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Chapter 1

The flight had dragged on, the cabin air thick with recycled breath and the faint tang of coffee, but Lucy hadn’t stopped fidgeting. Her legs shifted restlessly, her toes curling in her sandals, her body humming with anticipation that had nothing to do with turbulence. She leaned closer to Richard, her lips brushing his ear, her voice just low enough to drown under the drone of the engines.

“You know what I’m going to do to you the moment we get to the hotel?” she whispered, her fingers sliding onto his thigh.

Richard stiffened, his hand tightening on the armrest. “Lucy…” His tone was cautious, wary of the other passengers, but that only encouraged her.

Her nails grazed over the fabric of his trousers, circling slowly, and she felt him twitch beneath her touch. “I’m going to get down on my knees,” she murmured, her lips curving in a wicked smile, “and I’m going to suck your cock until you’re begging me to stop.”

Richard cleared his throat, shooting a quick glance at the aisle, but his cock betrayed him. It thickened against her palm, pulsing under her gentle strokes.

“Don’t pretend you don’t like this,” she teased, her voice hushed but firm. “You love it when I talk dirty like this. Look at you, you’re already hard.”

He shifted, trying to angle his body away from view, but her hand followed, pressing more firmly. His eyes fluttered shut for half a second, a low groan escaping before he caught himself.

Lucy bit her lip, enjoying the tension etched across his face. “Just wait,” she whispered, withdrawing her hand and smoothing her dress back over her thighs as though nothing had happened. “When we’re finally alone, I’m going to make sure you remember this flight.”

Richard exhaled slowly, adjusting his collar as though the recycled cabin air had suddenly grown heavy. Lucy smiled to herself, smug and restless all at once, her own body tingling with anticipation.

By the time they’d collected their luggage and stumbled into the thick, humid night outside the airport, she could see the flush still lingering on Richard’s cheeks. The four of them—Lucy, Richard, Taylor, and his wife Katherine—crammed into a waiting taxi. Katherine claimed the front passenger seat without hesitation, leaving Lucy wedged in the back between her husband and Taylor.

The driver pulled away as though in a race, hitting potholes without slowing. The taxi rocked violently, suspension groaning with each jolt.

Lucy squealed at the first hard bounce, her body lurching sideways onto Taylor. She laughed nervously, steadying herself—only for the next bump to throw her higher, dropping her squarely onto his lap.

The breath left her chest in a sharp gasp. Something solid pressed against her ass.

“Oh god,” she whispered, scrambling to steady herself, but the motion of the taxi betrayed her. Every sharp turn, every bump in the road made her body shift, her dress riding up against her thighs, her panties brushing against him.

And then she knew. He was hardening.

The realization burned through her. Taylor’s cock was swelling under her weight. Not fully hard, but unmistakable. The thick ridge pressed against her ass made her stomach twist, her pulse hammer in her ears.

“Sorry,” she blurted, her voice high and panicked, trying to push herself back into her seat. But the road was merciless. Each sway of the taxi made her breasts jiggle under the thin fabric of her sundress, and every bounce ground her against him again, against the growing firmness beneath her.

Heat spread across her cheeks, her body betraying her with every accidental press. She could feel him—through his shorts, through her cotton panties. Bigger than Richard. She hated herself for knowing it so instantly, for the treacherous shiver that ran through her thighs.

Taylor cleared his throat, shifting his hips as if to give her room, but it only made the ridge more obvious. A grunt escaped him, quiet and restrained, and Lucy’s breath caught.

She squeezed her eyes shut for a moment, mortified. This wasn’t supposed to happen. They weren’t swingers, there had never been anything like this between them, and yet here she was—perched on another man’s cock, her tits bouncing, her heart racing as though she were caught doing something unspeakable.

Richard, oblivious, clutched the grab handle above the door, muttering about the driver’s speed.

Lucy forced herself into the narrow gap between her husband and Taylor, sitting stiffly, clutching the hem of her dress like a lifeline. Her thighs were trembling, her pulse a wild throb in her ears. She didn’t dare look at Taylor, terrified of what she might see in his face, or what he might see in hers.

The air in the taxi felt suffocating, thick with sweat and silence. Every lurch of the vehicle sent a reminder echoing through her body: the heat of his thigh against hers, the pressure of that cock she couldn’t un-feel.

Her shame tangled with something darker, hotter, buried in the pit of her stomach. She tried to shove it down, to pretend it hadn’t happened, but the sensation clung to her skin.

“Thank god we’re almost there,” Katherine called from the front, her voice high and strained, fingers clutching the dashboard so hard her knuckles had gone white.

The brakes squealed, throwing all three in the back seat forward, before slamming them back against the worn upholstery. Lucy’s chest heaved as she let out a shaky breath, her heart still racing, her body betraying her with every beat. She couldn’t look at Taylor, couldn’t look at Richard, couldn’t shake the truth: she had just felt another man’s cock, and it was bigger than her husband’s.

And worse—her body had reacted.

Lucy slipped quickly out of the taxi after Richard, grateful for the rush of warm night air against her flushed cheeks. The driver had already climbed out, circling around to the trunk to grab their bags. He was a stocky islander with long, unkempt dreadlocks and a grin that revealed uneven teeth. As he passed one of the heavier suitcases down, his gaze flicked to Lucy’s chest and lingered just a little too long.

She exhaled quietly, not surprised—she was used to that sort of attention on holiday—but she turned away all the same, adjusting the strap of her dress. When she glanced sideways, her eyes caught on something far more disarming: Taylor, standing a step behind Katherine, discreetly shifting his shorts. His hand pressed low and quick, a small adjustment that told her everything.

Heat shot through Lucy’s body as she looked away fast, her stomach tightening at the confirmation of what she’d already felt in the cab.

“I think this might be worth the taxi ride after all,” Katherine said, her voice rising with relief as she took in the view.

Lucy followed her friend’s gaze and felt her lips curve into a smile. “Babe, I think you might be right,” she murmured, nodding slowly as her eyes swept over the scene.

The resort towered above them, twelve stories of shimmering glass catching the soft glow of the sinking sun. On one side, the mirrored façade reflected the hazy skyline of Freeport in the distance; on the other, balconies jutted out in clean lines, each offering its own glimpse of paradise—an outdoor bar already humming with laughter, a sapphire-blue pool, the stretch of beach fading into endless turquoise water. Palm trees swayed in the warm breeze, their shadows shifting lazily across the path.

Lucy inhaled deeply, the salty air wrapping around her like silk. It felt impossible that just this morning they’d been trudging through icy sidewalks in Boston, their breath hanging in the frigid air. The contrast was dizzying. Here, the winter they’d fled felt like a bad dream.

And yet, beneath her awe, a restless thrum remained. She adjusted the strap of her dress, tugging it back into place across her shoulder. No one watching would guess how unsettled she felt, how the memory of the taxi ride still clung to her skin—the heat of Taylor’s thigh, the unmistakable pressure beneath her, the shameful awareness of how her body had reacted. She hadn’t even dared to meet his eyes afterward.

Richard reached for her hand now, giving it a squeeze, and Lucy clung to the gesture with relief. She smiled at him, steadying herself. They were here, finally, in a place where she could lose herself in him. The teasing on the plane, the promise she’d whispered in his ear, it all returned in a rush, hot and insistent. Tonight, in this paradise, she would make good on every word.

Still, as they followed the driver toward the lobby, Lucy couldn’t help but feel a lingering warmth in her cheeks that had nothing to do with the island sun.

“Let’s make a move if we want to catch some beach time,” Taylor said, flashing his trademark grin and wiggling his eyebrows in a way that made Katherine roll her eyes fondly. His easy charm always seemed to fill whatever space he was in.

Lucy noticed Richard slip the taxi driver a few extra bills before the bellhops appeared, all smiles and crisp uniforms, moving with effortless precision as they unloaded the luggage. Their politeness was disarming—one of them even tipping his hat to Lucy as he wheeled away her suitcase, leaving her with the rare sensation of being taken care of rather than the one doing the caretaking.

Inside, the lobby was cool and scented faintly of orchids. The polished marble floor gleamed, reflecting the soft golden light spilling from chandeliers overhead. A gentle hum of conversation and laughter floated in the background, the sound blending with the faint trickle of water from a fountain set against the far wall.

At the reception desk stood Marisol. Young, bright-eyed, and effortlessly poised, she wore the resort’s pale blue uniform with a natural elegance. Her hair was pulled into a sleek bun, a few strands curling free to soften her face, and when she smiled, it was both professional and warm, the kind of smile that made you feel like you belonged there.

“Welcome to the Lucaya Grand,” she said, her accent lilting slightly as she slid four glasses of chilled fruit-infused water across the counter. “We’re so glad you’ve arrived safely. Let me get you all checked in so you can start enjoying your stay.”

Richard accepted his glass with a polite nod, but Lucy caught the faint way his eyes flicked toward Marisol before returning to his drink. It wasn’t unusual—Marisol was striking—but Lucy felt a surprising twist of awareness. The woman wasn’t just beautiful, she was the kind of polished and confident that drew people in without trying.

The check-in was seamless: papers signed, cards swiped, key cards handed over with a graceful flourish. “Your rooms are side by side on the fourth floor,” Marisol explained, her tone practiced but kind. “The view from there is especially lovely at this time of day. If there’s anything at all you need, please don’t hesitate to call down. We’ll make sure you’re looked after.”

Taylor shot Katherine a wink, then turned back to the desk with his usual charm. “Something tells me we’re in very good hands,” he said, making Marisol laugh softly before excusing herself to assist another couple.

Lucy watched the exchange with a smile that was polite but tight around the edges. It wasn’t jealousy exactly, more a heightened awareness of how easily charm seemed to pass between people, how natural it all felt for Taylor—and even Richard, in his quieter way.

The four of them stepped into the waiting elevator, the cool hush of the lobby fading behind them. On the fourth floor, the doors slid open with a soft chime. Taylor and Katherine’s room was the first stop. He swiped his card and shouldered the door open, his voice carrying back into the hallway.

“Wow!” he exclaimed, his laughter rich and boyish as Katherine pushed in after him.

Richard unlocked the next door and gave Lucy a grin over his shoulder. “Wow,” he echoed, before swinging it open.

Lucy slipped past Richard into the room, her eyes widening as she took it in. The far wall was nothing but glass, a vast window with sliding doors that opened onto the balcony. Drawn forward as if by instinct, she padded across the cool tiles, tugged the handle, and stepped outside.

A rush of warmth enveloped her immediately, softened by a playful breeze carrying the salt-sweet scent of the ocean. She closed her eyes, tilting her face into it, and drew a long, steady breath through her nose. For a moment, the weight of the long flight and the awkward taxi ride fell away, replaced by the hum of steel drums drifting up from the pool deck below.

When she opened her eyes, Katherine was already leaning over the railing of the adjacent balcony, her wide-brimmed hat held firmly against the breeze. Her fair skin glowed faintly pink in the sunlight, her red hair bright against the backdrop of sky and sea. She was laughing at nothing in particular, swept up in the same giddy relief Lucy felt.

“Welcome to paradise,” Katherine called out, grinning as her hat nearly blew off.

Lucy laughed softly, resting her hands on the railing. “Richard,” she called over her shoulder. “This place is amazing. Thank you.” Her gaze slid downward, catching on the shimmering blue of the pool. She noticed the bar stretching into the water, guests perched on submerged stools with cocktails in hand, the kind of indulgence that made the place feel unreal.

“Indeed—thank you,” Katherine echoed, turning to beam at Richard through the open balcony doors.

Taylor’s voice chimed in next, rich with that effortless charm as he strolled out to join his wife. “And let him know he’s the world’s greatest boss,” he said with a grin, his eyes sweeping the view as though it had been put on display just for him.

Lucy glanced from balcony to balcony, her heart thudding with the sudden awareness of how close they all were—two couples side by side, sharing the same view, the same air, their laughter mingling in the breeze.

Richard moved up behind her then, his hand brushing lightly against the small of her back. He leaned in just enough that only she could hear. “I haven’t forgotten what you promised me on the plane,” he murmured, his breath warm against her ear.

Lucy’s lips curved into a secret smile, her gaze fixed on the sea. She tilted her head slightly toward him and whispered back, “Don’t worry, babe—you’re definitely going to get your treat.”

She gave his hand a quick squeeze where it rested on her hip, then turned back toward the horizon with a playful glint in her eyes, letting the promise hang between them as the breeze carried the faint sound of laughter and steel drums.

Lucy leaned against the railing, the warm breeze teasing strands of hair across her face as her gaze drifted toward Katherine. She was pretty—no question about it. The red hair, the fair skin, the easy laugh. But Lucy still couldn’t quite piece together how she had ended up with someone like Taylor. Katherine seemed almost understated next to her husband’s bold, magnetic presence, as if she faded a little in his shadow.

Then Taylor himself stepped out onto the balcony, and Lucy felt her stomach tighten. He’d changed into snug swim trunks that clung to his muscular thighs, every line of his body sharpened by the late-afternoon sun. Lean waist, broad chest, strong arms that flexed even when he moved casually toward Katherine. When he caught Lucy’s gaze, his grin stretched wider, confident and unbothered. Heat flushed through her chest, and she looked away quickly, pretending to study the horizon.

But she couldn’t push away the memory. The taxi. The jolts and bumps. The moment her body had landed on his lap. The solid, undeniable pressure against her ass. The sickeningly sweet thrum of recognition that had shot through her before she’d forced herself back into her seat. She hated herself for it, but now, watching him laugh into Katherine’s hair, she could still feel the ghost of it pressing against her.

The sliding door opened behind her, and Richard stepped out. The sight of him grounded her instantly. He was different from Taylor, yes, but not lesser. The Hawaiian shirt hung loose over his swim trunks, and though his body carried the weight and softness of age, there was a ruggedness about him that she’d always loved. Broad shoulders, salt-and-pepper stubble along his jaw, a strength in his face that time hadn’t taken away.

Her lips softened into a smile. Richard wasn’t the kind of man who turned heads at the pool anymore, but he was steady, handsome in his own right, and hers. That should have been enough.

And yet, even as he moved to her side, her mind betrayed her. She glanced at Taylor again, and the contrast struck hard—one man rugged and familiar, the other younger, carved, and inescapably tied to the memory of his cock pressing into her through thin layers of fabric.

“Come on, get changed, woman,” Richard teased, nudging her playfully with his elbow. His grin was wide, his blue eyes glinting with mischief.

Lucy forced herself to laugh lightly, but her pulse was still thudding in her throat, caught between guilt, desire, and something she didn’t dare name.

Lucy leaned in and brushed a quick kiss against Richard’s cheek before slipping back into their room. Katherine mirrored the gesture with Taylor, leaving the men leaning casually over the balcony rail. As Lucy closed the sliding door halfway, she caught the low rumble of Taylor’s voice carrying across.

“Seriously, Rich, I can’t thank you enough,” Taylor was saying.

Richard clapped a hand to his shoulder in that easy, fatherly way he had. “Forget it. You’ve worked hard for me. You earned this, kid.”

Lucy smiled faintly at the exchange. Richard had always had a soft spot for Taylor, taking him under his wing at the surveying firm. The age difference between them—Richard at forty-five, Taylor just twenty-eight—might have made things awkward with other men, but not these two. Richard’s confidence was grounded, a kind of steady authority, while Taylor radiated youthful energy. Somehow it worked.

Lucy was thirty-two, often mistaken for younger, and sometimes she caught herself noticing how different she and Richard looked side by side. The years of working outdoors had carved their lines into him early, streaking his dark hair with silver and giving his face a weathered look. He wasn’t the sculpted, muscular type—never had been—but there was a rugged handsomeness about him she had always found irresistible.

They’d been together a decade now—five years dating, five married. It was a rhythm they teased each other about, Richard always joking that he seemed to work in five-year milestones. Marriage had been the last one; parenthood was supposed to be the next.

As she let the curtain fall back into place, she glanced once more at Richard. He stood relaxed beside Taylor, shoulders broad, jaw stubbled, smiling that familiar grin of his. Different from Taylor in every possible way—and yet, just as much hers as ever.

Lucy tied the straps of her bikini, then knotted a short skirt around her waist. When she turned, Richard was watching her with that familiar hungry grin, his eyes roaming over her curves. He stepped in close, his big hands sliding down to cup her ass, squeezing firmly as he kissed her hard on the lips.

“You remember what you promised me on the plane?” he murmured against her mouth, giving her ass another squeeze.

Lucy laughed softly, nipping at his lower lip. “You’re not going to let me forget, are you?”

“Not a chance.”

She shook her head, grinning, and dropped to her knees in front of him. Richard’s eyes widened as she pressed her lips against the hard outline in his swim shorts, kissing him once, slow and deliberate. He groaned low in his throat, his hand brushing the back of her hair.

But before he could say another word, Lucy stood smoothly, straightening her skirt with a mischievous smile. “Not now,” she teased. “There isn’t really time. But don’t worry, babe—you’ll get your treat later.”

Richard laughed, shaking his head, equal parts frustrated and aroused as she slipped past him toward the door, her hips swaying in a way she knew drove him crazy.


Chapter 2

The four of them met in the hall, and this time it was Lucy who felt a quiet thrill. Taylor’s eyes flicked to her as the door opened, and she couldn’t help but smile—this was the first time he’d seen her in a swimsuit.

They’d been close as couples for over a year now, dinners, weekends away, little adventures—but swimsuits were different. Swimsuits meant bare skin, meant no hiding. And Lucy knew she wasn’t exactly hard to look at. Her body was the kind men noticed: lean and toned from years of running and yoga, but still carrying curves in all the places that made heads turn. Her stomach was flat and smooth, her tan deepened by a couple of trips to the tanning bed before the holiday.

Her bikini top hugged her tightly, showing off the kind of cleavage that drew stares whether she wanted it to or not. She’d long since stopped being surprised by the attention—big breasts ran in her family, and hers had filled into a full DD by the time she was eighteen. Even now, with no kids yet, they stayed firm and high, as if untouched by gravity.

Her ass was covered for the moment by the little skirt she’d tied on, though she was well aware of how often Richard’s colleagues had let their eyes linger there. One had even been stupid enough to make a comment about it—earning himself a dressing down from Richard—but the truth was, Lucy had always known men loved it.

Sliding on her round-lensed sunglasses, she caught her reflection in the glass panel by the elevator. Long, dark hair, tight curves, and a certain presence that drew attention whether she wanted it or not. Years ago, someone had joked she looked like the original Lara Croft, and sometimes—even now—she saw it herself.

When Taylor’s eyes came back to hers, his expression carefully neutral, she felt a little twist low in her stomach. For once, it wasn’t Richard looking at her like that.

Taylor was having a hard time keeping his eyes on her face, and Lucy knew exactly where his gaze kept landing. Heat crept into her cheeks as she felt her nipples tighten under the thin fabric of her bikini top. The light blue material left little to the imagination, and when her nipples hardened like that, the swell of her areola showed through as well.

His eyes flicked wider, unmistakably appreciative, and the knowledge that he could see her like this sent a rush of embarrassment and something darker through her chest. She forced herself to stand casually, but her own gaze betrayed her, sliding down over him in return.

Taylor’s chest was broad and smooth, his stomach taut with muscle that looked carved rather than earned in a gym. The snug swim trunks clung to him, outlining the heavy shape beneath. Lucy’s throat went dry at the sight. She knew she shouldn’t be looking—shouldn’t even be thinking this—but there was no denying it. Taylor really was the total package.

Lucy’s gaze drifted to Katherine. Taylor’s wife wasn’t the kind of woman who turned every head in the room, but she was attractive in her own right. Her red hair hung loose around her shoulders, catching the light as she adjusted the strap of her green bikini. The color suited her pale skin, which was dusted here and there with freckles.

She had a good figure—slim but with just enough curve to give her body shape, her small, perky breasts held neatly by the bikini top. Nothing exaggerated, nothing showy, but it worked for her. Katherine looked comfortable in her own skin, and that confidence gave her a quiet appeal.

Richard’s eyes flicked toward her for a moment, taking in the sight before he politely looked away again. Lucy noticed, but she didn’t blame him; Katherine looked good, just not in the same bold, eye-catching way her husband did.

“Let’s hit the beach,” Taylor suggested, already sounding eager.

“Only after a quick stop at the bar,” Richard cut in with a grin.

The group rode the elevator down to the ground floor and stepped out into the resort’s outdoor area. The place buzzed with energy—plenty of guests drifting between the pool and the beach, the steel drum band adding a lively rhythm. Most of the crowd seemed older, but Richard and Taylor still caught the appreciative glances directed toward their wives in their swimwear. Taylor even noticed a few older women giving him a second look.

Richard made a detour to the bar and came back balancing four cocktails. “Now we’re ready,” he declared, handing them out as they headed toward the sand.

Taylor glanced at Katherine’s pale skin and grinned. “You sure you remembered the sunscreen, ginger? SPF one zillion?”

Katherine groaned, rolling her eyes. “Yes, love. I’m not about to fry this time.”

“She says that,” Taylor said, turning to Richard and Lucy with mock seriousness, “but when we went to Miami a couple years ago, she skipped the sunscreen and spent the rest of the trip looking like a lobster.”

Katherine swatted his arm. “And whose fault was that? You told me I didn’t need more!”

Lucy laughed into her drink. “Well, at least she’s prepared now. That hat’s practically armor.”

Katherine adjusted it with a playful smirk. “Chic porcelain, thank you very much.”

“Oh wow!” Lucy gasped, laughing as the first rush of warm ocean water washed over her feet. The contrast to the sleet and slush they’d left behind that morning was almost overwhelming. She tilted her head back, grinning at the sky.

Katherine mimicked her dramatically, throwing her arms wide. “Oh god, yes! Paradise at last!” Her voice carried over the surf, earning a few curious looks from nearby beachgoers.

Richard glanced at Taylor, shaking his head with mock exasperation. “What do they even need us for, anyway?” he joked.

Taylor grinned, giving Katherine’s hand a tug. “Come on, let’s find somewhere a little quieter.”

Hand in hand, he and Katherine started down the shoreline, moving away from the busier stretch of the resort’s private beach. Richard hesitated a beat, then reached for Lucy’s hand. It wasn’t something they usually did in public, but she slipped her fingers through his without a word.

As they trailed behind the younger couple, the clusters of beachgoers began to thin. The laughter and music from the resort faded, replaced by the steady crash of waves and the cry of gulls overhead. The further they walked, the more it felt like they were stepping into another world—one where every look and gesture between them carried a weight that hadn’t been there just hours ago.

And then came a moment that tested their composure. Walking toward them along the sand was another couple, older but striking in their way. They looked to be in their late fifties, maybe early sixties, with sun-bronzed skin and the easy grace of people completely comfortable in their own bodies.

They were both entirely naked.

The man was tall and broad-shouldered, his silver hair swept back, his cock swinging freely as he walked—long, slightly skinny, and uncut, moving with a lazy weight that was impossible not to notice. Beside him, the woman moved with the same quiet confidence. Her breasts were fuller but still perky for her age, her skin tanned and smooth, and between her thighs the bare folds of her freshly shaved pussy were plainly visible in the bright sunlight.

Lucy’s cheeks flamed as she fought to keep her eyes ahead. Every nerve in her body screamed at her not to look, but she’d already seen too much, her brain unwilling to let go of the image.

“Bonjour,” the woman said lightly, her French accent lilting, as though greeting strangers fully nude was the most natural thing in the world.

The man gave a polite nod before the pair continued down the shoreline, unhurried, utterly unbothered by their audience.

Lucy swallowed hard, forcing her expression neutral. Richard, she noticed, had glued his eyes on the horizon. Taylor gave a small, awkward cough. And Katherine smirked faintly, the corners of her mouth twitching as though she might burst out laughing at any second.

Taylor broke the tension first, flashing a grin as he glanced back at Richard, as if to say, well, that just happened.

Katherine’s reaction was less subtle. Her cheeks went bright pink, and she quickly dropped her eyes to the sand, muttering something under her breath. Lucy managed only a faint blush, though her heart was thudding; she kept her expression carefully composed, trying not to betray how vividly the image lingered in her mind.

Richard, ever the pragmatist, just gave a shrug. “Europeans,” he said dryly, as though that single word explained everything. The remark earned a ripple of nervous laughter from the group, breaking the tension as they carried on down the beach.

Taylor slowed his pace, walking backward a few steps as he watched the older couple disappear up the sand. Both of them were carrying the rest of their swimwear in their hands. Just before reaching the resort boundary, the woman slipped her bikini top back on while the man bent to step into his trunks.

“Guess that answers it,” Taylor said with a grin. “Looks like the resort’s swimsuit-only, but beyond that… clothing optional.”

They passed a pair of girls splashing in the surf, laughing and chasing each other through the shallow water. Both looked to be in their early twenties, and neither wore a stitch of clothing. One was a chubby blonde with pale skin and a pair of heavy, bouncing breasts that seemed almost too big for her frame. The other was slimmer, a brunette with striking tattoos winding across her ribs and down one thigh. Her breasts sat high and round, the kind that looked bought rather than grown, but they suited her lean, edgy look.

Richard and Taylor both tried not to stare, though Lucy noticed the subtle way their eyes flicked back more than once. The girls, catching the attention, only giggled louder and carried on with their play.

A little further along, two men were stretched out on beach blankets, completely naked. Both had shirts draped over their faces to shield them from the sun, their toned bodies gleaming with sunscreen. Their hands were clasped loosely together between them.

Lucy’s eyes flicked down almost by instinct. The one on the left was average, his cock shriveled small against his thigh. But the man beside him was more striking—his thicker shaft lay heavy across his leg, about six inches even at rest. A gold ring glinted at the crown, piercing clean through the head.

Heat crept into Lucy’s cheeks before she could stop it. She didn’t mean to stare, but the sight was unusual, mesmerizing in a way she hadn’t expected. The sunlight caught on the ring again, and she dragged her eyes away, forcing herself to focus on the path ahead as her pulse quickened.

Richard gave a low whistle as they passed beyond the last cluster of beachgoers. “This sure ain’t Boston,” he said, shaking his head at the surreal contrast—the turquoise water, the scent of salt and sunscreen, so far removed from the gray slush and bitter winds of home.

A few minutes later, the sand opened onto a quieter stretch of shoreline. “This looks good,” Taylor announced, already dropping his towel. With a boyish burst of energy, he sprinted forward and dove headlong into the surf, disappearing in a spray of white foam before surfacing again with a grin.

Richard chuckled, tugged off his shirt, and followed him in, wading deep before ducking under the waves. Katherine didn’t hesitate either, tying her hair back and plunging after them, her laughter ringing across the water.

Lucy lingered for a moment, sliding her wraparound skirt down her hips. The breeze brushed warmly over her bare thighs as she turned toward the ocean—and caught Taylor’s eyes on her. His gaze faltered, shifting away almost instantly, but the slip was enough.

A quick, guilty thrill pulsed through her. She told herself it was nothing—Richard was her husband, and her loyalty to him was absolute. Taylor was just younger, handsome, magnetic in that easy way that made people look. Still, she couldn’t ignore the faint tug inside her chest at being noticed. It was harmless, she decided. Just a crush. Just the kind of little spark anyone might feel, so long as it stayed nothing more.

With a steadying breath, she padded across the warm sand and waded into the water, letting the cool waves rise against her skin until she was shoulder-deep, joining her friends as they laughed and splashed further out.

Taylor dove under again, vanishing into the blue for several long seconds. When he surfaced, slicking his dark hair back, Lucy saw he was holding something in one hand. It took her a beat to realize what it was: his swim shorts.

Her breath caught.

“I think we should go native,” he said with a grin, lifting the shorts in the air before flinging them toward the sand. They landed with a wet slap just short of their towels. His bare shoulders bobbed in the water as if nothing about this was unusual, his confidence as casual as if he’d merely taken off his sunglasses.

Lucy’s pulse raced. The water was clear, yes, but not clear enough—every ripple, every shimmer of sunlight on the surface conspired to hide and reveal in maddening flashes. She found herself straining to see more, her eyes darting lower before she caught herself and forced them back up to his face. Heat bloomed in her cheeks, shame and curiosity tangled so tightly she couldn’t tell them apart.

Katherine reacted first, her voice sharp even through the laughter bubbling around them. “Taylor! I’m not getting naked.” She shook her head, sending droplets of water flying. “You can play Tarzan all you want, but I’m keeping my bikini.”

Taylor only smirked, unbothered by her refusal. He tipped his head back and floated lazily on the surface, utterly at ease with himself.

Lucy felt Richard’s presence at her side, solid and grounding, but her thoughts wouldn’t settle. She told herself not to look, not to be ridiculous, but every time Taylor shifted, every glint of light on the water, her eyes betrayed her. The possibility of what she couldn’t quite see consumed her far more than if it had been fully on display.



Taylor wasn’t ready to give up. He swam closer to Katherine, his grin easy but insistent. “Aw, come on, honey,” he coaxed. “Let’s cut loose while we’re here. Nobody cares.”

Katherine crossed her arms firmly over her chest, her tone resolute. “No way. I’m not taking my bikini off.”

Taylor gestured at the thin triangles of green fabric she wore. “That thing’s barely covering anything as it is. What difference would it make?” He let the words hang, waiting for her to soften. When she didn’t, he tried again, his voice gentler now. “Alright, just the top then? A little compromise?”

Katherine bit her lip, her eyes flicking uncertainly to Richard and Lucy, as though looking for backup.

Before Lucy knew what she was doing, the words slipped out of her mouth. “I will if you will.”

Her own voice startled her. Where had that come from? She hadn’t planned to say it, hadn’t even thought it through. Maybe it was the cocktails still humming through her blood, maybe the heat of the sun and the water loosening her inhibitions. Maybe it was the way Taylor floated so casually bare, daring all of them to join him. Whatever it was, she couldn’t take it back now.

Katherine blinked at her in surprise, then gave a nervous laugh.

Lucy forced a smile, but inside her stomach fluttered wildly. She had no idea why she’d just volunteered herself like that—only that something in the moment had taken control, and she was swept along for the ride.

Richard, sensing the playful shift in the group, gave a grin and raised his voice just enough to carry over the surf. “If the ladies are in, I’m in.” His eyes flicked between them, clearly happy to encourage whatever spontaneity was bubbling up.

Lucy’s stomach fluttered as all three of them turned toward her. For a beat she hesitated, the words she’d just blurted echoing back in her ears. Why did I say that? The drinks? The heat? Her fingers moved almost of their own accord, reaching up behind her neck.

Before she could talk herself out of it, she tugged the knot loose. The strings slipped through her wet fingers, and the cups of her bikini fell forward, floating for a moment before dropping into the water.

The warm breeze licked across her bare skin, and her heavy breasts lifted free, the water beading and glistening on her curves. Her nipples were already tight, pushing out proudly, the coolness of the ocean making them harder still. She flushed scarlet, but there was no taking it back now.

“Jesus,” Taylor muttered under his breath, his eyes fixed shamelessly on her chest. The raw appreciation in his voice sent a shiver racing up Lucy’s spine.

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Katherine glance quickly from Taylor to Lucy, her lips pressed into a thin line. Yet even she couldn’t help but flick her gaze downward again, her expression betraying both surprise and a flicker of envy.

Richard, meanwhile, let out a low whistle, half teasing, half genuine, his rugged face breaking into a grin. “That’s my girl.”

Lucy stood there, heart pounding, exposed in every sense of the word. The cool water lapped at her waist, but all she felt was heat—the burn of Taylor’s stare, Katherine’s uneasy curiosity, and Richard’s pride mixing into something that left her dizzy.

“Holy fuck, Luce… seriously, where have you been hiding those?” Taylor blurted, his voice half awe, half disbelief.

Lucy froze for a heartbeat, her chest burning as much from embarrassment as from the sun. She risked a quick glance at Richard, bracing herself for a frown or some hint of jealousy. But instead, he was grinning—broad, smug, proud.

“That’s right,” he said, his voice carrying a playful edge. “She’s mine.” Then, with a sudden laugh, he ducked under the water, came up holding his trunks, and tossed them onto the sand beside Taylor’s.

The wildness of it made Lucy’s stomach flip. Maybe it was the drinks, maybe the heat, maybe just the strangeness of this place—but in the rush of the moment she reached behind her, tugged her sodden bikini top free, and hurled it after the men’s shorts. The wet fabric landed with a slap in the sand. Her breasts rose and fell bare above the waterline, heavy and gleaming, her nipples hard as the ocean breeze kissed them.

Katherine gave an exasperated sigh. “Oh, alright,” she muttered, but there was a nervous smile on her lips as she reached back and untied her strings. Her small pale breasts came free, almost perfect in shape, tipped with tiny pink areolas and darker nipples stiff against the air.

Richard let out a low appreciative chuckle. “Now we’re talking.”

Katherine flushed scarlet, and Taylor turned at once, splashing at Richard with mock outrage. “Hey—don’t stare at my wife’s tits!” he laughed, though his grin gave him away.

Richard splashed back, the two men egging each other on.

Lucy’s eyes darted after Taylor as he spun and dove beneath the surface, his tight ass breaking the water for a split second before vanishing into the blue. She caught herself staring longer than she should have, her pulse quickening, her chest aching with a guilty, secret thrill. Richard’s pride in her, Taylor’s raw admiration—it all swirled together until she wasn’t sure which part of her was blushing more: her face, or her bare, tingling skin.

They splashed and played in the surf for another ten minutes before Richard finally lifted a hand. “Alright, I need a drink,” he said, his tone light but decisive. He turned and started wading toward the beach, water streaming down his broad back. He wasn’t sculpted like Taylor, but there was a rugged strength in his frame, the kind of solid masculinity that came from years of hard work outdoors. Lucy’s eyes lingered for a moment, affection stirring as she watched him stride through the shallows.

“Me too,” Taylor agreed, following after him with an easy run that sent droplets sparkling in the sun. The women trailed behind, laughter still on their lips as they left the water.

On the sand, Taylor bent to grab his drink, his lean muscles flexing as he straightened and turned. Lucy’s eyes betrayed her, dropping before she could stop herself.

And there it was. His cock, free and unashamed, hanging thick and heavy between his thighs—already a solid six inches even at rest. She froze, pulse spiking, as she watched it twitch and swell, lengthening another inch, beginning to rise.

Her breath caught. When she forced her gaze back up, she found Taylor looking straight at her—his eyes locked on her bare breasts, his expression every bit as charged as hers.

A jolt of adrenaline shot through Lucy as the truth hit her: she was making him hard.

Lucy prayed Richard hadn’t caught her staring at Taylor, but when she glanced over, he seemed more occupied sneaking appreciative looks at Katherine’s slim figure than noticing her slip.

Then Richard’s eyes cut to Taylor, who was still standing there unabashedly. He gave a low chuckle. “Well, damn, son. That’s a hell of a piece you’re swinging.”

“Thanks,” Taylor said with a smirk, the corners of his mouth lifting as Katherine shot him a proud little smile. It was impossible to miss the smugness between them—her man, her cock, and everyone was staring.

Richard didn’t flinch. He glanced down at himself, water glistening on his tanned, rugged frame. He wasn’t built like Taylor, and he sure wasn’t as long—but Lucy knew exactly what he had. His cock was solidly average in length, but thick enough to fill her in ways she craved. And unlike Taylor’s easy bravado, Richard carried it with a kind of quiet confidence that came from knowing who he was.

“Guess I’ll have to hope cold water shrinkage is working in my favor,” he joked, grinning as he bent to scoop up his swim shorts. He tossed Taylor’s onto the sand beside him, unhurried and casual, before stepping into his own. There was no rush in his movements, no shame in the comparison—just the steady, self-assured presence that had always drawn Lucy to him in the first place.

Taylor caught his shorts and slung them over his shoulder instead of putting them back on, still at ease in his skin, while Richard cinched his waistband and reached for his drink.

Lucy’s pulse raced. The contrast couldn’t have been clearer: one younger, longer, bold enough to flaunt it; the other older, thicker, rugged, and hers. And for reasons she couldn’t untangle, the sight of them side by side left her dizzy.

“I say we should stay like this until we hit the resort,” Taylor grinned, watching Lucy and Katherine wade out of the surf to scoop up their bikini tops. “But really, the girls should have to lose the bottoms too and join us properly.”

Richard gave a low laugh, as if weighing the thought for a moment. His eyes flicked toward Katherine, but instead of biting, he just shook his head and strode over to Lucy, who was waiting with a smile.

“Not today,” he said, his tone firm but amused.

Lucy slipped her arm through his, pressing herself against his solid frame. “Maybe tomorrow,” she teased, giving him a conspiratorial wink. “If I’m drunk enough.”

Katherine surprised herself by not bothering with her top. She seemed to have grown comfortable with the freedom almost immediately, her pale breasts bouncing unselfconsciously as she adjusted her hair.

“Gimme those titties,” Taylor laughed, lunging for her chest with exaggerated hands. Katherine squealed, spinning away from him and dashing across the sand. Taylor tore after her, muscles flexing, his laugh carrying over the waves.

When he finally caught her, he scooped her up onto his back with effortless strength. Katherine clung to his shoulders, laughing breathlessly, while Taylor jogged back toward them.

Lucy tried not to stare, but her eyes betrayed her. Each stride made his cock slap heavily from thigh to thigh, long and thick, swinging with the easy confidence of youth. Her pulse quickened in spite of herself. She clutched Richard’s arm tighter, grounding herself, but her mind was already racing.

Ten years. Ten years with Richard. Ten years of the same body pressed into hers, the same cock filling her, steady and familiar. He satisfied her—God, he always had—but seeing Taylor now stirred something she hadn’t felt in years. A dangerous curiosity.

She remembered other cocks she’d had before Richard—quick flashes, half-forgotten details of lovers past. Some big, some average, some disappointing, some thrilling for a single reckless night. They’d all blurred into the background once Richard came into her life. She’d stopped thinking about them altogether.

But here she was again, watching another man’s cock, feeling the forbidden thrum low in her belly. Taylor’s cock. She couldn’t unsee it. She couldn’t un-feel the way her body reacted to it.

She leaned into Richard’s warmth, her loyalty unshaken, but her thoughts tangled and hot. For the first time in years, she was wondering again.

Taylor carried Katherine on his back about halfway up the beach, their laughter carried on the breeze. Richard and Lucy followed at a slower pace, watching the younger couple’s easy playfulness.

Lucy’s gaze slipped down against her better judgment. Taylor’s ass flexed with every stride, tight and muscular, the kind you really could bounce a quarter off. She bit her lip, knowing she should look away but unable to stop herself.

When he finally lowered Katherine back onto her feet and turned toward them, Lucy’s eyes trailed helplessly down his body. Broad shoulders, that carved chest, every line of him catching the sunlight—and then lower. Her breath hitched when she saw him. He was already half-hard, his cock heavy and swaying, thickening in the wake of their roughhousing. Almost seven inches, maybe more once it filled out. The sight made her stomach clench with a guilty thrill.

A slow smile tugged at her lips before she caught herself. God, he was sexy. Too sexy. She’d never betray Richard, never cross that line—but she couldn’t deny the electric excitement of seeing Taylor like this, burned into her mind. Later, when Richard was on top of her, she knew the image would surface. She knew it would make her wetter, make her cling to him harder, even if she hated herself for it.

She shifted her thighs slightly, a secret dampness spreading there. The thought rose unbidden, treacherous: what would it feel like to have that cock inside her? Longer, heavier, filling her in ways Richard never could. Her skin prickled at the fantasy, shame and arousal twisting together.

One thing was certain—if they ever did something like this again, she wouldn’t hold back. Next time she’d strip down completely, let the ocean wash over every inch of her bare skin. Maybe even let Taylor see her freshly shaved pussy, just to watch how he reacted.

The image was already seared into her mind, one she knew would stay with her forever.

Or so she thought.

As they drew closer to the resort, the group spotted a commotion where the line between the public beach and the resort’s private stretch was marked. A porter stood there in his crisp white shirt and khaki shorts, the gold epaulets on his shoulders gleaming in the late sun. His arms moved sharply, palms out, his head shaking as he blocked the way.

Facing him were two men with their backs to the group. They were completely naked, their dark skin glistening with oil that caught the light, tracing every line of their sculpted muscles. Shoulders broad, waists narrow, legs powerful—they carried themselves with the kind of bold confidence that made even their refusal to cover up seem deliberate, defiant.

It was clear what was happening: the men wanted to pass through the resort’s private grounds, and the porter wasn’t budging. His body language was firm, unwavering, a clear barrier between them and the hotel guests.

With a final frustrated gesture, the two men turned away, their movements sharp with irritation.

Lucy gasped before she could stop herself. Taylor and Richard, mid-conversation, both fell abruptly silent, while Katherine pressed a hand over her mouth to stifle the sound that had escaped her throat.

The two men turned, and Lucy’s breath caught in her throat. Both were striking in their own ways—tall, dark-skinned, their bodies gleaming with oil. One was leaner, wiry rather than weak, with long arms and narrow shoulders that gave him a rangy, sinewy look. But no one’s eyes lingered on his frame for long.

Between his thighs swung a cock unlike anything Lucy had ever imagined, easily a foot long, thick and heavy, the broad, circumcised head an almost startling shade of purple as it bobbed with each step.

Beside him, the second man carried more muscle. His chest was fuller, his thighs powerful, his build balanced and athletic. His cock was no less staggering—long and weighty, though the thick foreskin sheathed the bulbous head, making it seem even heavier, the shaft stretching slightly farther with the added skin. His balls hung full and heavy beneath, framed by the strength of his legs.

Lucy’s eyes flicked away quickly, her cheeks burning, but not before she realized both men had noticed her stare. To her horror, the leaner one gave her a cheeky wink, his teeth flashing white against his dark face.

The group had fallen into stunned silence. Even Taylor and Richard had no words, their gazes fixed on the spectacle as the two men strode toward the porter. He waved his arms in protest, pointing insistently at Lucy’s and Katherine’s bare chests, clearly demanding that the women cover up before they could pass.

Awkwardly, Lucy and Katherine slipped their bikini tops back on, the playful mood of minutes earlier suddenly subdued. Taylor stepped into his shorts as well, though Lucy noticed with a jolt that his cock, so bold and semi-hard just moments before, now looked smaller, pulled tight against him as though retreating into itself.

But the image of those two enormous cocks was already burned into Lucy’s mind, pulsing there with every heartbeat.


Chapter 3

The room door clicked shut behind them, muffling the sounds of laughter and music that still drifted up from the resort below. Lucy leaned against the wall for a second, her cheeks flushed from rum and the warm night air, as Richard kicked off his shoes and peeled off his shirt.

He crossed the room to her, pulling her close with that familiar, steady strength, his lips claiming hers in a hungry kiss. She melted into it, her hands sliding over the heat of his chest.

“You remember what you promised me on the plane?” he murmured against her mouth, his voice low and rough with desire.

Lucy smiled, her pulse quickening. “How could I forget?”

Guiding him back, she pressed him down onto the bed. Richard went willingly, grinning as he stretched out across the sheets. She knelt between his legs, tugging his shorts down. His cock sprang free, already half-hard and thick in her hand.

A thrill rushed through her. She loved this part—loved the weight of him filling her palm, the way his skin pulsed under her fingers. Lowering her head, she dragged the flat of her tongue slowly up his shaft before wrapping her lips around the head.

Richard groaned instantly, a raw, guttural sound that sent heat pooling between her thighs.

She sucked him deeper, slow at first, savoring the way his hips shifted, the way his hand instinctively tangled in her hair. She pulled back with a wet pop and looked up at him, her lips glistening.

“God, I love sucking your cock,” she whispered, stroking him with her fist as her tongue teased the sensitive head. “You have no idea how horny I am right now. I can’t wait to feel your tongue on my clit.”

His answering groan vibrated through the room. “Fuck, Luce…”

She swallowed him down again, faster this time, her cheeks hollowing as she worked him. She knew exactly how to make him lose control—the right rhythm, the right pressure, the way her tongue flicked beneath the crown. His moans grew louder, rougher, his thighs tensing under her touch.

She pulled back again just long enough to gasp, “I want you to make me cum with your mouth while I’m still tasting your cock,” before taking him deep once more, milking him with long, practiced strokes of her lips and tongue.

Richard’s breathing turned ragged, his hips jerking despite himself. She could feel him swelling against her tongue, every twitch of his cock telling her he was right on the edge.

Lucy moaned around him, the sound vibrating through his shaft as she sucked harder, dragging him closer and closer until she could feel him straining to hold on.

And then she slowed, holding him there, her lips teasing, keeping him hovering in that unbearable sweet spot.

Richard’s breath came in ragged gasps, his hips straining as Lucy sucked him harder, her tongue flicking mercilessly under the head. His hand tightened in her hair, his voice hoarse.

“Luce—fuck—I’m gonna cum…”

At the last moment, she slipped her lips free, his cock sliding wetly from her mouth. She wrapped her hand around him instead, stroking hard and fast, her fist twisting as she looked up at him. His groan broke into a growl as his cock jerked in her grip, the first hot ropes of cum spilling across his stomach.

Lucy’s eyes locked on the spurts painting his skin, her hand pumping him through every twitch, every pulse. And then it hit her—unbidden, sharp—the image of Taylor’s cock. Bigger. Longer. Swinging heavy between his thighs on the beach. She flushed, guilt and heat tangling as the comparison seared across her mind. The way Richard’s cock throbbed in her hand only seemed to make the contrast more vivid.

She shook the thought away as Richard slumped back, chest heaving, the last drops spilling from his thick shaft. Slowly she released him, licking her lips before sliding off the bed.

“I’m going for a shower,” she said lightly, her smile soft but sly. She leaned down, brushing a kiss against his cheek. “I want to be fresh for you. Your turn after.”

Her tone made the implication crystal clear.

Richard groaned contentedly, already half-drifting as she padded toward the bathroom.

Steam fogged the mirror as Lucy stepped into the shower, the hot water rushing over her flushed skin. She braced her hands against the tiles and let it cascade down her back, her breath still unsteady.

Richard’s cum was gone from her lips and hands, but the taste and feel of him lingered—and so did the image she couldn’t banish. Taylor. His cock, thick and long, swinging with that easy confidence. Her pulse throbbed between her thighs as the memory replayed itself, sharper now than before.

She groaned softly, tilting her head back, the water streaming over her breasts. Her nipples were hard, aching, and when she slid one hand down her stomach she found herself already soaked—more than the water could explain. Her pussy was slick, needy, as if her body had been waiting for this moment alone.

“God…” she whispered, part shame, part desire.

Her fingers brushed over her clit, tentative at first, then firmer as her hips shifted into her own touch. The thought of Richard’s cock was there, familiar and satisfying—but Taylor’s image kept cutting in, vivid and raw. Bigger. Fuller. How it might feel stretching her open, filling her deeper than she’d ever been filled. The thought made her knees tremble.

She circled her clit faster, her body clenching with every swirl of her fingertip. Her breathing grew ragged, water pounding around her as her free hand cupped her breast, squeezing it hard. The fantasy surged through her: Richard asleep in the next room, Taylor’s cock sliding into her instead, thick and merciless.

Her hips jerked as the tension broke, her orgasm shuddering through her in waves, muffled moans lost beneath the hiss of the shower. She pressed her forehead to the tile, riding it out, panting as the last tremors ebbed away.

For a long moment she just stood there, water sluicing away the evidence. But the guilt didn’t wash off so easily.

By the time she stepped out, towel wrapped around her, Richard was already snoring into the pillow, oblivious. Lucy paused in the doorway, her body still tingling, her mind racing with thoughts she could no longer pretend weren’t there.

Lucy poured herself a glass of wine from the minibar and padded out onto the balcony. The night air was warm, the sound of waves rolling against the shore below, but her mind was far from calm.

One thought kept circling back, over and over.

Taylor’s cock.

God, it was perfect. Thick, long, swinging heavy between his thighs as though he hadn’t a care in the world. She took a long sip of wine, hoping it would cool the heat in her body, but it only made her pulse faster.

She eased back into the chair, her legs parting instinctively, and her free hand slid down her stomach. Her fingers found her clit swollen and aching, and the first brush made her breath catch. She closed her eyes and let the memory play: Taylor turning on the sand, his cock semi-hard, hanging almost seven inches, already thickening as he laughed with Katherine.

Her fingers worked faster, circling, teasing, stifling a moan as she pressed harder. She thought of how it had flopped from thigh to thigh, how heavy it had looked, how easily it had stirred to life. She slipped two fingers inside herself, shuddering at how wet she already was.

And then, without warning, the fantasy shifted.

She saw the two men from the beach—those glistening, oiled bodies, their cocks impossibly huge as they swung freely in the sunlight. She saw one of them wink at her, the thick shaft swelling even bigger as his hands came up to cup her breasts.

Lucy’s eyes flew open. She yanked her hand from between her legs, her chest rising and falling in ragged breaths. Her fingers were dripping, her pussy clenching with need, but her skin prickled with confusion.

Why had her mind gone there? Taylor was what she wanted to think about—Taylor was safe, Taylor made sense. But the image of those massive black cocks had crashed into her fantasy anyway, uninvited, unstoppable.

She shivered, clutching her wineglass tighter, both disgusted with herself and unbearably aroused.

And then she heard it. Muffled, just faint enough to almost blend with the surf below—yet clear enough to cut through the night air.

“Unh! Unh! That’s it, baby. Faster! Harder!”

Lucy froze, the wineglass halfway to her lips. She closed her eyes, exhaling slowly. Of course. Her friends were at it next door. Taylor apparently had no trouble staying hard tonight. Why would he? He was damn near perfect.

The headboard thumped against the wall, the sound carrying far too easily across the quiet night. Then Katherine’s voice rose, high and ragged, almost a scream.

“Yes! I’m going to cum! Oh! Oh! Oh, fuck!”

Lucy’s pulse spiked in her throat. She shifted in her chair, thighs pressing together, heat blooming in her core despite herself.

There was a sudden pause. Taylor’s voice, curious, almost concerned: “What? What’s wrong?”

Unable to resist, Lucy set her glass down and leaned cautiously over the balcony railing. The nightstand light flicked on, making her jerk back in alarm. Heart hammering, she waited, then leaned forward again, slower this time, careful not to be seen.

From this angle she could just glimpse into their room. The head of the bed was visible, Katherine sprawled on her back, her pale breasts rising and falling. Taylor was above her, sitting upright, his dark hair damp with sweat as he looked down at her chest. Even in the fractured view, his body radiated that magnetic strength, and Lucy felt her breath catch at the sight.

“Fuck, babe… shit, I’m sorry,” Taylor almost pleaded, his voice raw with frustration.

“Oh my god—get me some lotion,” Katherine groaned, her voice sharp with discomfort.

From her balcony, Lucy winced. Even in the dim light she could see how red Katherine’s breasts were. Of course—she hadn’t planned on going topless earlier, and sunscreen clearly hadn’t touched her chest.

Taylor slid off her quickly, and Lucy’s breath caught when he rose into view. His cock jutted out, hard and unrelenting, a thick, rampant shaft that had seen no release. Fully erect, it was magnificent—easily seven, maybe eight inches, with the kind of thickness that made Lucy’s throat dry.

He disappeared into the bathroom, the light flicking on as the door swung shut. Lucy leaned further over the railing, pulse hammering. When he returned, his erection was already softening, pointing down now as he carried a bottle of lotion back to the bed. Even deflating, the size and weight of it were undeniable.

He settled beside Katherine, squeezing lotion into his hand before gently rubbing it across her flushed breasts.

“Oh god, here come the shivers,” Katherine moaned, her body trembling under his touch.

Lucy pulled back into the shadows, her chest tight, her panties damp, the image of Taylor’s cock burned searing-hot into her mind.

As Lucy watched Katherine massage aloe into her burned skin, she silently thanked herself for being careful before the trip. Spending those sessions in the tanning bed nude had left her with a base tan, enough to protect her from the unforgiving southern sun. Still, she winced at the thought of Katherine’s pale nipples—pink and tender—scorched along with the rest of her chest.

She slipped back inside, the balcony door whispering shut behind her. Richard was already sprawled across the bed, dead to the world, his chest rising and falling with the steady rhythm of sleep. She peeled off his shirt, let it fall to the floor, and crawled under the covers.

But rest wouldn’t come. Not with the images circling her mind. Not with the ache between her thighs.

Her hand slid down her stomach almost without thinking, fingers dipping between her legs. She was soaked, her pussy aching for something more. One finger slid in easily, her lips parting in a soft gasp as she bit down on her lower lip to muffle the sound. Taylor’s cock filled her mind instantly—hard, thick, perfect. She pictured how it had looked, jutting proudly from his hips, how it would feel driving deep inside her.

Her hips lifted against her hand, greedy, her finger quickly joined by another. Her breath grew shallow, her body tightening as she teased herself toward release.

And then the image shifted. Unbidden. Violent in its intrusion.

Not Taylor—those two men from the beach. Dark, glistening, their cocks swinging low and impossibly heavy. She saw the thinner one’s shaft, the purple head blunt and bold, massive even when soft. She saw the uncut one, foreskin stretching tight as it thickened, swelling larger, rising higher. Eleven inches? Twelve? The sheer size of it made her chest seize with shock and forbidden arousal.

“No,” she hissed, yanking her fingers from her pussy and squeezing her thighs tight together, cutting off the rising climax. Her body trembled, her breathing ragged, her clit still throbbing with need.

She rolled onto her side, pulling the sheet over herself as though to hide from her own thoughts. How could they have slipped in? Why now, of all moments? She wanted Taylor—only Taylor—and yet those cocks, those obscene, impossible cocks, had stamped themselves onto her mind.

Lucy shut her eyes, shivering in the dark, confused and unsatisfied, her body still burning with need.


Chapter 4

“Katherine’s really suffering from the sunburn shivers,” Taylor said, pushing bacon around his plate with a frown. “She’s stuck in the room today. Almost feels like a replay of Miami.”

Across the table, Richard and Lucy nodded sympathetically. Lucy leaned forward. “We’re planning to hit the beach after breakfast. Want to join us?”

Taylor shook his head. “Maybe later. I’ll bring her a plate and stay with her for a while. She’ll be okay once the sun’s down, but for now… no more sun.” He stood, clearly disappointed, and offered a half-smile.

“Too bad,” Richard said sincerely. “We’ll see you tonight for dinner.”

After Taylor left, Richard repeated himself with a sigh. “Shame.”

Lucy smirked, swirling her glass of juice before looking up at him. “Yeah, too bad. You’re stuck in paradise with only your attractive wife for company.” She leaned in, lowering her voice with mock seriousness. “Especially since someone passed out last night before returning the favor.”

Richard blinked, then chuckled, rubbing a hand over his jaw. “Guilty. Travel, sun, rum… what can I say?”

“You can say you’re going to make it up to me,” Lucy teased, giving him a knowing smile.

His eyes narrowed playfully. “Oh, I’ll say it. And do it.”

She popped a piece of fruit into her mouth, chewing slowly before adding, “Good. Because I was actually thinking… with Taylor and Katherine out of commission, maybe I’ll hit the nudist beach today. Even out my tan properly.”

Richard nearly choked on his coffee. “Wait—you’re serious?”

Lucy’s grin widened as she stood, smoothing her skirt. “Why not? It’s the perfect opportunity. Unless you’d rather sit inside and play cards while I go enjoy myself…” She winked and started toward the elevators.

Richard pushed his chair back in a rush, tossing his napkin down. “The hell you are going without me.”

Lucy laughed, her hips swaying as she led the way. “Then you’d better keep up—and don’t think I’ve forgotten about last night.”

Back in the room, Lucy took her time in the bathroom, carefully rubbing lotion over her entire body. She wasn’t about to make Katherine’s mistake. Her skin glowed as she tied her bikini in place, checked herself once in the mirror, and stepped out.

“Woof,” Richard growled, his eyes sweeping her up and down. He always thought her body looked sexiest when still glistening from lotion or water. “Maybe we ought to stay in a while longer?”

“Later, darling,” Lucy teased, tossing a smile over her shoulder as she packed a beach bag with towels, sunscreen, and a bottle of water. “The beach is waiting.”

They stopped at the bar on their way out—Richard with a whiskey sour, Lucy with a piña colada—and before long, she was sliding into the pool, leaving her flip-flops behind. The warm water wrapped around her, a sensual contrast to the icy winds of Boston they’d left behind. Submerging completely, she let the silence envelop her before resurfacing to find Richard perched at the pool bar, already ordering another round.

She joined him, clinking glasses in a toast before leaning in for a kiss, both of them smiling, carefree.

When they finally emerged from the pool, hand in hand, laughter still hanging between them, they wandered toward the beach. The air smelled of salt and coconut oil, the sand warm beneath their feet.

That’s when Lucy noticed a young man moving easily from group to group, a camera hanging from his neck. He couldn’t have been more than twenty-one, twenty-two at most. Skinny, almost lanky, but with a boyish charm that made his smile contagious. His clothes were simple—shorts and an open button-down—but he carried himself with a kind of easy confidence, like he belonged exactly where he was.

“Picture?” he asked brightly as he approached, his accent lilting, his grin wide and genuine. His enthusiasm made it hard not to smile back.

“Picture, yes?” the young man asked again, his grin wide and eager.

“Sure,” Richard said, tugging Lucy in close and sliding an arm firmly around her waist.

The photographer shifted around them, clearly looking for the best angle, lining them up with the palms and turquoise sea at their backs. The shutter clicked, and then he held the screen out proudly for them to see.

Richard’s eyes lit up. “Great,” he said with genuine enthusiasm. “Wait until I show the boys at work this one.” He looked at Lucy with open pride, clearly struck by how stunning she looked in her bikini.

“Don’t you dare,” Lucy warned, half laughing, half flustered by his bragging tone.

The young man chuckled, then asked with a mischievous twinkle, “What room are you and your daughter in?”

For a beat, Richard blinked, unsure whether it was a slip of the tongue, a joke, or a genuine mistake. He didn’t bother correcting him. Instead, he slid his hand more possessively over Lucy’s hip and kissed her long and slow, leaving no doubt as to their relationship.

The boyish photographer grinned wider, clearly entertained, before waving and wandering off in search of his next shot.

Their hands intertwined, they strolled along the sand until a weathered sign came into view: Clothing Optional Beyond This Point. Lucy hesitated, her steps faltering as she looked from the sign to the stretch of quieter beach ahead. Then, with a sudden spark of daring, she straightened her shoulders and stepped forward, tugging Richard with her.

Half a dozen paces in, she stopped. With a grin, she slipped her fingers behind her neck, tugged the tie loose, and let her bikini top fall into the sand.

“Whoops,” she said lightly, her voice dripping with mock innocence. “My top just came undone.”

Richard’s eyebrows shot up as he took in the sight of her bare breasts glistening in the sun. “If I didn’t know better, I’d say you’ve got an exhibitionist streak.”

Lucy tilted her head, considering his words. “Perhaps I do,” she admitted, surprising even herself. “You know, I used to get sick of men staring at my cleavage all the time. No one ever takes you seriously when your boobs are this big.” She gave him a wicked little smile. “Although, I’ll admit… these girls have got me out of plenty of speeding tickets.”

Richard chuckled, his eyes never leaving her chest.

“And don’t act so innocent,” Lucy continued, nudging him with her elbow. “After we met, you were the one buying me lingerie that barely covered a thing. Skimpy bikinis that could never pass as practical. You clearly like showing me off.”

Richard’s grin widened. “That I do. Poor Taylor’s jaw practically hit the floor when he saw your gorgeous tits yesterday.”

Lucy’s laugh rang out across the empty stretch of beach, her cheeks flushing with a mix of pride and excitement as she leaned into his side.

At the mention of Taylor, Lucy’s nipples tightened almost painfully, hardening so suddenly she had to cross her arms over her chest for a moment. She prayed Richard hadn’t noticed—or that, if he had, he would chalk it up to the breeze rolling in off the ocean.

“I don’t know,” she said slowly, her voice softer now. “I guess at some point, I came to like it too—the attention from other men, sure. But also the way it made you proud. How proud you were of your wife’s looks.”

Richard stopped walking and turned her toward him, his expression earnest. “I’m the luckiest guy in the whole world,” he said with such conviction that her throat tightened. Love for him swelled in her chest, but so did the pang of guilt she carried for the crush that wouldn’t leave her alone.

Then his grin returned, lighter, teasing. “But I have one question, babe. Are you drunk enough to do it?”

Her pulse quickened. She wasn’t that drunk—tipsy, yes, pleasantly warm from the cocktails—but not quite loose enough to strip bare on a beach. At least, that’s what she told herself. And yet, maybe this was exactly what she needed: a reckless gesture to drown out the guilt that had been gnawing at her.

Her fingers trembled only a little as she tugged at the side ties of her bikini bottoms. With a sharp flick, they gave way, the thin scrap of fabric fluttering down her thighs until it dropped into the sand. She bent to scoop them up, her heart hammering in her chest.

When she straightened, reality slammed into her. Every pair of eyes on the resort side of the beach was on her. Men stretched out on loungers beside their wives, half-hidden under umbrellas, even the ones sipping cocktails at the bar—every one of them was staring openly now. And not just the men. Lucy caught the gaze of two women lingering too, their expressions unreadable but locked onto her.

Heat rushed to her face, and she wished desperately that she hadn’t shaved the day before. Her bare mound caught the sunlight, smooth and exposed, leaving her feeling not just naked but raw. The sea breeze ghosted across her pussy, making her shiver all over.

“Ah… come on, let’s go,” she muttered quickly, her blush deepening as she stuffed the bikini into her bag and turned away from the gawking crowd. Richard followed, his hand firm on the small of her back, pride written all over his face.

Richard didn’t pull his shorts down to match her boldness. Instead, he simply reached for her hand, steady and grounding, and led her further along the beach.

Lucy followed, glancing back over her shoulder once, then twice. The crowd was still watching. All of them. A shiver ran through her—half pride, half shame. Then her stomach flipped as she noticed the young photographer standing by the Clothing Optional sign, camera lifted and pointed straight at her.

Her breath caught. She turned away quickly, heat flushing her cheeks. God, she hoped all he’d captured was her backside. Maybe she had a streak of exhibitionism, but the last thing she wanted was to find herself featured on some seedy website full of naked tourists.

Richard squeezed her hand, pulling her attention forward as they walked farther than they had the day before with Taylor and Katherine. The beach thinned until they came upon a secluded little cove, its shallow water crystal-clear. Small, brightly colored fish darted around beneath the surface.

Without hesitation, Lucy waded into the water, letting it rise around her thighs, her waist, her breasts, before she dove under in a graceful sweep. The ocean’s cool embrace was intoxicating, silk against every inch of her bare skin. She floated for a moment, drifting, before surfacing with a smile, her dark hair slicked back, droplets glistening across her curves.

That was when she saw him.

Richard had laid out their blankets beneath a palm, half-hidden by a bush that lent the spot a rare pocket of privacy. But now he was standing knee-deep in the water, his eyes locked on her.

And he was naked.

Her breath stuttered in her chest. At some point while she swam, he’d shed his shorts and joined her in her freedom. His body—rugged, broad-shouldered, with a dusting of hair on his chest—looked powerful and sure. His cock hung thick and heavy between his thighs, stirring slightly in the water as he watched her with open admiration.

The look in his eyes—half awe, half hunger—held her captive as she moved toward him through the shallow waves, her own body alive with awareness of every detail he could now see.

His eyes tracked her every move, as if he couldn’t quite believe she was real. When she drew close enough to see his face clearly, his lips were parted, his expression wide open—pure admiration mingled with desire.

“What?” Lucy asked, her voice breaking the heavy silence. She tilted her head, trying to sound playful, though there was a touch of bashfulness in her tone. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

“I can’t believe how stunning you are,” Richard said simply, his words raw with sincerity.

Lucy waded closer until the water slipped from her body in rivulets, sunlight catching on every droplet that clung to her skin. She had no idea how striking she looked—hair slicked back, curves gleaming, breasts rising and falling with each step. But Richard knew. His chest rose sharply, and his cock, thick and already stirring, lifted and lengthened under her gaze.

Her eyes dropped to it, her lips quirking. “What’s this, baby?” she teased, reaching down to wrap her hand around his hardening shaft. She stroked him slowly, feeling him swell and twitch in her grip, the heat of his body contrasting with the cool water lapping around them.

Richard’s answer was wordless. He caught her by the nape, his hand strong but tender, and pulled her into a kiss that left her gasping. His mouth claimed hers with a passion that startled her, and before she knew it, he was guiding her backward, step by step, toward the blankets he’d laid out.

When her knees touched the soft fabric, he urged her down. Lucy broke the kiss, glancing around with wide eyes, her breath coming fast. “Really, Richard? Here?” she whispered, half laughing, half protesting. “People might see us.”

“We’re hidden by the shrubs, babe,” Richard murmured, his voice low and certain as he hovered above her.

Lucy let herself sink back into the blanket, the cool shade contrasting with the heat flooding her body. Her thighs parted almost on their own, the soft sand beneath cushioning her as she opened herself to him. Richard knelt between her legs, his cock thick and hard in his hand as he guided the swollen head to her slick entrance.

“Besides,” he growled, his eyes locked on hers, “I want you right now.”

A shiver raced down her spine at the blunt hunger in his tone. “I want you too, baby,” she whispered, her voice trembling with need. And she did—her body was so ready for him that when he pressed forward, his cock slid into her with aching ease, stretching her open and filling her in one smooth, deep thrust.

Lucy gasped, clutching at the back of his neck to drag him down to her. Their mouths met in a messy, hungry kiss, tongues sliding together as his hips began to move. He worked himself into her with steady strokes, each one grinding deeper, pulling a little moan from her throat.

The weight of his chest pressed into her breasts, his stomach pressing down so firmly she could barely catch her breath. She clutched at his shoulders, overwhelmed by his closeness, the solid weight of him over her, the feel of his cock filling her perfectly.

“Richard—” she gasped, breaking the kiss, pressing her hands against his chest. “Baby… roll over. I can’t breathe like this.”

Her eyes sparkled as she said it, her voice more urgent with desire than complaint, her pussy clenching around him even as she urged him to move.

Richard slipped out of her as he rolled onto his back, the movement quick and hungry. Lucy followed, straddling him in one smooth motion. She reached between them, wrapped her fingers around his cock, and guided him back into her dripping pussy.

His eyes widened, dark and full of awe as he looked up at her. This had always been their favorite position, the one that made her feel both powerful and completely connected to him. Only this time, they weren’t in their bed back home—they were outside, on a beach in the Bahamas, with the rush of the surf behind them and the sun pouring down onto her bare skin.

A guttural moan ripped from Richard’s throat as her hips began to roll, slow at first, his cock stroking deep inside her. Lucy felt every twitch of him, every subtle swell, and she knew he was close. Too close. She slowed her movements, controlling the rhythm, dragging out the pleasure.

Her palms flattened against his stomach, fingers tracing up over the firm curve of his belly and higher, to the wiry gray hairs scattered across his chest. She leaned back, tossing her wet hair behind her shoulders as the heat of the sun kissed her skin. With her body arched, her breasts jutted forward, and she sank down harder, squeezing with her inner muscles, clamping around his thick shaft to milk every inch of him.

She wanted him deep. She wanted his cum right where it counted. They were trying for a baby, and in that moment she couldn’t imagine a more perfect way to conceive—here, in this magical place, riding her husband as the world shimmered around them. The thought made her thighs tremble, her pussy fluttering tight around him.

She closed her eyes, lost in it—the sound of the waves, the warmth of the sun, the feel of his cock buried inside her. It was perfect, almost too perfect…

Except for the damned insect. A persistent buzz, sharp and clicking, hovering closer no matter how she tried to ignore it. She swatted blindly at the air, frustration breaking into the haze of pleasure.

And then a shadow fell across her face.

“WHAT THE FUCK!” Richard roared, just as Lucy’s eyes flew open.

Her scream tore out of her throat, raw and instinctive, as her entire body jolted in shock.

“Keep fucking her, mister,” the young photographer said, his voice low and urgent as his camera clicked furiously. He was only a few feet away, snapping shot after shot.

Lucy’s scream tore out of her throat as she scrambled off Richard, her arms wrapping tightly across her chest in a desperate attempt to cover herself. Richard shoved her aside in his rush to stand, his face twisted with fury.

“Jesus! Richard, stop him!” Lucy cried, her heart hammering. “JESUS!”

And that second blasphemy caught in her throat the instant she realized something else: the boy had stripped down too. He wasn’t just taking pictures—he was hard.

Her eyes dropped instinctively, and she froze. His cock jutted forward, coal-black and impossibly huge, swinging heavily as he shifted just out of Richard’s reach. It looked unreal—close to a foot long, the head bulbous and dark, big as a plum, the shaft nearly as thick as her wrist. Beneath it, his balls hung like a heavy counterweight, full and swollen, obscene in their size.

Lucy’s breath hitched, her eyes widening as the involuntary comparison flashed through her mind. Richard’s cock, thick and satisfying inside her only moments ago, suddenly seemed dwarfed in her imagination.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, barely audible, staring in disbelief as the monstrous shaft bobbed between the young man’s thighs, hard and shameless, his camera still snapping as he danced away from Richard’s lunges.

“Calm down, man! I’ll give you copies!” the photographer said quickly, his grin flashing even as he dodged away.

“Give me that fucking camera,” Richard snarled, finally lurching to his feet, fury radiating off him as he advanced.

The skinny young man turned and bolted, his bare feet kicking up sand as he sprinted down the beach. Thirty feet ahead lay his crumpled shorts and shirt. Without breaking stride, he stooped to scoop them up, camera still clutched tightly in one hand, and kept running.

Richard lunged after him, managing a few long strides before his pace faltered. The photographer was already well ahead, light and fast, his body lean and wiry. Within seconds the gap widened, and Richard slowed to a jog, then gave up altogether, breathing hard as he turned back toward Lucy.

Her eyes dropped involuntarily. His cock, which only minutes before had been thick inside her, now shriveled pitifully beneath the soft overhang of his stomach. The shade cast by his belly seemed to swallow it, leaving little more than the crown visible. Lucy’s chest tightened with a rush of guilt as the image of the photographer’s enormous cock, flushed and raging, pushed itself back into her mind. The contrast was brutal. She couldn’t help but wonder if the sheer humiliation of that comparison had made Richard retreat further, his shaft disappearing almost completely into his scrotum as he trudged back toward her.

“Richard, you’ve got to get him to delete those pictures,” she pleaded, panic breaking through her voice.

“Throw me my shorts,” he growled. His tone was low and seething. “I’m going after him. If I can’t find the little fucker, I’ll take it to the hotel manager.”

Lucy bent to grab his shorts from the blanket and tossed them toward him. As he yanked them up over his hips, she called after him, “What about me?”

“You can stay here or come with me,” he snapped, not slowing. “If you’re not back at the resort, I’ll find you.”

“Just—please—get that camera,” Lucy begged, her stomach twisting. The thought of intimate pictures of her, naked and spread out on a beach, ending up online made her skin crawl.

Richard set off again, breaking into another jog. This one lasted no more than fifty feet before he slowed to a walk, bent slightly at the waist as he caught his breath. He trudged on, determination etched across his face, but his pace was that of a man who knew he’d never catch the runner.

Lucy shaded her eyes, scanning the length of the beach. Only then did she realize just how far they’d walked that morning. The resort was a distant smudge, at least two miles away. Ahead, the photographer was a faint figure, already half a mile in front of Richard, his wiry body moving easily over the sand.

She saw him glance back once, then veer sharply to the right. In seconds, he disappeared into a break in the palms and shrubs lining the beach—a shortcut he clearly knew well.

Lucy’s heart sank as Richard, now little more than a slow-moving dot in the distance, pressed doggedly onward.


Chapter 5

“What’s all the commotion?”

The voice came from so close that Lucy actually flinched. She spun around, her heart skipping a beat, to find Taylor standing thigh-deep in the water behind her.

His eyes swept over her in an instant, lingering first on her bare breasts before sliding down to the smooth, freshly shaved mound between her thighs. Heat rushed to her cheeks. She felt more naked than ever—not just stripped of her bikini, but exposed in a way that made her skin prickle.

Anxiety twisted in her stomach, but something else rose with it, hot and undeniable. The way his gaze lingered sent a throb straight through her, her thighs suddenly slick with arousal. She prayed he wouldn’t notice the way the sun caught on the wet sheen between her legs.

Her eyes flicked down, almost against her will, and found him completely exposed. His cock wasn’t fully hard, but it was heavy and swollen, the thick head dangling just below the water’s surface. As his gaze clung stubbornly to her breasts, she saw it swell further, rising slowly, the blunt crown breaking the waterline as it started to harden.

“My eyes are up here, Taylor,” Lucy managed, her voice meant to be teasing but coming out breathier than she intended.

His mouth curved into an easy smile. “So are mine.”

With that, he pushed forward into deeper water, the rising shaft slipping back below the surface, leaving Lucy’s pulse pounding and her body trembling with a cocktail of nerves and excitement.

Lucy laughed lightly, trying to shake the nervous energy still buzzing in her chest, and dove forward into the water. She swam toward Taylor, keeping most of her body hidden beneath the surface. “What are you doing out here?” she asked, flicking the water from her hair.

“I was trying to track you guys down,” he said, pushing the water back with easy strokes. “Guess I overshot your camp—I must’ve gone another mile down the beach before turning back. Then I heard Richard yelling and saw him chasing after that black guy.”

Lucy’s smile faltered into a frown. “He was taking pictures of us. Without permission.”

Taylor’s brows knit together. “Naked pictures? I mean…” He shrugged. “I saw plenty of guys sneaking shots of you and Katherine yesterday when we walked the beach.”

Color rose in Lucy’s cheeks. She glanced away before muttering, “It wasn’t just sunbathing. We were…urm… fooling around.”

Taylor’s eyes widened slightly. “Wow. What an asshole.” His voice was firm with disapproval, but his gaze lingered on her face. “Want me to go help Richard run him down?”

“No,” she said quickly. The thought of Taylor sprinting off left a knot in her stomach. “Stay with me. I don’t feel great about being alone right now. Let’s just…get dressed, and we’ll head back together.”

Taylor nodded and swam after her, his eyes inevitably drawn to her as she rose out of the water. The sun gleamed off her skin, droplets running over her breasts and stomach before falling to the smooth, bare mound between her legs. She was every bit as breathtaking as when Richard had watched her earlier, and Taylor couldn’t quite hide the awe on his face.

Lucy felt his eyes on her, her skin prickling with awareness. She hurried over to the camp they’d made, circling around the scrubby bush for a sliver of cover. Bending forward, she opened her bag and dug out her bikini, acutely conscious of the way her bare ass pointed toward him in the process.

The sound of Taylor’s gasp made Lucy freeze, heat rushing to her face. She didn’t need to look to know she’d just given him a perfect view. She squatted quickly instead of bending, fumbling in her bag for the lotion. “I should… probably put on more before we head back,” she murmured, trying to sound casual.

When she turned toward him, the words caught in her throat.

Taylor’s cock was fully hard now, jutting up out of the water. Thick, straight, and flushed dark at the head, it looked every bit as magnificent as it had the night before when she’d caught those fleeting glimpses of him with Katherine.

Her eyes traced it helplessly, her breath quickening. In the bright light of day, she realized it wasn’t quite as large as she’d thought—closer to seven inches than eight. Still, it was flawless, the kind of cock that seemed made for his fit, athletic body. Perfectly shaped, beautifully erect. Bigger than Richard by far.

But even as her pulse skipped, an unwelcome image intruded: those two men on the beach, their monstrous lengths swaying between their thighs. Compared to them, even Taylor looked… ordinary.

The thought sent a shiver through her, equal parts guilt and excitement. She tore her gaze away, focusing on the bottle in her hands, though her skin tingled with awareness of the way his eyes still lingered on her.

“Let me do your back for you?” Taylor asked, his tone light but edged with something deeper.

Without a word, Lucy passed the lotion back to him and gathered her long dark hair up in her hands, exposing the curve of her neck and shoulders. A moment later, his slick palms touched her skin.

He didn’t just spread lotion—he worked it in, his strong fingers kneading gently into the muscles at the base of her neck, sliding over her shoulders, then smoothing down along the line of her spine. Lucy closed her eyes, a soft sigh escaping her lips as the tension drained from her body.

Taylor’s hands traced her arms next, slow and deliberate, leaving a sheen of lotion behind. By the time they returned to her lower back, Lucy’s pulse was quickening again. He smoothed over her hips, then pulled away briefly to refresh his palms.

When his touch returned, it went lower. Directly to her ass. His fingers spread over the soft curves, squeezing lightly as he worked the lotion in.

A shiver ran through her, and she whispered, half-teasing, half-breathless, “Hmmm… naughty.”

Taylor chuckled, his voice warm against the back of her ear. “We don’t want this fine ass of yours to get burnt, do we?” His hands pressed firmer now, kneading both cheeks, slipping along the edges until her thighs tensed under him.

Taylor’s slick hands slid lower, kneading the backs of her thighs, pressing insistently toward the space between them. Lucy tensed, locking her legs together, holding firm.

He hesitated only a second before she felt a fresh trickle of lotion strike her lower back, cool against her heated skin. It slid downward in a rivulet, right between her ass cheeks, over her asshole, and lower still until it coated her bare folds. A droplet gathered and slipped off her clit, making her whole body jolt.

Taylor’s palms smoothed over the lotion, running up her sides, under her arms, then back again with deliberate patience. She was shaking now, every nerve on fire. And then she felt it—the hot, solid press of him at her thighs. His cock, rising, nudging forward. The lotion made everything slippery, and she could swear the thick head was brushing right at the seam of her closed legs.

Her instincts screamed at her to part them, to give in, to let him in. But she clamped tighter, muscles quivering with the effort.

Taylor didn’t stop. He shifted, pushed again, and this time his cock slid higher, nestling snug between the slick valley of her ass cheeks. His hips ground forward, trapping himself there against her, the head of his shaft gliding up until it pressed into the small of her back, his stomach hard and hot against her.

Lucy gasped. “Oh my god, Taylor…” Her protest was half a moan, her body betraying her as his hands came around to cup her breasts. Fingers pinched her nipples, tugging the hard peaks until she couldn’t stop herself—her hips pushed back against him, rubbing his cock deeper into the tight squeeze of her ass.

He groaned low in her ear, kissing the side of her neck as his hips began a slow, hungry rhythm.

“Taylor, we can’t,” she panted, her voice breaking even as her body melted against his.

“Lucy, I want you so badly,” he whispered, lips grazing her skin, breath hot at her ear.

Her knees buckled as his hand slipped down over her stomach, so close now, his fingertips brushing the bare mound above her pussy. Just one inch lower and he’d have her undone.

“Oh my god—fuck!” she cried out, panicked at how close she was to letting go. With the last of her willpower she lurched forward, jerking her ass out of his grip before his hand reached her clit.

Taylor groaned, the sound raw with frustration. “I’m sorry,” he said, his voice almost breaking as his arms dropped uselessly to his sides.

Lucy stood trembling, heart hammering, her skin still slick from lotion—and from the heat of what had almost happened.

Lucy turned to face him—and gasped.

Taylor’s cock stood out in front of him, swollen, purple at the head, the shaft gleaming with lotion. It looked so hard it might burst.

“Taylor…” Her voice cracked. “God, I want you too. And under different circumstances—if we were both…” She faltered, her throat tightening. “I love my husband. And you love Katherine.”

“Please,” he whispered, his voice low, urgent. He caught her wrist and guided her hand to his shaft. The heat of him shocked her, pulsing and alive beneath her palm.

Lucy’s heart pounded as her fingers curled, her hand encircling another man’s cock for the first time in ten years. The jolt of it—the forbidden thrill—hit her like lightning.

“Please, Lucy. Do this for me.”

Her last defenses melted. “Okay,” she whispered, and her hand began to move.

The thrill was overwhelming. The weight, the thickness, the slick slide of lotion under her fingers—it was intoxicating. She had almost forgotten what it felt like to hold another man like this. The realization that she could make him this hard, that she could reduce him to gasping with nothing more than her touch, sent a rush of heat surging through her pussy.

She pumped him slowly at first, mesmerized by the way the skin slid over the steel of his shaft. It was so different from Richard’s, straighter, leaner, but perfect for his body. She tightened her grip, felt him swell even more, felt his cock jerk in her hand as a moan slipped from his throat.

“Oh god…” she whispered, almost to herself. She hadn’t realized how much she’d missed this. Not just the physical act, but the power of it—the thrill of knowing she was the reason another man’s cock was this hard, this desperate.

Taylor’s hand slid up to her breast, his thumb grazing her nipple. Already hard, it stiffened further, the ache flaring into raw pleasure as he pinched gently. Lucy moaned aloud, her body shuddering, her wrist pumping faster now.

Her pussy clenched, her thighs trembling as her arousal spiked. Her mind screamed for control, but her body was lost in the rush. She wanted to see him lose it. She wanted to watch his perfect cock erupt for her, to know she had done this to him with nothing but her hand.

Taylor’s hips jerked, his voice breaking into a guttural groan. “Lucy… fuck, I’m gonna—”

She squeezed him tighter, her strokes faster, her eyes locked on the thick head swelling at the tip. Her whole body tingled with anticipation.

His cock was about to blow.

“Stop right there!”

Lucy and Taylor both jolted, their hearts leaping into their throats. In her panic, Lucy’s hand flew off his cock, and his shaft slapped hard against his stomach before bobbing back down, still slick and swollen.

“You’re both under arrest for lewd public conduct,” boomed a deep voice.

Lucy’s blood ran cold. “Oh fuck,” she cried, her hands flying to cover herself.

Standing before them was a giant of a man in the brightly colored uniform of the Bahamian police. His frame was enormous—shoulders like a heavyweight boxer, arms bristling with muscle, and legs planted wide in the sand. His skin was deep, glossy black, his features broad and unmistakably African—full lips, a wide nose, and a presence that radiated authority.

Lucy’s knees almost buckled. The sheer size of him, the way his shadow seemed to swallow her whole, was overwhelming. Her nipples were still rock hard from Taylor’s touch, and the humiliating thought struck her that they must look like little beacons under his stare. Worse, she could feel a bead of arousal—or maybe lotion—slide off her swollen clit. The heat in her body clashed with the icy spike of fear, leaving her trembling.

“We had a report from the resort,” the officer growled, folding his massive arms across his chest, “that some foreigners were out here fucking. And it looks to me like I just caught the two of you red-handed.”

“We were just fooling around—I’m sorry,” Taylor blurted, his voice shaky, though he tried to stand tall.

The officer’s gaze moved slowly over Lucy’s naked body, lingering far too long. His lips pressed together in a knowing smirk. “The resort photographer told us you were doing a lot more than fooling around, little lady.”

Lucy’s stomach twisted. That slimy photographer had ratted them out to cover his own tracks after snapping those pictures. “The bastard,” she hissed under her breath.

“What was that, ma’am?” Officer Olusu’s voice cracked like a whip.

“Nothing,” Lucy stammered, forcing a polite smile as her heart hammered. She dared to glance at the name tag gleaming on his chest. “Look, officer… Olusu. We thought this part of the beach was private. It was a mistake. We’re really sorry, and I promise we won’t do it again. Can we just go back to the resort now?”

Olusu’s broad smile spread across his face, his teeth gleaming stark white against his dark black skin. “You mainlanders are all the same,” he said, his deep voice rolling like thunder. “You come here and think you own the place. Just because this beach is clothing-optional doesn’t mean you can fuck out here in public. What if some children saw you?”

Lucy’s stomach lurched. “Taylor, do something,” she whispered, her voice breaking with panic.

Taylor straightened, trying to sound firm. “Look, sir, we’re really sorry. I’ve got about a hundred dollars American in my shorts. Maybe you let us head back to the resort, and I’ll, uh… leave it behind for someone to find.”

Lucy’s eyes went wide. “Taylor—”

Olusu’s expression hardened as he slowly shook his head. “Bribing an officer now, are you?” His voice was calm, but it carried a dangerous weight. “Now I really have no choice but to arrest you.”

“TAYLOR!” Lucy smacked him in the arm, furious at his stupidity.

Olusu’s smile vanished completely. His face was all authority now, his jaw set like stone. “You two are coming with me. You’ll be processed and spend the rest of the week in jail until your hearing.”

Lucy’s jaw dropped. “What? That’s impossible—we’re leaving in three days.”

“Not anymore,” Olusu said, flat and final.

“Please?” Lucy begged, her voice cracking as hot tears spilled down her cheeks. “Please, just let us go.”

Olusu’s grin returned, slow and deliberate. “I might be willing to use some discretion… on one condition.”

Lucy’s head snapped up, eyes wide. “Anything,” she whispered. “Just name it.”

“You two have to finish what you started.”

Lucy blinked in confusion. “Excuse me?”

Taylor stiffened. “What do you mean?”

Olusu folded his massive arms across his chest, his grin widening. “Your lady here—she’s something else. Built like a pornstar with those big tits. I want to watch you two fuck.”

Lucy gasped, utterly stunned. “But… we’re not… we can’t…” The words tumbled out in broken fragments, disbelief etched across her face.

“Perform with me watching. Just close your eyes, pretend I’m not even here,” Olusu said, his grin fading into something colder, more commanding. “It’s that—or you spend the week in jail. The choice is yours.”

Taylor swallowed hard. “But you don’t understand—”

“Taylor?” Lucy’s voice cut through his protest, trembling but steady enough to stop him mid-sentence.

He turned, expecting to see her still resisting. Instead, his breath caught. She had already walked to the blanket and lowered herself onto it. Her arms locked behind her for support, her long legs slowly parting until the last of her defiance slipped away.

“Lucy?” Taylor whispered, stunned.

Her eyes flicked toward him, then away. “Let’s just… get it over with. Before Richard comes back.”

The words left her lips with a strange mix of shame and determination as she leaned back further, her thighs opening wider under the policeman’s unblinking stare.

Taylor turned toward her slowly, his face pale but his body betraying him. His cock, which had wilted during the standoff with the officer, was already stiffening again as his eyes fell on her spread thighs and the wet gleam between them. By the time he knelt between her bent knees, it was fully hard, jutting up as if nothing could stop it.

“Lucy… I’m so sorry,” he whispered.

But Lucy, staring at the handsome, younger man in front of her, didn’t see much regret in his expression. His eyes were locked on her body—her breasts rising and falling, the curve of her stomach, and his own cock straining and bobbing toward her pussy. He didn’t look sorry at all. He looked eager.

Her breath caught as he wrapped his hand around himself, guiding the thick head down until it pressed against her swollen lips. Her body betrayed her with a sharp quiver of need at the first contact.

“Do it, Taylor,” she breathed, her voice shaking with desperation and guilt. “Fuck me. Just this once.”

His hips pushed forward, and the head of his cock split her open, stretching her until the rest followed. She gasped, half in shock, half in bliss, as her body seemed to take over. Her walls clenched greedily, as if trying to drag him deeper, to pull him all the way inside.

“Oh my god,” Taylor groaned, his head tipping back as he bottomed out.

Lucy clutched at the blanket beneath her elbows, her chest arching up. “Oh god is right,” she gasped, her voice trembling with astonishment. He filled her in a way Richard never had. Thicker, longer, every nerve inside her felt alive, stretched around him. She had dreamed of this, pictured it in the dark of night, but nothing—nothing—had prepared her for how good it really felt.

“God, you feel so good, Lucy,” Taylor groaned, his voice ragged as he thrust into her, each stroke sinking several inches of his rock-hard cock into her dripping pussy. His face was alight with something close to disbelief, his brows furrowed like he might cry with relief. “It’s been years since I’ve felt a woman bareback. God, it’s so good.”

Lucy’s head fell back against the blanket, her hair spilling beneath her as a tremor ran through her body. This shouldn’t be happening—her mind screamed that she belonged to Richard, that she loved him, that this was wrong. And yet her body betrayed her with every shuddering breath.

“You feel amazing, too,” she panted, her eyes flicking from his chest down to where his thick shaft slid in and out of her, glistening with her wetness. The sight alone made her dizzy. Her gaze climbed higher until it locked with his. His stare was hungry, unrelenting, and somehow tender all at once. That look hit her harder than his thrusts, her heart stuttering in her chest.

Her pussy clenched involuntarily, gripping him tight, trying to pull him even deeper. “Oh fuck!” she cried, the orgasm ripping through her as her body spasmed around him.

Taylor lowered his face to hers, lips hovering just a breath away. Lucy turned her head at first, resisting. A kiss felt too intimate, too much of a betrayal—even more than his cock inside her. But the pleasure wouldn’t let her hold back. Her resistance dissolved as another wave rolled through her, and she gave in. Their mouths met, his tongue sliding against hers, their moans blending into one aching, lust-filled kiss.

She could feel herself moving with him now, no longer resisting, her hips bucking up against him in wild rhythm, chasing the friction she craved. Every thrust reminded her of Richard, of her vows, of everything she risked losing—and yet, every thrust also reminded her how badly she wanted this, how much she needed it.

Lucy’s lips chased his, desperate to keep the kiss alive, but Taylor pulled back, his eyes drinking in her body instead. The way he looked at her—hungry, reverent—made her chest ache. This was bad. Extremely bad. A part of her had hoped that giving in once would purge these dangerous feelings, that scratching the itch would kill it. But it hadn’t. If anything, it had deepened them.

Because this didn’t feel like fucking. Not some reckless fling. This felt dangerously close to love-making. And that terrified her.

She still loved Richard. They were trying for a family, for god’s sake. But right now, her womb wasn’t thinking of Richard—it was aching for Taylor. Her pussy wasn’t just clenching; it was milking him, her body screaming to be bred. Every nerve in her was begging for his cum. Her mind fought to wrestle control, whispering no, he has to pull out.

“Taylor?” she whispered, her voice catching on the edge of reason.

Before he could answer, Olusu’s deep voice cut the air like a blade. “I wanna see the little slut riding you.”

The words jolted her back into reality. She had nearly forgotten he was there. Shame and heat flared through her as Taylor withdrew slowly, leaving her pussy aching with emptiness.

Taylor flopped onto his side, his chest heaving. Lucy shot the officer a quick sneer, her pride sparking back to life for a moment, before she looked away from him and swung her leg over Taylor. Straddling him, she reached down and grasped his cock. It felt so thick, so heavy, slick with her arousal as she guided it to her entrance. With a slow, needy sigh, she sank down, taking him inside her again until he filled her completely.

Taylor’s hands immediately found her breasts, kneading and squeezing them as she began to ride him in a steady rhythm. Lucy stared down at him—his taut stomach, his sculpted chest, his arms flexing as he gripped her. Everything about him was so different from Richard. Different—and devastatingly intoxicating.

When her eyes met his again, that dangerous tremor of emotion swept through her, and with it came a shuddering climax that stole her breath. She gasped, clinging to him as her pussy convulsed around his cock.

She had never come twice with Richard. In truth, she rarely ever climaxed from penetration alone. The realization left her reeling.

She tore her eyes away, staring upward instead—at the palms swaying against the perfect blue sky, the shimmer of the ocean beyond. It was paradise. Paradise, and she was on top of the man she shouldn’t love, yet somehow did. Her hips ground harder, and another wave was already building inside her.

But just as the bliss threatened to crest, the spell broke. The looming figure of Olusu shifted into her line of sight, his hulking frame blotting out the horizon.

“That’s it. Ride that little white cock, you sexy little slut,” Olusu rumbled, his voice thick with amusement. His hand slid down the front of his uniform and squeezed the huge bulge there, making it even more obvious.

Lucy’s whole body trembled when she saw it straining against the fabric. Fear and arousal tangled inside her chest like a knot. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to block him out, to stay focused on Taylor—on the thick cock still sliding in and out of her pussy, on his mouth sucking her nipples, on his tongue flicking her painfully hard bud.

Her orgasm built again, unstoppable. She arched her back, grinding down hard, and the climax tore through her.

Her eyes snapped open at the height of it—and froze. Olusu was standing over her now, his uniform trousers unzipped, his massive cock freed. It jutted out, thick and heavy, the broad purple head hanging just inches from her face. He wasn’t saying a word. He wasn’t pushing. He just stood there, stroking himself slowly, watching her writhe.

Lucy’s breath caught. Every instinct told her to turn away, to shut her eyes, to pretend she hadn’t seen. But she couldn’t. Her climax still pulsed through her, her pussy clenching around Taylor’s cock, her whole body quivering with need. Her mouth opened on a gasp—and stayed open.

The head of Olusu’s cock brushed her lips. For a heartbeat she hovered there, stunned at her own weakness. Then, almost without thinking, she tilted her head forward and took him in.

The taste of him hit her tongue, and she moaned around the thick shaft. This wasn’t forced. This wasn’t asked of her. This was her, in the heat of the moment, wanting it.

“Holy fuck,” Taylor groaned beneath her, his hips jerking as he felt her pussy tighten even harder around him.

Olusu slid his cock from her mouth, leaving it bobbing menacingly just under her nose. The huge plum-dark head gleamed with her saliva, a milky strand of precum stretching from the slit. It was obscene, massive, and far too close.

Lucy’s chest heaved as she stared at it. Her heart pounded with fear and lust tangled together. “This is wrong,” she whispered, her voice trembling. Her words were true — every fiber of her brain screamed it — and yet, as her lips parted again, she knew what was coming.

Olusu grinned as she leaned forward, and this time when he pressed the head against her lips, she didn’t turn away. She opened wider, surrendering to the moment, letting him in.

The swollen crown stretched her mouth painfully, and she gagged almost instantly as he slid deeper. Tears welled in her eyes, spilling down her cheeks, but not from sadness — from the sheer impossible size of him. Her jaw ached, her throat fought to adjust, but her pussy clenched even tighter around Taylor’s cock beneath her, betraying how much the act turned her on.

“Good girl,” Olusu rumbled, his hand locking around the back of her head. He began to guide her rhythm, pushing deeper with each stroke until he was face-fucking her, the obscene slap of his heavy shaft against her lips echoing in her ears. Lucy’s eyes streamed, her chest shook, but she moaned around the thickness filling her throat.

Olusu’s grip tightened on the back of Lucy’s head as he pulled her forward, forcing the thick shaft deeper and deeper until the swollen head pushed past her uvula. Lucy’s throat convulsed around him, a harsh gag bursting from her chest as tears streamed from her eyes. He pulled back, letting her cough in a desperate gasp of air—only to push forward again.

This time she forced herself to relax, focusing on breathing through her nose as the monstrous cock stretched her throat wider than it had ever gone. The sensation was brutal, overwhelming, humiliating… and yet her pussy clenched tighter around Taylor beneath her. Her body loved it even if her mind screamed otherwise. She gagged again, drool spilling from her lips as Olusu finally withdrew.

His cock sprang free, bobbing inches from her face. The head and several inches of the shaft gleamed wet with her spit, obscene and heavy.

“Spit on it, slut,” Olusu growled.

Lucy hesitated, her eyes flicking up at him. His uniform shirt now hung open, exposing a chest slick with sweat, every muscle carved and glistening under the sun. When her gaze met his, she shivered.

“Spit on it,” he repeated, lower, harder.

Her throat still burned, but she leaned forward, letting a stream of saliva drip from her tongue onto the purple-black crown.

“More.”

She did it again, this time watching her spit trickle down the thick shaft.

“Now, use your hands,” he ordered. “Stroke it.”

Lucy’s fingers trembled as she wrapped them around the impossibly thick shaft. Both hands together barely closed around it. She slid them up and down slowly, slicking the length with spit. “Like this?” she asked, her voice husky, ashamed at how natural it sounded.

“Good,” Olusu rumbled. “But more spit.”

Lucy let another stream fall from her mouth, drooling it thick and wet down his shaft. It ran off the dark crown and splattered onto Taylor’s cheek.

“Hey!” Taylor sputtered beneath her.

Her eyes widened. Taylor. She glanced down, horrified to realize his cock had gone soft inside her—soft because he had already cum. The sudden weight of that truth crashed over her. His release was sitting deep inside her womb, hot and dangerous, and every instinct told her to get off him immediately, to let it spill out.

But she didn’t.

Because Olusu was right there in front of her, his massive cock glistening with spit, the broad head nudging against her lips. Her hands were already sliding up and down his thick shaft, slick with saliva, and her mouth parted almost automatically, welcoming him back in.

She knew she should climb off Taylor, that staying put only trapped his cum inside her fertile pussy. But she couldn’t stop herself. She was too far gone, too consumed. With Taylor spent beneath her and Olusu’s heavy cock filling her mouth, she was caught between shame and desire, trapped not by force — but by the thrill of her own surrender.

Olusu’s fingers tightened in her hair, pulling her down and setting the rhythm. Lucy matched it with her hands, stroking the thick shaft in time with her mouth, spit flying as she tried to keep up. When his grip eased, she surprised herself — she didn’t stop. She kept the same punishing pace on her own, twisting her tongue around the slick crown, swallowing him deeper into her throat with each thrust.

When he reached down and brushed a strand of damp hair from her face, it hit her: he wasn’t guiding her anymore. She was doing this by herself, taking him deeper and harder, because some part of her wanted to. And his cock responded, throbbing and swelling even thicker between her lips.

“Your wife’s such a good cocksucker, man,” Olusu said, his tone almost casual.

Taylor didn’t answer. His face screwed tight, eyes clamped shut as more spit and precum rained down from above.

Then Olusu’s hand clamped back into her hair, pulling her down just as his hips jerked. With a deep grunt, his cock erupted, blasting a hot stream straight into her throat. The force of it shocked her — it was like being punched by liquid heat. She gagged as it flooded her esophagus, her whole body jerking against him.

Panicked, Lucy braced her hands on his hips and pushed herself back. The thick head tore from her throat with a wet pop, but he kept cumming, ropes of it spraying into her mouth until she couldn’t hold it. Her cheeks ballooned, then overflowed. She gagged again, hot semen spilling from her lips, running down her chin in thick white streams.

It was messy, obscene, humiliating — and her pussy clenched harder around Taylor’s limp cock as if her body loved every second of it.

“FUCK!” Taylor cried beneath her, thrashing as he tried to twist his head away from the streams dripping down.

Lucy barely registered him. All she could taste, smell, and feel was Olusu’s cum. Richard had only ever finished in her mouth a handful of times over the years, and she had always spat it into a tissue, shuddering with disgust. But this was different.

Olusu’s cock jerked against her lips, each spasm pumping another thick wave onto her tongue. It wasn’t watery like Richard’s — it was rich, heavy, almost pudding-thick. And god help her, it tasted better. Saltier, yes, but smoother, decadent in a way she had never imagined.

Her cheeks bulged as her mouth filled. She told herself she swallowed just to keep from letting more spill onto Taylor’s face — but she knew the truth even as her throat worked. She swallowed because she wanted to. Because it tasted good. Four gulps slid down before Olusu’s big hand pressed to her forehead and pushed her back.

His cock sprang free, bobbing violently as he gripped it, groaning with release. The first rope splashed across her cheek, forcing her eyes shut. More followed, thick and heavy, streaking her face until she could feel it dripping down her chin. Then he angled lower, painting her chest in three heavy bursts, each one splattering across her huge tits and pooling in the valley between them. Her nipples stood stiff and wet, streaked with his cum like obscene targets.

“Fuck,” Taylor choked again, muffled as a drop slid from her breast onto his face. He peeked up, eyes wide, staring at the nipple that had so recently been in his mouth — now glazed in another man’s seed.

Lucy gasped, wiping cum from her lashes as she scrambled off Taylor’s soft cock. Her thighs trembled, slick with both men’s fluids. By the time she looked up, Olusu had tucked himself away, calmly buttoning his uniform as though nothing unusual had happened.

Taylor leapt to his feet, his jaw tight, swiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” he shouted, his voice breaking.

“Shut the fuck up, man,” Olusu snapped, his hand dropping to the long black baton hanging from his belt. Lucy’s eyes flicked down, and against her will, she compared the club to the monstrous cock that had just been inside her throat. “You’re lucky I’m not hauling both of you in right now. Run back to your pretty white resort and count yourself blessed. Next time I catch you breaking the law…” his gaze slid deliberately over Lucy’s cum-streaked body, “…I’ll fuck your little slut wife myself.”

He backed away, still watching to make sure Taylor didn’t lunge at him, then turned and strode down the beach with slow, deliberate steps.

Taylor took half a step as if to follow, then stopped, shoulders sagging. Lucy’s gaze drifted down to his cock — the cock that had once seemed so perfect to her. Now, limp and shriveled, it barely looked any bigger than Richard’s. The realization hit both of them at the same time. Taylor snatched up his shorts and yanked them on, his face tight.

“You really shouldn’t have cum inside me,” Lucy said quietly.

“I didn’t—” Taylor started, then faltered. His jaw clenched. “You’d better get yourself cleaned up.”

Lucy looked down at herself. Olusu’s thick seed was dripping down her cheeks, running over her breasts in sticky rivulets. It felt obscene, humiliating… and yet her nipples were stiff, aching. Almost dreamlike, she walked past Taylor toward the surf. Without thinking, her fingers brushed her nipples, smearing his cum into them, and she shivered as a fresh pulse of arousal flickered through her. She even caught herself licking her lips, chasing any trace left behind.

She stepped into the sea, letting the salt water sting and wash her raw skin. She squatted lower, peeing to try and force Taylor’s cum from her pussy, but nothing came out. It was still inside her, clinging stubbornly. She scrubbed herself clean as best she could, though she knew no amount of rinsing could wash away what she’d just done.

When she emerged, she pulled on her bikini in silence. Taylor was still staring at her body, but something between them had shifted. There was no longer any flutter in her stomach when she caught his eye, no twinge of forbidden lust. Whatever had been between them had burned itself out in that cove.

Relief washed through her, bittersweet but real. She would always remember the orgasms, the intensity, the forbidden thrill — but she also knew, with startling clarity, that she was done.

They walked back to the resort together, silent, the air between them heavier than the humid heat of the island.


Chapter 6

Taylor peeled off toward the elevators, muttering something about checking on Katherine, leaving Lucy to make her way alone across the pool deck. She spotted Richard sitting at the bar, a beer in hand, looking relaxed. He raised his glass and waved her over with an easy smile.

“You okay, baby?” he asked as she slid onto the stool beside him. “You look pale—for someone who’s been in the sun all morning.”

Lucy forced a smile, though her stomach churned. It wasn’t the sunburn, it was the weight of Olusu’s thick load still sitting in her belly, turning every movement into a reminder. “I think it must’ve been something I ate,” she said quickly. “And I’m still pissed about that damn photographer.”

Richard shook his head, leaning closer with a conspiratorial look. “You’re not going to believe this. The guy’s name is D’Andre. Turns out he’s the illegitimate son of a former Prime Minister and his secretary—who was also his mistress.” He chuckled dryly at the scandal of it all. “The old man’s a major investor in this place, so now they pay the bastard to take pictures. He’s an official resort photographer. Manager told me straight—there’s nothing he can do about it. Says it’s not illegal to take photos in public here.”

Lucy’s throat tightened. Not illegal. Official. Her mind raced, imagining her bare breasts, her spread thighs, her mouth full of cock captured on film with no way to undo it. She sipped at the drink Richard had ordered for her, praying he couldn’t see the panic flickering in her eyes.

“Seriously?” Lucy asked, staring at the slip of paper in disbelief.

Richard ordered another beer for himself and one for her, sliding it toward her with a grin. “The manager did seem pretty apologetic. I get the feeling this wasn’t the first time someone’s complained about D’Andre. But he did give me this.”

He held up the voucher.

Lucy took it and read aloud. “An all-day fishing expedition?” Her eyebrows shot up. “That’s it? That’s seriously all they offered? You know I get seasick.”

“I know,” Richard admitted, shrugging. “But these trips are pricey. The manager said people have been catching mahi-mahi and even sailfish lately. I figured you could take a Dramamine, and we’d make a day of it. It’s actually a really good comp.”

Lucy stared at the paper, her throat tightening. A voucher for what? For pictures of me naked, of me and Richard fucking, sitting on someone’s camera? No discount trip could cover that. She slid the paper back toward him. “You know Dramamine doesn’t do anything for my seasickness. Just take Taylor.”

Richard chuckled. “Well, I’d much rather stare at you in that bikini all day than Taylor, but if you don’t mind…”

“I’ll see if Katherine wants to do some shopping or something,” Lucy said with a small smile. The truth was, she needed distance. A day with Taylor out of sight might give her a chance to steady herself, to find a way to act normal again.

She told Richard her stomach was still unsettled and stayed behind that evening, ordering room service while Richard and Taylor went out drinking. Katherine remained laid up, still red and peeling from her sunburn.

Hours later, Lucy woke from a heavy sleep to find the mattress dipping under her husband’s weight. Richard smelled of rum and salt air. Before she could fully rouse, his mouth closed hungrily around one of her nipples, sucking with drunken eagerness.

A few seconds later, Richard climbed on top of her, his breath warm and heavy with rum. Lucy opened her legs, a flicker of nerves tightening her chest as she prayed he wouldn’t notice anything different after Taylor had stretched her earlier. But Richard didn’t seem to notice a thing—he was too drunk, too eager to get inside her.

He managed to push into her, and Lucy sighed in relief. He was hard, but the frantic rhythm of his thrusts made it clear he wasn’t going to last long. After only a handful of sloppy strokes, he let out a groan and spilled himself inside her. Before she could even catch her breath, his weight collapsed down on her, and within seconds, he was snoring in her ear.

Lucy lay pinned beneath him for a moment before finally wriggling out from under his body, pushing him toward the far side of the king-sized bed. Rolling onto her back, she stared at the ceiling, her own body still restless, unsatisfied. Between her husband’s uneven snores, she could just make out the sound of Katherine’s soft, unmistakable moans from the room next door.

It was obvious Taylor didn’t have the same problem Richard did. From the sounds coming through the wall, he had no hesitation about fucking his wife again—even after what had happened earlier in the day. Katherine’s moans grew louder, rising higher until they broke into a sharp little scream of pleasure.

Lucy lay there, jealousy pricking at her chest. She knew exactly how good Taylor’s cock felt, and the reminder of it made her thighs press together, her body restless. She felt herself getting wet just from listening, but somehow, she resisted the urge to touch herself. Instead, she shut her eyes and let the sounds wash over her, falling asleep with one thought playing in her head—how incredible Taylor’s big dick had felt inside her.

In her dream, she gasped aloud. “You’re so big,” she moaned as her fingers wrapped around Olusu’s thick black shaft, guiding it up into her aching pussy. She lowered herself onto him, stretching wide, her small pale hands sliding over his slick, muscular chest.

“I told you I’d fuck you if you broke the law again,” Olusu growled from beneath her, his massive torso glistening with sweat.

“You feel so good, Lucy,” he rumbled, his deep voice vibrating through her bones as she rode him.

Lucy jolted awake with a gasp. She was belly down on the bed, her ass lifted high, her thighs damp with arousal. She was dripping wet—so wet she wondered if Richard had cum on her in his sleep, or if Taylor’s cum had finally leaked free. But when she slipped a hand between her thighs, she realized it was all her—her body betraying her with how badly it craved.

A groan came from the bathroom, followed by the hiss of the shower. Ten minutes later, Richard emerged with a towel slung around his waist, looking relaxed and oblivious.

“Good morning, baby,” she said softly, masking the storm inside her.

Richard stopped and rubbed at his temples, his face scrunched in pain. “Not so loud, babe,” he moaned.

Lucy couldn’t help the little curl of her lips into a wry grin. A part of her—petty and still simmering from the day before—hoped both Richard and Taylor would be absolutely miserable out on that fishing boat. But the guilt came almost immediately after. This was supposed to be their vacation, too. If Richard wanted to chase mahi-mahi with his friend, why shouldn’t he? Maybe she and Katherine could find their own kind of fun while the men were gone.

She pictured herself blurting it out over coffee: Oh, by the way, Katherine, I fucked your husband yesterday on the beach. Hope you don’t mind. The absurdity of it almost made her laugh.

Instead, what came out was sharper than she intended. “Maybe you shouldn’t have gotten so drunk last night.”

Richard groaned again, digging in her purse for aspirin. “You think?”

Lucy lay back against the pillows, watching him shuffle through his routine with the weight of a hangover dragging on him. For all her frustration, the tenderness wasn’t gone. Before he left, Richard bent down and pressed a kiss to her lips, softer than usual, almost apologetic. She let him, then listened as his knock echoed against Taylor and Katherine’s door down the hall.

The room felt too quiet without him. She stretched, shaking off the heaviness of the night, and wandered to the balcony. Parting the curtains, the early sun spilled in, golden and almost too bright. Below, resort staff were already at work: umbrellas unfurling, chairs dragged into neat rows, glasses clinking faintly at the bar. The first beach walkers meandered along the tide line, their figures small against the blue sweep of water. For a moment, Lucy breathed it in—the illusion of calm, of paradise.

But her skin still prickled with yesterday’s dirt, yesterday’s touch. She retreated to the shower, scrubbing harder than she meant to, lathering until her skin felt raw. The razor glided over her legs, under her arms, across the soft mound she had already shaved bare, leaving her smooth and exposed again. Lotion followed, cool and perfumed, sealing in the ritual.

When she stepped out, she looked almost like herself again. Bikini secured, flowered summer dress draped over her curves, hair pulled into a high ponytail that swished when she moved. She paused by the mirror, her lips parted as though about to say something, then pressed them together. She told herself she was hungry—told herself she wanted breakfast.

But before she could leave, a knock at the door snapped her out of her thoughts. Unexpected. Sharp against the quiet.

Lucy froze for a heartbeat, pulse quickening.

Assuming it might be Katherine stopping by, or perhaps housekeeping ready to tidy up the room—convenient, since she’d been planning to head down for breakfast anyway—Lucy padded barefoot across the tiled floor and opened the door without a second thought.

The man standing there wasn’t Katherine, nor any housekeeper in a white apron. Instead, a tall, broad-shouldered Black man filled the doorway. His uniform was smart and pressed, dark slacks with a crisp white shirt tucked in, and a gold badge pinned neatly over his chest pocket. He carried himself with the calm authority of someone who was used to being in control, his posture straight, his expression composed.

“Mrs. Carter?” His deep, resonant voice carried a confidence that instantly commanded attention.

Lucy’s hand tightened on the door. “Yes?” she replied cautiously, her tone clipped.

He inclined his head slightly, a gesture that was both polite and deliberate. “My name is Marlon Deveaux. I’m the resort’s head of security. May I have a moment of your time?”

Lucy hesitated. The events of yesterday, the shock of the photographer catching them so exposed, rushed back into her mind in a dizzying wave. She crossed her arms across her chest instinctively, though she was fully dressed in her sundress. “If this is about that man… D’Andre…”

“It is,” Marlon confirmed, his tone calm but serious. In his hand, he held a leather folder, and when he shifted it slightly, she noticed the familiar black camera strap looped over his wrist.

Lucy’s lips pressed into a firm line. “I have nothing to say to him. He’s lucky my husband didn’t—”

“Ma’am, I assure you,” Marlon interjected smoothly, his voice even but carrying enough weight to stop her mid-sentence, “you will not see D’Andre again. He has been removed from the property.”

Lucy blinked. Relief flooded her, but she still kept her stance guarded. “Removed?”

“Yes.” Marlon’s eyes met hers squarely. They were sharp, steady, the kind of eyes that didn’t flinch under pressure. “I have his camera, and the photographs he took of you and your husband. I thought it best to speak with you directly, rather than send someone else.”

Lucy exhaled slowly, tension mixing with suspicion. “And what, exactly, are you planning to do with those pictures?”

The faintest hint of a smile tugged at the corners of Marlon’s lips—not mocking, not unkind, but enough to remind her he was in control of the situation. “That, Mrs. Carter,” he said in a voice as smooth as the sea breeze wafting down the corridor, “depends entirely on you.”

Lucy’s stomach tightened as Marlon stepped inside the room, closing the door gently behind him. The leather folder in his hand looked official, but her nerves buzzed anyway. She motioned stiffly toward the small table by the balcony.

“Shall we sit?” he asked. His deep voice was polite, measured, and that alone eased her nerves a fraction.

Lucy nodded and perched on the edge of a chair, folding her arms across her chest. Marlon set his folder down, drew out a sleek black laptop, and slid a memory card into the side. “I want you to see exactly what was taken. That way, there’s no doubt that the evidence is gone when we’re finished.”

She hesitated, then nodded again. “Fine.”

The screen flickered to life, and soon the images appeared one by one. The first—a blurred shot of her walking with Richard—was harmless. But then came others. Lucy inhaled sharply when she saw herself sprawled on the blanket, hair wild from the sea breeze, skin glistening. Even though Richard had been there with her, it looked more like the kind of staged shot you’d see in some glossy magazine.

Marlon’s gaze lingered on the screen, though not in the way D’Andre’s had. “He had a decent eye,” Marlon admitted. “But no discipline. He crossed a line the moment he took this without your consent.”

Lucy glanced sideways at him, wary. “And what happens to these now?”

He turned to her fully, his expression steady. “They’ll be deleted in front of you. Every file, every backup. That’s the only way I work.”

Something in his composure unsettled her. Not in a threatening way, but in how calm and assured he was. “You seem awfully… comfortable, showing me all this,” she said, her voice tight.

Marlon’s lips quirked. “Mrs. Carter, I’ve been head of security here for eight years. I’ve seen plenty. More than I’ll ever admit.” His eyes lingered on her, just for a beat longer than necessary. “But I’m not D’Andre. I don’t take advantage of women.”

Lucy flushed, unsure whether from relief or from the weight of his gaze. “Good to know.”

He clicked to the next photo—one of her tossing her head back, her breasts bare in the sunlight. Her throat tightened.

Marlon broke the silence first, his voice lower now. “That said… I’d be lying if I didn’t tell you something. When you’ve worked here as long as I have, you notice patterns. And one pattern I’ve seen—more times than you’d imagine—is white wives coming down here with their husbands. Respectable. Polished. Loyal. But sometimes…” He paused, his smile faint, unreadable. “…sometimes, they want more. And I’ve been on the receiving end of that. Discreetly. Willingly. Because I never push.”

Lucy’s mouth went dry. She didn’t know whether to be offended, flustered, or intrigued. She shifted in her seat, folding her arms tighter. “That’s… a little forward, isn’t it?”

Marlon gave a soft chuckle, leaning back. “Forward would be asking you for something. I’m not. I’m just being honest with you. Honesty’s a rare thing in this line of work.”

On the screen, another image appeared—this one of Lucy on her knees in the sand, her expression captured mid-laugh. It looked playful, sensual, almost carefree.

Her pulse quickened. “Just… delete them,” she whispered.

“I will,” he said, but his eyes never left hers.

Lucy’s breath caught when the next image popped onto the screen—not her, but another couple she didn’t recognize. A blonde woman straddled her husband in the shallow surf, laughing into the kiss, while the camera captured them at just the right angle to make the shot look almost cinematic.

“That’s not me,” Lucy said quickly, almost defensive.

“No,” Marlon confirmed with a nod. “That’s the Clarksons. From Toronto. They paid D’Andre to take those.”

Lucy blinked. “They… paid him?”

Marlon leaned back in his chair, his shoulders broad and relaxed. “Some couples do. He markets himself to the ones looking for something… risqué. It’s not against policy as long as it’s consensual, but the way he handles himself… that’s where the line gets blurred.”

Lucy glanced back at the screen. The woman in the photo looked radiant, free. She bit her lip, unsettled by the flicker of envy that stirred in her chest.

Marlon tapped the arrow key, and another photo came up. This one stopped Lucy cold. A different couple, the wife bent forward in the sand, her husband behind her—yet not just him. A tall, muscular black man stood beside them, his cock unmistakably hard, the woman’s hand wrapped around it.

Lucy’s jaw dropped. “Oh my god.”

Marlon’s tone remained matter-of-fact, though there was a faint glimmer in his eyes. “That’s one of D’Andre’s regular arrangements. He knows plenty of locals who are happy to… participate. Some wives bring it up themselves. Some husbands do. Either way, they pay him to stage it and capture the moment.”

Lucy shook her head, caught between fascination and shock. “And the resort allows this?”

“The resort doesn’t know the half of it,” Marlon said smoothly. “That’s part of why I’m here. To make sure women like you don’t get blindsided by his games.”

She tried to tear her eyes away from the photo but found herself staring, her cheeks hot. The wife’s expression was one of pure pleasure, her mouth open in a gasp that Lucy could almost hear.

Marlon noticed her silence and spoke lower now, his words deliberate. “You see why I said I’m not him? I don’t trick women. I don’t need to. The ones who end up in situations like this… they come willingly. And they leave with exactly what they wanted.”

Lucy’s throat felt tight as she folded her arms again. “And what about me?” she asked softly.

Marlon’s smile was slow, confident, unreadable. “That depends on what you want, Mrs. Carter.”

Marlon clicked through a few more files, then paused. “Here,” he said, almost casually.

On the screen appeared a petite brunette in her thirties, her hair tied back, dark-rimmed glasses still perched on her nose even though her body was completely naked. She was on all fours in the surf, her mouth open in a helpless moan as a broad, dark hand gripped her hip. The next frame left no doubt—it was Marlon himself behind her, his tall frame silhouetted in the sun, his cock buried deep inside the woman as she looked straight into the camera, glasses crooked on her face, lips parted in raw ecstasy.

Lucy’s stomach tightened. This wasn’t staged, wasn’t faked. Marlon hadn’t just been talking—he was showing her, showing what it looked like when he took a woman who wanted it, when he fucked her until she couldn’t hide how much she loved it.

He leaned back in his chair and let the photo linger on the screen. “See her face? That’s not fear. That’s not pressure. That’s what it looks like when someone finally gets exactly what she’s been craving.”

Lucy swallowed hard, her thighs pressing together under her summer dress. Heat pooled low in her belly, and she tried to shift in her chair, hoping he wouldn’t notice.

But Marlon did. His eyes flicked down, then back up to meet hers. He didn’t smirk; he didn’t leer. He just let the silence hang, steady, until Lucy felt her pulse pounding in her ears.

When he moved, it was slow and deliberate. He slid the laptop aside, leaned forward, and took her hand. His palm was warm, his grip unhurried but firm as he guided her up from her chair. Lucy’s breath caught when she felt the unmistakable swell of his erection brush her hip.

She should have stepped back. She should have said no. But instead, she let him draw her closer, her heart hammering as his chest brushed hers.

Marlon’s lips claimed hers—deep, commanding—and Lucy moaned before she realized it. The sound seemed to break something inside her, because the next thing she felt was his hand sliding up under her dress, strong fingers pushing between her thighs.

By the time he lowered her back onto the bed, Lucy’s body was trembling with anticipation. He knelt between her knees, his hands confident as he pushed her dress up and tugged her bikini bottoms aside.

“Oh god…” she whispered, already soaking, her legs falling open for him.

Marlon’s gaze caught hers for a moment, steady and unflinching, before he bent low and pressed his mouth to her pussy. His tongue was hot, slow, devastatingly thorough, and Lucy arched up off the bed as a helpless moan escaped her lips.

Marlon’s tongue was relentless, moving with a confidence Lucy had never experienced before. He licked deep, broad strokes over her clit, then circled it with maddening precision until she was clutching at the sheets, crying out despite herself.

The first orgasm hit her like a wave crashing over rocks, sudden and overwhelming. She gasped, bucking against his mouth, her thighs trembling as pleasure tore through her.

“No… oh god, I can’t… I shouldn’t…” she panted, but Marlon didn’t stop. His hands held her hips down firmly, his tongue teasing her again, faster, harder. She tried to tell herself to push him away, to stop this, but instead her fingers tangled in his short, tight curls, pulling him closer.

The second orgasm was even stronger, her whole body jerking as if she were helpless against it. Her vision blurred, her voice broke into ragged cries, and still she hated herself for it. Married women didn’t spread their legs for another man. Married women didn’t cum like this for someone who wasn’t their husband.

And yet, the memory of Richard fumbling, finishing in seconds, already rolling over to snore… it flashed in her mind, cruel and raw. The contrast was unbearable. For one sharp, forbidden moment she thought, maybe I deserve this. Maybe I should be allowed to cum.

Marlon groaned against her, as if her own thoughts fed into his hunger, and the third orgasm ripped through her. She screamed into the empty room, her back arching, thighs squeezing tight around his head as she shook from the force of it. By the time it subsided, she was left limp and breathless, her pussy still throbbing, slick with wetness he had coaxed out of her.

She lay there, chest heaving, hating herself for not having said stop, hating herself for loving what he had just done to her.

Then she heard the sound—the low, deliberate rasp of a zipper. Lucy’s eyes widened as Marlon rose to his feet, towering over her. He unbuttoned his pants with steady hands, his gaze locked on her as the waistband loosened.

Marlon slid his pants open, letting them fall just far enough to free himself. Lucy’s breath caught in her throat as his cock sprang into view—thick, heavy, and impossibly dark against his smooth skin. It hung there with a weight that made her stomach flip, her body betraying her with a rush of heat even as her mind screamed no.

“You see this?” he said calmly, almost conversationally, as if they weren’t in the middle of something forbidden. “I could make you fuck me right now. I could threaten you, wave those pictures in your husband’s face, and you wouldn’t have much choice.”

Lucy’s heart hammered, shame and arousal tangled in her chest. Her lips parted, ready to tell him to leave, to insist this was wrong—but he was already moving. With a slow, deliberate gesture, Marlon reached over, pulled the memory card from his laptop, and placed it in her hand.

Her eyes widened as she looked down at it, the tiny piece of plastic holding the evidence of everything she wanted erased.

“I’m not like D’Andre,” Marlon said, his voice low, steady, confident. “I don’t need to force you. That would be too easy. Too cheap.” He smiled then, a slow, devastating grin that made her pulse spike. “No, Lucy. The real fun will be when you’re on your knees, sucking my cock because you choose to. Because you want to.”

His words hit harder than any threat could have. She looked down at the card in her palm, then back up at him—at the sheer size of him, at the smug certainty in his expression—and felt the ground shift beneath her feet.

Lucy stayed seated on the edge of the bed, her skin still flushed from the relentless orgasms he’d just pulled out of her. She felt raw, guilty, and filthy all at once. Her husband was out fishing, her best friend lying sunburnt a floor above, and here she was—naked in front of another man. A black man she barely knew.

She told herself she should cover up, should reach for her sundress and hide her body, but instead her eyes betrayed her. They locked on him. On the thick, curved shaft he’d just freed from his pants. It jutted out arrogantly from his powerful thighs, that heavy, dark head glistening as if it already knew she couldn’t look away.

Lucy’s chest rose and fell, her nipples still hard, betraying the shame curling in her stomach. She hated herself for staring. She hated herself more for feeling her pussy pulse again, after everything that had just happened.

And then, unbidden, the memory flashed into her mind—the brunette with the glasses on Marlon’s laptop. That look on her face. The surrender. The bliss. The way her lips had been stretched around him, how her eyes had rolled back like she couldn’t take it but also couldn’t stop.

Lucy swallowed hard. She was supposed to hate this, supposed to be angry, supposed to push him out the door now that she had the memory card safe in her bag. But instead, her thighs pressed together, trying in vain to hide the fresh heat pooling between them.

Her voice finally broke the silence, quiet and almost trembling. “This is so wrong,” she whispered, her eyes still fixed on that massive cock.

Marlon didn’t press. He didn’t have to. He just sat back in the chair, confidence radiating off him in waves, watching her wrestle with herself as if he knew exactly where this would end.

Lucy’s hand trembled as she reached for the base of his cock. It jutted out proudly, thick and heavy, impossible to ignore. She sat upright on her knees, staring at it, loathing herself for not looking away. Every part of her screamed that she should stop—that she was married, that she’d already gone too far—but her eyes refused to let go. The sheer size of him hypnotized her.

Her fingers curled around the shaft, and she gasped when they didn’t meet. He was too thick, her grip barely covering him. Slowly, almost reverently, she slid her hand up toward the swollen head, her pulse hammering. As she reached the crown, a sudden, forceful bead of precum burst from the slit, slicking her fingers.

Lucy’s stomach turned with guilt even as her arousal spiked. She hated herself for thinking it, but there was no denying it: his cock was perfect. Thick, straight, unyielding—nothing like Richard’s soft, quick collapse the night before. Her husband had barely lasted a minute. Marlon looked like he could fuck her until she broke.

Her breath shivered out of her. She lowered her head, tongue flicking against the salty bead, and then she opened her mouth wider. Her lips stretched wide around the swollen head, her tongue swirling, tracing every ridge as her jaw ached to open further. She gagged once, then steadied herself, forcing more of him inside. Saliva already coated her lips and chin, strings of it clinging to the thick shaft as she pulled back and then pushed forward again.

A shiver of shame ran through her chest. She had never even put Taylor’s cock in her mouth. Not once. She’d touched him, stroked him, even let him inside her, but she had never gone this far with him. And yet here she was, on her knees, sucking Marlon’s enormous black cock like she had no choice—like her body had decided for her.

The thought both horrified and thrilled her. It made her feel dirty, ruined. But her pussy clenched hard at the reality of it. The first cock she’d truly lost herself on in years wasn’t her husband’s, wasn’t Taylor’s—no, it was Marlon’s, heavy and dark in her mouth, so thick she could barely keep her lips sealed around him.

And despite everything, despite the guilt threatening to crush her, Lucy sank deeper, wanting more.

Lucy began to move, her head bobbing up and down the thick shaft, sloppy and unhurried, her spit dripping freely down his cock until her hand slid easily over the part she couldn’t swallow. Every time her lips stretched around the swollen crown, her chest tightened with shame. She hated herself. She hated how much she liked it.

What the hell was wrong with her?

Her nipples throbbed like aching erasers, painfully hard, brushing against the warm air with every movement. Her thighs were slick, her pussy dripping steadily, betraying her body’s burning lust for this man’s cock. She was supposed to be the desirable one—young, fit, beautiful, the kind of wife other men stared at in bikinis—and yet here she was, on her knees, feeling like she was the lucky one. Privileged just to wrap her lips around this huge, perfect cock.

That thought pushed her deeper. She sucked harder, sliding her lips down until her throat tightened around him, her hand now stroking less as her mouth did more. Her body quivered, trembling with something she didn’t want to name—whether it was some hidden kink for size, or the way her hormones raged at her most fertile, searching for the man best built to fill her womb.

Her free hand slid lower until it cupped the heavy weight of his balls. She gasped around his shaft at how swollen they were, how impossibly full, as though she could feel the load building inside, waiting to burst. The thought hit her like lightning. Her pussy spasmed hard, once, twice—sharp little contractions that made her whole body shudder.

And with a rush of shame, Lucy realized she might have just climaxed from sucking his cock alone.

Lucy gagged, her throat convulsing as she opened her eyes. To her shock, Marlon’s pubes were just inches from her nose—she’d unconsciously taken him deeper than she’d ever taken Olusu, deeper than any cock in her life. Panic flared and she pulled back quickly, gasping for air as the fat, glistening head slipped from her lips and bobbed right in front of her face, wet with her saliva.

“Use those tits, Miss Carter,” Marlon said, his tone more amused than commanding.

Her body moved before her mind could argue. She straightened her back, pressing her heavy breasts together around his shaft. His cock disappeared into the pale valley of her cleavage, the thick length sliding between her soft skin as she bounced her chest slowly, working him up and down. The obscene image nearly stole her breath.

Her fingers brushed close to her aching nipples, and she couldn’t resist. She pinched them, hard. A sharp stab of pleasure jolted through her, so intense she gasped aloud, her pussy clenching as wetness poured down her thighs. Her hand lingered, twisting her nipples as her head tilted down, tongue darting out to lick the shiny crown each time it peeked above her breasts.

The swollen head felt hotter than the rest of him, as though it radiated heat straight into her chest. It was huge, dark, stretched tight—no longer the size of a plum but closer to a small apple. Even the slit looked monstrous, yawning open as if straining to spill its load.

And when it began to pulse between her tits, Lucy shivered with both fear and excitement, torn between wanting to pull away and needing to see what came next.

Marlon groaned low in his chest, and Lucy braced herself. She squeezed her eyes shut just as the first scorching jet of cum hit her across the cheek and forehead, so hot and thick it glued her lashes together. She gasped, sitting back on her heels as another heavy spurt struck her chest, splattering across her tits and dripping down her stomach.

Blind and trembling, she reached out, her sticky hand fumbling until it closed around his pulsing shaft just as another volley erupted, painting her cleavage. She leaned forward, lips parting on instinct, and caught the next shot directly in her mouth. The taste hit her tongue—bitter, strong, almost sour—and she gagged, hating it instantly. But her body betrayed her. She swallowed anyway, just to get rid of it, her throat working desperately until he filled her again.

Each gush was worse than the last, coating her tongue in a flavor she wanted gone, but couldn’t escape. She tried to spit, but the thick weight of it clung to her, and the only way was down. She forced it past her throat in messy gulps, even as her hand kept sliding over his slick shaft, milking him for more like she couldn’t stop.

When the flow slowed, Lucy pulled back, gasping, strands of cum cooling on her lips and chin while more dripped across her chest. Marlon’s hand pressed gently against her sticky forehead, easing her away from him.

She sat back, dazed, disgust rolling through her stomach while her nipples throbbed painfully hard and her thighs were wet with arousal she couldn’t explain. Marlon bent, his strong hands wrapping easily around her arms, lifting her to her feet as if she weighed nothing.

“Bathroom,” she whispered hoarsely, still blinking through the mess, trying to swallow down the taste she hated.

Marlon turned her with a steady grip at her hips, his big fingers gripping her flesh.

But Lucy quickly realized Marlon wasn’t guiding her to the bathroom. He moved her only a few steps before his strong hands slid up to her shoulders and pressed her forward. Her palms hit the mattress, and her knees spread instinctively as his weight came closer behind her. She gasped when she felt the fat, swollen head of his cock nestle between her soaked lips, even before she noticed her bikini bottoms had slipped away to the floor.

Her labia parted around him with a wet, obscene slurp, her body pulling him in before her mind could catch up. She froze, panic and arousal colliding. She had already made her peace with the blowjob—told herself she could live with it, that it was just her mouth, that it didn’t mean anything. But this? This was her pussy. This was her marriage. And yet here she was, bent over, letting him press his massive cock into her like she had no power to stop it.

Her slick body betrayed her guilt, swallowing him easily, too easily. The stretch shocked her, terrified her, but it also sent a jolt of raw pleasure straight through her core. “Aahh!” she moaned, trembling as the thick head forced its way deeper. “Oh god… it’s so fucking big…”

She squeezed her eyes shut, hating herself for the words, hating that she couldn’t stop them. Never in her life had she imagined a black man’s cock inside her. Never imagined herself cheating on Richard. And yet—she hadn’t imagined sucking Marlon either. She hadn’t imagined cumming on his tongue three times. She hadn’t imagined craving more.

But here she was, dripping, quivering, spread wide, unable to stop.

“It’s so fucking big,” she whispered again, her voice shaky, almost broken, as the massive black cock worked its way deeper inside her. The stretch was unbearable and intoxicating all at once—her pussy spreading wider than it ever had before, long-dormant nerves sparking alive, sending electric tingles through her core.

“So fucking big… so fucking big…” Her head dropped forward in defeat, hair sticking to the cum still streaked across her cheeks. “Oh fuck, it’s so good…”

To her shame, her body betrayed her. Her slick channel clamped down in greedy spasms, milking him, dragging him deeper, as if her pussy itself had chosen this. She was grateful that her vision was still blurred by the mess on her face; at least she couldn’t see the obscene sight reflected in the wall mirror—the huge black man behind her, stretching her open, taking her like she belonged to him.

So he was black. That she could almost rationalize. But he wasn’t even handsome. And still, her body was quaking with need, her cunt fluttering around his cock like it had been waiting for this moment all her life.

“OH FUCK! Oh God! So fucking big! Fuck!” The thick head banged against her cervix, each thrust a mix of pain and devastating pleasure. He was already deeper than Taylor had ever reached, and Lucy knew he hadn’t even given her his full length yet.

Then suddenly, she felt empty as his cock slipped back out of her soaked pussy. “No…” The word left her lips before she could stop it, a low, needy moan of disappointment that made her hate herself all over again.

Lucy felt nothing but emptiness. On all fours, her pussy gaped wide and dripping, her swollen clit throbbing in anticipation. Every nerve ending screamed for his cock to slide back inside her, but it didn’t. She could sense him still behind her—close, hard, ready—but he wasn’t moving. Seconds dragged on like an eternity.

Then she felt the broad, slick head of his cock brush against her folds, pressing lazily at her entrance without entering. Her whole body jolted at the tease. She gasped and, to her own shame, pushed her hips back, trying to seat him inside. A whimper escaped her lips as her pussy lips stretched slightly around him—only for him to hold still again, refusing her.

“Marlon…” she whispered, her voice trembling with both need and guilt.

His hand came down sharply on her ass cheek with a crack that made her gasp. It didn’t hurt much—it was more the shock, the humiliation of being spanked like that, and the way it sent a hot pulse straight through her core. He smacked her again, harder, and this time her pussy clenched desperately, dripping down her thighs.

“You want it,” Marlon said, his deep voice calm, unhurried. “But I’m not giving you another inch until you say it. Until you beg me for this cock.”

Lucy trembled, nails clawing the sheets. She hated herself for it, hated the ache between her legs that was louder than her conscience. His fat cock head rested heavy against her, rubbing just enough to make her crazy, but never pushing in.

“Please…” she finally whispered, barely audible.

“Not good enough.”

Her head dropped, hair swinging around her face as she moaned in frustration. Her whole body betrayed her, rocking back against him, trying to swallow the thickness pressing at her opening.

“Please, Marlon. Fuck me with your big black cock. I need it.” The words tumbled out in a broken rush, her shame twisting with the raw need in her voice.

Only then did he thrust, sinking the huge head back inside her.

“OH!” Lucy gasped as the fat head of Marlon’s cock forced its way inside her, the stretch so intense her pussy clamped down around him like a vice. Her arms trembled, palms slipping against the sheets as he pushed deeper.

Her breath caught in her throat when the thick shaft bottomed out against her cervix with a dull, jarring thud. “OH FUCK—too deep!” she cried, wincing, but her hips still pushed back, betraying her.

Marlon gave her ass another sharp smack, the sound echoing off the walls. “That’s it, girl. Open up for it.”

“Fuuuck,” Lucy moaned, her voice breaking between pleasure and pain as he withdrew and slammed forward again, battering her cervix. “Too big… oh god, it’s too big!”

Her pussy spasmed wildly around him, squeezing and pulling him deeper despite her protests. Each brutal thrust unlocked something inside her—pain that shifted, spread, and then bloomed into a hot, rolling wave of pleasure. She could feel him hitting places inside her Richard never reached, places she hadn’t even known existed.

Her arms gave out, and she dropped onto her elbows, her ass still high in the air, taking his relentless strokes. Her tits swung forward with each thrust, nipples brushing against the sheets, so hard they ached.

Then she gasped, her eyes flying wide as she felt his slick thumb press against her other hole.

“Oh god—no, not there!” she squealed, writhing, but his thick cock pinned her forward, stretching her from within as his thumb began to push insistently against her tightest place.

“Relax,” Marlon growled. “You’ve got more to give me.”

“NO—oh FUCK!” Lucy’s scream broke into moans as his thumb slipped past her rim, stretching her even wider. The humiliation, the raw invasion of her body—it all blended with the relentless pounding of his cock until she couldn’t tell pain from pleasure anymore.

Her whole body quaked, shuddering violently as the first climax ripped through her, forced out of her against her will. Her pussy clenched around Marlon’s massive shaft, milking him desperately, while her ass stretched around his thumb.

“Fuck me—fuck me with your big black cock!” she cried, the words spilling out in a desperate, broken plea as another orgasm tore through her before the first had even finished.

Marlon’s deep laugh rumbled above her. “That’s what I wanted to hear.”

And then he drove into her harder.

“I think Miss Carter likes the black dick, doesn’t she?” Marlon’s deep voice rumbled with amusement, his head thrown back as he laughed. “You’re going to get the black itch now.”

Lucy’s body convulsed beneath him as his massive cock pistoned in and out of her soaked pussy, each thrust slamming all the way to her cervix. The stretch, the pressure, the sheer force of him—it was overwhelming. Her thighs trembled violently, then buckled altogether as the first climax hit.

“OH YES!” she screamed, her voice ragged, body thrashing as her pussy clamped down and milked him. The orgasm blindsided her, no warning, no slow build—just a violent eruption that left her sobbing for air.

Before she could even breathe, another wave rolled through her, hotter, deeper, more devastating than the last. She shrieked as his thumb stopped teasing and started driving in and out of her ass in perfect rhythm with his cock spearing her pussy. She was being filled everywhere at once, taken completely, brutally—and it was unbearable how good it felt.

“Fuck—fuck—oh god oh god!” she babbled, her voice breaking apart into raw sobs of pleasure as her second orgasm crashed over her, even stronger than the first.

Marlon leaned over her, his voice thick with authority. “Tell me you want this black dick, Miss Carter.”

Lucy’s fingernails clawed the sheets. Her mind screamed that she shouldn’t say it, that she couldn’t give him that. But her body betrayed her with every quiver, every gush of wetness, every desperate squeeze of her cunt around his cock.

"Tell me you want this black dick, Miss Carter," Marlon growled above her, his chest heaving.

"God, I want it," she moaned, broken by lust.

"You want what?"

"Your dick—shit! I'M CUMMING! I WANT YOUR BLACK DICK!"

"Whose black dick, Miss Carter?"

"Yours," she gasped, her voice cracking as her body shook beneath him.

"What's my name?"

"Marlon. I want Marlon’s big black dick. Fuck me, Marlon. Fuck me with your black dick—MARLON’S BLACK DICK!"

Marlon grunted low in his throat, the sound animalistic, and suddenly drove his cock into Lucy with a brutal force that knocked the breath from her lungs. The sheer power of the thrust made her arms buckle, forcing her chest down onto the mattress as his hips slammed flush against her ass. His huge balls smacked against her trembling thighs with a wet, heavy slap. She barely had time to gasp before she felt it—his cock kicked inside her like a living thing, and then the first volcanic rush of cum burst deep into her pussy.

“Ohhhhhh fuck!” Lucy cried out, her voice breaking into a sob as molten heat exploded through her womb. The sensation was overwhelming, too much for her body to process. His seed didn’t just drip into her—it flooded her. Thick, hot ropes of cum blasted from the plum-sized head of his cock, each surge pounding against the back of her pussy with such force she swore she could feel the gush spray across her cervix. Every pulse of his orgasm made his massive cock jerk inside her, every twitch accompanied by another gush of sticky black seed that filled her so completely it felt like her insides were being branded by him.

Lucy’s body betrayed her instantly. Her cunt spasmed violently around him, gripping his shaft so tight she felt every ridge, every vein in sharp relief. Her orgasm detonated without warning, ripping through her so hard her vision went white behind her still-cum-blurred eyes. Her legs quivered uncontrollably, her toes curling into the mattress as her pussy milked him, desperate to wring every last drop from those gigantic balls.

“Take it, Miss Carter,” Marlon growled, his deep voice vibrating through her bones. “Take every drop of this black dick’s cum.”

“Fuuuuuuck!” she wailed, her voice cracking, not even sure if it was protest, shame, or raw ecstasy. The more his cock throbbed, the more her body convulsed, as though her pussy was built for this moment, as though it had been waiting for this size, this power, this load.

Another surge hit her womb like a floodgate opening, and she screamed again. Her body arched against him, spine curving as she was wracked by another orgasm, even stronger than the first. Her hands clawed at the sheets, pulling them into her fists, her knuckles whitening as she shook with pleasure. Her nipples ached, so hard they felt bruised, scraping against the sheets as she sobbed into the mattress.

She could feel his cum everywhere. The thick liquid churned inside her as if her pussy were nothing more than a vessel for his seed. Each time she clenched, she swore she felt the hot load shift inside her, overflowing, coating every inch of her channel. The sheer volume was unlike anything she had ever known—Richard’s watery spurts seemed laughable compared to this endless torrent.

By the time his climax began to ebb, Lucy was shaking uncontrollably, her skin glistening with sweat, her pussy leaking and convulsing in little aftershocks that wouldn’t stop. She couldn’t catch her breath. She couldn’t think. She was utterly spent, undone, destroyed and remade all at once.

At last, Marlon pulled back with a wet, obscene sound, sliding his still-hard cock from her swollen pussy. Cum spilled out instantly, hot and thick, dripping down her inner thighs in messy rivulets. At the same time, she felt his thick thumb slide free from her ass, leaving her gaping and empty in both holes.

His cock slapped heavily against her ass cheeks as he took it in his fist. Still swollen and glistening, it looked monstrous—veins bulging, the head angry and purple. He squeezed hard along the shaft, forcing out the last heavy spurts, and she shuddered as thick droplets of his cum spattered hot against her skin, sliding down the pale curve of her ass.

Lucy collapsed onto the mattress, her face pressed into the sheets, her entire body twitching with exhaustion and aftershocks. She could still feel him inside her, even though he was gone—the stretch, the fullness, the mark he had left in her womb.

And for the first time, as she felt his cum oozing out of her in slow, sticky waves, she realized with a shiver of terror and arousal that she had just let a Black man finish inside her.

Marlon’s huge hands gripped her hips firmly, hauling her up off the mattress. Lucy’s legs trembled, barely supporting her, and before she could catch her breath, he dragged her body against his. She gasped when she felt the heavy weight of his cock hanging soft now, but still fat and obscene, swinging like some monstrous fruit against her thigh. His hand tangled in her damp hair, yanking her head back until her lips parted with a startled moan.

Then his mouth was on hers. His lips were full, his kiss rough, his tongue invading her mouth with shocking force. Lucy’s body shuddered at the taste, her hands instinctively clutching his muscled arms. She told herself to pull away, to shove him back—but she didn’t. She kissed him back. Passionately. Hungrily. It was like her body was thanking him for what he had just done to her, melting into his frame even as her mind screamed at her that this was insane. She was kissing the man who had just filled her with his cum, and she couldn’t stop.

When he finally let her go, she was panting, dazed, her lips tingling. He turned her by the shoulders and led her into the bathroom, positioning her before the mirror. Lucy blinked, struggling to open her eyes. The sting burned as she pried one open—his first hot jet had dried there, literally gluing her lashes together. She managed to free one eye, the other still sealed shut by his seed.

The sight that met her reflection stopped her breath.

She looked ruined. Completely debauched. Her hair was a sticky, matted mess. Dried streaks of white marred her face, flaking against her flushed cheeks. One eye was crusted shut. Her chest was painted in cum, thick globs still clinging to her tits, her nipples buried under it. She could feel it too, slimy and cooling, sliding slowly down her back, pooling into the crack of her ass.

Yet there was something else in the mirror that shook her even more.

She glowed. Radiant. Her lips were swollen and red, her skin flushed with orgasm, her nipples jutting so hard they ached. Her pussy looked obscene—her clit swollen, poking out brazenly, her lips puffy and gaping, still drooling his thick cum down her inner thighs. It dripped freely, pattering onto the tiled floor beneath her like the aftermath of a spilled drink. She shuddered at the sight of it pooling, so much of it she could hardly believe one man had produced it.

Lucy swallowed, horrified and aroused in equal measure. She had never looked like this after Richard. Never. Not once.

She turned the shower on, desperate for heat, for cleansing. The spray struck her, and she stepped under, letting the water stream over her face, loosening the glue of dried semen from her lashes. She scrubbed at her skin, washed her tits, her stomach, the stickiness from her thighs. Still, the mess seemed endless. She squatted down, letting the hot spray pound her shoulders as she bore down to piss. Not because her bladder demanded it—no, because she prayed it might flush out some of the load clogging her womb.

But even after she urinated, she still felt full. Stuffed. Her stomach carried a faint, bloated ache, as though gallons of cum were sealed inside her by her raw, aching cervix. It refused to leave her. She knew she’d carry it inside her all day, maybe longer.

Her hand pressed to her flat belly, and a wave of panic swept her. She wasn’t stupid; she knew exactly what it meant, letting a man like Marlon finish inside her. And yet, instead of panic winning, her thoughts turned in a twisted circle. Relief. Relief that Taylor had spilled his seed in her the day before. At least if her body betrayed her, if she found herself pregnant, she might still have a chance to lie—to pass it off as Richard’s.

She shut her eyes under the shower spray, guilt burning through her. But lower down, her pussy twitched again, and she knew the truth. Part of her didn’t regret it at all.


Chapter 7

Lucy wrapped a towel tightly around herself and stepped out of the bathroom, praying she’d find the room empty. But Marlon hadn’t gone anywhere. He was stretched out across her bed like he owned it, still completely naked, one arm tucked lazily behind his head.

Her gaze betrayed her before she could stop it. It slid from his plain, unremarkable face, down over the bony lines of his chest, past the little pouch of his belly—until it landed on the thing sprawled across the sheets. His cock.

Even soft, it was monstrous. Thick, heavy, curled to the side like some obscene, dark serpent coiled against the white bedspread. Lucy’s breath caught. She couldn’t reconcile the image—the limp, resting weight of it now—with the impossible fullness she’d just endured inside her body. She almost shivered at the memory.

“You need to get going,” she managed, her voice low, unsteady. She kept her eyes pinned on that fat, slack shaft—not because she wanted to, though a traitorous part of her did, but because looking at his face felt impossible.

Marlon stretched, finally swinging his legs off the bed. His cock gave a lazy flop against his thigh as he stood, still heavy even in its softened state. He grabbed his uniform shirt from the chair, smirk tugging at his lips as he glanced at Lucy.

“I can’t exactly go back to work like this, can I?” he said, gesturing down at himself, his skin streaked with sweat, her cum still drying on his thighs. “I’ll take a shower before I go.”

Lucy clutched her towel tighter, pulse quickening as he strode past her, utterly unbothered by his nudity. The bathroom door clicked shut, and the sound of running water filled the room. She exhaled, trying to steady herself, torn between relief that he was leaving soon and the strange, humiliating thrill that lingered after what had just happened.

Lucy stayed rooted in place, towel cinched tight around her damp skin, staring at the closed bathroom door. Steam was already curling out from the crack at the top, carrying with it the sound of rushing water.

She told herself she should grab her things and leave the room, but she didn’t move. Instead, she sat on the edge of the bed where Marlon had been sprawled only moments ago. The sheets were still warm beneath her thighs, faintly damp with sweat and cum, the scent of sex heavy in the air. She hated herself for not changing them immediately, hated even more how her body reacted — her nipples still firm under the towel, her thighs pressing together to relieve the throb that hadn’t gone away.

Her gaze drifted to the spot where his cock had rested. Even soft, it had been enormous, obscene, impossible. She could still feel it stretching her, filling her in a way she had never imagined a man could. She shivered, biting her lip, remembering the way her body had betrayed her — not just taking him but milking him, cumming around him again and again.

Lucy shook her head, furious at herself. You should be in the shower, scrubbing him off you. You should be changing these sheets. You should be thinking about Richard. But instead, her mind replayed that other woman — the brunette with glasses on Marlon’s laptop — the raw, almost worshipful look on her face as she stared up while taking him. Lucy felt a fresh rush of heat between her legs.

She dropped back against the pillows, staring at the ceiling, towel loosening around her body. The sound of the shower was maddening. She told herself she should get up, that she would get up in just another second… but she didn’t move. She couldn’t stop wondering what he would look like stepping out of that bathroom, wet and naked, his cock heavy and glistening again.


Chapter 8

Then came a loud knock at the door. Lucy froze, heart thudding. For a split second she considered pretending she wasn’t in, but the sound came again, firmer this time. She hurriedly tightened her towel, trying to steady her voice.

“Who is it?”

“It’s me,” Katherine called back brightly.

Lucy’s stomach lurched. She glanced toward the bathroom where the shower was still running. Panic sparked — what if Katherine came in and saw? “Uh… now’s not a great time,” Lucy tried, fumbling for an excuse. “I’ve just… just gotten out of the shower, and the place is a mess—”

“Oh, please,” Katherine interrupted with a laugh, and before Lucy could stop her, the handle turned. The door swung open, and Katherine strolled in like she owned the place.

“About time,” she said, tossing Lucy a teasing smile.

“Sorry, babe, I was in the shower,” Lucy replied quickly, tugging her towel tighter around herself, praying the heat rising in her cheeks wasn’t obvious.

“So I deduced, Sherlock,” Katherine quipped, her tone playful as her eyes took in Lucy’s damp hair, glistening skin, and the drops of water still running down her calves.

Katherine strolled in and laughed, giving the place a quick once-over. “Oh wow, you guys are bigger slobs than me and Taylor.”

Lucy’s pulse jumped as she followed Katherine’s gaze to the piles of clothes dumped on the floor. Thankfully, they were heaped in such a way that Marlon’s uniform wasn’t visible, but her relief was only partial — the towels she had hastily thrown over pools of cum on the carpet and sheets were hardly subtle. She forced herself to keep her face composed, even as she caught the faintest movement in the bathroom door crack — Marlon’s dark eye glinting back at her.

Desperate to redirect, Lucy motioned toward Katherine’s chest. “How’s the sunburn?”

Katherine winced, shrugging. “Better, but I’m still a little sore.”

“Better let me take a look,” Lucy said quickly. Her hands felt unsteady, but she stepped forward, reaching behind Katherine’s neck. She untied the bikini string, then slipped the sunglasses off her friend’s face before the redhead had a chance to question it.

Katherine’s top slid down and dropped to the floor. Her pale breasts were mostly healed now, though the skin where her bikini had covered was still an angry shade of red, even darker than her dusky pink nipples. One of the tiny dime-sized areolae showed a bit of peeling skin near the nipple tip.

“Oh wow, babe,” Lucy murmured, trying to keep her tone light while her heart hammered. “I can see why you were laid up. I’d better rub some lotion on it.”

Katherine sat down her sunglasses on the table and smirked, watching Lucy cross to the dresser. “I know what you were doing,” she said teasingly.

Lucy grabbed a bottle of lotion, squeezing some into her palm before turning back. She forced a smile, though her stomach was a knot of guilt and nerves. “What was that?” she asked, walking back toward the topless redhead with lotion glistening in her hands.

“Girl, these walls are thin,” Katherine teased, her laugh light but loaded. Lucy’s hands froze inches from her sunburnt breasts, her pulse spiking.

Katherine leaned closer, lowering her voice in mock-conspiracy. “I could hear you last night… playing with yourself.” She grinned as Lucy flushed crimson. “Bet you were thinking about those black cocks we saw on the beach, weren’t you?”

Lucy exhaled shakily, her shoulders dropping as though surrendering to the inevitability of the moment. She let her slick hands close the distance, gently caressing Katherine’s pert breasts, smoothing lotion over the flushed skin.

“Ohhh…” Katherine’s head tilted back, eyes fluttering closed. “That feels so good.” She arched into Lucy’s touch, her voice softening into something more intimate.

Her words tumbled out, a confession and a temptation in one. “Honestly, babe, I can’t say I’d blame you if that’s what you were thinking about. God, they were so big. So dark. When Taylor and I made love last night, I couldn’t help it—I was lying there, and all I could think about was them. Wishing his cock was bigger.”

Her eyes opened, locking on Lucy’s with a heat that made Lucy’s throat dry. “I just kept wondering what something like that… something that huge… would feel like inside me.”

“I bet it feels pretty fucking good,” Lucy murmured, her voice low, surprising even herself. Her fingers pinched and twirled Katherine’s nipples, hard little buds between her slick fingertips, under the pretense of massaging lotion into her sunburnt skin.

Katherine let out a soft moan, her eyes flickering open. She blinked in surprise to find Lucy much closer than before, staring straight into her eyes with an intensity that sent a little shiver through her.

“Uh… wow,” Katherine whispered, half-laughing, half-breathless. “You’re the last person I ever expected to hear that from. I mean… you, thinking about…” She hesitated, then smirked. “What was it you yelled? ‘Big black dick’?”

Lucy’s cheeks burned, but her hands never stopped. They slipped lower, tracing the curve of Katherine’s sides, gliding down toward her skirt.

Katherine tilted her head, studying her with curiosity. “You were crying out about it for a good hour, Luce. I thought I was imagining it, but nope—you were loud.”

Lucy’s fingers fumbled with the waistband of Katherine’s skirt, almost without conscious thought. What startled her most wasn’t her own boldness, but the fact Katherine didn’t stop her. She just watched, breathing quicker, her chest rising and falling.

“You must have been seriously horny,” Katherine added softly, her voice more knowing than judgmental.

“Yeah, really fucking horny,” Lucy admitted, her voice husky as she tugged her towel away just as Katherine’s skirt slid down her legs. Now there was barely a breath between them—nipples almost brushing, lips close enough that Lucy could feel Katherine’s warm breath on her face.

With a sudden surge of need, Lucy grabbed Katherine’s ass and pulled her in tight until their breasts pressed together, soft and firm flesh molding against each other. Their lips met eagerly, the kiss electric and messy, tongues tangling as Lucy pushed Katherine back toward the bed with surprising force.

Lucy had half-expected rejection, imagined Katherine shoving her away so she could stammer an apology, chalk it up to the wine, the heat, the loneliness of being unsatisfied. But that rejection never came. Quite the opposite—Katherine kissed her back fiercely, her hands roaming with greedy curiosity, sliding over Lucy’s hips and squeezing her ass before working their way up to her chest.

“God, I’ve always been so jealous of these,” Katherine groaned between kisses, cupping and kneading Lucy’s heavy breasts with both hands.

The sensation made Lucy gasp. Katherine’s touch was lighter, softer than any man’s—no clumsy pawing like Richard after a night of drinking, no crushing dominance like Olusu’s iron grip. It was gentle, teasing, feminine. And the feel of Katherine’s smaller, warm body pressed against hers was intoxicating in a way Lucy hadn’t expected. Different, but not unpleasant. In fact, it felt dangerously good.

Lucy pressed forward until Katherine toppled onto the bed, her legs falling open without hesitation. Lucy climbed on top of her, their bodies pressed together, lips colliding again in a hungry kiss. Katherine wasn’t resisting—she was demanding more, pulling Lucy closer with one hand tangled in her brunette hair, keeping their mouths locked.

Breaking free, Lucy trailed kisses along Katherine’s neck, tasting the faint salt of her sun-warmed skin before moving lower. Katherine’s fingers threaded through Lucy’s hair as her tongue flicked over the redhead’s small, pink nipples. Katherine gasped and arched, her freckled chest rising into Lucy’s eager mouth.

Lucy’s kisses wandered downwards—over ribs, across Katherine’s pale stomach—pausing briefly at her belly button before slipping further south. When Lucy reached Katherine’s mound, she blinked in surprise. Katherine wasn’t bare like herself. A neatly trimmed landing strip of red hair led the way down, but what remained was soft and bushier than Lucy expected, contrasting with her own freshly shaved skin.

Her hesitation lasted only a second. Katherine’s hips lifted, her wetness already glistening, her clit swollen and aching for attention. Lucy swallowed the flicker of reluctance, reminded of how far things had already gone, and leaned in. Her tongue brushed teasingly over Katherine’s mound before flicking at the edges of her clit. Katherine moaned loudly, grinding upward, her body begging for more.

Lucy parted the folds with her tongue and dove deeper, tasting her friend’s arousal, letting instinct take over as Katherine writhed beneath her touch.

"Oh my god, babe, that’s so fucking good," Katherine gasped, arching up as she reached down and pressed Lucy’s face harder against her pussy. Her voice trembled with need as she relaxed back on the bed. "Taylor doesn’t do this to me very often at all… oh, that’s it—yes, right there, lick me, baby."

Jesus, just shut up and cum already, Lucy thought, her tongue working steadily while she tried to block out her friend’s running commentary.

"Use your finger too," Katherine moaned, writhing against her mouth.

With a resigned sigh, Lucy slid one finger into the wet heat, curling it instinctively as her tongue flicked over Katherine’s clit. The response was immediate—Katherine clutched at the sheets, hips bucking up to meet Lucy’s mouth.

"I haven’t been with a woman since college," she gasped between moans. "God, I’ve missed this!"

What the fuck? Lucy blinked, startled. Katherine had been with women before? The thought only fueled the surrealness of the moment.

"Fuck, yes, yes—that’s it—I’m going to cum!" Katherine’s voice pitched high as her whole body tensed, her thighs trembling around Lucy’s head. "AAHHHHH!"

Lucy sucked Katherine’s clit harder, swirling her tongue as she pushed her finger deeper, wiggling inside the slippery heat. She had only wanted to get it over with, but then she opened her eyes.

At first, all she saw was Katherine’s red landing strip, bushier than Lucy’s own bare mound. But her gaze wandered upward—over Katherine’s pale, taut stomach, undulating with each wave of release—then to her small, pink nipples, both stiff as erasers, one pinched tightly between Katherine’s fingers. Her other hand was tangled in her long red hair, face flushed with pleasure, freckles standing out against her pale skin.

And in that moment, Lucy felt a jolt. She’d never seen Katherine look so beautiful. Watching her friend orgasm—hearing the moans, seeing her body move—lit something new inside her.

The years of friendship, the laughs, the confidences—they all collided with this raw, erotic moment. And suddenly, Lucy realized she wasn’t just doing this out of guilt or pressure. She was aroused—achingly so. A new wave of wetness pulsed between her legs, and with it came a dangerous rush of affection that unsettled her almost as much as it excited her.

Katherine’s hand slipped from Lucy’s head, falling limply onto the sheets as her chest rose and fell. She looked down through half-lidded eyes, a lazy, blissed-out smile tugging at her lips. "Urm… thank you," she purred softly. "That was amazing."

But Lucy didn’t stop. Her hunger had taken over. She slid a second finger inside Katherine’s dripping pussy, pumping both in and out with a fierce rhythm while her mouth stayed locked to Katherine’s clit, sucking and circling her tongue over the swollen bud.

The lazy smile vanished. Katherine’s eyes flew wide open, her lips parting as a long, guttural moan tore from her throat. She pushed herself up on her elbows, staring down in disbelief at the brunette between her thighs. "Oh my fucking GOD!" she cried. Her pale stomach tightened, freckles shifting with each convulsion as her hips lifted off the bed. "OH FUCK!"

Her body jerked violently, crotch bucking against Lucy’s relentless mouth. Lucy felt the sudden gush as Katherine’s pussy clenched around her fingers, wetness spilling out and coating her chin. Katherine screamed again, raw and unrestrained, before crashing back down onto the mattress, her whole body trembling uncontrollably.

Lucy finally pulled back, wiping her slick mouth with the back of her hand. She crawled up alongside Katherine, her own chest heaving, pupils blown wide with desire. She couldn’t tear her eyes away from the redhead’s flushed, post-orgasmic beauty.

"You’re so fucking beautiful," Lucy whispered, almost reverently, as her hand traced up from Katherine’s soaked mound, gliding over her quivering stomach until it cupped one of her perky little breasts. Her thumb brushed across the stiff pink nipple, sending another shiver through Katherine’s body.

Katherine came alive, surging forward to kiss Lucy again, completely unbothered that her mouth had just been buried in her pussy. "Thank you, babe… thank you," she gasped between kisses. "God, I needed that." She pressed her lips to Lucy’s again, then trailed down to her cheek, her voice husky. "That was honestly the best climax of my life."

Her kisses wandered lower, along Lucy’s neck, while her hands greedily squeezed the weight of Lucy’s breasts. "I’ve fantasized about this for so long," Katherine whispered before licking down across Lucy’s chest. "We really need some girls’ nights out when we get back." She closed her mouth around one swollen nipple, sucking hard, making Lucy writhe and moan.

"We should do this again sometime," Katherine teased, flicking her tongue against Lucy’s nipple before kissing her way down. Lucy’s stomach tightened as the redhead pushed her tongue into her navel and pinched both nipples at once, sending sharp jolts of pleasure through her.

Lucy gasped, her body trembling. "What if Taylor and Richard caught us?"

Katherine only grinned, licking further down. "I don’t think they’d mind," she murmured wickedly. "They’d probably love it." Her lips pressed soft, deliberate kisses across Lucy’s smooth mound. She pulled back just enough to look at her. "I love your little shaved pussy," she whispered, her breath hot against Lucy’s skin.

Lucy clawed at the sheets, her voice breaking into a desperate plea. "Shut up and eat me."

Katherine dropped to all fours between her friend’s thighs, her red hair brushing over Lucy’s skin as she lowered herself to the glistening mound. She started low, teasing along Lucy’s folds with slow, deliberate licks, working her way upward until the tip of her tongue flicked across Lucy’s already swollen clit. Lucy gasped and lifted her hips, pressing eagerly into the sensation. Richard almost never went down on her, and the shock of Katherine’s eager mouth was a guilty, unexpected bliss.

But then, suddenly, the warmth of her tongue was gone.

"Urgh… Lucy," Katherine groaned, pulling back and wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "Seriously… you could’ve warned me Richard fucked you before he left."

Lucy’s eyes flew open in panic. Her stomach dropped. "Oh fuck. Sorry, babe," she blurted, shame burning in her voice.

Katherine hesitated, then gave a wry little shrug, her lips quirking. "It’s okay," she said, and before Lucy could even respond, her mouth was back on her pussy.

The redhead wasn’t exactly thrilled at the idea of eating out her best friend’s husband by proxy, but as the taste spread over her tongue, she realized it wasn’t as bad as she’d expected. In fact, the salty tang of Richard’s cum mixed with Lucy’s wetness was strangely intoxicating—smoother, almost sweeter than Taylor’s cum had ever been. There was more of it, too. A steady stream of thick white fluid trickled out as Katherine pushed her tongue deeper, greedily scooping it up.

Lucy whimpered, torn between humiliation and pleasure. She knew exactly what Katherine was tasting—her husband’s cum, seeping out of her—and the thought of her friend lapping it up only made her pussy clench harder around Katherine’s probing tongue.

Katherine’s mind flickered, unbidden, to the times she’d compared Richard to Taylor. She remembered the smug little thrill she’d felt when she’d noticed how small Richard was next to her own husband. But now, with his cum filling her mouth, dripping down her chin, Katherine couldn’t help but wonder. Richard might not have Taylor’s size, but he clearly had his own kind of potency.

And still, she wanted more.

Lucy was thrashing wildly now, her moans filling the room as her orgasm built to the breaking point. The busty brunette bucked her hips uncontrollably, grinding against Katherine’s mouth, forcing her deeper. In her frenzy, Lucy pushed down so hard that Katherine’s tongue slipped lower, flicking over the tight rim of her ass before sliding inside.

Lucy gasped, shuddering, as another gush of thick, slippery cum spilled out of her, coating Katherine’s tongue. Katherine froze for half a heartbeat, startled—but then she swallowed. The taste was potent, heady, undeniably Richard’s, yet mixed with Lucy’s juices it was intoxicating. Instead of pulling back, Katherine pressed her face harder into her friend’s ass and pussy, circling her tongue around the snug little hole before sliding it back up into Lucy’s dripping slit.

Lucy cried out, caught between shame and ecstasy, as Katherine drove her tongue deep. Then Katherine slipped a finger inside as well, curling it with practiced determination while her tongue stayed locked on Lucy’s swollen clit. She wanted to push her over the edge, to feel her friend break apart in her mouth.

“Oh god, Katherine,” Lucy sobbed, her head rolling helplessly on the pillow. “It’s so fucking good. Oh fuck, I’m cumming! AAAAAHHHH!”

Her pussy clamped so tightly around Katherine’s finger that it almost hurt, then began to pulse and spasm. A gush of wetness flooded Katherine’s mouth—Lucy’s orgasm milking out a torrent of cum that had been buried inside her. Katherine swallowed reflexively, gulp after gulp, shocked by just how much there was. Richard’s little cock hadn’t suggested this kind of volume, and yet her mouth was overflowing with it.

But then Katherine’s eyes flew open in shock. As Lucy convulsed above her, something else was happening. A sudden, undeniable pressure was spreading her own labia apart, stretching her wider than Taylor ever had. She gasped into Lucy’s pussy, unable to process what was happening—how could Lucy possibly be doing this to her from that position?

Katherine’s head snapped around, and she gasped in horror. Standing right behind her was Marlon, towering over her, his massive black cock poised at her entrance.

“Jesus Christ—” Katherine lurched forward in shock, the fat head slipping free with a wet sound as she scrambled up the bed.

But Marlon’s big hands were on her in an instant. He dragged her back with ease, forcing her hips down and grinding his thick shaft between her slick folds again.

“Lucy?” she cried, staring down at Lucy with wide, frantic eyes. “What the fuck is going on?”

Lucy’s chest heaved as guilt tore through her. She wanted to explain, to tell her friend she hadn’t asked for this, but the words stuck in her throat. “I… I’m sorry,” she whispered, eyes filling with tears.

The look Katherine gave her was pure betrayal, hot and sharp enough to make Lucy flinch. “You bitch,” she spat, voice trembling with rage. “I should’ve known Richard’s little cock couldn’t fuck you like that.”

Marlon only laughed darkly as he thrust forward, filling Katherine in one brutal stroke. Her scream fractured into a shuddering moan as her body betrayed her, clenching tight around him.

Lucy winced at the venom in her friend’s voice, but guilt drove her to admit the truth. “No… no, Richard couldn’t. And neither could Taylor. These men are different, Katherine—they’re seriously gifted. Now it’s your turn to find out. Trust me, babe… you’ll be thanking me later.”

Katherine’s angry protest caught in her throat as her body betrayed her. “Oh my god… fuck, that’s big!” she gasped, her voice breaking between shock and delight as Marlon sank deeper. Her chest collapsed onto Lucy’s, their breasts pressing together, both slick with sweat and lotion.

“How big is that?” she whimpered, her face a mix of fear and disbelief, but her trembling thighs told a different story.

“I don’t know,” Lucy murmured, watching every change in her friend’s expression with dark fascination. “But it’s fucking huge. Nine, maybe ten inches. That’s Marlon—he’s nothing like the others.”

For a split second, Lucy couldn’t help but wonder if her own face had worn that same stunned, overwhelmed look when she’d first taken him inside her.

“It feels so fucking good,” Katherine gasped, her whole body shuddering as Marlon’s thickness stretched her open.

“I know,” Lucy whispered, watching every change in her friend’s face, torn between awe and arousal.

Katherine’s eyes flicked down to hers, suddenly vulnerable. “I thought you actually liked me.”

“I do,” Lucy admitted without hesitation. “I’m not a lesbian or anything, but… what we did—it felt right. I liked it. A lot.”

“Can we do it again?” Katherine asked, almost pleading.

Lucy didn’t bother answering with words. She pulled Katherine down by the back of her neck, their lips colliding in a deep, hungry kiss. Katherine moaned straight into Lucy’s mouth as Marlon thrust deeper, forcing another shiver through her small body. She writhed against Lucy’s softer curves, the contrast between them almost as intoxicating as the man’s cock buried inside her.

From behind, Marlon groaned low in his chest, watching the two wives kiss passionately while he fed Katherine more of his cock. His hands gripped her hips hard, guiding her down onto him, enjoying every frantic sound spilling from her lips as Lucy swallowed her moans.

Katherine broke the kiss, her head turning toward the deep, steady groan behind her. Her eyes widened when she saw Marlon—bigger, darker, and far more commanding than she had realized—guiding himself back into her. “Urm…” she gasped, her surprise giving way to raw amazement as she looked down at his cock disappearing into her tight body. “Wow… are they all this big?”

Marlon leaned forward, his chest brushing against Katherine’s back as his thick length pushed her open. “Bigger than you imagined, huh?” he rumbled, his voice vibrating against her spine. Katherine whimpered in agreement, her small body shuddering with each slow thrust.

Pinned beneath her, Lucy felt every tremor ripple through Katherine. She tilted her face up, her lips grazing her friend’s flushed cheek. “You feel it now, don’t you?” she whispered. Katherine moaned in response, turning her head just enough to catch Lucy’s mouth again, their kiss messy and urgent as Marlon’s cock drove deeper.

Lucy’s breasts pressed up into Katherine’s as she clung to her, the two women writhing together while Marlon’s hands closed firmly around Katherine’s hips, holding her in place as he filled her with long, deliberate strokes. Katherine gasped into Lucy’s lips, and Lucy couldn’t help but feel both jealous and aroused as her friend moaned over and over, her voice breaking with each heavy plunge.

“Good little sluts,” Marlon muttered, his tone dripping with authority, making both women shiver as he picked up the pace.

Lucy felt Katherine’s whole body tense, her friend’s slim frame trembling as Marlon’s thrusts grew heavier, deeper, more urgent. “Oh my god!” Katherine cried out, her nails digging into Lucy’s shoulders. She lifted her face, eyes wide with disbelief as Marlon groaned behind her.

And then it happened. Katherine gasped, her back arching as Marlon slammed into her one last time, his cock buried to the hilt. Lucy felt it through every ripple of Katherine’s body pressed against hers—felt the shock run down into her own chest—as Marlon erupted inside the tight redhead.

Katherine’s voice broke into a scream of mixed panic and ecstasy. “He’s cumming in me! Oh god, Lucy, he’s cumming inside me!”

Marlon’s grip on her hips tightened, pulling her back against him as he emptied himself. “Take it, baby. You’re mine now,” he growled, his voice thick with pleasure.

Lucy, trapped beneath them, stared up cross-eyed at her friend’s freckled face. Katherine’s expression was stunned, her lips parted in shock even as her body convulsed with another shuddering orgasm. “No… no man has ever… oh fuck… no man has ever cum in me before,” she gasped, confirming what Lucy already suspected.

Lucy felt the heat of it then, seeping down as Katherine’s freshly filled pussy overflowed. Thick streams of Marlon’s cum leaked out of her friend and down onto Lucy’s bare stomach and breasts. The hot wetness made Lucy’s breath hitch, her heart pounding with the forbidden intimacy of the moment.

Katherine looked down at her, her green eyes wide and frantic. “Lucy! Oh my god, he came in me! What the fuck—what if I get pregnant?!” Her words tumbled out in shock, her voice breaking. She sat up, still straddling Lucy’s belly, and Lucy felt more of Marlon’s cum drip out, smearing across her skin as Katherine shifted in a daze.

“Fuck, Lucy, you have to suck it out of me.” Katherine’s voice cracked with urgency as she lifted her hips. Lucy’s eyes locked onto the sight above her: Katherine’s pussy looked utterly ruined, her labia still gaping wide as if Marlon’s cock were still stretching it open. Cum was already pouring out in heavy, molten streams, sliding down her thighs.

Before Lucy could process, Katherine surged forward, pressing her messy, dripping pussy down onto Lucy’s mouth. “Suck it all out of me, please. This is all your fucking fault anyway.”

Lucy didn’t hesitate. She opened her mouth and latched on, slurping at her best friend’s swollen cunt. Hot, thick cum filled her mouth instantly, Katherine’s body heat keeping it scalding as if it had just been pumped straight from Marlon’s cock. Lucy swallowed reflexively, then again, her throat gulping as Katherine bore down harder.

Katherine’s muscles clenched and released, forcing out more of Marlon’s seed with every spasm, and Lucy drank greedily, licking and sucking, her tongue exploring every fold. Katherine let out a strangled moan, her body shuddering into a sudden, sharp orgasm. That climax drove out another gush of Marlon’s cum, splashing over Lucy’s tongue and down her throat until she nearly gagged from the sheer volume.

When Katherine finally lifted herself off, Lucy thought it was over—but the redhead only spun around on shaky hands and knees and shoved her leaking pussy back down onto Lucy’s mouth from a new angle. Cum dripped down in sticky ropes as Katherine demanded more.

Lucy braced herself, expecting a sixty-nine, expecting Katherine’s mouth on her clit. But instead Katherine bent lower, her face pressing into Lucy’s mound, licking hungrily at the mess of cum that had spilled all over her shaved pussy. Her tongue was wild, greedy, scooping and lapping at every sticky trace of Marlon’s release.

Both women were like addicts now—two friends, two wives, locked in the same delirium—desperate to drink up every last drop of the thick black cum that coated and connected them.

Eventually, Lucy rolled onto her back, panting, her body still twitching from aftershocks. She should have been completely spent, yet she found herself rubbing the mess of Marlon’s cum into her skin. She smeared it across her belly, up to her boobs, massaging it into her nipples until they ached again. Her fingers came to her lips, tasting the bitter-salty slickness, and to her horror, her body reacted by sparking with fresh arousal.

Marlon was sitting at the edge of the bed, naked, his big cock finally soft but still thick and heavy against his thigh. He picked up his phone from the nightstand and pressed a button. “Yeah, it’s Marlon. I need housekeeping in four-eleven, full clean.” He ended the call casually, as if ordering extra towels, then turned back to her with a grin.

“You should shower again, Miss Carter. They’ll be up here any minute.” He leaned down, plucked a card from his wallet, and set it on the bed beside her sticky thigh. “Take this. For when you get the itch again.”

Lucy frowned, her breath still ragged. “The itch?” For a moment, panic crossed her face, as if he were hinting at something dangerous.

Marlon laughed, low and confident. “Not that kind of itch. You’ll know what I mean.”

He stood, unhurried, his imposing frame filling the room. He dressed piece by piece, tucking his shirt in neatly, sliding his badge back onto his belt. He looked entirely like the professional head of security again—except she could still feel his cum leaking out of her body with every shift of her hips.

When the knock finally came, Marlon opened the door himself, nodding to the three maids who entered like a small army. They immediately stripped the sheets, gathered towels, and scrubbed at the carpet where his seed had pooled. Lucy wrapped herself in a towel and slipped into the bathroom again, not wanting to face their eyes.

When she emerged, damp hair sticking to her shoulders, she saw one of the women lifting the trash can. Her heart jumped, and she darted forward, snatching the card from inside before it disappeared. Island Security. Marlon Johnson. She hesitated, then slipped it into her purse. She had no idea why she kept it—only that she couldn’t bring herself to throw it away.

Her ears burned with shame as she left the room. Even as she closed the door, she could hear the muffled sound of beds being remade and the quiet scrape of mops against the floor behind her. Her skin was freshly cleaned, but she still felt marked, inside and out.

Taylor and Richard stumbled back from their trip a little while later, sunburned, grinning, and more than a little drunk. Both were buzzing with excitement, each insisting they had landed the bigger Wahoo. They spotted Lucy by the bar first, Taylor calling out loudly, “Where’s Katherine?”

“I think she’s in her room,” Lucy replied smoothly as Richard plopped down beside her, waving for a beer. He wrapped an arm around her shoulders as he launched into a slurred but enthusiastic retelling of their fishing adventure.

Lucy leaned against him, smiling, laughing in all the right places, playing the devoted wife. But inside, her stomach twisted with guilt. She clung to him harder than usual, telling him she really wanted to spend some time alone with him that night. Richard, softened by alcohol and affection, nodded eagerly.

That evening, they dressed up and took the shuttle into Nassau. The dinner was lovely, romantic even—candlelight, steel drums drifting in from the street, the bustle of the island all around them. Lucy told herself she should be happy, that this was exactly what she wanted.

But when they returned to the resort, they found Katherine and Taylor perched at the bar, drinks in hand, swaying to a live steel drum band. Richard and Lucy joined them, but the air between the two women was heavy with unspoken secrets. Neither said much, just exchanged guarded smiles and quiet sips of their cocktails.

After a couple more drinks, Lucy tugged on Richard’s arm, pulling him off his stool. “Come on,” she whispered, urgency in her voice. They staggered back to their room, tipsy and giggling, kissing sloppily between steps.

The moment the door clicked shut, Lucy pressed herself into him, kissing him hard, stripping his shirt off while he fumbled with her dress. Clothes fell away in a blur, and Richard collapsed onto the bed, his cock already hard. For a fleeting moment, Lucy was relieved. Maybe tonight could be about them.

But when she climbed on top and guided him in, disappointment sank through her. His cock felt even smaller than usual, almost like it had shrunk. Richard’s brow furrowed as he shifted his hips, searching for friction, his expression confused—half the time, Lucy realized with a pang, he wasn’t even inside her. His cock kept slipping out, leaving her wet folds rubbing against his stomach or thighs.

She tried again and again, but after the tenth time, she gave up. Instead, she slid her slick pussy lips up and down his shaft, grinding until she felt him twitch. Richard groaned, his hands gripping her hips, and Lucy quickly lowered herself just enough to capture his head between her folds. His cum spurted inside her, a few weak pulses compared to what she had felt earlier that day, but she held still until it was over.

Richard sighed and slumped back into the mattress, already drifting toward sleep. Lucy stayed straddled over him a moment longer, staring down at his softened cock, the sticky warmth inside her, and wondering how she was going to keep living with herself.


Chapter 9

The next morning, a knock came at the door. Lucy cracked it open and found Taylor standing there, already in his swim shorts, the sun behind him.

“Thought I’d see if you guys wanted to head back down to the beach,” he said casually.

Lucy kept her voice even. “I think I’m going to spend some time with Richard today.”

Taylor shifted awkwardly, lowering his voice. “Katherine said the same thing—wanted to be alone. Have you two had a fight or something?”

“We’re fine,” Lucy replied quickly. “She’s probably just annoyed with me. I slept most of yesterday, so we never made it into town like we’d planned.”

Taylor leaned closer, his words barely above a whisper. “And us? Are we okay?”

Lucy’s chest tightened. She glanced over her shoulder to make sure Richard wasn’t in earshot. “No,” she whispered back. Then, softer still, “Maybe. You knew Richard and I were trying for a baby, Taylor, and you still came inside me. I can’t just forget that.”

“But I didn—”

The sound of the toilet flushing cut him off.

“Ssssh,” she hissed quickly. “Richard’s coming. We’ll see you tonight at dinner.” Her voice was suddenly louder, practiced, as she began shutting the door.

“Was that Taylor?” Richard asked, stepping out of the bathroom, towel around his waist.

“Yeah,” Lucy said smoothly. “He wanted to know if we were going to the beach, but I told him we’d be shopping in town today.”

“Sounds good to me,” Richard said with a relieved smile. Lucy realized he’d probably been worried Taylor might drag them back to the clothing-optional stretch of beach. She couldn’t blame him—her husband was solid, attractive, and carried himself well, but standing next to those men with their impossible size? No man would want that comparison.

Almost without thinking, Lucy sank to her knees in front of him, her hands tugging at the waistband of his shorts. “What’s this?” Richard asked in surprise, a note of pleasure in his voice. She almost never initiated like this.

His cock sprang free into her hand, already half-hard, and she leaned forward, sliding her lips over him. Richard groaned as she worked his shaft into her mouth, his thickness swelling against her tongue. He was a good size—average length, pleasantly girthy—and he tasted familiar, comforting. But for Lucy, the act wasn’t about him.

Her mind betrayed her instantly, conjuring the sight of Marlon’s monstrous shaft, the memory of how it had stretched her, how her throat had burned trying to take it. Richard’s cock didn’t reach her gag reflex, didn’t choke her, didn’t demand she surrender. She sucked him harder, clamping her lips tight, almost trying to pretend.

“That feels amazing, baby,” Richard moaned, his hands settling gently on her head.

Lucy moaned softly around his cock, but inside she was cursing herself—guilty and turned on all at once—because all she could think of as she sucked her husband’s cock was how desperately her body wanted another thick, black one.

Lucy let his cock slip from her lips, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand as she climbed onto the bed on all fours, her skirt riding up over her hips. She tried to make it playful, tried to sell it as a burst of spontaneous passion. “Fuck me, stud,” she whispered, forcing a husky edge into her tone.

Richard didn’t need to be asked twice. He hooked his thumbs in her panties and pulled them down, pausing only a second to admire the view before pressing forward and sliding into her. Lucy moaned as if he had hit her just right, but inside she felt that familiar disappointment settle in. He was thick enough to give her something to squeeze around, and she knew plenty of women would be happy with him. He wasn’t small, not really. He was average—normal. Comfortable.

But that was exactly the problem. He didn’t stretch her, didn’t make her gasp the way she had gasped yesterday. His cock filled her only halfway to where she needed it, and her body wanted more—so much more. Her pussy clenched automatically, trying to draw him deeper, but there was nothing left for him to give.

Richard gripped her hips tightly and thrust in steady, short strokes, his pace careful, as though he was determined not to slip out. He was earnest, focused, trying to please her, and guilt pricked at her as she listened to his little grunts of effort. He was her husband, the man who loved her, who had brought her here to paradise. He deserved her passion, her moans, her surrender.

So she gave them to him. Lucy moaned loudly, arching her back and pushing against him, rolling her hips just enough to make him feel like he was driving her wild. She cried out his name, faked the little tremors in her thighs, even clenched hard around him like she was caught in the throes of an orgasm.

Inside, though, her mind was far away—haunted by the memory of being filled, stretched, split open. Her pussy throbbed with a hunger Richard couldn’t touch, a deep itch two or three inches beyond where his cock could ever reach.

“Fuck, baby,” Richard gasped, his rhythm faltering. “You feel so good.”

Lucy made herself pant for him, made herself writhe, and just as his body went rigid, she let out a long, shuddering cry—her best imitation of climax. Richard groaned and emptied himself quickly, his cum spilling weakly inside her.

He collapsed onto her back, sweaty and satisfied, and kissed her shoulder with clumsy affection. Lucy buried her face in the pillow, her own body still pulsing with unspent need, her heart caught between guilt and longing.

They ended up having a really great day together. Lucy loved her husband deeply; he was fun, warm, and a wonderful companion. They spent the day wandering through the nearby town, poking around shops, sampling street food, and laughing at each other’s terrible attempts to haggle with local vendors. Richard made her smile constantly, and being with him like this reminded her of why she had fallen in love with him in the first place.

But beneath her easy laughter and affection, Lucy’s body was betraying her. The town was full of tall, dark-skinned men moving about their daily business, and she couldn’t help noticing the way some of them stared at her chest through her light summer dress. Every time she caught one of them staring, her nipples hardened against the fabric. Instead of embarrassment, she felt a surge of heat in her chest and between her thighs. It was impossible to ignore.

The longer the day went on, the worse it became. She found her gaze flicking down toward men’s hips, following the outlines of heavy bulges that swung against their trousers. Some looked thicker, heavier, more imposing than anything she’d known in her marriage. A few made her pulse skip as she wondered how something like that could even fit inside a woman. The thought alone kept her pussy soaked, and she walked through the streets with her thighs pressed together, desperate to hide how aroused she was.

Richard noticed none of it. He was happily pointing out sights, sharing little anecdotes, and squeezing her hand whenever they crossed a street. Lucy returned his warmth, but inside her chest was a gnawing hunger she couldn’t quiet. She loved him with all her heart, but the itch inside her — deep, raw, demanding — couldn’t be touched by his affection.

When they returned to the resort, the ache only sharpened. Taylor and Katherine were just coming off the beach, Katherine’s pale skin now well-oiled and glistening to protect against any more sunburn. Lucy’s eyes roamed over her friend’s trim, firm body, and she didn’t even bother to hide it. Katherine just smiled knowingly back, and the casual exchange left Lucy’s nipples straining even harder beneath her dress.

The four of them agreed to meet for dinner in just over an hour, but Lucy already knew she couldn’t think straight. She considered dragging Richard upstairs for another round, but then shook her head to herself. Why bother? He was probably still tired from that morning, and even if he wasn’t, his cock simply couldn’t scratch the maddening itch that had been tormenting her all day.

As she slipped into her room to change, Lucy caught herself thinking of solutions — a big dildo, maybe, something thick enough to reach deep inside her when they got home. For now, though, she knew the truth. Nothing but a big black cock would satisfy her. And with her body humming and her panties already soaked, she feared she might not last much longer before that craving consumed her completely.

Dinner was open air on a beautiful patio, the ocean breeze rolling in soft and cool across their skin. The setting was perfect — the fading sunset painted the sky in pinks and purples, the waves lapping gently against the shore below. The food was rich and flavorful, the drinks cold and strong. On the surface, it should have been nothing but a pleasant evening, yet both Richard and Taylor noticed the quietness between their wives.

“What’s up, ladies?” Richard asked, his tone light but curious.

“I’m just sad we’re going home tomorrow,” Katherine answered with a small, wistful smile. Her voice carried a note of truth, though Lucy suspected her friend was hiding something behind it.

As the evening shifted from dinner to drinks at the bar, the tension began to loosen. The men ordered rounds of cocktails, then moved on to shots, their laughter becoming louder, their camaraderie unshakable in the glow of alcohol and good company. Lucy watched them toast and slap each other on the back, their banter animated, while she swirled her own glass distractedly.

The bartender caught her attention. Lean and wiry, with an easy smile and a lilting accent that spoke of Jamaican roots, he carried himself with quiet confidence. His hands moved quickly and skillfully over bottles and shakers, every gesture smooth. Lucy let her gaze linger longer than she should have, her thoughts running away from her as she imagined those hands doing other things.

When she glanced sideways, she noticed Katherine watching him too. Her friend’s green eyes had a glazed, dreamy look to them, and for a moment Lucy was struck by how familiar it seemed — the same hungry curiosity that had plagued her all day. Their eyes met, and Lucy caught her staring. Katherine flushed, her cheeks pink from more than just the rum, and offered a sheepish little smile. Lucy returned it, slow and knowing. Something passed between them then, unspoken but undeniable — complicity, recognition, perhaps even temptation.

Whatever had hung between them earlier dissolved in that instant. They didn’t need words; the exchange was enough to remind them they were still allies, still bound by more than just friendship.

Meanwhile, their husbands were lost in their own fun. Taylor draped an arm over Katherine’s shoulders from time to time, pulling her in for a kiss before rejoining the rowdy rhythm of the bar. Richard threw back shots like he was back in college, his voice carrying above the din as he cheered on whatever nonsense Taylor was saying. Neither of them noticed the loaded glances passing between their wives, nor the way the bartender’s eyes kept drifting toward the two beautiful women at his bar.

Lucy felt herself growing jealous each time they kissed. Her jealousy wasn’t directed at Katherine’s husband anymore—she wanted to kiss Katherine again. The last few days had shifted everything, leaving her wants and boundaries blurred in ways she hadn’t thought possible.

“Whoa, I think that’s me done,” said Taylor, swaying heavily on his stool.

“Pussy,” Lucy teased, her words slurred as she leaned against the bar. “Two more shots of tequila for the boys,” she told the bartender with a mischievous grin.

By the time they finally decided to call it a night, the effects of the evening’s indulgences were impossible to miss. Richard, normally able to hold his liquor with ease, was clearly at his limit, his solid frame sagging as he leaned on Taylor for balance. The two men laughed boisterously, their steps unsteady as their wives each reached out to steady them. The easy camaraderie of the moment carried them all together, weaving between the glow of lanterns and the hum of the ocean breeze, until the group finally began the slow walk back toward their rooms.

Once back in their room, Lucy helped Richard out of his shoes and guided him onto the bed. He was heavy with drink, his body sagging into the mattress, and within minutes his deep, rumbling snores filled the room. She stood there for a moment, watching him, torn between affection and frustration. He looked so peaceful, so harmless, but utterly incapable of giving her what her body craved right now.

Lucy stepped into the bathroom, splashed cool water on her face, and took a moment to compose herself. When she came back out, the sound from next door was unmistakable—Katherine’s moans, rising and falling in sharp waves, punctuated by the rhythmic slap of Taylor’s thrusts. Lucy froze, her skin prickling, her nipples tightening like they had a mind of their own.

Without really thinking, she wandered to the balcony, sliding the glass door shut behind her so Richard wouldn’t stir. She sank into one of the chairs, the warm night air curling over her bare skin. For a long moment she just sat there, listening, her pulse quickening in time with the cries echoing faintly through the walls. Katherine sounded desperate and blissful, and every noise pushed Lucy deeper into her own hunger.

Her hand drifted beneath the hem of her summer dress, tugging it up over her boobs and head before letting it fall carelessly onto the floor. She unclipped her bra, her breasts spilling free, and her fingers immediately found one of her aching nipples, rolling it between her fingertips as she let out a hushed moan. God, they were so hard it almost hurt. She slid her panties down next, kicking them aside, her wetness already glistening on her inner thighs.

Lucy leaned back in the chair, legs parted, and pressed two fingers against her pussy, sliding them inside easily. She gasped at her own heat, at just how ready she already was, and closed her eyes as she listened to Katherine’s cries. Every thrust Lucy imagined was like a phantom inside her—deep, hard, stretching. But her fingers only brushed at the edges of that hunger. They weren’t long enough, thick enough, to touch the place that truly ached. She curled them, searching, her body trembling as she rubbed her swollen clit with her thumb, but still it wasn’t enough.

Her mind betrayed her, conjuring images of Marlon’s thick cock, of how her body had opened for him, of the brunette with glasses on his laptop, her face twisted in bliss as she was split wide. Lucy’s hips lifted, chasing something her fingers couldn’t give. She moaned out loud, not caring if anyone heard, as she imagined being in Katherine’s place, being the one crying out under that relentless force.

She came hard, gasping, her thighs clamping around her hand—but even as the orgasm coursed through her, there was no release. The itch remained, deep and unrelenting. Lucy slumped back in the chair, sweat cooling on her skin, her pussy still throbbing and dripping, her nipples like little stones on her chest. Her fingers were slick, but she didn’t stop. She pressed them inside again, harder this time, almost angry, pumping in and out, trying to claw her way to another climax.

Katherine’s voice carried through the night, higher now, breathless and breaking. Taylor was making her cum again. Lucy bit her lip, jealousy and desire burning her up inside. Her fingers just weren’t enough. She needed more. Much more.

Lucy sat on the balcony, her body still trembling from the hollow climax she had given herself. Her pussy ached, slick and unsatisfied, the itch inside her growing worse instead of better. She reached for her purse, pulling it into her lap with shaky hands. The card Marlon had left her was still tucked in the side pocket, a simple slip of paper that suddenly felt as heavy as a brick.

She stared at his name for a long time, biting her lip, fighting with herself. Richard was snoring inside, passed out cold. He’d never wake, not tonight. Katherine’s cries still floated faintly from next door, high-pitched and desperate, reminding Lucy exactly what she wanted. What she needed.

Her fingers moved almost without permission, picking up her phone. She scrolled to the number and pressed call before she could change her mind.

“Marlon,” she whispered when he answered. “I need you.”

There was silence, then a low chuckle. “Miss Carter, I knew you’d get the itch.”

Her stomach twisted with guilt and hunger. “Can you come to my room? Tonight. Now.”

Minutes later, there was a soft knock at the door. Lucy’s heart hammered in her chest as she padded across the room, praying Richard wouldn’t stir. She opened the door just wide enough to let Marlon in. He was still in his work clothes, but his dark eyes told her he knew exactly why she had called.

“Out there,” she whispered, nodding toward the balcony.

Marlon followed her out into the humid night, the sound of waves rolling faintly against the shore. Inside, Richard snored on, oblivious. Outside, Lucy pressed her back against the railing, her thin dress clinging to her curves. Her nipples were like stones beneath the fabric, her thighs glistening.

Marlon stepped closer, his presence filling the space, his confidence radiating. “You couldn’t wait, could you?” he murmured, one hand brushing over her hip.

Lucy shivered. “Just… don’t wake him.”

Marlon grinned as he unbuttoned his pants, pulling out the thick, heavy length she couldn’t stop thinking about. Even soft it looked monstrous, and her pussy clenched just at the sight of it.

Her dress slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her feet, and Lucy stood naked in the warm night air, her body trembling with need. “Please,” she whispered. “I need it.”

Marlon didn’t move right away. He just smirked, the kind of knowing grin that told her he’d been waiting for this exact moment. His cock hung heavy, already swelling in the warm night air, and Lucy dropped to her knees before she even realized what she was doing.

The balcony tiles were cool beneath her skin as she leaned forward, her breasts pressing together with the shift of her body. Her eyes darted nervously toward the beach below. The patio lights didn’t reach this far, but it wasn’t pitch-black either. If anyone happened to look up, they’d see her there—naked, kneeling in front of the big black man, about to wrap her lips around his cock while her husband slept just feet away inside.

Her hand slid along the thick shaft, the velvety skin hot against her palm as she felt it grow harder under her touch. The sheer weight of it made her wrist ache as she lifted it toward her mouth. “God…” she whispered, almost to herself, before parting her lips and licking slowly over the fat head.

Marlon let out a low groan, one hand bracing casually against the railing as though he owned both the view and the woman kneeling in front of him. Lucy swirled her tongue around the crown, tasting the salty slickness already beading at the slit, and opened her mouth wider to swallow more of him in.

Her jaw strained as she worked him deeper, her saliva dripping down the thick shaft to coat her fist as it stroked the base. She bobbed her head, slow and steady at first, then faster as the urgency inside her grew. Her nipples brushed against the iron bars of the railing, hard and aching, a reminder of how exposed she really was.

Marlon’s hand slid into her ponytail, not forcing, just guiding, letting her know he was in control. “That’s it, Miss Carter,” he rumbled, his voice low enough that only she could hear over the ocean breeze. “Show me how bad you wanted me to come here.”

Lucy moaned around his cock, the sound vibrating through him, and her pussy clenched so hard she nearly lost balance. She pressed her thighs together for friction but knew it wouldn’t be enough. It never was anymore—not since him.

And out there in the humid darkness, with the risk of discovery prickling over her skin, she sucked harder, desperate, her mouth full of him while her heart pounded against her ribs like it might give her away.

Lucy nodded with half his cock lodged deep in her throat, her eyes watering as she forced herself to hold it there. Every instinct in her body screamed at her to keep going, to milk him for his cum, but the raw ache between her legs was stronger. That maddening itch low in her belly had taken over—her pussy wanted him more than her mouth ever could.

She pulled back, gasping for breath as her lips slid wetly over the fat shaft until only the swollen head remained between her lips. She kissed it softly, sucking it once like she couldn’t let go, then looked up at him with need burning in her eyes.

“I need this in me,” she whispered, her voice breaking with desperation.

Marlon tilted his head, his hand tightening in her hair. “Need what in you, Miss Carter?” His tone was teasing, commanding, as though he wanted her to humiliate herself by saying it out loud.

Her lips trembled around his cockhead, but she forced the words out, barely louder than the ocean breeze. “I need this… black dick… Marlon’s big black dick in my pussy.”

The grin that spread across his face told her she’d just given him exactly what he wanted.

"That’s much better, you little slut," Marlon growled as he hauled her up from her knees. He turned her by the shoulders, his grip firm, and pressed her body toward the balcony rail. Lucy bent over it instinctively, her bare breasts hanging heavy as the cool night air brushed across her nipples. The stone tiles beneath her feet were already wet from the steady drip of her arousal.

The moonlight spilled over her pale skin, making her curves glow against the dark backdrop of the ocean. Her heart hammered — it was dark enough that maybe no one would see them, but if someone looked up from the resort grounds, they’d catch a perfect view of her exposed body bent over, ready to be fucked.

Marlon stepped in close, his massive frame blocking out the light from the room behind them. His cock brushed hot and slick against the inside of her thigh, smearing precum as it slid up to her swollen pussy lips. Lucy gripped the rail tighter, her body trembling.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice cracking with need. “Please, I need it so badly.”

He pressed the thick head of his cock against her soaked entrance but didn’t push in yet, savoring her squirming. “Need what, Miss Carter?” he asked, his tone steady and teasing, like he wanted to draw every confession out of her.

Lucy’s breath caught as her body pushed back against him, desperate to feel him inside. “I need your cock,” she gasped, her voice low and frantic. “Your big, black cock inside me.”

Marlon grinned, leaning forward so his lips brushed her ear. “That’s more like it.” He slid his cock along her slit, parting her folds with the heavy weight of his shaft, making her moan with frustration as he teased her — holding her right there on the edge, bent over the rail, dripping for him, exposed to the night.

Lucy arched her back against the balcony rail and reached between her thighs, her fingers wrapping around the thick, swollen head of Marlon’s cock. “Marlon’s black dick,” she whispered hoarsely, her voice shaking with need. “I need Marlon’s black dick inside me, fucking me.” She guided it down to her slick opening and pressed it to her entrance.

Her lips parted in a desperate moan as her pussy immediately clamped around the head, sucking him in like it had been waiting for him all along. Marlon’s big hands slid under her, cupping her thighs just above her knees, holding her steady as he worked his length into her inch by inch.

Lucy’s eyes flicked down, and she gasped in awe as she watched his shaft disappearing into her body, glistening as it withdrew only to sink deeper again. Each thrust drew a new whimper from her, every ridge and vein dragging along her walls as though carving her open for him alone.

“Oh fuck yessss!” she cried, her voice carrying out into the humid night air. Her hips snapped back to meet his, the thick head pushing deeper than Richard had ever reached. Suddenly, the itch inside her burst wide open — her whole body shook as a violent climax ripped through her loins.

Her pussy clenched hard, milking him as though trying to lock him inside, and Lucy finally felt that impossible itch being scratched. “Oh my god! Oh god, yes, yes, that’s it,” she begged, her voice breaking. “Fuck me, fuck me with your big black cock.”

Her hands scrambled behind her, catching at the back of Marlon’s neck. She dragged him down toward her, and when his mouth met hers, Lucy kissed him hungrily — open, wet, and desperate, with more passion and lust than she had ever shown Richard in her life.

Lucy’s fingers clung to the cold balcony rail as Marlon drove into her, each thrust pulling ragged moans from her throat that she fought desperately to smother. Her head fell forward, hair spilling across her face, and she bit her own wrist to try and quieten the cries ripping from her chest. But her body betrayed her — every stroke of his cock seemed to drag her voice out into the humid night air.

She clenched hard around him, thighs trembling, her body already quaking with the force of another climax. Her hips jerked back against his, desperate to take every last inch, even as her brain screamed at her to stay quiet, to keep control.

“Ohhh fuck… oh godddd,” she whimpered, the words muffled into her arm as another orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy flooded, the wet squelch of his shaft sliding in and out now obscenely loud in the night.

From somewhere nearby came the unmistakable rhythm of another bed hitting a wall, followed by Katherine’s high, gasping moans. The sound twisted the knife deeper inside Lucy’s chest — her friend was being fucked too, Taylor clearly giving it to her without restraint. For one fleeting second Lucy felt almost normal, as though the world had turned inside out and this was simply what everyone did here — fucking someone else while their spouse slept a room away.

Marlon bent close to her ear, his deep voice rough and commanding. “Who’s better, Lucy? Your husband… or me?”

Her eyes squeezed shut, shame mixing with the rolling waves of pleasure. She wanted to lie, but her body wouldn’t let her. “You,” she gasped. “Oh god, you…”

His hips slammed into her again, harder. “And Taylor? Him or me?”

A sob tore out of her, half guilt, half ecstasy. “You. Fuck… you’re better…”

He growled, driving his cock even deeper. “Tell me, Lucy — does Richard make you cum?”

“Yes,” she panted quickly, almost instinctively, as if saying it would protect her marriage.

Marlon slowed his strokes, pressing deep, forcing the words to hang in the silence. “Not with his mouth. From fucking. From his cock inside you.”

Lucy’s whole body tensed. The truth sat heavy in her chest. She turned her face toward the rail, her voice a whisper, barely audible over the slap of his hips. “…No.”

Her admission broke something open inside her. Marlon gripped her hips tight, pulling her back hard onto his cock, and Lucy came again, harder than before, her muffled screams lost in the night air, drowned out only by the sound of Taylor still making Katherine cry out in ecstasy.

Lucy slumped against the railing, chest heaving, her skin slick with sweat and sea air. Her thighs still twitched from the last orgasm that had ripped through her body, and she thought for a moment she might finally collapse under the weight of it all. Marlon slowed just enough to let her catch her breath before grinding his cock back into her, making her whole body jolt.

Her eyes fluttered open, needing a distraction from the storm inside her, and that was when she froze. To her right, just beyond the dividing wall, Katherine was there. Standing on her own balcony, leaning out over the railing. Their eyes met through the narrow gap.

Lucy’s stomach dropped. Her lips parted in shock, heat flushing up her neck. Katherine’s red hair was messy, her skin glowing, her chest rising and falling with the same kind of exertion Lucy felt in her own body. And yet Katherine didn’t look horrified. She didn’t look angry. She just smiled — soft, knowing, like a woman who’d been there herself not long ago.

Lucy’s heart lurched. A sick twist of guilt churned in her chest, making her want to pull away from Marlon, to cover herself, to explain. But her body betrayed her again. Marlon’s cock shoved deep, hitting that place inside her that Richard never reached, and Lucy moaned — low, broken, helpless — her eyes still locked with Katherine’s.

The redhead didn’t look away. She bit her lip and kept watching, her expression equal parts curious and approving, like she understood exactly what was happening to Lucy — and why she couldn’t stop.

Lucy shook her head faintly, tears stinging the corners of her eyes. The guilt was unbearable, knowing Katherine was right there, seeing her like this. But her hips were still moving, grinding back into Marlon’s relentless thrusts. Every nerve in her body screamed for more, and even as her heart ached, her pussy clenched tighter, desperate not to let him go.

“Look at you,” Marlon grunted behind her, voice thick with satisfaction. “You don’t want me to stop, do you?”

Lucy tried to swallow the sob in her throat, but all that came out was a strangled, breathless whisper. “No… don’t stop.”

Katherine smiled wider at that, resting her chin on her folded arms atop the balcony rail, watching quietly as Lucy moaned and trembled through yet another climax she couldn’t deny. The guilt spread like fire in her chest, but her body had already chosen — and she knew she wasn’t going to stop.

Marlon’s grip on her hips tightened, his cock pistoning into her with a steady, brutal rhythm that made Lucy’s legs tremble against the balcony rail. The night air cooled her sweat-slick skin, but every thrust set her burning hotter, her body wound so tight she could hardly breathe.

She knew she should stop. Knew she should push back against his chest and tell him to pull out before it went too far. Richard was sleeping only a few feet away, her husband who loved her, who had trusted her. But every time the thought formed, Marlon’s cock speared deeper, stretching her, scratching that maddening itch inside her womb, and the words withered on her tongue.

Her knuckles whitened as she clung to the railing, her breasts swaying wildly with every thrust. Katherine was still just visible on the next balcony, chin resting on her folded arms, watching in silence with that faint, knowing smile. Lucy’s stomach twisted at the sight — guilt and humiliation knotting inside her — but it only seemed to fuel the heat between her thighs. Her pussy clenched down tighter, desperate, hungry, begging Marlon’s cock to stay buried inside her.

“Ohhh god… oh fuck… Marlon…” she whimpered, tears pricking her eyes. “I can’t… I can’t take it…”

“Yes, you can,” he growled in her ear, leaning over her, his chest pressing against her trembling back. “You don’t want me to stop. Say it.”

Lucy’s mouth opened, the protest on the tip of her tongue, but instead what came out was a broken moan. “Don’t stop. Please… don’t stop.”

Her body shook as another orgasm ripped through her, sharp and uncontrollable. She tried to bite her lip to silence herself, but a loud cry still broke free, echoing faintly across the courtyard below. Her pussy was soaked now, every thrust of his cock sliding in with a wet, obscene sound.

Marlon’s pace quickened, rougher, more desperate, and Lucy knew what was coming. Her heart hammered as she shook her head weakly. “No, you can’t… you can’t cum inside me…” But her hips betrayed her, grinding back against him harder, deeper, her nails scraping at the balcony rail.

His hands clamped down on her hips, holding her still. He let out a guttural moan, his cock swelling inside her, and then the first scorching jet of cum blasted into her womb. Lucy screamed, her whole body convulsing as the hot flood triggered the most violent orgasm she had ever felt.

Wave after wave hit her as he pumped more and more cum into her, her pussy milking him greedily, clenching down as if trying to drain his balls dry. “Yes! Oh fuck yes, give it to me!” she sobbed, tears streaking her cheeks. “All of it… I want all of it!”

Her legs locked around him, her body refusing to let him go, even as her mind screamed at her to stop. Every spurt filled her deeper, scratching that unbearable itch until it finally dissolved into sheer bliss.

By the time his cock stopped pulsing, Lucy was slumped forward over the balcony, gasping for breath, her thighs trembling, his cum dripping hot and heavy inside her. She knew she had crossed the final line — and she couldn’t even bring herself to regret it.

And then—

“Lucy.”

Her blood froze.


Chapter 10

The voice came from behind her, deep and familiar. She twisted, her heart hammering in her chest.

Richard stood in the doorway. Naked. His broad shoulders framed by the glow from the room behind him.

Her stomach dropped into ice. She was caught. Caught in the act, with Marlon still inside her.

“Richard—” she gasped, words tripping over themselves. “Oh my God, I— I don’t know what—”

But her husband wasn’t moving. He wasn’t shouting, or tearing her away, or hitting Marlon. He just stood there. His eyes were wild, unreadable. Shock, yes. Betrayal, yes. But something else too.

“Jesus, Lucy…” His voice cracked. “How could you?”

Her throat closed. She’d expected anger, maybe even hatred. But what she hadn’t expected—what made her pulse skip—was the way his cock was standing hard and heavy between his thighs.

Her heart thundered as she stared at it. A violent twitch ran through it, bouncing against his stomach. He wasn’t collapsing under the weight of what he was seeing. He was aroused.

Marlon chuckled low behind her, sliding out and letting his cum drip thick and hot down her thighs. “Looks like your husband’s enjoying the view,” he muttered, smacking her ass.

Lucy’s whole body burned with humiliation. She hung her head, trembling, tears stinging her eyes. “Richard, I’m so sorry,” she whispered. “I should have stopped it. I should have—”

“You let him fuck you,” Richard cut in, his voice sharp now. His fists curled tight at his sides. “You let him, Lucy. Right here, while I—” His voice broke, and he swallowed hard. “…while I was sleeping in the next room.”

The words were like knives, twisting inside her. Shame washed over her in thick waves. She wanted to curl up, to vanish, to plead forgiveness. But when she looked up at him again, his cock was still there. Still throbbing. Still betraying him.

And that’s when it hit her.

He was aroused.

Something inside her shifted. The fear, the guilt, the shame—suddenly, they weren’t crushing her anymore. They were fuel.

She pushed back against Marlon’s still-thick cock with a deliberate roll of her hips, moaning low in her throat. Richard flinched as if struck.

Her voice came out steady now, almost calm. Dangerous.

“Baby…” she breathed, her eyes locking onto his. “…why are you giving me such a hard time…” Her gaze flicked downward, lingering on his straining erection. “…when you’ve got a massive boner?”

The words hung in the air like a slap and a caress all at once.

Marlon’s cock gave a final lazy pulse inside her, then he pulled free with a wet slurp. The release of pressure made her body convulse, and a huge queef ripped out of her pussy, loud and obscene in the humid night air. Lucy gasped, mortified, her cheeks blazing with shame.

Marlon didn’t miss a beat. He smirked, dragged his zipper up over his still-slick shaft, and adjusted himself like he’d just finished taking a piss, not emptying himself inside another man’s wife. “Good luck with your mess, Miss Carter,” he muttered, already striding back through the open sliding door. Within seconds, he was gone, leaving the balcony heavy with the scent of sweat and cum.

Lucy’s legs trembled as she straightened, cum dribbling down the inside of her thighs. Her body was still humming, still reeling from the violent orgasms Marlon had wrung from her. She turned slowly, her eyes finding Richard in the doorway again.

He was still rock hard. Still staring at her with that broken, furious look.

Her heart lurched. She took a shaky step toward him, then another, her hand rising instinctively, almost pleadingly, to his chest. “Richard,” she whispered, her voice raw. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t— I couldn’t stop—”

She leaned up, lips parting, reaching to kiss him.

But his hand shot out, shoving her face away with a sharp slap of palm to cheek.

“Don’t you fucking touch me,” he snarled. His voice was low, trembling with rage—or was it something else? His eyes burned into hers. “You filthy slut. My wife. My fucking wife—out here, bent over like a whore, letting him cum inside you.”

Lucy flinched at the venom in his tone, tears springing hot in her eyes. “Richard—please—”

“Shut up.” He stepped closer, looming over her, his cock still thick and twitching against his stomach even as he spat the words. “I can still hear it. That noise you made when he shoved it in. You fucking loved it. Didn’t you?”

Lucy’s lips parted, trembling, caught between shame and the brutal truth. She wanted to deny it, but the memory of her screams—loud enough for the whole block to hear—burned in her chest.

Richard shook his head, disgust curling his lip. “God, listen to yourself. Look at yourself. Covered in his cum, dripping all over the floor. You’re nothing but a whore, Lucy.”

The word sliced into her, but beneath the sting, something darker stirred. He was raging, spitting venom at her—but his cock was betraying him, standing rigid, thick veins pulsing in the moonlight.

And that contradiction, that impossible tension between his fury and his arousal, lit a fuse deep inside her.

Lucy’s breath hitched, her tears streaking down her cheeks, but her eyes locked on his cock. Angry as he was, the truth was staring her right in the face—thick, red, and twitching, the head glistening with precum that gleamed in the moonlight.

Her lips curved into the faintest, most dangerous smile. “Why are you giving me such a hard time,” she whispered, her voice trembling but laced with defiance, “when you’ve got a massive boner, baby?”

Richard’s face twisted. “Don’t—” he started, his hand lifting to shove her away again.

But Lucy moved faster. She wrapped her fingers around his shaft, firm and deliberate, smearing that bead of precum over the crown with her thumb. His whole body jolted.

“Don’t what?” she murmured, stroking once, twice, slow and tight. “Don’t notice that you’re harder than you’ve been in years? Don’t notice you’re leaking while you call me a slut?”

“Stop,” he hissed again, but the word came strangled, caught between fury and the guttural moan building in his chest. His hand pressed against her shoulder, ready to push her away—but she twisted her wrist just so, rolling the sensitive head beneath her palm, and his grip faltered.

Lucy’s confidence surged. She stepped in close, pressing her cum-slick body against his chest, her hand pumping his cock with more purpose now, stroking him from base to tip, savoring every twitch beneath her fingers.

“You can hate me all you want,” she whispered against his lips, her breath hot and sweet with the taste of sex still lingering. “Call me a slut, a whore, anything you like… but don’t pretend you’re not loving this. Don’t pretend you weren’t watching us.”

His jaw clenched, his nostrils flared, but his hips betrayed him, thrusting faintly into her fist. Precum smeared across her knuckles now, warm and slippery.

“That’s it,” she breathed, squeezing harder, dragging her hand up the thick shaft and then back down in a slow, relentless rhythm. “That’s your cock telling me the truth, Richard. Not your mouth.”

His eyes squeezed shut, a growl rumbling low in his throat. His hand lifted again like he might still push her off—but instead it landed on her wrist, holding her there, as though anchoring himself to the pleasure flooding his body.

Lucy smiled through her tears, victorious. She tightened her grip and stroked him faster, her voice a husky moan. “That’s it, baby. Let me feel how hard you really are. Don’t fight it.”

Her hand worked him slowly, steadily, the precum slicking her strokes until his cock gleamed in her grip. Richard’s breath was ragged, his chest rising and falling, his face caught between rage and surrender.

Then his voice came low, trembling. “He was… bigger, wasn’t he?”

Lucy’s eyes flicked up to meet his. She didn’t stop stroking. Didn’t even hesitate. “Yes,” she whispered. “Much bigger.”

His jaw tightened, but his cock twitched violently in her hand.

“And…” He swallowed hard. “Did he fuck you better than me?”

Lucy’s lips parted. The truth poured out of her, shameful but unstoppable. “Yes, Richard. So much better. He stretched me… filled me in ways you never have.” She gave his cock a sharp tug, watching the mix of pain and ecstasy cross his face. “It hurt at first… but then it felt so fucking good.”

Richard groaned, half in despair, half in pure arousal.

“Did you cum?” he asked hoarsely. “From him?”

Lucy leaned closer, her voice dropping to a taunting whisper in his ear. “I came so hard I thought I was going to break in half. Again and again. He made me squirt, Richard.” Her hand pumped him faster now, her thumb rubbing over his swollen tip. “You’ve never done that to me.”

He squeezed his eyes shut, shaking his head like he could block it out, but his hips thrust helplessly into her fist.

Her smile was cruel, triumphant. “You want to know the worst part?” she whispered. “It was amazing to finally have a real vaginal orgasm again. After all these years of faking it with you…” She moaned softly, deliberately, right against his lips. “…to finally feel it for real, with him.”

Richard’s body jolted as though her words had struck him like a whip. His cock spasmed violently in her hand, and before he could stop it, he groaned and erupted, hot streams of cum shooting out, splattering across the balcony floor.

Lucy didn’t even flinch. She watched it happen, her eyes locked on his face, her hand still milking every last spurt out of him. He trembled and gasped, collapsing against the railing for support as she drained him dry.

When it was over, when his cum dripped down between the tiles, Lucy leaned in and kissed him, slow and lingering. Then she pulled back, smiling wickedly.

“See?” she murmured. “Even the truth makes you cum.”

Richard’s chest heaved, his skin glistening with sweat as he leaned against the railing. His cock, still swollen and slick from her hand, twitched feebly in the humid night air. His eyes looked lost, searching hers, desperate for something to hold on to.

His voice came out rough, broken. “So I don’t make you cum.”

Lucy froze, watching him. Then, slowly, her lips curled into a smile. Not a comforting smile. A knowing one. She stepped toward him, brushing his damp hair from his forehead like she might comfort a child. Her breath tickled his ear as she whispered, low and cruel, “Oh babe… of course you make me cum.”

His head turned sharply, hope flashing for a split second.

But Lucy let it hang only long enough to twist the knife. Her hand slid down his stomach and flicked his cock with her nails, playful, mocking. “Just not with your little willy.” She leaned back and locked eyes with him, savoring the way his expression cracked. “You make me cum with your mouth.”

Richard’s throat worked, but no words came. His cock, though, betrayed him — twitching violently, a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

Lucy shook her head, laughing softly under her breath. She turned away from him with the sway of her hips exaggerated, calculated. She lowered herself onto the lounger, the silk cushion cool beneath her back. Her breasts rose and fell with her steady, taunting breaths as she spread her legs wide.

Her pussy glistened in the moonlight, still stretched and swollen from Marlon’s brutal use. She dipped two fingers between her folds, moaning softly, deliberately, as her eyes locked on her husband.

“Well?” she breathed, her voice dripping with challenge. “What are you waiting for?”

Richard’s face contorted — shame, fury, desire, all crashing together — and yet his cock stood hard, straining toward her, precum leaking down his shaft.

And then came the sound.

A low murmur, deep and smooth, carried across the night air from the balcony next door. Marlon’s voice. “Mm, yeah… just like that, Katherine. Take it all.”

Lucy’s heart skipped. She tilted her head toward the wall, the thin divider no match for the obscenity of what was happening only feet away.

Another voice followed. Taylor. Laughing, breathless. “Holy fuck, babe, you look unreal.”

Then it hit — the wet, filthy sounds of Katherine choking on cock. Sloppy, gagging, messy sucks, punctuated by her muffled moans. It was unmistakable — the eager, desperate mouth of a woman lost to lust. And from the sound, she wasn’t sucking one cock. She was worshipping two.

Richard stiffened. His head snapped toward the wall, eyes wide with disbelief.

Lucy didn’t look away from him. She watched the exact moment it hit him, the exact moment Katherine’s muffled gags and Marlon’s dark laughter sank in. She waited until his mouth parted in shock before she spoke.

Her voice cut through the night like a blade. “That’s your sweet little redhead, babe. On her knees. Taking them both. Listen to her.”

Katherine gagged again, then moaned, and the wet slurping quickened.

Lucy smiled, cruel and beautiful, and slid her fingers through her folds, spreading herself open for him. “And look at me,” she whispered. “Look at your wife. Wide open. Waiting.”

Richard turned back toward her. His face was flushed, sweat dripping down his temples. His cock was rock-hard now, bobbing against his stomach.

Lucy tilted her head, her eyes glinting. “Well? What’s it going to be?”

He swallowed hard, his Adam’s apple jumping.

Her voice sharpened, merciless. “Are you going to stand there and be the little dick loser who doesn’t make his wife cum…” She spread herself wider, dipping two fingers inside and moaning theatrically as Katherine’s muffled slurps grew louder. “…or are you going to do what you need to do, and make her cum?”

The night was alive with sound — the ocean’s hiss, Katherine’s gagging moans, Marlon’s deep laugh, Taylor’s breathless praise. And in the center of it all, Richard stood trembling, staring at his wife’s swollen, dripping pussy, spread and waiting, knowing the choice wasn’t really his at all.

Richard’s knees buckled first. Maybe from the weight of the moment, maybe from the ache in his cock, maybe from the raw humiliation — but he crumpled down in front of the lounger, staring at Lucy’s glistening pussy spread wide for him.

Her folds were swollen, stretched, leaking with Marlon’s cum. The smell was sharp, musky, inescapable. He gagged once just at the sight, his hand clenching against his thigh.

Lucy smirked, resting one hand on her breast while the other lazily spread her pussy lips wider for him. “That’s it, baby,” she purred. “On your knees where you belong.”

Richard looked up at her, torn between rage and desperation, but his cock was still twitching, still dripping precum onto the tiles.

Lucy tilted her head, her voice sharpening into a cruel tease. “Oh, don’t give me that look. You’ve been begging me to swallow your cum for years. Now it’s your turn to set an example.”

His face twisted, but when she guided his head closer with her hand on the back of his hair, he didn’t pull away. The first lick was clumsy, tentative. His tongue brushed her slit, and the salty, bitter taste of Marlon’s cum exploded on his tongue. He gagged hard, jerking back.

“Uh-uh,” Lucy scolded, grabbing his hair and forcing his face back between her thighs. “No pulling out. You think Marlon pulled out?” She thrust her hips up into his mouth, smearing his lips with the mess dripping from her. “No, baby. He filled me. Now you’re going to taste all of it.”

Richard whimpered, but his tongue began to move again — slow at first, then faster as she rocked against his face. Each flick of his tongue dragged more of the slick taste into his mouth, and he shuddered in humiliation.

Lucy threw her head back, moaning loud enough that it seemed to echo off the walls. “Oh my god, yes. That’s it. Lick your wife’s pussy. Lick his cum out of me. Make me cum, baby.”

And then, from next door, Katherine’s muffled voice cut through the night. “Oh my god, yes, fuck, deeper, give me both!” The unmistakable sound of her gagging around two cocks filled the air, followed by Taylor’s breathless encouragement. “Fuck, babe, you’re taking them both. That’s so hot.”

Richard groaned into Lucy’s pussy, his humiliation compounded by the noise of his friend’s wife being spit-roasted only feet away.

Lucy bucked harder into his mouth, grinding her swollen clit against his tongue. “Hear that?” she panted. “She’s choking on two cocks. And my husband can’t even make me cum with his dick.”

Richard’s tongue moved faster, frantic, desperate. His hands clutched her thighs like a drowning man holding onto driftwood.

Lucy’s moans grew ragged, broken, her body trembling. “Yes! Oh god, yes, don’t stop. Right there, baby, right there.” Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, ripping through her body. She screamed, her voice carrying into the night, mixing with Katherine’s own cries from the next balcony.

“OH FUCK, I’M CUMMING!” Katherine wailed, her voice muffled and wet.

Taylor’s voice followed, guttural and raw. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum—fuck, babe, swallow it!”

And then Marlon’s deep, thunderous groan joined them. “Take it all, white girl. Fucking take it.”

Lucy was cumming too, harder than ever before. Her thighs squeezed Richard’s head, grinding his face into the flood pouring from her pussy. “YES, OH FUCK, I’M CUMMING! EAT IT, BABY! EAT IT ALL!”

Richard gagged as her orgasm forced another gush of Marlon’s cum into his mouth, but he kept licking, kept swallowing, driven by the desperate need to prove himself even as tears stung his eyes.

Lucy finally collapsed back against the lounger, her chest heaving, her body glowing with sweat and aftershocks. She looked down at her husband — face wet, lips glistening, eyes red — and smiled cruelly.

“Good boy,” she whispered, stroking his hair. “That’s how you make your wife cum.”

Richard’s face was still wet from Lucy’s orgasm when he staggered to his feet. His cock stood stiff and angry, precum glistening at the tip. His chest rose and fell with the ragged breath of a man strung out between lust, humiliation, and something darker.

Lucy, still trembling from her climax, wiped her thighs with her fingers and looked over her shoulder at him. The smirk that curved her lips was equal parts cruel and seductive. “Still hard?” she teased. Her hand reached back and brushed his cock, smearing his precum with her thumb. “Guess licking my pussy didn’t take the edge off, huh?”

Richard growled, something primal taking over. He grabbed her by the hips, spun her around, and forced her chest against the balcony railing. Lucy gasped as the cool iron pressed into her breasts, her nipples scraping against the paint.

Then he was inside her.

There was no buildup, no tenderness. He drove his cock into her dripping cunt with one rough thrust, groaning as her swollen lips clamped down around him. Lucy clenched her teeth, biting back a laugh. He felt so small compared to what had been inside her only hours ago — Marlon had stretched her, ruined her, filled her so completely that Richard now felt like little more than a toy. But the act, the sheer desperation behind it, still sent a perverse thrill up her spine.

She braced herself on the railing, her knuckles whitening as she met his thrusts. “Yes, baby,” she whispered through gritted teeth. “Fuck your slut wife. Show me you’re still a man.”

Richard groaned behind her, slamming harder, sweat dripping from his brow onto her back. His hands dug into her hips, holding her in place as his thrusts became more frantic, more needy. “You like this, don’t you? You fucking like this,” he panted, his voice raw.

And then Lucy made the mistake of looking right.

Her stomach dropped.

Just beyond the dividing wall of the balcony, in the dim wash of moonlight, Katherine was there. Naked. Leaning over her own railing, pale skin glowing in the night, freckles standing out against her flushed body. Her red hair was a tangled halo around her shoulders. And behind her — towering, dark, relentless — was Marlon.

Lucy’s breath caught in her throat. Marlon’s massive hand was tangled in Katherine’s ginger hair, holding her steady as his hips drove forward, his cock disappearing inside her with brutal, steady thrusts.

Their eyes met.

Katherine’s lips parted, a shaky, guilty smile curling across her face even as her breasts bounced with every stroke. Lucy’s chest heaved, her own lips curling into a helpless smile in return, her eyes glassy with shame and arousal.

Richard groaned, slamming harder into her, oblivious to the exchange. “You’re mine, Lucy. You’re my fucking wife,” he grunted, his cock twitching inside her. He misread her shiver, thought it was for him. He had no idea.

Lucy couldn’t look away. She was transfixed by the sight of Katherine — her friend, her rival, her lover — surrendering to the same black cock that had just destroyed her hours earlier. The sound of Marlon’s deep, guttural grunts carried over the rail, followed by Katherine’s breathless cries.

“Oh god… oh fuck… yes… yes, don’t stop!” Katherine’s voice cut through the night air, trembling with raw pleasure. Her hands clawed at the railing as Marlon slammed into her harder, his dark muscles rippling under the moonlight.

Lucy’s pussy clenched desperately around Richard, but it wasn’t from him. She could practically feel Marlon’s thickness inside her again, just by watching.

Richard’s breath hitched. His rhythm faltered. He was close. “You…you love it, don’t you?” he panted, his cock jerking inside her. “Tell me…tell me you love it!”

Lucy bit her lip so hard she almost drew blood, her eyes never leaving Katherine’s face. Marlon grunted low and deep, the sound vibrating through the air. Katherine cried out, her whole body convulsing against the railing.

“Oh fuck—YESSS! I’M CUMMING!” Katherine screamed, her legs trembling as her orgasm ripped through her.

Lucy’s nails dug into the balcony rail, her knuckles white. The sound of Katherine’s climax was like a knife twisting inside her chest. Her own pussy throbbed, desperate, empty, unsatisfied.

Marlon growled, hips slamming flush against Katherine’s ass. Lucy knew that sound. She knew that moment. He was cumming in her.

Katherine’s body shook violently as she moaned through the aftershocks, Marlon’s groans blending with her cries. Lucy could almost see it — hot cum flooding into her friend’s womb, filling her the same way it had filled Lucy earlier.

And that’s when Richard broke.

With a guttural, strangled moan, his body convulsed against her back. His cock jerked inside her, spilling his load in weak, spurting bursts. He groaned into her ear, sagging against her body, his weight heavy, his release pitiful compared to the roar of pleasure echoing from the balcony next door.

Lucy clenched her jaw, her eyes squeezed shut. Richard’s cock twitched uselessly inside her, pumping what little cum he had left into her already overflowing pussy.

But she wasn’t cumming.

Not even close.

Richard collapsed against her back, panting, spent. Next door, Katherine slumped forward over her railing, Marlon still holding her hair, his dark chest rising and falling with satisfied breaths.

Lucy stayed bent over her own railing, chest heaving, her pussy still clenching and aching. She was unsatisfied, unfulfilled, raw with need.

Her eyes met Katherine’s one last time across the gap. Katherine’s lips parted in a dazed, blissful smile, her freckles glowing, her skin flushed with satisfaction.

Lucy felt the sting of tears prick her eyes as a hollow ache gnawed at her chest.

Richard had cum. Katherine had cum. Marlon had cum.

And she — she was still waiting.

Richard pulled out of her, his cock softening as he stumbled back, and Lucy straightened slowly, tugging her dress back down over her swollen body. The balcony rail was damp with her sweat, and her legs trembled from the strain of holding herself up. She could still hear Katherine’s muffled cries next door, each one a cruel reminder of just how unfinished she felt inside.

Neither she nor Richard said a word as they stepped back into the room. The air-conditioning hummed softly, a sharp contrast to the hot, frenzied silence between them. Richard peeled back the sheets and climbed into bed, still breathing heavily, and Lucy followed, her skin sticky, her chest flushed, her body sore in the best and worst ways.

They lay on their sides, facing each other. For a moment, Lucy thought he might start shouting again, might demand answers she didn’t know how to give. But he only reached out, hesitantly, and pulled her against his chest. His arms wrapped around her, and she let herself sink into him, her head resting beneath his chin.

It was awkward, unbearably so. His cock pressed against her hip, still damp from the mess they had made, and she could feel his heartbeat racing far too fast for someone who had supposedly just emptied himself. She wanted to tell him she was sorry. She wanted to tell him she didn’t regret it. She wanted to confess that she had never felt more alive, even as shame burned in her gut.

But the words wouldn’t come.

Richard’s hand moved idly up and down her back, a nervous gesture that felt more like apology than affection. His lips brushed her hair, then stopped, as though he’d thought better of it. She could feel the embarrassment radiating off him — not just because of what she’d done, but because of how hard he’d gotten watching. Because he’d wanted it, too.

In the silence, Katherine’s voice carried faintly through the wall. Soft moans at first, then louder, more insistent, until they rose into a breathless cry of release. Richard shifted uncomfortably, and Lucy squeezed her eyes shut, her own pussy aching at the sound.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered into the darkness. “We’ll talk tomorrow.”

Richard exhaled shakily, relief and dread tangled together in his breath. “Tomorrow,” he agreed.

And so they lay there, tangled in each other’s arms, listening helplessly as the bed next door creaked and Katherine’s pleasure echoed into the night.

Eventually, sleep claimed them — awkward, unsettled, and heavy with the promise of tomorrow.


Epilogue

Morning light slipped through the thin curtains, casting soft stripes of gold across the tangled sheets. Lucy stirred first, her head still heavy, her thighs still tender. For a long moment, she lay quietly against Richard’s chest, listening to the slow rhythm of his breathing. But the silence between them felt louder than any sound.

When he opened his eyes, she saw the hesitation in them immediately. He didn’t pull away, but he didn’t pull her closer either. That ache in her chest grew heavier.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, breaking the silence. Her voice cracked, honest, small. “For last night. For all of it.”

Richard exhaled slowly, staring at the ceiling. “I should be the one apologizing. I haven’t…taken care of you. Not the way I should. I let things get this far because I wasn’t enough.”

Lucy shifted, propping herself on her elbow so she could look at him properly. “Don’t you dare say that. You are enough. You’re my husband. I love you.” Her hand cupped his cheek, forcing his eyes to hers. “Yes, I did things I shouldn’t have. But last night—when you went down on me? Richard, I’ve never cum like that before in my life.”

That got his attention. His eyes flicked back to hers, searching, wounded but hopeful.

Lucy leaned down and kissed him softly, then trailed her lips lower, down his chest, down his stomach. By the time she slid beneath the covers, his cock was already swelling in her hand. She took him into her mouth slowly, purposefully, feeling his hips tense in surprise.

“Lucy…” he breathed, voice thick, eyes closing.

She sucked him deeper, her tongue circling the ridge, her lips sliding all the way down until she felt him press the back of her throat. His hand found her hair instinctively. She pulled back just enough to look up at him, her mouth still stroking him, and whispered around the head of his cock, “I’m yours. From now on. I’ll never do anything like that again.”

Richard groaned, his hips twitching. He didn’t answer.

Lucy’s lips curved in a knowing smile. She pulled her mouth off his cock with a wet pop, stroking him with her hand, holding him right on the edge. “Unless…” she teased, her voice husky, “you want me to.”

His groan was louder this time, torn between protest and desperate arousal.

“Do you?” she pressed, stroking him tighter, slowing the rhythm to torture him. “Do you want to see it again?”

His head fell back against the pillow, his chest heaving.

“Say it,” Lucy urged, licking along the shaft before swallowing him again. She pulled off with a slick gasp. “Do you want to see me suck a big black cock again?”

“Yes,” he finally gasped, broken, shuddering.

That was all it took. Lucy slid him back into her mouth and sucked him hard and fast, her cheeks hollowing as she drained him. He erupted with a guttural groan, pumping into her throat, and she swallowed every drop without hesitation.

Richard stared down at her in disbelief as she licked her lips. “You swallowed?” he said, stunned.

Lucy smirked, wiping the corner of her mouth with her thumb. “Well, if I expect you to lick my pussy when it’s full of cum, the least I can do is finish a blowjob properly.”

Richard let out a half-laugh, half-groan, collapsing back into the pillow, utterly undone.

Hours later, they were buckled into their seats on the plane, the engines humming, waiting for clearance to taxi. Lucy leaned against the window, watching the ground crew outside. One of them caught her eye—a tall black man in coveralls, his sleeves rolled up, his broad frame obvious even at a distance. She followed the swing of his stride, the bulge in his trousers impossible to miss.

Her nipples hardened instantly beneath her blouse. Her pussy clenched, and she felt herself start to drip. She shifted in her seat, biting her lip, pretending to adjust her seatbelt as Richard rested drowsily beside her.

Her body still itched. And she knew, deep down, this was only the beginning.
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