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Chapter 1

The first thing Lena noticed when they stepped onto the resort grounds was the breeze. Warm, salty, just enough to kiss her skin and remind her she was somewhere dangerous. Somewhere designed for indulgence.

She squeezed Mark’s hand. Twelve years married. Longer than most. And here they were once again, standing on the sun-bleached planks of a private beach retreat, the weight of anticipation thick between them.

Mark put their bags down, taking it all in. He was tall, broad, and had just the right amount of silver in his beard.

He turned to Lena, his sharp, assessing eyes drinking her in. The white sundress. The deep tan. The way she never wore a bra at resorts like this.

“You feel it, don’t you?” he said.

Lena didn’t answer right away. She let the silence linger. Instead, she moved closer, pressed up against him, letting his body feel exactly how much she felt it.

She smirked.

“You know it babe. I always feel it.”

They’d been coming here for years. Not every year, but often enough. And always for the same reason.

This wasn’t some blatant swingers’ resort. Not exactly. There were no designated play areas, no over-the-top, try-hard hedonism. No cheap buffets packed with sloppy couples and forced flirtation.

This place was elegance and discretion. The kind of place where things happened. But if and only if you knew how to play the game.

And Mark and Lena? They knew the rules by heart:

●           Oceanfront villas, separated enough for privacy but not isolation.

●           A bar where eye contact meant everything.

●           A beach that sparkled in the moonlight, perfect for stolen moments that felt forbidden even when they weren’t.

This was their sanctuary. And this trip? This trip would be different.

Mark had hinted at it for months. Something new. Something they’d never done before. A new way to push things further.

Lena wasn’t sure how far they had left to go. They’d done it all. The flirting, the teasing, the seductions and secret rendezvous. She’d spent more nights tangled in strangers’ sheets than she could count but always with Mark’s blessing. Always with his hunger and encouragement driving her forward.

So what could possibly be next? She had a guess, but she didn’t want to be disappointed.

She glanced at him now, watching the way he watched her. The way he always did. Possessive. Adoring. Calculating.

“What’s your plan?” she asked finally.

Mark reached for her, traced a slow, lazy line along her collarbone. A promise. A warning.

“This time,” he said, voice low, “you’ll just have to wait and see.”

Lena’s pulse jumped.

Mark smiled. Because he knew exactly what that did to her.

“I’ll do my best,” Lena said, teasing a breath into Mark’s ear before slipping out of his grasp. She tossed a glance over her shoulder, just enough to catch his crooked grin, and then she was off, sandals clicking against the planks as she headed toward the reception hut to check in.

…

Their villa was perched on a small dune, surrounded by whispering palms and the gentle cadence of waves. Inside, the air was cool and sweet with the scent of hibiscus. Light spilled in through wide glass doors, caressing soft angles of bleached wood and cloud-like linens.

Lena dropped her bag near the entrance and moved to the terrace. She leaned against the railing, watching Mark approach from a distance. He walked like he always did here, like he owned everything his gaze touched. That always drove her wild. She loved that about him. Somewhere beneath her skin, Lena felt herself begin to unravel.

“Lovely as ever,” Mark said as he joined her, eyes sweeping over the view before settling back on her face.

“Maybe even better,” Lena replied.

He pulled her close again, claiming her mouth with a kiss that tasted like salt and sun and promises yet to be made. Lena melted into it for a moment before catching herself and pulling away with a playful shove.

“I’m going for a swim,” she said. “And I’m going to pretend I don’t care what you have planned.”

Mark laughed, a deep sound that rumbled like a summer thunderstorm off in the distance.

“Good luck with that,” he shot back, watching her as she slipped off her dress and left it fluttering over a chair.

What Lena didn’t know was this: Mark had planned something big. Huge in fact. It was something Lena had always wanted but never gotten the chance to experience.


Chapter 2

The sun dipped lower, casting the beach in a warm, golden haze. Lena drifted on her back, letting the tide tug at her body.

The water was soft and alive, lapping at her skin like the tongues of her past, extra-curious lovers.

She squinted up at the sky, trying to let her mind go blank. Trying not to wonder what Mark was plotting.

They’d played games before. He’d set up encounters, orchestrated their desires with precision that left her breathless. But this time he was holding his cards close, and it thrilled her – almost as much as it unnerved her. What could it be?

Mark watched her, a wry smile on his face. He was pretty sure she was going to flip. She was going to love it.

They’d had a lot of adventures in this lifestyle together. Many wild nights. Trips to various clubs all around the globe. They’d shared a lot. And simply put: Mark had watched his wife take a lot of dick. A lot.

But never a BBC.

He knew it was a thing for her. A fantasy she’d hinted at, but never chased. Maybe because he hadn’t pushed. Maybe because they both thought it was something better left unexplored. But this time, Mark had decided: why not go all the way? Why not give her the one thing she hadn’t had?

He glanced back up the beach and saw her coming out of the water. She moved like the former dancer she was, all fluid lines and careless grace. Her hair clung to her shoulders, and when she got close enough, he could see the tiny goosebumps on her arms.

“Cold?” he asked.

“Excited,” she shot back, wrapping a towel around herself. “What’s first? Dinner at the bar?”

“Something like that,” Mark said, trying to play it coy. He’d planned it all out. Found the guy and booked his accommodations at the resort. Airfare and everything. He had gotten there before they arrived and was already waiting to pounce on the lovely Lena as soon as Mark gave him the signal.

Lena caught the gleam in Mark’s eyes as they headed to the villa to freshen up. He was enjoying this, the anticipation. And she was too, though it drove her crazy. The not-knowing. The wondering. But that was part of the thrill, wasn’t it? The delicious torment of uncertainty.

They dressed for dinner – Lena in a low-cut, emerald dress that played off her skin and Mark’s imagination.

He couldn’t stop staring as they made their way to the bar, his hand resting possessively on the small of her back.

The bar was dimly lit, with candles flickering on tables and soft music that hummed just beneath conversation. Couples nestled close together, some already catching Lena’s eye with lingering looks.

Mark ordered drinks while Lena scanned the room, searching every face for a hint of Mark’s scheme.

A couple near the window seemed interested; they whispered and smiled at Lena in a way that promised possibilities. But there was also a man at the far end of the bar - tall, with deep brown skin and eyes that captured hers with an intensity that sent a shiver through her body.

She let her gaze linger on him a moment too long. He smirked, like he knew something she didn’t.

The server brought their drinks – a mojito for Lena and an Old Fashioned for Mark – and Lena leaned in close enough to feel Mark’s breath catch.

“Are you going to tell me?” she asked.

“No,” he said simply, but his eyes betrayed his excitement.

Lena took a sip of her drink, letting its cool sweetness spread through her before glancing back toward the tall man at the bar. He was still watching her, a quiet confidence in his posture. She felt a jolt in her stomach, a recognition that she couldn’t yet name.

Mark saw where she was looking and grinned.

“Curious?”

“Maybe,” Lena said, feigning nonchalance. But inside, something was heating up, unfurling like a long-held secret.

“Let’s eat first,” Mark suggested. “There will be time enough for all that. Let’s make sure we have some energy to sustain us, huh?”

He slid a menu across the table to Lena.

She pretended to study it, but her mind was elsewhere. It danced around the evening, around the man at the bar who still held her in his gaze. She felt Mark’s eyes on her too, amused and knowing.

They ordered: grilled lobster, mango salad, and a bottle of chilled white wine. Lena tried to focus on the food, on Mark’s easy conversation, but the anticipation was electric, sparking between them with every look.

“You’re not going to make me wait all night, are you?” Lena asked, setting down her fork with a playful pout.

“Impatient much?” Mark teased, but he was already glancing toward the bar. The man nodded back at him subtly – a pact sealed.

Lena’s heart fluttered and nearly skipped a beat as Mark stood up and offered her his hand.

“Come on,” he said. “I think it’s time for your surprise.”

She followed him through the softly lit room, feeling eyes on them from all directions. But she only cared about one pair – the ones waiting for them at the end of the bar.

“Lena,” Mark said when they reached him. “This is Daniel.”

Daniel didn’t miss a beat; he took Lena’s hand and brought it to his lips. They were warm and firm against her skin.

“I’ve heard a lot about you,” he said in a voice as smooth as velvet.

Lena blushed and glanced at Mark. “All good things, I hope.”

“Only good things, of course,” Daniel replied. He released her hand slowly, reluctantly.

The three of them stepped outside into the balmy evening.


Chapter 3

The air was thick with salt and heat and promise. Lena’s heart thudded an impatient rhythm. Mark had truly outdone himself this time.

They walked along the beach, the surf a whisper against their feet. The resort glowed behind them like a distant constellation, leaving the three of them in a world all their own.

“So,” Daniel said, falling into step beside Lena. “Mark tells me you’ve never been with a black man before.”

Lena glanced at Mark, her lips curving in a playful smile.

“No, never got the chance.”

“Well, that’s a shame,” Daniel said. “But at least we can do something about that tonight.”

Mark slipped his arm around Lena’s waist.

“I thought it was about time,” he said. “And what better setting?”

“I couldn’t agree more,” she said and kissed him on the lips.

The sand beneath them shifted from dry and warm to cool and damp as they neared the water’s edge. Moonlight dusted the waves in silver, and Lena felt lightheaded, as if she were floating between dreams.

“Where are we going?” she asked breathlessly.

“Just a bit further,” Mark promised.

Ahead of them, a cabana stood nestled among the dunes, its white curtains fluttering like ghostly wings in the breeze. It looked secluded, intimate – the perfect place for what Mark had planned.

Lena’s pulse quickened as they approached. She could feel Daniel’s presence beside her, magnetic and charged. The air between them seemed to crackle with potential.

Mark paused outside the cabana, turning to face Lena. His eyes were dark with excitement, with love, with something more primal that made Lena tremble inside.

“You ready?” he asked softly.

Lena nodded, her voice caught somewhere between fear and longing and thrill.

He kissed her then – deeply, possessively – before stepping aside to let Daniel take his place.

Daniel’s lips were different, not better, not worse. Just different. He kissed her like he wanted to taste every part of her, to savor each moment as it unfolded. Lena’s head spun, and she wasn’t sure if she was breathing. She didn’t care.

The curtains billowed around them as Mark led the way inside, switching on a small lamp that bathed the room in soft, amber light. A bottle of champagne rested in an ice bucket beside the bed, two glasses waiting.

Lena stood between them, breathless and trembling with anticipation.

“Is this what you hoped for?” Mark asked as he slipped the straps of her dress from her shoulders.

“It’s more,” Lena said, letting the dress fall to the floor.

She felt Daniel’s eyes on her body and a thrill shot through her like nothing she’d ever experienced.

Mark tugged off his shirt, then moved behind Lena, his hands exploring her skin as Daniel came closer. It was all surreal – a fantasy made real – and Lena could barely fathom it.

Daniel pulled his own shirt over his head and Lena reached out to touch him, tracing the lines of his chest with curious fingers. He was warm and solid like chiseled molten rock.

She caught Mark watching her face closely, gauging her reaction, and she smiled at him – a wicked, lustful smile that seemed to turn his own fire up.

Lena and Daniel moved together toward the bed, a tangle of limbs and lips and unbridled lust. Time blurred; everything did.


Chapter 4

Mark pulled up a chair in the sand and sat down.

“Aren’t you joining us?” Lena asked.

“I think I’ll just watch for now,” Mark said, “I don’t want to miss anything.”

Lena shivered, even though it was warm out. Daniel kissed her neck, his lips trailing fire over her skin. It sent a thrill through her, and she leaned back against him.

Mark poured himself a glass of champagne and settled in, eyes never leaving them. Lena felt the weight of his gaze, felt it almost like a touch on her shoulder. It sent chills all over her body.

Daniel’s hands were everywhere, mapping her body with expert precision. Lena gasped as he moved lower, his breath hot against her chest. Her body arched toward him instinctively, each new sensation sparking through her like a live wire.

She glanced at Mark, saw the hunger in his eyes as he watched them entwined on the bed. It drove her wild, knowing he wanted this as much as she did.

Daniel paused to look at her, his expression intense and full of promise.

“You ready?” he asked, his voice low and deep.

“God, yes,” Lena breathed. She ran her fingers through his hair and pulled him back to her. She could feel him smiling against her skin.

His mouth moved over her stomach, teasing and relentless. Lena writhed beneath him, overwhelmed by the sheer urgency of it all. She’d never felt anything like it – like she might come apart from wanting so much.

Mark shifted in his chair, the sand crunching softly beneath him. Lena caught his eye again and knew he was loving every moment of this.

She tugged at Daniel’s waistband with eager fingers, freeing him from his jeans. He was huge – everything about him was – and Lena’s pulse raced to impossible speeds.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, “such a big, black cock you have…”

Daniel smiled wickedly.

“You like it?” he asked.

“Yes,” Lena panted. “I love it.”

“Would you like to taste it?” he asked.

“I think she would, wouldn’t you, babe?” Mark interjected.

“Yes,” she said, her voice a shaky moan. “I want it.”

Daniel shifted onto his back, pulling Lena on top of him. She took him into her mouth, inch by inch, savoring the feel of him, the size of him. He groaned low in his throat, a sound that made her shiver with desire and lust and longing.

Her lips and tongue worked their way along Daniel’s shaft, relentless and eager. She focused on his reactions, every twitch and sigh and groan spurring her on. His hands tangled in her hair, guiding her with aching patience.

“Fuck,” Daniel growled, his voice rough with need. “You’re amazing.”

Lena smiled and took him deeper, feeling bold and wild and wicked.

“Look at you go,” Mark said from his chair, his voice tight with excitement. “You’re incredible.”

Lena glanced up to see him stroking himself through his shorts, watching them with rapt attention. It sent a thrill through her to know he was enjoying this so much.

She turned her focus back to Daniel, working him harder and faster until he was panting beneath her.

“Slow down, slow down, you’re gonna make me cum too fast” Daniel said with a breathless smile, pulling her up to meet his lips. He kissed her deeply before flipping her onto her back.

He hovered over her, a wicked grin stretching across his face.

Lena gasped as Daniel slid inside her – it was like nothing she’d ever felt before – stretching and filling her completely. She clawed at his back, overwhelmed by the size and girth of him. Her breath came in ragged bursts, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge.

Mark’s voice reached her through the haze.

“God, you look amazing,” he said, his words dripping with lust.

She turned her head to see him watching intently, his own desire plainly visible. It made her feel powerful and wanton and free.

Daniel set a relentless pace, driving into her with a rhythm that made Lena gasp and writhe beneath him. He filled her so completely she thought she might shatter from it.

“Jesus,” Daniel groaned. “You’re so damn tight.”

Lena could only moan in response, each stroke taking her higher and higher.

Daniel took her hands in his, pinning them above her head as he thrust harder, deeper. Lena cried out, lost in the pounding rhythm of his body against hers.

Mark stood, moving closer to the bed. He watched them from just a few feet away, his gaze burning into Lena’s skin. She shivered under its intensity.

She arched toward Daniel desperately, feeling the pressure build inside her to a breaking point. He held nothing back – pushing and grinding until she was right at the precipice.

“Come on, babe,” Mark urged. “Let me see you come.”

Lena shattered then, her back arching off the bed as waves of pleasure crashed through her like an electric storm. She screamed Daniel’s name; screamed Mark’s; caught somewhere between delirium and ecstasy.

Her muscles clenched around Daniel like a vise as she came again and again, dragging him over the edge.

He thrust into her with a ragged groan, filling her completely until he shuddered and spilled inside her.

Lena went limp beneath him, her whole body thrumming from the aftershocks. She turned her head to see Mark still watching them, his eyes dark with desire.


Chapter 5

Daniel eased out of her slowly, rolling onto his side. He was breathing hard but smiling – looking at Lena like she was his personal sex object. She loved that feeling.

Mark slipped out of his shorts and moved onto the bed. Lena’s pulse leapt in anticipation as he stretched out beside her.

She pulled him close, kissing him with fierce urgency. His hands roamed over her skin; she could feel how worked up he was, how much watching had affected him.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured against her mouth. “Seeing you with him – my goodness.”

Lena moaned as he pressed against her, hard and ready. She could still feel Daniel’s warmth inside her as Mark slid into her with a smooth, practiced stroke.

“Oh god,” she gasped. It was almost too much – too many amazing sensations at once – but she loved it.

Mark set a steady rhythm, moving in and out of her with sure, practiced precision. Lena wrapped her legs around him, nails digging into his shoulders. Every nerve ending was on fire.

Daniel watched them through dark eyes, still recovering but clearly eager for more.

Lena pulled Mark closer, losing herself in the feel of him. The combination of Mark inside her and Daniel now watching them was intoxicating, overwhelming.

“Oh god,” she gasped again, raising her hips to meet Mark’s thrusts. “Oh my god.”

Mark was relentless, driving into her with the same urgency he’d watched with earlier. She could see how much he’d wanted this, his skin slick with sweat as he moved above her.

“You feel so damn good,” he groaned, his voice full of wanting.

Daniel shifted next to them, his hand finding Lena’s breast. He pinched her nipple lightly, a wicked grin on his face as Lena cried out beneath them both.

Lena turned to Daniel, seeking his mouth with hers as Mark took her. He kissed her deeply, his tongue matching the rhythm of Mark’s thrusts.

Lena moaned against Daniel’s lips, overwhelmed again and again by everything – by Mark inside her and Daniel beside her and the way it all seemed to blur together into one wild tangle of heat and pleasure.

“Fuck,” Mark muttered through gritted teeth. “I’m gonna come.”

He drove into her with a ragged groan, filling her completely before pulling out and finishing his last spurts over Lena’s stomach.

She cried out at the sudden emptiness inside her, reaching for him desperately.

Daniel laughed and pulled Lena on top of him once more.

“You want more?” he teased.

“Yes,” Lena whispered. “Give me more of that big, beautiful black cock of yours…”

Daniel slid into her again, filling her inch by inch until she was moaning and gasping beneath him.

Mark watched them hungrily, catching his breath. He ran a finger through the mess on Lena’s stomach, tracing a line to where Daniel was buried deep inside her.

Lena bucked against Daniel, crazed with need.

“Fuck me,” she demanded.

He obliged with a rough thrust that made her whole body arch off the bed.

“Whatever you want, babe.”

She could barely get the words out between moans.

“Harder! Please!”

Daniel picked up the pace, his breath hot against her ear as he pounded into her. She felt every stroke like an electric shock, the pressure building inside her again – relentless, blinding.

“Look at you,” Mark said, kneeling beside them and stroking himself back to life. “Such a fucking slut.”

“Yeah, I’m such a fucking slut,” Lena cried. “You like that don’t you baby?”

She turned to him, eyes glazed with lust. Daniel was driving into her so hard it bordered on savage. She loved Mark more than she could ever express for giving her this experience.

“Come here,” she gasped at Mark.

He moved closer and she pulled him to her mouth, sucking him between ragged breaths as Daniel thrust wildly. Her lips and tongue worked in rhythm with her hips; Mark groaned and tangled a hand in her hair.

“Oh god,” Daniel growled. “You’re gonna make me come so hard again. This pussy is like velvet.”

“Yeah, fill her up again,” Mark said with a wicked grin. His lewd comment sent Lena crashing over the edge once more.

She screamed around Mark’s cock as wave after wave hit her with shattering force, her whole body clenching around Daniel.

He buried himself deep and groaned her name, spilling into her with a final, fierce thrust. Lena was shaking now, the intensity of it all consuming her entire being. She felt like she might fly apart from the pleasure.

Daniel pulled out slowly, collapsing beside her with a satisfied sigh. Lena turned to Mark, who was watching her with that same hungry look.

“You don’t stop, do you?” he said, grinning as he ran a hand through her hair.

“Not when it’s this good,” she replied breathlessly.

Mark watched her for a moment longer before sliding back between her legs. She could feel Daniel’s heat dripping from her as Mark eased in again, slick and firm.

Lena cried out at the delicious fullness. Her body felt so sensitive she thought she might come apart at the seams – but she wanted more. She always did.

Mark thrust into her slowly but deeply, skin slapping against skin as he filled her over and over again. She wrapped herself around him, nails raking down his back until he hissed with pleasure.

Daniel cleaned up and got ready to leave.

“I’ll catch up with you two later, back at your place.”

Mark grinned at him, still moving above Lena with long, deliberate strokes. “See you there.”

Lena watched Daniel dress through half-lidded eyes. She loved how he looked after – sated and smug, like he’d won some kind of prize. She felt like a prize.

Mark thrust into her with a hard, sudden snap.

“Stay with me,” he whispered.

“Oh god,” she panted, the quick burst pulling her attention back to him. “I’m here.”

He shifted slightly, changing the angle so every stroke hit just right. Lena’s whole body responded – hot and eager and alive. She knew exactly how much he liked that.

“Fuck,” Mark breathed in awe as she moved beneath him, hips rising to meet every thrust.

She felt wild and reckless, mindless with pleasure. The world narrowed to just them—the sound of skin on skin, the heat of their bodies tangled together in a frenzy.

“Lena,” Mark moaned. “You’re gonna make me lose it again.”

“Yes,” she gasped, urging him on with her hands and her voice and the way she squeezed around him each time he buried himself deep inside her.

She could feel it building again – another wave coming fast and fierce, threatening to pull her under. Mark was relentless, each stroke pushing her higher until…

She cried out loud and desperate as it crashed over her.

Mark’s rhythm faltered and then he was coming too, spilling inside her with hard, frantic thrusts that made everything explode all over again.

They collapsed together in a sweaty tangle of limbs. Lena couldn’t catch her breath, shaking and spent but still wanting more. Always wanting more.

Mark pulled out slowly, leaving her empty and aching for him. His eyes were dark with desire as he looked at her, like he was already thinking about getting her back to his place.

Lena shivered with anticipation. She pulled him close and kissed him deeply, tasting the salt of sweat on his lips.

“Head back to the villa for another round?” she whispered, her voice hoarse from moaning.

“Yes, let’s head back - I want to watch him fuck you some more.”


Chapter 6

Mark and Lena arrive back at the villa. Daniel was inside waiting for them. He sat on the couch, stroking his hard black cock.

Lena smiled to herself. Mark must have let Daniel know they were on their way back. Otherwise, Daniel had just been sitting there for who knew how long, stroking himself. Either way, Lena thought, it looked sexy as fuck. She was mesmerized by the sight.

“Mmm, hello sexy,” she said as they entered the living room, licking her lips as her hungry eyes watched Daniel.

“You like that?” Daniel asked, stroking himself faster and more sensually for her.

“God, I do. I could watch you do that all day,” she said as she got down on her hands and knees and began to crawl toward Daniel.

Mark stayed behind her, watching the seductive sway of her ass and licking his lips in anticipation.

As soon as she was close enough, Lena paused and watched up close. After she watched for a few moments, she opened wide and took Daniel into her mouth, sucking him in deep with a low moan. He groaned and tangled a hand in her hair, guiding her up and down his shaft as he leaned back against the couch.

“That’s it, just like that,” Daniel encouraged, his voice thick with desire.

Lena hollowed her cheeks and sucked even harder while Mark moved behind her, sliding a hand between her legs. She was soaking wet.

Mark grinned at how ready she was, wasting no time before plunging into her from behind. She cried out around Daniel’s cock, the sound vibrating through him.

“Fuck,” Daniel moaned. “You’re gonna make me come already.”

“Paint my face with it,” Lena said. “Give me that hot seed all over my slutty little face. Then I want you both to fuck me while it drips down my cheeks.”

Daniel watched with hooded eyes, his cock slick with Lena’s spit and twitching in her mouth.

She flicked her tongue over the tip and sucked him in even deeper, desperate to feel him lose control.

“Come for me,” she demanded around his shaft, barely able to get the words out as Mark thrust relentlessly behind her.

Daniel groaned loud and long, his whole body tensing before he exploded across Lena’s face. She moaned in pleasure as she felt the hot stripes of cum on her cheeks, sticky and thick.

“Fuck—yes,” she gasped. “Mmmmm.”

She could tell Mark was loving it as he got down behind her and slid inside.

“I’ll keep her warm for you,” Mark said, winking at Daniel whose half-hard cock was already springing back to life.

Lena was already falling apart with Mark inside her, head thrown back and eyes half-closed as she clung to the couch.

He slid slowly in and out, making her feel every inch while the slick mess on her face dripped down to her lips. She licked it up with a satisfied moan, loving the taste of Daniel as much as the feel of Mark.

“You love it, don’t you?” Mark said with a rough laugh. “You love being our little slut.”

“Yes,” Lena gasped shamelessly, pushing back against him. Mark’s words made her even hotter, more desperate. Her whole body felt like it was on fire.

She let herself get lost in it – the rhythm of his thrusts, the obscene noises their bodies made together. She wanted more, always more.

Daniel watched them from the couch, stroking himself back to full hardness. His eyes were locked on where Lena and Mark were joined.

“Get over here,” Mark said to him, his voice thick with lust. “I want to see you fuck her.”

Daniel came over, and the two men switched places. Mark held Lena open for Daniel as Daniel pushed inside her, his slick cock sliding deep.

Lena bucked wildly beneath him, loving the way they filled her again and again. “Yes,” she cried out. “Don’t stop.”

Mark was in front of her now, and she took him into her mouth eagerly. He tangled a hand in her hair, pulling her down hard on his shaft as he groaned in pleasure.

They moved together like that – Lena caught between them, coming apart at the seams as Mark spilled hot and thick inside her throat. She swallowed it all, moaning around him as she felt Daniel’s rhythm falter.

“Fuck…Lena,” Daniel gasped as he came again, his cock pulsing inside her.

She collapsed beneath them, shaking and spent but already hungry for more. Always more.

Lena always, always wanted more.

She smiled to herself. It was a good thing it was only the first day of what promised to be an insanely sexy vacation.

THE END


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

Chapter 1

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I laughed nervously.

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

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

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

“Are you here alone?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Very nice to meet you, Jenna.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But then…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Told from the wife’s POV.

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

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

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

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

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

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

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

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


About F. Rey Noel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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