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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.


Chapter 2

I awoke to Mark's lips brushing softly against mine, the taste of coffee on his breath. Sunlight streamed through the beach house windows, casting a golden glow across my bare skin. I blinked slowly, memories of last night's fevered fantasies rushing back as consciousness returned.

"Good morning, sleepyhead," Mark murmured, his fingers tracing lazy circles on my exposed hip. "Looks like someone had a wild night."

Embarrassed, I took in my disheveled state - bikini askew, hair a tangled mess.

The lingering scent of arousal clung to my skin, a pungent reminder of my midnight indulgence. I shifted, acutely aware of the dampness between my thighs.

"I...I couldn't sleep in the bed," I stammered, avoiding Mark's knowing gaze. "Not without you, you know?"

His fingers continued their teasing journey along my curves, igniting sparks beneath my skin. "Mmm, I bet," he purred, a hint of amusement in his voice. "Care to share what had you so frazzled?" He raked his eyes over my body, my perky nipples poked out of my top.

Images of Derek's powerful body flashed once more through my mind - glistening ebony skin, rippling muscles, that cocky grin that promised sinful delights. I swallowed hard, guilt and desire warring within me.

"Just...restless thoughts," I managed, my voice still hoarse with a lingering arousal.

Mark's hand slid lower, dipping beneath the edge of my bikini bottoms. "Restless, huh? I can help with that."

I gasped as his fingers found my still-sensitive flesh, my body responding eagerly despite my conflicted emotions. As Mark's skilled touch rekindled my passion, I couldn't help but imagine darker hands exploring my curves, throwing gasoline on a fire that threatened to consume us both.

I arched into Mark's touch, a soft moan escaping my lips. His fingers danced expertly over my slick folds, stoking the embers of last night's fantasies into a roaring blaze. I clutched at his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin as pleasure coursed through me.

"God, Jenna," Mark breathed, his voice thick with desire. "You're so wet. What's gotten into you?"

I bit my lip, unable to confess the true source of my arousal. Instead, I pulled him into a fierce kiss, hoping to distract him from my guilty silence. Our tongues tangled as Mark's fingers continued their concentrated assault, bringing me closer and closer to the edge.

But even as I lost myself in the familiar comfort of my husband's touch, images of Derek flashed through my mind involuntarily. Those smoldering dark eyes, the way his muscles rippled as he moved, the raw power emanating from his tall frame. I imagined those large hands on my body, exploring every inch of me with possessive hunger.

My hips bucked against Mark's hand as the fantasy took hold. In my mind, it was Derek's thick fingers plunging into my depths, Derek's deep voice whispering dirty things in my ear. The taboo nature of my desires only heightened my arousal, pushing me rapidly towards climax.

"That's it, baby," Mark encouraged, misinterpreting the cause of my frenzied response. "Let go for me."

With a strangled cry, I shattered. Waves of pleasure crashed over me as my body convulsed, my inner walls clenching rhythmically around Mark's probing fingers. But it was Derek's name that echoed silently in my mind as I rode out the intense orgasm.

As the aftershocks subsided, I lay breathless and panting on the couch. Mark pressed tender kisses along my neck, murmuring words of love and adoration. Guilt gnawed at me, warring with the lingering sparks of forbidden desire that still danced beneath my skin.

What was happening to me? And how far was I willing to let these dangerous new cravings take me?

“Wanna head to the beach?” Marked asked with a smile.

My heart melted. When he was around and present enough, he was so kind, so selfless. Most men would be expecting something in return, but not Mark. Which of course made me want to return the favor even more. I reached up from the couch and pulled his pants down.

“Sure,” I said, “but first, let me take care of you.”

I opened my mouth and wrapped my fingers around his hard, fleshy pole. I took Mark into my mouth, savoring his familiar taste and scent as I worked my tongue along his shaft. His fingers tangled in my hair, guiding me gently as I bobbed my head. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking firmly as I took him deeper.

"God, Jenna," Mark groaned. "Your mouth feels amazing."

I hummed in response, the vibrations making him twitch against my tongue. As I pleasured my husband, unbidden thoughts of Derek crept into my mind once more. I imagined his larger, darker cock stretching my lips, filling my mouth completely. The kinky fantasy sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me.

Determined to focus solely on Mark, I redoubled my efforts. I swirled my tongue around his sensitive head before taking him to the back of my throat. Mark's hips bucked involuntarily as I suppressed my gag reflex, swallowing around him.

"Fuck, baby," he panted. "I'm close."

I pulled back slightly, wrapping my hand around his shaft as I sucked and licked at his tip. With a strangled groan, Mark found his release. I swallowed eagerly, milking every last drop from him as his body shuddered with pleasure.

When I finally released him with a soft pop, Mark pulled me up for a deep, passionate kiss. "You're incredible," he murmured against my lips.

As we broke apart, breathless and flushed, Mark's eyes sparkled with mischief. "Now, what do you say we go see about that beach...


Chapter 3

The beach was even more gorgeous than the day before as Mark and I enjoyed a wonderful day together. Derek was not on duty and soon, he’d almost completely disappeared from my thoughts as Mark and I sat on the beach together, laughing and enjoying some cold beverages as we soaked up the sun.

It was true bliss.

As the sun began to dip towards the horizon, painting the sky in those same vibrant hues of orange and pink, this time with a touch of fiery red, Mark suggested we head back to our beach house for dinner. I couldn't resist the allure of his proposition, especially when he whispered promises of a romantic evening in my ear.

Back at the house, Mark uncorked a bottle of red wine while I slipped into another sundress. The balmy evening air caressed my skin as we dined on the terrace, the sound of crashing waves providing a sensual backdrop to our increasingly flirtatious conversation.

With each sip of wine, I felt my inhibitions once again melting away as my mind drifted back to Mark’s arrival that morning.

“I’m so horny,” I whispered desperately. My hand shot up to cover my mouth when I heard my own words echo in my ear. Did I really just say that?

“What did you just say?” Mark asked with a wicked grin.

I felt a flush creep up my neck as Mark's eyes locked onto mine, glinting with mischief in the candlelight. The wine had loosened my tongue more than I'd realized.

"I...I said I'm horny," I repeated, my voice barely above a whisper. My heart raced as I admitted it aloud again.

Mark leaned in closer, his breath warm on my ear. "Tell me more," he urged. "What's got you so worked up, baby?"

Images from the past two days flashed through my mind - Derek's muscular ebony body glistening in the sun, the way his eyes had roamed over me. I squirmed in my seat, heat pooling low in my belly.

"I keep thinking about..." I trailed off, biting my lip.

"About what?" Mark pressed, his hand sliding up my thigh under the table.

I took a deep breath and decided to lie.

"About you," I lied, my voice shaky with forbidden desire. "About how much I want you right now."

Mark's eyes darkened as he stood, pulling me to my feet. Without a word, he led me to the bedroom, his grip on my hand firm and possessive. As soon as the door closed behind us, he pressed me against it, his lips crashing into mine with urgent need.

I melted into his embrace, my body responding to his aggressive touch. But even as Mark's hands roamed my curves, unlacing my sundress with practiced ease, thoughts of Derek's powerful physique once again flickered through my mind.

"Tell me what you want," Mark growled, trailing kisses down my neck.

The wine, the balmy night air, and my own pent-up desires conspired to loosen my tongue once more.

But I continued to lie.

“I just wanna get fucked…by you,” I said, grabbing his throbbing cock in my hand. “Fuck dinner, let’s just have each other.”

Mark's eyes blazed with desire as he scooped me up, carrying me to the bed. My sundress fell away, leaving me bare beneath him. His hands gripped my body hungrily as he kissed a trail down my neck, across my collarbone, between my breasts.

"God, you're so beautiful," he murmured against my skin.

I arched into his touch, desperate for more. As Mark's fingers slipped between my thighs, finding me already slick with arousal, I couldn't hold back a moan. He stroked me expertly, building the pleasure until I was writhing beneath him.

"Please," I whimpered. "I need you inside me."

Mark quickly shed his clothes and positioned himself between my legs. As he entered me in one smooth thrust, filling me completely, I cried out in ecstasy. He set a relentless pace, driving into me again and again.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, trying to pull him in deeper. The headboard banged rhythmically against the wall as our bodies moved together in perfect synchronicity. Mark's weathered but muscular form glistened with a sheen of sweat in the dim light, his face a mask of concentration and pleasure.

As the tension built inside me, bringing me closer and closer to the edge, still more images of Derek flashed through my mind. His dark, sculpted body. Those smoldering eyes raking over me. The way his swim trunks had clung to his impressive bulge.

"Oh god," I moaned, squeezing my eyes shut. The fantasy of Derek's large hands on my body, his full lips claiming mine, pushed me over the edge. I came with a cry, my inner walls clenching around Mark as waves of pleasure washed over me.

Mark followed soon after, groaning as he spilled himself inside me. As we lay tangled together in the afterglow, guilt kept pecking at me. I shouldn't be thinking of another man while making love to my husband. And yet...

"That was incredible," Mark murmured, pressing a kiss to my temple.

My body was still burning with desire. An unquenchable thirst had been awakened in me.

I flipped myself on top of Mark and straddled him, pressing my hands into his pecs.

“Fuck me again, I’m still so horny…”

Mark's eyes widened with surprise and desire as I straddled him, my body still thrumming with need. His hands gripped my hips as I began to rock against him, feeling him hardening beneath me once more.

"God, Jenna," he groaned. "You're insatiable tonight."

I leaned down to capture his lips in a searing kiss, my hair falling around us like a curtain. As I ground against him, I felt a reckless urge building inside me. The wine, the lingering arousal, the forbidden thoughts swirling in my mind - it all conspired to loosen my inhibitions further still.

I rode him hard to another orgasm and before I knew it, he was spilling inside me again filling me up with warm seed.

But it still wasn’t enough. After a few minutes of spooning, I was jerking his cock back to life.

“Ready for round three?” I whispered as I climbed back on top.

Mark's eyes widened with a mixture of surprise and excitement. "Damn, baby," he chuckled breathlessly. "What's gotten into you tonight?"

As I sank down onto him once more, taking him deep inside me, I bit my lip and closed my eyes. The pleasure was intense, but there was an ache, a hunger that still wasn't fully satisfied.

"I don't know," I moaned, beginning to move. "I just can't get enough."

My hips rocked faster, chasing that elusive high. Mark's hands held firmly to my body, cupping my breasts, squeezing my ass. But in my mind's eye, those hands were darker, larger...

"God, you feel so good," Mark groaned beneath me.

I leaned down, pressing my forehead to his as our bodies moved together.

"Fuck me,” I whispered, urging him on.

“Damn, Jenna - I can’t keep up with you,” Mark teased. “I’m gonna have to call for relief soon, I need some help with you tonight.”

I gulped as my pussy gripped his cock tighter at the thought, squirting more of my juices down his shaft. I rode him faster.

I felt his hands gripping tighter into my hips.

“Oh yeah? You like that idea, you dirty slut? You want me to bring someone else in to help me fuck you, huh?”

I felt his cock growing harder inside me as the lewd fantasy taking shape between us sent me into overdrive.

I gasped, my body shuddering with another intense wave of pleasure at Mark's words. The forbidden fantasy ignited a fire in my core, making me clench around him even tighter.

"Yes," I moaned, barely recognizing my own voice. "God, yes."

Mark's eyes darkened with lust as he thrust up into me with renewed vigor.

My mind raced with images - particularly a massive, long, dark cock stretching me in ways I'd only dreamed of. The wine, the arousal, and the taboo nature of our conversation broke down the last of my inhibitions.

"Tell me," he growled. "Tell me what you want, baby. Tell about the guy you want to help fuck you, I want you to be a perfect little slut for me."

I hesitated for just a moment before I could no longer hold the fantasy inside me. The timing was just right, the moment too perfect. It was now or never.

I leaned down, my lips brushing Mark's ear as I whispered breathlessly, "I want...I want to feel a big, black cock inside me."

The words hung in the air between us, electric and dangerous. I felt Mark's body tense beneath me, his fingers turning white on my hips. For a heart-stopping moment, I feared I'd gone too far.

But then Mark groaned, a primal sound of pure lust. His hips bucked up sharply, driving himself deeper inside me.

"Fuck, Jenna," he panted. "That's hot. Tell me more."

Emboldened by his reaction, I let the fantasy pour out of me as I rode him harder. "I want to feel his strong, dark hands all over my body. I want to wrap my lips around his thick shaft. I want him to stretch me open and fill me up completely."

Mark's eyes were wild with desire as he flipped us over, pinning me beneath him. He pounded into me relentlessly as he growled, "Is that what you want, baby?” You want to be fucked by a strong black man while I watch?"

Watch?

I hadn’t thought of something like that but the idea of Mark watching me cheat on him took the fantasy to a whole other dimension.

"Oh god, yes," I moaned, my mind spinning with the intoxicating new fantasy. The image of Mark watching as another man claimed me sent a jolt of electricity through my body. "I want you to see every inch of him disappearing inside me. I want you to watch as he stretches me open, filling me completely.

Mark's thrusts became more frantic, his breathing ragged. "Tell me more," he demanded, his voice husky with desire. "What else do you want him to do to you?"

Lost in the throes of passion, I let my deepest, darkest desires spill from my lips. "I want him to take me from behind while I suck your cock. I want to feel his strong hands gripping my hips as he pounds into me. I want...I want both of you inside me at once, stretching me to my limits."

Mark groaned, his body tensing above me. "Fuck, Jenna. You're such a naughty little slut. Is that really what you want? To be stuffed full of cock while I watch?"

"Yes!" I cried out, my body arching off the bed as another orgasm crashed over me.

The intensity of my climax took me by surprise, my body shuddering uncontrollably as waves of pleasure washed over me. Mark followed close behind, groaning as he spilled himself inside me once more.

As we lay together, finally spent and catching our breath, a mix of emotions swirled through me - exhilaration, arousal, and a tinge of guilt. I couldn't believe I'd just confessed my deepest, darkest fantasy to my husband. More than that, I couldn’t believe how much he was into it.

Mark brushed a strand of hair from my face, his eyes searching mine. "That was...wow," he said softly. "I had no idea you had those kinds of fantasies."

I bit my lip, suddenly feeling vulnerable. I decided to bend the truth just a little bit. "Neither did I, really. It just...came out."

He pulled me closer, pressing a kiss to my forehead. "It's okay, baby. I'm not upset. Actually, it was incredibly hot."

Relief washed over me as I snuggled into his embrace. "Really? You're not mad?"

Mark chuckled, his hand tracing lazy patterns on my back. "Not at all. In fact..." he paused, his voice taking on a playful tone, "maybe we should explore this fantasy of yours a bit more."

My heart skipped a beat. "What do you mean?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

He tilted my chin up, his eyes twinkling with mischief. "Well, we are on vacation. When in Rome, right? You know what they say, what happens in Ocean Heights stays in Ocean Heights."

I gasped, my body instantly responding to the implication. Less than 24 hours ago, Derek had said the exact same thing and suddenly this all felt like fate. Like the unseen forces of the universe were conspiring to make all this just so. And who was I to stand in their way?

"Mark, what are you saying...?"

"I'm saying," he murmured, his lips brushing against my ear, "that if this is something you really want to experience, I'm open to it. Under the right circumstances, of course. As a one time thing or whatever."

My mind raced with possibilities. Images of Derek's muscular, ebony body flashed through my thoughts once again. I squirmed against Mark, feeling a renewed surge of arousal.

"But where would we even find someone?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. Of course, I already had someone in mind.

Mark's hand slid down to cup my ass, giving it a firm squeeze. "I'm sure we could figure something out. I mean, who wouldn’t want to fuck you?”

I bit my lip and smiled as we held each other in a loving embrace. Eventually, we drifted off to sleep and I had the most vivid dreams about…well, I’m sure you can figure that one out.


Chapter 4

I awoke to an empty bed, sore and groggy, Mark’s multiple loads had grown crusty and dry between my legs. In the cold, sober light of day I found myself slightly embarrassed and more than a little worried I’d crossed some kind of line that Mark would hate me for.

I took a long, hot shower, scrubbing away the evidence of last night's indiscretions. As the steam swirled around me, memories flooded back - the things I said. How turned on Mark got by them. I thought of Derek too…a shudder went down my spine.

Wrapping myself in a fluffy white towel, I walked out to the balcony to let the sun continue to dry my skin. The ocean stretched endlessly before me, the rhythmic crash of waves matching the pounding of my heart. I spotted Mark down on the beach, setting up our umbrella and chairs. Even from this distance, I could see the tautness in his shoulders, the stiffness in his movements.

Anxiety churned in my stomach. Had I gone too far? Would things ever be the same between us?

I slipped on a conservative one-piece, suddenly feeling exposed. As I made my way down to the empty beach, my eyes were drawn inexorably to the lifeguard stand. Derek sat perched atop it, muscular arms folded across his broad chest, mirrored sunglasses hiding his gaze. But I could feel it on me all the same, hot and heavy.

"Morning, beautiful," Mark called out as I approached. His smile seemed genuine, but there was a tightness around his eyes. "Sleep well?"

I nodded, not trusting my voice. As I settled onto the lounge chair, Mark's hand brushed my thigh. The touch sent electricity through me, memories of last night flooding back. I shifted, suddenly aware of how the fabric of my swimsuit clung to my curves.

"You know," Mark said, his voice low and conspiratorial, "I can't stop thinking about what you said last night."

My breath caught in my throat. I glanced towards the lifeguard stand, where Derek sat like a bronze god surveying his domain. Even from this distance, I could see the play of muscles beneath his sun-kissed skin.

"I was just... it was just talk," I stammered, feeling heat rise to my cheeks.

Mark's fingers traced lazy circles on my thigh. "Was it?" he said suspiciously, following my gaze. "Because…well,” his voice trailed off as he nodded his head toward the lifeguard stand. The implication was clear.

My heart raced as I looked from Mark to Derek and back again. The intensity in Mark's eyes both thrilled and terrified me. I felt caught between my proper, respectable self and the wanton creature that had emerged last night.

"Mark, I..." I began, but he silenced me with a finger to my lips.

"Shh," he whispered, leaning in close. His breath was hot on my ear. "I can see it in your eyes. Don't you want to know what it would feel like?"

A shiver ran through me despite the growing heat of the day. I squirmed in my chair, acutely aware of the dampness between my thighs.

"But what about...us?" I managed to ask, my voice barely audible over the crashing waves. This was suddenly moving way too fast and I wasn’t sure if I could handle it. But another look at Derek and the smoldering sensation between my thighs as I looked back to my eager husband told a different story.

Mark's hand slid higher up my thigh, fingertips teasing the edge of my swimsuit.

I gasped as his fingers dipped beneath the fabric, brushing against my most sensitive spots. My eyes darted nervously around the beach, but it was still deserted save for Derek, who remained stoically perched on his stand. My breath quickened as Mark's fingers continued their teasing exploration.

Mark whispered, his lips grazing my ear. "This is about us, Jenna. About exploring together. Pushing our boundaries."

I bit back a moan as his thumb found my clit, circling it slowly. My hips rocked almost imperceptibly against his hand.

"But what if..." I trailed off, my eyes once again drawn to Derek's powerful form.

“What if what?” Mark asked.

I bit my bottom lip.

“What if I like it too much?”

Mark grinned.

“Only one way to find out.”

Mark's fingers stilled against my heated flesh. He leaned in close, his lips brushing my ear. "Why don't you go ask him to help you with some sunscreen?"

My breath caught. "Are you serious?" I whispered, searching his eyes.

He nodded slowly, a mix of lust and something darker flickering in his gaze. "I want to watch you flirt with him."

Heart pounding, I rose on shaky legs. The few steps to the lifeguard stand felt like miles. Derek's mirrored gaze followed my approach, his expression unreadable behind the dark lenses.

"Excuse me," I said, hating how shaky my voice sounded. "I was wondering if you could help me apply some sunscreen? I can't quite reach my back."

A slow smile spread across Derek's face, revealing gleaming white teeth.

"Hi Jenna,” he said, looking over my shoulder at Mark. “What, your husband can’t get the job done?”

Derek’s voice was dripping with innuendo again.

He descended the stand with fluid grace, towering over me. Up close, the sheer physical presence of him was overwhelming. I fumbled with the sunscreen bottle, nearly dropping it as I handed it over.

Derek's massive black hands engulfed mine as he took the bottle, his touch sending sparks racing up my arms. He popped the cap with a flick of his thumb, the scent of coconut wafting between us.

"Turn around," he commanded softly.

I obeyed, hyper-aware of Mark's eyes on us from his beach chair. Derek's hands smoothed over my shoulders, strong fingers kneading as he worked the lotion into my skin. I bit back a moan as he moved lower, tracing the edge of my swimsuit.

I locked eyes with Mark as Derek sensually applied the cool lotion on the small of my back.

Derek's hands were like fire on my skin, igniting a heat that spread through my entire body. I could feel his breath on my neck as he leaned in close, his hands resting lightly around my hips as they finished the job. My eyes fluttered closed for a moment before snapping back to Mark.

He was watching us intently, his gaze dark with desire. I saw his hand move to adjust himself beneath his swim trunks. The sight sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me.

"All done," Derek's deep voice rumbled behind me. But his hands lingered, resting lightly on my hips. "Unless there's anywhere else you need me to reach?"

I swallowed hard, my mouth suddenly dry. "I...I think I'm good," I managed to stammer out.

As I turned to face him, Derek stepped slightly closer toward me and loomed over me like a chiseled statue. I had to tilt my head back to meet his eyes, now visible as he'd pushed his sunglasses up onto his head.

"You sure about that?" he asked, one eyebrow raised. His gaze flickered down to my lips and down to my tummy before meeting my eyes again.

“No,” I said weakly. “I mean…I…” I was stuttering like a lovesick schoolgirl.

Derek grinned and bit his bottom lip, rubbing his hands together. He looked over my shoulder quickly at Mark.

My heart raced as Derek's intense gaze bore into me. I could feel the heat radiating off his sculpted body, smell the intoxicating mix of sunscreen and his masculine scent. His hands still rested lightly on my hips, thumbs tracing small circles that sent shivers through me.

"You know," Derek said, his voice low and conspiratorial, "there's a secluded cove just around that bend. Much more...private."

His eyes flicked meaningfully towards Mark before returning to me. The implication was clear.

I glanced back at my husband. Mark's eyes were dark with lust, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He gave a small, almost imperceptible nod.

My mouth went dry. This was really happening. I bit my bottom lip and looked shyly at the ground.

“Oh yeah? And what would we need a secluded cove for?”

Derek's smile widened, "Oh, I think you know exactly what we'd need it for," he said, his voice dripping with more barely concealed implications. He tightened his grip on my hips, raking his hungry eyes over my body once more.

I gasped softly. My heart pounded so loudly I was sure he could hear it. I glanced back at Mark once more, seeing the mix of arousal and tension on his face. When I turned back to Derek, his face was mere inches from mine.

"What do you say, Jenna?" he murmured, his breath hot on my ear. "Want to take a little walk with me?"

I shivered, desire pooling low in my belly. This was my last chance to back out, to return to the safety of my marriage and my carefully controlled life. But as I looked into Derek's smoldering eyes, I knew there was no going back.

"Yes," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the crashing waves. “But my husband has to come too.”

Derek's hand slid down to grasp mine, his touch electric.

“Of course,” he said, “I don’t mind an audience.”

I turned and waved for Mark to come join us.

My heart raced as Mark approached, his eyes darting between Derek and me. The tension in the air was palpable, crackling with unspoken desires and forbidden possibilities.

Derek's hand remained firmly clasped in mine as Mark reached us, his thumb continuing to trace those small circles on my palm. The simple touch sent shivers racing up my arm.

"Jenna?” Mark said, raising his eyebrows. We hadn’t discussed me doing anything more than flirting and now I was holding hands with Derek ready to be whisked off for a tryst in a secluded cove in the middle of the day.

I swallowed hard, looking between Mark and Derek. My heart raced as I realized we were truly at a pivotal moment. There would be no going back from this.

"I...I want to explore this," I said softly, squeezing Derek's hand. "As long as that’s ok with you."

Mark's eyes darkened with lust, but I saw a flicker of uncertainty cross his face. "Here? Right now? Are you sure about this, Jenna?"

Derek's deep voice rumbled behind me. "Your wife seems pretty sure to me." His free hand came to rest possessively on my hip. "But it's up to you, man. You in or out?"

The challenge was clear in Derek's tone. I held my breath, waiting for Mark's response. After what felt like an eternity, he gave a sharp nod.

"I'm in," he said.

"Then follow me," Derek grinned, tugging me gently by the hand.

We made our way down the beach, the tension building with each step. As we rounded the bend, a secluded cove came into view, sheltered by towering cliffs.

I took a deep breath. I couldn’t believe I was about to have my first big, black cock.


Chapter 5

The secluded cove was even more private than I'd imagined, sheltered on three sides by towering cliffs. The only sounds were the gentle lapping of waves and my own thundering heartbeat.

Derek released my hand and turned to face us, his eyes dark with desire. "Last chance to back out," he said, his gaze flickering between Mark and me.

I glanced at my husband, seeing the mix of lust and uncertainty on his face. Taking a deep breath, I stepped towards Derek.

"No way," I said softly.

In one fluid motion, Derek pulled me against his muscular body and claimed my mouth in a searing kiss. I gasped against his lips, overwhelmed by his raw passion and strength. His tongue plundered my mouth as his hands roamed my body, igniting fires everywhere they touched.

I was vaguely aware of Mark's sharp intake of breath behind me. When Derek finally released me, I turned to look at my husband. His eyes were wide, his chest heaving as he watched us.

"Like what you see?" Derek asked, his voice a low rumble. Without waiting for an answer, he began to peel off my swimsuit, exposing my sun-kissed skin to the warm ocean breeze. I shivered as Derek's calloused hands caressed my newly bared flesh, his touch leaving trails of fire in their wake.

Mark's eyes were riveted to us, his expression a mix of awe and arousal. I held his gaze as Derek's lips found my neck, his teeth grazing the sensitive skin there. A moan escaped me, and I saw Mark's hands clench at his sides.

Derek began pawing my pussy with his massive hand. He slipped in a large finger, then another, as my wetness grew to accept him.

I arched into Derek's touch, my body responding eagerly to his skilled maneuvers. His fingers delved deeper, curling inside me in a way that made my knees weak. I reached back, gripping his powerful shoulders for support as waves of pleasure coursed through me.

"That's it, baby," Derek murmured against my ear, his hot breath sending shivers down my spine. "Let your husband see how much you want this."

I forced my eyes open, meeting Mark's heated gaze. His chest was heaving, his swim trunks tenting obscenely as he watched Derek pleasure me. The sight of my husband's arousal only fueled my own.

"Mark," I gasped, my voice breathy and desperate. "Touch yourself. I want to see you."

Derek chuckled darkly, his free hand kneading my breast as he continued to work me with his fingers. "Listen to your wife, man. Give her a show."

Mark hesitated for only a moment before shoving his trunks down, his erection springing free. He wrapped his hand around himself, stroking slowly as his eyes devoured the scene before him.

The tension in the air was electric, charged with our collective arousal. Derek's fingers worked magic inside me, building a pressure that threatened to explode at any moment. I writhed against him, torn between watching Mark pleasure himself and losing myself to the sensations Derek was creating.

"You ready for more, baby?" Derek growled, nipping at my earlobe.

I nodded frantically, beyond words. In one smooth motion, Derek turned me, spinning us so that Mark had a perfect view. He pushed me down onto my knees in front of his crotch.

“Take it out,” he commanded.

With trembling hands, I reached for the waistband of Derek's swim trunks. My fingers brushed against his rock-hard abs as I slowly pulled the fabric down, revealing inch after incredible inch of his massive, black cock.

I gasped as it sprang free, my eyes widening at its impressive size and girth. It was so sexy and strong. Derek's manhood was a work of art - long, thick, and perfectly sculpted. The dark ebony skin gleamed in the sunlight, a stark contrast to my pale hands as I wrapped my fingers one by one around his shaft.

"That's it," Derek growled, his fingers tangling in my hair. "Show your husband what you can do with this black dick."

I glanced over at Mark, who was stroking himself faster now, his eyes locked on Derek's impressive member as I jerked it with my left hand, the diamond setting of my engagement ring shimmered in the sunlight as it danced up and down Derek’s long shaft. The sight of it made me feel so dirty and slutty. So wrong and yet, so deliciously right.

My heart raced as I leaned forward, running my tongue along Derek's impressive length. The salty tang of his skin mingled with the ocean breeze as I took him into my mouth, stretching my lips wide to accommodate his girth. Derek's grip tightened in my hair as I began to bob my head, taking him deeper with each pass.

I could hear Mark's ragged breathing behind me, punctuated by the wet sounds of his hand working his own cock. The knowledge that my husband was watching me pleasure another man sent a thrill through my body, intensifying my arousal.

Derek's hips began to thrust, pushing his massive member further down my throat. I relaxed my jaw, letting him use my mouth as he saw fit. His low groans of pleasure spurred me on, and I hollowed my cheeks, sucking him harder.

"That's it, baby," Derek growled. "Take all of this black cock like a good little married slut."

I moaned around him, the vibrations making him buck his hips more forcefully. My hands gripped his muscular thighs for support as he fucked my face with abandon. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes as I struggled to breathe around Derek's massive member. The lack of oxygen only heightened my arousal, making me feel light-headed and euphoric.

I reached back with one hand, beckoning my husband closer. I felt him move, his presence warm at my side as he continued to stroke himself.

Derek suddenly pulled out of my mouth, leaving me gasping for air. His cock glistened with my saliva as he looked down at me, a wicked grin on his face. "Time for the main event," he growled.

Derek's eyes locked onto mine as he positioned himself at my entrance. "Tell your husband what you want," he commanded.

I turned my head, meeting Mark's lust-filled gaze.

"I want him inside me," I breathed, my voice husky with desire. "I want to feel his big, black cock stretching me open while you watch."

Mark groaned, his hand moving faster on his cock. "Do it," he said. "Fuck her."

That was all the permission Derek needed. He pressed me to the ground and lay on top of me, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful thrust. I cried out at the exquisite feeling of fullness as Derek's massive cock stretched me wider than I'd ever been before. The initial discomfort quickly gave way to intense pleasure as he began to move, his powerful hips driving into me with relentless force.

"Oh god," I moaned, my nails raking down Derek's muscular back. But those were the only words I could muster as my brain went numb, drunk on the power of black dick.

Derek grunted in response, increasing his pace. The slap of skin on skin echoed through the secluded cove, mingling with our heavy breathing and animalistic groans. I wrapped my legs around his waist and urged him on.

I turned my head to look at Mark, who was watching us with intense focus. His hand moved furiously over his cock as he took in the sight of his me being thoroughly fucked by another man. The raw lust in his eyes drove me wild.

"You like watching your wife take this big, black dick?" Derek growled, his hips never slowing. "Tell her how much you love it."

Mark's voice was strained as he spoke. "It's so fucking hot, baby. You look incredible taking him like that."

I moaned in response to the encouragement.

Derek's powerful thrusts intensified, driving me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel every inch of him inside me, stretching me deliciously as he pounded relentlessly. My nails dug into his muscular shoulders as I clung to him, overwhelmed by the sensations coursing through my body.

"Oh god, Derek!" I cried out, my back arching off the sand. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

He growled in response, one hand gripping my hip tightly as he somehow managed to fuck me even harder. The other hand snaked between us, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing tight circles around my sensitive bud.

My eyes rolled back in my head as the dual stimulation pushed me to new heights of pleasure. I was vaguely aware of Mark's labored breathing nearby, but all I could focus on was the incredible feeling of Derek's massive cock stretching me open, filling me so completely.

"That's it, baby," Derek's voice was low and husky in my ear. "Cum on this black dick. Let your husband see how good I make you feel."

His words sent a jolt of electricity through me. I turned my head, locking eyes with Mark as Derek's relentless pounding pushed me over the edge. My body convulsed, waves of intense pleasure radiating from my core as I came harder than I ever had before. I cried out Derek's name, my inner walls clenching around his thick shaft as my orgasm crashed over me.

Derek growled in response, his hips snapping forward with even more force. "That's it, take it all," he grunted, his fingers digging into my hips hard enough to leave bruises.

Through the haze of my climax, I saw Mark's face contort in ecstasy. With a strangled groan, he came, thick ropes of cum shot out and landed down on the beach sand as he stroked himself to completion.

The sight of my husband's release triggered another orgasm deep within me. I arched my back, pressing my breasts against Derek's chiseled chest as I rode out the aftershocks.

"Fuck, I'm close," Derek growled, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Where do you want it, baby?"

I glanced at Mark, seeing the mixture of lust and uncertainty in his eyes. Making a split-second decision, I locked eyes with Derek and breathed, "Inside me. I want to feel you come inside me."

Derek's eyes flashed with primal hunger. He gripped my hips tighter, slamming into me with renewed vigor. I cried out at the intensity, my oversensitive body trembling beneath him.

"Take it," he growled. "Take all this seed."

With a final, powerful thrust, Derek buried himself to the hilt inside me. I felt his cock pulse as he came, flooding my insides with his hot release. The sensation triggered one last aftershock, my inner walls fluttering around him as I milked every last drop.

We stayed joined for several long moments, both of us panting heavily. Finally, Derek slowly withdrew, leaving me feeling achingly empty. I could feel his cum starting to leak out of me as I lay there on the sand, completely spent.

I turned my head to look at Mark. His expression was a mix of arousal and something I couldn't quite place - jealousy? Regret? Before I could analyze it further, Derek's voice broke the silence.

"Damn, that was hot," he chuckled, the deepness of it reverberated through me as he rolled off to the side, his muscular arm draping possessively across my waist. I lay there catching my breath, feeling utterly exhausted and yet somehow still buzzing with energy. The warm sand beneath me was a stark contrast to the cool ocean breeze caressing my flushed skin.

I turned my head to look at Mark again. He was still watching us intently, his chest heaving as he came down from his own release. There was a storm of emotions playing across his face.

"You okay, babe?" I asked softly, reaching out a hand towards him.

Mark nodded, swallowing hard before speaking. "That was... intense," he said, his voice uneven.

Derek's low chuckle rumbled against my side. "Just wait," he said, his tone promising more to come. "We're just getting started."

I felt a fresh wave of arousal wash over me at his words, despite my body's exhaustion. Mark's eyes widened slightly, darting between Derek and me.

"What did you have in mind?" I asked.

Derek looked at his watch.

“I should probably head back, beach will be getting crowded about now. But you know where to find me, I’m off at five…” his voice trailed off as he got up and put back on his clothes.


Chapter 6

I watched Derek's muscular form retreat down the beach, my body still tingling from our intense encounter. As his red lifeguard shorts disappeared around the bend, I turned to Mark. His eyes were dark, unreadable.

"Are you really okay?" I asked softly, reaching out to touch his arm.

Mark was quiet for a long moment. "I don't know," he finally said. "That was so hot, but also...quite a lot to process."

I nodded, understanding the complex emotions swirling between us. "Do you regret it?"

"No," Mark said quickly. "God no. But I'm feeling things I didn't expect."

I sat up, wincing slightly at the delicious ache between my legs. "Talk to me," I urged.

Mark ran a hand through his hair. "Seeing you with him...it was incredible. But part of me felt...I don't know, jealous? Inadequate?"

I leaned in, kissing him softly. "You have nothing to feel inadequate about," I murmured against his lips. "This was your fantasy too, remember?"

Mark nodded, returning my kiss with growing hunger. His hands roamed over my body, tracing the curves Derek had just explored. I gasped as his fingers found my still-sensitive flesh.

“I want to feel what he did to you,” he whispered in my ear, sending chills down my spine. The thought of my husband taking Derek’s sloppy seconds was so dirty and lewd I could hardly take it.

Mark's eyes flashed with primal hunger. In one swift motion, he flipped me onto my back, pinning me to the sand. I could feel the hard length of him pressing urgently against my thigh.

"I'm going to fuck you right here," he growled. "Right where he just had you."

The filthy words thrilled me into a new level of arousal. "Please," I whimpered, spreading my legs wider in invitation.

Mark wasted no time, burying himself inside me with one powerful thrust, pushing Derek’s leaking seed back deeper into my womb.

I cried out as Mark filled me, my body still sensitive from Derek's powerful fucking. The mix of pleasure and slight discomfort was intoxicating. Mark groaned, his face contorting with conflicting emotions as he felt the evidence of Derek's passion coating his shaft.

"Fuck, you're so wet," he panted, starting to move within me. "I can feel him inside you."

His words sent another thrill through me. I arched my back, meeting his thrusts. "Does it turn you on?" I asked breathlessly. "Feeling another man's cum inside your wife?"

Mark's eyes flashed dangerously. He gripped my hips harder, driving into me with intense vigor. "Fuck yes," he growled. "It's so wrong but I've never been more turned on in my life."

The admission unleashed something primal in both of us. Mark pounded into me relentlessly, the obscene wet sounds of our coupling echoing across the secluded cove. I raked my nails down his back, urging him on.

"That's it baby," I moaned. "Fuck me. This pussy is still yours." My words spurred Mark on, his thrusts becoming even more frenzied.

"That’s right," he growled, his voice rough with possessive lust. "No matter who else touches you, you'll always be mine."

I cried out as he hit a particularly sensitive spot deep inside me. The dual sensations of Mark's cock and Derek's lingering presence were pushing me rapidly towards the edge.

"Oh god, I'm so close," I whimpered, clinging to Mark's shoulders.

He moved his hand down until his thumb found my swollen clit. "Come for me, Jenna," he commanded. “Come for me while I fill you up with more seed.”

I shattered at Mark's words, crying out as waves of pleasure crashed over me. My inner walls clenched around him, milking his shaft as I rode out my intense climax. Mark groaned, burying his face in my neck as he followed me over the edge. I felt the hot spurts of his release mixing with Derek's deep inside me.

We lay there panting, the warm sand sticking to our sweat-slicked skin. The rhythmic crash of waves provided a soothing counterpoint to our racing hearts. As our breathing slowed, I became acutely aware of the mingled fluids leaking from my well-used pussy.

Mark lifted his head, his eyes searching mine. "That was..."

"Incredible," I finished for him, smiling softly.

He nodded, a look of wonder on his face. "I never imagined it could be like that. Seeing you with Derek, then reclaiming you...it awakened something in me."

I traced my fingers along his stubbled jaw. "In both of us," I admitted. "I've never felt so alive, so desired."

Mark's eyes glistened with hunger. "I’m starving,” he said. “We should grab a bite to eat."

I smirked at Mark's sudden shift to the mundane. "Food does sound good," I admitted, my stomach growling as if on cue. "But maybe we should clean up first?"

Mark chuckled, his eyes roaming over my sand-covered, thoroughly debauched body. "Good point. Race you to the water?"

Without waiting for an answer, he leapt to his feet and sprinted towards the gently lapping waves. I laughed, scrambling up to chase after him. The cool water was a shock against my overheated skin as I splashed in. Mark turned, catching me in his arms as a wave broke around us.

We kissed deeply, the salt spray mingling on our lips. I could feel Mark's cock stirring against my belly, but we both knew we needed a break to refuel. Still, his hands roamed possessively over my curves as we rinsed off the evidence of our passionate encounter.

"So," Mark murmured against my ear. "Derek said the offer stands if we want more. What do you think?"

A shiver ran through me that had nothing to do with the cool water. "I think..." I began slowly, "that we have to…”

I trailed off, my mind racing with possibilities. The thought of experiencing Derek again sent a fresh wave of heat through my body, despite my recent intense encounters. I could feel Mark's eyes on me, waiting for my response.

"I think," I started again, choosing my words carefully, "that we've opened a door we can't easily close. And part of me doesn't want to close it."

Mark's arms tightened around me, his breath warm against my neck. "I know what you mean," he murmured. "It's like we've tasted something forbidden and now I'm craving more."

I turned in his embrace, meeting his gaze. The hunger I saw there matched my own. "Are you sure about this?" I asked softly. "It's one thing to do it once, in the heat of the moment, but actually going through with it again, planning it..."

Mark's hand cupped my face, his thumb tracing my lower lip. "I've never been more sure of anything," he said with quiet intensity. "Watching you with Derek, seeing you come undone like that...it helped me discover a part of myself  I didn't know existed."

My mind clung to his every word. I pressed closer, feeling his arousal stirring against my thigh. A wicked grin crept across my face as I considered the opportunity to have a second round with Derek.


Chapter 7

After we cleaned up we went to grab pizza and beer at a little shop on the pier by 31st street.

The salty sea breeze caressed my skin as Mark and I strolled hand-in-hand along the weathered wooden planks of the pier. The mid-day sun cast a bright, warm glow over everything. I couldn't help but steal glances at Mark, admiring how the fading light accentuated his chiseled jawline and the playful glint in his eyes.

As we entered the quaint pizza shop, the aroma of freshly baked dough and melted cheese enveloped us. We settled into a cozy corner booth, our legs brushing against each other under the table. The easy silence between us spoke volumes about our newfound connection.

Mark's fingers traced lazy circles on the back of my hand as we perused the menu. His touch sent shivers down my spine, igniting a familiar warmth in my core. When our eyes met, I saw a mixture of love, desire, and something darker.

The waiter arrived with our beers, and Mark raised his bottle in a silent toast. As I sipped the cold brew, I couldn't help but recall the events of the afternoon - the way my body had responded to his touch, the intensity of our shared pleasure. The memory sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through me.

"What are you thinking about?" Mark's voice was low and husky, his eyes searching mine.

I felt a blush creep up my neck. "Just...everything that just happened," I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper.

His grip on my hand tightened. "Me too," he said.

The arrival of our pizza momentarily broke the tension. We ate in comfortable silence, exchanging heated glances over slices of gooey cheese and crisp crust. The beer relaxed me and erased any trace of guilt I might have been feeling, and I found myself caressing Mark's calf with my foot under the table.

His sharp intake of breath told me he noticed. "Careful," he warned playfully, but I could see the desire burning in his eyes.

As we finished our meal, the unspoken implications between us grew thick and heavy. We were going to do it again - with Derek. Neither one of us could wait to experience that thrill again. Mark paid the bill, and we hurried out of the restaurant, the warm afternoon air throwing gasoline on the fire building between us.


Chapter 8

We returned to a packed beach around 2:00 PM and enjoyed a lazy afternoon of reading and sipping beer. Between chapters, I found my gaze stuck on Darius sitting atop of the lifeguard stand with effortless cool and a powerful sexual prowess.

As the afternoon wore on, I felt a growing heat that had nothing to do with the sun. My eyes kept drifting to Derek's muscular form, his dark skin glistening with a sheen of sweat. I imagined running my hands over his chiseled abs, feeling the power in his thigh between my legs once more.

Mark noticed my distraction and leaned in close, his breath hot on my ear. "Like what you see?" he murmured.

I flushed, caught in my obvious ogling. "Maybe," I admitted with a coy smile.

He chuckled, his hand sliding up my thigh under our beach towel. "Why don't we invite him back to the house? I'd love to watch him devour you again."

His words sent a jolt of electricity through me. I bit my lip, pretending to consider what I already knew I wanted. The taboo thrill of it made my pulse race. "Okay," I breathed. "Let's do it."

As 5:00 PM approached, we gathered our things. I slipped on a sheer cover-up that did little to hide my aching body. Mark and I sauntered over to Derek's stand, my hips swaying invitingly.

Derek's eyes raked over my body as we approached, his gaze lingering on the swell of my breasts beneath the flimsy fabric. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face.

"Heading home?" he asked, his deep voice sending shivers down my spine.

Mark nodded. "We were wondering if you'd like to join us for a drink…back at our place."

Derek's gaze flicked between us, understanding dawning in his eyes. He climbed down from his perch with fluid grace, towering over me.

"I'd love to," he said, his hand brushing against my hip as he fell into step beside us.

The walk back to our beach house was torturous. Every brush of Derek's arm against mine sent sparks skittering across my skin. As we got to the house, we passed by our outdoor shower stall.

“You know,” Derek said, “I could use a quick wash, sandy day at the beach you know.”

I opened the shower stall door for him. It was small and cramped but just big enough for two people.

“Care to join me?” he asked seductively.

I turned to look at Mark who simply smiled and started walking up the steps to our house.

“Go ahead, don’t worry about me. I’ll make some cocktails while you guys wash up.”

My stomach did a backflip.

Was this really happening? Was Mark leaving me alone with Derek and giving me permission to…

My mind raced as I stepped inside the shower stall with Derek and closed the door behind me as he turned the water on.

Before I knew what was happening, I heard the door to our house click shut as Mark disappeared inside. Derek was quickly naked and undressing me from my bikini.

The warm water cascaded over us as Derek's strong hands slid my bikini top off. His fingers trailed down my sides, leaving goosebumps in their wake. I gasped as he pressed me against the cool tile wall, his muscular body flush against mine.

"I've been thinking about this all afternoon," Derek growled, his lips brushing my ear.

I shivered despite the steam rising around us. "Me too," I admitted breathlessly.

His mouth claimed mine once again in a passionate kiss as his hands roamed my body. I moaned into the kiss, my fingers tracing the defined muscles of his back. Derek's lips moved to my neck, sucking and nipping as his hips ground against mine.

I could feel his impressive arousal pressing insistently against my stomach. My hand slipped between us, wrapping around his thick shaft. Derek groaned, his head falling back as I stroked him.

"Fuck," I panted. “Your big, black cock is so sexy. It looks so hot in my hand.”

Once again, I watched the diamond of my ring sparkle as it danced in the wetness up and down his dark shaft. I was mesmerized and wanted to simply stroke and admire his BBC.

“That’s it baby,” he said, encouraging me. “Show me how you worship that BBC.”

I got down on my knees and began to worship my new addiction.

The cool, wet ground pressed against my knees as I knelt before Derek, his impressive manhood standing proudly over me. Water cascaded down his chiseled ebony form, droplets clinging to his skin like gemstones. I ran my hands up his powerful thighs, marveling at the contrast of my pale fingers against his dark flesh.

"That's it, baby," Derek purred, his voice a low rumble that sent shivers down my spine. "Show me how much you want it."

I leaned forward, my tongue darting out to trace the thick vein running along the underside of his shaft. Derek's hand tangled in my wet hair, guiding me closer. I wrapped my lips around the swollen head, savoring the taste of him as I slowly took more of his length into my mouth.

Derek groaned, his hips rocking forward. "Fuck, that's good. Your pretty, little mouth feels amazing on my cock."

I hollowed my cheeks, sucking harder as I bobbed my head. My hand worked what I couldn't fit, twisting and stroking in time with my mouth. I looked up at Derek through wet lashes, arousal pooling in my core at the sight of his intense gaze fixed on me. The power I felt in that moment was intoxicating.

Derek's grip on my hair tightened as he began to thrust gently into my mouth. "That's it, take it all," he growled.

I relaxed my throat, letting him slide deeper until I felt the tip brush the back of my throat. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, but I didn't want to stop. The taboo thrill of sucking a giant black cock while my husband waited inside sent waves of heat through my body.

I finally popped my mouth off gasping for air when a deliciously dirty thought came into my head.

“Cum on my face,” I whispered. I’d never had a facial before and this was the perfect setting for it. I desperately wanted to watch him jerk his black cock until he shot his hot, white load all over my pretty face.

Derek's eyes darkened with lust at my request. He wrapped his hand around his thick shaft, stroking it mere inches from my face. I tilted my head back, mouth open in anticipation.

"You want my cum, baby?" he growled. "You want me to mark that pretty face with my seed?"

"Yes," I moaned. "Please, Derek. I need it."

His hand moved faster, muscles tensing as he approached his peak. I kept my eyes locked on his, drinking in the raw desire I saw there. With a guttural groan, Derek erupted. The first rope of cum splashed across my cheek, hot and thick. More followed, coating my lips, chin, and forehead.

I closed my eyes, reveling in the feeling of his release marking me. When the last spurt landed on my heaving chest, I slowly blinked my eyes open. Derek stood over me, chest heaving, a look of satisfaction on his face.

"Fuck, you look so good covered in my cum," he said, voice ragged.

I ran a finger through the sticky mess on my cheek, bringing it to my lips to taste him. The shower's warm spray began to wash away the cum as I wondered what Mark was doing, what he would think of all this.

Before I knew it, we were cleaned up and Derek was shutting the water off.

“Let’s head up for that drink,” he said, slapping my ass with his big, meaty palm.

I squealed with delight as I wrapped a towel around me and headed inside.

Derek did the same and followed me in.


Chapter 9

Mark was waiting inside with a tray of drinks, full of nervous energy, as Derek and I entered holding hands. I saw his gaze drift and fix itself on my wedding ring - the ring he’d given me and I’d accepted as a symbol of our love and fidelity to one another.

And I’d just been downstairs in the shower, letting a black man I’d just met, nut all over my face while I jerked his cock with the hand upon which the ring lived, begging for his seed like a dirty little slut.

My skin was still ringing from Derek’s touch, my body humming with an unslakeable hunger. Mark's eyes darted between us, a mix of curiosity and apprehension evident in his furrowed brow.

"I thought you two might be thirsty after your...how was the shower?" Mark said, his voice wavering slightly as he offered us the drinks.

I felt a pang of guilt, but it was quickly overwhelmed by a surge of arousal as Derek's hand tightened on mine.

"Refreshing," Derek replied, his deep voice rumbling through the room. He took a glass from the tray, his fingers brushing against Mark's. I watched my husband's eyes widen at the contact.

I reached for my own drink, the cool glass a stark contrast to my flushed skin. The taste of Derek still lingered on my lips, salty and forbidden. I took a long sip, hoping the alcohol would steady my nerves.

"Yeah, it was...nice," I added lamely, avoiding Mark's gaze. The tension in the room was palpable, thick and heady like the humid air outside.

Derek's free hand found the small of my back, his touch sending shivers up my spine. I leaned into him instinctively, my body betraying me. Mark's eyes followed the movement, his jaw clenching.

“So, should we head to the bedroom?” Derek asked.

The question hung in the air, heavy and charged. I felt my heart racing, torn between the familiar comfort of Mark and the thrilling unknown that Derek represented. Mark's eyes widened, a mix of shock and something else - excitement? - flickering across his face.

"I -  I'm not sure," Mark stammered, his usual confidence faltering. "This is all happening so fast." He must have picked up on something, sensed danger perhaps. He was right, but I didn’t care anymore. Not really.

Derek's hand slid lower on my back, his fingers teasing the curve of my ass. I bit my lip, stifling a moan. The room felt too small, too hot.

"Your wife seems ready," Derek purred, his voice like velvet. "Aren't you, baby?"

I nodded, unable to form words. The guilt was still there, but it was being rapidly consumed by a primal hunger. I wanted - no, needed - more.

Mark set down his drink with a shaky hand. "Maybe we should talk about this first," he suggested, but his voice lacked conviction.

Derek chuckled, the sound sending shivers down my spine. "Talk? I think we're past talking, don't you?" He turned to me, his dark eyes burning with intensity. "Show your husband what you were just doing to me in the shower.”

I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding. Then, without breaking eye contact with Mark, I slowly sank to my knees in front of Derek. My fingers trembled as I reached for his waistband and pulled down.

Mark's sharp intake of breath was audible as I freed Derek's massive cock. It sprang forth, already half-hard and growing rapidly. I wrapped my hand around the thick shaft, marveling at how my fingers couldn't fully encircle it.

"Mmm, you want to see what I was doing?" I said, my voice low and husky with desire as I opened my mouth wide and smiled devilishly. I glanced up at Derek, then back to Mark.

Without waiting for a response from Mark, I took Derek into my mouth. The familiar taste of him flooded my senses, making me moan around his length. I heard Mark's strangled gasp, saw his knuckles turn white as he gripped the edge of the bar cart.

Derek's hand tangled in my hair, guiding me as I bobbed my head. I hollowed my cheeks, taking him deeper with each pass. The obscene sounds of my enthusiastic sucking filled the room.

I could feel Mark's eyes on me as I worked Derek's impressive length, my lips stretched wide around his girth. The weight of his gaze only fueled my arousal, making me moan and take Derek even deeper.

Derek's grip tightened in my hair as he began to thrust gently into my mouth. "That's it, baby," he growled. "Show your husband how much you love this big, black cock."

I glanced up at Mark, seeing his face flushed and his breathing heavy. His eyes were dark with a mix of shock, jealousy, and unmistakable arousal. I hollowed my cheeks and sucked harder, putting on a show for both men.

"Fuck," Mark breathed, his voice strained. "I can't believe this..."

The air was charged with something different now. This wasn’t like before on the beach, a spontaneous indiscretion. This was calculated. Planned. I craved it and no one, not even my husband was going to stop me from getting it.

In that moment, it hit me: what they say is absolutely true. Once you go black…

“She ain’t never going back,” Derek said as if reading my mind and finishing my thought. My pussy gushed at the thought of being so quickly and hopelessly addicted to black cock. I took a risk and was willing to deal with the consequences. I welcomed them.

"Told you she couldn't resist," Derek said with a smirk, his hand still tangled in my hair as I continued to work his shaft. "Your wife's got a talent for this."

I felt a surge of pride at his words, redoubling my efforts. My tongue swirled around his thick head before I plunged back down, taking him as deep as I could. The stretch in my jaw was delicious, a constant reminder of Derek's impressive size.

Mark made a strangled sound, somewhere between a groan and a whimper. I could see him shifting uncomfortably, his own arousal evident despite his conflicted expression.

"Why don't you come closer, Mark?" Derek suggested, his voice a low rumble. "Get a better view of your wife enjoying herself."

I felt Mark hesitate, then heard his footsteps as he approached. The energy in the room shifted, becoming even more charged. I moaned around Derek's cock, the vibrations making him grip my hair tighter.

"That's it," Derek encouraged. "Watch how much she loves it. How desperate she is for it."

As if to prove his point, I pulled off Derek's cock with an obscene pop, a string of saliva connecting my lips to his glistening shaft. I looked up at Mark, my eyes heavy-lidded with lust.

"Baby," I purred, my voice rough. "It feels so good. I can't get enough of his black cock. I think I’m addicted."

But that was a lie. I knew I was addicted.

Mark's breath hitched as he watched me lean in and run my tongue along Derek's impressive length. I maintained eye contact with my husband as I worshipped Derek's cock, letting him see every lick, every kiss, every moment of ecstasy on my face.

Derek's hand cupped my cheek, turning my attention back to him. "Show him how deep you can take it, sweetheart."

I nodded eagerly, opening my mouth wide. Derek guided himself back in, pushing deeper and deeper until I felt him hit the back of my throat. I relaxed, suppressing my gag reflex as I'd learned to do in the shower. Inch by glorious inch, I took him in until my nose was pressed against his groin.

"Holy shit," Mark whispered, his voice a mix of awe and arousal.

I held Derek there for a long moment, reveling in the fullness, the slight burn in my eyes before I spat him back out and stood up.

Without waiting, I grabbed his cock in my hand and began pulling him along with me toward the bedroom.

I looked back over my shoulder at Mark, who stood there, dumbfounded. He suddenly looked so pathetic to me. I still loved him, sure. But something had shifted fundamentally between us. I knew I could never tell him, it would have to be my little secret.

“Well, are you coming?” I asked seductively, then turned and kept walking.

Mark quickly followed after us like an obedient little puppy dog.

I led Derek into the bedroom, my heart racing with anticipation. The cool sheets against my skin were a stark contrast to the heat radiating from Derek's body as he pressed against me. Mark hesitated in the doorway, his eyes wide as he took in the scene before him.

"Don't just stand there," I snapped my fingers and pointed to a chair in the corner. “Sit down and take your cock out for me. Get ready to enjoy the show.”

Mark obeyed, settling into the chair with shaky hands as he fumbled with his zipper. His eyes never left us as Derek pushed me onto the bed, his massive frame looming over me.

"You ready for this, baby?" Derek growled, his cock pressing insistently against my thigh.

I nodded eagerly, spreading my legs wider in invitation. "Please," I whimpered. "I need it."

Derek wasted no time, lining himself up and pushing into me with one powerful thrust. I cried out at the delicious stretch, my body struggling to accommodate his size. It burned in the most exquisite way.

"Fuck," I moaned, my nails clawing into Derek's back.

From the corner, I heard Mark's sharp breath. I turned my head to look at him, seeing his hand wrapped around his own cock as he watched us. His eyes were dark, his jaw clenched tight.

Derek began to move, setting a punishing pace that had me seeing stars. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body, building rapidly toward an explosive climax.

"That's it, take this big, black cock," Derek growled, his hips snapping against mine. "You love it, don't you? Tell your husband how much you love it."

I turned my head to look at Mark, seeing the conflict and arousal warring on his face as he stroked himself. "Oh god, baby," I moaned. "It feels so good. So fucking big and deep in me."

Derek's hand wrapped around my throat, applying just enough pressure to make my head swim. The added sensation pushed me closer to the edge.

"Look at her, Mark," Derek commanded. "Look how desperate she is for it. Your wife's a black cock slut now."

I whimpered at his words, clenching around him. "Yes," I gasped. "I'm a slut for black cock. I need it so bad."

Mark's breathing grew ragged, his hand moving faster on his shaft. I could see the pre-cum glistening at his tip.

Derek's thrusts grew harder, more erratic. I could feel him swelling inside me, stretching me impossibly wider. My own orgasm was building rapidly, a tidal wave of pleasure threatening to crash over me at any moment.

"Oh god, I'm so close," I moaned, my nails raking down Derek's back. "Please, don't stop. Fuck me harder!"

Derek obliged, pounding into me with renewed vigor. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, punctuated by our grunts and moans. I glanced over at Mark, seeing him stroking himself frantically as he watched us.

"You gonna cum for me, baby?" Derek growled in my ear. "Gonna cum all over this big, black cock while your husband watches?"

His words sent me over the edge. My back arched off the bed as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me. I cried out Derek's name, my body convulsing around him as my orgasm ripped through me.

"Fuck yes," Derek grunted, his hips stuttering. "Take it all, you dirty little slut."

I felt him pulse inside me, flooding me with his hot seed. The sensation of being filled so completely triggered another wave of pleasure, making me cry out and cling to Derek's muscular frame.

As we caught our breath, I turned my head to look at Mark. His hand was still wrapped around his cock, now softening as a small puddle of cum glistened on his stomach. His eyes were wide, a mix of shock and lingering arousal evident on his flushed face.

Derek rolled off me, his impressive cock slipping free. I felt a trickle of his cum leak out of me, running down my inner thigh. The sight seemed to snap Mark out of his daze.

"Oh god," he muttered, reaching for a tissue to clean himself up. "I can't believe we just did that again."

I stretched out across the bed, feeling deliciously sore and thoroughly satisfied. "Mmm, believe it baby," I purred. "And I hope you enjoyed the show, because there's plenty more where that came from."

Derek chuckled, his hand coming to rest possessively on my hip. "Your wife's insatiable, Mark. Hope you're ready for a long night.

I smiled lazily, basking in the afterglow. My body hummed with satisfaction, but I could already feel the embers of desire rekindling. Derek's touch sent little sparks of electricity across my skin.


Chapter 10

Derek would spill three more hot, sticky loads deep inside my fertile womb before I would let Mark have his shot at reclaiming me.

But unbeknownst to him he would never be able to reclaim me as his. At least not totally. In some small but significant way, he’d lost a part of me forever. A part of me felt pain and regret at this realization but a bigger part of me was insanely turned on by it. Besides, I was never going to tell him and what Mark didn’t know, wouldn’t hurt him.

I beckoned him over to the bed as Derek got dressed and left us alone.

“You ready for your sloppy seconds?” I teased.

Mark's eyes darkened with a mix of lust and something deeper - hurt, perhaps, or resignation. But he came to me anyway, drawn by the irresistible siren call of my body.

As he settled between my thighs, I felt Derek's seed seeping out of me, hot and viscous. The scent of our illicit encounter hung heavy in the air. Mark hesitated for just a moment before pushing inside me.

Despite being oversensitized from Derek's rigorous attention, I could hardly feel my husband's average cock.

"God, you feel amazing," he groaned.

I smiled, knowing Mark could feel the difference - how Derek had stretched and marked me. Then I thought about how much it turned him on to be fucking his own wife, using another man’s superior seed as lube. The depraved thoughts sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I arched my back, taking Mark to the hilt.

My fingers dug into his shoulders as our bodies moved together. The wrongness of it all - my husband trying so hard and yet failing to fully reclaim me from another man - had me rocketing toward another climax.

I closed my eyes, flashes of Derek's powerful body flickering behind my eyelids even as Mark made love to me. The duality of my desire - the deep love I still felt for Mark intertwined with my newfound lust for Derek - overwhelmed me. I cried out, my body shuddering with an intense orgasm that seemed to go on and on.

Mark groaned, burying his face in my neck as he followed me over the edge. I felt his release mingle with Derek's inside me, and a perverse thrill ran through me at the thought.

Afterwards, we lay tangled together, our breathing slowly returning to normal. Mark's fingers traced lazy patterns on my skin, and I could sense him struggling with what to say.

"Was it... good for you?" he finally asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

I turned to face him, seeing the vulnerability in his eyes. "It was incredible," I said, lying through my teeth. Of course, it had been incredible, but not because of Mark’s cock.

Derek’s big, black cock had not only rearranged my guts but it had changed my very soul irrevocably.

I couldn't bring myself to tell Mark the whole truth. And I probably never would. Instead, I kissed him deeply, hoping to convey through touch what I couldn't say with words. His hands roamed my body, reigniting the embers of desire.

"Again?" I murmured against his lips, arching into his touch.

Mark nodded, a determined glint in his eye. This time, as he entered me, I closed my eyes and let my mind wander. The room fell away, replaced by sun-drenched sand and the crash of waves. In my mind's eye, it was Derek's powerful body moving above me, his dark skin glistening with sweat and sea spray.

I moaned, louder than I intended, my hips rising to meet each thrust. Mark took it as encouragement, increasing his pace. The bed creaked beneath us, the headboard thumping against the wall in a steady rhythm.

"Oh god, yes," I cried out, lost in my fantasy. "Harder, please!"

Mark obliged, gripping my hips tightly as he pounded into me. I could feel the slickness of Derek's earlier release coating my thighs, mingling

I wrapped my legs around Mark's waist, pulling him deeper. My body responded instinctively to his familiar touch, but my mind kept drifting. I imagined Derek's large hands gripping me, his muscular body towering over mine. The fantasy blurred with reality as Mark's grunts of exertion mingled with memories of Derek's deep, commanding voice.

"You feel so good," Mark panted.

I bit my lip, holding back Derek's name that threatened to spill out. Instead, I raked my nails down Mark's back, urging him on. He shuddered at the sensation, his hips jerking erratically.

"I'm close," he groaned.

I nodded, my own climax building. The dual sensations - Mark's physical presence and Derek's phantom touch - pushed me over the edge. I cried out wordlessly as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Mark followed moments later, his body tensing as he spilled inside me.

As we lay there catching our breath, guilt and arousal warred within me. I stroked Mark's hair tenderly, even as images of Derek's cocky grin flashed through my mind.

I knew in that moment that this vacation had changed things between Mark and me in a most permanent way. The intensity of my encounter with Derek had awakened something primal within me.

As Mark's breathing evened out and he drifted off to sleep, I lay awake, my mind racing. The weight of my secret pressed down on me, but beneath it simmered an intoxicating excitement. I replayed every moment with Derek in vivid detail - the raw power of his body, the masterful way he'd taken control, the earth-shattering orgasms.

The hunger I felt burning just below my belly as I drifted off to sleep was a hunger I knew Mark could never fully satisfy.


Chapter 11

We played with Derek more than a few more times before our stay in Ocean Heights was over. Each time Mark suggested we take it slow or back off a bit, I manipulated him into letting me get my fix. From that moment on, I was forever chasing the high of being stretched and seeded by a big, black alpha male.

I couldn't get enough of Derek's powerful body, his commanding presence, the way he made me feel so deliciously small and vulnerable. The more we played, the deeper I fell into an intoxicating spiral of lust and forbidden desire.

One night, as Derek's massive cock pounded into me relentlessly, I found myself whimpering, "Breed me, breed me." The words slipped out before I could stop them, shocking even myself. Derek's eyes flashed with primal hunger as he growled and thrust deeper, flooding my womb with his potent seed.

Afterwards, I lay trembling in Derek's arms, my mind reeling from the intensity of what had just transpired. The weight of my words hung heavy in the air, mingling with the heady scent of our lovemaking. I glanced at Mark, who sat watching us from the corner, his expression a mix of awe and uncertainty.

After we got home, the fantasy subsided for a little bit, maybe a few weeks, before it came roaring back with fresh intensity.

Soon, I found myself consumed by thoughts of being bred by a black man. The fantasy took root deep within me, growing stronger with each encounter. I imagined my belly swelling with a child who wasn’t Mark’s, my body transformed by the power of another man’s virility. The taboo nature of it only heightened my arousal, sending shivers of guilty pleasure down my spine as I masturbated in secret over and over again to the thought.

But I couldn't bring myself to confess these desires to Mark. How could I tell my loving husband that I yearned to be impregnated by another man? That I craved the ultimate act of submission to Derek's raw masculinity? The words caught in my throat every time I tried to broach the subject.

As the weeks turned to months, my obsession only grew stronger. I found myself searching for Derek's face in every crowd, imagining his touch with every brush against my skin. At night, I'd wake up panting, my body slick with sweat, the phantom sensation of his cock still throbbing inside me.

Mark noticed the change in me. How could he not? I was distracted, on edge, my appetite for our usual lovemaking dwindling. He tried to rekindle our passion, planning romantic dinners and weekend getaways, but nothing could compare to the raw intensity I'd experienced with Derek.

One evening, as Mark and I lay in bed, he turned to me with concern in his eyes. "Jenna, is everything okay? You seem... different lately."

My heart raced. This was my chance to confess, to lay bare the desires that had been consuming me. But fear gripped me, choking the words before they could escape. Instead, I forced a smile and murmured, "I'm fine, just stressed about work."

But the lie tasted bitter on my tongue. As Mark drifted off to sleep, I slipped out of bed and into the bathroom. Locking the door behind me, I pulled out my phone. Mark had no idea, but Derek had given me his number. I tapped his contact info and typed out a message as my heart raced.

Hey…

My fingers trembled as I typed out the rest of the message to Derek:

"Hey... I can't stop thinking about you. About what we did. I need to see you again."

I hit send before I could lose my nerve, then clutched the phone to my chest, my pulse pounding. What was I doing? This was madness, betraying Mark's trust like this. But I couldn't deny the molten heat pooling low in my belly at the thought of Derek's touch.

The phone buzzed almost immediately. Derek's reply flashed across the screen:

"I knew you'd be back for more BBC, baby girl. Tell me what you want."

A soft moan escaped my lips as I read his words. My nipples tightened beneath my thin nightgown, my thighs clenching with need.

"I want you to breed me," I typed back, my cheeks flushing hot with shame and arousal. "I can't stop thinking about your cum filling me up, making me swell with your baby."

I held my breath, waiting for his response. When it came, it sent a jolt of electricity straight to my core:

"I've been waiting to hear you say that. Meet me tomorrow, 2pm, at the Oceanview Hotel. Room 412. Don't keep daddy waiting."

My legs nearly gave out as I read his message. This was really happening.

I put the phone down on the vanity and began to pleasure myself, thinking the dirtiest thoughts. Being bad felt so good and I was so ready to give in and do something I never in a million years thought I would be willing to do…

THE END


BONUS PREVIEW 1:
First-Class Wife: 
A First-Time BBC Hotwife Novella (BUY NOW)

Chapter 1 (Jon)

We were at our gate, waiting for our flight to begin boarding when the announcement came over the loudspeaker.

“Passenger Jon Cooper. Would Jon Cooper please come to the desk? Once again, passenger Jon Cooper…”

My wife Sara looked at me, her hazel eyes wide with worry.

“That’s you. Why are they calling your name?”

It took me a few seconds to get over the shock of hearing my name broadcast for the entire airport to hear.

I shook my head and stood up.

“I have no earthly idea,” I said, placing the book I was reading down on the seat next to Sara. “I suppose I better go find out though. Maybe they’re upgrading us to first class.”

Sara let out a giggle and rolled her eyes.

“Yeah, right. More likely they want us to give up our seats. Do not let them talk you into taking a voucher. I refuse to delay feeling that sunshine on my skin by even an hour at this point.”

I leaned down and kissed her on the cheek.

“Don’t worry. I won’t”

Despite my best effort at planning a relaxing vacation, things weren’t off to an ideal start. It was a cold and wet December morning and traffic in Washington D.C. was a mess. We arrived at the airport thirty-minutes behind schedule and stressed. Getting through security was a slog and our bag was flagged at the checkpoint for some unknown reason and we had to endure the humiliation of the agent going through all of our swimsuits and underwear while curious onlookers watched and silently judged our fashion choices.

But finally and mercifully we were at our gate in plenty of time and in less than three hours would arrive in Miami for a well-deserved long-weekend in South Beach.

I approached the woman at the counter and cleared my throat.

“Yes, hi. Uhh, I think you called my name. Jon Cooper?”

She looked up at me and smiled.

“Yes we did, thank you so much Mr. Cooper. I’m happy to let you know that you’ve been selected for a complimentary, first-class upgrade for this morning’s flight to Miami. Is that something you would be interested in?”

My stomach did a backflip. I blinked and shook my head.

“I’m sorry, did you say first-class upgrade?”

She smiled and nodded back at me.

“Mmmhmm, that’s correct.”

“Amazing!” I said, perhaps a little too loud. I was letting the adrenaline and excitement get to me but I couldn’t believe it. First class? Things we’re looking up.

“I take it that means you are interested?” she asked.

“Yes! I mean, of course. Definitely Absolutely we are!”

Her demeanor changed slightly and a frown replaced her smile.

“Oh, I’m sorry sir. There’s no we here. It’s just for you. A single first-class upgrade. It’s not for all members of your party. It’s unfortunately just the one ticket.”

“Ahh, I see,” I said, “well…uh, hmmm.”

I turned around to look back at Sara who was watching me intently, trying to decipher what was going on.

“Sir, I’ll need an answer right away as we do have other people on standby for the upgrade.”

At first, I balked. I didn’t want to break us up. Sitting in different seats in different parts of the plane didn’t strike me as a great way to kick off our vacation.

But a first-class upgrade was too good to pass up, wasn’t it? I mean how often did things like this happen to regular people like us? At least one of us should get to enjoy the lucky break. After all, it was only a little less than three hours. Then once we landed, we’d be together for the duration of the trip.

“Sir, I need an answer. Please,” she said. I snapped out of my mental calculation and made a snap call. A snap call that would change are lives irrevocably from there on out.

“I’ll take it, thank you very much,” I said.

“Excellent,” she said before punching a few keys and printing out a revised boarding pass for me. “Here you go, sir.”

She handed me a first-class ticket.

JON C. COOPER was printed on it. I clutched the ticket in my hands.

“Is it ok if I let my wife use it?” I asked.

The woman simply shrugged.

“It’s your ticket, if you two want to switch I can’t imagine why that would cause any problems.”

“Great, thank you,” I said and walked back over to where I’d left Sara.

Her gaze hadn’t left me the entire time and I could see the wheels spinning in her head as she eyed the piece of paper in my hands suspiciously.

I sat down next to her with a huff.

“You took the voucher, didn’t you?”

I grinned at Sara, excitement bubbling up inside me. "Even better. You're not going to believe this."

Sara raised an eyebrow, curiosity replacing her earlier suspicion. "What is it? Don't keep me in suspense, Jon."

"They offered me a first-class upgrade," I said, waving the ticket. "For free!"

Her eyes widened. "No way! That's amazing!" Then her smile faltered slightly. "Wait, just you?"

I nodded, feeling a twinge of guilt. "Yeah, just one ticket. But I was thinking you should take it."

Sara shook her head emphatically. "Absolutely not. It's your upgrade, you should enjoy it."

"Absolutely not,” I said, handing her the ticket. “You deserve a little luxury. Besides, I have my book to keep me company." I patted the novel resting on my lap.

She hesitated, I could see she was torn between wanting to experience first-class and not wanting to leave me alone.

"Are you sure? I don't mind if you take it instead."

I reached out and squeezed her hand. "I'm positive. Go, relax, and tell me all about it when we land."

Her eyes sparkled with mischief.

"Maybe you can sweet-talk the flight attendant into sneaking me some of those fancy first-class snacks."

She chuckled, "I'll do my best. Thank you, Jon."

As the boarding announcement crackled over the loudspeaker, she leaned in and kissed me softly. "I love you," she murmured against my lips.

"I love you too," I replied. "Now go live it up in first class. I expect a full report later."

With one last squeeze of my hand, she stood and made her way to the priority boarding line, first-class ticket clutched in her hand.

Later, as I stepped onto the plane, I couldn't shake the feeling that this unexpected upgrade was just the beginning of what promised to be an unforgettable vacation.

And boy was I right, but not at all in the way I imagined.


Chapter 2 (Sara)

As I settled into my plush first-class seat, I couldn’t help but feel a mix of excitement and guilt. The leather was buttery soft against my skin, and there was so much legroom I couldn’t even reach the seat in front of me if I wanted to. It was a far cry from the cramped economy seats I was used to.

I craned my neck, trying to spot Jon as other passengers filed past us. Finally, I saw him, looking a bit lost as he made his way down the aisle. Our eyes met and he gave me a small wave and an encouraging smile. I blew him a kiss.

"First time in first class?" a deep voice asked from beside me.

I turned to see my seatmate - a tall, devastatingly handsome black man with warm brown eyes and a megawatt smile. He was impeccably dressed in a tailored suit that screamed two things: money and power.

"Is it that obvious?" I laughed, feeling a blush creep up my cheeks.

"Only a little," he said with a wink. "I'm Darius."

"Sara," I replied, shaking his hand. His grip was firm and confident.

"So Sara, what brings you to Miami? Business or pleasure?"

"Definitely pleasure," I said. "My husband and I are taking a long weekend getaway. What about you?"

"A bit of both," Darius replied. "I live there, so it’s always a mix of the two, usually more business…but you always have to make some time for pleasure in South Beach."

As we chatted, a flight attendant appeared with a tray of champagne flutes. I hesitated for a moment - it's not even 10 AM - but Darius grabbed them both and handed one to me with a grin.

"When in first class, right?" he said, raising his glass in a toast.

I clinked my glass against his, the bubbles tickling my nose as I took a sip. It was delicious, and I could already feel the tension from our stressful morning at the airport melting away.

As the plane took off, Darius and I fell into easy conversation. He was so charming and funny, regaling me with stories of his travels and business ventures. I was embarrassed when I realized I was laughing more than I had in months - with a man who wasn’t my husband.

“Forgive me, I can’t believe I haven’t asked yet. But, your mentioned husband?” he asked looking around the first class cabin.

I snorted so hard Champagne almost came out my nose.

“Oh no, how silly of me. Jon. He’s in coach.”

I motioned toward the back of the plane.

“Coach?” Darius asked.

I explained to him the story of our single upgraded ticket.

“What a perfect gentleman,” Darius said with a warm smile. “Man I can respect. I like hearing things like that. Chivalry is in such short supply these days.”

I smiled warmly.

“Couldn’t agree more.,” I said.

. . .

About an hour into the flight, I excused myself to use the restroom. As I made my way down the aisle, I spotted Jon through the first-class curtain, his nose was buried in his book. I paused for a moment, torn between wanting to check on him and not wanting to bother him.

Just then, he looked up and caught my eye. His face lit up with a smile, and he mouthed "Having fun?" I nodded enthusiastically, giving him a thumbs up. He chuckled and waved me off playfully.

As I went back to my seat, a strange feeling washed over me as I thought of continuing my conversation with Darius. Excitement, yes, but also... something else. A tingling awareness I hadn’t felt in years.

I slid back into my seat next to Darius, acutely aware of his presence in a way I hadn't been before. His knee brushed against mine as he shifted to let me sit, sending  chills through my body.

"Welcome back," Darius said with that dazzling smile. "I was just about to order another round of drinks. Care to join me?"

I hesitated for a moment, glancing back towards where Jon sat in coach. But the champagne had already gone to my head a bit, making me feel warm and relaxed. What was the harm in one more?

"Why not?" I replied with a grin. "When in first class, right?"

Darius flagged down the flight attendant and ordered us each another glass of champagne. As we sipped, our conversation flowed easily. I found myself opening up to him about my job, my hopes and dreams, things I hadn't discussed with Jon in years.

"You know, Sara," Darius said, leaning in close. His voice had dropped lower, more intimate. "I have to say, your husband is a lucky man. You're not just beautiful, but intelligent and funny too. It's a rare combination."

I felt heat rise to my cheeks at his words. "Oh, stop," I said, playfully swatting his arm. But inside, my heart was racing. When was the last time someone had complimented me like that?

"I mean it," Darius continued, his eyes locked on mine. "If you were my wife, I'd never let you out of my sight.”

There was something in his gaze that made my breath catch. A hunger, barely concealed. I should have felt uncomfortable. But instead, I felt a thrill of excitement course through me.

"Well," I said, my voice barely above a whisper. "Thank you,” I said weakly.

His hand brushed up against mine as he reached for his drink. His touch was electric, sending sparks racing up my arm.

"Excuse me, sorry" he said.

Just then, the captain's voice crackled over the speaker, announcing our descent into Miami. The spell was broken, and I pulled my hand away, suddenly keenly aware of what I'd been doing and the inappropriate thoughts racing through my head.

“No problem,” I said, pulling my hand closer toward my body.

As we prepared for landing, guilt washed over me. But for what? We hadn’t done anything improper. But as I snuck glances at Darius, I couldn't deny the attraction I felt.


BONUS PREVIEW 2:
Eye Contact: A Dark, Interracial Hotwife-Cuckold Fantasy Romance (BUY NOW)

Chapter 1

I used to know what went on back there, behind those eyes.

Never had any doubts.

There was always a mystique to them, sure.

A danger.

A hidden temptation.

The promise of something special.

That’s what made me fall for her in the first place.

But lately, they seemed blank, vacant. Hiding something. Something just beyond my grasp, like faint wisps of smoke from a burning candle caught in a mid-summer breeze.

Alright...

We hadn’t had sex in two months.

That’s what I’m trying to say here.

We were drifting apart.

Barely acknowledging one another.

You know, that kind of thing.

After seven years of marriage and two kids, I guess that kind of thing isn’t all that uncommon for people like us. In fact, it’s probably just the opposite: what we were going through is an all too common phenomenon in society today.

And it’s a damn shame because as I would come to find out, it doesn’t have to be that way. Not by a long shot. But I’ll get to that in a bit.

Like I was saying before I got sidetracked, it had been two months since we had sex and if I was being honest, the last time we had good sex?

A solid year.

Yeah, I know. Pathetic indeed.

And I was horny as hell on this particular day, trying to remember when it was that things just sort of stopped between us.

While I couldn’t put my finger on it, I think I was pretty close to resigning myself to a passive acceptance of a near-sexless existence.

I figured what the hell, there’s other things to enjoy like good wine, sports, dramatic television, hiking, going to the beach.

That could be enough for me.

It would have to be.

I wouldn’t be one of those pathetic mid-life crisis dads who cheats on the mother of his children rather than dealing with his problems.

No sir, I would swallow all that emotion and resentment whole, bury it deep down inside me and suffer in silence for the sake of my family.

Like a real man.

And it wasn’t as if I still didn’t love her. I did. Very much so.

Objectively, she was still attractive. Very attractive.

But, and I couldn’t explain it if I tried, something was just off.

So, I chalked it up to that whole seven year itch thing. Maybe in another year we’d break through our plateau and things would go back to normal. Like they used to be.

Or maybe, even better than that.

One could only dream.

We’d just have to bide our time until then and hope neither of us did anything crazy in the meantime.

I was sitting on the edge of our bed watching my wife put away the laundry (don’t worry I cook all our meals, calm down) as I had these thoughts running through my head.

She was looking into the mirror above the dresser and I could see her face, her eyes more specifically.

I suppose a not so small part of me was hoping that when she was finished tucking the last pair of socks neatly into the sock drawer, that she would come over and join me on the bed for a moment.

And then maybe...who knew? Anything could happen after that.

Or so I allowed myself to believe.

But she was staring off towards a point unknown and lost in some world of thought entirely her own.

What are you up to Brooke Simmons, what’s hiding behind those eyes? I wondered.

And just then she looked at me in the mirror and saw me watching her and I could see it for a moment, just a single moment, brief and fleeting, but I saw it clearly.

She wasn’t just bored. She was disinterested.

And that was that.

So, I stood up and walked over to the bathroom.

“I’m gonna take a quick shower,” I said.

“K,” she said back to me, quickly and with all the absent-mindedness of someone who was pondering much deeper things than personal hygiene or our sex life.

I entered our bathroom and turned on the hot water.

As the steam rose and filled the room with a warm mist, my mind drifted into a world that was entirely my own.

Once the water was hot enough, I stepped into the shower and did what I usually did when I was feeling horny: I rubbed one out thinking about this girl I used to hook up with in high school.

Kelly Sullivan.

She could ride a dick like a world champion.

Or at least I thought so at the time.

There was this one memory in particular that I thought about a lot.

This Kelly Sullivan and I, we’d fooled around a couple of times and all that, but hadn’t quite rounded the bases yet if you know what I mean.

But this time, things were getting hot and heavy, quick, and we both knew what we wanted.

We were both naked, making out, and she was straddling me.

Oh man, my cock was so hard pressing up against her tight, eighteen year-old body I thought it was going to explode. Not come. Explode. Like literally the skin would rip and tear apart so violently that blood would spray forth all over the place in a gory, oozing mess of pink flesh and broken dreams, ushering in a useless, sexless, and most certainly childless future for poor, old me.

Thankfully, however, that didn’t happen.

She started thrusting her hips back and forth, grinding on my dick. I could feel how wet she was. It was driving me insane. Pure primal lust.

Then she started nibbling on my ear and whispered, “what do you want to do?”

“I want to go all the way,” I said (I know, I know. Smooth). “But I don’t have a condom.”

Also, so very smooth.

Being the good Catholic boy that I was back then I was constantly worried about knocking someone up and ruining both of our lives before they even got started. So much so that I often ruined the moment at times like that.

But not this time.

This Kelly Sullivan, she just giggled in my ear.

“I don’t give a fuck,” she whispered, sending a shiver down my spine and causing my whole body to break out in gooseflesh.

As she said it, she reached down and grabbed my cock and gently, sensually lowered her tight, tight self onto it.

And that was about the point in that tried and true trip down memory lane that I lost all control and blew a huge, sad load down the shower drain. Never to be seen or heard from again.

Pathetic, I know.

I stepped out of the shower, feeling a mix of relief and shame. The hot water had washed away the physical evidence of my solitary indulgence, but the emotional residue lingered. I dried off, wrapping the towel around my waist before heading back into the bedroom.

Brooke was still there, now sitting on the edge of the bed, scrolling through her phone. She barely glanced up as I entered.

"Hey," I said, trying to sound casual. "What are you up to?"

She shrugged, not looking away from her screen. "Just checking my schedule for tomorrow. I've got a new fitness class at the gym I want to try."

"Oh yeah?" I asked, feigning interest as I rummaged through my dresser for a clean pair of boxers. "What kind of class?"

"It's called 'Power Hour,'" she replied, finally looking up at me. "Supposed to be really intense. Kelly recommended it."

I froze for a moment, my hand hovering over the drawer. Kelly. The name hit me like a punch to the gut. It couldn't be the same Kelly, could it? No, that would be too much of a coincidence.

"Kelly?" I asked, trying to keep my voice steady. "Who's that?"

Brooke's eyes narrowed slightly, as if she sensed something off in my tone. "Just a woman I met at the gym a few weeks ago. We've been working out together sometimes. Why?"

I shook my head, forcing a smile. "No reason. Just curious."

As I pulled on my underwear and a t-shirt, I couldn't shake the nagging feeling in the pit of my stomach. It was probably nothing, I told myself. Kelly was a common name, after all. But something about the way Brooke had said it, the casual familiarity, made me uneasy.

I climbed into bed beside her, suddenly hyper aware of the space between us. It felt like miles.

"Well, have fun at your class tomorrow," I said, reaching for the lamp on my nightstand.

Brooke nodded, still absorbed in her phone. "Thanks. I'm sure I will."

As the darkness settled over us, I lay there, staring at the ceiling. My mind raced with questions and doubts, fueled by the lingering memories of my shower fantasy. What was really going on with Brooke? And who was this mysterious Kelly?


Chapter 2

I woke up the next morning to an empty bed. Brooke was already gone, off to her "Power Hour" class at the gym. I rolled over and checked my phone - 6:30 AM. Jesus, she was dedicated. Or maybe just eager to get out of the house.

I dragged myself out of bed and shuffled to the kitchen to make coffee. As I waited for it to brew, I found myself staring out the window, lost in thought. That nagging feeling from last night was still there, gnawing at the edges of my mind.

Kelly. It was ridiculous to think it could be the same Kelly from high school. What were the odds? And even if it was, so what? It had been nearly two decades. We were all adults now, with our own lives. It didn't mean anything.

But as I sipped my coffee, another thought crept in. What if it did mean something? What if this Kelly, whoever she was, was the reason for the growing distance between Brooke and me?

I shook my head, trying to clear away the paranoid thoughts. This was stupid. I was letting my imagination run wild based on nothing but a common name and my own insecurities.

Still, I couldn't shake the urge to know more. Before I could talk myself out of it, I grabbed my phone and opened Facebook. I hesitated for a moment before typing "Kelly Sullivan" into the search bar.

My heart skipped a beat when her profile popped up. It was her. Kelly Sullivan from high school. The same mischievous smile, the same wild glint in her eyes. She looked good - really good. Time had been kind to her.

I scrolled through her profile, feeling a mix of nostalgia and something else I couldn't quite name. According to her info, she had moved back to town about six months ago after a divorce. And there, in her photos, was a recent picture of her at the gym. With Brooke.

My stomach clenched. So it was true. They knew each other. They were friends.

I put down my phone, suddenly feeling sick. What did this mean? Was I overreacting? Part of me wanted to confront Brooke, to demand answers. But what would I even say? What did I have to be mad about? Why would I demand anything?

"Hey honey, remember that girl I used to hook up with in high school? The one I still occasionally jerk off to in the shower? Yeah, turns out you're gym buddies now. Isn't that wild?"

No, I couldn't say anything. Not yet. I needed to think, to figure out what was really going on here.

I spent the rest of the morning in a daze, going through the motions of my Saturday routine while my mind raced through thousands of ridiculous possibilities. When I heard Brooke's key in the lock around noon, I nearly jumped out of my skin.

She breezed into the kitchen, flushed and sweaty from her workout. "Hey," she said, grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge. "How's your morning been?"

I tried to keep my voice casual as I replied, "Oh, you know. The usual. How was your class?"

Brooke's eyes lit up in a way I hadn't seen in months. "It was incredible. So intense. I'm definitely going to be sore tomorrow, but it felt amazing."

I nodded, forcing a smile. "That's great. I'm glad you enjoyed it."

She took a long drink of water, then said, "Kelly and I are going to grab lunch and do some shopping. I probably won't be back until later this afternoon."

My heart rate quickened at the mention of Kelly's name. "Oh? That sounds fun," I managed to say, hoping my voice didn't betray my inner turmoil.

Brooke nodded, already heading towards the bathroom. "Yeah, it should be.”

Before I knew it, she was gone again, leaving me alone with my thoughts and suspicions.

I spent the rest of the day in a state of anxious limbo, alternating between trying to distract myself and obsessively checking Brooke's and Kelly's social media accounts for any updates. By the time evening rolled around, I was a mess of nervous energy.

When Brooke finally came home around 8 PM, she seemed... different. There was a glow about her, an energy I hadn't seen in years. She breezed past me with a quick kiss on the cheek, chattering about her day and the great deals she'd found while shopping.

I listened, nodding and feigning interest, all while studying her face for any sign of... what? Guilt? Deception? I wasn't even sure what I was looking for. So she had a new friend, so what? So what if I knew her and dated her in high school? What was I so worried about?

As she unpacked her shopping bags, pulling out new workout clothes and a pair of heels that seemed a bit racier than her usual style, I finally couldn't take it anymore. My irrational passenger took the wheel and started driving.

"So, this Kelly," I began, trying to keep my tone casual. "She seems nice. How long have you two been friends?"

Brooke paused, a slight furrow appearing between her brows. "Oh, just a few weeks. Why do you ask?"

I shrugged, aiming for nonchalance. "No reason. Just curious. It's nice that you've made a new friend."

She nodded, but I could see a flicker of something - suspicion? concern? - in her eyes. "Yeah, it is. She's been great. Really helping me push myself at the gym and try new things."

The way she said "new things" sent a shiver down my spine. Before I could stop myself, I blurted out, "You know, it's funny. I actually knew a Kelly back in high school, Kelly Sullivan. You don’t think…”

Brooke's hands stilled on the bag she was unpacking. She turned to face me, her expression unreadable. "Oh?" she said, her voice carefully neutral. "What a coincidence."

I watched her closely, searching for any sign of recognition or guilt. "Yeah, small world, right? I was wondering if it might be the same Kelly."

Brooke shrugged, turning back to her shopping. "I don't know. Kelly's never mentioned knowing you. What was she like in high school?"

I hesitated, unsure how much to reveal. "Oh, you know. Just a girl I used to hang out with sometimes. Nothing serious."

Brooke nodded, but I could see the tension in her shoulders. "Well, I doubt it's the same person. Kelly's new in town, I think."

Was she lying or did she just not know? I'd seen the evidence on Facebook. But calling her out on it would mean admitting I'd been snooping. Instead, I just nodded. "Yeah, you're probably right."

An uncomfortable silence fell between us. Brooke busied herself with putting away her new clothes, while I stood there, feeling like an intruder in my own bedroom.

Finally, Brooke spoke again. "Listen, I'm pretty tired from the workout and shopping. I think I'm going to take a bath and turn in early."

"Sure," I said, trying to keep the disappointment out of my voice. "I'll probably watch some TV downstairs."

As Brooke disappeared into the bathroom, I couldn't shake the feeling that something fundamental had shifted between us. The distance I'd felt growing over the past months suddenly seemed like a chasm.

I made my way downstairs, my mind racing. What was really going on here? Was I paranoid, or was there something more to Brooke's friendship with Kelly? And if it was the same Kelly, what did that mean for us?

As I settled onto the couch, I pulled out my phone and opened Facebook again. Before I could talk myself out of it, I sent Kelly a friend request. Then I waited, my heart pounding, to see if she would accept.

Little did I know, that simple action would set in motion a series of events that would change everything.

END OF SAMPLE - BUY NOW

BONUS PREVIEW 3:
Taken By The Unexpected House Guest: A Hotwife Romance Novella (BUY NOW)

Chapter 1

“Get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!” I called in through the foyer and up the stairs, my voice echoing off the hardwood.

It was just after 4:00 PM on Friday and it had finally started to snow and it wasn’t supposed to stop until Sunday afternoon. They were calling for two to three feet of snow in what was being billed as the Biggest Blizzard Since ‘78.

But I was skeptical.

They always seemed to get these things wrong, especially when it was supposed to snow a shit ton.

We were more likely to get several feet of snow when they only called for a dusting and vice versa.

But we didn’t have any plans and I figured what the heck? Lean into it right?

So, I went out and grabbed up all the supplies we’d need to make it through the long, white weekend ahead. Namely, lots of unhealthy snacks and plenty of booze.

Thanks to a downed tree during last summer’s unstoppable run of nasty thunderstorms, we were more than taken care of in the firewood department.

And I’m sure you know exactly what snow plus snacks plus booze plus fire equals, right?

If you guessed a romantic, snowed-in weekend with my wife in which we did nothing but explore each other’s bodies and make intense, passionate love with one another for hours on end, well ding, ding, ding!

You’d be exactly correct, well...sort of anyway.

“What?” Monica called down from upstairs. “Hello? Luke, is that you?”

She appeared at the bannister overlooking the foyer and peered down at me.

“Hi honey, what did you say?” she asked with a smile. She was wearing a sports bra and yoga pants and still, even after all these years her insane figure made me drool. She had her brunette hair up in a ponytail and I could see little beads of sweat dripping down her tight tummy.

I smiled up at her, “I said, get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!”

“Oh, I am so ready. Thank you so much for going out to get everything,” she ran down the stairs and wrapped her arms around me and gave me a wet smooch on the lips.

“Eww, gross you’re all sweaty,” I said, teasing her.

She let go of me and inspected my haul from the grocery store. I could tell she was already eyeing up the wine.

“Why don’t you head upstairs and take a nice, hot shower and I’ll open us a bottle of wine and get a fire going?”

“Sounds like heaven to me,” she said and gave me a quick peck on the cheek before prancing back up the stairs.

I went outside to our woodshed and grabbed enough wood to last us through the night and probably the next day. I’d guess we were already at about an inch or two of accumulation at that point and it was snowing pretty hard.

On my way back through the yard and up onto our deck, I paused and looked at our seldom-used hot tub and shook my head. What a waste of money that had been.

Once I had the wood safely inside, I took off my coat and gloves and got two wine glasses from the cabinet and placed them on the counter in the kitchen. Then I opened a bottle of red wine and placed it between the glasses to let it breathe while I got the fire going.

The wood was nice and seasoned at that point so I had no trouble getting the fire started, just some crumpled up paper bags, a little kindling, and a few logs. I struck a match and got the thing going in under a minute.

When I was satisfied with the blaze and that it would keep going strong without me tending to it, I returned to the kitchen and watched the snow for a little while as the sun faded from the gloomy January sky.

I heard the water from the shower shut off upstairs and it broke me from the meditative trance I’d entered as a result of watching the steady, calming snowfall as it covered our yard in a blanket of white crystals.

I turned and picked up the bottle of wine on the counter and poured out two healthy glasses for use to enjoy once Monica came downstairs. I didn’t have to wait long and when she rounded the corner, I almost dropped both glasses on the kitchen floor. And what a mess that would have been, not to mention a shameful waste of good wine.

She was standing in the entrance to the kitchen wearing a see-through, white negligee. Barely hidden underneath was some new lingerie I hadn’t seen before, perhaps she’d been saving it for an occasion such as this one. It was black lace and perfectly accentuated her curves and ample breasts.

“Hi,” I said. It was all I could muster.

“Hi,” she said with a smile. She walked over to me and took one of the glasses from my hand.

She offered a toast.

“To the best snowed-in weekend ever,” she said and we clinked glasses and each took a healthy sip.

We retreated to the living room and the fire was going strong. We sat down on the couch together and drank some more.

The cackling fire cast shadows across the room and the reflection of the flames glistened and shimmered in the windows as it was now approaching nightfall.

There was probably close to six inches on the ground then and neither one of us had any idea what was about to come next.

We were on our third glass of wine and the fire was still roaring. It was turning into a magical night. We hadn’t turned on the TV even once and for what felt like the first time in a long time we were just enjoying each other's company. It was nice to simply just be with one another in that moment with the snow outside and the fire bright.

“My god, you are so beautiful,” I said as I placed my nearly-empty glass carefully down on the coffee table.

Monica smiled at me and I leaned in to kiss her. I stopped and brushed a stray piece of hair away from her face before I did. Her lips were wet and warm as I placed my hand gently on the side of her face and pulled her closer to me.

I could feel myself getting hard as her tongue lapped at mine and the pace of her breath quickened as she laid back on the couch, pulling me down with her so that I was now on top of her trembling body.

She placed her hand in my waistband and held it there for a moment before reaching in fully and grabbing a handful of my cock.

“My, my somebody is happy to see me,” she said, nibbling on my bottom lip.

“You have no idea,” I said and began to remove my shirt.

I’d gotten it halfway over my head when a deep thudding and pounding came from the foyer. My heart nearly leapt into my throat and my arms went numb.

I pulled my shirt back down and looked down at Monica.

“What was that?” I whispered.

Thud, thud, POUND.

She shrugged.

“Sounds like someone at the door?”

I looked at my watch and it was well past nine.

“Who the hell could be knocking on our door at this hour? In this weather?”

Thud, thud, POUND.

Monica shrugged again as I dismounted from the couch and straightened myself up. As I walked across the living room and through the foyer I wondered who the hell it could be.

We didn’t have any kids and our relatives were all at least several hours away from us, so thankfully, I thought, I didn’t have to worry about it being some police officer who’d come to deliver some horrible news.

And we didn’t talk to our neighbors much or get involved in the community.

But we did keep a spare car parked on the street and I began to wonder if someone hadn’t skidded out on the slippery snow and maybe side-swiped it or something and was now knocking on our door to apologize and exchange insurance information.

Only it wasn’t that.

It wasn’t anything or anyone I could have ever prepared for.

I opened the door, slightly annoyed and saw a large man in a parka, standing on our front porch with his back to me. He seemed to be looking out into the dark void of the night.

There was a small carry-on suitcase at his side and a yellow taxi cab was idling in our driveway. The thick plumes of smoke from the exhaust pipe billowed up into the night sky.

I should have recognized him instantly from the hulking build, but I didn’t think I’d ever see him again. Not in this lifetime.

And yet, when he turned around...there he was.

“Hello, Luke,” he said with a grin.

“Matteo,” I said, my voice barely a whisper as all the breath had been knocked out of me just then. I shut the door behind me before I stepped out onto the porch to ask him what the hell he was doing at my house after all these many years.


Chapter 2

“What the hell are you doing here?” I asked, not hiding my shock and disappointment even a lick. I was careful to keep my voice down as I did not want Monica to hear anything that might make her curious enough to come and see what might be wrong. But then I thought of the negligee and her lingerie and thought that she wouldn’t risk coming to the door and showing herself off to some stranger. She would probably sit tight and wait it out. Probably.

“Just hear me out. I need a place to stay for the weekend. I was in town on business and supposed to fly out tonight and everything is cancelled. Then I remembered, I thought I saw somewhere you’d moved to Providence and so I looked you up and well…” Matteo’s voice trailed off mid sentence.

“You couldn’t find a hotel?” my voice was colder than I meant it to be. But he had just interrupted what I was certain was going to be some absolutely wonderful sex between Monica and I and well, Matteo and me had a bit of a history and a nasty falling out but I’ll get to that later.

“Hey look, I understand you probably don’t want me here but everything is sold out. I got nowhere else to go.”

“Why not stay at the airport?” I asked sharply.

He scoffed and probably rightly so.

“They said it’s going to be at least forty-eight hours before they get any planes out of there.”

I didn’t know what to do.

“Come on, please,” his eyes were pleading with me, but I still saw something else - something darling, lurking beneath the surface. “I promise, you won’t even know I’m here. And I’ll be on the first plane out of here whenever it is. Please.”

For some reason, and to this day I don’t know why, I put my hand on the door, opened it and stepped aside. I made a sweeping motion with my hand to usher him inside. Despite having all of our history as a guide, I couldn’t seem to tell him no. Maybe a part of me wanted to go back there, to play with fire like we used to, and see if maybe one more time would help right the wrongs from our past. Maybe that was it, but I can’t be sure.

“Thanks, Luke,” he said with a smile that almost looked like a pained grimace.

Matteo looked back at the taxi idling in the driveway and gave a small wave and a nod and the cabbie backed his way out and was gone.

Matteo crossed the threshold into our home and our lives would never be the same again.

END OF SAMPLE - BUY NOW


Other Works by F. Rey Noel

(Complete Works Here)

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Told from the wife’s POV.

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

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

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

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

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

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

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

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


About F. Rey Noel

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Stay wicked, my friends,

-F. Rey
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