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Chapter 1

All I want to do is read my book and enjoy a nice glass of wine. That’s it. Is that too much to ask for on my vacation? Apparently, yes. Yes, it is.

I sigh and take another sip as I re-read the same page for the third time. But the raucous music coming from the property next to ours keeps stealing my attention. We’ve been here for all of four hours and it’s already shaping up to be a wasted weekend.

“Can you please go talk to them?” I ask for the third time.

Tim looks up from his phone like a deer in headlights.

“Huh?” he asks.

I roll my eyes. My husband can be a little slow on the uptake sometimes.

“The music, Tim. Isn’t it bothering you?”

Tim shrugs, his eyes already drifting back to his phone screen.

"It's not that bad, babe. We're on vacation - let them have their fun."

I huff in frustration. This is so typical of Tim. He’s the most conflict avoidant man in the known universe. Meanwhile, the bass from next door is practically rattling the windows.

"Fine," I snap, chugging down the rest of my wine and pouring another glass. Another healthy glass. If I can’t read, I might as well get a buzz going and enjoy the view.

And it’s a shame, because the view really is wonderful. The house is great. Weather is perfect. The lake is even more beautiful than in the pictures. The weekend, on paper, is everything we could have asked for. Picture perfect.

Except one thing. The neighbors.

I wander over to the other side of the deck, my wine glass dangling between my fingers. From our elevated position, I can see right into the neighboring yard.

There's a pool, already lit up and glowing turquoise in the late-afternoon light, and a handful of people—all college-aged men—lounging around it. I lean against the railing, taking another sip as I watch them.

One man in particular catches my eye. He's tall, broad-shouldered, and his dark skin glistens in the sunlight. Unlike the others who are mostly lounging around drinking, he's standing by the grill, taking charge of the food situation. His muscles flex as he flips burgers, and I find myself staring longer than I should.

As if he can feel me staring, he looks up. Our eyes lock, and he flashes me a smile that sends an unexpected warmth spreading through my body. I quickly look away, suddenly self-conscious.

"Get it together,” I whisper under my breath. Then I remind myself how annoyed I am. I turn back around and wave at him.

I put my hands on either side of my mouth to amplify my voice and yell,

“Hey, can you please turn it down a little?”

He puts a hand up to his ear to indicate he can’t hear me.

I repeat myself, slower, exaggerating each word so that maybe he can read my lips. And he can. I watch as his face slowly lights up in recognition. He nods and flashes me a thumbs-up and walks away from the grill toward the speaker.

I breathe a sigh of relief as I turn around.

“See, that wasn’t so hard,” I say to Tim as I get my book and sit back down.

But before he can respond, a new song comes on. And it’s loud. Ten times louder than anything they were playing before. The bass thumps so hard I feel like my head might split it in two.

Tim looks at me and rolls his eyes.

“Way to go,” he says before going back to staring at his phone.

I try to ignore it and go back to my book but between the wine and the music, I just can’t focus. I need to give up, go lie down, and mourn the lost weekend. Oh, well. Better luck next time I guess.

“Fuck,” I mutter under my breath, as I stand up, admit defeat, and go inside.

I'm halfway up the stairs when I hear a knock at the front door. Great. What now?

"Tim, can you get that?" I call out, but he's either ignoring me or the music's too loud for him to hear.

With a heavy sigh, I walk back down the stairs. The knocking continues, more insistent this time. "Coming!" I snap, not bothering to hide my irritation.

I swing open the door, ready to unleash my frustration on whoever's standing there, but the words die in my throat. It's him. The guy from next door—the one who was grilling. The sexy young, black man. Up close, he's even more imposing, at least six-foot-three, with shoulders that practically fill the doorframe.

"Hey," he says, his voice is velvety smooth like a fancy espresso. "I'm Lucas. I wanted to apologize about the music."

I blink, suddenly aware that I'm clutching my wine glass like a lifeline. "You have a funny way of apologizing," I say, unable to keep the edge from my voice. "Turning it up louder wasn't exactly what I had in mind."

Lucas runs a hand over his close-cropped hair, and I notice a thin sheen of sweat on his brow. The smell of charcoal and something spicy—his cologne maybe—drifts toward me.

"Yeah, sorry about that, all in good fun," he says with a chuckle that somehow vibrates through the air between us.

He shrugs apologetically, his dark eyes holding mine.

"I actually came over to invite you to join us. Figured if you’re all alone here and can't beat the noise..."

“I’m not alone,” I blurt out a little too loudly, my shrillness seems to startle Lucas and throw him off his game just a bit. I clear my throat and mutter sorry.

“No, I’m here with my husband,” I say using a more appropriate volume.

Lucas recovers quickly, his easy smile returning.

"My bad, I didn't mean to assume. The invitation stands though - for you…and your husband." His eyes flick past me, searching for Tim, I assume.

I hesitate, torn between my annoyance and an unexpected flutter of intrigue. The wine's warmth spreads through me, loosening my inhibitions.

"I don't know..." I trail off, glancing back at Tim, still absorbed in his phone.

"Come on," Lucas says. "We've got plenty of food, drinks, a pool…”

I swallow hard and try to get my head on straight. I shouldn’t have chugged that wine.

“Thanks, but no,” I say finally and firmly. “We’re just trying to have a nice relaxing weekend.”

Lucas shrugs.

“Well, good luck with that - what did you say your name was?” he says with a mischievous smile.

“Come on,” I say, pleading with him. “Can you please just try to keep it down a little bit.”

Lucas raises an eyebrow.

“Since you asked so nicely, I’ll see what I can do. But…no promises. And you still haven’t given me your name…”

“Ava, it’s — my name’s Ava.”

“Nice to meet you, Ava,” Lucas says and walks away.

I close the door, my heart racing. The music's volume drops slightly, but not enough to make a real difference. I lean against the door, closing my eyes and taking a deep breath. Lucas's scent lingers in my nostrils.

"Who was that?" Tim calls from the living room, his phone still dangling in his hand.

"Just the neighbor," I reply, my voice sounding strained even to my own ears. "Apologizing for the noise."

Tim nods his head like he knew this would happen.

“See,” he says, “these things have a way of taking care of themselves.”

I roll my eyes and make my way back to the deck, wine glass in hand. The party next door is in full swing now.

Speaking of taking care…

My mind wanders to being taken care of. When was the last time Tim really took care of me? If I’m being honest, it’s been years. After all the wine and my encounter with Lucas, I feel my mind wandering into some, let’s say, darker places as I try to relax and soak up some of the last rays of the sun.

I shake my head, trying to clear those thoughts away. But as I sip my wine and gaze out at the party next door, I can't help but let my eyes wander back to Lucas. He's moved from the grill to the pool now, his muscular body glistening as he emerges from the water. Droplets cascade down his chest, following the defined lines of his abs.

I bite my lip, feeling an old, familiar warmth building low in my belly. It's been so long since I've felt this kind of raw attraction. Tim and I have settled into such a comfortable routine - maybe that’s only natural, but let’s be honest…at this point, Tim would rather watch golf videos on his phone than enjoy this weekend with me. Sad but true.

I'm not sure what comes over me next. Maybe it's the wine, maybe it's the frustration of a ruined vacation, or maybe it's just that Lucas's smile and smooth confidence has awakened something I've been trying to ignore for too long. I find myself standing up, smoothing down my sundress, and walking back inside.

"I'm going to take a shower," I announce to Tim, who barely looks up from his phone.

"Mmhmm," he mumbles, thumbs still tapping away at whatever fleeting internet moment is more important than me.

The hot water cascades over my body, and only intensifies the heat building inside me. I close my eyes, letting my hands roam down my torso as I imagine Lucas's strong hands in their place. My fingers brush across my nipples, already hard and aching for attention. A soft moan escapes my lips as I pinch them gently.

I trail one hand lower, over the soft swell of my stomach and between my thighs. I'm already wet and it’s not from the shower, my folds are slick and swollen. As I start to make quiet circles on my clit, I picture Lucas's eyes watching me, his strong hands replacing mine.

My breath catches as I slide two fingers inside myself, imagining they're his as they curl toward my sweet spot. The party music pulses through the walls, providing a rhythm for my movements as I lean against the cool shower wall.

God, what am I doing? I'm married, for Christ's sake. And these are college guys, so much younger…but those thoughts only heighten my arousal.

So wrong and dirty, but that’s what makes it so…hot and right.

Tim's neglect has left me parched, and Lucas is like a tall glass of water in a desolate desert. I increase the pace of my fingers, my other hand braces against the wall as my legs begin to tremble.

The orgasm hits me unexpectedly hard, washing over me in waves of pleasure. I bite my lip to stifle my moans, not wanting Tim to hear. As the aftershocks subside, I lean my forehead against the wall beneath the shower head and let the hot water envelop me as I catch my breath.

What am I doing?

A thought I will keep having throughout this weekend. But this just isn't like me…at all. I'm not the type to fantasize about other men, let alone the hot, young college hunk who just invited me to a party next door. But then again, it’s not exactly like that’s a daily occurrence or anything. But something about Lucas has awakened a dormant part of me, igniting desires I thought I'd left behind years ago.

I finish my shower quickly, scrubbing away the evidence of my dirty thoughts and drunken indiscretion. As I dry off, I decide to put on a bikini and pull a pair of ripped jean shorts over my bottom for good measure.

I catch a glimpse of myself in the mirror. My cheeks are flushed, eyes bright with a glimmer I haven't seen in ages. I look…healthy, alive. Desired, even if it's only in my own fantasy.

Back downstairs, Tim is exactly where I left him, the only difference being he's now nursing a beer. The music from next door has indeed quieted somewhat, though the bass still thrums through the walls like a heart beating after too many lines of cocaine.

I let out a heavy sigh.


Chapter 2

As the afternoon light fades and the day dissolves into night, the party next door begins to ratchet up again. The music returns to its window-rattling volume, punctuated by occasional bursts of laughter and splashing from the pool. I watch from our deck, annoyed but intrigued, drinking yet another glass of wine, as the crowd swells from a handful of people to about a dozen.

I also notice a striking lack of females present. In total, there are two. Both clearly belonging to someone. But not to Lucas.

I can’t take my eyes off his dark, chiseled torso.

Even from this distance, I can see his easy confidence, the way he commands attention without trying. The pool lights illuminate his wet skin, making him look like some kind of dark, marble sculpture come to life.

Tim finally wanders out onto the deck, beer in hand.

"Still bothered by the noise?" he asks, standing beside me but not really looking at me.

"Less bothered, more curious at this point," I admit, the wine making me more honest than I otherwise might be.

“You know, they invited us over,” I add.

Tim raises an eyebrow, finally looking at me.

"They did? When?"

"When you were too busy with your phone to answer the door, remember?" I say, unable to keep the edge from my voice. "The guy who was grilling and came over to apologize…Lucas."

Saying his name out loud sends a shiver down my spine and gives rise to a growing heat in my lower belly. I think back to my shower fantasy and feel myself getting wet all over again.

"Huh," Tim says, taking a swig of his beer.

There’s that word again. Huh. Might as well be the man’s catchphrase.

I wait for him to say more, but he has nothing more to say. Just huh. That’s it. And he goes back to his phone.

I roll my eyes.

“That’s it? Huh? That’s all you have to say?”

Tim looks up from his phone, surprised by my sudden sharp tone. To be honest, I am too, but at the moment I don’t care. I’m feeling loose and horny and the odds of getting any sleep tonight seem slimmer than my husband’s pale prick.

Though, to be honest, I probably have a better chance of sleeping soundly than I do of Tim getting hard enough to please me tonight.

Oh, what’s a girl to do?

"Well, what do you want me to say?" Tim asks, his brow furrowed in that way that makes him look both confused and annoyed at the same time.

I take another sip of wine, letting it linger on my tongue before swallowing.

"I don't know, Tim. Maybe something like 'Hey, that sounds fun' or 'Let's go meet our neighbors' or literally anything besides 'huh'?"

He sighs, that patronizing sigh that makes me want to dump my wine over his head.

"Ava, we came here to relax, remember? Not to party with a bunch of college kids."

I stare at him, absolutely incredulous.

"Relax? How exactly am I supposed to relax with that noise? And you've been glued to your phone since we got here. Some vacation this is turning out to be."

Tim has the decency to look slightly ashamed, but only for a moment as it doesn't last long. Which is very on brand for Tim.

"Look, it's just for the weekend. We can make the best of it."

"Make the best of it," I echo, my voice flat. "Right."

The music changes to something slower, more seductive, and I find myself swaying slightly to the rhythm. The bass thumps through me like a second heartbeat.

Fuck it.

"Fine," I say suddenly, draining my glass. "If you won't go with me, I'll go by myself."

Tim's head snaps up, his eyes widening.

"What? You're not serious."

I shrug, already heading inside to refill my wine glass.

"Why not? At least they're having fun. And if we can't beat the noise..." I trail off, letting my intentions hang in the air between us.

Tim follows me inside, his expression somewhere between confusion and concern.

"Ava, come on. You're not actually going over there."

I fill my glass to the brim, the red liquid sloshing dangerously close to the rim.

"And why not?" I challenge, turning to face Tim. "You're clearly not interested in spending time with me. I'm bored, I'm frustrated, and…I'm going over there."

Tim's face flushes red. He sets his beer down with more force than necessary, liquid bubbling over the rim.

"Jesus, Ava. You're acting like such a…” he stops short.

I know what he wants to say, but he catches himself. He may be dumb, but he’s not stupid.

“What's gotten into you?" he continues.

I can’t help but laugh, the sound bitter even to my own ears.

"What's gotten into me? Nothing, Tim. That’s what’s gotten into me. In fact, I think that's the whole problem. Nothing's gotten into me for months."

His eyes widen at my double meaning. I can almost see the gears turning in his head, the slow realization of just how neglected I've been feeling. But instead of stepping up, instead of pulling me into his arms and promising to make it up to me, he just stands there, mouth opening and closing like a stupid fish out of its stupid water.

"You've been drinking too much," he finally says, his tone dismissive and condescending.

That does it. I slam my wine glass down on the counter, not caring when a splash of red stains the marble.

"You know what? I don’t think so,” I say, sharpening my voice, “I think I’ve been drinking just the right amount.”

I feel a sudden surge of boldness as I brush past Tim, heading for the front door. I don't even bother to check my appearance - what does it matter? I'm just going over for a little while to…

Yeah, what are you going over there to do?

"Ava, wait," Tim calls after me, his voice suddenly less certain. "You can't seriously be doing this."

I pause at the door, my hand on the knob. Part of me - the rational, married part - knows I should stop. But the wine, the frustration, the memory of Lucas's smile... it all pushes me out the door and powers my feet to a forward march.

"Watch me," I say.

I don't wait for Tim's response as I slip out the door and into the warm night air.

My heart pounds against my ribs like it's trying to escape, and hey…maybe it is.


Chapter 3

The short walk feels like I’m crossing some invisible boundary. Some unseen line in the earth from which, once I step over, there’s no coming back. And each step takes me further from the safe, predictable world I know and closer to that line.

I've built a life with Tim, but it’s comfortable and routine. I feel myself getting closer to something unknown and thrilling. The bass from the music vibrates through my bare feet, growing stronger as I approach the edge of the property.

I hesitate for a moment, suddenly hyper aware of how reckless this is. I don’t know who these people are. At all.

The pool area glows with an otherworldly blue light, illuminating half-naked bodies. Music pulses through the air. But it’s not annoying anymore. It’s hypnotic. Enticing. Inviting.

Taking a deep breath, I step onto their lawn. The grass feels cool against my toes — guess I forgot to slip on sandals?

But the wine has me feeling loose and bold and I'm way past caring. I'm tired of being the responsible one, the one who always thinks things through. For once, I want to be the woman who just goes with it. The one who doesn't overthink every little thing. The one who…

I approach the pool area, feeling eyes turning toward me. The conversations don't exactly stop, but they do quiet as I become the newest point of interest. I scan the crowd, my pulse quickening as I look for…

"Well, look who decided to join us," a voice says beside me.

Before I turn, I already know who it is.

“Lucas,” I accidentally whisper out loud. There’s a little too much lust in my voice so I quickly clear my throat and add, “Hello!”

And there he is, smiling back at me. Something in his eyes signals a dark appreciation as they travel down my body, lingering on the curves of my breasts barely contained by my bikini top, the sliver of exposed stomach, the way my jean shorts hug my hips.

"Ava," he says, my name rolling off his tongue like honey off a tipped spoon. "I was starting to think you weren't going to take me up on my offer."

He cocks his head to the side, seeming to study the space I’m occupying.

“Where’s your husband?” he asks with a knowing smile.

I look back over my shoulder toward our house, half-expecting to see Tim trailing after me. But there’s his silhouette, just visible through the window.

His posture is unmistakable. Neck craned, elbow locked to his side, hand in front of his face. I can even see the glow of his phone screen illuminating his eyes.

"He's…occupied," I say, turning back to Lucas with a shrug.

Lucas's smile widens, revealing perfect white teeth against his dark skin.

"Too occupied for you? I don’t believe it," he says, his voice dropping to a register that makes my skin prickle with goosebumps despite the warm evening air. "If you were mine, I wouldn't let you wander out of my sight let alone off to a party full of strangers. Especially not with you looking this…fine."

He rubs his hands together as he takes in my body again, a predatory glint in his eyes. The possessiveness in his tone sends a thrill through me that I'm not entirely prepared for. His eyes, dark and intense, hold mine for a few seconds too long, and I feel heat creeping up my neck. But I can’t bring myself to look away.

“You know, maybe this was a bad idea,” I say weakly. A small part of my brain is screaming at me to turn around and go back, but my feet remain glued to the earth.

“I don’t think so, I think it’s a great idea,” Lucas says. He reaches out and gently, but firmly, wraps one of his large hands around mine. His touch is electric, sending sparks shooting up my arm.

“No really, I should go,” I say, my voice even weaker this time. Feet still rooted in the ground.

"Don't go," he says, his voice deep and smooth. "You just got here. Let me get you a drink at least."

I glance back at our rental house again. Tim hasn't moved an inch.

"Okay," I relent, "one drink."


Chapter 4

Lucas’s hand remains wrapped around mine as he leads me through the small crowd by the pool.

When we get to the small tiki bar at the edge of the pool, two other sexy black men are there, seemingly waiting for just us. Maybe even…just for me.

I can feel four hungry eyeballs trained on my body as we approach.

"Ava, meet my boys," Lucas says, his deep voice carrying over the music. "Dre and Malik."

Both men are as striking as Lucas, with sculpted physiques that make my mouth go dry and my breath catch in my throat.

Dre, slightly shorter but broader, has a shaved head that gleams in the pool lights.

Malik is leaner, with tight braids and a sharp jawline that could cut glass.

"Well damn, Lucas," Dre says, his eyes traveling slowly up and down my body. "You said she was fine but you didn't say she was this fine."

I feel my cheeks flush with heat at Dre's blunt appreciation. The way these men look at me—like I'm something delicious they can't wait to taste—sends a jolt of electricity straight between my thighs.I steal one more glance over my shoulder at Tim’s unchanged silhouette in the window.

Fuck it. Just go with it. See what happens.

“Nice to meet you both,” I say, trying to act like a lady but inside I’m already feeling like a total slut. And I haven’t even done anything wrong.

Yet. You haven’t done anything wrong yet, but the longer you stay here…

The thought hits me like a thunderclap and for a moment I think I might faint.

“Hey, I thought you said there was a husband or something,” Malik says to Lucas.

Lucas laughs, his hand sliding from mine to rest at the small of my back, lingering longer than an appropriate amount of time. But I don’t mind it one bit.

"There is," Lucas says, his eyes never leaving mine. "He's just. What is he? What was it you said, Ava? Occupied?"

The three young hunks exchange knowing glances that make my stomach flip. I should be offended, should defend Tim…or something, but the wine and the music and Lucas's touch are making it hard to think clearly.

"What can I get you to drink?" Lucas asks, guiding me closer to the bar.

Before I have time to consider my choice the words are tumbling out of my mouth.

“I need a shot,” I say.

"A shot it is," Lucas says. "Tequila okay?"

I nod, watching as he pours the golden liquid into a small glass. His fingers brush mine as he hands it over, and that simple contact sends a ripple of heat through my body.

I wait a moment and look at the three dark, young alphas sitting in front of me. I clear my throat.

“You’re not gonna make a lady drink alone, are you?”

Lucas's eyes widen with a flash of surprise before his lips curve into a slow, appreciative smile.

"Oh, I wouldn’t dream of it. How rude of us," he says, his voice dropping to a growl that vibrates through my core. He grabs three more shot glasses and fills them with tequila, sliding them to his friends before raising his own.

"To our sexy neighbor," Lucas says, his eyes boring into mine with an intensity that makes my knees weak, “and her occupied husband.”

I shouldn’t be doing this. It’s all kinds of wrong. But the boldness of his toast only makes me hungrier. He’s making fun of Tim a little, and it’s…turning me on?

Yes, it is. Because he’s an alpha and it’s sexy.

We clink glasses and I throw back the shot, welcoming the burn as it slides down my throat. The alcohol hits my system immediately, mingling with the wine already flowing through my veins. The world softens around the edges, and my inhibitions slip away like water down a shower drain.

"Should we do another?" Lucas asks, already reaching for the bottle.

I should say no. I should thank them for the drink and head back to Tim. Instead, I push my empty shot glass toward Lucas.

"Please," I say.

The second shot goes down even easier than the first. The tequila burns a path down my throat and blooms warm in my belly, melting away the last of my reservations.

For a moment, no one says anything.

I finally break the silence.

“So how do you guys know each other?”

"Football," Lucas answers, pouring a third round of shots without asking. "We play together at State. These are my boys."

Dre nods, his eyes never leaving mine.

"Been brothers since freshman year."

"Now we're just enjoying summer before senior year starts," Malik adds. "Last chance to really cut loose, you know?"

I bite my lip, suddenly aware of how much younger they are. College seniors. Which makes them, what—twenty-one, twenty-two? I'm thirty-four. The age gap should make me uncomfortable, but instead, it adds another layer of forbidden excitement that makes my skin tingle. I find myself leaning closer to Lucas, drawn to his heat like a moth to flame.

"So what about you, Ava?" Lucas asks, his fingers brushing mine as he hands me the third shot. "What brings you to this little lakeside paradise?"

I take the shot, liquid courage burning down my throat.

"Just a weekend getaway," I say. "Though the 'getaway' part isn't going as planned."

"Because of the noise?" Malik asks with a mischievous grin.

I laugh, the sound bubbling up from somewhere deep inside me.

"Maybe a little," I say, running my finger around the rim of my empty shot glass. "But Tim and I…I thought we needed this weekend. But he's…" I trail off, suddenly aware of how much I'm revealing to these strangers.

"Occupied," Dre says, finishing the thought for me, his voice low and knowing.

My eyes snap to his, then to Lucas, then to Malik, and the understanding I see there in each one of their faces makes my breath catch.

This is going down. If I want it to.

I can have them.

All three of them.

They are more than willing to take care of me.

To get into me.

All I have to do…is give in and let it happen.

"Yeah," I say, my voice barely audible over the music. "Occupied."

Lucas leans in closer, his breath warm against my ear.

"His loss is our gain."

The words send a shiver down my spine, and I feel my nipples harden beneath my bikini top. I'm acutely aware of how exposed I am, how vulnerable—and how much I'm enjoying it.

I look around and, I guess we’ve been talking for a while because the party has thinned out.

In fact, it appears everyone has moved inside and well, now it’s just us.

Me and three sexy college football players. Black and strong.

I swallow hard, my hyperawareness growing with each second.

The pool lights cast an ethereal blue glow across the water's surface, reflecting in rippling patterns across Lucas's dark skin.

The music has shifted to something slower, more sensual, the bass thrumming through my body like a second heartbeat.

“So, what should we do now?” I ask. But I already know. They’re already moving closer to me and my body trembles as they tighten their circle around me.

Lucas's gaze turns molten as he steps closer, his body now just inches from mine. The air between us crackles.

"I think," he says, his voice low and slow, "we should get you out of those clothes."

I feel a rush of heat flood my body at his words. The tequila has me swaying slightly, emboldened beyond what I'd ever thought possible of myself. Lucas's dark eyes hold mine, challenging, waiting for my response.

"I…" My voice catches as Malik moves behind me, so close I can feel the heat radiating from his skin.

"I shouldn't,” I say, but I don’t mean it. And they know I don’t mean it.

"But you want to," Lucas whispers, not a question but a statement of fact. His fingers trace a light path up my arm, leaving goosebumps in their wake. “You ever been with a black guy before?”

The question hangs in the air between us, charged with possibility. My heart hammers against my ribs as I shake my head slowly.

"No," I whisper, the admission sending a fresh wave of heat between my thighs. "Never."

Lucas's smile is predatory, satisfied.

"Then you're in for a treat tonight."

I should feel guilty. I should walk away. But with three pairs of dark eyes locked on me, hungry and appreciative, all I feel is desired in a way I haven't been in years. Maybe ever.

“Am I?”

I gasp as Dre's hands settle on my hips, his hardness pressing insistently against my ass through my jean shorts. His touch is confident, possessive, so different from Tim's hesitant fumbling.

"You have no idea," Lucas murmurs, stepping closer until we're chest to chest. His hand slides up to cup my face, thumb brushing across my lower lip. "No idea what we're gonna do to you."

My breath comes in shallow pants now, my skin flushed and hypersensitive. Malik moves to my side, his fingers trailing up my bare abdomen, sending shivers cascading through my body. I'm surrounded by them now, these three magnificent men, their touch both gentle and commanding.

"I shouldn't," I repeat weakly, even as my body arches into their touch. My last feeble and fake attempt at resistance.

"You definitely should," Lucas whispers against my ear, his hot breath making me tremble. I watch him glance across the yard to our house. “Unless, you’re worried about your husband…”

I follow his gaze. Tim’s still there. Glued to his phone. How long has it been? Over an hour? And he hasn’t even come looking for me yet?

Fuck it.

“Fuck my husband,” I whisper.


Chapter 5

Before I know it, three pairs of hands are undressing me, poolside. And I feel myself getting impossibly wetter. This is wrong. So wrong. And yet I've never wanted anything more in my life.

Behind me, Dre tugs my jean shorts down my legs, his fingers trailing fire along my thighs. I step out of them, leaving me in just my bikini. The cooling night air washes over my exposed skin, but I'm burning up from the inside out.

"Damn," Malik says. "Look at that ass."

Lucas's hands slide up my sides, his thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts through the thin fabric of my bikini top. His touch is something else, something out of this world. My core clenches with anticipation.

When his fingers find the tie at my neck, he pauses.

I nod, barely perceptible, but it's all the permission he needs.

With one quick pull, off comes my top, exposing my breasts to the night air. My nipples harden instantly, both from the slight chill and the hungry looks from all three men.

"Damn," Lucas says as his large hands grab my breasts. He plays with my nipples, squeezing them gently. His touch is both soft and domineering, making me arch my back, pressing myself into him with a soft moan.

Behind me, Dre's fingers slip into the waistband of my bikini bottoms, slowly dragging them down my thighs. I get a slight chill, but it’s not from the cold. It’s from the thrill of being completely naked under the moonlight, utterly exposed and at the mercy of these three young college studs while my husband sits oblivious in our rental house.

"Look at that pretty, little pussy," Malik says, dropping to his knees in front of me. His breath is hot against my inner thigh, making me quiver with anticipation.

Lucas continues massaging my breasts, his fingers pinching and rolling my little, pink nipples until I'm whimpering out of control.

His lips find my neck, teeth grazing my sensitive skin.

I glance once more toward our rental. Tim hasn't moved. Hasn't even noticed his wife is stripped naked, standing in plain view by the neighboring pool, surrounded by three college athletes with obvious bulges straining against their swim trunks.

Malik's tongue makes contact with my clit, and my knees nearly give out at the sensation. His hands grip me tightly, holding my lower-half steady as he licks me with expert precision.

"Oh god," I gasp, my head falling back against Dre's shoulder.

Dre's hands roam over my naked body, one sliding down to cup my ass while the other snakes around to join Lucas's exploring my breasts. I'm surrounded by hands, by heat, by raw, young masculine energy that makes me dizzy and dripping wet with desire.

"That's it," Lucas whispers. “Let go for us, Ava."

His voice is thick with lust. And I only want to obey him.

Malik's tongue continues to work its magic between my legs, circling my clit before dipping lower to tease my entrance. I'm embarrassingly wet, my arousal coating his tongue as he explores me with a skill that Tim has never possessed.

"Tastes so fucking good and sweet," Malik says, looking up at me with dark, hungry eyes. The sight of him on his knees, face glistening with my juices, sends another wave of heat through my core.

My legs tremble as Malik slides a finger inside me, curling it to hit that sweet spot that makes stars explode behind my eyelids. I cry out, not caring who might hear.

"I think she's ready," Dre says, his voice a low rumble against my ear. His hardness presses insistently against my ass, thick and intimidating even through his swim trunks.

Lucas steps back slightly, his hands leaving my breasts. The sudden absence of his touch makes me whimper, but then I watch as he strips off his swim trunks in one fluid motion.

My eyes widen at the sight of him. He's magnificent - long, thick, and dark. I've never seen anything like it in person. Tim is…adequate. On a good day.

But Lucas is something else entirely.

"Like what you see?" he asks, stroking himself lazily in front of me.

I nod, unable to form words. I bite my lip and catch myself nearly drooling over the sight, and I realize I want to taste him more than I've wanted anything in a long time.

"On your knees," he commands softly.

Without hesitation, I drop to my knees on the cool concrete, Malik shifting to make room for me.

Lucas steps closer, his cock now level with my face. I reach out, wrapping my fingers around him. He's so thick I can barely close my hand around his shaft.

"That's it," he encourages as I lean forward, my tongue darting out to taste the drop of precum beading at his tip.

The salty flavor explodes on my tongue, and I moan like a whore at the taste of him.

Behind me, I feel Dre and Malik shedding their swim trunks. Hands grip my ass, spreading my cheeks as I take Lucas deeper into my mouth.

"Fuck, she's soaked," Malik says, his fingers sliding through and exploring through my folds.

I moan around Lucas's cock as Malik's fingers probe my entrance, stretching me slowly. Lucas's hands tangle in my hair, guiding my movements on his dark shaft.

Lucas's cock fills my mouth to the point where it's stretching my lips wide as I bob my head, taking him as deep as I can. His taste is intoxicating. I’ve never been one to enjoy giving head, but now? With this big, black cock in my mouth, I love it. I get it now, how women could love sucking dick.

I hollow my cheeks, sucking him with an enthusiasm I haven't felt in years, maybe ever. My tongue swirls around his shaft, tracing the prominent veins that pulse beneath the velvety skin.

"Fuck, that’s good," Lucas groans, his fingers tightening in my hair. The slight pain only heightens my arousal, making me moan louder around his thickness.

Behind me, Malik's fingers continue their delicious and welcomed invasion, two digits now pumping steadily in and out of my dripping center.

His thumb occasionally brushes against my clit, sending jolts of electricity up my spine. I'm so wet I can hear the obscene sounds of his fingers moving inside me, even over the music still pulsing through the night air.

"Damn, she's taking that like a champ," Dre observes, his hand sliding over the curve of my ass, squeezing and kneading the flesh. "Can't wait to see how she takes a cock." He gives my right cheek a firm slap.

That might leave a mark. Fuck, that’s hot.

There's something so liberating about being treated this way—like an object of pure desire, existing solely for their pleasure and mine.

So this is what being a slut feels like. I think I’m in love.

I arch my back, pushing my ass higher in the air as Malik adds a third finger, stretching me deliciously. The fullness makes me gasp, sucking the air from my lungs for a split second, my eyes watering slightly as I take Lucas deeper.

Lucas looks down at me.

"Look at you," he says, his voice thick with desire. "Sucking my cock so good while Malik opens that tight little pussy. You've been needing this, haven't you?"

I can only moan in response, the truth of his words resonating through my body. Yes, I've been needing this—needing to be desired, to be used, to be worshipped by multiple hands and mouths. Multiple cocks.

Big, black cocks.

Dre moves to kneel beside me, his own impressive length hardening before me. He strokes himself slowly as he watches me work Lucas with my mouth. The sight of another cock so close makes me whimper with want.

"Don't worry, baby," Dre says, noticing my hungry gaze. "You'll get this too. We're gonna take turns with that pretty little mouth…and pussy."

Lucas pulls out slowly, a strand of saliva connecting his tip to my swollen lips. Without missing a beat, Dre guides his cock to my mouth, and I eagerly accept him, my tongue swirling around his head before I take him deep.

Dre tastes different from Lucas—slightly saltier, with a musk that's uniquely his own. I moan as my tongue explores every ridge and vein while I bob my head enthusiastically on this shiny, new cock.

My jaw aches slightly from the stretching, but the discomfort only adds to the thrill.

Behind me, Malik's fingers continue their relentless pace. His free hand splays across my lower back, keeping me steady as I rock between his hand and Dre's cock.

"She is so fucking wet, hell yeah she is," Malik says."She's fucking dripping down her thighs."

I feel a flush of embarrassment mixed with arousal at his words. It's true—I've never been this wet in my life. My arousal glistens on my inner thighs, evidence of just how desperately I want this, need this.

Lucas moves to kneel beside Dre, his hand stroking his still-slick cock as he watches me work.

"Sharing is caring," he says with a chuckle, and Dre slowly withdraws from my mouth.

Before I can protest the loss, Lucas is there, guiding his thick cock between my lips once more.

The alternating tastes of the two men on my tongue is intoxicating, and I moan deeply as I take him in again, my tongue eagerly licking at his underside.

"That's it, take it all," Lucas encourages as his cock slides deeper, hitting the back of my throat.

I relax my muscles, suppressing my gag reflex as best I can, determined to please him. My eyes water slightly, but the pride I feel at taking him so deep outweighs any discomfort.

Malik withdraws his fingers suddenly, leaving me feeling empty and desperate. I whimper again, I just can’t stop, my hips instinctively push back, seeking contact.

"Don't worry, baby," Malik says. "We’re not going anywhere."

Dre moves back into position, his cock now level with my face alongside Lucas. They press close together, both offering their hard lengths to my eager mouth.

I alternate between them, licking one while my hand strokes the other, then switching.

The taste of both men mingling on my tongue sends a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me.

My moans grow louder, more desperate as I alternate between Lucas and Dre's cocks, my hands and mouth working in tandem to please them both. The taste of them fills my senses as I lose myself in the moment.

"I think she's ready," Malik announces, as he rises from behind me. His face glistens with my juices.

Lucas and Dre step back, allowing me to catch my breath.

My lips feel swollen, my jaw pleasantly sore from accommodating their impressive girth.

I remain on my hands and knees, exposed and vulnerable on the concrete, my body trembling with unquenchable need.

"How do you want her?" Dre asks Lucas, deferring to him.

Lucas considers me for a moment, his dark eyes roaming over my naked body with such intensity I feel it like a physical touch.

"On her back," he decides. "I want to see her face when I split her open."

The crude words send a fresh flood of wetness between my thighs.

They help me up, surprisingly gentle despite their raw hunger, and guide me to one of the padded lounge chairs beside the pool.

Such gentlemen. Sexy, sexy gentlemen.

The fabric feels cool against my heated skin as I lie back, my legs falling open automatically.

Lucas positions himself between my spread thighs, his muscular body looming over me like a dark god in the silver moonlight.

The pool lights cast ripples across his ebony skin, highlighting every ridge of his sculpted abs.

His cock stands proud, it seems even bigger from this angle, the head glistening with a mixture of my saliva and his own excitement.

I'm spread open for him, completely exposed, my body trembling with anticipation.

"Look at you," he hisses, one large hand stroking his cock while the other traces the slick folds of my sex.

"All wet and ready for this big, black cock."

I nod helplessly at his words, my hips instinctively lifting toward him.

Dre and Malik flank the lounge chair, their hands roaming over my body – Dre's fingers pinching my nipples while Malik's hand splays across my stomach, holding me down.

"Please," I whisper, beyond shame now, beyond anything but raw need. "Please, fuck me."

Lucas smiles, that predatory grin that makes my insides clench with desire. He positions his cock at my entrance, the thick head parting my lips. The sensation is other worldly, a pressure so intense it borders on pain, yet promises such pleasure if I can manage to take it that I can barely breathe.

"Take a deep breath," he instructs, as if reading my mind, his voice low and sexy in a way that vibrates through me.

I obey, filling my lungs just as he pushes forward, breaching me in one powerful thrust.

The breath is sucked from my lungs in a strangled cry as he stretches me beyond anything I've ever experienced. The initial feeling is hard to describe, but it’s a delicious pain that quickly transforms into mind-numbing, blissful pleasure as my body adjusts to accommodate his impressive size.

"Holy fucking shit," I gasp, my back arching off the lounge chair. My fingers grip the edges so tightly my knuckles turn white. "Oh my god, you're so big. Fuck…"

Lucas groans, holding still to let me adjust, his thickness pulsing inside me.

"Damn, you're tight as hell," he says through clenched teeth. "Your husband must not be giving it to you regularly. Either that or he must have a pencil for a dick."

I grin.

“Both,” I whisper.

The three men chuckle, and I should feel offended on Tim's behalf or at least not be joining in on the ribbing, but all I feel is the intoxicating fullness of Lucas inside me, stretching me in ways Tim never could.

The comparison heightens my arousal, making my inner walls clench around Lucas's invading length.

"That's it," Lucas says, feeling my body's response. "Take it all for me, baby."

He begins to move, slow, deep strokes that have me gasping with each thrust. His hands grip my hips, fingers digging into my flesh as he slams me back toward his cock.

I think I’m in love…

“AVA! WHAT THE FUCK?!”

The love fest comes to a screeching halt, right as it was getting good.

I turn my head and see Tim walking across the property towards us.

Tim. My husband.

Who apparently…is no longer occupied.


Chapter 6

My heart stops, then immediately begins thundering in my chest at double time. Tim's face is a bright red mask of shock and betrayal as he approaches, his eyes wide and wild in the blue glow of the pool lights.

"Tim," I gasp, suddenly hyper aware of my position—spread-eagled on a lounge chair with Lucas still buried deep inside me and two other men hovering nearby.

I look back down between my legs and stare at the big, black cock that’s halfway to my belly button. I wiggle a little on it and feel a chill go down my spine.

God, that’s sexy…look at that thing…

Lucas doesn't immediately withdraw. Instead, he gives one slow, deliberate thrust that makes me bite back a moan despite the situation. His eyes lock with Tim's, a silent challenge passing between them.

"What the actual fuck is going on here?" Tim demands, his voice crackling with emotion.

He stops a few feet away, seemingly unable to come closer, as if proximity would make this nightmare more real.

I should feel ashamed…or guilty, or something. I should be scrambling to cover myself, to apologize, to beg forgiveness.

But something unexpected happens instead—a surge of defiance rises within me.

"What does it look like, Tim?" I say, my voice is steadier than I expected. "I'm getting fucked. Actually fucked. For the first time in, I don't know how long."

Tim's mouth opens and closes, his face cycling through emotions—shock, hurt, anger, and something else…something I can't quite identify.

"Ava, you…you can't be serious," he sputters. "This is…absolute…this is absolutely fucking insane, Ava!"

Lucas finally, slowly pulls out of me, the sensation making me gasp.

He stands to his full height, towering over Tim, his massive cock still glistening with my arousal.

"Look, man," Lucas says, his voice calm and commanding. "We don’t want to have this turn into a whole thing, so just take it easy. Your wife needs this. Alright? Be cool and you can stay. If not, we can kick your ass out. Either way, she’s staying here and getting fucked all night long. Got it?"

Tim stands frozen. I can see the conflict written across his features—anger warring with something else, something I've never seen before.

"Tim," I say, my voice softening slightly as I prop myself up on my elbows. "You've been ignoring me all day. All weekend. Hell, for months now."

Lucas stands confidently beside me, completely unbothered by his nudity. Dre and Malik flank him, a great wall of sculpted ebony muscle between me and my husband.

"You can't seriously expect me to just…just sit here and watch this," Tim says, but his voice lacks conviction. His eyes keep darting between my spread legs and Lucas's impressive manhood.

"Then don't watch," Dre says with a shrug. "Go back to your phone."

"Or stay," Lucas adds, his hand sliding possessively along my inner thigh. "Your choice."

Tim takes a hesitant step forward, then stops. I notice something I didn't expect in a million years—a visible bulge in his shorts.

"Tim?" I whisper, my eyes widening slightly. "Are you? Oh. My. God. Are you turned on by this?"

His face flushes deeper, confirming my suspicion. Lucas notices too, a slow smile spreading across his face.

"Well, well," Lucas says, "Looks like Timmy likes it. He’s excited to see his wife stuffed with black cock."

I should be horrified, embarrassed…something. But instead, I feel a fresh surge of wetness between my thighs.

"Is that true?" I ask.

Tim's eyes meet mine, filled with confusion and unmistakable lust. He swallows hard.

He looks away.

"I…I don't know," he admits, the words seeming to cost him something. "This is crazy, Ava."

I smile.

“No it’s not,” I say, suddenly emboldened by this unexpected development. I drop to my knees in front of the three studs, never breaking eye contact with Tim. He can deny it all he wants with his words, his demeanor is telling a whole different story.

The true story.

"It's not crazy at all," I say, my voice taking on a sultry tone I barely recognize. "It's exactly what we both need."

I reach out, taking Lucas's thick shaft in my hand, stroking him slowly as Tim watches.

"Come here," I tell Tim, my eyes locked with his.

He hesitates, then takes one step forward. Then another. Like a man in a trance, he approaches until he's standing just a few feet away.

"You like watching me with them, don't you?" I ask, my hand still working Lucas's impressive length. "Tell the truth."

Tim's breathing is shallow, his eyes dark with conflicting emotions. "I…I shouldn't be…"

"But you do," Lucas interjects, his voice deep and knowing. "We can all see it, man."

Tim doesn't deny it. His eyes are fixed on my hand as it glides up and down Lucas's shaft.

"Sit down," I command, nodding toward a nearby chair. "Watch what you've been missing."

To my surprise, and perhaps, maybe even his own, Tim obeys. He lowers himself onto the pool chair. His erection struggles against his shorts, impossible to hide.

I turn my attention back to the three magnificent men standing before me.

With Tim watching, I feel a new surge of power, of liberation. I take Lucas into my mouth again, moaning around his thickness as Malik positions himself behind me.


Chapter 7

I feel Malik's hands on my hips, positioning me as I continue working Lucas with my mouth. The warm night air caresses my exposed skin, and I'm hyper aware of Tim's eyes on me, watching his wife on her hands and knees between three naked black men.

"You ready for this cock?" Malik asks, his voice husky with desire as he rubs his impressive length along my soaking folds.

I release Lucas with a wet pop, looking over my shoulder at Malik.

"God, yes," I moan, pushing my hips back in invitation.

Tim shifts in his seat, his breathing audible even over the music. I catch his eye as Malik begins to push inside me, stretching me in a delicious burn that makes my toes curl.

"Fuck," I gasp as Malik sinks deeper, filling me completely. His cock feels different from Lucas's—slightly more curved, hitting spots inside me that make my vision blur at the edges.

Lucas grips my hair, guiding my mouth back to his cock as Malik begins a steady rhythm behind me. The dual sensation of being filled at both ends sends sparks of pleasure racing through every nerve ending in my body.

"Look at your wife," Dre says to Tim, his hand stroking his own length as he watches the scene unfold. "Taking black cock like she was born for it."

Tim makes a strangled sound, part protest, part moan. His hand moves to adjust himself through his shorts, and I feel a perverse thrill knowing he's aroused by my infidelity.

Malik's pace increases, his hips slapping against my ass with each powerful thrust. The sound of skin on skin fills the night air, punctuated by my muffled moans around Lucas's thickness.

"That's it, take it," Malik growls, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to leave marks. "Fuck, this pussy is so tight."

I hollow my cheeks, sucking Lucas deeper as Malik pounds into me from behind. The position is obscene, degrading even, and yet I've never felt more alive, more desired, more whole than I do in this moment.

Tim watches, transfixed, as I’m used like a toy between these powerful men. His hand has now slipped inside his shorts, and I can tell he's stroking himself as he watches.

"Your husband's jerking off," Lucas says with a dark chuckle, his thumb brushing my cheek as I work his length. "He likes seeing you like this. Being a good little slut for us."

The words should offend me, but instead, they send a fresh wave of heat through my core. I am being a slut. An unfaithful slut. And I love it.

Malik suddenly pulls out, leaving me empty and while I suck and lick around Lucas's shaft.

"My turn," Dre says. He moves behind me, his cock even thicker than Malik's. I can feel the weight of his head pressing against my entrance, stretching me further than I thought possible.

"Goddamn," Dre groans as he pushes inside, his hands gripping my waist with bruising force. "This pussy is fucking incredible."

I moan loudly. My body trembles as Dre begins to thrust, each movement sending jolts of pleasure radiating through me. The fullness is overwhelming, bordering on too much, but my body accepts him eagerly, wetness dripping down my thighs.

From the corner of my eye, I can see Tim. He's furiously stroking himself now, his shorts pushed down to his knees, his eyes glazed with lust as he watches me being taken. The sight of him pleasuring himself while watching me with these men adds more power to my already overwhelming arousal.

Dre's rhythm is different from Malik's—slower but more powerful, each thrust deliberate and deep. The sensation of his thick cock dragging against my walls has me teetering on the edge of climax.

Lucas pulls out of my mouth, his hand replacing my lips as he strokes himself inches from my face.

"Shit, this pussy is too damn good. I can’t hold it, you ready for this cum baby?" he asks, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

"Yes," I gasp, my voice hoarse from taking him so deep. "Please."

Dre's pace increases behind me, his hands gripping my hips harder, anchoring me in place as he pounds into me with abandon. The slap of skin on skin grows louder, more frantic, as he approaches his release.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum," Dre growls, his voice strained and deep.

Lucas positions himself in front of me again, his hand working his shaft with quick, purposeful strokes. Malik moves to my side, his cock level with my face alongside Lucas.

I'm surrounded, overwhelmed by their masculine presence, the musky scent of their arousal filling my senses. My body trembles as Dre hits that perfect spot inside me with each powerful thrust.

"Look at your husband," Lucas commands, his voice thick with lust. "Look at him watching you."

I turn my head slightly, my eyes finding Tim's. He's completely gone now, lost in his own pleasure as he watches me being used by these men. His hand moves frantically on his shaft, his eyes wide and glazed. He doesn't even look embarrassed anymore—just consumed by lust.

The sight of his undisguised arousal pushes me over the edge.

My orgasm crashes through me like a tidal wave, my inner walls clenching rhythmically around Dre's thickness as waves of pleasure radiate outward from my core.

I cry out, the sound echoing across the water of the lake as my body convulses between the men.

"Fuck, she's cumming," Dre groans, his pace becoming erratic as my pussy pulses around him. "Shit, I can't hold it—"

With a guttural roar, he slams into me one final time, his cock pulsing as he empties himself deep inside me.

The warmth of his release triggers another smaller orgasm that has me seeing stars, my arms nearly giving out beneath me.

Before I can catch my breath, Malik grabs my hair, angling my face toward him as his hand works furiously along his shaft.

"Open your mouth," he commands, his voice strained.

I obey instantly, my lips parting as the first rope of his hot cum lands on my tongue. The second and third streak across my cheek and lips, marking me as his, or theirs.

Who cares? Cum on your face and inside you? This is so hot…

“My turn,” Lucas growls, positioning himself behind me. I can feel Dre’s warm seed leaking down between my thighs. Is Lucas going to…

Oh my god, yes!

Lucas slides into me with one powerful thrust, his thick cock pushing Dre's cum deeper inside me. The sensation of being filled again so soon after my intense orgasm makes me cry out, my oversensitive walls clenching around this new invasion.

"Holy shit," I whimper, my voice breaking as Lucas begins to move. "It's too much…"

But even as I say it, my body contradicts my words, pushing back against him, eager for more.

The obscene squelching sounds of his cock moving through Dre's release fill the night air, a lewd soundtrack to my complete surrender.

"Keep looking at your husband," Lucas commands again, his hand tangled in my hair, forcing my head up.

Tim's eyes are even more wild now, his hand moving ever more frantically on his cock as he watches Lucas take me from behind.

There's something different in his expression—beyond lust, beyond shock. Something like... acceptance? Revelation?

"You like watching your wife get fucked by big, black cock, don't you?" Lucas taunts, his thrusts becoming harder, more deliberate with each word. "Say it, Tim. Tell her you like it."

I don't expect Tim to respond. But to my shock, he nods.

"Yes," Tim whispers, his voice thick with emotion. "I…do. I like it."

The admission sends another flood of heat through me, and I moan as Lucas hits that perfect spot inside me.

"Say it louder," Lucas demands, his fingers digging deeper into my hips, marking me as his. "Tell your wife how much you love seeing her with real men."

Tim's breathing quickens, his hand still working his modest length as he locks eyes with me.

"I love it," he says, louder this time, his voice cracking with emotion. "I love seeing you like this, Ava. You look so hot, baby."

His words hit me like a physical force, unlocking something deep inside me. This isn't just about sex anymore—it's about discovery, about Tim and I finding a new dimension to our relationship I never knew existed.

Lucas pounds into me relentlessly, his thick shaft stretching me beyond anything I've ever experienced. The feeling of being so completely filled, so thoroughly taken, combined with Tim's confession, pushes me toward another climax.

"You gonna cum again for me?" Lucas growls, his pace increasing as he senses my building orgasm. "Cum on this black cock while your husband watches."

"Yes," I gasp, my arms giving out as I collapse onto my elbows, ass still raised high for Lucas's pleasure. "Oh god, yes!"

The orgasm hits me like a freight train, more intense than the first. My vision blurs at the edges again, my entire body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash through me. I'm vaguely aware of screaming, of Lucas's grip tightening on my hips as my inner walls clench around him rhythmically.

"Fuck," Lucas growls, his voice strained as he fights against my body's grip. "I'm gonna fill this pussy up too."

With a final, powerful thrust, he buries himself to the hilt inside me, his cock pulsing as he adds his release to Dre's.

The warmth of their combined seed filling me triggers yet another small aftershock of pleasure that has me whimpering and trembling beneath him.

As Lucas slowly withdraws, I feel their combined release dripping down my thighs. I collapse fully onto the lounge chair, my body spent and satisfied in ways I never knew possible.

Tim approaches slowly, his own hard on still raging in his hand. But his eyes are different now—still glazed with lust, but there's something else there too. A kind of acceptance, maybe even gratitude.

I smile while I contemplate his reward for being such a good boy.


Chapter 8

I lie there, catching my breath, my body still humming with pleasure. The cool night air feels refreshing against my overheated skin, making me shiver slightly as it dries the sweat on my body.

Tim stands there looking at me.

"Come here," I beckon to him, my voice ragged from exertion and from taking Lucas so deeply in my throat.

Tim approaches hesitantly, his erection still straining in his hand. The contrast between him and the three magnificent specimens of manhood surrounding me is stark.

Tim's pale, slightly soft body against their chiseled ebony perfection. Yet there's something touching about his vulnerability, the way he's accepted this new dynamic between us.

"You were such a good boy," I tell him, the words coming naturally now. "Watching me get fucked by these real men. Did you enjoy the show?"

Tim nods, his eyes dark with desire as they roam over my naked, cum-splattered body. I can see his hand trembling as he continues to stroke himself, his movements becoming more urgent.

"Tell me what you want," I command, surprised by how easily this dominant role comes to me now.

Just hours ago, I was frustrated and neglected, begging Tim for attention. Now I'm the one in control, even as I lie here marked and claimed by three other men.

"I want..." Tim struggles to find the words, his face flushed with a mixture of shame and arousal. "I want to cum on you."

Lucas chuckles behind me, his large hand coming to rest possessively on my thigh.

I lift an eyebrow, a smile playing at the corners of my lips. This new Tim—this voyeuristic, submissive version of my husband—is someone I never knew existed beneath the surface of our comfortable, predictable marriage.

"Well, then," I purr, shifting on the lounge chair to present my breasts to him. They're already marked with handprints from Lucas and Dre, light bruises beginning to form where they squeezed and pinched. "Come closer."

Tim steps forward, his eyes fixed on my chest, his hand working frantically over his modest length. The three men position themselves around us—Lucas standing behind Tim with an amused smirk, Dre and Malik flanking me on either side of the lounge chair.

"Look at him," Malik says, his voice thick with satisfaction. "Man can't even fuck his own wife, but he sure loves watching us do it."

There's a strange freedom in this new dynamic. This honest acknowledgment of what we both apparently need is thrilling beyond words.

"That's right," I say, my eyes locked with Tim's as he continues to stroke himself. "You love watching, don't you? Seeing your wife filled with their big, black cocks."

Tim's breathing grows more ragged, his hand moving faster. I arch my back slightly, presenting my breasts more prominently.

They're flushed pink from the attention they've received, my nipples still hard and sensitive.

"Go ahead," I encourage him, my voice soft yet commanding. "Cum on me, Tim. Cum on my tits.”

I squeeze my breasts together and offer them out to him.

With a strangled groan, Tim's body tenses. His release spurts onto my offered breasts, thin ribbons of white against my flushed skin.

It's less impressive than the loads the other men delivered, but I find myself turned on by it anyway, the way his face contorts with pleasure and relief.

"Good boy," I whisper as he finishes, his legs trembling with the force of his orgasm.

Tim collapses onto a nearby chair, his chest heaving, eyes wide like he's just experienced some kind of spiritual awakening.

The contrast between his modest contribution and the copious amounts of seed leaking from between my thighs is stark, but I feel no disappointment—only a strange new completeness.

“Fuck,” I whisper. “That was so hot…”


Chapter 9

The first rays of sunlight filter through the blinds, painting golden stripes across the bed where I lie wrapped in cool, unfamiliar sheets.

My body aches in the most delicious ways, muscles I'd forgotten I even had are protesting as I stretch cautiously.

The events of the previous night flood back in a rush of vivid sensory memories—hands gripping my hips, the taste of Lucas on my tongue, the sound of skin slapping against skin, and Tim's eyes watching it all.

I turn my head to find Tim sleeping beside me, his face relaxed in a way I haven't seen in years.

We'd stumbled back to our rental house sometime before sunrise, exhausted and thoroughly spent after hours of debauchery by the pool.

My skin still bears the evidence—light bruises in the shape of fingerprints on my hips and thighs, a pleasant soreness.

Tim stirs beside me, his eyelids fluttering open. For a moment, confusion clouds his features, then recognition dawns and a flush creeps up his neck.

"Morning," I whisper, my voice still raspy from last night's activities.

"Morning," he replies, eyes darting around the room. “Did that really happen last night?”

"Yes," I whisper, a secret smile playing on my lips. "Every last bit of it."

Tim's face goes through a kaleidoscope of emotions—embarrassment, arousal, confusion, and finally, a kind of acceptance.

He reaches out tentatively, his fingertips tracing one of the purple marks on my collarbone.

"Are you...okay?" he asks, his voice thick with concern and something else I can't quite place.

I stretch again, cataloging the pleasant aches throughout my body.

My thighs are sore, my jaw still feels the phantom stretch of Lucas's girth, and between my legs is a delicious tenderness that reminds me with every slight movement of what I experienced.

"I'm better than okay," I admit, surprising myself with my honesty. "I feel...alive."

Tim's hand continues its gentle exploration, trailing down to my breast where faint fingerprints mark the soft flesh. His touch is different now—reverent, almost worshipful.

"I've never seen you like that before," he says softly. "You were so…free. So…it was amazing."

Sexy…

The sincerity in his voice makes my heart swell.

For all the wild debauchery of last night, this moment feels more intimate somehow—this quiet acknowledgment of a new dimension to our relationship.

"I never would have imagined you’d like it…watching me like that," I say carefully, turning onto my side to face him fully.

Tim's cheeks flush an even deeper shade of red, his eyes dropping to the sheet between us.

"I didn't know either," he admits. "I mean, I never thought…" He trails off, searching for words.

"You never thought what?" I finish for him.

He nods, finally meeting my gaze again.

"That I'd…enjoy it so much. Or be so…ok with it."

I can't help the small smile that forms on my lips. There's something endearing about his vulnerability, his willingness to acknowledge this new side of himself.

"I liked you watching, like really, really liked it," I confess, my voice dropping to a husky whisper. "Knowing you were there, seeing everything...it made it even hotter."

Tim's breathing quickens slightly, his pupils dilating as he shifts closer to me on the bed. His hand becomes more deliberate in its exploration, cupping my breast fully now.

"Would you do it again?" he asks, his voice barely audible.

The question hangs between us, loaded with implication. I consider it, searching his face for any sign of reluctance or discomfort. But all I see is genuine curiosity and arousal.

"Yes," I answer honestly. "I would. Would you want me to?"

Tim swallows hard.

"I think I would. Is that crazy?"

I reach down and grab his hard cock in my hand and start pumping his shaft. I lean up and whisper in his ear.

“I don’t think it’s crazy at all,” I whisper as I nibble on his ear lobe, causing his neck to break out in gooseflesh. “I think it’s a great way to spend the rest of our weekend here…don’t you?”

Tim gulps and nods as I start to jack him harder.

I start to tease him. I whisper all the dirty things I’m going to let my new BBC boy toys do to me tonight. All the things I’m going to make Tim watch.

Before I know it, he’s squirting into my hand uncontrollably. I watch his white seed spill over the top of my hand, coating my fingers.

This is turning out to be a pretty damn good weekend after all.

Funny how things work sometimes.

THE END


More from this series:

South Beach Sin (book 6): IT WAS TAYLOR’S 35th BIRTHDAY and we were about to celebrate in style. I had expertly and meticulously planned her dream vacation and it was all going to be a big surprise. We had two young kids and to say we were both in desperate need of some time to ourselves would be the understatement of the millennium.

We were going to spend a long and luxurious weekend in South Beach. She’d always wanted to go to Miami and I was finally making it a reality. And the best part? I’d gotten us V.I.P. access to the hottest new club in town, Lux, where her favorite rapper, Malik Blaze, was going to be performing.

This standalone, hotwife romance is the 6th installment of the Holiday Hotwives & Vacation Voyeurs series. Eddie and his wife Taylor are in South Beach and looking to spice things up and turn up the heat in their marriage when they bump into Taylor's celebrity crush at a pool party.

But when the hip hop superstar takes a keen interest in his wife, will Eddie be able to surrender all control and let her explore her deepest, darkest desires? 


Destination Wedding (book 7): Amidst the idyllic tropical paradise of a secluded island resort in Barbados, Chrissy and Tim's dream destination wedding was meant to mark the beginning of their new life together.

However, Chrissy has other plans that will shatter their marital bliss before it truly begins when she invites the best man to the beach for a romp in the sand on their wedding night.

Bed, Breakfast, BBC (book 8): Elliott and Jessica's long-planned summer escape takes a dark, sizzling detour when Elliott's laziness forces them to settle on a ramshackle seaside bed and breakfast.


Consumed by a seething contempt for her inattentive husband, Jessica seizes the opportunity to shatter their stagnant routine.


Enter Marcus—the striking, enigmatic innkeeper whose magnetic presence awakens her deepest, most forbidden desires. In an audacious act of rebellion, Jessica not only embarks on a passionate tryst with Marcus but also coerces Elliott into witnessing every steamy moment. 

Set against the raw backdrop of crashing waves and crumbling walls, this standalone hotwife romance is a provocative exploration of betrayal, power, and the ultimate reclamation of desire.



BONUS: Mediterranean Melody: 
A Hotwife Vacation Romance
(buy now)

*

I USED TO THINK FATE was just some silly fantasy. Now, I know that’s just not true. How else do you explain what happened to me? To us?

I can’t think of any other good reason and I’ve certainly tried.

We were young when we got married. A fresh twenty-three.

Neither one of us was what you would call worldly or cultured or open-minded. We both came from very conservative, religious backgrounds.

Nothing too crazy, it’s not like we were in one of those wacky cults or anything, but when it came to sex and the more intimate side of things, well let’s just say, we both still had some hangups and insecurities when it came to that kind of stuff.

It’s funny to think about when I look back now, knowing where we’ve ended up and how much we’ve changed.

Suffice to say, it didn’t take very long for Melody and I to move past all those hangups and leave those versions of ourselves behind.

Not to say it was easy though. Far from it.

But it all happened in our third year of marriage. We were only twenty-six and decided to take a big trip to celebrate our anniversary. It was our first time leaving the country. Ever.

Neither one of us had been outside the continental United States. In fact, we’d hardly ever left the bible belt. Maybe the odd trip to California or New York for a youth conference once or twice. But aside from that, home was more or less all we knew.

Our first stop was in France, then in some order or another, we were to find ourselves in Monaco, Ibiza, Italy, Greece, Malta…perhaps Albania and then…who knew?

You might expect me to say it was a culture shock finding ourselves galavanting about the Mediterranean in the French Riviera, but to tell you the truth, it came naturally to us…once we adjusted. It didn’t frighten us like you might think.

It woke us up.

This is what we’d been missing?

It was exciting and fresh and new and sexy.

I don’t know if it was something in the air, or the food, or the water, or just being around so many beautiful people. But we just felt charged with this energy…almost immediately upon arrival, something was different about us. It was small at first, almost imperceptible, but it quickly grew into something much, much larger.

Our first stop was in the French Riviera near the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer. We’d rented a spacious villa, nestled in the cliffs, overlooking the Med as we’d almost immediately taken to calling it.

It was beautiful. But you already knew that.

As soon as we put our bags down and shut the door behind us, I rushed to the bedroom to get changed, pulling Melody and one of our luggage trunks along behind me.

Once in the room, I rummaged through our bag. I pulled out my swim trunks and a skimpy, orange-brown bikini I’d bought for her to wear on the trip (in fact, I’d bought nearly a dozen sexy swimsuits for her to try on throughout our trip, but this was the one I was perhaps most excited about).

Melody turned and looked down upon the bed. White linen sheets and more pillows than we could ever need dotted the surface.

Her auburn hair was pulled back in a ponytail. She was wearing a white, v-neck t-shirt and high-waisted denim jeans. She looked at the bikini laid out on the bed with more than a little trepidation.

“Come on,” I said, trying not to make her feel any pressure. To my surprise, she quickly relented and picked it up off the bed and made for the bathroom to change.

Quicker than I’d thought. That should have been my first sign that something was just…different.

She was still not quite there in terms of letting me see her stark naked like that though and so that’s why she ran off to the bathroom to change. During sex? Sure. But otherwise? She was quick to cover up and turn away or make for another room to hide.

Like I said, hangups. You know?

After a few minutes, she emerged from the bathroom wearing the bathing suit. Her hair was down now, falling just past her shoulders, the luscious curls shimmering in the afternoon sunlight that cut through the windows of our room.

“Hey,” she said with a delicious smile.

“Hey,” I said back.

It was all I could think to get out. I think I may have even been drooling.

Her natural, C-cup breasts were nearly bursting out. The thin strips of fabric that made up the bottom ran seductively along her hip creases and around her back.

I’d never seen her wear something like that before. Nothing even close. She didn’t own anything even approaching this sexy two-piece.

“You like?” she asked, spinning around to give me a full, three-hundred-and-sixty degree view.

She was tight and toned.

Trim where it mattered and thick where it counted.

“Of course,” I said with a grin. “But more importantly, do you?”

Before she could answer me, she caught a glimpse of herself in a hallway mirror and frowned. She clicked her tongue and sighed, tilting her head toward her right shoulder.

“I don’t know, yes. But..I mean…it’s a little revealing, no?”

“Melody. We talked about this, remember? We’re not part of that world any more. It’s time to leave all that stuff behind. They stunted us, held us back. Think of all that we missed out on…”

This had been a common theme for us over those first few years of marriage together. Leaving The Church and all its baggage behind was a constant effort. One that I’d undertaken with great enthusiasm.

We’d been coming along, but Melody…well, let’s just say The Church does an extra good job when it comes to young women. There was a bit more to work through - a bit more baggage to unpack - for her as opposed to myself.

“I know, I know,” she said, relenting.

But then she pulled a white cover up out of the bag and quickly pulled it over herself, hiding the sexy two-piece and all her curves behind a thin veil of linen.

“Ready to go to the beach?”

Somewhat deflated, but still undeterred, I sighed and said, “absolutely.”


*

IT WAS A SHORT WALK down the cliffside to a public beach below. Melody carried a bag with our towels and a chilled bottle of bubbly and some glasses. We’d made sandwiches and wrapped them in tin foil.

Our plan was to relax and enjoy the afternoon on the beach before a nice, late dinner at one of the area’s premier restaurants.

But as is so often the case, the best laid plans often go awry. As the saying goes.

It was a Saturday and the beach was crowded. It was also something else. Something we hadn’t considered was even possible. Something that, at first, caught us both off guard but eventually enthralled and excited us.

The beach that our spacious villa overlooked was one of the area’s many, as we would come to find out, clothing-optional beaches. A polite and PG term for what it really was: a nude beach.

“Oh my god,” I heard Melody say with a gasp.

I still hadn’t picked up on exactly what was going on. My eyes had been mesmerized by the crystal-clear azure waves lapping at the white sand just a hundred or so feet away from where we stood.

“What?” I said, wheeling around nervously, worried that something was wrong.

She began to laugh nervously as she appeared to be trying and failing not to look at…something.

“I just saw a weiner.”

I shook my head in confusion.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“A weiner. I just saw one.”

I scrunched up my face, still not understanding. I must have been hearing her wrong.

“Wait, a weiner?”

She rolled her eyes and crossed her arms, growing frustrated with my slow uptake.

“Yes, Paul. A weiner. A dick. A cock. A dong. A penis. Whatever you want to call it!”

She was practically screaming it for the whole beach to hear.

“Shh,” I said, placing a calming hand on her shoulder and for some reason, looking around to identify the source of her outburst.

This might sound weird, but I don’t care. Hearing Melody yell those words, dick, cock, dong, penis, etc? Well, it turned me on.

She never, and I mean never, referred to the male genitalia as anything other than weiner in all the years I knew her. Perhaps the unsexiest option she could have gone with and I suppose, probably subconsciously, that was the entire point.

But there she was, suddenly yelling it for the whole beach to hear.

Before I could locate the source, she began shouting again.

“Oh my gosh, there’s another! And another! They’re everywhere.”

“Shhhh!” I said once more, but with more force. While it felt like all eyes were upon us, in truth, no one seemed to care one bit. If they could hear Melody shrieking about all the wieners that surrounded us, well, they were choosing to ignore it and go on with their lives.

Then suddenly I saw it. Or more accurately, them. All of them. Wieners, boobs, and the like. The beach was nearly half-full with half-clothed or totally naked people, just lounging around as if nothing out of the ordinary was happening.

Because nothing out of the ordinary was happening. At least not to them. They were French. They lived here. They worked here. They played here. This was old hat to them. Nothing to bat an eye at.

But us? A couple twenty-something, reformed Christians from the bible belt who’d barely ever left home? Well, it was something to bat an eye at. Several times over in fact.

Melody suddenly burst into uncontrollable laughter, snorting and giggling as she threw a hand up to cover her mouth.

“Should we find another beach?” I offered.

She waved me off and finally regained her composure.

“No, no. This is fine,” she said, looking around, “when in France I guess.”

For some reason I hadn’t expected that response and perhaps it was the shock of the surprise I felt surging through my body but I was suddenly half-hard, standing there, staring at her in her white cover up, knowing what lay beneath.

Melody dropped the bag to the sand and took out our towels and laid them on the sand. I helped her smooth them out and placed my flip flops on two corners and hers on the others to protect it from the wind.

We sat down and took out our glasses and the bottle of bubbly. I uncorked it rather unceremoniously and poured us two healthy glasses.

We said cheers and took long pulls.

“Ahh,” we each said, sharing a loving smile before we each turned to stare out at the ocean.

There was nothing like kicking off your vacation with a nice, cold drink.

And truly, our vacation - our adventure - had only just begun.

“Isn’t it beautiful?” I said.

Melody took a deep inhale, and then exhaled sharply.

“It sure is,” she said breathlessly.

I glanced sideways at Melody and could’ve sworn she wasn’t looking where I was looking anymore. As I adjusted myself to face her, I saw she most certainly wasn’t.

She was staring at a dark-skinned man walking along the water towards us. He was completely naked save for some aviator shades covering his eyes. His ebony torso glistened in the sun as his chiseled and rippled body effortlessly glided along the wet sand. His big, black cock swung confidently between his legs.

In that moment as I watched her watching him, I found my half-hard erection returning and then growing fuller until I thought I might burst.


*

I CLEARED MY THROAT. After thirty or so seconds of watching her stare, I’d simply had enough (although the strange erection in my shorts might have suggested otherwise).

She turned toward me and her face turned bright red.

“What?” she asked, trying to play it off.

“What do you mean what? What are you staring at?”

“What do you think I’m staring at?!” she asked, raising her voice. It was a smart move. She was making me be the one to say it out loud. It certainly wouldn’t be her. And unless I was willing to blurt it out and make the accusation, well, in some strange way, she was innocent, wasn’t she?

Funny how that works.

“I think you know…” I said.

She sat forward on her towel, seemingly ignoring my statement altogether.

“Wait a minute…” she leaned even further forward to where I thought she might tip right over and land face first in the sand.

Her face scrunched up like she was searching for something in her mind or trying to solve some ridiculously hard math problem. With Melody, you never did know exactly what it was, but she had this face she always made when she was thinking hard and she was making it right now as she continued to stare, unblinkingly, at the hunk of a man strutting down the beach with his giant, dark cock swinging victoriously between his legs.

“What is it?” I asked nervously.

She took off her sunglasses and squinted to get a better look.

“Oh, seriously?” I said, throwing my hands up in the air. “You really had me going -”

She held up her hand and waved it in my face and started shushing me.

“No, no, shhh - I think I know him. I think,” she suddenly gasped and covered her mouth. Her face went flush as she looked around as if there was someone else there who might be able to confirm her suspicions.

“Really?” I asked, more than a little bit skeptical. We’d both gone to Catholic school and lived pretty sheltered lives. So forgive me, but I just found it hard to believe she knew the naked black guy waltzing down the beach in French Riveria just outside the town of La Seyne-sur-Mer.

“Yes, really. Oh my god. I do know him. That’s Guillaume. I’m sure of it!”

“I’m sorry, who…what?”

“Guillaume,” she repeated. “Guillaume…oh, what was his last name? Doesn’t matter. Anyway, he was an exchange student at my high school for a semester.”

She looked at me and I stared back. She could tell I wasn’t buying it.

“I swear to god, that’s him…I’m sure of it.”

“How can you be so sure?”

She looked back at him with longing, hungry eyes, as he pulled even with where we were sitting.

“I just am,” she said, breathlessly.

“Well,” I said, “why don’t we call him over then? Hey! Hey, there! Gui –”

She reached up and forcefully clasped a hand over my mouth.

“Shhh, what are you crazy?” Her nostrils flared as she looked at me with wild eyes.

I smiled back smugly.

“Hah, knew it,” I said and folded my arms. “You’re not sure.”

She sighed and rolled her eyes.

“Oh, I’m sure.”

“Really? Then why don’t you want me to get his attention?”

She clicked her tongue and bit her bottom lip and looked away for a moment as if I was just the stupidest creature the Almighty Father had ever created.

“Seriously, Paul? Why do you think? Did you consider that if you got his attention and he came over here that he’d be completely and totally naked, standing right in front of us with his weiner out, flapping in the breeze?”

I had not, in fact, stopped to consider that. But I didn’t dare say that out loud.

“And then what, Paul? ‘Oh hi, Guillaume, remember me? This is my husband, Paul? How have you been for the last eight years? Walking naked down the beach and getting a little sun are we? Do you come here often?”

What an idiot I was.

“Sorry,” I muttered. “You’re right.”

We both returned to our bubbly and the view and Melody scoffed.

“Besides, I was so blah in high school I’m sure Guillaume wouldn’t even remember me…”

END OF SAMPLE

(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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A quiet weekend at thelake turns spicy...
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