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Chapter one
New York
Matt


“Two of whatever he’s having,” I say, flagging the bartender with a nod toward the guy beside me.

The man turns his head slowly. His glass is almost empty, filled with a golden brown liquid, probably bourbon or scotch, with a single melting cube of ice.

He lifts an eyebrow. “You sure?”

I shrug. “You looked like you were enjoying it.”

He gives me a quick smirk and nods. “Appreciate it.”

We clink glasses and take a slow sip. Smooth burn. Liquid courage.

“I’m Matt,” I offer, extending a hand.

He shakes it firmly. “James.”

The liquor is rich, deep and smoky with a slow-building heat that settles in my chest. Warmer than I expected.

I glance over at him again, trying not to stare. Even sitting down, I can see that he is taller than I am, built like a guy who doesn’t skip the gym. A few tattoos peek out from under the sleeves of his faded black T-shirt, nothing flashy, just enough to say he’s lived a life different from mine. He’s got a short, scruffy beard, square jaw, and the kind of effortless presence that makes people get quiet when he walks into a room.

Basically, he’s everything I’m not.

Sitting in silence for a beat, we watch the ice melt in our glasses, the hum of JFK’s airport lounge pulsing around us. Outside the floor-to-ceiling windows, the runway glows gold from the setting sun. We’ve got a few hours until our connecting flight to Europe.

This is Ellie’s birthday trip. Two weeks of us eating, drinking, and fucking our way through five countries.

Or maybe not just the two of us.

“You’re alone?” I ask casually, tossing a peanut in my mouth.

“Yes,” he says, voice low and velvety.

I nod, letting my gaze fall to his big, veiny, capable hands. I don’t see a ring.

“Vacation?”

“Kind of. I needed a reset.”

Lucky timing then.

Jaw tight, I swirl my drink slowly. The bar stool trembles beneath the light bounce of my leg. I’ve thought about this a lot, a hundred different versions of it. From fantasies we’ve half-joked about and late-night pillow talk, to her soft voice whispering what if and her breath hot on my neck as she reads some filthy scene out loud.

She thinks I’m vanilla. Safe. Predictable. And maybe I am.

But tonight… not tonight.

I pull my phone from my pocket and unlock it, her photo already open, the one I can’t stop looking at. It’s a mirror selfie she sent me last month—no towel in sight, only one hand stretched across her chest, fingers teasing enough to cover but not fully reveal. Wet hair clings to her skin, framing the curve of her shoulder and collarbone. The angle hides everything while somehow showing more than enough. That half-grin on her lips is playful and wicked, like she knows exactly how undone I’ll be the moment I see it.

Without a second thought, I slide the phone across the bar to James.

“That’s my wife.”

The screen draws his eyes for a beat, a quiet breath slipping past barely parted lips. Then he glances at me.

“She’s gorgeous.”

“Right now, she is in the shower. Here, in the lounge.” My heart thuds in my chest. “It’s her birthday.”

James’s expression doesn’t shift. If he’s surprised, he hides it well. He watches me more curiously now.

“Have you ever been with a married woman?” I ask.

“Once.” He leans back, stretching. “Wasn’t the husband who invited me, though.”

My smile answers for me. “She loves guys who look like you.”

That gets a reaction. His mouth twitches like he’s trying not to smile, but he doesn’t say anything.

“She’s hooked on those dark romance novels,” I continue, my voice dropping lower. “The kind with big, tattooed men who are rough and dangerous, dominant and fierce. Mafia bosses, hitmen, men who take what they want without asking.”

That gets a quirk on his lips. “Sounds familiar.”

I take another sip. It goes down more easily this time.

“I want to give her something she’s never had before,” I say steadily. “A real fantasy. No strings. Just… you, her, and me. And whatever she wants.”

Another pause. My pulse hammers in my throat. He studies me for a second. “You’re serious.”

I nod. “I want her to live that fantasy. And you, my friend, look like you stepped out of one of her books.”

He laughs softly, shaking his head. “You’re wild, man.”

“Maybe. But I’m also leaving in three hours, and I’m not going to let tonight pass without blowing her fucking mind.”

One slow sip drains the glass. A stray drop, caught and licked away without a word.

“Ok. I’m ready; let’s go,” he says as he stands.

The lounge stretches ahead as we make our way through it. I’m struggling to walk straight with the pressure in my jeans, while he strolls like he does this kind of thing every Tuesday.

I’m not surprised by how composed he is. What matters though, is whether he can give Ellie what she needs.

Outside the private shower suites, I come to a stop and knock on the door.

“Angel, it’s me.”

There’s a pause.

Then I hear the door unlock. “Come in.”


Chapter two
New York - Surprise
Ellie


After twisting the lock open, I slip right back under the hot water. Soap still in my hair, I keep my eyes closed.

The steam is dense, curling around my skin, wrapping me in warmth as I tilt my head and work the shampoo deeper into my scalp.

In my mind, I can already feel Matt stepping in behind me. His hands find my hips as he pulls me against him.

That’s our rhythm. That’s how it always starts.

But nothing happens.

No touch. No movement. Just water hitting tile and the quiet thrum of waiting.

I blink, turning slowly toward the fogged glass.

And there he is, my husband, Matt, standing outside the shower.

But he is not alone.

There’s another man with him. Both of them are watching me.

My arms fly to cover myself, even though the steam and glass should blur most of me. Heat surges in my cheeks. My lips part, but I can’t form a word.

Matt doesn’t look surprised.

But I sure as hell am.

“Matt?” I say carefully, not even sure what I’m asking.

His voice is calm. Excited, even. “This is James,” he says, stepping forward, “your birthday surprise. If you want it.”

I blink, trying to make sense of what he’s saying. It takes a second. Maybe two.

Matt is sweet, thoughtful, and gentle.

He’s got a kind face and warm brown eyes that always make me feel safe. He is slightly shorter than me when I wear heels, with a little belly.

But he knows exactly how to handle me.

He’s thick where it counts, steady, and completely in control. He touches me like he’s memorized every reaction, like he knows exactly where to press, how deep to go, how slow to move until I’m shaking.

There’s no rush in the way he takes me, just confidence, patience, and this quiet, delicious power that always leaves me wrecked in the best way.

But the guy standing next to him? He’s all muscle, brooding, intense, and dangerously good-looking.

He seems like he was written into existence by a dark romance author on a wicked streak.

Tall and broad, with black ink winding down his perfectly sculpted arms, each tattoo daring you to get closer. His black T-shirt hugs his chest like a second skin, hinting at everything underneath without giving it all away. His beard is perfectly groomed, his jaw sharp enough to cut. His stare is dark, steady, and impossible to read. It locks onto me like a force. That stare doesn’t flinch, doesn’t soften. It hits me low and hard, pins me in place without a single word.

There’s something dangerous in the way he moves, like he’s always holding back just enough to keep control. His presence sucks the air from the room and demands attention without asking for it.

Stillness shouldn’t feel this commanding, but somehow, it does. He takes over. It’s more than the way he looks. It’s the way he owns the space without saying a word. And it’s intoxicating in a way that makes me forget how to breathe.

My mouth goes dry. Words don’t come. There’s too much happening under my skin. Heat crawls up my neck, tightens in my chest, settles low in my stomach. Every part of me is aware of him.

My husband steps closer and lowers his voice. “Go ahead,” he murmurs. “Undress your present.”

A sharp throb answers between my legs.

I step out of the stream. “You’re serious?” I ask him.

His eyes meet mine, steadily. “Whatever you want, El. You’re in charge.”

Wet from the shower, I move in front of James with my pulse hammering in my throat, the sharp edge of adrenaline blurring into hunger.

He’s the kind of man I’ve imagined a thousand times hidden between the pages, but never like this. Never real. Never standing still, waiting for me.

It’s harder than I thought it would be. Reaching out. Crossing that line. My fingers tremble slightly as they graze the fabric stretched tight across his chest. Then, his calm, strong hand settles over mine, steadying the slight shake I can’t hide. Encouraged, my fingers slide under the hem of his shirt, knuckles grazing the firm ridges of his abs. Droplets still cling to my skin, dampening the cotton as I touch him, leaving a faint trail of water against his warmth. He stays still, his gaze locked on me, reassuring, but intense.

When I start to lift, he raises his arms without a word.

I drag the fabric over his body, revealing a chest built for sin. Even broader than I imagined. Solid. Smooth skin stretched over muscle.

Ink crawls up his ribs and spills across his pecs, black and bold, like a story written just for me.

One I’m dying to read with my mouth.

Dreamily, I trace his chest. My fingers glide across the slope of his shoulder, then lower, trailing the edge of his waistband. Eyes half-lidded, his gaze follows me, letting me take the lead but clearly ready to take over in an instant if I give him the chance.

I undo his belt, then the button, and slowly tug his jeans and boxers down together. My gaze drops, and I can’t help but stare.

He’s massive. Heavy. Long. Hanging with the kind of lazy confidence that says he knows exactly what he’s working with. My mouth actually waters.

Still, I glance back at Matt. I know him, his body, his mind, how he makes me feel. He’s not built like this stranger. But what Matt has between his legs has always been enough. More than that. Thick and eager and tuned to my every need. He knows my body like it’s his own. And now, he’s pulling his shirt over his head, unfastening his pants, and his cock springs free as he watches me explore someone else.

“He is yours,” he says. “Anything you want, Angel.”

And just like that… I let go of hesitation.

I step back under the spray and look at James. “Get in,” I say softly.

He does. No words. Only hunger in his eyes.

“What do you want me to do to live up to your fantasy?” James asks, voice low and rough like gravel.

“I… I don’t know,” I admit, barely above a whisper.

It’s overwhelming. The way he stands there naked, commanding and impossibly close.

Matt is right behind us, watching. He is not stopping it. In fact, he is encouraging it.

When I glance over my shoulder, Matt’s eyes meet mine as he gives me the slightest nod. His hand moves slowly over himself, lips parted as if breathing takes effort. Not just okay with it, but turned on, fully alive in the moment and every second.

In that instant, the hesitation doesn’t disappear, but it shifts. It melts into something else. Permission. Surrender.

James pulls me in, rougher this time. One big hand yanks at my wet hair. My head tilts back, and I gasp as I’m forced to meet his gaze.

His eyes are on fire. Controlled. Focused. Commanding.

“Is this what you want?” he growls. “You want me to dominate you? To take you roughly, with no mercy?”

The ache in my belly tightens, sharp and pulsing.

I don’t know how to say yes without admitting everything. The books. The late-night fantasies. The craving for something primal, raw and shameless.

But my body’s screaming.

“Yes, sir. Please.”

The words tumble out before I can second-guess them.

James’s eyes darken, flickering with approval and heat.

Without hesitation, he crashes his mouth into mine. It is hungry and possessive. There’s nothing soft about it. Just control, and the sharp edge of something dangerous.

I moan against his lips as he pulls me closer. His hand slides down to grip my ass, his fingers digging into my flesh. The pressure sends a sharp rush through me, making it impossible to hold back.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, voice rough and low against my mouth. “Just like that.”

My knees wobble, barely holding me up.

When he presses his body flush against mine, the air leaves my lungs, and I feel like I’m drowning. Every inch of his skin burns through mine, solid and unyielding. His heartbeat thunders against my chest, wild and steady.

Tightening hands grip my hips, grounding me even as my senses reel.

Lost in the weight of him, it’s impossible to think, impossible to focus on anything but the way he owns me with his presence. My body aches to respond, to give in fully to the hunger between us.

His arousal grinds against my belly, angry and demanding.

“You feel that?” His voice is dark. “That’s all you.”

His other hand finds my breast, cupping it firmly while his thumb flicks over the sensitive peak. I arch into his touch, my lips parting in silent invitation.

I glance back at my husband again.

Matt is leaning against the tiled wall now, stroking himself, watching me get handled by another man. I swear he’s never looked more turned on.

James’s lips trail down my neck, nipping, biting, until I cry out softly.

“Eyes on the prize,” he rasps. “You want this cock, don’t you?”

I nod, breathless.

“Use your words.”

“Yes,” I whisper. “I want it. I want you.”

That pulls a wicked curve to his lips.

“Then show me,” James rasps. “Get on your knees.”

Without a second thought, I drop to my knees. My gaze locks on his hard, thick manhood. Veins are bulging along his shaft. It twitches eagerly in front of my face. Every throb is visible, every drop of need glistening at the tip, waiting for my mouth.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, threading his fingers into my hair. “So fucking pretty like this.”

I wrap one hand around his erection, watching his jaw tighten as I stroke him. He’s heavy in my palm. My tongue flicks out, sensually teasing the tip before I take him deeply into my mouth.

He groans, low and rough.

“Shit, that mouth,” he growls. “You were made for this.”

His hand tightens as he guides me, holding my head firmly in place while I suck him, my cheeks hollowing and spit dripping down my chin.

I glance sideways.

Matt is still watching, pumping his shaft. His eyes are locked on my mouth. “Goddamn, Angel,” he mumbles. “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

A muffled cry escapes me as I take James deeper, my mouth moving with greedy precision.

“Stand up,” he says suddenly, his voice tight with barely contained need. “Now.”

I rise, panting hard. My lips are swollen, my thighs slick with need.

He spins me around and pushes me gently but firmly against the cool glass, his solid body pressing from behind. One hand spreads across my belly as the other slips between my thighs.

His fingers find me soaked.

“Fuck,” he growls in my ear. “You’re dripping.”

Without pause, he slides two fingers deep inside me, curling them slowly and surely. A sharp, needy sound tears from my throat.

“Look at you,” he says in a voice that is low and rough, keeping a steady rhythm. “Taking my fingers like a good girl.”

“Please,” I gasp, my forehead pressed to the glass. “Don’t stop.”

Behind us, Matt groans louder. I glance back just enough to see his hand moving faster over his cock.

I whimper when James’s thumb finds my clit, rubbing tight circles that make my knees buckle. My breath catches, my body trembling, pleasure coiling hotter and tighter with every flick. The pressure builds quickly, overwhelming and addictive.

“Yes…yes…Oh, my god…”

“That’s it,” James whispers in my ear. “Let go.”

And only seconds later, I do.

My hips pressed against James, a cry rips from my throat as the orgasm takes me. Hard. Fast. So deep it feels like I’m unraveling.

James doesn’t stop until I’m done. Until every ripple has passed. Until I’m sagging against the glass, weak and shaking.

Then, finally, he pulls his hand away.

“Fuck…Angel—“

Matt’s voice cuts through, hoarse and wild.

I turn my head in time to see him tense up with his climax, his jaw clenched tight and his head thrown back in raw release. His muscles tense violently, every fiber tight, before his body finally collapses into stillness. The glass wall glistens with the evidence of his release.

I’m still fighting for air, torn between the fire in James’s touch and the steady heat in Matt’s eyes. Then James leans in, his lips scraping against my neck as he growls, “We are not done.”

The words curl against my damp skin like smoke, low, dangerous, and full of promise.

I’m still trembling, still trying to recover, when he turns me with quiet dominance to face him. His hands are on my waist, hot and steady, and the look in his eyes makes my stomach twist tight again.

“Come here,” he murmurs, pulling me in.

Our bodies press together, wet skin on wet skin. His erection nudges against my belly, firm and unmistakable. I gasp, and his lips catch mine, kissing me like he’s been waiting a lifetime.

I melt into it.

One hand cups the back of my neck, the other grips my hip as his tongue explores my mouth, slow and deep. Every inch of me is awake now. I’m buzzing with heat and soaked in need.

“You’re driving me wild,” James murmurs between kisses, grinding his hips into mine so I can feel what he means.

Moaning softly, the praise is hitting something deep in me.

Reaching down, he wraps a hand around his pulsing erection and guides it between my thighs. He slides the tip against my slick skin, tracing small circles like he knows how sensitive I still am. My ribcage tightens as his fingers slip over me again, not rushing, just exploring, confident and with control.

“Still so drenched,” he hisses. “Still ready for more.”

I nod, lips parted, barely able to speak.

James tilts my chin up, brushing his mouth over mine. “I need you to beg for it.”

My heart pounds against my ribs, loud and frantic.

He doesn’t give me the kiss I’m chasing. Just lingers, lips grazing mine, holding back like it’s a reward I haven’t earned.

I lean in, trying to close the gap, but he pulls away, eyes locked on mine, dark and unrelenting.

“You want more?” His voice is a low, feral murmur that pulses straight between my legs.

I nod again.

But he is not done playing.

“I need you to ask for it,” he repeats, his tone sharp and calm. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

I swallow deeply. My cheeks burn. The words crowd my throat, filthy and aching to be said, but this is still so new, so raw. My gaze flicks toward Matt, who’s watching me like I’m the only thing in the room.

“I…” I hesitate with my pulse beating. “I want to feel you inside me.”

James’s hands tighten on my hips. “You can do better than that.”

He tilts his hips up slightly, just enough to let the head of his cock drag along my folds.

“C’mon, tell me exactly how you need it.”

I bite my lip, thighs trembling. My whole body feels like it’s doing the begging for me.

And finally, the words tumble out—ragged, desperate, true.

“I need you to fuck me hard. I need you to ruin me and make it hurt until tomorrow.”

That wicked smile spreads across his face.

“There she is.”

He leans in close, mouth brushing mine as he whispers, “Good girl. Your wish is my command.”

Without warning, I’m lifted, strong arms wrapping around me like I weigh nothing. A few slick steps bring us to the built-in bench at the far end of the shower. He sinks onto it, guiding me into his lap until I’m straddling him, soaked and trembling, chest pressed to chest, mouth brushing mouth.

His dick strains between us, hard and unrelenting, but there’s no rush in the way he moves.

“Condom,” he growls, voice taut with restraint. “Top of my bag.”

I move to get up, but before I can, Matt’s already in motion, grabbing the bag, unzipping it, and pulling one out. His eyes meet James’s, something unspoken passing between them. Then he steps forward, handing him the condom.

James takes it and mutters, “Thanks.”

Matt’s eyes flick to mine, then down between us, where I’m still straddling James.

“You better wreck her,” Matt says in a low voice, almost reverently. “She’s been waiting for this.”

James nods, rips the foil, and rolls the condom down his massive, veiny length with one hand.

Then his gaze is back on me.

“Come here,” he barks.

I settle onto him slowly, guided by his hand, gasping as he presses into me inch by inch, until he’s fully buried, until there’s no space left between us. The stretch is intense, dizzying.

“Fuck.” The words rip from me, shaky, like something just punched through my center. “You’re so—“

“I know,” he grits out, hands gripping my hips firm enough to leave marks. “You can take it.”

He holds still for a beat, letting me adjust. My hands cling to his broad shoulders, my body already burning for more.

I glance over my shoulder, catching Matt’s eyes watching us.

“Make him proud and ride me,” James rumbles, pushing in further, stretching me deeper.

Air skips in my lungs. My hands dig into his chest as I start to move, gradually at first, savoring the pull of him inside me.

James holds me steady as I ride him. Every motion sends me higher.

I bite my lip, letting the sensations wash over me, my body alive and aching.

“I think you’re ready,” James says in a low voice.

One hand slides under my thighs, the other firmly holds the base of the condom as he lifts me up with effortless strength. Like a reflex, my legs curl around his waist, pulling my center closer.

Without hesitation, he carries me a few steps across the slick tile and slams me against the cool shower wall, hips snapping into mine.

“You’re his girl,” he growls, eyes burning with hunger, “but I’m the one who’s going to ruin you tonight.”

He drives into me with unrelenting force, leaving a slight sting. It is right on the edge of pain, the exact kind of sharp pressure I needed. Each ram rocks me, shaking through me, stealing my air.

I grip his shoulders, nails digging in, heart pounding like a drum as waves of fire and pleasure build, crashing over every nerve ending.

“Look at me when you come,” he commands.

The fire in my core coils, fierce and unrelenting, building and building until I finally break free with a trembling cry. Hot, wild and unstoppable.

James doesn’t hold back, following me over the edge seconds later with a guttural groan. His body shudders as he spills into the condom, every muscle tight as he empties.

For a long moment, time feels frozen. Steam drifts around us, warmth clinging to every inch where our bodies press together.

Then slowly, he lowers me back to my feet. My legs are weak. My pulse is wild.

Neither of us says a word.

His hand brushes a strand of hair from my face, gentle now, almost reverent. His eyes hold mine for a beat longer than they should.

After removing the condom, he rinses off and steps out of the shower to dry himself.

As I shut off the water, Matt steps in behind me. He wraps a towel around my shoulders and pulls me back against his chest, arms strong and steady as they close around me.

He hugs me tightly, anchoring me in the afterglow.

“This was incredible,” he murmurs, his voice low and full of satisfaction. “You were… incredible.”

I close my eyes and lean into him, letting his embrace settle everything inside me.

When James is dressed, he comes back. Leaning down, he kisses my forehead, sensual and compassionate.

“Happy birthday, Ellie,” he says, with his gaze locked on mine.

Then he glances at Matt. “Thanks, man.”

With that, he leaves.

No awkward goodbyes.

Just a fantasy, beautifully fulfilled.

But what he gave me… I’ll never forget.


Chapter three
First Class - Afterglow
Matt


Ellie walks ahead of me, slow and a little unsteady. I wonder if she’s sore.

We board early, first class. Wide seats, a lot of legroom, and enough privacy to pretend the rest of the world doesn’t exist.

With a soft, almost dazed smile, Ellie slips into the window seat. She doesn’t say much, only rests her head on my shoulder like she always does when she’s satisfied, glowing from the inside out.

I slide my hand over her thigh under the blanket. She shifts just enough to give me room. It’s satisfying, knowing that no one around us has a clue what we did a few hours ago, just the two of us, grinning like we own the night.

My thoughts are jumbled. Should I be jealous? Maybe that’s what I’m supposed to feel.

But I don’t.

What I feel is something else. Something more profound, unexpected, and impossible to put into words.

Watching her fall apart for another man. Seeing her take exactly what she needed, what she craved, and knowing that I am part of it. It changes everything.

We can do this together. We can explore her secret dreams and still love each other completely. Maybe this is exactly what our marriage needed.

I feel butterflies in my stomach, like I’m falling in love with my wife all over again.

Seeing her get fucked and live out her fantasy was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

And now, I can’t stop picturing it. The way she moaned. The way she came. The way she looked back at me, asking for permission without a single word.

“Hey,” she whispers, turning to look up at me. “You okay?”

I nod slowly, brushing my lips against her hairline. “Yeah. I think I’m better than okay.”

Her smile grows, wicked and knowing. “Thank you for arranging this. It was absolutely amazing.”

“I know.” I exhale, shifting slightly in my seat. “You looked so fucking sexy, El. I don’t think I’ll ever get that image out of my head. Watching you from the sidelines was a whole different experience.”

She bites her lip and leans in closer. “I’m so glad you enjoyed it too.”

The cabin is quiet now, lights dimmed low. We must be somewhere over the Atlantic.

We got our first drink, the kind they serve in a real glass, not plastic. Ellie sips hers leisurely, her lips pink and glistening. There’s a satisfied glow in her eyes, like the edge of a smirk she’s not quite showing.

She leans closer, her breath warm against my ear. “What if we made a new memory?”

I turn toward her, brows raised.

She doesn’t look away. Instead, she gives me that lazy, post-orgasm smile, the one that says she’s still hungry, still floating in that electric haze.

“I mean,” she hums, “they did say to relax and enjoy the flight.”

My pulse kicks up, blood rushing south in an instant.

“Here? Now?” I murmur, my voice rougher than I mean it to be.

Wearing a wicked smile, her fingertips brush dangerously close to my zipper. “Nobody will notice if you follow me to the lavatory.”

I glance around. Most passengers are asleep or lost in their screens. The flight attendants are nowhere to be seen.

When I look back at her, she’s watching me with that spark, the one that says she knows exactly what she’s doing to me.

And God help me, I’m already lost.

My heartbeat kicks into overdrive when her fingers hover over my crotch.

Leaning in, her lips ghost over my ear. “Come with me,” she whispers, her voice soft but electric.

Before I can answer, she slides out of her seat, adjusting her sweater and smoothing her hair like nothing’s out of the ordinary. She throws me a quick, mischievous glance over her shoulder and walks down the aisle.

A hard swallow does nothing to settle the heat pressing low in my belly. One last glance around the cabin, and then I move to follow her.

She waits near the lavatory door, eyes half-lidded, mischief written all over her face. When I reach her, she doesn’t say a word. Just pulls me inside the narrow space with her and locks the door.

It’s cramped, but her body is already pressed to mine, her hands sliding up my chest and curling around my neck.

“We’re really doing this,” I murmur, my voice low and ragged.

She nods, lips parting as her fingers move to my belt. “I need you.”

I tilt my head and kiss her, deep and ravenous, tasting the faint sweetness of her drink on her tongue. She squeals into my mouth, her hands working my belt open, tugging at my zipper until it finally gives way.

I break the kiss just long enough to shove my pants and boxers down around my thighs, my cock already hard and straining.

Throbbing and hungry, her gaze pins me as I waste no time sliding her skirt up around her hips. My fingers skim her lace panties, feeling the heat and wetness already waiting for me.

“Fuck, Ellie. You weren’t lying,” I groan.

She grabs the tiny sink for balance as I hook a finger into her panties, tugging them aside. My palms roam over her ass, squeezing, absorbing the needy heat pulsing off her.

A shaky gasp escapes her when she pushes her hips forward in a silent, desperate plea for more.

Guiding myself to her, I ease in slowly, savoring the tight, trembling welcome. Her head drops back, eyes rolling to the back of her head as a deep shiver takes her.

I grip her hips, steadying her as I start to move, her nails scraping down my back and sending a wild jolt through me.

“Matt,” she whispers, barely holding on.

I drive deeper, each thrust rougher, her whimpers rising with every sharp slap of our bodies. Urgency crackles between us, heat building fast in the cramped space.

The way her body grinds into mine leaves no doubt, she wants more. Her fingers curl around the sink until her knuckles pale. Her spine arches, her body trembling, voracious for every thrust.

“God, you feel so fucking good,” I growl against her ear, grazing her neck with my teeth.

A strangled moan tears from her mouth, her walls tightening around me. “Don’t stop,” she begs, voice shaking. “Please… harder.”

I lose the last thread of control, pounding into her with reckless force, each snap of my hips driving us both to the edge. My muscles coil tightly, her cries only fueling my hunger.

Ellie’s legs quake, and her whole body locks up as she comes with abandon. The tight grip of her orgasm rips mine from me, sending heat flooding through my veins in a blinding rush.

I bury myself to the hilt, releasing inside her with a low groan. Our breathing is ragged and uneven as we ride the last waves together.

For a moment, we cling to each other, our bodies shaking, breaths mingling in the dense, humid air of the tiny lavatory.

Eventually, I lean back, just enough to find her eyes. Strands of hair cling to her damp forehead; her lips are kiss-swollen and slightly parted under eyes glazed with satisfaction.

Letting out a breathless laugh as she steps away, smoothing her skirt back down. “Holy shit. I can’t believe we just did that.”

Still reeling, I tuck myself back in and steal one more kiss. Quick, messy, and addictive is all I can think.

When we finally unlock the door and slip out, she reaches for my hand, squeezing it tightly. We stroll down the aisle, trying to look casual, but we’re both lit up, unmistakably glowing.

Back in our seats, I lean over, murmuring softly beside her ear.

“Happy fucking birthday.”


Chapter four
Paris, France
Ellie


We kissed on top of the Eiffel Tower. With tongue and teeth, it was the kind of kiss that leaves your legs weak and your panties damp. Champagne still on my lips, laughter in my chest, and Paris glowing beneath us, it felt like a dream.

Now, we drift through quiet streets, high on everything. The night. The city. Each other. We’re barely touching, but the space between us pulses with electricity.

Then we find a tiny café that looks like a secret. Tucked away, like it’s been waiting just for us.

Outside, under the striped awning, the warm night air settles on my skin. My wine glass is already kissed with lipstick while Matt’s drink sits full. Untouched. He hasn’t looked away from me.

His fingers thread through mine, that lazy thumb of his stroking slowly and steadily over my wrist. Calm and collected on the surface, his eyes tell a different story. Dark and hungry, like he’s replaying every second from the shower and the flight, reliving every gasp I made.

I feel the same. I’ve got those moments tattooed on the inside of my brain.

“I’m still reeling,” I admit, swirling the last of my Bordeaux, watching the red cling to the sides of the glass. “From all of it. From you.”

He tilts his head. “Me?”

“You. Us. Letting go like that.” I glance at him, then down. “Watching you watch me…” My voice falters. “I didn’t realize how badly I needed that. And you gave it to me. You let me experience it.”

He watches me in silence, his gaze heavy, like he already knows what I’m about to say, but he wants to hear me say it.

“I have another fantasy,” I whisper feeling my cheeks burn. “I want to do it again. But this time… I want you to join. I want it to be you and another man.”

Matt doesn’t flinch. He picks up his wine, takes a sip, then sets it back down.

Leaning in, his lips close to my ear, he murmurs, “You want to be shared again?”

A nod is all I manage.

Instead of replying, he lifts my hand and brushes a kiss across my knuckles.

“It’s your birthday trip,” comes the low murmur. “Whatever you want, Angel.”

I hold his gaze. Steady. “Let’s not chase it,” I say softly. “But if the chance comes up… I want it. With you.”

Fingers tighten around mine. Not roughly, but with intent, possessive and certain.

“Okay.”

***

The next day, we spent the morning walking hand in hand through the gardens of the Palais Royal. I make Matt take a photo of me twirling between the columns, laughing as my skirt lifts in the breeze.

A crusty baguette stuffed with jambon and brie becomes lunch, eaten side by side on a shaded bench while the city swirls around us. The cheese melts in my mouth, but it’s Matt’s fingers brushing crumbs off my lips that make me bite back a moan.

After some more wandering, we find a popular pâtisserie with tiny marble tables and an espresso machine that hisses like it has an attitude. Sipping strong coffee, I bite into flaky pastries that dissolve into buttery sweetness on my tongue. Across the street, a boutique catches my eye. Nestled between a wine shop and a florist, its windows glow softly in the afternoon light.

Inside, I slip into a dress. Black, simple, and cut just right. When I step out of the fitting room, Matt looks up, and his gaze lingers.

His eyes darken.

“Wear it tonight,” he says, like he is making a promise.

So, we make a plan - drinks first, then maybe a club. Nothing set in stone, but the idea of putting ourselves somewhere the night can find us.

***

We’ve been walking down Rue Saint-André-des-Arts for what feels like a mile. The cobblestones underfoot glisten from a recent rain, and the streetlights stretch long shadows over the centuries-old façades. I glance at Matt, his brow furrowed as he rechecks his phone. “Are you sure this is the right place?” he asks.

As I’m about to suggest asking someone else, I spot it. A small, discreet sign above a narrow doorway reads, “Théâtre ChoChotte.”

The bartender’s words echo in my mind. It’s not your typical show. A blend of burlesque and erotic art—intimate, provocative, very Parisian. Sounds perfect.

The building is unassuming, wedged between a bookstore and a café. Its exterior is simple, with dark wood paneling and a single golden light above the entrance. No flashy marquee, no neon blaring, just a quiet elegance that draws you in.

We step inside, and the basement swallows us in a soft glow of candlelight. The air carries the delicate scent of incense and something floral. The walls are draped in deep red and purple velvet, and plush seating is arranged around a small stage bathed in warm light. The atmosphere is intimate, secretive.

A hostess in a corset and lace stockings glides toward us, a welcoming smile on her lips. “Bonsoir,” she says, her voice low, melodic. “Two for tonight’s performance?”

I nod, and she guides us to a secluded table near the front. The crowd is a quiet mix of couples and a few solo patrons, all absorbed in conversation or anticipation. There’s a sense of respect here—no gawking, no whispers cutting the spell.

As we settle in and the show begins, a thrill ripples through me. This isn’t just a show; it’s an experience. An exploration of desire, art, and the boundaries between them. And I’m here for it.

The performance feels like a secret we’re not supposed to hear. Every motion is calculated and provocative. The performers are right there, a few feet away. Corsets, lace, leather, masks, all of it meant to make you look. One dancer fans herself with a feather fan, letting me catch glimpses of bare skin under satin gloves. Another arches across the tiny stage, chains and cuffs glinting in the candlelight.

It’s burlesque, sure, but it’s got that little edge, the kink, the teasing bondage, blindfolds, and scarves brushing skin that makes my stomach tighten in a delicious way. Nothing’s rushed, and nothing feels fake. Every gesture, every sway, every arch is meant to pull us in, make us feel like we’re part of it.

The candlelight hits them perfectly, tracing every curve, every shimmer of silk and lace. Even the smallest flick of a wrist or tilt of a hip feels electric. I catch myself leaning forward, heart racing, imagining what it would feel like to be on that stage, have an audience watching me like that.

My eyes drift across the room, and that’s when I see him.

Seated alone in the corner, effortless yet impossible to ignore. His eyes lock on me, unwavering, drinking me in piece by piece. Every inch of him radiates control and quiet heat.

A shiver runs down my spine, warmth pooling low in my belly. Something in the way he sits—calm, confident, unbothered—tells me he’s aware. Watching. Waiting.

Matt leans closer. “He’s staring at you like he’s already imagining you naked.”

I bite back a laugh, the sound barely making it past my lips. “Maybe I like that.”

“Maybe I do too,” Matt murmurs, and the spark between us flares brighter.

The performers twist and sway, teasing the audience, but all I can think about is the stranger. The way he lifts his glass, the slow tilt of his head when our eyes meet again, like a silent toast. Like he knows the night isn’t over.

After the show, I find myself moving toward him at the bar, drawn without even thinking. He’s mid-forties, French in a way that’s in every gesture—the effortless way he leans, the tilt of his head, the subtle confidence in his stance. He wears tight black pants that cling like they were made for him, a crisp shirt casually undone at the collar, and sleeves rolled to his elbows. His strong forearms are dusted with dark hair that is matched by salt-and-pepper at his temples and a five o’clock shadow that makes him look like he doesn’t even have to try.

“Bonjour, je m’appelle Ellie,” I say, and he smiles, like he already knows exactly what effect he has.

“Your French is … très bien. Je m’appelle… Étienne,” he replies, with that ridiculously sexy French drawl, like warm honey melting over dark chocolate. Each word rolls over me, lazy with confidence, a promise tucked inside every syllable.

He smells like cedar and vetiver, with something more substantial, maybe his cologne, maybe just him. It smells clean, masculine, and expensive. The kind of scent that sticks.

“You liked the performance?” he asks, each word curling around me like smoke.

“Oui, I did,” I admit, letting my eyes roam over him, lingering on the sleeves rolled up enough to show those strong forearms. “It was… intense. More than I expected.”

He smirks, the kind of smirk that knows exactly what it does to me. “Intense is good,” he says. “I like intensity.” His fingers brush the rim of his glass as he tilts it slightly, that silent toast again, for me alone.

The sound slips out, breathless, a laugh laced with nerves and the ache pooling low in my body. “You’ve been watching me all night,” I tease.

“Maybe I have,” he murmurs, eyes flicking briefly over my shoulder to where Matt is watching from our table, then back. “But you’re not alone.”

I grin, feeling the warmth of both their attention. “True… I should introduce you.” I wave Matt over. “Matt, come meet Étienne.”

He walks over and the vibe seems to click. We talk, laugh, trade subtle glances. When I mention it’s my birthday trip, Étienne’s smile widens. “Ah, that explains the glow.”

After an hour, Matt tests the waters. Half teasing, half serious, he asks quietly, “What would you do if we invited you back to our hotel?”

Étienne doesn’t flinch.

“I’d worship her like a masterpiece,” he says simply, eyes steady on Matt. “And I would stop the moment you told me to.”

The silence between us stretches a beat longer than comfortable.

Matt leans close from behind, his tone quiet but certain. “Your call,” he murmurs. “I say yes.”


Chapter five
Paris - Permission
Ellie


Back at the hotel, I stand at the window, pretending to admire the view, but really, I’m just trying to breathe. The Eiffel Tower glows in the distance, steady and grounded, while inside me, everything tilts and trembles. The cool glass under my fingertips anchors me, but it can’t calm the way my bare shoulders feel suddenly exposed, every inch of my skin hyperaware.

I can sense them both behind me. Matt. Étienne. Their presence hums in the silence, heavy with anticipation. My chest rises and falls too quickly.

I want this. I want this so bad, but wanting and knowing what to do are not the same thing. My pulse beats in places I’ve never noticed before. My thoughts flicker like the city lights outside, never settling.

Then I hear one of them step closer. Without touching me, I know it’s Matt. There’s a warmth to him, a quiet steadiness that settles around me like a blanket. Then his fingertips brush my waist, light and tentative. I don’t flinch or pull away. I ease back slightly, and his hand spreads across my stomach, drawing me into him.

Étienne stands back, silent and observant. His proximity charges the air between us, heightening every sensation.

Matt’s lips graze my shoulder. “You okay?” His voice is soft, careful, like he’s offering a choice.

I nod, though it’s faint.

He turns me to face him. His eyes search mine, warm and familiar. “Are you sure?”

A breath catches in my throat. “I think so.”

He smiles gently and tucks a strand of hair behind my ear. “You don’t have to do anything.”

“I know,” I whisper.

Matt glances past me, and I follow his gaze. Our French guest hasn’t moved. His hands rest in his pockets, and his posture looks relaxed. He’s waiting, not pressing, but the way he looks at me steals the air from my lungs. His gaze is steady, intense — so impossibly sure of what’s about to happen. Like he already sees me coming apart for him. That quiet confidence coils low in my belly, tightening everything. There’s no hesitation in his eyes. No doubt. Just the smoldering promise that he’s going to take me… and I’m going to let him.

Matt steps back, giving me space. He isn’t as sure.

I turn to look at Étienne, really look at him.

And like that’s all he was waiting for, he starts to move, purposeful and certain.

He stops in front of me, not touching, but I feel him, his energy, the quiet pull. He smells clean and masculine, with something darker beneath that makes my thighs clench.

There’s a hint of arrogance in the way he holds himself, like he already knows how this ends.

His hand lifts, unhurried, fingers brushing along my jaw. Each movement is deliberate, as if he’s not just feeling me but studying me. Claiming me. Confident, never rushed.

And I let him.

I lean into his hand, into the heat of it, the intention behind it. I drink in the way he explores me, like he knows what I crave before I do.

The attention? Addictive.

The heat? Thrilling.

The way he sees me without needing a single damn word? Devastating.

Behind us, Matt watches. I feel his gaze down my spine, heavy, warm, steady. There’s no fear, no flicker of jealousy. Just trust. Curiosity.

My nerves are still there, skittering under my skin like electricity, but now they’re tangled up with curiosity.

I’m still trembling, but not from hesitation.

I want this. I want them.

Étienne brushes his thumb across my bottom lip, then drags it down the center of my throat, feather-light but full of meaning. He’s not guessing; he knows how sensitive I am there. “You’re beautiful like this,” he murmurs. “Hesitant. But ready.”

My pulse kicks strong, and I know he feels it because his lips twitch into a filthy little smile.His other hand seizes my hip, firm and grounding. He handles me like a man who knows how I need to be held and is more than ready to do so.

Behind me, Matt shifts closer. I feel the heat of him press in, like a subtle current.Then his lips graze the side of my neck, soft, hot, full of promise, and I nearly melt.

Étienne’s hands slide up, finding my shoulders. Matt settles on my waist. Their eyes lock. A silent conversation. An unspoken agreement. And me, right in the middle of it.

And God, I’ve never felt so wanted.

Neither looks away. Neither steps back.

They each claim their own space on me, gentle but possessive, like two forces pulling me in different directions but united in their desire.

I close my eyes and tilt my head back, breathing in the weight of both their bodies. Their presence wraps around me. So many emotions come up. It is grounding and intoxicating at the same time.

Matt’s lips move to my ear, his voice low and steady. “Tell me if it’s too much.”

“It’s not,” I whisper, my voice trembling with need. “It’s everything.”

His hands move carefully down my back, fingers finding the zipper of my black dress. Slowly, he pulls it down inch by inch, and the fabric slides off my shoulders, pooling at my feet. My bare skin is exposed to the cool air and their hungry eyes.

Étienne’s hand traces a languid path along my waist, then drifts lower, fingers brushing the delicate lace of my panties. He moves with patience, each caress stoking the coil of tension winding through me.

Matt’s lips trail from my ear to the curve of my neck, warm and insistent, while his hands roam across my back and sides, sending sparks rippling through me.

I’m suspended between two worlds. Étienne’s fingers explore with a rough, teasing heat, while Matt worships every inch of me with gentle precision. Desire blooms in my core, shivering through every nerve.

Étienne’s fingers slip beneath the edge of my panties, light and unrelenting. I gasp, the sensation electric, short-circuiting every thought in my head. Matt’s mouth leaves a trail of fire down my neck and shoulders as he expertly unclasps my bra.

My hands move next, unsure but eager. I reach back for Matt, arm bending awkwardly behind me until my fingers find the firm line of his thigh. Then I slide higher.

I arch my back to get a better angle, my breasts pushing into Étienne’s chest as I grab Matt’s ass and pull him flush against me. His breath catches at the contact, and I feel his arousal pressed to me, broad and eager through his jeans.

With Étienne steady in front, and Matt solidly behind, I can feel the tension thrumming in the space between our bodies. Like something’s about to break loose.

Étienne’s shirt is next. I work the buttons open one by one, revealing golden skin over firm muscle, his chest carved and warm beneath my hands. He leans into me, eyes dark with want, breath catching as I slide the fabric off his broad shoulders.

Matt follows my lead, lifting his shirt over his head.

I close my eyes.

I don’t need to turn around. I know Matt’s body by heart. His bare skin burns against my back, familiar and solid, igniting me in ways I can’t resist.

My hand stays on Étienne, tracing lazy lines across his chest, mapping the contours of a stranger while wrapped in my husband’s embrace.

Matt’s palms skim down my sides, sliding beneath the curve of my waist, grounding me as I explore Étienne. It’s dizzying, this balance between comfort and curiosity, between the man I know and the man I’m about to let in.

Étienne’s lips find my breasts, his caress soft but possessive. He worships them with lingering kisses, hands cupping and exploring, making every nerve sing.

From behind, Matt’s fingers trail along the tender dip of my waist before slipping into the front of my panties. He moves with quiet confidence, settling low and deep, claiming what’s already his.

For a moment, I don’t know which part of me to offer. My chest arches into Étienne’s mouth, but my hips instinctively push back into Matt’s hands. I’m sandwiched between them, unsure whether to lean forward or backward, whether to bend or hold still.

Their attention, their hunger, it overwhelms me. But instead of unraveling, I melt into it.

Étienne’s lips trail lower, warm breath gliding down my sternum to the soft plane of my stomach. His hands slide around to cup my ass, fingers splaying and devouring every inch.

Behind me, Matt mirrors him. Their movements timed like a practiced rhythm.

Together, they pull my panties down. Slow. Certain. A dual conquest.

Cool air hits my skin, but I’m burning everywhere they touch, and everywhere they’re about to.

Étienne drops to his knees, mouth hovering just below my navel, and his fingers find the center of me, not teasing, but coaxing. Possessing.

Raw and unrestrained, a heat-filled sigh slips past my lips.

A trail of electricity follows the path of Matt’s hands, marking my spine with open-mouthed kisses, dragging fire across my back as my breath stutters and catches.

Their hands and mouths work in tandem. And I’m completely undone.

Still kneeling, he gently lifts one of my legs over his shoulder, his hands gripping my thighs as he settles in. He doesn’t hesitate. His mouth works my wet center. One molten drag of his tongue and I nearly lose my balance.

Behind me, Matt groans low, like the sight of it wrecks him. His hands slide up to my breasts, cupping them, fingers pressing in just enough to make me gasp. His thumbs flick over my nipples, firm and steady.

Étienne’s tongue moves with purpose now, unrelenting, like he’s chasing my breaking point. I clutch at his hair, barely able to stay upright, every muscle trembling.

Matt’s lips find my neck again, hot and open, while his hands keep kneading and claiming.

Every inch of me is being held, devoured.

And I’ve never felt more consumed.

I’m lost in them, the overwhelming flood of sensation. Their hands and mouths move in harmony, worshipping, exploring, igniting every nerve ending.

My fingers pull Étienne’s hair, tangling deep as he presses in harder. Each stroke of his tongue sends fresh waves through me, and I moan, unable to hold back.

Moments blur together.

There’s only breath, skin, and sound. And pleasure cutting through me like lightning.

Étienne glances up at Matt, his expression laced with both challenge and invitation.

Matt shifts behind me, and though I can’t see his face, I feel his answer in the way his body lowers, his hands reaching for his waistband.

I hear the soft pop of a button, the slow slide of a zipper. Air stalls in my lungs at the sound of fabric hitting the ground. Followed by the undeniable heat of him, bare and ready, pressing in behind me.

In front of me, Étienne rises. He also undoes his button and zipper, letting his pants fall quietly to the floor.

Long, lean legs stretch out, muscles smooth and defined. His body is strong and relaxed.

His cock, thick and solid, is wrapped in a soft hood of skin that slides back enough to reveal the swollen, glistening tip. I’d heard about it, of course, but I’d never actually seen a man’s hood in reality. It’s a subtle thing, but now that it’s right in front of me, I want to reach out, want to feel, to play.

He stands there, completely bare, rock hard and steady, like he owns this moment.

I take a hesitant step forward, caught between wanting and holding back. Suddenly, Matt’s hands settle firmly on my hips, tipping me off balance.

Before I can catch myself, Étienne’s arms circle my waist and lift me up, carrying me bride-style.

Matt moves in to guide my legs, and together, they carry me to the bed like I’m something precious and wanted. My heart races, pounding with anticipation as they lower me onto the cool sheets.

Then they descend.

Mouths, hands, breaths, every part of them claiming me in a fierce, unrelenting rhythm.

Matt crashes his lips into mine, hungry and full of heat. His tongue pushes past mine, tasting me, taking what he wants with every breathless kiss.

Étienne’s hands slide down my sides, over the curve of my waist, then lower, gripping the tops of my thighs, thumbs brushing the crease where my leg meets heat. He is bold and unhurried, fingers pressing into muscle, tracing along the skin as if mapping the exact route he plans to take.

Their movements become a charged pattern. One’s touch ignites, the other intensifies, sending the heat roaring through me. I lose myself between their bodies, the ache growing wild and fierce inside me.

Matt’s mouth leaves mine, descending to my neck, teeth grazing my skin with delicious roughness, while Étienne leans closer, his breath hot against my pussy. “We are going to spoil you tonight, chérie.”

It shouldn’t turn me on. It should make me hesitate. But instead, the words hit like an electric current, straight between my thighs. I feel the wetness growing, my body begging. I’m open, aching, primed.

Étienne’s mouth moves upward, tongue flicking over my nipples, measured and precise. He sucks one into his mouth and groans, and the sound vibrates through me. My back lifts off the bed.

Their hands move in sync. Matt’s fingers slide between my legs, parting me, stroking until I’m slick and desperate. Étienne grips my hips, strong and firm, holding me steady as the anticipation builds.

Matt’s mouth follows his hand, lips replacing fingers, tongue tasting every inch of me. The vibration of his throat presses into me, electric and raw.

Étienne climbs higher, settling beside me, his erection brushing against my side, relentlessly pulsing. Finally, I reach for him, wrapping my fingers around his length, curious and bold. The skin is silk over steel, his hood shifting slightly as I stroke. Groaning, he tips his head back, and his hips flex into my grip.

I notice how his breathing changes; it’s rougher now. His hand slides into my hair while he shifts closer to my head, until he’s kneeling over me. My pulse spikes as he straddles my chest, his cock now inches from my lips.

I tilt my head back and part my mouth invitingly. He takes his time, sliding between my lips in one smooth, deep glide. The stretch, the weight, the heat of him fills my mouth, and I moan around him, tasting him as he sinks further.

Below, Matt shifts between my legs, lifting them over his shoulders. His familiar dick pushes inside me in one powerful thrust. I gasp against Étienne, the fullness overwhelming, blinding.

One drives into my mouth, the other into my core, claiming me from both ends until there’s nothing left untouched.

Their rhythm is raw and demanding, urgent motions, low groans, and breathless curses.

I’m trapped in their heat, stretched open, every nerve sparking, every sound I make swallowed by their bodies.

Matt hammers into me, faster, rougher, fingers digging into my hips. Étienne’s hands cradle my face, controlling the pace as he fucks my mouth.

Pleasure curls tight inside me, building quickly, coiling higher and higher.

When it finally breaks, it crashes through me like a wave.

I come with a cry, my body clenching around Matt, shuddering against Étienne, legs trembling and fists clutching the sheets.

Matt doesn’t stop when I come. He fucks me through it, dragging every aftershock into something sharper. I’m still shaking when he pulls out, raw and swollen. My body is limp.

But neither of the guys has come yet.

Étienne slides his cock free of my mouth, glistening and slick, his lips parted as if he’s barely holding himself together.

“Turn her over,” he growls, and Matt moves fast, flipping me onto my stomach. He pulls my hips up and spreads my thighs. I feel exposed, soaked, and filthy, and I love it.

Matt’s fingers slide back in, two at once, curling deep. He finds that spot inside me instantly, like he’s memorized it. His other hand reaches around to stroke my clit, slow circles, then faster, tighter, until I’m gasping again, my hips rocking into him.

Étienne, still in front of me, presses his manhood between my lips once more. His grip in my hair is firmer now, holding me steady as I blow him. Matt gets me ready for a second high as he fingers me harder.

I don’t even try to hold back. My body’s in revolt, pleasure rolling over me, another orgasm coiling fast and mean. Matt doesn’t let up. He keeps fucking me with his fingers while Étienne’s cock stretches my lips, my throat. The mix of sensations is too much, too perfect.

I come again, powerfully, with my hips jerking and thighs quaking. I cry out around Étienne’s fullness, a muffled, guttural sound that makes him shudder above me.

But still, they don’t let me rest.

Matt pulls his fingers out, gliding them up to spread the slick mess I’ve made. I feel him shift behind me, the head of his dick pressing at my entrance again. My body opens for him easily this time, greedy and ready. Unhurried, he slides in, making me feel every inch.

Étienne pulls free from my mouth but doesn’t move far. Kneeling in front of me, one hand wrapped around his thick length, he jerks himself steadily as he watches Matt take me from behind with raw intensity.

The pressure builds again. Fuck. I’m going to break. The sight of Étienne working himself in front of my eyes and the sensation of Matt fucking me ruthlessly from behind get me desperately close. I’m shaking, panting and ready for release.

It hits like lightning, sharp, hot, and devastating. My whole body seizes with it, a cry tearing from my throat as I fall apart for the third time, completely undone.

Matt pulls out with a deep groan, his cock slick and throbbing, coated in everything I’ve given him. I collapse onto the sheets, panting and spent, but not done. Not even close.

Étienne is already tearing open a condom, his eyes dark and wild. “On your back, chérie,” he commands, his voice rough with restraint.

My pussy is swollen and sensitive, every nerve ending alive and raw from the storm I just rode. The ache of pleasure pulses deep inside me, making even the slightest movement feel electric, but I obey.

Étienne’s hands are on me instantly, strong and sure, guiding me into place. He kneels between my thighs, sheathing himself, the latex snapping tight over his proud cock. His gaze meets mine as he lines himself up, dragging the head through the slick mess Matt left behind.

My body desperately aches for him. Instinctively, I push my hips up and press against him, silently begging.

“Étienne, fuck me,” I whisper, breathless and needy.

But he holds back.

Seemingly enjoying my desperation, Étienne wraps his hand around his shaft, his eyes locked on mine.

“You want this?” he asks, voice full of promise.

I nod, heart pounding, the ache between my legs only growing sharper as he holds me just on the edge.

Matt leans over my head, his hand wrapping around his divine heat. He rubs himself with decadent ease, eyes locked on my face. His other hand cups my breast, fingers teasing my nipple until it’s stiff and aching. “You look so fucking good like this,” he murmurs, bending to kiss my jaw. “Wrecked. Wet. Wanting more.”

In this unexpected moment, Étienne presses forward.

The exquisite burn pulls a strangled moan from my lips. He’s thick, filling me in a way that makes my back arch off the bed.

I cry out, loud and ragged, unable to hold back as pleasure rips through me, raw and relentless.

“Fuck me harder,” I scream between gasps, wanting more, needing more, already undone beneath him.

“Fucking hell,” he hisses. “You’re perfect. I won’t last long.”

He pulls back, then thrusts in again, more violently. His rhythm is relentless, each stroke sending pleasure crashing through me like waves. Matt’s hand tightens on my breast, grounding my upper body, while Étienne hammers into me with brutal force.

I’m trapped between two hungry men, my body caught in the storm of their desire.

It’s too much. Too good. The sounds of skin against skin, ragged breaths, and low groans fill the room. I’m lost in it.

Étienne grabs my thighs, yanks them apart, forcing me wide open. He shifts the angle, slamming deeper, hitting that spot that makes me see stars. His eyes never leave mine, fierce and demanding.

Matt’s breathing turns harsh. “I’m close,” he warns, and the next moment, hot spurts hit my belly, my chest, and my face. He groans through it, hips twitching as he spills himself across my skin.

That—that—pushes me over.

I can’t hold back the sound that rips from me, my body breaking apart again, muscles clenching around Étienne’s cock as the orgasm crashes through me. He buries himself in me, riding out my orgasm like he owns it.

He growls, low and guttural, then shudders inside me.

One final thrust and he spills into the condom. His hips locked tight to mine as every muscle tenses. He stays there, pulsing, panting, holding me in place while the last wave rolls through both of us.

Then everything stills. Just breath, sweat, trembling limbs, and the slow return to something close to normal.

Étienne leans down and presses a soft kiss to my lips.

“Chérie, I think you ruined me,” he whispers.


Chapter six
Amsterdam, Netherlands
Matt


Amsterdam at night hums with a dirtier kind of energy. Neon reflects in the black water of the canals, and the air is filled with the scent of beer and smoke. We walk hand in hand, quiet but tuned in, moving through a city that never seems to sleep.

“I just want to look,” she says, flashing me a crooked smile as she tugs me toward the red light district. “Promise.”

We both know that’s a lie.

The streets are packed, tourists with phones in the air and locals weaving past like they’ve seen it all before. We push through the crowd, brushing shoulders, dodging bikes, and slipping between clumps of noise and laughter.

Doormen step out of the shadows, trying to pull us in with exclusive offers. “Live girls. Couples welcome. Best in Amsterdam.” We keep moving.

Then the lights shift.

Red and pink light washes over the pavement like spilled wine. The windows stretch along both sides of the alley, looking like glassed-in boxes lit from within, like peep show aquariums. Women in lingerie or less move behind them. Some sway in a seductive way. Some scroll on their phones. One locks eyes with El and smiles, tongue sliding over her bottom lip.

Ellie squeezes my hand, her eyes flicking from one window to the next. She’s quiet, but her body’s giving her away. I know that look. It’s not just curiosity. It’s craving.

A blonde in a sheer bodysuit taps her window and motions to Ellie, cocking her head and biting her thumb. Ellie hesitates, but then smiles back.

We pass a dark door tucked between two glowing windows. No sign, just a red rope and a bouncer with arms crossed and eyes scanning. He looks at us like he already knows.

I lean in, lips grazing her ear. “Just a look, right?”

She grins like it’s a game we’ve already agreed to lose. Her fingers lace with mine, tugging me toward the heavy black door. “Unless we find something.”

Inside, the air smells like leather and perfume, sweat and want. Gone are the bright windows and gawking tourists. Here, it’s velvet drapes and low lights, shadows flickering over skin.

Red spills across the walls like heat. Laughter bubbles from behind curtains. Somewhere, a moan. Somewhere else, a gasp. A bass rhythm thrums steadily through the floor, vibrating in my bones like a second pulse.

Then my gaze follows my wife’s. She’s locked on a guy in the corner, not looking away for a second.

He’s tall, imposing in a way that doesn’t demand space, just takes it. A leather biker vest clings to his bare chest, revealing ink that winds from his collarbone to his wrists - black lines, sharp and intricate. Fingers heavy with silver rings, one hand wrapped loosely around a dark bottle. His eyes, hooded and hungry, follow her like he’s imagining her on her knees already.

I slide my hand to the small of her back, grounding her. “You want him?”

Her eyes flicker, and I hear her sigh.

That’s enough.

She drifts closer. His gaze doesn’t shift, doesn’t blink. It just drinks her in, like he’s been waiting.

They speak quietly. His voice is deep and rough, something between Dutch and danger, like gravel wrapped in leather. He brushes her arm, and she laughs, low and breathy. It is the sound of her slipping.

“Meet Lars,” she says when I join them.

He looks calm and confident, like he knows exactly what we came for.

“You two looking for more than drinks?” he asks, choppy, with a hard accent shaping every syllable.

I’m surprised by how easily it comes out. “It’s her birthday trip. I want her to remember tonight for the rest of her life.” I pause, watching him. “Think you can handle that?”

His lips spread in a smile that looks like he is in on a secret.

“Follow me,” Lars says, taking the lead. “I know a quiet place for us.”

We head toward the left corner of the club, walking through a beaded curtain and into a dimly-lit private room that holds only a padded bench and a wall-length mirror. The throb of music seeps through the walls, soft now, like a heartbeat.

She stands between us, barely breathing, lips parted, and eyes wide.

Lars doesn’t touch her. Not yet. But he looks at her like she’s something rare and precious, something worth unwrapping one aching layer at a time.

“I saw you the moment you walked in,” he says, voice rasping like smoke against velvet. “So did every other man in that room. But you didn’t see them. You only looked at him.”

He nods toward me.

Her blush blooms under the amber light. She’s trembling slightly, caught in that sweet space between nervousness and aching.

“And then you looked at me,” Lars murmurs, stepping close enough for his knuckles to skim her arm. “And now you’re letting me see you too. Really see you. You know what that does to a man?”

Ellie exhales, her whole body leaning toward him. She’s unraveling in real time, and I feel it.

She wants to be claimed. Guided. Owned.

So, I take over.

“Take off your clothes, Angel. Slowly.”

Her eyes dart to mine, wide and questioning. Not with fear, with anticipation, like she’s been waiting for me to step into this role.

I see the glow of her skin. She wants this, needs it.

“Do what I say,” I repeat, firmer this time. No hesitation.

And she obeys.

Her fingers hook the hem of her dress, dragging it up inch by inch, as if she’s revealing a secret, showing off her soft thighs and flushed skin. She pauses, her eyes locking on mine as if asking, Is this okay?

My nod is all the answer she needs.

The dress slips over her head and drops to the floor in a whisper of fabric. A lacy, black bra hugs her curves, with matching panties stretched over hips I’ve worshipped a hundred times, yet I still can’t get enough.

She stands there, letting me look. Letting Lars look too.

But her focus keeps returning to me.

Because this, me commanding her, taking control, isn’t something I do often. I’m the quiet one, the steady one. But right now, I can feel what it does to her, how wet she already is, how her nipples have tightened beneath the lace, how her body trembles - not with nerves, but with need. And I like it.

Her hands rise to her bra, cupping her breasts through the delicate fabric, thumbs brushing over the stiff peaks as she reaches behind to unclasp the hooks. She holds the cups in place for a teasing heartbeat, then lets the lace slip from her fingers. The bra falls to the floor, and her breasts spill free, the soft sway hypnotic. She strokes herself slowly, palms over her curves, a light caress that has her lips parting in silent pleasure.

Only then do her hands drift to the waistband of her panties. She eases them down, letting them glide along her thighs in a way that is almost like a dance, like she is performing for us. When she steps out of them, she stands tall - bare, exposed, and powerful in her submission.

“Good girl,” I murmur, and her lips part at the praise.

“Show Lars and me how hot you are, how much you want to be dominated.”

I see it in the way she presses her thighs together, trying to contain the heat building inside her, in the way her chest rises and falls, her breath shallow.

She loves that I’m doing this, that I’ve stepped in, that I’ve given her something she didn’t even know she needed from me.

And for the first time, I feel confident to command her, to watch her come alive under my voice.

I step behind Ellie, palms on her hips, lips near her ear.

“You’re going to let him fuck you,” I say more confidently than I feel. “But you don’t come unless I say so.”

She whimpers.

“Understand?”

“Yes,” she breathes.

I nod to Lars.

He glances over at me. “You are lucky,” he says with a strong accent. “She is something special. You’re doing the right thing to give her what she wants.

El shifts slightly. I can tell the attention ignites something in her.

“I would worship you,” Lars says, stepping closer to her, his tone softer now, “like you deserve. I would kiss every part of you, taste you slow. But…” he pauses, gaze flicking to mine, “you don’t need that tonight, do you?”

One of his hands holds the back of her neck, the other one slides between her legs.

He leans in slightly. “Tonight, you want to be claimed.”

She closes her eyes for a second, like the words hit too deep.

I nod once. Lars understands.

“Then let me give you what you need,” he says, voice low and certain. “Because your man is giving you this gift. And I will not disappoint.”

Her body is already tense and vibrating with anticipation. And I’ve never seen her more alive.


Chapter seven
Amsterdam - Control
Ellie


Lars steps closer, eyes tracing my body as if committing every curve to memory. He’s magnetic, rough and dominant, but not at all careless. When his fingers graze my arm, a shiver races through me.

His hands trail down my sides to grip the backs of my thighs, lifting just enough to shift me back a step. My spine presses against a cool, padded wall, and then he’s there, filling every inch of space, leaving me trapped in his gravity. The room is ours alone, turning every touch electric, stealing my breath.

He growls something in Dutch, guttural and intense, then presses his forehead to mine. “Say it,” he breathes. “Tell me you want this.”

“Take me already,” I purr. “Please.”

Matt’s voice cuts through the silence. “Remember, you can’t come until I say so.”

Being passively dominated by my husband turns me on more than I want to admit.

Lars’ mouth crashes onto mine, all hunger and heat. His stubble scrapes my skin as his lips devour me, and I melt into him, arching against the solid planes of his chest. Every nerve in my body sparks.

One hand slides up to cup my bare breast, fingers curling possessively, while the other pins my hips to the wall. His thigh presses between mine, forcing them apart, grinding enough to make me gasp.

“It’s my lucky night,” he mutters, lips dragging down my jaw then along my neck, where he sucks hard enough to leave a mark. I don’t care. I want it, all of it.

“Lars,” I whimper, rolling my hips without thinking, chasing more.

He stills for a beat, then leans back for our eyes to meet.

“Princess, you can’t come yet,” he growls, the corner of his mouth curling. “You need permission from your husband.”

My breath catches. I nod.

His smirk turns wicked as his hands slide down my sides. He nudges me to stand flat on my feet, easing my legs farther apart, then sinks to his knees.

Cool air brushes my skin a second before he claims me, and everything else disappears.

His hands grip the backs of my thighs, spreading me wider against the wall as his mouth devours me—hot, insistent, devastating. His tongue moves with precision, flicking and circling exactly where I need it, while his stubble rasps against my skin, each graze adding another layer to the heat building inside me.

One of his fingers teases along my slit, before pushing in slow motion inside me. I cry out, biting my lip to muffle the sound, but he hears it. He groans against me, the vibration sending another jolt through my core.

“God, Lars—“ Another finger slides in beside the first, stretching me, filling me just right. His thumb finds my clit, working in slow, torturous circles as his mouth joins the rhythm, tongue gliding, flicking, sucking.

I clutch at his hair, grinding shamelessly against his face, chasing the edge until Matt’s voice cuts in, low and commanding. “Lars, just your fingers. I want you to see her face when she comes.”

Lars pulls back, his lips glistening, and the sudden absence makes me whimper. Matt steps closer, his hands sliding up to cup my breasts, thumbs brushing over my tight nipples before giving them a firm squeeze. His mouth is close to my ear when he speaks. “Not yet. You come when I say.”

“Then say it,” I beg, breathless and shaking. “Matt… please. Lars has me right there.”

Matt chuckles, dark and knowing, as Lars drives his fingers deeper, pumping with relentless precision. His thumb works my clit mercilessly, every stroke sending me closer to the brink. Matt’s grip on my breasts tightens, almost hurting.

“Look at me,” Matt orders. I force my gaze up, locking on his, even as my body trembles. “All right,” he growls, the word vibrating against my skin. “Let go for us.”

Lars’ fingers curl at just the right angle, and the release rips through me, hot, sharp and unstoppable. My cry echoes in the air, my body bucking as both men hold me in place, watching me unravel completely.

He keeps going, drawing out every wave until I’m panting, spent and completely undone against the wall.

When he finally rises, he licks his fingers, savoring my essence. Then he leans in, voice low against my ear, but his eyes flick toward Matt for permission.

“I hope we can have one more?” Lars’ voice is low.

Matt’s gaze sharpens, commanding. The power in the room shifts, thick and undeniable. “We’ll get a few more. But now it’s my turn.” Matt’s voice drops, dark and certain. “Bend down for me, Angel. I want you to blow me while Lars takes you from behind.”

Just hearing him command me like that nearly sends me over the edge again. I hesitate, breath catching.

Matt’s voice snaps, sharp as a whip. “Bend her over, will you?”

Without missing a beat, Lars turns me around, bending me forward. His hands spread me open, pressing his body against my back, holding my hips steady. I can feel his need humming, hungry and proud.

Matt pulls his pants down, freeing himself. He strokes once, slow and coaxing, then cups my jaw, tilting my head up.

“Open,” he orders.

I obey.

His fingers slide into my hair as he guides himself between my lips.

The sensation overwhelms me—full, controlled, filthy in the most delicious way.

After sliding a condom on, Lars drives into me from behind with raw, claiming power. Matt lets out a low groan, hips moving with measured patience. The contrast is dizzying, one taking, the other savoring.

I’m caught between them, used and adored.

Matt brushes my cheek with his thumb. “Look at you… taking us both so well.”

My breath catches as their combined heat drives me higher, every nerve screaming for release.

“Not yet, Angel. You’re coming when I say,” Matt commands.

Lars pulls back slightly as he presses his palm against the small of my back. “Hold on for us.”

I tremble, caught between aching desire and aching denial. Matt’s fingers tighten in my hair, holding me steady as Lars’ hips roll against mine with measured precision.

The edge teases me endlessly—close enough to touch, far enough to drive me mad.

Matt breathes, “So damn perfect; so ready to break.”

I’m gasping, desperate, burning, and they don’t relent.

Their hands and cocks worship me like a queen—torturing me.

Matt’s grip in my hair tightens, anchoring me as Lars’ thrusts deepen—slow, commanding, perfectly timed to keep me on the edge. I’m trembling, every nerve alight, muscles tightening and adoring every inch—while I hang suspended on the brink, aching for release.

“Tell me, Angel,” Matt murmurs, voice rough with hunger. “So close, so beautiful. Do you want to come?”

I bite my lip, voice barely a whisper. “Please… let me. I need it.”

He tilts my chin up with one finger, eyes dark and unreadable. “Beg for it. Show me you deserve it.”

Heat floods my cheeks. I swallow hard, voice trembling with need.

“Please, Matt… I want to come for you. Please, please…”

He smirks, deliberate and satisfied. “That’s better.”

Lars’ hips shift with a smooth, powerful thrust that presses deep and steady, sending shivers through every nerve ending.

Matt’s eyes lock with Lars’, a silent conversation passing between them.

“Are you close, brother?” Matt asks.

“I need a few more,” Lars pants, breath ragged, “but I’m right there.”

Matt’s voice cuts through my haze like fire. “I want you to come with Lars. You heard him; he needs a few more.”

Their rhythm intensifies. Lars drives deeper, a relentless assault that stretches and fills me completely, each stroke driving harder and faster, raw and unyielding.

Matt’s hips roll, the steady push of his length inside my mouth a grounding counterpoint to the wild pounding from behind. Slowly, he slides free, pulling out with a low groan.

“Look at me when you come,” Matt commands, his voice fierce.

The pressure builds, crushing and exquisite, shoving me closer and closer to the edge. My breath hitches, my body trembling with desperate need.

Lars’ hands grip my hips, pulling me tighter against him as he drives deep and hard from behind. Each thrust slams through me with relentless force, raw and urgent.

I reach down, fingers curling around Matt’s hips, holding on for balance and grounding as the waves build inside me. Matt’s is a perfect anchor amidst the storm.

“Okay, Princess,” Lars growls, voice thick with need. “Ready?”

With a brutal, shuddering thrust, he goes as deep and hard as he can, plunging into me with raw, urgent force.

The shock of it, the pleasure, the intensity, all of it overwhelms me.

“Look at me,” Matt repeats.

I lift my gaze, meeting his eyes just as the pressure peaks.

Lars groans mix with my cries, our bodies locked together in a fierce, shared surrender.

I cry out, body convulsing in waves of pure pleasure, riding the extended, delicious climax that sweeps through me like a storm.

“Good Girl,” Matt says.

His praise, combined with Lars’ relentless rhythm, shatters my resolve.

“One more, Angel. Come ride me,” Matt offers, already lying on the padded bench in the middle of the room.

Lars helps me up and walks me over. I can hardly move.

My pussy is so sensitive that I could almost come when I guide my husband inside me.

“Not yet, Angel. Come show Lars how good you can ride me.”

I hate what that does to me. Adrenaline kicks in and my hips start moving on their own. Matt holds me tight and pushes himself in as deep as he can.

I can tell by his labored breathing that he is super close.

“Come give it to me,” he moans.

I rock down on him harder, hips rolling with a mind of their own, dragging him deeper, every thrust making my nerves sing and his moans grow louder.

I lock eyes with him as I gather my last bit of strength and grind on him until we both come, loud and unashamed.

Immediately after, I collapse on him, and Lars has to hold me so I don’t roll on the floor. I’ve never been this exhausted. And never been happier.


Chapter eight
Berlin, Germany
Matt


Berlin feels different.

Raw. Daring. Reckless in the best kind of way.

El planned the cities, but I doubt she mapped out our sexual adventures. Or maybe she did. Maybe in the corners of her wildest dreams…

What surprises me is how much I needed this, too. I’ve never been this fucking turned on in my life. Watching her unravel, over and over, has lit something feral in me. Not just lust. Something deeper. Pride. Possession. A hunger I never knew I had.

We sit pressed together in a shadowed corner of some dive bar drinking Berliner Kindle, the local beer.

She’s glowing, eyes bright with that fierce, hungry spark that first caught me when we started this journey.

I lean closer, voice low and certain. “This trip’s been yours. Your dream. Your rules.” I pause, letting my thumb skim over her thigh. “I’ve been lucky to be part of it.”

She gives me a smile that’s all heat and danger, mischievous and knowing.

“In New York…,” I murmur, “I watched you get wrecked by a stranger.”

Her fingers trace lazy circles in my palm, slow and hypnotic, as she closes her eyes and sighs out.

“In Paris,” I go on, “I joined.”

She licks her bottom lip. There’s a flicker behind her eyes when I say it.

“And Holland... I took control.”

Her breath hitches slightly, but I catch it. I always do.

“I’ve got an idea for Berlin.”

She straightens. “What is it?”

“I want to take you in front of others,” I say, each word deliberate. “I want them to see you come. I want them to know it’s because of me, that I get to have you. And if it feels right…” I let the suggestion hang. “We can invite strangers in. Let them worship what I own.”

Her cheeks flush, but her eyes never leave mine.

“You’re insane.”

I grin. “Completely.” But deep down, I know this is what she wants. She loves being taken, loves being watched. And yeah, I fucking loved seeing her come for another man. But she’s mine. And I want the world to know that.

Looking at her, I see that the idea is growing on her.

“You think someone would enjoy watching us?” she asks, voice softer now. Curious. Turned on.

“I enjoyed watching you lose it for someone else,” I say. “So, yeah. I’m sure there’s a place where we can fuck in front of strangers who get off by watching us, watching you.”

She bites her lip, cheeks flushed. “I think I’d like that.”

I reach for her hand and squeeze it. Firm. Grounding. “Then that’s what we’ll do. Your birthday trip. Let’s make it unforgettable.”

She leans in, voice a whisper across my skin. “I want to feel you claim me. Out there. Where anyone can see.”

I smile against her mouth, lips brushing hers. “Then let’s give them a show. Let them watch what it means to belong to me.”

Her fingers tighten around mine.

“I love you, Matt.”


Chapter nine
Berlin - Exhibition
Ellie


The night air in Berlin hums with something electric as we step out of the cab, the city’s neon glow flickering against slick cobblestones. I’m dressed in a tight, dark plum bodycon dress with off-shoulder sleeves, elegant but dangerous. Matt is in a sharp, tailored suit, the crisp lines making him look effortlessly dominant, my anchor in this wild night.

The club’s entrance looks almost forgotten, squeezed between a crumbling graffiti wall and an unmarked door in Berlin’s Mitte. A subtle red glow spills out from above, and the distant thump of bass vibrates through the night air. We pause, exchanging a charged glance—excitement and nerves mingling beneath calm exteriors.

Matt leans close, “KitKat Club,” he murmurs. “That must be it.” After a quick Google search, he confirms. “Sounds like this is the club for us. Listen to what it says online. ‘Do what you want, but stay in communication.’ Freedom, in every sense. OMG, I already love Germany.”

That sounds perfect. A place where boundaries blur and fantasies come alive.

Before we step inside, the doorman’s sharp gaze sizes us up. The line isn’t long, but everyone’s tension is high. This is Berlin’s most popular and demanding club after all. No casual attire here. Matt adjusts his collar; I smooth down my dress, knowing it’s just barely daring enough.

At the entrance, we’re met by staff dressed as boldly as the guests inside. They check our IDs.

A woman in barely-there latex offers a sly smile as she collects my clutch, Matt’s wallet, and both our phones, tagging them with practiced efficiency. Everything personal disappears behind the counter.

The rule here is absolute: no phones, no cameras, no distractions. Privacy is sacred.

The absence is initially strange and unnatural in a world addicted to screens, but its effect is immediate. Lighter. More free. Like we’ve slipped out of reality and into something raw and unfiltered.

The security team, all discreet but watchful, gives a final reminder of the club’s mantra: “Do what you want, but stay in communication.” Consent and respect aren’t just expected; they’re the foundation. Everything else? Boundless.

With a final nod from the doorman, we push through the heavy door.

We step inside, and the world shifts. The air wraps around me like silk, warm and intoxicating, laced with perfume, leather, and something deliciously forbidden. The scent pulls me deeper into the club’s pulse.

Dim violet and deep red lights paint the room, casting shadows that flicker over polished wood and plush velvet couches. A faint ultraviolet glow hints at painted murals by Berlin’s underground artists. Music thunders through multiple floors - techno, trance, and house, each beat syncing with my racing heart.

Around us, bodies glide in fetish gear—latex, leather, harnesses—or with skin exposed in daring, artful ways. No jeans, no casual wear here. The crowd is fierce, creative, and liberated.

A man in a leather harness smiles knowingly as he passes. Beyond a velvet curtain, movement catches my eye—silk flashing, bodies shifting, the unmistakable cadence of pleasure written in motion.

It’s strange not to see a single phone anywhere inside, a rare kind of freedom in a world obsessed with them. The absence feels like a breath of fresh air.

The rhythm of the club swells as we move further inside, the promise of the night unfolding with every beat. This is more than a club. It’s an invitation to lose ourselves, to explore the edges of desire without fear.

Couples and singles move with ease, some wrapped in silk and lace, others in leather and lace-up boots; the fashion here is bold. I spot a woman in a red corset, a man trailing a leather jacket over his bare chest. Everyone’s confidence is intoxicating.

Matt slides his hand to the small of my back, steady and reassuring. “Ready?” he murmurs.

I nod, feeling the heat rising between us. Here, in this playground of pleasure, I’m his, and tonight, I’m going to let the world see exactly how much.

Matt leads me through the crowd, his grip firm but gentle on my back. Every pair of eyes feels like a spark, some curious, some hungry, all reading the promise between us. The air hums with whispered invitations and the soft rustle of silk and leather.

We stand close to a secluded alcove draped in crimson velvet, where the glow isn’t from candles but from golden sconces shaped like open mouths, flickering with soft light. The subtle scent of jasmine and musk wraps around us. I can feel Matt’s gaze on me, proud, possessive, and so damn turned on.

A tall man with silver-streaked hair and a devilish smile approaches, his eyes lingering a second too long on my neckline. “You both look exquisite,” he says with a smooth German accent, his voice a low purr. “New to KitKat?”

Matt answers coolly. “First time. Exploring.”

The man’s grin widens. “Ah, a night of firsts is always the sweetest.”

I watch Matt’s chest rise and fall as he breathes, steady and in control, but I know he’s already imagining the possibilities.

Leaning in, I feel the heat of the club and the thrill of being out in the open, vulnerable yet utterly alive. The night is young. And so are the possibilities.

Hugging me, Matt’s hand slides from my back to the curve of my waist, pulling me closer. The music pulses around us, a hypnotic beat matching the quickening rhythm in my veins. I can feel the heat in his eyes as he leans down, his breath warm against my ear.

“Show them, Ellie,” he murmurs. “Show them exactly who you belong to.”

His fingers trail slowly along my neck, down to my collarbone. I arch into him, a tremor sliding through my chest and throat. Around us, gazes linger. Some intrigued, some ravenous, drawn like moths to the heat sparking between us.

Matt presses his mouth to mine, deep and claiming, his tongue sweeping in like he owns every part of me. My pulse spikes as his hands slide beneath my dress, palms hot against my thighs, skimming up to cup the curve of my ass. I’m trembling now, caught between the thrill of eyes on us and the safety in his grip.

He peels the dress down with agonizing care, inch by inch, until it pools at my heels. Cool air grazes my skin, and the murmur of voices shifts around us—people watching, pausing mid-movement to see. I’m left in black lace, sheer panties and a bra that suddenly feels far too small for the way my chest heaves.

His gaze devours me. I see not only lust in those eyes. I see ownership. He hooks a finger into the waistband of my panties, dragging it slowly, letting the elastic snap back against my hip. “You’re mine,” he says, voice low and sharp enough to cut. “They can watch, but they don’t touch.”

I swallow hard as he sinks to his knees, his hands gliding over the tops of my thighs, parting them just enough to press his mouth to my lace. Heat floods me at the first stroke of his tongue through the fabric, and my knees almost give. He lingers there, tasting me through the barrier, his fingers stroking over the damp spot that’s already spreading. My breath shatters, too loud in this room that feels suddenly smaller, heavier.

When I’m shaking so hard I can barely stand, he rises, stripping his shirt off in one smooth motion. Golden skin, ridged muscle, every inch of him a promise I’ve craved all night. His belt clicks open, and I swear the sound sends a jolt straight between my legs. He frees himself, hard and thick, and I gasp because I know exactly how that feels inside me.

Matt pulls me into his lap as he sinks into the velvet seat, positioning me with a grip that brooks no argument. My panties don’t come off. He slides them aside with one hand, and with the other, he guides himself to my entrance. The first push steals my breath, a sharp, stretching pressure that melts into pure pleasure as he drives deeper. My moan breaks loose, raw and helpless, and the world holds still, suspended with my sound.

“Ride me,” he growls, rough against my ear. “Show them who owns you.”

I move, slow at first, rocking over him, feeling the thick length of him filling me, every thrust dragging across the spot that makes me see stars. His hands grip my hips, steady but urging more, deeper, harder. Voices fade. It’s just me grinding on him, slick skin, his curses hot against my neck as I take him to the hilt.

When I start to unravel, he senses it. He drives himself deeper, teeth grazing my shoulder, pressing me flush against him, so deep it feels like we’re one. “I’m close, Angel,” he pants. “Let’s come together.”

I break with a cry, the orgasm ripping through me in waves so sharp it’s almost pain, and Matt follows, hips jerking, a guttural groan tearing out of him as he spills inside me, holding me tight like he’ll never let go.

I’m trembling, breathless, the rush overwhelming. The crowd’s watching, but I only feel him. Our connection is fierce and unbreakable in the spotlight.

A hand brushes against mine, offering me a wet towel. I glance up, seeing a man with piercing green eyes, body taut with anticipation. “May I?” he asks, voice low, polite, almost reverent.

Matt glances at me, then nods once, curt and possessive. “Go ahead,” he growls.

The man helps me up, dressed only in snug black boxers that leave nothing to the imagination. Sliding the damp towel along my skin, he’s soaking up the sweat, teasing the slickness that still clings to me. His fingers linger at the swell of my breasts, the curve of my hips, and finally, he carefully wipes at my dripping pussy.

When he finishes, he looks to Matt for instruction. More confident than I have ever been, Matt commands, “Keep her wet and ready, will you? I want her again, but I need a minute to recover.”

A second man steps forward, blond with a nearly boyish face and lean body, making him look startlingly young. There’s a raw energy about him, a mix of nerves and desire that makes my pulse quicken. His lips curl in anticipation as he approaches, hands twitching as if unsure where to start.

Matt stares at him, sharp and commanding. A silent conversation passes between them in glances. Matt’s eyes are possessive, and the younger man nods, hesitant but obedient. At the same time, the young man exchanges a quick, wordless look with the man with green eyes, a spark of understanding and shared intent. They both want me, want to please, but they wait for Matt’s permission, respecting the rhythm he sets.

With a single, low growl, Matt signals, and suddenly I’m the center of their hunger. The first man continues his careful worship, hands stroking, the towel still teasing me, while the younger one steps closer, trembling with restrained excitement, hands hovering over my curves, lips brushing my neck. The energy between them—eager, but submissive to Matt—makes the heat inside me coil tighter, every nerve alive, every touch a delicious promise of what’s to come.

The older guy pulls my arms up, pressing me flush against the smooth vinyl wall. His hands roam over my curves, teasing my breasts, sliding down to the swell of my hips, spreading the wetness that’s already pooling between my legs.

The younger one cups my face, thumb brushing over my lips, and slides two fingers into my mouth. I obey instinctively, licking and sucking, tasting him. My pulse races as he sinks to his knees in front of me. Hot breath ghosts over my thighs as he slips a finger inside me. The sensation makes me gasp, hips tilting reflexively. I try to pull my restrained hands, feeling the tension stretch through my arms, but the older guy holds me firmly. Every tug, every press of the fingers inside me makes me arch harder, desperate for more.

The young guy leans closer, lips brushing over my inner thigh, tasting me before sliding the finger back in. The mix of restraint and sensation drives me wild, every shiver feeding the fire building inside me.

The two of them work together with unspoken coordination. The older guy keeps my body pinned, stroking me in all the right places, while the younger one fingers me.

Matt leans back slightly, eyes never leaving my body, already half-mast from watching me like this.

I can feel his pulse quicken, his hands flexing, wanting me, needing me, but letting them work me, until he’s ready to take me again.

At a high, my gaze drifts around the room, and I notice a circle of strangers, faces intent and curious, quietly watching me unravel. The awareness of all those eyes, combined with the heat of the men’s touch, is almost too much to bear.

I close my eyes, surrendering fully, letting the orgasm sweep through me. My body begins trembling, slick and spent, the fire inside me finally tamed as it crashes over me. Matt’s gaze never wavers, dark and possessive, as I ride the last shivers.

My body finally starts to recover, arms lowering, sweat still slick on my skin, breaths ragged but slowing. Matt strokes himself, eyes locked on me, already hard and ready. His voice cuts through the haze. “Hold her up for me.”

The two men exchange a quick, silent glance, then step toward each other, facing one another. They interlace arms and forearms, locking hands to form a steady, solid seat. The older man shifts slightly, adjusting the younger, and together they create a perfect human swing, ready to hold me.

Matt steps forward, guiding me carefully. I sink into their arms, feeling the warmth of their bodies pressed close. Once I’m seated, they lift me smoothly off the floor, my hands gripping their shoulders for support.

Matt positions himself in front of me, lifting my legs and settling them onto his shoulders. My ass tilts high, hips open and back supported by the human swing. My chest rises and falls, breath hitching, every nerve alight.

Without another word, Matt plunges into me, hard and fast, filling me completely. The sudden motion makes me gasp. I rock against him, hips tilting instinctively, I feel the unique friction and depth. The two men continue to hold me steady, their hands adjusting slightly to keep me balanced.

The rhythm is relentless, Matt plunging deep with each stroke, hips snapping, hands gripping my thighs, holding me flush against him. The angle drives straight to the spot inside me, sending sparks through my body with every thrust. My chest heaves, every nerve on fire.

I feel the coil inside me tightening, rolling higher and higher, and then it snaps. My orgasm rips through me in shuddering waves, thighs trembling, slick dripping down, back arched, breath coming in sharp, gasping bursts. I’m pressed completely open, suspended between the two men, utterly consumed.

Matt groans, low and guttural, every thrust jerking him closer. His hands tighten on my hips as his own release crashes through him, hot and deep inside me.

My body is still trembling from the ride with Matt, chest heaving, slick and sensitive, when the two men forming the human swing lower me carefully onto the table of the L-shaped cove. My arms rest on the cushions, legs slightly apart, body still exposed and dripping.

One of them glances at Matt, then at me, asking silently for permission. Matt’s gaze locks on mine, a low growl passing his lips. He nods once, curt and possessive. “Go ahead,” he says.

Without hesitation, they each reach for themselves. I watch, pulse spiking again, as they jerk off on top of me, letting their arousal drip and mix with my slickness. The sensation makes me shiver and moan softly. I’m still floating from Matt’s climax, and this new rush of heat pushes me even higher.

When they’ve finished, each of them slides a damp towel over my skin, carefully cleaning up the mess. Gently, dabbing and wiping, making sure every trace is gone while fingers brush over me in a teasing, lingering way. Completely spent yet totally alive, the combination of touch and care leaves me trembling and glimmering with heat.


Chapter ten
Barcelona, Spain
Ellie


“Dos helados, por favor,” Matt says with a crooked grin, his accent clumsy but full of confidence. We stand by a sun-bleached kiosk on the Barcelona beachfront. The vendor hands him two cones, and he passes one to me, the cold pressing into my fingers as the sun heats everything else.

Barefoot, we make our way down to the ocean. The air smells like coconut oil and salt, waves crashing in a steady, rhythmic roar.

We find a spot near the shore, spread the towel, and sit close, our legs brushing as the sun pours over our skin like warm honey. Licking my cone, the cold sweetness melts against my tongue.

All around us, the beach is alive, bodies stretched out under the Mediterranean sun, golden skin on full display. It doesn’t take long to notice that most of the women nearby are topless, their confidence as casual as the breeze, like bare skin is just another part of the landscape.

One, in particular, catches Matt’s eye. He watches as she rolls onto her back, arching so her breasts lift high. Her skin glistens, bronzed and flawless, a small tattoo curling beneath one breast. She stretches lazily, like a cat basking in the sun, soaking in every glance. Then, as if to claim the spotlight, she pours sunscreen into her palm and begins massaging it over her breasts, slow and sensual, a smile forming on her lips.

Matt tries to play it cool, staring straight ahead like he’s admiring the waves. But I see how he is fighting it, the way his jaw tightens, the subtle shift in his posture as he pretends not to notice the topless beauty a few towels away.

I smirk as I finish my cone.

Then, without a word, I pull my sundress over my head and untie my bikini top. The straps fall away like silk, the cups slipping from my skin as the breeze sweeps over my now-bare chest.

It’s my first time topless in public.

And fuck, it feels good.

There’s a rush of adrenaline in my chest, a wicked thrill racing through my veins. Feeling the sun kiss my breasts and the cool breeze teasing my nipples is liberating in a way. I feel… bold. Powerful. Completely exposed and entirely in control.

Matt’s gaze snaps to me like he’s been hit. His pupils darken and his lips part, like he’s about to say something but can’t find the words.

Good. Let him look. Let everyone look.

My pulse thrums in my throat, my whole body awake. I lean back on my elbows, eyes closed, chest lifted to the sky. Not caring who’s watching. Craving it, actually.

And when I open my eyes again, I catch the shape of someone new in the water, cutting through the waves with smooth, effortless strokes.

Out there, he’s in his element, lean and golden, riding the sea like it’s his personal playground. Every turn throws up a spray of foam, his sun-bleached curls whipping under the afternoon light. He’s sin made of salt and sunlight, all easy strength and ocean-soaked confidence.

I don’t mean to stare. But I do.

Matt’s hand grazes my thigh, fingers tracing slow circles, but I barely register the touch. My gaze is locked on the surfer as he finishes his run, paddles in, and rises from the water in one smooth motion.

His eyes skim over us, hesitating, then returning for more.

I hold his gaze. Let him see that I’m watching.

The third time, he doesn’t just look. He walks over.

Water drips down his chest, trailing over the ridges of muscle, board tucked under one arm, that surfer’s grin already in place.

“Hola,” he says, voice low and easy. “You’re watching me?”

“Obviously,” I replied, not even pretending otherwise.

My husband laughs beside me, his hand still on my thigh. “She’s not very subtle.”

The surfer’s eyes dance between us. A curious tilt of the head. “You are together?”

“We are,” I say. “And we like company.”

He raises his eyebrows but doesn’t run. Instead, he drops onto our towel like it is the most natural thing in the world.


Chapter eleven
Barcelona - Fusion
Ellie


“Ellie, amor, can you get me a towel?” Leo’s voice calls from the bathroom of our Airbnb, low and rough.

I grab a towel from the bed, stealing a quick glance at my husband. His eyes meet mine, approval shining in that familiar spark. I tuck the towel under my arm and head toward the bathroom.

The door is cracked open, steam curling out like a secret. The shower’s already off. I peek inside, still in my summer dress with the bikini underneath, and freeze.

The lines of his body all come together in a sharp V, leading straight down to where his cock stands at half-mast. Slick with water and short black hair framing it like a promise. It’s hard enough to demand attention, but teasingly soft at the tip.

I toss the towel aside, letting it fall to the floor. Slowly, I lift my dress over my head, stepping out of it, revealing the thin bikini clinging to my curves. Heart hammering, I step into the shower and turn it back on, an inviting smile on my face.

I press close, letting my fingers glide over his chest, tracing the hard planes of his abs, sliding down his sides to the sharp V of his hips.

His breath catches, eyes darkening, as my lips find his in a fierce, hungry kiss. Tongues swirl, tasting and teasing, hands exploring, gripping, grounding us both. His hips press forward instinctively, seeking friction, and I lean into him, matching every movement, every gasp, letting the water and our heat pull us deeper into the moment.

Leo’s low groans fade into the background as the bathroom door opens wider. Matt steps in without hesitation. His gaze flicks between me and Leo, a slow, knowing smile curling on his lips.

I glance at Matt, then back at Leo, heat pooling deep and fast. No words are needed — this is exactly where we all want to be.

Matt reaches down, fingers curling around the hem of his shirt. The fabric slips off his shoulders and falls to the floor. I bite my lip, feeling my pulse spike.

With a smooth motion, Leo unties my bikini top, letting it slip to the ground. My skin prickles as the cool air hits bare flesh, my nipples tightening in anticipation.

Matt steps closer, fingers brushing along my arms, down to my waist. His grip is firm, almost possessive. My bikini bottoms fall next.

Leo watches, muscles flexing as his gaze roams over me, hunger flickering in his eyes.

Matt’s hands trail over my hips, then lower, tracing the slick heat gathering between my legs. I shiver, hips pressing forward without thinking. Leo’s eyes darken even more, watching every inch of me like I’m the only thing that matters.

“Let’s move,” Matt murmurs, rough and low.

Matt steps back, and I take his hand, following him out of the steamy bathroom. Leo grabs a towel and dries off quickly.

The bed waits—soft, rumpled sheets ready for us.

Matt wastes no time. He hoists me up and drops me onto the mattress, mouth crashing down on mine, rough and claiming. My nails dig into his back as heat explodes through every nerve.

Leo slides in beside us, hands finding my bare breasts, squeezing them hard. His lips trail down my neck, biting so fiercely they leave marks that sting deliciously.

Matt’s hands roam lower, spreading my thighs wide, palms sliding across my damp skin, savoring every ridge and hollow.

Leo’s cock presses against my hip, hard and insistent. I arch into him, breath hitching, needing that weight, that connection.

Matt leans closer, mouth and tongue exploring, flicking over my clit in slow, maddening strokes as he slides his fingers inside of me. Waves of sensation roll through me, teasing, dragging me to the edge—close, so close, but not letting me fall.

“Such a good girl,” Matt murmurs against my skin. “So wet for us already.”

Leo grips my hips tighter, pressing me down, leaning in to whisper against my ear. “You feel that? All for us?”

My body trembles, every nerve alight, slick and dripping, heart hammering. Pleasure courses through me, teasing, building, but he doesn’t let me come yet. He pulls back, letting me writhe against them, hot and desperate.

Matt’s fingers slide out slowly, leaving me trembling, dripping, ready, and he catches my eye with a wicked grin.

“Since you are dripping,” he growls, hunger blazing in his eyes. “I’m gonna fuck your ass. You want that?”

I bite my lip, heat flooding me. “You know I do.”

Leo leans in, whispering against my ear. “I want to see him take you from behind.” His breath is warm, sending shivers down my spine.

Matt smirks, grabbing the lube, but then his eyes flick down to me. “We might not need much,” he says, voice low and teasing. “You’re soaked through and through, from front to back.”

Proudly, I shift back on the bed as Matt’s fingers trail from my slick folds to my eager hole, slowly spreading the wetness, teasing and warming me.

“Want you to help me out,” he murmurs, handing me the bottle. “Lube me up good.”

My hands don’t hesitate. I coat his thick cock, feeling it harden more under my touch, heavy and ready.

Matt’s eyes darken with hunger as I look up at him. “On all fours,” he orders, voice rough but sure.

I slide down, arching my back, raising my ass high.

Matt lines up behind me, cock pressed against my rim, drawn-out, deliberate pressure coaxing me.

Just then, Leo steps in front of me, lips curling into a wicked grin. Without breaking eye contact, he pushes his manhood into my mouth, the taste of him hot and salty as I begin to suck hard around him.

Matt’s hand grips my hip, steadying me as he slides in—slow, deep, stretching me wide. The burn is sharp, fierce, but damn, it’s precisely what I crave.

Demandingly, Leo’s cock fills my mouth while Matt fucks me from behind.

“Mind if I join?” Leo asks, but I don’t know what he means.

“Ellie, you’re gonna have to let him beneath you,” Matt says. Finally, I put one and one together. Leo wants in my pussy.

Heat floods me, wild and urgent. The thought of it—both of them inside me—sets every nerve on fire.

Leo reaches for a condom, sliding it on smoothly, then lies back flat on the bed.

I glance back at Matt, who’s pulling out slowly, giving me space.

I crawl down and straddle Leo, knees on either side of his hips, the head of his cock pressing against my soaked folds. The feel of him beneath me is steady and warm, already hard and waiting.

I rock slowly on Leo, feeling him fill me, pulse and heat building. A few deep, steady movements, and Matt nudges closer, hips aligning, letting me feel the weight and heat of both of them.

“Ready, Ellie?” Matt murmurs.

I gasp, arching into him. “Yes… please.”

With a careful, deliberate thrust, Matt slides back in, and I’m stretched, filled, completely alive between them. I close my eyes, breath catching as their rhythm drives through me, every nerve on fire.

The world narrows to slick bodies tangled in raw, unfiltered desire.

I’m caught between two fires. Matt’s weight pressing into my ass, Leo filling me up front. Their movements sync, rough and steady, a perfect dirty dance.

Matt groans, gripping my hips.

Leo’s hands find my waist, fingers digging in.

I moan, lost in the delicious chaos. Two men, one body, pure, unfiltered lust.

The rhythm grows wilder, a pounding storm of heat and skin. Every movement sends a shockwave through me. Leo driving up from below, Matt pressing deep from behind. My body trembles, stretched and consumed, pleasure curling like fire in my veins.

Matt’s breath scorches my ear as he growls low, primal. “That’s my girl…” His words coil around me, dark and intoxicating, making my knees weak even as Leo holds me firm, his grip unrelenting. Their strength pins me, owns me, moves me like I’m nothing but desire given shape.

Pressure builds, coiling tighter, higher, until I’m nothing but a trembling edge. Matt pushes deeper. The burn makes me gasp. A sharp, stinging stretch, but the slick slide of lube eases the ache, lets him sink in until the fullness is overwhelming.

Leo answers with a thrust that steals my breath. My cry shatters the air, a sharp, helpless sound as the wave crashes—white-hot and endless. My body clenches, convulses, lost in a storm of sensation that burns everything else away.

Matt curses behind me, a rough, broken sound, and I feel him tense, his weight pressing in hard, locking me in place as his heat floods me. Leo is right there with us, pulling me down, burying himself deep, his voice a low, guttural moan against my skin as his release rips through him.

For a long, breathless moment, there’s nothing but the pounding of hearts and the slick heat of our bodies tangled together, spent and shaking. I slump forward, every muscle weak, my cheek against Leo’s chest as Matt keeps his hold firm, steady, like he’s not ready to let go. None of us is.


Chapter twelve
Home Again - Still Burning
Matt


San Francisco feels colder than I remember. Maybe it’s the fog, or perhaps it’s just the contrast. Barcelona was wild and alive. Here, the streets are quieter. Familiar. But not in a bad way.

Ellie’s walking ahead of me, her hips swaying under a soft gray hoodie she stole from me. She’s glowing—that’s the only word for it. Radiant in a way that has nothing to do with makeup or sunlight. She’s different.

No, not different. More.

More confident. More alive. Like the world woke something up in her and she’s never going back to sleep.

Back home, we curl up on the couch, legs tangled. She rests her cheek on my chest. “That was insane,” she says. “Insanely good.”

She tilts her head to look at me. “Do you regret any of it?”

I don’t hesitate. “Not a second.”

She smiles, soft and satisfied. “I feel like I found parts of myself I didn’t even know were missing.”

“You did more than find them. You owned them.”

She blushes a little. Still her.

“And you,” she says. “You opened up in a way I’ve never seen.”

“You made it easy to say yes.”

She grins. “Even when I brought in the surfer boy?”

I laugh. “Especially then.”

I trail my fingers lightly along her arm, feeling her pulse quicken. She lifts her head, eyes sparkling with mischief and hunger. “I want you,” she whispers.

I grin, pulling her closer until there’s barely any space between us. My hand slides beneath the hem of her shirt, fingers tracing the curve of her ribs, teasing her skin. She sighs, lips brushing mine in a measured, lingering kiss that deepens with every second.

Reaching over, I grab the little vibrator we picked up in Barcelona—the one with the soft silicone tip that promised endless teasing. Her eyes widen, a delicious shiver running through her as I press it lightly against her inner thigh.

Her breath hitches, lips parting as I trail the toy upward, exploring her sensitive skin. She arches into me, soft moans filling the room. I shift, letting the vibrator press gently against her most sensitive spot, watching as her eyes flutter closed, lips trembling with anticipation.

She cups my face, pulling me back for another urgent kiss. Our bodies move in perfect sync. Her hands roam, tugging at my shirt until it’s off, revealing skin hot and ready beneath her fingertips.

We lose track of time, of everything but each other, the soft hum of the toy, the quickening rhythm of our breaths, the warmth spreading from our core to every nerve ending.

When she finally trembles against me, riding the wave of pleasure, I hold her close, whispering promises of more to come.

Because this—us—is only the beginning.

And just like that, the Europe trip is over. Weeks of cobbled streets, different cities, different men. We saw so much, but it’s the nights I’ll never forget.

I learned that Dutch guys are not circumcised and pretty thorough in bed. The French? Just as playful and romantic as the rumors say. Amsterdam is a blur of dominance and sharp edges, rough and unapologetic. And Spain? Let’s say it’s a wild mess of freedom, loud laughter, and, yeah, a lot of lube.

We come back with sand in our shoes, secrets in our suitcases, and a blaze rekindled that we never knew had dimmed. The glow, the glee, the way she blooms in colors I’d never imagined. It changes us. It changes Ellie and our relationship. There’s a new layer of trust now, more profound and more unspoken. I love her more than I thought possible, more openly, more fiercely. And the way she looks at me… It’s like she’s freshly fallen in love all over again, eyes bright and full of promise, like we’re discovering each other for the very first time. That spark, the one that made this trip unforgettable, is still there, glowing quietly between us, ready to ignite again.

Once back home, we sit in silence for a while, letting the weight of the trip settle. Every city left a mark. Every moment peeled back another layer. We’ve both changed.

“So,” she says eventually, a teasing lilt in her voice, “Would you enjoy two women or do you have another fantasy you haven’t shared yet? Spill.”

I chuckle, feeling heat rise in my cheeks. “Honestly? Yeah, I’ve thought about it. Two women. It’s... tempting. I sure as hell would love the attention.”

She bites her lip, eyes sparkling. “Really? And what’s holding you back?”

I pause, tracing patterns on her arm. “I guess... I worry I wouldn’t be able to give both the pleasure they deserve. It’s intimidating, honestly. I want to be good. To make it amazing for everyone involved. But pleasing two of you sounds like a job.”

She smiles softly, brushing her fingers over my jaw. “That’s the best kind of honesty. And you know what? We’ll figure it out. Together. You have a well-working cock, and you are amazing with your fingers and mouth. And there are always toys. And who knows, maybe I would enjoy playing with another woman as well.”

She lays her head on my chest, gazing up at me with a smile.

“So, it’s a plan?” she whispers, lips barely moving, breath warm against my skin.

I lean in, voice low and steady, every word deliberate. “My birthday’s coming up in a few months.”

Her eyes glint, playful and daring, full of unspoken promise.

~The End~
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Unforgettable Pleasure - The plumber arrives with his big pipe, ready to fix more than just her leaks.


Pulled Over For Passion - Caught speeding, the only way out is to take the officer’s weapon deep.
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Roadside Rendezvous – He pops her hood, checks her fluids, and makes sure everything is running smoothly.

Dual Seduction – Why choose when you can have both Greek brothers?

Dirty Detour – She came for the ride, but now she’s straddling more than just his motorcycle.

Taste of Temptation – She’s served a feast she’ll never forget—two eager bodies and a kitchen about to go up in flames.

Changing Room Confessions – She’s frozen in place, unable to look away as he strokes himself under the steaming water.
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	Sexting with her one-night stand.
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