a primal tang that made his own cock throb painfully against his stomach. This was it. This was the center of his world.

“God, you taste so good,” he groaned against her swollen flesh, his tongue delving deeper. “So fucking good.”

Megan’s fingers tightened in his hair, guiding him to where she wanted him most. Her hips moved in small circles, pressing herself against his eager mouth. The sight of her husband on his knees, cleaning up another man’s mess, sent waves of pleasure crashing through her body.

“Did you like watching me take his cock?” she asked, her voice breathless. “Did it turn you on to see him stretch me open?”

David nodded frantically, unable to form words with his mouth so occupied. The vibrations of his moans against her sensitive flesh made Megan’s toes curl.

“Tell me,” she demanded, tugging his hair to make him look up at her. “I want to hear you say it.”

David pulled back just enough to speak, his chin glistening with their combined fluids.

“Yes,” he gasped, his voice raw with desire. “I loved watching him fuck you. I loved seeing you take something so much bigger than me.”

Megan felt a surge of power at his words, at the desperate hunger in his eyes. She’d never seen him like this before—so vulnerable, so completely at her mercy.

“And you like cleaning up after him?” she asked, her fingers still tangled in his hair. “Tasting what he left behind?”

David nodded frantically, his tongue darting out to lap at the mixture still leaking from her. “God, yes,” he groaned. “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

A tremor went through Megan, but it wasn’t from Xavier’s lingering presence. It was her own. Watching David so devoted, so undone at her feet, she realized this was no longer his fantasy. It was hers now. She was in control.

“Then keep going,” she commanded, pushing his head back down between her thighs. “Clean me up completely. I want to feel your tongue everywhere he was.”

David obeyed eagerly, his tongue delving deeper, lapping at the evidence of Xavier’s possession. The taste was intoxicating—saltier, muskier than anything he’d ever experienced before. His cock throbbed painfully as he worked, his own arousal building to an almost unbearable level.

“Mmm good boy,” she purred. “Now, come stick that little white cock in me and feel how stretched and sloppy he left me…”

David’s cock throbbed painfully at her words. The thought of sliding into her after Xavier had stretched her so thoroughly sent waves of conflicting emotions through him—shame, excitement, and a desperate need that overrode everything else.

“Please,” he whispered, his voice breaking. “I need to feel you.”

Megan spread her legs wider, giving him full access. The sight of her, glistening and swollen from another man’s use, made his mouth water all over again. He positioned himself between her thighs, his cock hovering at her entrance.

“Feel how loose I am now,” she said, her voice husky with satisfaction. “Feel what he did to your wife.”

David pushed forward, sliding into her with an ease that was both thrilling and humiliating. She was so much looser than usual, her walls slick with a mixture of her arousal and Xavier’s seed. The sensation was overwhelming—hot, wet, and so different from anything he’d experienced before.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hips snapping forward involuntarily. “You’re so wet. So loose.”

Megan’s fingers dug into David’s shoulders as he began to move. His familiar length felt almost foreign inside her now, sliding through the slick heat Xavier had left behind. The contrast—the memory of being stretched wide and the feeling of her husband inside her now—sent an electric thrill through her nerves.

“Can you feel that?” she whispered, her voice husky with satisfaction. “Can you feel how much bigger he was than you?”

David’s face contorted with a mixture of pleasure and shame. “Yes,” he groaned, his hips moving faster. “I can feel everything.”

Megan’s fingers tightened on his shoulders as she pulled him closer. The power she felt was intoxicating—seeing her husband so desperate, so completely at her mercy. She’d never experienced anything like this before, never felt so in control of her own pleasure.

“That’s right,” she moaned, her back arching as David hit a particularly sensitive spot. “Use his cum as lube while you fuck me with that tiny excuse for a cock...”

David’s rhythm grew more frantic, his breathing ragged. The sensation of sliding through the evidence of another man’s possession was overwhelming—humiliating and arousing in equal measure. His cock throbbed painfully as he approached his climax.

“I’m going to cum,” he gasped, his voice strained. “Fuck, I’m going to cum inside you.”

Megan felt David’s body tense above her, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her. The sensation of his release mixing with Xavier’s already present seed sent a strange thrill through her body. She’d never felt so full, so thoroughly claimed by two different men.

“That’s it,” she whispered, her fingers trailing down his sweat-slicked back. “Add your little load to his. Show me how much you loved watching another man fuck your wife.”

David collapsed on top of her, his breathing ragged against her neck. His weight should have been uncomfortable, but Megan found herself enjoying the closeness, the vulnerability of the moment. She’d never seen him like this before—completely spent, completely hers.

“Was it everything you imagined?” she asked, her voice soft in the tropical night.

David nodded against her skin, his lips brushing her collarbone. “Better,” he managed, his voice hoarse. “So much better than I ever imagined.”

Megan traced patterns in the cooling sweat on his back. The night air was quiet now, except for their breathing. A new landscape had opened up between them, vast and uncharted. She felt its pull, a thrill of a journey just begun.

“You?” David asked.

“Better,” she said with a smile. “And I can’t wait to do it again…”

David felt his cock begin to rise and stiffen again.

“Fuck,” he whispered.

“Fuck is right,” she whispered back.

She moved without a word, swinging her leg over and sinking down onto his stiffening cock, ready for another round.

THE END


Crossing the 
Line - Part 1 
( free preview - read now ) 


Chapter 1

I’m daydreaming about Rachel in the new two-piece I just bought her. More specifically: I’m picturing her in it, on her knees next to the pool with my cock in her wet mouth.

I hear a low, rhythmic growl from outside our window. It’s faint but getting louder as it approaches.

A lawnmower.

At this hour? On a Sunday? Some fucking people.

It snaps me out of my stupor and I remember what I’m doing: scraping last night’s hardened dinner off some plates I was too lazy to take care of last night.

“Son of a bitch,” I mutter under my breath.

“What’s wrong?” Rachel asks from over my shoulder, nearly scaring me out of my skin.

“Jesus, where’d you come from?” I ask, sounding a little meaner than I want to. “Nothing, I just…can’t believe someone is mowing their lawn at this hour on a freaking Sunday.”

I don’t see it, but I can hear it: Rachel rolling her eyes. She’s knows it’s a pet peeve of mine but at this point in our relationship, she’s way past caring.

She sighs and moves to pour herself some coffee.

“Oh, lighten up, Ryan,” she teases playfully.

Then I watch as she stands on her tippy toes to look out the window.

“ Ohhh ,” she whispers under her breath as her eyes go wide.

“What?” I ask, my mood immediately turning to a combination between panicked and suspicious.

It’s just one word: Oh.

But it draws on like a lazy yawn on a hot summer afternoon. And it’s packed with something…something that sends a chill down my spine when I join her by the window and look outside.

I stand behind her, feeling the quiet buzz of anticipation crawl under my skin. Rachel’s hands rest lightly around her mug as the steam curls from its wide mouth. Her eyes are locked on something outside. I follow them out across our yard and into the next. And I see him.

Our new neighbor.

Our new black  neighbor who is built like an adonis on steroids.

He’s out there, mowing his lawn.

Shirtless.

Sweat glistening off his dark skin, rolling down his chiseled chest and the muscles of his back, each drop seeming to trace the lines of his physique. He’s got that athletic build. Broad shoulders, narrow waist, toned arms.

I’m still trying to figure out if I’m imagining this or if I really hear her breath catch in her throat. She’s not just looking; she’s devouring  the sight. Her pupils are wide, lips parted.

I don’t think she even notices the way her chest rises and falls just a little faster now. I don’t think she notices anything. Her reaction is totally and completely involuntary. She simply cannot help herself.

For a brief second, I think I should be mad. But I’m surprised to find I’m not mad. I’m not even jealous.

I’m just… watching her watch him and…

I lean in a little closer to Rachel, my arms brushing against her. My body is still pressed against the doorframe, but the air between us is different now. She doesn’t say anything. Doesn’t even blink.

I glance down at her, noticing the way her lips are parted, the slight sheen of her skin from the light sweat of the morning, and how her breath catches just a little bit as she watches him mow the grass. His movements are steady, rhythmic, like it’s all just second nature to him.

Rachel shifts her weight, one hip jutted out, crossing her arms loosely over her chest. And that’s when I see it. The way she tilts her head, the way her lips curl slightly. There’s a quiet longing in her eyes now. A spark. She’s not just admiring the guy’s work ethic.

She’s watching him  like a predator watches prey.

She wants him.

Her fingers flex on her mug. She doesn’t even realize she’s doing it. It’s so subtle and yet so very telling.

Then, he stops for a moment, wipes the sweat from his forehead with the back of his hand, and just stands there in the middle of the lawn.

Rachel sighs.

I glance down at her again. I don’t ask what that sigh means. She’s already a thousand miles away from me in her thoughts.

I try to make sense of what I’m feeling because it isn’t jealousy or anger, like I said. None of the traditional emotions you might expect a man to feel in a scenario like this.

It’s something else entirely.

It’s something like… arousal?

No, that can’t be it? Can it?

Well, then why is my crotch beginning to ache and bulge?

I’m not sure what’s happening but there’s something thrilling about seeing her stare so openly at another man with such obvious lust and desire, and right in front of me too.

My cock twitches slightly in my jeans. I try to ignore it. But I can’t. It’s there and there’s nowhere to hide.

"Must be the new neighbor," I mumble, finally breaking the silence while trying to keep my voice steady.

I turn to face her. The moment feels heavier now, weighted with all the things unsaid.

She glances up at me, finally.

“Yeah, must be.”

She still doesn’t realize what’s going on so she doesn’t even think to hide it. Her pupils are dilated, her breath shallow and ragged. She’s turned the fuck on and it has nothing to do with me.

But for some reason, that just makes the whole thing even hotter.

Before I know it, my daydream from before creeps back into my skull.

Only this time, Rachel isn’t on her knees by the pool for me.

She’s on her knees for him.

The new neighbor.

The new black  neighbor.

And I’m finally and fully hard.

Just as my erection is reaching full mast, Rachel finally breaks her gaze away from the shirtless god next door and glances up at me.

And her eyes dip.

Just for a second.

But it's enough.

She sees it.

The obvious, unmistakable bulge straining against the front of my jeans.

Her lips part slightly in surprise, and for the first time this morning, she seems pulled back into the moment. Her gaze flickers between my face and my crotch, searching for something she can’t quite name.

I clear my throat, shift awkwardly, try to turn away as if I’m adjusting my stance, as if it’s not what it obviously is.

“Ryan?” Her eyes are wide with confusion and perhaps mild horror.

“Sorry, I—” I begin to stammer but I can’t find the right words. I don’t even know how to finish that sentence. I’m sorry I’ve got a raging hard-on from watching you watch our new neighbor and wishing he were…what? Railing you right in front of me? She sets her coffee down, smirking the tiniest bit.

“Sorry?” she asks, drawing the word out like an accusation.

“No, I just—” I don’t know.

She moves in closer, her breath hot on my cheek.

“Why are you hard? Are you…hard for…” her voice trails off as she looks back over her shoulder at our new neighbor.

The mild horror turns to outright fright.

Oh god, she thinks… oh no !

“No, no, no,” I being to stammer. “It’s not like that. I’m not — you think? What, no! It’s just that…”

She folds her arms and studies me as I stammer like a drunken mess in front of her.

“It’s just what?” she asks.

I freeze. I can’t think. I can’t speak. Suddenly it’s as if all my motors skills but my control over my legs have evaporated.

And before I know it, I’m walking — nearly running — away from Rachel and looking for a place to hide.

( end of free preview - read 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?
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