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      The Porn Star’s Promise
    

    
      The flight from Atlanta was only four hours, but the version of Selene and Steve boarding the plane was a world away from the couple who had first joked about strippers over a bottle of tequila.
    

    
      Back in their apartment, the shift had started as a drunken dare—a conversation about curiosity and rumors about black strippers that neither of them was supposed to take seriously. But when Kenny, Steve’s best man, stepped into the equation, the joke became a high-stakes reality. Throughout their engagement, those Friday nights in the living room had become a focused, visceral training ground. With Steve watching from the sidelines, Selene had used Kenny to perfect the skills she’d once only seen on a screen, determined to transform herself into the "porn star" she’d promised her future husband she would be.
    

    
      The spade tattoo glowing on her hip was more than just ink; it was a permanent marking of her new identity. She had spent months mastering the art of the "Throat Goat," pushing her boundaries under Steve’s prideful gaze, preparing for the moment their traditional marriage would evolve into something much more uninhibited.
    

    
      Now, the wedding was behind them, and the training was over. As the turquoise waters of the Jamaican coast rose to meet the jet, Selene sat in the cabin with a new, radiant physical confidence. The quiet domesticity of Atlanta was a memory. The Grand Oasis was waiting, and for the first time, the "porn star" Steve had helped create was ready to perform on a much larger stage.
    

    
      
    

    

    
      
    

    
      Bonus Chapter 1: Arrival and First Contact
    

    
      The air outside the jetway was wet and electric, a different kind of heat than any airport back home. The tile gleamed, white and impossible under banks of light, and every step carried the hum of voices and distant reggae, the patter of wheels on the floor. Steve followed Selene off the plane and into the press of arrivals, watching the way her hair clung to her neck, already damp from the walk.
    

    
      She wore the white cotton dress she’d picked for “tropical simplicity,” but on her it was anything but. The straps were thin, not even as wide as a finger, and the fabric barely made it to her mid-thigh. The Queen of Spades tattoo glared just above the neckline, crisp and black, an inch below her collarbone.
    

    
      They hit the first bottleneck at customs. The line curled around a stanchion, fifty people packed tight, the air a wall of sweat and perfume. Selene drifted two steps ahead, eyes tracking the crowd. She rolled her shoulders, letting the tank slip lower. Her nipples pressed hard against the cotton, dark and obvious. Steve noticed, so did everyone else.
    

    
      The black man in security blue near the front of the line let his gaze stick for a full second before moving on. A porter in a white shirt and cap slowed his cart to get a better angle. Two men near the baggage claim caught sight, did a double take, then started whispering and glancing back.
    

    
      Steve felt the pulse in his jaw, the hot rush under his skin. He watched the ripple effect—one man stared, then another, then a whole patch of the crowd locked on, like they’d been told to expect something wild and found it in her. The effect wasn’t subtle. It was a gut punch, every time.
    

    
      Selene didn’t shrink. If anything, she grew. Her spine straightened, her chin lifted, her walk slowed. She moved like she owned the air between each step. Steve saw her chest rise and fall, deep and steady.
    

    
      He stepped up beside her, leaned close so only she could hear. “You good?”
    

    
      She didn’t look at him. Just kept her eyes forward and whispered, “Never been better. I want them to stare. I want them to know.”
    

    
      Steve didn’t answer. He put his palm flat to the small of her back and left it there, a claim, a comfort, a quiet dare. Selene leaned back into his touch, just enough to let him feel it.
    

    
      The line crept forward. Every eye stayed on her, and she soaked up every one.
    

    
      Steve stood behind her and let himself feel the weight of every stare, and wondered if he would ever get used to it.
    

    
      ***
    

    
      Outside the arrivals, the air pressed in, hot and humid with a mix of car exhaust, salt, and sweet rot from the palms that lined the median. The taxi queue bristled with men in pressed shirts and name tags, each leaning on their cars with a mix of boredom and calculation. Steve guided the luggage cart behind Selene, tracking the bounce of her ass under the dress, the flex of calf as she walked. The QOS tattoo was a beacon, sucking up every pair of eyes in the row.
    

    
      The first driver in line was in his thirties, skin dark and polished, his white shirt so crisp it looked starched on. He greeted them with a nod, a direct look, and lifted the heavy case with one arm into the trunk. When he opened the rear door for Selene, he locked on the tattoo, not subtle. His gaze stayed on it a beat too long, then moved up to her face. She didn’t blink.
    

    
      Steve slid in next to her. As the taxi jerked away from the curb, reggae spooled from the dash, and the driver angled the rearview to catch Selene’s face.
    

    
      “First time in Jamaica?” he asked.
    

    
      Selene leaned forward. The neckline dipped lower, the black spade in full view. “First time together,” she said. “Honeymoon.”
    

    
      The driver grinned, all teeth. “Congratulations. You two want to see the real Jamaica, or the tourist one?”
    

    
      Steve said, “Just the resort, for now.” He felt his pulse in his wrist. The driver’s eyes never left Selene’s chest.
    

    
      “Can give you any ride you like,” the driver said, voice dropping low. “Smooth, or rough. Lady’s choice.”
    

    
      Steve stiffened, felt a twinge of jealousy, then a sharper hit of pride.
    

    
      Selene just laughed, high and open. “I’m a little worn out from the flight,” she said.
    

    
      The driver’s voice went softer, almost a purr. “You get in, you just lay back and let me do the work. No need to tire yourself out.”
    

    
      Steve wanted to say something, but the words stuck. He glanced at Selene, who bit her lower lip and shrugged.
    

    
      The rest of the ride passed in silence, except for the music and the steady, hungry look in the rearview mirror. At one point, Selene’s hand found Steve’s thigh. She squeezed once, hard, then let go.
    

    
      The resort was a sprawl of white stone and bright flowers, the entrance looping wide to show off the fountain and the line of staff waiting to greet new guests. The driver hopped out, unloaded the bags, then took a long, slow look at Selene before waving them toward the glass doors.
    

    
      Inside, the cold air hit like a slap. Selene’s dress clung to her, sweat shining at the hollow of her collarbone, her nipples ready to jump from her breasts. The front desk was staffed by a single clerk—a lean black man in a navy resort polo, with a high fade and a voice like caramel. He checked their passports, then asked Selene to sign the card.
    

    
      When she leaned over the counter, the spade was right in his line of sight. He noticed it instantly, eyes going wide, then narrowing to a smile. “That is a unique tattoo, Miss,” he said. “Welcome to paradise. I am certain you will have a wonderful time here.”
    

    
      Selene smiled. “That’s the plan.”
    

    
      The clerk took his time, clicking the keyboard with one hand while glancing at Selene. He slid the room key across the desk, then gestured to their bags. “Let me show you to your villa personally, please. It’s the least I can do for such a special guest.”
    

    
      He lifted the bags—one in each hand, no effort—and led them down a path that wound through hedges and bougainvillea. He kept up a line of patter about amenities, the private beach, the adult-only pool, the spa. The path was empty except for the three of them.
    

    
      At the door, the clerk unlocked it, set the bags inside, then turned to Selene. “If you need anything, day or night, please let me know. I’ll be happy to service you.”
    

    
      He held out a business card, plain white with his name and a number in neat blue script. He pressed it into Selene’s palm, closing her fingers around it.
    

    
      Selene glanced at Steve, then back at the clerk. “Thank you,” she said. “I’ll keep that in mind.”
    

    
      The door closed behind him. For a second, the room felt huge and empty. Steve took in the king bed, the balcony beyond, the little table with a bottle of champagne chilling in the ice bucket.
    

    
      He dropped onto the edge of the bed, both hands on his knees. “You want to cover up the tattoo?” he asked. “If you want any peace on this trip?”
    

    
      Selene flopped next to him, legs crossed, the dress riding up. “I don’t want peace,” she said. “I enjoy being the piece.” She glanced at him, lifted her dress up to flash him as she removed it, “I’m a porn STAR, baby, not a porn librarian. I want people to watch.”
    

    
      She rolled to her feet and picked a sundress from the case. This one was even shorter, the straps thinner, the neckline deeper. She checked herself in the mirror, then let her hair down and shook it out.
    

    
      The tattoo sat perfect above the hem, black and sharp against her skin.
    

    
      She turned to Steve, held up the digital recorder, and pointed it at him. “You want to pick the first one? Or should I?”
    

    
      He shrugged, trying to play cool. “You pick. You know your type better.”
    

    
      Selene smiled at the mirror. “I’m a simple girl,” she said. “I like it hard and black.”
    

    
      She slung the crossbody bag over one shoulder, dropped the room key inside, and walked to the door. The recorder was in Steve’s hand, ready and waiting.
    

    
      Selene glanced back, lips parted, eyes bright. “Let’s go find some trouble, babe.”
    

    
      Steve followed, his heart pounding and his cock already hard. The world outside was waiting, and she was ready to ruin it.
    

    
      
    

    

    
      
    

    
      Bonus Chapter 2: The First Conquest
    

    
      The resort cafe was cold enough to raise goosebumps, the air conditioner battling the Caribbean heat and winning. Steve sat in a corner booth with a chipped white mug clamped between his palms. Selene was across from him, legs crossed at the knee, her left foot bare and curled under the booth bench. She wore a sundress with a loose tie at the neck; the Queen of Spades tattoo was visible above the cut, almost black against the pale V of her skin. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, so the fabric shifted with every breath.
    

    
      There were only three other guests—two old women trading stories in French, and a dad type reading something on a tablet. The only staff visible was the young waiter, maybe twenty-three, with neat dreads pulled into a short tail. He wore the resort’s teal polo tucked into black pants, the shirt straining at his biceps. His attention had tracked Selene from the moment they walked in. Steve clocked the first look, the quick recovery, the way the waiter’s face reset each time he forced himself not to look again.
    

    
      Steve sipped his coffee and watched the cycle repeat: the waiter appeared at the edge of the room, hands behind his back, eyes skimming the tables. Every time he caught the tattoo, his gaze would snag, then drop, then flick up to her face, then away. It was the tattoo that did it. Not the tits, not the legs. Just that little patch of black at her collarbone, a code only certain people knew how to read.
    

    
      Selene pretended not to notice. She scrolled her phone, then put it down and watched condensation bead on her water glass. Her hair was up, but half the pins had already given up, leaving dark strands hanging over her cheekbones.
    

    
      When the waiter finally approached to drop the check, Steve could see him building up to it. The guy lingered behind the counter, drying his hands, then drifted over with the bill in one hand and a metal pen in the other. He set it on the table, but didn’t retreat.
    

    
      “You folks want a dessert menu?” he asked. The accent was island, but faint.
    

    
      Selene shook her head. “I think we’re ready.” She reached for the check, the movement pulling the sundress lower. The spade tattoo shined. She looked the waiter dead in the eye and said, “You know what this means?”
    

    
      The waiter’s eyes widened a fraction, then the mask dropped back into place. “Ma’am?”
    

    
      She smiled, slow. “Nothing. Never mind.” She scrawled a tip on the line, then turned the receipt so it faced him. “You got a name?”
    

    
      He hesitated, then said, “Deshawn.”
    

    
      Selene grinned, then set the pen down, not letting go for a second too long. “Thanks, Deshawn.”
    

    
      He smiled back, teeth white and even. Then he left, walking with a tightness in his stride.
    

    
      Steve felt the tension in his chest, a kind of chemical heat pooling behind his ribs. He was so hard under the table it hurt. He drained his coffee, which tasted like nothing.
    

    
      Selene reached across and squeezed his hand, once, then let go. “You okay?” she said, voice low.
    

    
      “Yeah.”
    

    
      She watched him, eyes soft and unreadable. “Want to go back to the room?”
    

    
      He shook his head. “I want to watch you.”
    

    
      She bit her lip, then glanced at the exit. The French women had left. The dad was on the patio, face in his screen. The room was empty but for the three of them.
    

    
      Deshawn reappeared, wiping down the last clean table.
    

    
      Selene stood, tugged the sundress straight, and crossed the tiled floor. Steve watched the way she moved—hips loose, feet silent. She stopped at the counter, leaned in, and spoke to Deshawn. Steve couldn’t hear what she said, but the effect was instant: the young man’s eyes went wide, then narrow, then he nodded.
    

    
      She turned, called over her shoulder, “Give me a minute, babe.”
    

    
      Steve watched her slip behind the counter, then through a door marked EMPLOYEES ONLY. She was gone maybe thirty seconds. When she came back, Deshawn was with her.
    

    
      They returned to the booth. Selene slid in first, taking the inside seat. Deshawn hesitated, then sat next to her, careful to leave a gap. She closed it fast, her bare thigh flush to his black pants.
    

    
      Steve watched the way Deshawn’s hands flexed on his knees.
    

    
      Selene turned so she faced the kid, one arm over the booth back. “So now you know what it means,” she said, voice a thread above the air con.
    

    
      Deshawn nodded, eyes locked on the tattoo.
    

    
      She leaned in and whispered something in his ear. His hand jumped, grabbing for the table, knuckles white.
    

    
      Selene smiled, then ducked under the tablecloth.
    

    
      Steve’s pulse snapped. He scooted closer to the edge of his seat, careful not to draw attention. He kept his gaze fixed on Deshawn’s face, and on the shape of the white tablecloth pulled taut over the table. He could hear nothing, but the guy’s jaw tensed, his eyelids fluttered. Deshawn’s hand went from gripping the edge of the bench to clutching his own thigh, fingers digging hard.
    

    
      Steve held his breath.
    

    
      The tablecloth rippled. A faint scraping sound. Steve imagined her hands—nails down the seam of the zipper, fingers curled around the shaft, dark tongue flicking at the head. He couldn’t see her, but he could see the way Deshawn’s whole body went rigid.
    

    
      Selene’s voice from under the table, “Hold the tablecloth up so my husband can watch.”
    

    
      Deshawn’s left foot thumped once, then again, a nervous drummer’s tap. He swallowed hard, then lifted his gaze to Steve as he lifted the tablecloth.
    

    
      For a second, they just looked at each other. Then Deshawn blinked, the spell broken. He looked down, as did Steve. A flash of a smile, then her black hair bobbing slowly in the waiter’s lap.
    

    
      Steve wanted to reach under the table and touch Selene’s hair, wanted to feel the rhythm of her motion. He didn’t. He kept his hands flat to the table, white-knuckled.
    

    
      Deshawn’s face twisted, mouth open, a silent gasp. He gripped the bench with both hands now, elbows locked.
    

    
      Steve could see the veins at his throat, the line of his jaw.
    

    
      The silence stretched.
    

    
      A wet noise, quiet but impossible to miss. The table shook, just a little. Steve felt his cock throb in his shorts, the edge of his vision going fuzzy.
    

    
      Then, just as suddenly, it was over. Deshawn exhaled, sagged against the booth, one hand over his mouth. His eyes closed, then opened, dazed.
    

    
      Selene reappeared, sliding back into view with a half-smile. She smoothed the front of her dress, then wiped the corner of her lip with her thumb.
    

    
      Deshawn stood, adjusted himself, and said, voice barely more than a rasp, “Thank you, ma’am.”
    

    
      Selene nodded, then looked at Steve. “Ready?”
    

    
      Steve stood, his legs shaky. He threw a twenty on the table and followed her out.
    

    
      They walked the tiled hallway in silence, her hand loose in his.
    

    
      At the elevator, she grinned at him, no words, just teeth and the wild glint in her eye.
    

    
      Steve couldn’t say a thing. He just squeezed her hand, once, tight.
    

    
      The elevator doors slid open. Selene stepped in, and Steve followed, already hard again.
    

    
      She leaned against the back wall, staring straight at him, and said, “This is going to be the best fucking vacation of your life.”
    

    
      He nodded, unable to trust his voice.
    

    
      Selene waited until the elevator doors slid shut, then giggled, “Fuck! I just sucked off a stranger!”
    

    
      Steve mumbled, “You are fucking amazing.”
    

    
      The elevator climbed. The air was cold and sharp.
    

    
      He watched the black spade on her chest, a warning and a promise and everything he wanted, all at once.
    

    
      ***
    

    
      At the pool bar, Steve claimed a stool in the shade, two down from Selene. The heat was brutal, even at noon. The sun glared off the pool, turning the surface white-blue, and the air hummed with faint reggae from the bar’s cheap speaker. Chlorine mixed with the sugar-burned smell of rum, and everything felt slightly sticky to the touch.
    

    
      Selene wore a black bikini that was nothing more than triangles and string, with a white mesh cover-up cut so high it barely reached the top of her thighs. She’d tied her hair into a messy knot. The spade tattoo was front and center, impossible to miss whenever she leaned forward.
    

    
      Steve watched as she toyed with her drink—some neon thing with ice and mint sprigs. She let the glass sweat onto her thigh, watching the beads run down and pool at her knee. She didn’t bother with sunglasses, but she wore a smile that said she knew exactly who was watching.
    

    
      Most of the pool crowd were couples, mid-forties and up. The few singles hunched at the bar, working on their phones, pretending not to notice the show. The bartender, a big guy with arms like pistons and a buzz-cut, moved with quick economy, lining up drinks and wiping the counter with sharp, practiced sweeps. He wore the same teal polo, sleeves rolled up to show the ink on his forearms.
    

    
      Selene finished her drink, tapped the bottom of the glass against the counter, and flagged the bartender. When he came over, she leaned in, her cover-up sliding lower on one side. “Another one?” he asked.
    

    
      She nodded, then palmed her bag from the stool and set it on the bar. From inside, she pulled out a condom—unopened, white wrapper. She spun it on the bar top, then took Steve’s pen and uncapped it with her teeth.
    

    
      She wrote a number on the condom. Four digits. Their villa number.
    

    
      She slid the wrapper and a folded bill across the bar to the bartender, eyes on his face. “For later,” she said.
    

    
      The bartender took the wrapper. His gaze dropped to the Queen of Spades tattoo, then to the number, then back to her eyes. He didn’t say a word. Just tucked the condom into the chest pocket of his shirt and went back to mixing drinks.
    

    
      Steve watched the whole thing, his skin prickling under the resort shirt. The display wasn’t for him, but he felt it anyway. The cold beer in his hand was already half-warm, and his palm left damp prints on the glass.
    

    
      Selene caught his eye and lifted her fresh drink, glass tilted in salute.
    

    
      Steve grinned, let the beer settle in his throat. He saw the spade tattoo again, bold against her collarbone, and let himself imagine how the rest of the day would go.
    

    
      He looked at her, and she looked right back, eyes bright and full of challenge.
    

    
      They stayed that way, locked, until the bartender circled back to their end of the bar. He set the next round in front of Selene and, as he did, let his fingers rest an extra second on the bar near her hand.
    

    
      Steve watched the contact, saw the way Selene let her knuckles brush against his, and knew exactly what came next.
    

    
      He drained his beer and let the heat settle in his chest, the promise of the night already burning behind his eyes.
    

    
      ***
    

    
      By the time sunset bled out over the resort, Selene was restless. She spent the early evening moving through the villa: pacing the balcony, sitting on the end of the bed to paint her toes, checking her phone for the tenth time, then setting it down. Steve watched her from the small table by the window, a bottle of Red Stripe sweating a puddle onto the glass. They had barely touched each other since the pool bar. Every time they tried, the energy went off—she wanted something else, or maybe just someone else first.
    

    
      “You saving yourself?” he grumped at the time.
    

    
      She smiled nervously, “Yeah, I guess. I want you to feel me after I’ve been… used.”
    

    
      He nodded, disappointed, but nervous about the game. He hated to wait, but the show would be so good.
    

    
      The air in the room was syrupy with humidity, the faint whir of the ceiling fan moving nothing. Steve set up his phone on the luggage stand, angled to get the entire bed in frame. He wiped his palms on his shorts and double-checked the shot: wide angle, full view. He wanted to see everything, even if he was in the corner chair, silent and out of the way.
    

    
      At exactly ten past ten, a knock rapped at the door. Steve watched Selene’s body coil. She didn’t hesitate. She straightened the white mesh wrap she’d put on after dinner, checked herself in the wall mirror, and padded to the door barefoot.
    

    
      The bartender from the pool stood on the stoop. He wore a fresh shirt—black, short-sleeved, open at the neck—and held a bottle of rum in one hand. When Selene opened the door, he grinned and handed her the bottle without a word, then walked right in.
    

    
      He barely looked at Steve. He set the bottle on the dresser, turned, and took Selene by the chin with one hand. He tipped her face up and moved to kiss her, but she put a finger to his lips, “No kissing. Just sex.”
    

    
      She let him untie the wrap, leaving her in just the black bikini bottoms and nothing else. The spade tattoo was front and center. He ran his thumb over it, slowly, then bent and kissed it once.
    

    
      They didn’t speak. The bartender—Steve tried to remember if he ever caught the guy’s name, but it didn’t matter—took his time, hands everywhere. He lifted her, set her on the edge of the bed, and used both hands to tug off her bikini bottoms. Her skin glowed in the lamplight, every inch of her exposed except the tangle of her hair.
    

    
      Steve’s heart hammered. He sat in the chair, back straight, cock rigid under the loose cotton. He forced himself to keep his hands off, to just watch.
    

    
      The bartender undressed with fast, practiced moves, stripping his shirt and then sliding off his shorts and underwear in one motion. He was thick, a deep brown that looked almost blue in the room’s light, and when he stood in front of Selene, his cock bounced heavy at his thigh. Steve watched the way she looked at it—her breath quickened, chest rising, mouth open just a little.
    

    
      She reached out and took it in her hand. The contrast was savage—her white fingers, his skin, the black of the tattoo on her breast. She pumped him, slow at first, then faster. He leaned forward and cupped her jaw, thumb running over her lower lip.
    

    
      “Open,” the bartender said, voice rough.
    

    
      Selene did. He fed her the head of his cock, just an inch. She moaned, working her tongue around it, then let him push deeper, until her lips touched his fist. Steve watched her take it, the line of her throat flexing as he slid further in. She gagged once, but didn’t pull back. She kept going, hands on his hips, using the leverage to force more down her throat.
    

    
      The sound was pure filth—wet and raw, the slap of skin, her gasping for air between strokes. The bartender face-fucked her, not slow or gentle. She choked, eyes streaming, but never stopped.
    

    
      Steve watched the phone screen, saw the way the image flickered with their motion. The sound translated: wet, sharp, echoing off the tile floor and the painted walls.
    

    
      After a minute, the bartender pulled out, a long string of spit connecting the head to her mouth. He wiped her lip with his thumb. Selene looked up, her eyes glazed, the spade tattoo glistening with sweat.
    

    
      He pushed her back onto the bed, flipped her onto her stomach, and yanked her hips up. Selene let her face mash into the pillow, arms above her head, ass high and spread for him. The bartender reached into his shorts, pulled out the white-wrapped condom—the same one from the pool bar. He ripped it with his teeth, rolled it on, then slapped her ass once, hard enough to leave a handprint.
    

    
      He lined up and shoved in, one long motion. Selene shrieked, then went silent, bracing herself with fists in the sheets. He started to fuck her, no buildup, just pounding from the start. The force of it rocked the entire bed, the headboard tapping the wall.
    

    
      Steve’s own breath synced to the rhythm. He watched the bartender slam into her, the flesh of her ass rippling with every stroke. The sound was a drumbeat: wet, hard, relentless. Selene started to make noise again, not words, just ragged moans that ramped up with each thrust.
    

    
      The bartender grabbed her by the hair and yanked her head back. Selene arched, face twisted. “You like it?” he said.
    

    
      She tried to speak, but only managed a broken “Fuck, yes.”
    

    
      He went faster, balls slapping against her with every hit. Selene’s whole body shook, and the spade tattoo jerked up and down with every motion. She let loose with a babbling groan as her body stiffened then jerked as she orgasmed, her cunt gripping the stranger’s cock as her head thrashed. Her arms gave out, and she collapsed onto her chest, ass still in the air.
    

    
      Steve’s cock ached. He looked at his hands, white-knuckled on the chair arms, then back to the bed.
    

    
      After what felt like forever, the bartender flipped her over, and Selene automatically spread her legs for him, willing, vulnerable. The bartender grinned, “You a hot little 
      skettel
      , white girl,” before he plunged into her. Steve watched his black cock stretching Selene as she gasped at the assault. As the bartender gripped her shoulders, using her for leverage to pound her harder, Steve watched his wife’s legs wrap around the bartender’s ass, pulling him in—the contrast was thrilling.
    

    
      When he thought the act would never end, the bartender’s thrusts quickened, shortened as he prepared to finish inside of her. The change set Selene off into another orgasm, her grip triggering the bartender to ram himself inside her fully, his ass and balls twitching as he let loose. After a full minute of heavy breathing and gradual aftershocks, he pulled out of Selene, removed the condom, tied it off, and laid it gently on her heaving stomach.
    

    
      Selene lay spread-eagle on her back, breathing like she’d run a mile. The bartender leaned down, sucked one of her nipples into his mouth, then stood and dressed. He wiped the sweat from his face, tucked his cock away, and left the room without a word.
    

    
      Steve sat in silence. The ceiling fan whirred, the only sound.
    

    
      Selene lay there, ruined, the sweat and spit a map of what had just happened. She blinked up at the ceiling, then turned her head to look at Steve.
    

    
      He stood, peeled off his shorts and shirt, and climbed onto the bed next to her. He kissed her, tasting the salt and latex and the hint of rum from her lips. He didn’t say a thing.
    

    
      She reached for his cock, lined it up, and guided him in. He fucked her slow, savoring the way she was already used, stretched, the mess still slick between her legs. He saw the spade tattoo, covered in the bartender’s sweat, and got harder.
    

    
      Selene wrapped her legs around his waist and whispered, “You like your porn star, babe?”
    

    
      He said, “Best one I’ve ever seen.”
    

    
      She laughed, a wild sound, then pulled him in deeper. “I just fucked a complete stranger. We don’t even know his name!”
    

    
      Steve moved in her, steady, letting himself feel every inch, every sound, every echo from what came before. He lasted longer than usual, but when he came, he came hard, a rush that left him gasping.
    

    
      He collapsed next to her, both of them slick and spent.
    

    
      The camera still recorded, blinking its little red light from the luggage rack.
    

    
      Steve propped himself on his elbow, kissed her shoulder, then the spade tattoo, then her mouth.
    

    
      Selene cupped his face with both hands and held him there, her eyes wild and bright.
    

    
      She said, “Wait till tomorrow, babe.”
    

    
      He laughed, and let the whole night settle into his bones, the taste and smell and proof of everything he’d wanted, right there in bed with him.
    

    
      
    

    

    
      
    

    
      Bonus Chapter 3: The Trophy Collection
    

    
      The pool deck was a mirror, heat off the blue water like steam off a skillet. Selene stretched full-length on a white lounge chair, head tilted back, a paperback propped on her stomach. The Queen of Spades tattoo was a black flag just above her bikini top, and her suit was engineered for minimum coverage: ribbed white triangles over the breasts, string ties, the bottoms a single strip riding high across her hipbones.
    

    
      Steve sat two chairs behind, in the shade of a palm, drink sweating in one hand and the little camcorder in the other. The pool was half empty, just two kids on the deep end and an old British couple under a canvas umbrella. At the far edge, the lifeguard watched everything from his platform—maybe twenty-four, jet-black skin, a torso like granite. His sunglasses tracked Selene in slow sweeps, but never lingered more than a beat. 
    

    
      Selene knew. She held the bottle of sunscreen aloft and made a show of flipping it open, working the lotion into her thighs, then up her stomach, slow circles that let the sun hit every inch. She glanced at the lifeguard, eyes flat and cold. Then she lifted both arms over her head, twisted, and ran a hand over the tattoo, drawing his focus back to her chest.
    

    
      Steve clicked on the camera, thumb light steady, pretending to adjust the screen. He filmed her, then the lifeguard, then Selene again.
    

    
      She dropped the book, sat up, and turned on her side—face to the lifeguard, back arched, ass high. She called, “Could you help me with my back?” to Steve, but it was for the guy on the tower.
    

    
      The lifeguard didn’t move. But two minutes later, he climbed down and started a perimeter walk, slow and deliberate. He passed Selene’s chair, eyes forward, then doubled back, pausing at her feet.
    

    
      “You need something?” he said, accent thick enough to chew.
    

    
      Selene rolled over, arms flat on the deck. “Just sunscreen,” she said. “I can’t reach.”
    

    
      He crouched. His hands were massive, the fingers splayed wide as he grabbed the bottle. He squeezed a line of white down her spine, then spread it, working it in with the heels of his hands. Selene closed her eyes, humming, her whole body going limp. He lingered on her shoulders, then his hands moved down to her ass. Selene didn’t flinch as he moved lower, he rubbed the globes of her ass, moving around to her hips.
    

    
      He said something low, too soft for Steve to hear.
    

    
      Selene laughed, turned her head, and met Steve’s eyes. She smiled, slow. “Is that true?” she said, louder, so Steve could hear it.
    

    
      The lifeguard grinned, then straightened. He said, “You want to see the pool house? Cooler there. More private.”
    

    
      Selene stood, hair wild, and grabbed her towel. She didn’t look at Steve, but her eyes flicked back once as she trailed the lifeguard around the building. Steve picked up the camera and followed—slow, careful, hugging the edge of the concrete, pretending to read a text.
    

    
      Behind the pool house, the world shrank to a five-foot strip of crushed shells and scrubby green. The sun was blocked, the air heavy with chlorine and the faint, metallic rot of the filtration system. Selene waited on her knees, towel spread on the damp dirt, arms folded behind her back.
    

    
      The lifeguard stepped in close, looming. He pushed down his red shorts and let his cock hang out, already half hard, the color of burnt coffee. Selene looked up at him, expression wiped of everything but focus.
    

    
      Steve found a gap in the shrub wall and raised the camera. He pressed record, his hand braced on the rough side of the building.
    

    
      Selene ran her hand along the length of it, testing the weight. She angled her head, licked the underside, then took it in her mouth, slow. She bobbed her head, building a rhythm, spit shining the shaft as she worked. Her hair fell over her face, dark against her skin. The lifeguard braced his hand on the wall, body tensed, eyes fixed somewhere above the treetops.
    

    
      She took him deeper, choking down the last inch, nose pressed to his stomach. The lifeguard hissed, then grunted, both hands in her hair. He started to thrust, hips bucking, his cock slick and shining as it pumped her mouth. Selene let him, opening her jaw wider, spit running down her chin.
    

    
      Steve filmed it all, breath shallow, his own cock hard and straining the mesh shorts. Every movement was loud—the slap of skin, the rasp of the lifeguard’s breath, the rush of pool water echoing from the other side of the wall.
    

    
      It didn’t last long. The lifeguard shuddered, bent at the waist, and groaned as he emptied in her mouth. Selene swallowed, then licked the head clean, wiping her lips with the back of her hand. She grinned up at him, teeth bright.
    

    
      The lifeguard tucked himself away, grabbed the towel, and wiped the sweat from his face. He didn’t speak. He just nodded at Selene, then walked back the way he came.
    

    
      Selene stood, smoothed her hair, and walked over to Steve, her bare feet crunching the shell gravel. She pressed up against him, hand on his chest. “Did you get it?” she whispered.
    

    
      He showed her the screen. The angle was perfect.
    

    
      She laughed, then kissed him, hard, tongue probing his teeth. “That’s three,” she said. “You want more?”
    

    
      He nodded, breathless.
    

    
      Selene took his hand and led him back to the pool, her hair wild, the tattoo high and black on her chest. The world was bright and open again, nothing at all to show what had just happened in the shadows.
    

    
      Steve sat down, set the camera in his lap, and watched the sun slide across her skin, already replaying the video in his head.
    

    
      He wondered how many more she’d rack up before the week was over.
    

    
      ***
    

    
      The first knock came at 8:13, less than an hour after Selene pulled off her bikini and showered off the pool chlorine. She opened the door with a towel barely wrapped, the tie loose at her hip. Steve sat at the little round table in the corner, camera already pointed at the entry.
    

    
      It was the groundskeeper—mid-forties, skin the color of dark rum, tall and solid under a faded work shirt. He smelled like grass and diesel. He saw Selene, then Steve, then Selene again, and stood like he didn’t know where to put his hands.
    

    
      Selene untucked the towel and dropped it. “You’re here for me?” she said, voice flat.
    

    
      He nodded, then stepped inside, eyes fixed on the tattoo. She let him look, then let him touch, his hand big as a mitt over her heart. She ran her fingers over his wrist, guiding him.
    

    
      She said, “Take it slow.”
    

    
      He did. He knelt in front of her and used his tongue, rough and patient, licking her until her legs shook and her nails dug into his scalp. She made little noise, but her mouth opened and her breath sawed in and out, the pitch higher every time he sucked on her clit.
    

    
      Steve filmed, jaw clenched, one hand gripping his thigh hard enough to hurt. The lens caught every twitch, every tremor. He could smell the groundskeeper from across the room—earth, sweat, something oily from the machinery.
    

    
      When Selene was ready, she pulled the man to his feet and stripped him, shorts and boxers in one go. His cock was already up, darker than the rest of him, thick and curved. Selene stroked it twice, then knelt, swallowing him halfway. She gagged once, spit running down her chin, then took a breath and went again, slower. The man moaned, voice low and broken. Selene pulled a condom from the table, ripped it open and rolled it on him—as practiced as a hooker by now.
    

    
      She climbed onto the bed and lay back, legs wide. He eased in, slowly at first, then found a rhythm, fucking her with the same force he used on the mower out by the golf course. Steve zoomed in, watching the way Selene opened for him, how she flexed her hips up to meet every thrust. Her face was a story—eyes half closed, lips slack, hair already ruined. She reached down, rubbing herself while he pounded her.
    

    
      The man lasted a long time, while Selene came three times. When he finally groaned and finished, he pulled out, tied off the condom, and left it on the nightstand.
    

    
      When he left, Selene rolled over, face in the pillow, and breathed like she’d run a mile.
    

    
      Steve crossed to the bed, camera still rolling, and touched her ankle.
    

    
      She looked at him and smiled, weak. “Trophy number four,” she whispered.
    

    
      The next came at 1:22 a.m. A kitchen worker, maybe twenty, skinny as a broomstick, eyes huge in the low light. He wore a black shirt and chef’s pants, still dusted with flour. Selene opened the door naked, not even bothering with a towel. She looked him over, then motioned him inside.
    

    
      He was nervous, standing on the tile like he might get yelled at for dirty shoes. Selene told him to sit on the bed. He did, perching on the edge. She crawled onto his lap, straddling him, grinding her ass against his crotch. The kitchen worker’s cock pressed up under the fabric of his pants, a dark tent. She unzipped him and pulled it out, stroked it a few times, then worked the head between her legs, not even waiting for him to get undressed.
    

    
      He moaned, voice high, and came in seconds, pulsing across her fingers and down his own shirt. Selene laughed, not mean, just honest. “You want to try again?” she said.
    

    
      He nodded, sheepishly, then pulled himself together. This time, he let her pin him back on the bed, and rolled a condom onto him. Selene rode him slowly, her hands flat on his chest. Steve caught her face in the viewfinder—eyes wild, the black spade shining, sweat rolling down between her breasts. She bounced on the kitchen worker’s cock, milking him, letting him last as long as he could.
    

    
      When he came again, he made a sound like he was dying. Selene held him until he stopped shaking, then rolled off and wiped her hands on the bedspread.
    

    
      “Thank you,” the kitchen worker said, pulling off the condom, looking around, unsure of what to do. Selene smiled and took the rubber from him, tied it as she watched him zip up with shaking fingers. He said a soft, “Thank you.”
    

    
      Selene grinned. “You’re welcome.”
    

    
      He left, and Steve watched her, still filming, cock aching. She deposited the condom on the side table, then curled up on the bed, eyes closed, breathing slow.
    

    
      He joined her there, this time without the camera, and fucked her until she screamed his name, voice echoing off the glass balcony doors.
    

    
      The third was a man in a security shirt, broad chest and a scar along his jaw. He knocked at 11:07 the next day, carrying a bottle of rum and a strip of condoms in his pocket. Selene let him in, looked him up and down, then nodded once. He locked the door behind him, set the bottle on the table, and went straight for her.
    

    
      He didn’t bother with her mouth. He wanted to fuck and made it clear from the second his hands hit her hips. He spun her around, bent her over the bed, and tore off her bikini bottoms in one move. The condom was on in a flash. He lined up, then shoved in, making her gasp.
    

    
      Steve watched through the lens, the contrast of black hands on white skin, the way the spade tattoo stood out against her chest as he took her from behind. She moaned, loud, hair flying as he used her, each thrust making her ass bounce. He slapped her once, not hard, and she yelped, then pushed back against him.
    

    
      The security man went longer than any of the others, hips hammering, sweat dripping down his chest. He came with a grunt, then pulled out, removed the condom, and knotted it before tossing it on the bed.
    

    
      He poured three shots of rum, handed one to Selene and one to Steve, then saluted and walked out.
    

    
      Selene drank hers, then crawled into Steve’s lap, straddling him.
    

    
      “You enjoy watching?” she said.
    

    
      He nodded, hands already on her ass.
    

    
      She bit his ear. “I could get used to this.”
    

    
      By the end of day three, there were six used condoms on the bathroom counter, each tied and lined up, a collection of trophies. Selene looked at them as she brushed her teeth, then winked at Steve through the mirror.
    

    
      He didn’t need to ask if she was done.
    

    
      He knew she wasn’t.
    

    
      ***
    

    
      On day four, Selene woke Steve by sitting on his face and riding him until he tapped out, breathless and blind from her thighs. She said, “Today’s the day. I want both of them at once.”
    

    
      Steve propped himself up on the pillow. “Which two?”
    

    
      She was already out of bed, pulling on her robe. “The mower guy and the kid from the kitchen. They’ll say yes. They want it more than I do.” She paused, then grinned. “But not as much as you.”
    

    
      He laughed, but his stomach twisted. “You really want a double?”
    

    
      “I want you to film it,” she said. “Every second.” She left for the shower, ass flashing as the robe came untied.
    

    
      At dusk, they met the two men at the edge of the resort wall, by the little maintenance shed that smelled like mold and detergent. The groundskeeper wore a clean shirt but still smelled like green and gas. The kitchen kid fidgeted, his eyes darting from Selene’s chest to her bare legs, then back again.
    

    
      Selene wore a sundress, nothing underneath, hair up in a messy knot. The spade tattoo was bright against her skin, daring anyone to say no.
    

    
      She led them through a gap in the chain-link, twenty yards into a mess of palms and broad-leafed shrubs. The ground was soft, carpeted in old leaves and trash from the other side of the fence. She found a clearing, dropped her bag, and stripped the dress off in one motion. Naked, she laid the dress out, then knelt in the dirt, hands on her thighs.
    

    
      Steve set up the camera on a tree root, angled to get the complete scene.
    

    
      The men didn’t wait for instructions. The groundskeeper went behind her, hands on her hips, cock already out. The kitchen kid walked to her front, unzipped, and let it hang in her face.
    

    
      Selene reached out with both hands, stroking them, one cock in each palm. She angled her mouth and took the kitchen kid first, sucking hard, working the head with her tongue. The groundskeeper rubbed the head of his cock along her pussy, then shoved in, making her jolt.
    

    
      She gagged on the kitchen kid’s cock, then moaned, her voice deep and ruined. For the first time, Steve intervened. The groundskeeper saw him approach and froze, then relaxed as Steve handed him a condom, throwing a second at the kid’s feet.
    

    
      Steve returned to the camera, watching through the viewfinder, the way her back arched, the flex of her arms, the way her hair came loose and stuck to her sweaty skin. The groundskeeper pounded her from behind, balls slapping her ass. The kitchen kid grabbed her by the hair, fucked her mouth raw.
    

    
      They didn’t talk, didn’t even make noise, except for the slap of skin and Selene’s muffled moans. Her hands clawed at the dirt, fingers knotted with leaf mold. The kitchen kid pushed deep, held her face to his groin until she went red, then let her go. The groundskeeper hammered her, enormous hands wrapped around her waist, fingertips white from the grip.
    

    
      Selene’s eyes watered, her cheeks smeared with spit and dirt. She looked straight at the camera, cock still in her mouth, and winked.
    

    
      Steve jerked off, slow, not even pretending not to. He caught everything—the sweat on her back, the way her pussy stretched for the groundskeeper, the way her lips never stopped moving on the other man.
    

    
      They switched places without words. The kitchen kid fucked her from behind, rough and fast, while the groundskeeper fed his cock to her, slow and deep. She sucked and drooled, spit stringing from her chin. The camera’s mic caught everything—the squelch of wet, the slap of bodies, the broken sounds in her throat.
    

    
      They didn’t last long. The kitchen kid came first, pulling out and yanking the condom off, shuddering as he finished on her ass. Selene took the groundskeeper’s cock all the way to the hilt, and he emptied in her mouth, fingers tangled in her hair. She swallowed, then gasped for air, spit bubbling on her lips.
    

    
      All three men stood there, breathing hard.
    

    
      Selene stayed on her hands and knees, shaking, body streaked with dirt and sweat. She reached for the kitchen kid, pulled him to her mouth, and sucked him again, slow, cleaning him off with her tongue. She did the same for the groundskeeper.
    

    
      When it was over, she sat back on her heels, eyes glazed. “Get that on camera?” she croaked.
    

    
      Steve nodded, voice gone.
    

    
      She pulled on the dress, stuffed both used condoms into her pocket, and stood.
    

    
      The men left first, silent. Selene leaned on Steve, her legs rubber, but her face was pure animal pride. They limped back to the villa, camera in hand.
    

    
      That night, she played back the video, frame by frame, watching every second. She counted her own orgasms on her fingers, then laughed, low.
    

    
      Steve fucked her so hard after, she bit his shoulder to keep from screaming.
    

    
      They fell asleep in a tangle, Selene’s hair still caked with dirt and the memory of two other men.
    

    
      ***
    

    
      In the morning, Selene dumped the trophies onto the white duvet—eight knotted condoms, lined up like a string of pearls. She sat cross-legged, naked except for the black spade tattoo and a necklace of sunburn at her collar.
    

    
      Steve sat opposite, coffee in hand, watching her count with her finger.
    

    
      “One,” she said, tapping the first knot. “Lifeguard.” She went down the row, naming each man—groundskeeper, kitchen worker, security, bartender, the pool boy, the two-man special. She reached the end, touched the last one, and smiled at Steve.
    

    
      He said, “You’re insane.”
    

    
      She grinned. “You love it.”
    

    
      He did.
    

    
      She gathered the row and cupped it in both hands, then poured them onto the counter like she was emptying dice.
    

    
      Steve looked at her, at the tattoo and the way her breasts moved when she laughed. “You should probably slow down,” he said. “You’re going to get friction burns.”
    

    
      She shrugged. “I want to see how high we can get the number before we go home. Give you enough material for a lifetime.” She paused, then looked at him, “I can’t help it. There’s something about fucking strangers - black strangers. I keep thinking about how I’m a married woman now, giving myself to them while you watch. It’s fucking amazing, babe.”
    

    
      He started to answer, but she crawled across the duvet, straddled his waist, and kissed him. Her mouth tasted like toothpaste and something wild. She pressed her cunt against his cock, already half hard, and rocked her hips.
    

    
      He said, “Right now?”
    

    
      She gripped his cock, lined it up, and slid down. He watched her face—hair tangled, eyes locked on his—and let her ride him, hands on his chest for leverage.
    

    
      She said, “You’re the only one that gets to finish in me. That’s your trophy.”
    

    
      He grabbed her ass and pulled her closer; the rhythm getting faster. The spade tattoo caught the sun through the window, a perfect mark.
    

    
      She braced herself, moaned, and came first, pussy clenching tight, nails biting into his chest. Steve lasted five more strokes, then came hard, hips jerking up, filling her.
    

    
      They collapsed, tangled. Selene still on top, her face pressed to his throat, breath coming in short, hot bursts.
    

    
      After a while, she reached for the notepad on the nightstand. She drew a bold nine, circled it, then set the pad down without looking.
    

    
      “Your move, babe,” she said.
    

    
      He pulled her in and kissed her, long and slow, the condom tally already rising in his head.
    

    
      Outside, the sun burned higher. Inside, Selene’s body was still moving, counting up, up, up.
    

    
      
    

    

    
      
    

    
      Bonus Chapter 4: The Farewell Party
    

    
      The knock sounded at 10:16, hard enough to rattle the chain lock on the resort door. Steve jerked up from his half-doze, the cheap rum burning in his chest, the room all shadows except for the blue strip of bathroom light. He checked the clock again. They weren’t expecting anything. Not even housekeeping would bother them at this hour.
    

    
      Selene was cross-legged on the edge of the bed, short silk robe hitched up to her thighs, the Queen of Spades tattoo sharp on her chest above the sash. She looked at Steve, then at the door. “You order something?”
    

    
      He shook his head, stood, and stepped barefoot to the threshold. The knock came again, louder. “Maybe it’s another cock for your collection.”
    

    
      Selene laughed, “Maybe, but we decided not tonight, right? I didn’t invite anyone.”
    

    
      Steve undid the chain, letting the door swing open a crack. 
    

    
      The bartender from night two stood in the hallway, still in his work polo and pressed shorts. His arms were folded, a bottle of resort-label rum tucked under one. He looked bigger in the poor light, the color of his skin blue-black. His eyes cut past Steve, straight to the bed.
    

    
      “Evening, boss,” the bartender said. The smile was sharp but not fake. “Sorry to drop in, but we got a message. The boys on staff wanted to see your lady off proper. Maybe you both come down? Little party. No cameras, unless you want.”
    

    
      Steve looked him up and down. The bartender’s hands were too steady, his stance too comfortable. This was not his first time delivering a summons. Steve felt his own jaw flex, the instinct to say no jammed up by the twitch in his cock.
    

    
      He turned back inside. Selene was already standing, robe loosened. She let it fall a few inches, and the spade tattoo caught the glow. She didn’t blink. She watched Steve, head cocked.
    

    
      “You want to go?” he said, not bothering to lower his voice.
    

    
      She grinned, then looked at the bartender. “It’s not just a party, is it?” Her voice was smoke and honey, lower than usual.
    

    
      The bartender shrugged, easy. “Some fellas, they said you were the best guest this year. We wanted a send-off.” He held up the rum. “Nothing weird. Just... good company.”
    

    
      Selene walked to the dresser and pulled out a slip of a sundress, white, the straps so thin they were invisible against her skin. She stripped the robe, slid the dress over her head. Her hair was still wet from the pool, dark lines clinging to her shoulders. She turned to Steve, lips parted, waiting for any signal.
    

    
      He nodded, once.
    

    
      Selene stepped into sandals, then crossed to the door. She paused just inside the threshold, facing the bartender. “Lead the way,” she said.
    

    
      The bartender stepped back, making space. “It’s just a floor down, Miss.”
    

    
      They walked the corridor in silence. The air was wet, heavy with salt and old smoke from the staff wing. Steve let his hand brush Selene’s lower back. He could feel the heat radiating off her, the twitchy, competitive energy in her step.
    

    
      The elevator was slow, shuddering as it dropped to the service level. They stepped out into a different world—low ceilings, fluorescent tubes, the distant buzz of old machinery. The bartender led them to a heavy door, then pushed it open.
    

    
      Inside: a break room with lockers, a round table, two battered couches. The floor was linoleum, mopped clean but still streaked with age. Nine men waited, all resort staff, all black, all in some state of ready. There was the lifeguard from the pool, the groundskeeper, the skinny waiter from the cafe, and the rest. Some wore uniforms, some shorts and tank tops. Every one of them had eyes only for Selene.
    

    
      The bartender set the rum down on the table next to a pile of condoms and pulled the door shut.
    

    
      Selene looked at the men, then at Steve. She didn’t need to ask. She just smiled—wide, teeth showing—and let the sundress slip off one shoulder, then the other. It pooled at her ankles, leaving her in nothing but the spade tattoo and her own skin.
    

    
      The men didn’t move, not right away. It was like watching a room fill with static, everyone waiting for the moment they could let themselves touch.
    

    
      Steve sat on the edge of the couch, his legs apart, hands braced on his knees. The camera was in his pocket. He made no move to take it out. Not yet.
    

    
      Selene walked to the table, leaned on it, and let her hips sway as she turned. “Which one of you wants to start?” she said.
    

    
      The bartender didn’t even blink. He stepped to her, hands gentle, and lifted her onto the table. She parted her legs, no hesitation. The bartender pressed a palm to her chest, right over the tattoo, then slid the other hand up her thigh, slow.
    

    
      Selene moaned, not soft. She let her head fall back, hair loose over the edge of the table.
    

    
      The men circled closer, hungry but disciplined. One by one, they lined up at the table, each waiting his turn.
    

    
      The bartender used his mouth first, then his hands, then finally his cock, grabbing a condom from the pile. He took her with the same careful force he’d shown behind the bar—measured, relentless, never losing rhythm. Selene took it, her legs wrapped tight around his waist, nails digging into his back.
    

    
      Steve watched, the whole thing burning a hole in his brain. He felt the old possessiveness, but it was different now: a mix of pride and surrender and something way past jealousy. He had to take a breath, realizing that he was watching his new bride pull a train.
    

    
      When the bartender finished, he stepped aside. The next man—groundskeeper—took his place, barely waiting for Selene to catch her breath. This time she guided him in, using both hands, her body already open and slick. She called Steve’s name once, just to let him know she remembered he was there.
    

    
      By the third, then the fourth, she stopped trying to talk. She just let it happen, letting the men use her body in whatever way they wanted. Sometimes they flipped her, sometimes they had her on her knees, sometimes two at a time—mouth and cunt. The air filled with the sound of skin, wet and hot, and the smell of bodies stacked up close.
    

    
      Steve filmed the whole time, his hand steady, the red light on the camera blinking in the dim. He wanted to remember this, every second; wanted to share with her.
    

    
      After they all had a turn, the bartender grabbed a condom and rolled Selene onto her stomach, entering her from behind. The pile of new condoms was down to only a few, the mountain of sticky discards grown high next to them.
    

    
      After the bartender, men grabbed the last condoms and used them with Selene, as she lay limp across the table, legs spread, cunt loose, red and open for them.
    

    
      By the end, Selene lay flat on the table, chest heaving, the tattoo dark and wet and ringed with red handprints. The men dressed slowly, some of them still hard, but none of them lingered. They nodded to Steve as they left, silently.
    

    
      When it was over, the men dressed slowly, some high-fiving, some just staring at her. The kitchen kid gently wiped her face with a corner of the towel. The lifeguard gave her a bottle of Gatorade. The groundskeeper kissed her foot, then left.
    

    
      Bartender stood, wiped himself, and walked to the table. From under it, he pulled a white tank top, still folded, the logo crisp: “Queen of Spades — Jamaica Chapter” in black, ringed with a circle of handprints. He brought it to Selene, draped it across her chest.
    

    
      Selene held it in both hands, read the text, then started laughing for real. A deep laugh, filling the room with sound.
    

    
      Steve lowered the camera. He looked at her, at the shirt, at the sweat and handprints and everything she’d let happen.
    

    
      Selene caught his eye and held up the shirt like a trophy.
    

    
      He smiled, jaw unclenching for the first time all night.
    

    
      No one said a word as they left.
    

    
      Selene put the tank on, nothing else. Steve helped her up, her legs wobbly. He guided her to the elevator, then to the suite.
    

    
      Upstairs, she crashed in the bed, shirt twisted around her ribs, body slick and shining. Steve lay beside her, hands tracing the outlines of what was left.
    

    
      She said, “You get all that on video?”
    

    
      He nodded.
    

    
      She grinned, teeth showing, then closed her eyes.
    

    
      Her chest rose and fell, the spade tattoo shining black under the cheap resort light.
    

    
      He stared at it, and the black handprints on the shirt, until sleep took both of them.
    

    
      ***
    

    
      Selene walked the resort lobby like she was balancing a glass on her head. Her steps were small, deliberate, the stride just short of normal. The sundress covered most of last night’s marks, but the spade tattoo was plain at her collarbone, and the low light caught every mark that still lingered on her arms and neck.
    

    
      Steve rolled both bags behind her, one in each hand. He watched the sway of her hips, the stiffness in her back, the careful way she hit every tile. He said nothing, just kept close.
    

    
      The front desk guy — the one who gave them the villa keys on day one — looked up as they passed. He saw the tattoo, then saw the walk, then glanced at Steve and gave a slow, secret grin.
    

    
      They hit the driveway. The taxi waited, idling in the sun. The driver was new, older, maybe late fifties, voice worn smooth by cigarettes and the island air. He eyed Selene, then the bags, then Steve.
    

    
      “Long week?” the driver said, opening the trunk.
    

    
      Selene answered: “The best,” and slid into the back seat, careful to keep her knees together. Steve followed, settled beside her.
    

    
      The ride to the airport was silent except for the radio and the rattle of bags in the trunk. Selene’s hand found Steve’s, rested there, warm and sure. She didn’t look at him. She stared out the window, watching the trees blur past, the beaches rolling by.
    

    
      Steve and Selene made it through security, then found their gate. She let him buy her a drink, then two, then sprawled across the cheap plastic chairs, her bare knees bumping his. She smiled as the liquor did its job, “My muscles are finally recovering.”
    

    
      On the plane, as soon as the seatbelt sign clicked off, Selene curled her head into his shoulder and said, “Let’s do a new place next time. Someplace nobody knows us. I want to see what it feels like, starting from scratch.”
    

    
      Steve said, “You want the same number? Or go for a record?”
    

    
      She grinned, eyes closed. “I’d love to go for the record, but I’m not sure we can arrange a gang-bang again.”
    

    
      He opened his phone and pulled up the browser, already searching for resort deals.
    

    
      Selene shifted in her seat, the QOS tank folded in the tote at her feet, a thick Ziploc of used condoms wrapped in a towel beside it.
    

    
      She closed her eyes, body still buzzing, and slept all the way to Atlanta.
    

    
      THE END (for now)
    

    
      If you missed the main story, it’s available at 
      
        The Best Man’s Gift
      
    

    
      For more Peaches Dean, check out her website: 
      
        peachesdeanbooks.com
      
       .
    

    
      For the entire Blacked Wives series, 
      
        click here.
      
      

    

    
      More Peaches Dean
    

    
      Peaches Dean writes the kind of stories that linger long after the final page is turned. Specializing in the Blacked Wives and The Seed series, as well as high-tension hot wife and cuckold dynamics, she creates provocative worlds where the chemistry is raw and the consequences are inescapable.
    

    
      What sets a Peaches Dean narrative apart is the progression. Rejecting the "one-and-done" scene, she crafts unfolding journeys of desire. Her stories feature multiple, distinct chapters of heat that build upon one another, meticulously exploring both the mental and physical "stretch" of a woman’s total surrender.
    

    
      Driven by the philosophy that the brain is the ultimate sex organ, Peaches infuses her work with a psychological depth that elevates the intensity. Her high-heat interracial and taboo adventures don't just happen—they escalate.
    

    
      Follow Peaches Dean for stories that push boundaries and explore the beautiful reality of being claimed. Your feedback and reviews are always appreciated; they are the "wicked" inspiration she uses to decide which memory to bring to print next.
    

    
      Also, be sure to check out her other works from her 
      
        Amazon Author Page
      
      , 
      where you can also “Follow” to be notified of new books.
    

    
      If you’d like to hear about new releases and specials (and occasional freebies!), consider signing up for her mailing list on 
      
        her website
      
      .
    

    
      
    

    

    
      
    

    
      
        Blacked Wives Series
      
    

    
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
      If you love stories about wives succumbing to taboo urges, you should love the stories in the Blacked Wives series. Stories of wives seducing black lovers, being seduced by big black men, or given by their husbands to be used and stretched. Each is a standalone story of heated conversions.
    

    
      
    

    
      
        Taking Their Deposits
      
    

    
      
        Brown Always Delivers
      
    

    
      
        Sampling the Butcher’s Meat
      
    

    
      
        Cleaning Her Pipes
      
    

    
      
        Extra (Big) Credit
      
    

    
      
        Pickle Balled
      
    

    
      
        Taken by the Block
      
    

    
      
        Black Lights, Blacker Nights
      
    

    
      
        Nothing But Nut
      
    

    
      
        Blue Collared CEO
      
    

    
      
        The Starting Lineup
      
      

    

    
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
      
        Sarah’s Jamaican Awakening: A Wife Works the Streets
      
    

    
      Sarah's world has always been one of normality. Her sister Holly, however, thrives in sensual chaos. Her string of black-skinned "Bulls," as she calls them, tells of a life of untamed passion, a world far removed from Sarah's comfortable existence with her loving husband, Barry. But when Barry encourages Sarah to explore her desires during a conference trip to Jamaica, everything changes.
    

    
      Sarah finds herself surrounded by a sea of attractive dark bodies and hungry smiles. The allure of their lust is undeniable, and Sarah suddenly understands her sister’s cravings. When Sarah meets Jocko, whose powerful personality matches his physique, she feels a connection she's never felt before. What starts as a flirtation turns into nights of brutal passion, releasing the true submissive Sarah.
    

    
      Jocko’s spell over Sarah is so complete that when he passes her around to his friends, as someone would lend a tool, she happily complies, returning after each is finished using her, eager to see the satisfaction in Jocko’s eyes.
    

    
      Sarah quickly realizes that she enjoys being treated as an object more than she ever imagined, and agrees to be another of Jocko’s girls, available for sale on the street for any act. Her new life feels so exciting and real, that she is jolted when her trip to Jamaica ends, and Barry takes her back to her life of normality.
      

    

    
      
        [image: ]
      
    

    
      
        Pierced and Passed Around: A Wife’s Descent
      
    

    
      Rose, happily married at 42, was not looking for excitement. Then she met Doug, the handsome intern half her age. His flirtation ignited a dormant flame inside her. But the real shocker came from her husband's encouragement: a business trip hookup with Doug, a chance to feel the lust of a youthful lover. 
    

    
      Her husband's encouragement and continuing visits with Doug stoked that flame. Soon, Rose wasn't just sleeping with Doug, but also with his roommate, Tim – a tattoo artist whose skill at piercing Rose with both meat and metal drove her wild. Tim saw Rose as an untouched canvas, and began permanently marking her skin with ink and metal that emphasized her newfound promiscuity.
    

    
       Rose's transformation was amazing as the sweet wife was gone, replaced by a wanton woman, hungry with lust. What began as a simple fling had escalated into a whirlwind of nymphomania as Doug happily shared her with friends. Rose embraced every new man with open arms and legs.
    

    
      But the thrill took a dark turn when Doug, emboldened by her willingness, rented her out to her own boss. This was a line Rose hadn't considered crossing until she had hurtled past “loose woman” into “paid party girl.” After the party, her boss made it clear that she should work for him, servicing his friends and clients.
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