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Hotwife’s Honeymoon


[image: ]




I WOKE UP GROGGY, NOT recognizing the room. Of course, that was to be expected. We’d traveled all night after the wedding, and I was waking up in our room at an oceanside resort. Before I even opened my eyes, I could tell something was different. Something was better. There was the crash of waves on the beach. The smell of the salt air. The call of seagulls.

And when I opened my eyes, I could see that my husband Roger had been true to his word.

He was there, wrapped in a hotel robe and relaxing in an overstuffed chair, just watching me with a soft smile on his face.

And sitting across from him was a man I had never seen before.

“You remembered,” I murmured, as I propped myself up to get a better look.

“Of course I did. What do you think?”

So far, I thought that Roger knew my tastes pretty well. The new guy was still in his seat, so I couldn’t say if he was tall. But he sure was dark. And he sure was handsome.

“What’s your name?”

His smile was wide and bright. “I’m Pierre. Your new husband here was telling me all about you.”

I felt a delicious shiver as he stood up and opened his robe. My flesh became covered with goosebumps and my nipples started to stiffen as I took a good look. Pierre’s day job must have been as a model, or a jock, or both, because he was too fit and handsome to be stuck behind some desk all day.

He was just my type: broad, strong shoulders with arms thick with muscle; abs that were ridged like they’d been carved; a face that belonged on a magazine cover. Oh, and a cock that was hanging like a billy club between his legs.

I flipped the covers back. It was only fair. I had tumbled into bed in only my panties, and since I was getting a look at him, Pierre deserved to see me too.

His smile widened as he took me in, letting his gaze linger on my breasts and my hips. I could see his cock starting to swell, rising like a construction crane getting started up. “Your husband says you like to suck cock.”

“My husband’s right,” I murmured, and I waved him into bed.

Pierre dropped his robe as he came up onto the mattress and knelt near the head of the bed. His cock was maybe only half-hard at that point, but he was already bigger than my husband. I reached out for him and took him in my fist, although my fingertips barely met, he was so thick.

“Damn, you’ve got a nice one,” I murmured. I loved the feel of a man’s flesh getting hard in my hand, and Pierre was certainly fitting the bill.
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