

Chapter 1

The private jet hummed beneath her, a sleek black beast skimming the endless blue sky, its engines purring like a contented cat that had just lapped up a bowl of cream. The cabin was all creamy leather and polished chrome, the air tinged with the scent of expensive perfume and the faint, intoxicating promise of the unknown. Kylie pressed her forehead against the cool glass, her breath fogging the pane in a faint, trembling sigh that betrayed the riot of butterflies doing somersaults in her tummy. Below her, the island emerged like a dream—lush, untamed, alive. Emerald hills rolled into hidden valleys, kissed by the orange and pink hues of the setting sun, while the sandglow resort stretched along the coastline like a string of pearls, its whitewashed buildings framed by swaying palm trees, their fronds catching the last sliver of sunlight like fingers beckoning her closer, teasing her with every graceful sway. A private beach unfolded in golden, sugar-soft curves, the turquoise water whispering promises against the shore, each wave a hushed secret shared only with the sand.

Paradise Cove.

The name alone sent a delicious shiver down her spine, a tingle that started at the nape of her neck and trickled down, down, down until it pooled warmly between her thighs. It wasn’t just another resort with fruity cocktails and overpriced cabanas. No, it was a sanctuary, a velvet-lined playground for the curious, the desperate, the ones who had spent years pretending—pretending their marriages were perfect, their desires contained, their wickedest fantasies just harmless little daydreams confined to the pages of a naughty book. But Kylie knew better. She had spent the last three years starving, her fingers tangled in her own slick heat night after frustrating night, her mind replaying scenarios she could never, ever confess to the man who slept soundly beside her. Scenarios where she wasn’t a polite, devoted wife, but a creature of pure, unadulterated need, bent over a stranger’s lap, begging for a spanking, or pinned against a wall with a thick, unknown cock filling her until she saw stars.

Mark’s hand settled on her shoulder, warm and familiar, his thumb rubbing a small, loving circle against the thin strap of her sundress. It was a gesture meant to comfort, but it did nothing to ease the storm inside her, a storm that was less a gentle rain and more a tempest of pent-up, carnal hunger. He squeezed gently, his voice low and teasing, laced with that boyish excitement that used to make her heart flutter. “You ready for this, babe? A whole week of… whatever we want.”

She turned to him, the muscles in her neck feeling tight, and forced a smile that didn’t quite reach her eyes, a practiced curve of her lips she’d perfected during years of PTA meetings and office dinners. The lie tasted sweet on her tongue, like candied poison. “Of course. Why wouldn’t I be? It’s an adventure.”

But Mark had no idea. He had absolutely no clue.

He didn’t know she had spent months researching this place, her laptop screen glowing in the dark of their home office as he snored upstairs, poring over secretive forums where married women whispered in digital code about the men who worked here—the masseurs with their magic hands, the bartenders who poured more than just drinks, the resort staff who were trained, so discreetly and so thoroughly, to fulfill the kinds of fantasies that wilted under judgmental eyes. He didn’t know she had indulged in late-night sessions with a sleek, purple vibrator, not just using it, but worshipping it, imagining rough, calloused fingers instead of smooth, buzzing plastic, a man’s smoky voice growling filthy praise in her ear instead of her own quiet, desperate gasps, the solid, crushing weight of a masculine body pressing her deep into the mattress instead of her own restless, lonely limbs. He didn’t know she had fantasized, in vivid, cinematic detail, about being stretched open by a stranger’s thick, veiny cock, about feeling used, gloriously and thoroughly used, about the way her husband’s possessive grip would turn from gentle to primal, from complacent to ravenous, if he ever found out. If he ever truly saw the depraved little vixen lurking beneath the surface of his sweet wife.

No, Mark just thought she was excited to try the whole swinging thing. A few nights of casual, no-strings-attached hookups, a polite and civilized sharing of bodies like passing an appetizer platter, nothing too serious, nothing that would rock their perfectly balanced boat. What he didn’t understand, what he couldn’t possibly fathom, was that Kylie had never wanted nothing. She wanted everything. She wanted chaos and magic and a touch that made her forget her own name.

The jet’s wheels kissed the tarmac with a soft, shuddering thud, a gentle impact that reverberated through her bones, and the doors hissed open moments later, spilling them out of the climate-controlled cocoon and into a humid night air so thick and sweet it felt like breathing in a flower petal. The resort’s welcome party was already in full swing, a decadent blur of laughter, the musical clinking of champagne glasses, and the faint, sultry notes of a harpist playing from a discreet corner, her fingers plucking a melody that sounded like a whispered invitation. Couples lounged on deep, cushioned wicker chairs, their skin gleaming like polished bronze under the twinkling string lights that crisscrossed the terrace, their expressions relaxed, their smiles easy, yet their eyes were sharp—predatory in their languid ease. This was where inhibitions went to die a slow, happy death, smothered by pleasure.

A woman approached them, gliding through the crowd on silver heels, her smile as warm and enveloping as the tropic air itself. Her name tag, a delicate golden leaf pinned over her heart, read Lila, and her voice was the kind that could wrap around a man’s cock like wet, warm silk, or soothe a nervous wife’s worries with a single purred syllable. “Welcome to Paradise Cove,” she murmured, pressing two crystal flutes of golden champagne into their hands, the cold glass a shocking contrast to the balmy evening. “The rules are beautifully simple: consent is key, a whispered yes at every step, and no one gets left behind to wander in the shadows of desire alone.”

Kylie took a sip, the bubbles exploding on her tongue in a frantic, joyous dance, the alcohol burning a sinfully delicious path down her throat and spreading a bloom of heat in her chest. She let her gaze wander over the crowd, a slow, deliberate pan of the stunning men and women, her pulse kicking up a notch, then two, until it was hammering a frantic rhythm against her ribs when her eyes landed on him.

Jonny.

He stood against a cool, white marble pillar, a sculpture of a man carved from dark skin and sharp, dangerous edges. The fitted linen shirt he wore was a sin against tailoring, struggling to contain the sheer breadth of his shoulders and the swell of his chest. His arms were crossed, the sleeves pulled taut, revealing the intricate, sweat-sheened ripple of his biceps and the corded muscles of his forearms. He was a panther in a room full of house cats, and when he finally, slowly, glanced over at her, his smirk was a masterpiece of wicked intent—a slow, deliberate curl of his full lips, as if he’d been waiting, just for her, to finally notice him.

Kylie’s breath hitched in her throat, a tiny, choked gasp she couldn’t control.

Fuck me. The thought wasn’t a prayer, but a command.

Then he did something absolutely wicked, something choreographed with the grace of a predator.

The glass in his hand—a heavy-cut crystal tumbler filled with amber liquid that smelled of peat and honey—slipped. Just a little. Just enough. It arced through the humid air, a cascade of gold spraying directly across the front of her thin white sundress. The shock of the cold liquid made her yelp, but the sound was swallowed by a deeper, more visceral sensation as the fabric clung instantly to her curves, turning transparent and molding to every inch of her torso like a second, wet skin. The cold liquid seeped deep into the valley between her breasts, trickling in a single, playful rivulet down her stomach, and her nipples, those traitorous little peaks, puckered and hardened into tight, aching buds beneath the soaked, clinging fabric.

She gasped—not from surprise, not really, but from the sheer, electric sensation of it, the shocking intimacy of the wet cotton on her bare skin, the way her body ached with a sudden, hollow need for more of his attention, his touch, his breath.

Before she could even form a thought, Jonny was on his knees in front of her, a supplicant to her desire. He moved with a fluid, economical grace that stole her words. “Shit, I’m so sorry,” he murmured, but his voice wasn’t apologetic at all. It was rough, gravelly, a textured sound that scraped against her nerves in the most delicious way, like he’d been holding those words in his mouth, waiting for her. His big hands settled lightly on her thighs, just above her knees, the heat of his palms searing through the thin fabric of her dress. A white napkin appeared in his fingers, and he dabbed at the spill on her dress, his knuckles brushing with devastating slowness against the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. The touch was a whisper, a question, and then his thumb grazed the inside of her wrist—just for a fleeting, heart-stopping second—before his touch trailed up her arm in a feather-light stroke that left a path of goosebumps in its wake.

A jolt of pure, unadulterated electricity shot straight from that grazing touch to her clit, a hot, sparking wire that made her inner muscles clench down on a delicious, empty ache.

Kylie bit her plump lower lip, hard, to stifle a moan, her thighs pressing together involuntarily, a desperate attempt to soothe the sudden, throbbing pulse between them. She could feel her panties already growing damp and slick with her own arousal, a hot, liquid proof of her body’s instant and total surrender. He knew. Some primal, instinctual part of her knew he knew exactly what he was doing to her, that this entire little accident was a meticulously staged scene, and he was the virtuoso performer.

“You’re soaked,” he said, his voice a low, intimate growl that was meant only for her. His dark eyes flicked up just enough, through a thick fringe of lashes, to meet hers, a spark of pure, unapologetic challenge in their depths. He wasn't talking about the drink.

She whimpered, the sound escaping her lips before she could cage it, her fingers digging into the hard, unyielding muscle of his shoulder to steady herself, her nipples screaming with achy pleasure against the cold, tight cage of the wet fabric.

A sharp, intrusive sound sliced through the bubble of their intimacy. Mark cleared his throat right beside her, a pointed, possessive noise. Jonny rose to his feet in one smooth, unhurried motion, his face a perfect mask of polite regret as he wiped his hands on his pants like the last, life-altering few minutes hadn't just sent Kylie’s pulse into a stratospheric overdrive that threatened to short-circuit her brain. “Guess I’ll leave the cleanup to you, sweetheart.”

The words were casual, tossed over his shoulder like a coin, but his gaze lingered on her for just a second too long, a heavy, knowing weight that pinned her to the spot. His smirk deepened, carving a dimple in his cheek, as if he was daring her to react, to call him out, to confess with a single look how thoroughly he’d just owned her.

She didn’t.

She couldn’t. Her tongue was glued to the roof of her mouth, her breath still trapped somewhere behind her hammering heart.

Because she was too busy watching, her vision locked onto him with a predatory focus of her own, as a stunning blonde—KC, according to the glittering tag pinned suggestively low on the curve of her chest—slinked up to him, a woman made of honey and confidence. Her hand slid up his arm with a practiced, feline grace, her red nails a stark contrast to his dark skin. “Jonny, darling, you have to help me with this,” she purred, batting her lashes in a show of helplessness so blatant it was its own art form. “My zipper’s stuck. I think the humidity is just making everything so… tight.”

Jonny’s eyes flicked one last, decisive time to Kylie, a fleeting, smoldering glance that felt like a private promise and a brutal dismissal all at once. For a heartbeat, she thought he might tell the blonde to wait, to find a bellboy. But then his smirk turned utterly wicked, a flash of white teeth, and he turned his full, devastating attention back to KC, his long, deft fingers finding the tab of her zipper at the back of her spine. He unzipped her dress with a slow, deliberate, theatrical pull, the sound a loud, sharp hiss in the quiet space between them, revealing a long, flawless expanse of sun-kissed back.

Kylie’s stomach twisted, a sharp, hot pang that tightened every muscle in her abdomen. It wasn’t jealousy, that tired, predictable little emotion. It was something far more dangerous, far more thrilling.

Hunger. A deep, carnal, rapacious hunger that made her mouth water and her pussy clench.

Because she knew. With a certainty that settled deep in her marrow, she knew this man, this glorious, arrogant, sharp-edged man, was going to ruin her. He was going to dismantle every carefully constructed wall, shatter every inhibition, and leave her a breathless, quivering, thoroughly satisfied mess of the woman she used to be.

And she was going to let him. God help her, she was going to beg him for it.




Chapter 2

The door clicked shut behind KC, the lock snapping into place with a soft, definitive thud that seemed to vibrate right through Kylie’s bones. It should have been a relief—privacy, safety, the chance to catch her breath after the whirlwind of Jonny’s mouth and fingers and that wicked promise still echoing in her ears. But all she could think about was the way he had looked at her in the hallway, his eyes like smoldering coals, the taste of her own arousal still glistening on his lips. The way his fingers had slid inside her, curling just so, his tongue hot and ruthless against her pussy until she’d shattered into a million sparkling pieces. The way he had promised, in a voice that was half growl, half prayer, that this was only the beginning.

His thumb brushed the back of her neck now, a lazy, knowing stroke that sent a cascade of shivers spiraling down her spine, pooling low in her belly. “You’re thinking too loud, baby,” he murmured, his breath warm against the shell of her ear. He was so close she could smell the faint, woodsy scent of his cologne mingling with the musk of sex, a heady cocktail that made her knees feel like jelly.

She turned her head just enough to meet his gaze, the movement slow and deliberate, as if she were moving through honey. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide, his jaw shadowed with that delicious stubble she’d felt scraping her inner thighs just minutes ago. His lips were still damp, slightly swollen, and she had a sudden, mad urge to lean in and taste herself on him again. “I can’t stop,” she admitted, her voice coming out rougher than she intended, a thread of raw honesty woven through it. “My brain’s spinning like a tilt-a-whirl.”

Jonny’s smirk deepened, carving out that dangerous dimple in his cheek. “Good,” he said, the word a low, satisfied rumble. “Means I’m doing something right.” He stepped back, his posture shifting from predatory to almost casual as he moved toward the wet bar tucked into the corner of the villa—a sleek slab of black marble and gold fixtures that gleamed under the soft, amber lighting. “Drink?”

She should say no. She should demand space, time to process, to figure out what the hell was blooming between them—this wild, unhinged thing that felt like a fever dream. But instead, she found herself mesmerized by the way his hands moved, confident and sure, as he selected a decanter and poured two fingers of amber liquid into a heavy crystal glass. Whiskey, she guessed, something rich and golden that caught the light like liquid fire. He handed it to her, their fingers brushing, and again that jolt of electricity shot up her arm, setting every nerve ending ablaze. She could feel the heat of his skin lingering on the glass as she brought it to her lips and drank deeply, the burn sliding down her throat like sin itself, warm and intoxicating.

Jonny chuckled, a dark, velvety sound that seemed to coil around her. “You’re gonna get drunk off one sip,” he teased, his eyes tracking the movement of her throat as she swallowed.

“Maybe I want to,” she shot back, the words slipping out before she could cage them. A flush crept up her cheeks, but she held his gaze, a flicker of defiance sparking in her chest.

His smirk turned positively wicked, a flash of white teeth that made her stomach flip. “God, you’re adorable when you’re reckless,” he said, his voice dropping an octave. “It’s like watching a kitten try to play with a tiger.”

Kylie set the glass down with a little more force than necessary, the clink echoing in the quiet room, and stood. Her knees were still unsteady, the thin straps of her dress clinging to her shoulders like a lifeline. The fabric was a mess, the wine dark and glistening in patches between her thighs, a scandalous souvenir of what had happened in the hall. She should be embarrassed. She should be horrified that she’d let herself get like this, that she’d wanted it with every fiber of her being. But instead, she just felt alive, electric, hungry for more. She wanted his hands on her again, his mouth, his everything.

Jonny watched her like she was a feast laid out before him, his gaze dark and predatory, trailing from her flushed face down to the damp hem of her dress and back up again. “You’re still trembling,” he observed, his voice casual but his eyes anything but.

“I’m not cold,” she said, her chin tilting up just a fraction.

“Mhm.” He crossed the room in two strides, his movements fluid and unhurried, until his hands settled on her waist. The warmth of his palms seeped through the thin silk, branding her. “Then what is it, Kylie? Nerves? Anticipation? Or are you just that turned on still?” His thumbs began to trace maddeningly slow circles on the sensitive skin just below her ribs, and she had to bite her lip to keep from moaning.

She swallowed hard. “I don’t know,” she whispered, but it was a lie and they both knew it.

He hummed, a low, knowing sound, and leaned in closer until his lips were a breath away from her ear. “Liar,” he breathed, the word not an insult but a caress, a promise that he’d coax the truth from her soon enough.

She should have been afraid. Should have been terrified of the direction this was hurtling—this man who could unravel her with a look, who’d already made her come apart on his tongue in a semi-public hallway. But terror and lust were a dangerous, intoxicating pair, and right now, all she could feel was the way his breath ghosted over her collarbone, the way his fingers traced the curve of her hip with a possessiveness that made her pulse race.

“Jonny—” she started, but her voice came out as a breathy plea.

“We’re not talking,” he murmured against her ear, his teeth grazing the lobe just hard enough to make her gasp. “Not yet. Words are overrated.” His lips trailed down the column of her neck, leaving a wake of fire, and she tilted her head to give him better access, a silent surrender.

She exhaled sharply as he nipped at the spot where her neck met her shoulder, her nails digging into the hard muscle of his shoulders. “Then what are we doing?” she managed, her voice hitching.

“Living,” he said, his voice rough with want, his hands sliding down to her hips and gripping tightly. “Breathing.” One hand left her hip to skim up her thigh, fingers pressing into the soft flesh just below the hem of her ruined dress. “Tasting.” He drew the word out, sinking to his knees in front of her, and her heart nearly stopped.

Before she could react, his mouth was on her again, hot and demanding through the soaked fabric. His tongue pressed flat against her clit, tracing a lazy circle that made her cry out and grab the edge of the bar for support. “Jonny, what— oh God—” The words dissolved into a moan as he hooked a finger into the crotch of her panties, pulling them aside, and then his mouth was on her bare flesh, no barriers, his tongue delving into her folds with a reverence that bordered on worship. He licked and sucked and teased until her knees buckled, and only then did he pull back, his lips glossy, a smirk playing at the corner of his mouth.

“Just a little appetizer,” he said, rising smoothly to his feet as if he hadn’t just feasted on her standing up. “Now, bed. Now.” His voice left no room for argument, and honestly, she didn’t want to argue. She’d follow him anywhere.

She didn’t argue.

---

The bedroom was a dream of shadows and silk, the massive bed dominating the space with its rumpled ivory sheets that looked cool and inviting. Jonny guided her backward until her knees hit the edge, then he tumbled her down onto the mattress, following in a fluid motion that pinned her beneath him. The sheets were cool against her bare shoulders as he settled between her thighs, the fabric of her dress bunched up around her waist, and his fingers went to work tracing patterns on her hip, dipping down to brush the edge of her soaked panties. Kylie’s breath hitched as his fingertips found her clit, light at first—just a teasing whisper of pressure—then firmer, his thumb pressing in slow, torturous circles that made her hips jerk off the bed in a silent plea for more.

“Jonny—” His name was a prayer on her lips, but he silenced her with a look.

“Shh,” he soothed, his voice a rough purr that vibrated against her skin. “Let me take care of you. Let me make you feel good.” His other hand came up to cup her breast through the dress, thumb strumming over the nipple until it pebbled, and she whimpered.

He didn’t have to ask twice.

His mouth replaced his fingers, and she thought she might die from the sheer pleasure of it. He started slow, his tongue flat and broad, licking a stripe from her entrance to her clit before circling the sensitive nub with agonizing leisure. Kylie gasped, her back arching off the mattress, her hands flying to his hair to anchor herself. He chuckled against her flesh, the vibration making her see stars, and then his fingers slid inside her—two at once, curling forward to find that spot that made her vision white out. His thumb took over on her clit, pressing harder now, a steady counterpoint to the thrust of his fingers, and she was writhing beneath him, babbling nonsense, her hips rocking shamelessly against his face.

“You’re dripping,” he murmured against her inner thigh, pulling back just long enough to look up at her with those dark, knowing eyes. His chin was slick with her arousal, and he licked his lips like a man savoring a delicacy. “Such a good girl, taking what I give you. So responsive. I can feel you clenching around my fingers.”

Kylie moaned, her thighs trembling uncontrollably. “Jonny, please— I need— I can’t—”

“Please what?” He slowed his fingers to a gentle, maddening pump, his thumb still circling but so light now it was almost a suggestion. “You want more? You want me to make you come again?” His voice was a taunt and a caress all at once.

She nodded frantically, her voice a broken whisper. “I want— I want you. All of you. Inside me.”

Jonny’s grin was feral, a flash of predatory delight. “Greedy little thing,” he praised, and then he dove back in, his mouth latching onto her clit with a suction that made her scream. His tongue lashed in quick, relentless strokes, his fingers pumping inside her in a rhythm that matched the wild beat of her heart. He added a third finger, stretching her, and the combination of fullness and friction sent her hurtling toward the edge. Kylie cried out, her hips bucking against his mouth, one hand clamped in his hair and the other fisting the sheets, as pleasure crashed over her in violent, cascading waves. Jonny didn’t stop—he devoured her, his mouth and fingers working in tandem, prolonging her orgasm until she was sobbing his name, her body trembling with the force of her release.

Only then did he pull back, his lips glossy and swollen, his eyes dark with satisfaction. He crawled up her body slowly, pressing kisses to her hip, her stomach, the valley between her breasts, until his face hovered above hers.

“Fuck,” he growled, the word heavy with awe. “You’re perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect.” He kissed her then—deep, demanding, possessive—and she could taste herself on his lips, the salt and heat of their shared pleasure mingling with something darker, something that made her wrap her legs around his waist and pull him closer. His cock was a hard, insistent ridge against her thigh through his trousers, and when she reached down to stroke him, he caught her wrist, his grip gentle but firm.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice rough with restraint.

She frowned, frustration flickering through the haze of bliss. “Why not? I want you inside me. Now.”

Jonny’s smirk was slow, dangerous, a knowing curl of his lips that made her belly tighten. “Because this isn’t about me, Kylie. Not yet. This is about you. About making sure you’re ready, that you’re so strung out you can’t see straight.” He lowered his head to nip at her collarbone, soothing the sting with his tongue. “I want you desperate for it.”

Before she could protest, he slipped off the bed with that deceptive grace of his, his movements purposeful. Kylie watched, breathless and aching, as he walked to the door—which she hadn’t even noticed was still unlocked—and locked it again with a click that seemed to echo in the silence. When he turned back to her, his expression was unreadable, a mix of tenderness and sheer, unadulterated hunger.

“Stay right there,” he ordered, his voice a low command that sent a thrill down her spine. “Don’t move a muscle. I’ll be right back.”

He disappeared through a doorway she assumed was the bathroom, and she heard the sound of water running. Her body was still humming, nerves alight, and she tried to catch her breath, her mind racing. What was he planning? She’d never been with anyone who took such obvious pleasure in drawing out her desire, in making her wait. It was maddening and intoxicating in equal measure.

---

The bathroom, when she was finally ushered inside by a naked and utterly unself-conscious Jonny, was a study in sleek opulence—black marble veined with gold, a rainfall shower big enough for four, and fluffy white towels that smelled faintly of bergamot. The light was soft, pooling around her like a halo as she stepped beneath the spray, the water a perfect, warm cascade that soothed her over-sensitized skin. He’d undressed her slowly, peeling the stained dress away, his knuckles brushing every inch of bare skin until she was completely naked and trembling for reasons that had nothing to do with cold.

She expected him to follow her into the shower. She wanted him to follow, wanted to feel his soap-slick hands sliding over her breasts, her belly, between her legs. She wanted to drop to her knees on the warm stone floor and take him in her mouth until he was the one groaning her name. But the bathroom stayed empty, the glass door closing behind her with a soft hiss, and she was alone with her thoughts and the thundering of her own heart.

She took her time, letting the water beat down on her shoulders, washing away the remnants of wine and sweat and him. She touched herself lightly, experimentally, still sore and swollen from his attentions, and the ache only made her wetter, needier. By the time she stepped out and wrapped herself in one of the silken robes (a deep burgundy that clung to her damp curves), she was a live wire of anticipation, every nerve ending poised for his next move.

---

He found her in the bedroom, standing by the window and staring out at the moonlit ocean, her hair a damp curtain down her back. She heard his bare feet on the cool tile floor before she felt his presence, felt the heat of his body as he knelt behind her, his hands sliding up her calves in a slow, reverent caress. His breath was hot against the back of her knee, and when he nipped her thigh, she gasped and instinctively parted her legs wider.

“You’re avoiding me,” she accused, her voice soft but laced with playful accusation. She turned her head to look down at him, and the sight of him on his knees, gazing up at her with that hungry devotion, nearly undid her. He was still gloriously naked, his cock thick and curving up toward his belly, a bead of moisture glistening at the tip.

He nipped her again, a little harder this time, then soothed the spot with a warm lick. “No. I’m making sure you’re ready. I’m savoring this. Savoring you.” His hands slid higher, gripping the back of her thighs possessively. “Patience is a virtue, baby.”

Kylie shivered, the robe slipping off one shoulder. “I am ready. I’ve been ready for what feels like hours. You’ve teased me enough.” She deliberately let the robe slip further, baring her breasts to his gaze. His eyes flared.

Jonny’s fingers curled around her hip, pulling her back against his chest as he rose to his feet, his cock pressing insistently against the cleft of her ass. “Prove it,” he murmured against her ear, his voice a dark, husky challenge. “Show me how much you want me. Show me how bad you’ve been, thinking about this all night.”

She bit her lip, her stomach twisting with a heady mix of nerves and anticipation. “What do you want me to do?”

“Show me how you touch yourself when you’re alone,” he said, his hands guiding her to face him, then gently pressing her back until she was sitting on the edge of the bed. “Show me what you need. I want to watch.”

Her pulse pounded in her ears. Slowly, with deliberate, provocative movements, she reached down and untied the sash of the robe, letting the fabric part to reveal her entire body. Then she eased the robe from her shoulders until it pooled at her feet, leaving her completely bare before his ravenous gaze. She didn’t break eye contact as she leaned back on her elbows, letting her thighs fall open, one hand sliding down her stomach to the wet, aching heat between her legs.

Jonny’s breath hitched audibly. He stood frozen, watching as her fingers parted her folds, as she circled her clit with a familiarity that made her cheeks flush but also emboldened her. She was already so wet, so ready, and the soft, slick sounds of her own touch filled the quiet room. She dipped a finger inside herself, then two, a soft moan escaping her lips as she imagined it was him filling her.

“Fuck, Kylie,” he groaned, breaking his stillness to close the distance between them. In a swift motion, he knelt on the bed and pulled her into his lap, her legs wrapping around his waist instinctively. “You’re killing me. I was going to draw this out, but you— you’re a goddamn fantasy.” His cock was trapped between them, the velvety head pressing against her slickness, and she rolled her hips, seeking more friction.

She arched into him, her nails scraping down his shoulders, leaving faint red lines. “Then stop torturing me,” she breathed, her lips brushing his. “I need you inside me. Now.”

Jonny chuckled darkly, the sound vibrating through his chest and into hers. “Oh, baby. I’m just getting started. But fine, you want it? You get it.” He flipped them suddenly, pressing her back onto the mattress and looming over her, his eyes blazing. “But I’m not going easy on you. Understand?”

She nodded, too breathless to speak.

---

The sheets were cool against her back, a stark contrast to the inferno of her skin, as Jonny positioned himself between her thighs. He gripped her knees, spreading them wide, his gaze fixed on the glistening evidence of her desire. “Look at you,” he murmured, almost to himself. “So pretty and pink and soaked. All for me.” He leaned down, his mouth brushing her inner thigh, and she felt the scrape of his stubble, the wet heat of his tongue, before he sucked a small, possessive mark there. “You’re sure about this?” he asked, his voice rough but tender. “Because once I’m inside you, I’m not going to want to stop.”

She tangled a hand in his hair, tugging just enough to make him meet her eyes. “I’ve never been surer of anything,” she said, her voice steady despite the roaring in her ears. “I want this. I want you. All of you.”

Jonny’s smirk was wicked, a flash of that dangerous charm. “Then take me.” He positioned the head of his cock at her entrance, rubbing it through her slickness, teasing them both, before slowly, inch by agonizing inch, pushing inside.

Kylie gasped as he entered her, the stretch exquisite and overwhelming. He was thick, filling her in a way that bordered on too much, and she had to force herself to relax, to breathe through the delicious burn. He paused when he was fully sheathed, his hips flush against hers, and let out a groan that seemed to be dragged from the depths of his soul. “Fuck,” he bit out, his head falling back, his jaw clenched. “You’re so tight. So hot. I can feel you gripping me.”

Kylie panted, her inner muscles fluttering around his thickness as her body adjusted. The fullness was intoxicating, and she was already desperate for him to move. “Move,” she commanded, her voice surprisingly steady. “Please, Jonny. I need you to fuck me.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He pulled back slowly, nearly withdrawing completely, letting her feel every ridge and vein of his cock, before slamming into her again with a force that made the bed frame creak. Kylie moaned, her back arching, her hands flying to his shoulders for purchase. He set a rhythm that was brutal and relentless, his hips snapping forward with a precision that bordered on punishing, and she loved every second of it.

“You like that?” he growled, his voice rough as gravel, his eyes locked on hers. “You like me fucking you like a dirty little secret? Like you’re mine?” He leaned down, his teeth nipping her collarbone before soothing it with his tongue, never breaking his pace.

Kylie whimpered, her body trembling with the force of his thrusts. “Yes,” she gasped. “Yes, yes, oh God, yes.” She was babbling, the words tumbling out unchecked, and she didn’t care. All she could focus on was the exquisite friction, the way he filled her so completely, the coil of pleasure tightening low in her belly with every stroke.

“Good girl,” he praised, his voice a dark caress. “Because I’m not gonna let you forget this. Not tonight. Not ever.” He shifted his angle slightly, and suddenly he was hitting that spot inside her, the one that made sparks dance behind her eyelids, and she cried out his name like a benediction.

She could feel her orgasm building, a pressure that was almost unbearable, her body coiling tight as a spring. Her breathing came in short, sharp gasps, her nails raking down his back, leaving lines of fire. “Jonny, I’m— I’m gonna—”

“That’s it,” he groaned, his hips snapping forward with increased urgency, his own control fraying. “Come for me, baby. Let go. I want to feel you come apart on my cock.”

Kylie’s body shattered. Pleasure crashed over her in immense, rolling waves, her pussy clenching and spasming around him as she sobbed his name. She saw stars, her whole world narrowing to the point where they were joined, to the sound of his guttural groan as he spilled his release inside her, his cock pulsing with each hot jet. He buried himself to the hilt, his fingers digging into her hips hard enough to bruise, his forehead pressed against hers as he rode out his own climax with a series of ragged, broken breaths.

For a long, suspended moment, they stayed like that—breathless, tangled, sweaty, utterly alive in the aftermath. The only sound was their ragged breathing and the distant whisper of the ocean outside the window.

Then Jonny pulled back, his gaze still dark and possessive, a lazy smile curling his lips. He brushed a damp strand of hair from her face, his touch unexpectedly tender. “Good?” he asked, his voice still rough but laced with a teasing lilt.

Kylie smiled, a slow, satisfied curve of her lips. “Better than good. That was... incredible.” She stretched beneath him, feeling deliciously sore and used in the best possible way.

Jonny’s smirk turned slow, dangerous, his eyes glinting with renewed hunger. He pulled out of her, eliciting a small gasp at the emptiness, and then rolled onto his back, pulling her on top of him in one fluid motion. She straddled his hips, feeling his cock, still half-hard, stirring against her thigh. “Then we’re not done yet,” he said, his hands settling on her hips, guiding her to rock against him. “I said I was going to ruin you, and I meant it. Round two, sweetheart. And this time, you’re in charge.”

Kylie’s breath hitched, a fresh wave of arousal flooding through her at the prospect. Oh, God. She was going to be so wonderfully, thoroughly ruined. And as she leaned down to capture his mouth in a searing kiss, she realized she wouldn’t have it any other way.




Chapter 3

The air inside the villa lounged heavy and warm, a heady cocktail of sweat, musk, and the lingering tang of their recent, frantic coupling—a scent that clung to the tangled sheets and promised more, a secret invitation neither of them was willing to decline. Kylie traced the tip of her tongue along the sharp edge of Jonny’s jaw, tasting the salt of his exertion, the faint, bittersweet echo of his release from earlier, when he’d painted her skin with his desire. His hands, those big, possessive hands, clamped down on the swell of her hips with renewed hunger, digging into the soft flesh just hard enough to make her gasp, as he hauled her weight down against the rigid length of his cock—a thick promise straining against her belly, still slick and impossibly hard despite everything they’d already done.

She tore her mouth away with a breathless, needy sound, her nails dragging red lines down the sweat-sheened plane of his chest, leaving their own temporary brand. “You’re not done?” she panted, a teasing lilt in her voice that didn’t quite mask the tremor of excitement.

Jonny’s laugh was a low, seismic rumble that vibrated through her entire body. “Not even close, sweetheart.” His eyes, dark as midnight and twice as sinful, glittered with a playful, almost wicked delight. “Round one was just the warm-up. We’re only getting started.”

The weight of his hands shifted, a deliberate, authoritative glide that made her shiver. One broad palm skated up the curve of her spine, fingers splaying wide before fisting gently in the damp tangle of her hair at the nape of her neck, tilting her head back so he could study the flush spreading across her cheeks. The other hand clamped over the generous curve of her ass, kneading the plush flesh with a proprietorial squeeze, then using that grip to lift her just enough—a teasing, precise inch—so that the fat, blunt crown of his erection nudged at her entrance. He didn’t push in; he simply rested there, a hot, insistent pressure that made her inner muscles clench greedily at nothing but the promise. Kylie groaned, a throaty, frustrated sound, and rocked her hips, trying to force him deeper, her own slickness coating the head of him and making the slide tantalizingly wet.

“You’re still so fucking wet for me,” Jonny murmured, his voice a gravelly caress that dripped with approval and a dash of smugness. He shifted her minutely, turning the torment into an art form, and the velvety tip of him dragged up through her swollen folds, catching and grinding against her clit in a slow, deliberate circle that made stars burst behind her eyelids, before dipping back down to tease that aching, empty spot. “Greedy girl,” he crooned, the words a dark, loving insult. “Always needs more. My insatiable little kitten.”

Kylie whimpered, her fingers curling into the hard muscle of his shoulders, nails biting in as she tried to impale herself on his length. “Jonny, please…” It was a plea, a demand, a surrender all at once.

“Patience,” he growled, the command softened by the thumb that suddenly found her clit, pressing down with just the right amount of friction to make her hips buck violently against his hand. “I said round two. And this time,” his smirk deepened, cutting a dimple into his stubbled cheek, “you’re in charge. Show me what you want.”

The words hit her like a jolt of pure electricity. In charge? The idea was a heady, terrifying thrill. She’d spent so long being the one who followed, the one who was guided. But with Jonny, she felt a boldness blooming, a desire to seize control and take her own pleasure. His smirk was dark, knowing, a challenge sparkling in his gaze. “Unless you’re scared, sweetheart? Afraid you can’t handle the driver’s seat?”

Kylie’s breath hitched, but she didn’t dignify the taunt with an answer. Instead, she reached down between their sweat-slick bodies, her fingers wrapping around the hot, heavy thickness of his cock—she could feel every vein, the pulse of his heartbeat under her palm—and she guided him home. She took him inside her in one slow, deliberate, unending motion, her body swallowing him inch by glorious inch until she was seated fully, the stretch a perfect, burning fullness that stole her voice. Jonny hissed, his eyes actually fluttering shut for a blissed-out second before they snapped open again and locked onto hers, blazing with a primal hunger. “Fuck,” he breathed, the word a reverent groan. “You’re killing me. Absolutely murdering me, and I love it.”

Kylie’s heart thundered against her ribs as she began to move, a tentative rock at first, then a confident roll of her hips. She set the rhythm, a languid, grinding pace that let her feel every ridge of him stroking her inner walls. Jonny’s hands, to her shock, dropped away from her body. For a moment she tensed, expecting him to seize control again, but instead his fingers tangled in the rumpled sheets at his sides, knuckles going white as he fisted them. He let her lead, let her dictate the tempo, his body a taut bow of restraint beneath her. The sight of him like that—powerful, dominant Jonny, surrendering control—sent a fresh wave of liquid heat pooling between her legs.

“Ride me,” he ordered, though his voice was a strained, guttural plea. “Make yourself come on my cock. I want to feel you fall apart all over me.”

Kylie did. She found her pace, a sultry, undulating rhythm that chased every spark of pleasure and turned it into a blaze. She arched her back, letting her full breasts sway with each sinuous roll of her hips, the nipples tight and aching peaks that begged for attention. She leaned forward, pressing open-mouthed kisses to the hard planes of his chest, flicking her tongue over a flat, brown nipple just to hear him groan. Beneath her lips, his heart raced like a wild thing, and she savored that—the proof that she could unravel this man too.

“Look at me.” Jonny’s command cut through the haze, and suddenly his hands were back, gripping her waist with a bruising strength that grounded her, that guided her without taking over. His eyes were bottomless, dark with a hunger that matched her own. “I want to see those pretty eyes when you come all over my cock. Let me watch you break.”

Kylie obeyed instantly, lifting her chin to meet his stare. The intensity there—raw, possessive, and utterly captivated—was her undoing. A fresh gush of moisture slickened their joining, and she moaned, a desperate, melodic sound, as her movements grew more frantic, more urgent. She was chasing the peak that coiled tight and hot in her belly.

“That’s it,” Jonny groaned, his fingers digging deliciously into the flesh of her hips, sure to leave tiny marks. “Take what you want. Milk my cock. It’s all yours.”

Kylie didn’t just take it—she claimed it. She rode him harder, faster, the slap of their bodies filling the room with a wet, rhythmic music. Her breath came in ragged gasps, her head thrown back, hair a wild cascade. Jonny’s hands slid up the ladder of her ribs to cup her bouncing breasts, his thumbs immediately rolling and flicking over her aching nipples, sending sparks shooting directly to her clit. She cried out, her inner walls beginning to tremble on the precipice.

“Come for me,” he growled, the order a rough, desperate vibration. “Now, Kylie. Let go for me.”

She didn’t hesitate. She couldn’t. The command shattered the last of her control, and she clenched around him—hard, rhythmic pulses as her orgasm crashed over her in relentless, shuddering waves. She screamed his name, her body convulsing, her sex milking him as she rode out the pleasure. Jonny didn’t let it end there. With a growl that was pure possession, he flipped her onto her back in one swift, masterful motion, never slipping free. He loomed above her, a wall of muscle and desire, and then he began to fuck her—hard, deep, and unrelenting. Each stroke hit the end of her, a perfect, blinding friction that stole her breath and immediately stoked the dying embers of her climax into a new fire. He levered himself on his arms, his hips pistoning with a force that rocked the bed, his cock driving into her with a single-minded intensity that had her skittering up the mattress.

Kylie gasped, her nails raking his back as another, smaller orgasm rippled through her on the heels of the first, her body clenching around him in a velvet fist. Jonny groaned, his rhythm faltering, becoming choppy and desperate, his breath a hot, ragged gust against her ear.

“Fuck, Kylie,” he growled, his voice strained to the breaking point. “I’m not gonna last. You feel too goddamn good.”

“Then don’t,” she panted, her legs wrapping high around his waist, ankles locking at the small of his back to pull him even deeper, to keep him there. “Fill me up. I want to feel you come inside me.”

Jonny didn’t need to be told twice. With a final, guttural roar that was her name and a curse intertwined, he buried himself to the hilt and stilled. She felt it then—the hot, pulsing jets of his release flooding her, his cock throbbing powerfully as he emptied himself deep inside her channel. Kylie moaned, her own body quaking with the aftershocks, the sensation of his warmth triggering one last, gentle clench of pleasure.

For a long, suspended moment, they stayed locked together, both panting, their bodies a slick, tangled mess of sweat and mingled arousal. Jonny’s weight settled onto her, a comforting, heavy blanket, before he rolled carefully to his back, taking her with him. She sprawled across his chest like a satisfied cat, her head tucked under his chin, ear pressed to the steady, thundering rhythm of his heart. The scent of sex and them was all around her, a perfume she never wanted to wash off.

“That was…” Kylie trailed off, her mind still fuzzy, unable to lasso the right words.

Jonny’s chuckle was deep, a satisfied rumble in his chest that she felt more than heard. “Absolutely amazing,” he finished for her, his hand coming up to stroke her hair with a tenderness that contrasted sharply with his earlier ferocity.

Kylie lifted her head, her fingers tracing idle patterns through the light dusting of hair on his chest, outlining the ridges of muscle. “What happens now?” she asked, her voice small and yet heavy with the enormity of the question.

Jonny’s expression shifted, a flicker of something serious darkening his playful eyes. His fingers tangled gently in her hair, tugging just enough to make her look at him. “Now, sweetheart,” he said, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial murmur, “we stick together. You and me. We’re in this now.”

A thrill, electric and nervous, zipped down her spine. Stick together. It sounded so simple, so deliciously forbidden—yet Kylie knew it was anything but. They were dancing on the edge of a volcano, both of them. Mark was her husband, her anchor, her entire life back in their own villa, and Jonny was… well, Jonny was the wildfire who made her feel alive in ways she’d never dared to imagine, who unlocked a version of herself she’d only ever dreamed of.

But for this stolen moment, she let herself believe. She let the fantasy wrap around her like a silken cocoon.

Jonny’s hand slid down the elegant curve of her back, not stopping until his fingers dipped into the cleft of her ass, teasing at the tight, uncharted pucker with a light, swirling pressure that made her breath hitch and her cheeks flush with a mix of embarrassment and raw, aching curiosity. “Unless,” he purred, his voice a dark temptation, “you’re not nearly done yet? Because I’m pretty sure I could be persuaded to explore every single inch.”

Kylie’s cheeks burned, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she pushed herself up, leaned down, and pressed her lips to his in a slow, deep kiss. She tasted herself on his tongue, and the sheer carnality of it made her moan. “No,” she murmured against his mouth, her voice husky with rekindled desire. “Not done at all. Not even close.”

Jonny’s smirk was a slow, dangerous sunrise. “Good girl. Because I’d be lying if I said my cock wasn’t already getting ideas again.”

---

Much later, the villa had been swallowed by the deep velvet of night, the only light a sliver of moon cutting through the curtains. Kylie lay nestled in the crook of Jonny’s side, her head on his shoulder, her leg thrown possessively over his thighs. Her fingers traced lazy, nonsensical patterns on the warm skin of his chest, through the crisp hair, circling his nipples just to hear his breath catch. The silence between them was a comfortable, weighted thing, charged with the unspoken enormity of what they’d done, the lines they’d crossed, the intoxicating secret they now shared.

“You realize what tonight means, right?” Jonny’s voice was a low, rough murmur, his lips brushing her temple.

Kylie lifted her head, blinking up at him. “That I’m officially and completely ruined for anyone else? Possibly ever?” There was a playful note in her voice, but it was undercut with utter sincerity.

Jonny’s chuckle was a dark, pleased sound. “Well, that too. But no. It means we’re playing with fire, baby. You have a husband who’s probably wondering where his gorgeous wife is, and I have a job to do here that’s supposed to be very, very professional.”

Kylie’s stomach performed a nauseating little flip. Of course he was right. Mark. Her sweet, steady Mark was back at their villa, probably already asleep, trusting her implicitly. And the thought of leaving this man—this electrifying, maddening man who had just rearranged her soul—made her chest constrict so painfully that her fingers dug into his side.

“So what happens now?” she asked again, her voice barely a whisper this time, fragile as spun glass.

Jonny’s expression softened, the hard lines of his face gentling. He cupped her cheek, his thumb stroking over her cheekbone in a caress so tender it made her want to cry. “We figure it out together. One crazy, clandestine step at a time. But, Kylie?” His voice hardened just slightly with warning. “This stays a secret for us. If Mark ever finds out… well, it wouldn’t just be a fight. It would be an atom bomb.”

“I know,” she interrupted, her throat tight with unshed emotion. “It would destroy everything. My marriage, his trust, probably his heart.”

Jonny nodded, his thumb never stopping its soothing motion. “Then we keep it locked tight between the two of us. Just for now. A beautiful, dirty little secret.”

Kylie swallowed the painful lump in her throat, but she didn’t retreat. Instead, she leaned into his palm, savoring the rough warmth of his skin, and let his touch be her anchor. “For now,” she agreed, stealing the word and tucking it close to her heart.

---

Outside the closed doors of the villa, the resort hummed with oblivious life—distant laughter from the pool bar, the tinny pulse of music, the occasional shriek of a late-night swimmer. But within this room, that world didn’t exist. There was only Kylie, only Jonny, and the dangerous, intoxicating, insatiable pull that arced between them like a live wire.

Kylie traced the lines of Jonny’s chest one last time, memorizing the feel of him, before pressing a lingering, sorrowful kiss to the skin over his heart. “I should go back,” she whispered, though every cell in her body screamed to stay, to burrow deeper into his warmth and never leave.

Jonny’s arm tightened around her, his fingers tangling in her hair and tugging gently until she looked up. “I’ll walk you out,” he said, though the rasp in his voice made it sound more like a threat to never let her go at all.

Reluctantly, Kylie untangled herself and began to gather her scattered clothing, a smile playing on her lips as she remembered the frantic way they’d been discarded. Already, a part of her was counting down the minutes until she could return.

When they finally stepped into the moonlit courtyard, the warm night air wrapped around them like a silken shroud, scented with jasmine and salt. Jonny’s hand found hers without hesitation, his fingers lacing through hers and squeezing gently, and for a single, suspended heartbeat, Kylie let herself imagine that this wasn’t a sordid, stolen affair—that it could be more. A beginning.

Her gaze drifted over to his villa, the darkened windows that had witnessed their passionate devouring, the door now closed on their secret. It was empty and waiting, a silent promise of tomorrow.

Jonny squeezed her hand, then leaned in, his breath a hot whisper against the shell of her ear that sent goosebumps racing down her neck. “Meet me here tomorrow night,” he said, his voice a low, commanding purr. “Same time. Same place. We’re not even close to finished exploring.”

Kylie’s breath hitched audibly. Same time. It felt like a vow, a delicious conspiracy she was helpless to resist. She nodded, her voice a thready whisper. “I will. I’ll be here.”

Jonny’s smirk was pure, dark satisfaction. “Good girl,” he praised, the words a brand on her skin.

And then, with a final, searing look that promised all kinds of wicked things, he released her hand and stepped back into the deeper shadows of the courtyard, melting into the night like a figment of her most depraved dreams. Kylie stood there for a long moment, breathless and aching, her body still humming from his touch, her mind already spinning fantasies of the next night. The hours until she could see him again stretched before her, tantalizing and torturous, an eternity she couldn’t wait to burn.




Chapter 4

The courtyard hummed with a lazy, post-orgasmic stillness, the kind that settles over a place after too much pleasure has been wrung from too many bodies. The cicadas were a constant, thrumming backdrop, their song weaving through the occasional splash of water from the pool—a sound that had shifted from rhythmic, desperate slapping to the gentle lapping of exhausted limbs. The orgy, that glorious, sprawling tangle of flesh and need, had dissolved into a tableau of spent contentment. Couples and trios lay draped over lounge chairs and each other, their skin glistening with a cocktail of sweat, pool water, and other, more intimate fluids. The air was thick with the scent of jasmine from the surrounding bushes, a heady floral note that mingled with the sharper, primal smells of salt and sex, a faint metallic tang of arousal still clinging to the warm night.

Kylie stood apart from it all, a solitary figure at the edge of the chaos. Her body hummed with a residual energy, a live wire that Jonny had touched and left sparking. Her fingers were still tingling, the ghost of his grip a phantom bracelet around her wrist. She could feel the exact pressure of his thumb where it had stroked the delicate skin over her racing pulse, a possessive, knowing caress just before he’d turned and walked away. The memory of his breath, hot and damp against the shell of her ear, made her shiver despite the warm air. His voice echoed in her mind, a low, rough growl that had vibrated straight through her bones: "We’re not even close to finished." It wasn’t a promise; it was a decree.

She exhaled a shaky breath, the sound lost in the night. Her bikini top, a flimsy scrap of fabric, clung to her damp skin like a second, glistening hide, outlining every curve and the hard, aching points of her nipples. Her body ached in that deeply satisfying way, a pleasant soreness that radiated from her core outwards. Her thighs were slick, the evidence of her own release a warm, constant reminder of what had just transpired. Logic, thin and reedy, told her to go back inside. It whispered of Mark, her husband, who would be waiting in their suite to pull her close, his familiar lips chasing the foreign taste of Jonny from her mouth. But her feet remained rooted to the warm stone. The thought of leaving, of retreating to the predictable, felt like a betrayal of the wild, new thing unfurling in her chest.

Because she wanted this.

The resort was a crucible, a place where the normal rules of gravity and fidelity seemed to melt away under the relentless sun and the conspiratorial cover of darkness. The poolside was its altar. It was a living, breathing testament to abandon—couples fucking with joyous, open enthusiasm in the shallow end, their movements sending glittering arcs of water into the air. Others watched from the sidelines with hooded, hungry eyes, their own hands busy on their partners’ bodies, the whole scene painted in the decadent, golden glow of the late afternoon sun that had now faded to a sultry twilight. It was obscene in its perfection, a postcard from a hedonistic dream.

And Jonny, the architect of her awakening, was going to make sure every single, searing second was etched into her memory forever.

---

She found him exactly where she knew he would be, as if pulled by an invisible thread.

He was leaning against the polished mahogany bar, the picture of casual, coiled power. His arms were crossed over his broad chest, the muscles in his shoulders and biceps flexing with the slightest shift of his weight. His dark hair was a tousled, damp mess from the pool, and his skin, bronzed and flawless, glistened under the strategically placed spotlights that dotted the courtyard, making him look like some ancient, lustful god. He wore only a pair of low-slung navy swim trunks, the wet fabric clinging to the powerful muscles of his thighs and doing absolutely nothing to hide the thick, rigid outline of his cock, which was already straining against the material. It was a blatant, unapologetic display, and it was all for her.

Their eyes met, and the air crackled.

A slow, dangerous grin spread across his face, a pirate’s smile full of wicked intent. He lifted his glass, a tumbler of amber liquid, in a mock toast, his dark gaze a tangible force as it dragged down her body with excruciating slowness. He took in the delicate line of her collarbone, the proud swell of her tits straining against her bikini, the gentle flare of her hips that he’d gripped so tightly. His eyes followed the line of her body until it disappeared into the water, and when they finally, deliberately, climbed back to meet hers, they burned with an intensity that stole her breath.

"You’re late," he said, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that seemed to bypass her ears and resonate directly in her clit.

Kylie didn’t dignify that with an answer. Words felt clumsy, inadequate. Instead, she stepped closer, the soles of her bare feet pressing into the warm, textured tile of the pool deck. The bar was a secluded alcove now, the staff having evaporated with a discreetness that was almost supernatural, leaving them alone in a bubble of dim light and simmering tension.

"Did you miss me?" she finally breathed, her voice a soft, sultry whisper that surprised even her.

Jonny’s grin sharpened into something truly predatory, his teeth flashing white in the low light. "I knew you’d come," he rumbled, the words a statement of absolute fact. He’d never doubted it.

She closed the final distance, her hand rising to curl around the nape of his neck, her fingers sinking into his still-damp hair. She pulled him down, her own need a sudden, fierce thing, and their lips crashed together. It wasn’t a gentle reunion; it was a claiming. His mouth was hot and demanding, tasting of whiskey and pure, masculine intent. His tongue swept inside her mouth, a bold, possessive invasion that stole her breath and set her nerve endings alight. She could taste everything on him—the smoky bite of the liquor, the faint chemical kiss of the pool, and the unique, addictive flavor that was just him.

A deep, guttural groan rumbled from Jonny’s chest and into her mouth. His hands, which had been resting on the bar, snapped to her waist, his fingers digging into the soft flesh there before sliding down to cup and squeeze the full curves of her ass. He yanked her flush against him, and the feel of his cock, a thick, unyielding bar of heat pressed against her stomach, made her moan into the kiss.

"Fuck, Kylie," he murmured, breaking the kiss to trail his lips along her jaw. "You have no idea what you do to me." His voice was ragged, frayed with a desire he was barely controlling.

But she did know. She knew with a certainty that resonated deep in her bones. Because the chaotic, all-consuming feeling was mirrored perfectly within her.

---

When they emerged from the shadowed intimacy of the bar, the main poolside was no longer a place of lazy recovery. It was alive again, a fresh wave of energy pulsing through the scene. Couples had rearranged themselves on the wide, plush sunbeds, their bodies a landscape of half-exposed skin and intertwined limbs. The air, still thick with jasmine, was now supercharged with a different kind of electricity—the sharp, clean scent of sunscreen, the heady musk of fresh arousal, and the palpable, anticipatory hum of a place where every inhibition had been checked at the door.

Jonny didn’t break stride. He was a man with a singular purpose.

He grabbed Kylie’s hand, his grip firm and possessive, and pulled her toward the shallow end where the water shimmered, lapping invitingly against smooth, heated flagstones. The couples here were already engaged in a slow, sensual ballet of touch and tease. Some were fully submerged, their bodies pale and distorted in the cool, blue-lit water, moving together in a languid, underwater dance. Others, more voyeuristic, watched from the edge, their eyes bright with hunger as their fingers traced lazy, knowing patterns on their partners’ most sensitive places.

Jonny didn’t stop until he had her pressed back against the plush cushion of a vacant lounge chair, his body a solid, warm cage that blocked out the rest of the world. His hands were everywhere at once, a possessive, exploring frenzy. He cupped her tits, his thumbs finding her nipples through the thin, damp fabric of her bikini top and pinching them just hard enough to make her gasp. His other hand was already skimming down her stomach, his clever fingers slipping past the waistband of her bottoms to find her wet, ready for him.

"Watch your husband fuck another woman," he murmured, his lips brushing the delicate shell of her ear, his voice a dark, conspiratorial whisper. "See how he likes it. See if it makes you as wet as this does."

Kylie’s breath hitched in her throat, a sharp, startled sound.

Obeying his command, she turned her head, her gaze searching until it found Mark. The sight that greeted her was a masterpiece of debauchery. Her husband was on his knees between the spread thighs of KC, her blonde nemesis. His face was buried in her cunt, his tongue working her clit with a slow, deliberate, practiced rhythm that Kylie knew intimately. KC’s head was thrown back in theatrical ecstasy, her back arched, her tits bouncing with every expert stroke of his tongue. Her fingers were tangled tightly in Mark’s hair, holding him in place. The sight was utterly obscene. And to Kylie’s shock, it was also incredibly, undeniably hot. A jolt of pure, unadulterated lust shot through her.

As if sensing her reaction, Jonny’s fingers found her clit, swollen and slick with her own need. He circled it with a perfect, feather-light pressure that made her whimper and buck her hips against his hand.

"You like watching, don’t you?" he growled, his teeth grazing her earlobe. "You love knowing he’s touching her, tasting her, while I’m the one touching you. While I’m the one making you feel this good."

Kylie could only nod, a frantic, desperate motion, her hips rolling shamelessly against his hand, seeking more friction.

"Good girl," he praised, the words a dark caress. He slid two long fingers deep inside her, curling them with unerring precision to stroke that perfect, hidden spot that made her vision blur and colors burst behind her eyelids. "Now cum for me. Right here. Let them all see. Let your husband see what you do for me."

She didn’t need to be told twice. The command was her undoing. Her orgasm crashed over her with the force of a rogue wave, sudden and devastating. Her inner muscles clamped down on his fingers as a rush of her juices coated his hand, and she bit down hard on her lower lip to stifle a scream that was part pleasure, part agonizing relief. But Jonny was merciless. He didn’t let up. He kept his fingers moving inside her, a slow, relentless grind, while his other hand continued its assault on her tit, his thumb rolling and flicking her aching nipple until she was trembling violently, a second peak already building from the embers of the first.

"That’s it, beautiful," he murmured, his breath hot and ragged against her temple. "God, you’re so fucking stunning when you cum for me. I could watch this forever."

Kylie’s legs gave out completely, the strength leaching from her bones. But Jonny was ready. He caught her easily, his arms like steel bands, and lifted her against his chest as if she weighed nothing. He carried her to the edge of the pool where the water deepened, and without a word of warning, he simply dropped her. She plunged into the cool, silky depths, the water closing over her head and shocking her system back to life. When she surfaced, sputtering and pushing her wet hair from her face, he was right there, his body a wall of heat in the cool water. His hands found her hips under the surface, gripping her tight, and he pulled her close so the thick, hot length of his cock pressed insistently against her stomach.

"Now it’s my turn," he said, his voice stripped of all playfulness, raw with a need that mirrored her own.

---

The water sloshed and churned around them, a miniature tempest created by their passion. He fucked her with a primal, driving rhythm, his hands gripping the perfect globes of her ass, lifting her and pulling her down onto his cock in a steady, devastating cadence. Kylie’s nails raked down his shoulders, leaving faint red lines on his wet skin, her tits bobbing and swaying on the surface of the water with each powerful thrust. She was beyond caring about the audience, but she felt their eyes anyway—a tangible weight of gazes, whispers of envy and admiration that only heightened her own pleasure.

Jonny’s rhythm began to fray at the edges, growing erratic and desperate. "Fuck, Kylie," he groaned, the sound torn from deep in his chest. "You feel so fucking good. So tight. So perfect. So mine."

The word was her final trigger. Her third orgasm hit her like a freight train, a blinding, full-body convulsion that had her pussy clamping down on his pistoning cock in rhythmic, milking pulses as she screamed his name to the uncaring night sky. The sensation of her coming undone pushed him over the edge. With a guttural roar, Jonny followed her, his cock pulsing and jerking inside her as he filled her with his cum, marking her, claiming her in the most primal way a man can claim a woman.

For a suspended, breathless moment, they stayed locked together, their bodies tangled, their harsh, ragged breaths the only sound. Then, with a final, gentle thrust, Jonny pulled out. She felt the hot, slick spill of his cum between her thighs, a possessive brand mixing with the cool pool water.

"Good girl," he murmured, his voice now a soft, tender rumble. He pressed a surprisingly gentle kiss to her forehead, a stark contrast to the ferocity of moments before.

Kylie smiled, a slow, sated curve of her lips. Her body was still humming a satisfied tune, her heart still racing. But she knew, with a deep, intuitive certainty, that this wasn’t the end. Jonny had claimed her in the watery depths where everyone could see, but she had a feeling his appetite was far from sated.

And honestly? Neither was hers.

---

KC was waiting for them like a viper coiled on a sun-warmed rock. As they emerged from the pool, water streaming from their bodies, she was lounging on a nearby sunbed, the picture of calculated indifference. Her blonde hair was a perfect, unruffled mane, and her white bikini was so minuscule it was more of a suggestion than an article of clothing, barely containing her tits. Her lips, painted a glossy, venomous pink, curled into a smirk as she watched Jonny pull Kylie into the shelter of his arm, his fingers tracing slow, possessive circles on the wet skin of her hip.

"Well, well," KC purred, her voice dripping with false sweetness. "Looks like you two had your fun. Quite the little show."

Jonny’s arm tightened around Kylie, a silent, protective gesture. His entire body went still, the relaxed lover replaced by a coiled predator. "What do you want, KC?" His voice was dangerously calm, the kind of quiet that precedes a violent storm.

KC’s practiced smile faltered for a fraction of a second before she smoothed it back into place, but Kylie caught the flicker of something cold and hard in her eyes. "Oh, you know me," she said, waving a dismissive hand. "Just making sure you’re really done with your little… pet project here." She leaned forward, reaching out with a perfectly manicured hand, her fingers aiming to brush Kylie’s shoulder in a gesture that was too close, too deliberate, a violation of personal space. "Because I hate sharing my toys."

Before her fingers could make contact, Jonny’s hand shot out, a blur of motion. He grabbed KC’s wrist, his grip a vise of iron. His knuckles were white from the force, and a muscle in his jaw ticked violently.

"You don’t get to touch her," he said, his voice dropping to a low, lethal register that could cut glass. "Not now. Not ever. You don’t even get to look at her like that."

KC’s eyes widened, a flash of genuine shock breaking through her mask of bored superiority, but she was too proud to pull away. "Or what?" she sneered, her voice laced with venom. "You’ll fuck her again? Big deal. She’s just another bored housewife to you, a little vacation treat. A notch on your bedpost."

Jonny’s other hand snaked around Kylie’s waist, pulling her so tightly against his side that she could feel every rigid line of his body, the furious pounding of his heart. "She’s not just another wife," he said, his voice a low growl that vibrated through them both. "She’s mine. And I protect what’s mine."

Kylie’s breath caught in her chest. The simple, stark possession in his words sent a shiver of pure, unadulterated thrill down her spine.

KC’s smirk finally twisted into something ugly and desperate. "Prove it," she spat, a last-ditch challenge.

Jonny didn’t hesitate for a single second.

He turned Kylie around in his arms, pressing her front against the cool, wet edge of the pool. His hands were on her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh with a fierce possessiveness as he pulled her ass back against his cock, which was already, impossibly, hard again. The thick, blunt head nudged against her sensitive folds.

"Watch," he ordered KC, his voice a rough, commanding rasp. "Watch me fuck her like she’s the only woman in the entire fucking world. Because right now, she is."

Kylie’s heart hammered against her ribs, a wild, trapped bird.

Jonny’s hands slid up her wet body, one cupping her tit, his fingers finding her nipple and pinching it into a hard, aching peak. The other hand dipped between her legs from behind, his fingers sliding through her slick folds, already drenched with a fresh wave of arousal that his possessiveness had triggered.

"You want this, don’t you?" he murmured against her ear, his voice a dark, velvet promise. "You want them to see. You want her to see that you belong to me, body and soul."

Kylie nodded, a shaky, desperate affirmation, her body trembling with anticipation.

He didn’t make her wait. He had no more patience for games.

With a low grunt, he lifted her slightly onto the smooth edge of the pool, positioning her so her legs were spread wide, her bikini bottoms still pushed carelessly aside. He didn’t waste a second—he drove into her in one smooth, unyielding motion, his thick cock filling her completely, stretching her in a way that was just this side of too much, forcing a raw, guttural moan from her lips.

From the sunbed, KC’s breath hitched audibly.

Jonny’s rhythm was brutal, a punishing, possessive cadence. His hands were a vice on her hips, his cock slamming into her with deep, powerful strokes that sent shockwaves of pleasure through her entire body. Kylie’s nails scrabbled for purchase on the smooth stone of the pool’s edge, her body arching like a drawn bow with every deep, claiming thrust.

"Fuck, you’re so tight," Jonny groaned, his voice strained with the effort of holding back. "So perfect. You were made for me."

Kylie could feel KC’s eyes boring into them like hot lasers, could feel the hatred and the helpless jealousy radiating off her in waves. And that knowledge, the sheer vindication of it, made her own arousal spike to an impossible height.

Jonny’s fingers found her clit again, circling the swollen nub with a practiced, relentless pressure that sent her careening toward the edge.

"Cum for me," he ordered, his voice a raw, desperate command in her ear. "Right now, Kylie. Let go."

Her orgasm was a supernova. It crashed over her, blinding and all-consuming, her pussy clenching around his pistoning cock in a series of violent, ecstatic spasms as she screamed his name until her throat was raw. The sound of her release, the feel of her coming apart around him, was all it took. Jonny followed her over the edge with a guttural roar, his cock pulsing deep inside her as he pumped his cum into her, a hot, flooding rush that marked her as his in the most undeniable way, right in front of the woman who had tried to belittle her.

For a long, heavy moment, they stayed frozen in that tableau, their bodies still joined, their ragged breaths the only sound in the sudden, thick silence.

Then, with a deliberate slowness, Jonny pulled out, letting the evidence of his claim spill freely between her thighs.

He turned his head slowly, pinning KC with a gaze of pure, glacial fury. His voice, when he spoke, was quiet and absolute, more terrifying than any shout. "You ever come near her again, you ever even look at her the wrong way," he said, each word a shard of ice, "and I will make sure you regret it for the rest of your miserable life."

All the color drained from KC’s face, leaving her a pale, shaken ghost of her former smug self.

Jonny didn’t spare her another glance. He grabbed Kylie’s hand, his grip firm and reassuring, and pulled her gently away from the pool. "Come on, beautiful," he murmured, his voice softening, his thumb stroking the back of her hand. "Let’s get you cleaned up and somewhere private."

Kylie didn’t resist. She didn’t look back. She just followed him, her body deliciously sore and utterly sated. Because for the first time in her life, she wasn't just wanted; she belonged to someone in a way that felt primal and absolute.

And she fucking loved it.




Chapter 5

The villa breathed with the memory of the afternoon’s heat, the air so thick with salt and the musk of spent passion that Kylie could taste it on her tongue—a tangy, intoxicating blend that made her head swim and her pulse quicken. Every step she took across the sun-bleached terrace left a faint, damp imprint on the cool stone, her bare feet still tingling from the walk along the beach, and Jonny’s fingers were laced through hers, his thumb tracing lazy circles over her knuckles that sent little shivers racing up her arm. His skin was warm, roughened from years of gripping surfboards and boat rails, and the way he held her hand was both casual and possessive, as if he’d already decided exactly how the rest of the night would unfold. The sliding glass door whispered open, and they stepped into the dim, cavernous living room, the shadows pooling in the corners like dark silk, and the moment the door clicked shut behind them, sealing out the distant crash of waves, the illusion that they were still just two people stealing a moment shattered into a thousand glittering pieces.

Kylie exhaled, a slow, deliberate breath that lifted her chest and made the silk robe she’d pilfered from Jonny’s closet earlier that evening rustle against her skin. She’d tied it with a loose, careless bow at her hip, the kind that begged to be undone, and the deep burgundy fabric slid over her curves like a whispered secret, barely containing the swell of her breasts and the flare of her hips. She’d planned this, oh yes—had slipped into his room while he was still rinsing the salt from his hair, had pressed her face into the collar of a shirt that smelled like him, all cedar and clean sweat, before choosing this robe because it was the softest thing she’d ever felt and because she knew the sight of her in it would drive him absolutely wild. Now, as she turned to face him, the marble floor biting deliciously against her soles, she let her shoulders roll back, let the robe gape just a fraction wider, and watched his eyes drop to the shadow between her breasts with a satisfaction that curled hot and low in her belly. The air inside was cooler, conditioned, and it pebbled her nipples into tight, aching points that strained against the silk, and she saw Jonny’s throat bob as he swallowed, his jaw tightening.

He didn’t speak at first—he never did when he was this turned on—and instead he crossed his arms over his chest, the muscles in his forearms bunching, and leaned one shoulder against the doorframe with the kind of lazy, coiled power that made her knees feel like they might buckle. His hair was still damp, dark curls clinging to his temples, and his board shorts hung low on his hips, revealing that sharp V of muscle that pointed straight down to paradise. The silence stretched, thick and charged, until finally his lips curved into a slow, knowing smirk. “You’re early,” he murmured, and his voice was a low rumble, like distant thunder, the kind that vibrated right through the floor and into her bones.

Kylie let her own smirk bloom, a mischievous little twist of her lips that she knew drove him crazy, and she reached up to toy with the robe’s lapel, letting it slip from her right shoulder with a whisper of silk. The fabric slid down her arm, baring the smooth, sun-kissed skin, the curve of her collarbone, and the upper swell of her breast, and she watched his gaze track the movement like a hawk. “Couldn’t wait,” she purred, and she let the robe fall a little further, catching it just before it revealed everything, teasing him with the promise of what lay beneath.

Jonny’s smirk deepened, a dimple flashing in his cheek, and he pushed off the doorframe, taking one slow step toward her that made the space between them crackle. “No,” he said, his voice dropping even lower, rough with want. “I don’t think you could.” His eyes roamed over her, lingering on the way the robe clung to her hips, on the faint sheen of sweat that still glistened in the hollow of her throat, and she could feel the heat of his gaze like a physical caress, stoking the fire that was already blazing between her thighs.

Then came the knock at the door, three sharp raps that cut through the tension like a blade. Kylie stiffened, her fingers curling into the robe’s hem, and a jolt of adrenaline shot through her—because she knew that rhythm. It was too slow, too confident, the kind of knock that announced rather than requested, and it was achingly familiar. The sound of it echoed in the high-ceilinged room, and for a heartbeat, everything hung suspended, the air itself seeming to hold its breath.

Jonny’s eyes flicked to the door, then back to her, and there was a flicker of something dark and excited in their depths. “You’re sure about this?” he asked, and his voice was steady, but she could see the way his pulse was hammering in the hollow of his throat, could see the way his fingers twitched at his sides as if he was already imagining what came next.

Kylie tilted her head, letting her hair spill over her bare shoulder like a curtain of spun gold, and she parted her lips, her tongue darting out to wet them. “Aren’t you?” she countered, and the question hung in the air, a dare and a promise all at once.

The door swung open before he could answer, and KC stormed in like a hurricane made flesh. Her heels—strappy, sky-high things that looked like they could double as weapons—clicked a furious staccato against the hardwood floor, each step a declaration of war, and her face was a perfect storm of fury and hunger, her cheeks flushed a deep, angry pink and her eyes blazing. Behind her, Mark lingered in the doorway, his expression a comical mix of curiosity and barely contained arousal, his hands shoved deep into the pockets of his damp swim trunks as if he was trying to keep them from doing something they shouldn’t. He was still glistening from the pool, droplets of water clinging to his chest hair, and his gaze immediately found Kylie, snagging on the exposed curve of her shoulder before traveling down, down, down.

Kylie didn’t flinch. She didn’t even blink. Instead, she let the robe fall entirely, the silk slithering down her body to puddle in a crimson pool at her feet, and she stood there in the low, golden light, utterly bare and utterly unashamed. Her skin glowed, still dewy from the afternoon’s exertions, and the scent of Jonny’s cum still clung to her inner thighs, a musky, primal perfume that she wore like a crown. The cool air kissed her nipples, her belly, the damp thatch of curls at the apex of her thighs, and she saw KC’s eyes widen, her breath catching in her throat with an audible hitch.

“What the fuck is this?” KC demanded, her voice a ragged snarl that couldn’t quite hide the tremor of something else—something that sounded a lot like desire.

Jonny moved then, fluid and predatory, pushing away from the doorframe and crossing the space between them with a few easy strides. His bare feet made no sound on the floor, and he positioned himself just behind Kylie, close enough that she could feel the heat radiating off his body, close enough that his breath stirred the fine hairs at the nape of her neck. “A challenge,” he said, and his voice was calm, almost amused, but there was a steely edge beneath it that made it clear he was in charge here.

Mark’s gaze snapped to Kylie’s pussy, and his mouth went slack. She was already slick, her arousal glistening in the low light, a pearly bead of moisture tracing a slow path down her inner thigh, and her legs were still faintly trembling from the last time Jonny had been inside her. She felt a thrill of power at the way Mark’s eyes darkened, at the way his hands clenched into fists in his pockets. “Jonny—” he started, his voice thick and strained.

“Not now, Mark,” Jonny cut in, his tone hard as granite. He didn’t even look at his friend; his eyes were locked on KC, who was vibrating with barely suppressed rage, her hands balled into fists at her sides. “This is between us.”

Kylie arched a brow, a playful little gesture that belied the frantic beating of her heart. “Us?” she echoed, letting the word hang in the air, a teasing lilt to her voice.

Jonny’s gaze burned into hers, and for a moment, the rest of the world fell away. “You know exactly what I mean,” he said, and there was a possessive growl in his voice that made her inner muscles clench with anticipation.

KC lunged.

It was fast, a blur of motion, and before Kylie could react, KC’s nails were raking down her shoulder, four sharp furrows of fire that drew tiny beads of blood. Kylie gasped, the sting sharp and bright, but she didn’t move—didn’t flinch, didn’t retreat. She held her ground, her chin lifted, and she saw the flash of surprise in KC’s eyes just before Jonny was there, his hand snapping out to wrap around KC’s wrist, twisting her arm behind her back with a practiced, effortless motion that made her cry out in a mix of pain and shock. He pulled her against him, her back flush against his chest, and even through the thin fabric of her dress, Kylie could see the way KC’s body molded to his, the way her ass ground involuntarily against his thigh.

“No,” Jonny growled, his lips right against KC’s ear, his breath hot and commanding. “Not like this.” His free hand slid down KC’s stomach, over the flimsy silk of her dress, and he found her nipple through the fabric, pinching it hard between his thumb and forefinger. KC moaned, a broken, desperate sound that she tried to swallow back, her hips bucking against him. “You want to play, KC?” he murmured, his voice a dark, velvet taunt. “Then play my way.”

Kylie watched, her breath coming in shallow little pants, her pulse hammering a wild rhythm between her thighs. She could see the bulge of Jonny’s erection straining against the front of his shorts, could see the way KC’s lips parted, her eyes glazing over with a heady mix of fury and arousal. Jonny forced KC to her knees with a firm pressure on her shoulder, and the sound of her knees hitting the hardwood was sharp and final. He kept his grip on her hair, twisting the blonde strands around his fist, and with his other hand, he unzipped his shorts, his cock springing free, thick and already slick at the tip. “Suck me while I take care of your friend’s wife,” he ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument.

KC’s breath came in hot, ragged gasps against the denim, her lips hovering just inches from the swollen head of his cock. “I’d rather—” she started, her voice defiant even now, her eyes flashing up at him.

“You’ll do it,” Jonny snapped, and he gave her hair a sharp tug that made her gasp and arch her neck.

Mark groaned, a low, tortured sound that seemed to be ripped from deep in his chest. His eyes were still locked on Kylie’s glistening pussy, on the way her arousal was now dripping freely down her thighs, and he took a stumbling step forward. “Jonny, we don’t have to—” he tried, his voice cracking.

“We do,” Jonny cut in, his tone a low, dangerous command that brooked no further protest. His gaze flicked to Kylie, and she saw the question there, the silent check-in, and she answered by spreading her legs wider, planting her feet firmly on the cool floor, and tilting her hips forward in an invitation that was impossible to miss.

Mark didn’t need any more encouragement. He dropped to his knees in front of her, the impact making the floorboards groan, and his fingers dug into the soft flesh of her thighs, dragging her backward until the backs of her knees hit the edge of the massive, low-slung bed. She tumbled onto the mattress, the cool cotton sheets a shock against her heated skin, and before she could even catch her breath, Mark’s mouth was on her. He licked through her folds with one long, greedy stroke, his tongue flat and hot, and then he found her clit, circling it with a ruthless, practiced precision that made her back arch off the bed and a strangled moan tear from her throat. His fingers joined in, two of them sliding inside her, curling up to stroke that perfect, secret spot, and all the while his tongue flicked and teased and tormented her swollen little nub.

“Oh fuck,” Kylie gasped, her nails scrabbling at the sheets, her hips bucking against his face. She could feel the wet heat of his mouth, the scrape of his stubble against her tender inner thighs, the obscene, slurping sounds he was making as he devoured her like a man starved. Her head thrashed to the side, and she caught a glimpse of Jonny and KC—Jonny’s hand tangled in KC’s blonde hair, guiding her head as she took his cock into her mouth, her lips stretched tight around his girth, her eyes watering but still locked defiantly on Kylie’s trembling body. The sight of it, the knowledge that they were all tangled together in this wicked, wonderful mess, sent a fresh surge of arousal flooding through her.

Jonny’s gaze met hers over KC’s bobbing head, and she saw the possessive fire burning there, the way his jaw clenched as he fucked KC’s mouth with slow, punishing thrusts. He was watching her, watching every tremor and moan, and she knew he was holding back, waiting for the perfect moment. Mark’s fingers curled deeper, his tongue flicking faster, and Kylie felt the orgasm building, coiling tight in her belly, a pressure that was almost unbearable. She was so close, teetering right on the edge, her whole body strung tight as a bowstring.

“Cum for me,” Jonny commanded, his voice rough and dark, cutting through the haze of pleasure.

And Kylie didn’t fight it. She let go, and the orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, a white-hot explosion of pleasure that ripped through her from the inside out. She screamed, a raw, primal sound that echoed off the villa’s high ceilings, and her body convulsed, her hips grinding against Mark’s face as her juices flooded his mouth. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, her back bowing, her inner muscles clamping down around his fingers in rhythmic, pulsing waves that seemed to go on and on. She could feel the wetness gushing, hear the desperate, hungry sounds Mark was making as he lapped it all up, and through it all, she kept her eyes locked on Jonny, watching the way his hips stuttered, the way his face contorted as he groaned and came down KC’s throat, his cock twitching against her tongue.

But he wasn’t done. Not even close.

He pulled KC off him with a wet pop, a string of saliva and cum connecting her lips to his cock for a brief, glistening moment before it broke. Then he shoved her toward Mark, his hand on her shoulder pushing her toward the bed. “You two,” he ordered, his voice still dark and commanding, but with a playful edge now, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Get on the bed. Now.”

Kylie watched, breathless and still trembling, as Mark scrambled onto the mattress, his trunks already gone, his cock hard and bobbing. KC climbed up after him, her dress riding up her thighs, and then they were tangled together, a mess of limbs and hungry mouths, Mark’s hands fisting in KC’s hair as he kissed her, hard and deep. Kylie had only a moment to appreciate the sight before Jonny grabbed her by the hair, his fist twisting in her golden waves, and yanked her up until she was on her knees on the bed, her back arching, a gasp of surprised pleasure escaping her lips. The bite of pain in her scalp sent a delicious shiver down her spine, and she met his eyes, saw the wicked gleam there.

“You wanted to play,” he growled, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his breath hot and teasing. He nipped at her earlobe, soothing the sting with a flick of his tongue. “Now you’ll earn it.”

And then he was inside her, no preamble, no gentle easing. His cock filled her in one deep, relentless thrust, stretching her, claiming her, and she cried out, her hands flying out to brace against the headboard. The sensation was overwhelming—the thick, hard heat of him, the way he seemed to reach so deep inside her that she could feel him in her throat. His fingers dug into her hips, sure to leave bruises, and he set a punishing rhythm, each stroke driving into her with a force that made the bed creak and the headboard slam against the wall. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her nipples brushing against the cool wood of the headboard, and she arched her back, pushing back against him, meeting him stroke for stroke.

“Harder,” she panted, the word a desperate, breathless plea. “Fuck me harder.” She wanted more, needed more, wanted him to shatter her into a million pieces and then put her back together again.

Jonny obliged with a low, wicked chuckle that vibrated through her. He pulled out, and before she could mourn the loss, he flipped her onto her stomach, his hand coming down on her ass with a sharp smack that made her yelp and then moan. The sting bloomed across her skin, a hot, tingling pleasure-pain, and then he was inside her again, driving into her from behind, his cock pistoning with a new, animalistic rhythm. He leaned over her, his chest pressing against her back, his teeth grazing her shoulder, and one hand snaked around to toy with her clit, circling it with a feather-light touch that was maddening in its contrast to the brutal pace of his fucking. She could hear KC’s muffled moans, Mark’s breathless groans as he fucked her mouth, the wet, rhythmic sounds of their own coupling, and it all blended together into a symphony of sin that pushed her closer and closer to the edge.

But Jonny didn’t let her cum. Not yet. He pulled his fingers away just as she was about to tip over, and she whimpered, a sound of pure, aching need. He kept her there, teetering, for what felt like an eternity, his cock driving into her, his breath hot against her ear, his voice a low, taunting murmur. “Not yet, baby. Not until I say.”

And then, finally, when she was a trembling, desperate mess, he pulled out and flipped her onto her back, his cock already hard and glistening with her arousal, and he buried himself inside her in one deep, perfect thrust that made her see stars. “Now,” he commanded, his voice a low growl. “Cum for me. And don’t you dare hold back.”

She didn’t. The orgasm hit like lightning, a blinding, all-consuming fire that ripped through her, and she screamed his name, her body convulsing, her inner muscles clamping down around his cock with a force that made him groan. She could feel her juices gushing, soaking them both, and through the haze of pleasure, she felt him thrust once, twice more, and then he was coming inside her, his cum flooding her, hot and thick, marking her as his in the most primal way possible. He collapsed on top of her, his weight a delicious pressure, and his lips brushed hers in a kiss that was surprisingly tender.

“Good girl,” he murmured against her mouth, and she could feel his smirk.

Kylie panted, her body still trembling with aftershocks, her mind still reeling, trying to process everything that had just happened. The sheets were a tangled mess beneath them, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat, and somewhere to her left, she could hear Mark and KC still going at it, their moans a distant counterpoint to the pounding of her own heart. She felt wrung out, utterly spent, but also more alive than she’d ever been.

Jonny pulled out slowly, and she felt the loss of him keenly, a sudden emptiness that made her ache. He rolled to the side, propping himself up on one elbow, and his gaze locked onto hers, dark and intense and full of wicked promise. “Now,” he said, and his voice was a low, playful growl that sent a fresh shiver down her spine, “let’s see if you can handle both of us.”

Kylie should have been afraid. She should have been horrified, should have been scrambling for her robe and running for the door. But all she felt, as she looked from Jonny’s smug, handsome face to the tangle of limbs on the other side of the bed, was a sick, delicious thrill that curled low in her belly and made her already sensitive pussy clench with renewed want. Because she knew—knew with a certainty that was as terrifying as it was exhilarating—that she wouldn’t stop him. Not ever. She was in this now, all the way, and she couldn’t wait to see just how deep the rabbit hole went.




Chapter 6

The air in the villa was syrupy and hot, heavy with the scent of sex—sweat, cum, and the faint, sweet musk of arousal still clinging to the rumpled sheets. Kylie stood frozen in the doorway, her legs still quaking from the way Jonny had just taken her apart, from the way he’d made her come so ferociously she’d forgotten her own name. Her robe hung loose and lazy around her hips, the flimsy silk barely covering the glorious mess between her thighs, the way his seed still trickled down her inner thighs in lazy rivulets, mixing with her own slickness. She should have been mortified. She should have been blushing crimson with embarrassment. But all she felt was that wicked, syrupy thrill, the kind that made her pulse hammer and her nipples tighten into aching buds all over again.

Mark was still wrapped around KC like a second skin, his fingers buried in her hair as he whispered something filthy against the curve of her neck. KC’s back arched luxuriously, her tits pressing into his chest, her breath coming in short, sharp little gasps as his cock still nudged inside her. Kylie’s gaze flicked to the bed, then to Jonny, who stood by the window, his cock already swelling again, thick and glossy at the tip, his dark eyes tracking her every micro-movement like a wolf sizing up a doe.

He’s going to make me do it again.

The thought sent a bolt of liquid heat straight to her core, making her inner muscles clench around nothing.

Jonny smirked, a slow, knowing curl of his lips as if he’d heard her unspoken words ringing in the air. “You’re staring,” he murmured, stepping closer with that lazy, predatory grace. His voice was a low, dangerous rumble, the kind that vibrated right between her thighs. “You want to watch them for a while longer? Or do you want to come back to me and take everything I’m going to give you?”

Kylie’s throat went sandpaper-dry. She wanted both. God, she wanted both. She wanted to watch Mark fuck KC until they both came undone in a symphony of moans, wanted to see the way his handsome face twisted into a mask of raw pleasure, wanted to hear KC’s moans turn from playful to utterly desperate. But she also craved Jonny’s hands on her again, those wicked, knowing fingers. Craved his cock inside her, stretching her, claiming her, using her until she couldn’t think straight.

She swallowed hard, her voice a husky whisper. “What’s the bet?”

Jonny’s smirk deepened into something almost cruel. “Oh, you’re playing now, sweetheart? Took you long enough.”

“You started it,” she shot back, lifting her chin with a surge of bravado, even as her knees felt like jelly. “You said we weren’t even close to finished.”

His eyes darkened, the humor draining into pure, molten intent. “No. I said we’re not even close to finished.” His gaze flicked to the bed, where Mark was now rolling his hips in a slow, devastating rhythm, then back to her. “But if you’re offering yourself up like a little dare…” He reached out, his fingertips brushing the jut of her hip, his touch a spark that sizzled straight to her clit. “I do love a good challenge.”

Kylie’s breath hitched audibly. “What kind of challenge?”

Jonny leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear, his hot breath fanning over her skin. “How about this?” His voice was a sensual growl. “You watch them. Really watch them. Every gasp, every thrust, every filthy little detail. And when they’re done, you come back to me, and I’ll reward you. But if you can’t wait that long?” His hand slid up her thigh, his fingers finding her clit through the damp silk, already slick with her renewed arousal. “If you need me before they’re finished…” He pressed down with a firm, unyielding pressure, rubbing a slow circle that made her gasp. “Then you’ll have to take what I give you. Right here. Bent over this chair, where they can see every inch of you coming apart.”

Kylie’s knees nearly buckled. She wanted that. Wanted him to make her cum in front of them, to be displayed like some naughty trophy, to prove she could handle the exquisite humiliation and raw pleasure all at once. But the thought of Mark and KC seeing her—really seeing her face twisted in ecstasy—made her pulse spike with something darker, something that pooled low and hot in her belly.

“And if I can wait?” she challenged, her voice barely a whisper, though her lips curved into a teasing smile.

Jonny’s fingers stilled instantly. Then, slowly, deliberately, he pulled his hand away, leaving her aching. “Then you get to decide what happens next. You call the shots, princess.” His gaze flicked to the bed, where KC’s moans had grown louder, where Mark’s hips were now pumping in deep, slick thrusts that made the headboard thud softly. “But you have to watch. Every second. And you have to be ready, soaking wet and desperate, when I call you back.”

Kylie’s breath came fast and shallow. She could do this. She wanted to do this, that delicious edge of anticipation already making her shiver.

Jonny stepped back, giving her space, his arms crossing over his chest as he leaned against the wall, the picture of patient arrogance. “Go on, then. Watch them like the good little voyeur you are.”

She turned, her robe swaying around her thighs with a whisper, and walked back toward the bed, feeling the heat of Jonny’s gaze on her ass. Mark’s head snapped up as she approached, his eyes dark and glittering with arousal, his cock still buried deep inside KC, who was arched beneath him like a bow. KC’s gaze locked onto Kylie’s, her lips parted, her breath coming in sharp, ragged gasps as Mark fucked her harder, his fingers digging into the flesh of her hips with possessive strength.

“You’re enjoying the show?” Mark panted, his voice rough and broken, a bead of sweat tracing down his temple.

Kylie didn’t answer with words. She just stood there, her fingers twisting in the silk of her robe, her body already trembling with the need for Jonny’s touch. She let her gaze drift over them—the way Mark’s muscles bunched, the way KC’s nipples peaked, the wet sounds of their joining.

Jonny moved behind her like a shadow, his hands sliding around her waist, his fingers finding her clit again through the damp fabric. “You like watching them, baby?” he murmured, his voice a low, gravelly growl right in her ear. “You like knowing they can see you, see how desperate you are for me?”

Kylie whimpered, her hips canting into his touch. “Yes. Yes, I love it.”

Jonny’s fingers pressed down harder, rubbing slick circles, while his other hand cupped her breast, thumbing her nipple through the silk. “Then watch. Don’t close your eyes. I want you to watch every single second.”

She did. She kept her eyes glued to the bed as Mark’s thrusts grew more frantic, as KC’s nails raked down his back leaving red trails, as their bodies moved together in a rhythm that was as raw as it was hypnotic. And all the while, Jonny’s fingers worked her tirelessly, his touch relentless, his breath hot against her neck, his teeth grazing her earlobe. He slipped a finger inside her, then two, pumping in time with the creaking bed.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured, his voice dripping with satisfaction. “You’re so ready for me. You want me to make you cum like this? In front of them, screaming my name while they watch?”

Kylie’s breath hitched, her hips bucking. “Yes. God, yes.”

Jonny’s fingers left her abruptly, and she whimpered in protest—until she felt his cock, hot and hard and velvety, nudging against her ass. He didn’t waste a heartbeat. In one smooth, breathtaking motion, he thrust inside her from behind, filling her completely, his hands gripping her hips like she was his to maneuver. “Fuck,” she gasped, her nails digging into the edge of the mattress as he sheathed himself to the hilt.

Jonny’s thrusts were deep and deliberate, his cock dragging against every sensitive nerve inside her, hitting that perfect spot with each stroke. The bed groaned beneath their combined weight, the sound mixing with KC’s high-pitched moans and Mark’s guttural grunts, the whole room a symphony of sex, of bodies moving together in a primal rhythm, of pleasure and power and pure, unadulterated possession.

“You like that?” Jonny growled, slamming into her a little harder, his breath hot against the nape of her neck. “You like being fucked while they watch, while they see what a desperate little thing you are for me?”

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned, her head falling back against his shoulder, her whole body jolting. “Please, don’t stop, please don’t ever stop.”

Jonny didn’t. If anything, he increased his pace, his cock stretching her, filling her, using her in a way that made her toes curl against the floor. His fingers found her clit again, rubbing tight circles that matched his thrusts. Kylie’s orgasm built quickly, a coiling spring of pressure that tightened and tightened, her inner muscles fluttering around him, her breath coming in short, sharp, desperate gasps.

“Cum for me, Kylie,” Jonny commanded, his voice a dark, velvet order. “Let go. Now.”

And she did. Her release crashed over her in violent waves, her slick juices coating his cock as she screamed his name, her body convulsing in his arms, vision splintering into stars. Jonny didn’t slow down. He kept fucking her through it, his own groan ripping through the air as he buried himself to the hilt and came inside her, hot and pulsing, filling her up, marking her as his in a way that felt as permanent as it was deliciously temporary.

For a long, suspended moment, they stayed like that—breathless, tangled together, the sound of Mark and KC’s own climaxes echoing in the background. Then Jonny pulled out slowly, his cum dripping down her thighs in thick rivulets. He grabbed a towel from the chair and wiped her clean with surprising gentleness, his touch almost tender now.

“Good girl,” he murmured, pressing a soft kiss to her shoulder. “Such a good girl for me.”

Kylie turned her head, her lips brushing his stubbled jaw. “That was… incredible.”

“Just the beginning,” he finished, his voice a dark, honeyed promise. Across the room, Mark and KC had finally collapsed, KC sprawled across the sheets with her tits heaving, her hair a wild mess, her lips swollen from Mark’s relentless kisses. Mark was already reaching for her again, his cock already stirring, his gaze locked onto Kylie and Jonny with naked hunger.

Jonny smirked. “Let’s give them a real show. Come on, sweetheart, the pool’s calling.”

And with that, he took Kylie’s hand and led her out of the room, their game only just beginning.

---

The poolside was even more crowded than before, the sun a blazing gold coin in the sky, the air thick with the coconut scent of sunscreen and the sharp tang of saltwater. Couples lounged on sunbeds, their bodies intertwined in lazy, sensual knots, their laughter mixing with the occasional shameless moan. Kylie and Jonny walked along the edge of the pool, the water lapping gently against the tiles, until they found a spot where the shadows were deeper, where a thick frangipani tree cast a dappled canopy that hid them from casual view.

Jonny stopped, turning to face her, his gaze locking onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flip. “You ready for round two? Or should I say, round poolside?” His tone was pure, teasing sin.

Kylie’s breath hitched. She was ready. Her body was already humming, the echo of his cum inside her a reminder of how completely she wanted this—wanted him to use her again, wanted to be seen, wanted to be the center of this dangerous, exhilarating game.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice dripping with need.

Jonny’s smirk turned predatory, a flash of perfect white teeth. “Good girl.” He grabbed her wrist and pulled her until they were standing at the water’s edge, where the pool was deep enough to hide them from the waist down, where the shadows would keep their secrets. He spun her around, pressing her front against the cool, smooth tile edge, her tits flattening against the stone, the slight chill making her nipples peak even more.

“Spread your legs, baby,” he ordered, his voice a low command.

She obeyed instantly, her thighs trembling as she widened her stance, her bikini bottoms already damp not from pool water but from her own arousal. Jonny’s fingers traced the edge of the skimpy fabric, then hooked into it, pulling it aside with a leisurely, deliberate tug. His thumb found her clit, still sensitive from before, and circled it slowly, deliberately, while his other hand slid up her spine.

“You’re soaked again,” he murmured against her ear, his voice a low, approving growl. “Already thinking about cumming for me, aren’t you? Already aching for my cock.”

Kylie nodded frantically, her breath coming in short gasps as her hips pushed back instinctively. “Yes, please, I need it.”

Jonny’s fingers left her, and she whimpered in protest—until she felt the broad, velvety head of his cock, hot and hard, pressing against her slick entrance. He didn’t waste time with teasing. In one smooth, devastating motion, he thrust inside her, filling her completely, his hands gripping her hips as he pulled her back onto him. She could feel every inch of him, the stretch making her eyes flutter.

“Fuck,” she gasped, her nails scratching against the wet tile.

Jonny’s thrusts were deep and relentless, the water sloshing around them in rhythmic waves, but neither of them cared about the noise or the splashing. All that mattered was the way he was using her, the way her body was begging for more, clamping down on him. He angled his hips, hitting that spot inside her that made stars burst behind her eyes, and she cried out, the sound swallowed by the music from the poolside speakers.

“You like that?” he growled, his pace quickening, his balls slapping against her with each thrust. “You like being fucked in front of all these people, where anyone could see?”

“Yes,” she moaned, her voice raw. “Yes, I love it, don’t stop, please.”

Jonny didn’t. If anything, he increased his pace, his cock stretching her, filling her, driving into her in a way that made her whole body shake. One of his hands snaked around to her clit, pinching and rubbing in time with his strokes, while the other held her hip like a vise. Kylie’s orgasm built like a thunderstorm, pressure coiling tight, her breath coming in short, sharp, hiccupping gasps.

“Cum for me,” Jonny commanded, his voice slicing through the haze. “Now, baby. Let go.”

And she did. Her release ripped through her, hot and violent, her juices coating his cock as she screamed his name, the sound muffled against her own arm. Her body convulsed, her inner walls milking him. Jonny didn’t slow down; he rode her through it, his own groan tearing from his chest as he buried himself to the hilt and came, thick and hot, inside her, adding to the mess, marking her all over again.

For a long, floating moment, they stayed like that—breathless, tangled together, the pool water lapping at their legs. Then Jonny pulled out slowly, his cum mixing with the chlorine water as it dripped down her thighs. He grabbed a nearby towel and gently wiped her clean, his touch now reverent, his lips pressing a kiss to her shoulder blade.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice a warm rumble. “So fucking good.”

Kylie turned her head, her lips brushing his jaw. “That was… amazing. Again.”

“Just the beginning,” he repeated, his voice a promise. Across the pool, KC and Mark had stopped swimming and were treading water, watching them with open mouths. KC’s face was a complicated mix of jealousy and furious fascination, while Mark’s eyes were dark, his lips slightly parted, clearly aroused despite himself. Jonny smirked, raising a hand in a mock salute.

“Let’s give them a real show. The beach is private at this hour.” He took Kylie’s hand and led her away from the pool, leaving wet footprints on the hot stone.

---

They bypassed the sunbeds entirely, Jonny’s hand a warm, firm anchor guiding her down a winding path to the resort’s private beach. The sand was fine and white, still warm from the sun, and the shadows of towering palms stretched long and dark, offering pockets of perfect concealment. The ocean sighed softly, the waves a gentle, rhythmic lullaby that would drown out any moans.

Jonny stopped at the very edge of the shore, where the wet sand gave way to shallow, foaming water. He turned to her, his gaze a dark, smoldering thing that made her pulse flutter. “You really want this, don’t you?” His voice was low, laced with amusement and raw desire. “You really want to be used like a little beach toy, right here where anyone taking a evening walk could see?”

Kylie’s breath hitched. She did. She wanted it all—the thrill of being seen, the rush of being wanted so carnally, the feeling of being completely, utterly owned in this wild, exhilarating way.

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice trembling with anticipation.

Jonny’s smirk turned feral. “Good.” He grabbed her wrist and pulled her a few steps into the water, until the gentle waves lapped around their ankles, then their shins. He spun her around, pressing her front against a large, smooth boulder half-submerged in the sand, the cold stone a stark contrast to the heat of her skin. Her tits flattened against it, and she could feel every grain of sand clinging to her.

“Spread your legs, Kylie,” he ordered, his tone brooking no refusal.

She obeyed instantly, widening her stance, her thighs quivering, the cool water lapping at her inner thighs. Jonny’s fingers slid under her bikini bottoms again, pulling them aside with a wet, snapping sound. His thumb found her clit, still swollen and sensitive, and he circled it with a featherlight touch before pressing harder.

“You’re drenched for me again,” he murmured, his voice a dark, pleased rumble. “Just thinking about my cock inside you, aren’t you? Imagining me stretching you open here in the sand.”

Kylie nodded desperately, her hips rocking back. “Yes, always, please.”

Jonny’s fingers left her, and she let out a small, keening sound of loss—until she felt the hard, hot press of his cock against her entrance. He didn’t tease. In one smooth, powerful motion, he thrust inside her, filling her completely, his hands gripping her hips as he pinned her between his body and the rock. She threw her head back, a gasping cry escaping her lips as he stretched her.

“Fuck,” she breathed, her nails scrabbling against the rough surface of the boulder.

Jonny’s thrusts were deep and merciless, the water splashing around them with each movement, the sound of their bodies meeting a wet, rhythmic slap. He found a punishing pace, his cock dragging against her inner walls, hitting that deep, secret spot that made her vision blur. The ocean breeze cooled the sweat on her skin, a delicious contrast to the heat building inside her.

“You like that?” he growled into her ear, nipping at the lobe. “Like being fucked raw on the beach, where anyone could stroll by and see you taking my cock like a good girl?”

“Yes,” she moaned, the sound swallowed by a wave. “Yes, yes, don’t stop, please, I’m so close.”

Jonny didn’t stop. He wound an arm around her waist, his fingers finding her clit and rubbing in tight, furious circles that matched the rhythm of his hips. Kylie’s orgasm built with hurricane force, a pressure so intense she could barely breathe, her inner muscles fluttering wildly around him.

“Cum for me, right now,” Jonny commanded, his voice a sharp, delicious crack.

And she did. Her release crashed over her, a tidal wave of pleasure that made her scream his name to the empty sky, her body convulsing against the rock. Her juices gushed around his cock, and Jonny drove deep, his own groan ripping through the air as he spilled himself inside her, hot pulses of cum filling her up, mingling with the salt water that splashed around them.

They stayed there for a long moment, panting, the waves kissing their legs, his body draped over hers. Then Jonny slowly pulled out, his cum immediately clouding the shallow water. He grabbed the edge of his own towel that he’d dropped on the sand, and gently cleaned her off, his touch suddenly tender, almost reverent.

“Good girl,” he murmured, pressing a kiss to the top of her spine. “You’re perfect.”

Kylie turned her head, her lips brushing his cheek. “That was… so good. But I’m not done.”

Jonny chuckled, the sound dark and promising. “Just the beginning, baby.” He glanced up the beach, where KC and Mark were now standing a distance away, seemingly having followed them. KC’s arms were crossed, her expression a storm of jealousy, but Mark’s eyes were glued to Kylie, dark with desire. Jonny smirked, raising his voice. “Let’s give them a real show. The rooftop bar at sunset. Come on.”

He took Kylie’s hand and led her back toward the resort, leaving the couple behind in a cloud of salt and sand.

---

The rooftop bar was a jewel box perched atop the resort, the sky bleeding into shades of tangerine and rose as the sun dipped low. The music was a thrumming, sensual bass that vibrated through the floor, loud enough to cover any indiscretion, and the lighting was deliberately dim—candlelight flickering in glass hurricanes, casting dancing shadows. The view of the ocean stretched endlessly, a perfect, romantic backdrop for absolute debauchery.

Jonny led Kylie past the few other guests, who were too engrossed in their own cocktails to notice much, to a secluded corner where a large pillar and a potted palm created a natural alcove. He stopped, turning her to face him, his gaze intense and hungry. “You still want this?” he asked, though it was more of a statement. “You still want to be used where they can watch us from the bar?”

Kylie’s breath hitched, her whole body singing. She glanced over and saw KC and Mark settling onto bar stools a discreet distance away, their eyes fixed on the couple. Mark’s hand was already on KC’s thigh, but his attention was solely on Kylie. She smiled, feeling wicked. “Yes,” she whispered. “Please, Jonny. I need it.”

Jonny’s smirk turned predatory. “Good girl.” He grabbed her wrist and spun her around, pressing her front against the smooth, cool surface of the bar’s stone pillar. Her tits flattened against it, and the chill seeped through her thin cover-up. “Spread your legs, princess.”

She obeyed, widening her stance, her flimsy sundress riding up. Jonny’s fingers traced the edge of her bikini bottoms—or rather, he just pushed the fabric aside, finding her already drenched. His thumb found her clit, rubbing it with practiced, devastating skill while his other hand cupped her ass.

“You’re always soaked for me,” he murmured, his voice a decadent growl. “Always thinking about my cock, aren’t you? Even in public.”

Kylie nodded, moaning softly as she pushed back. “Yes, always, please…”

Jonny’s fingers retreated, and then she felt the blunt, hot head of his cock pressing against her entrance. He didn’t wait. In one swift, deep thrust, he buried himself inside her, filling her completely. She gasped, her hands scrambling for purchase on the pillar, the stone cool against her palms.

“Fuck,” she breathed, as he began to move.

Jonny’s thrusts were deep and relentless, each one a slow, deliberate stroke designed to drive her wild. He angled his hips, hitting that secret spot that made her see stars, and the bass of the music seemed to sync with the rhythm of his hips. The noise of the bar—the clinking glasses, the laughter—faded away, leaving only the wet sound of their joining and her desperate little mewls.

“You like that?” he growled, his lips brushing her ear. “Like being fucked up here, with the whole ocean watching, with them watching?”

“Yes,” she moaned, her voice cracking. “Don’t stop, please, Jonny, I’m so close.”

Jonny didn’t stop. He snaked a hand around, his fingers finding her clit and stroking in that perfect, rapid pattern. Kylie’s orgasm built like a rocket, pressure coiling impossibly tight, her breath coming in fractured gasps.

“Cum for me,” he commanded, his voice a dark, hoarse whisper.

And she did. She shattered, crying out his name as waves of pleasure crashed through her, her inner walls clamping down rhythmically. Jonny groaned, driving into her one last time and spilling his release deep inside her, hot and throbbing, marking her again.

They stayed there, panting, for a long moment, the buzz of the bar slowly filtering back in. Jonny pulled out gently and, with a wicked grin, used a cocktail napkin from a nearby table to clean her up. “Good girl,” he murmured, kissing her shoulder. “So good for me.”

Kylie turned, kissing his jaw. “That was… I can’t even.”

“Just the beginning,” he said, his eyes dancing. From the bar, KC looked torn between fury and reluctant arousal, while Mark’s face was flushed, his gaze locked on them. Jonny raised his glass in a toast before setting it down. “Let’s give them a real show. Elevator’s waiting, baby.”

He took her hand, and they slipped away from the rooftop, leaving a trail of silent shock behind them.

---

The elevator ride was criminally short, but the tension between them was so thick it could be sliced with a knife. Jonny’s hand was on her thigh, his fingers tracing slow, maddening circles against her skin, inching higher with every passing floor. His gaze never left hers, his smirk a permanent, wicked fixture. The mirrored walls reflected her flushed, disheveled state—her dress askew, her lips swollen—and she loved it.

“You really want this, don’t you?” he murmured, his voice a low, dangerous purr. “You really want me to take you again, right here where anyone could walk in?”

Kylie’s breath hitched. She did. She wanted him to take her against the elevator wall, under the merciless fluorescent light, no hiding, no pretense. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice thick with need.

Jonny’s smirk turned purely predatory. “Good.” He didn’t wait. As the elevator glided upward, he grabbed her wrist and spun her, pressing her front against the cool mirrored wall. Her palms landed flat against the glass, and she saw her own wild eyes reflected. His hands were on her hips, yanking her skirt up and pulling her bikini bottoms aside. “Spread your legs, Kylie.”

She obeyed, her thighs shaking. Before she could even draw a full breath, she felt the thick, hard head of his cock nudging at her entrance, and then he thrust into her in one deep, glorious stroke, filling her completely. She cried out, the sound echoing in the small space.

Jonny’s thrusts were fast and punishing, his body slamming against hers in a primal rhythm, the mirrors rattling slightly. He gripped her hips hard enough to bruise, pulling her back onto him with each drive. “You like this? Getting fucked in an elevator like the desperate little thing you are?”

“Yes!” she moaned, her nails scrabbling at the mirror. “Yes, please, harder!”

He gave her harder. His fingers found her clit and rubbed ruthlessly, and her orgasm surged without warning—a sudden, violent crash that had her screaming his name, her body clenching around him as she came. Jonny groaned, thrusting deep once more and releasing inside her, his warmth flooding her.

The elevator dinged. They barely had time to adjust before the doors slid open on their floor, the hallway mercifully empty. Jonny pulled out, using his shirt to wipe her before tucking himself away. “Good girl,” he whispered, kissing her fiercely.

Kylie was panting, her brain fuzzy. “That was…”

“Just the beginning.” He took her hand and led her briskly to their villa door, the game still very much alive.

---

The villa door clicked shut behind them, and the air inside was heady with the remnants of their earlier passion—rumpled sheets, the ghost of musk. The lights were low, soft and amber, and the bed was still unmade, an invitation. Jonny released her hand and turned, his gaze a dark promise.

“You’re mine, Kylie,” he growled, stalking toward her until her back hit the door. “Do you understand that now?”

Kylie’s breath hitched. She understood perfectly. She wanted to be his—completely, utterly, in ways that were as dangerous as they were exhilarating. “Yes,” she whispered, her voice steady with conviction. “I’m yours.”

Jonny’s smirk turned feral. “Good.” He grabbed her hips and lifted her effortlessly onto the small counter by the mini-bar, her legs automatically spreading around him, her sundress rucked up. His cock was already hard again, pressing against her thigh. He nudged her bikini aside one last time and thrust inside her with a single, deep stroke, groaning at the tight heat.

This time was different—slower, deeper, almost reverent. He rocked into her in long, luxurious glides, his forehead pressed to hers, their breaths mingling. “Mine,” he repeated with each thrust. “Say it.”

“Yours,” she gasped, her nails biting into his shoulders. “Yours, Jonny.”

He kissed her, a deep, possessive kiss that stole her breath, while his cock filled her completely. She was so sensitive, so primed, that her climax built quickly, a shimmering wave that crested and crashed, her body milking him. He followed her over the edge with a guttural groan, spilling inside her once more, marking her irrevocably.

They stayed tangled, panting, the world outside forgotten. Jonny gently pulled out and carried her to the bed, laying her down on the rumpled sheets, his touch now impossibly tender. “Good girl,” he murmured, pressing kisses to her eyelids, her lips. “You’re perfect.”

Kylie smiled, lazy and sated. “Just the beginning, right?”

He chuckled, the sound a dark, velvety promise as he pulled her into his arms. “Just the beginning, baby. There’s still the whole night.”

And as they lay there, the distant sound of the ocean lulling them, the game was far, far from over—but for a moment, they rested, ready for whatever wicked challenge came next.
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