

Chapter 1

The first time Chelsea spilled wine on Greg’s lap, she knew he’d be hers—not just as a husband, but as the centerpiece of her fantasy. It had been months of planning. The resort, the staff, the very specific kind of cock she’d been fantasizing about since that one time she’d watched a Black porn star stretch a white woman in half, his hands rough, his voice a deep growl as he ordered her to take it all. She’d saved the video on her phone, replayed it in the shower, her fingers slipping between her thighs as she imagined what it would be like to have a man like that inside her—while Greg watched.

"Paradise Palms Resort," the brochure had promised. "Romantic. Private. Discreet."

Greg had scoffed when she’d booked it. "We’re going to some overpriced couples’ retreat where they serve overpriced piña coladas?"

Chelsea had just smirked, swirling the wine in her glass before taking a slow sip. "Baby, you have no idea what kind of couples’ retreat this is."

The flight had been torture. Greg had spent the last three hours buried in his Kindle, his fingers tapping impatiently against the screen, completely oblivious to the way Chelsea’s nails traced lazy circles over his thigh. She’d dug them in just enough to make him twitch, to feel the way his cock thickened beneath his slacks. He hadn’t even noticed when she’d shifted closer, her hip pressing into his, her perfume—something sweet and floral—filling his senses.

"You’re distracting me," he’d muttered, finally looking up.

"Am I?" she’d purred, her voice low, her lips curling into a smirk.

The wine glass slipped—or at least, that’s what Greg thought. Chelsea’s fingers had tightened around the stem as she "accidentally" knocked into his crotch. The deep red liquid spilled in a slow, deliberate arc, darkening the fabric of his khakis as it spread. Greg jolted upright, his face burning. "Chelsea—!"

She didn’t even look guilty. Instead, she leaned in, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered, "Oh no. Did I get you?"

Her tongue flicked out, slow and deliberate, before her lips pressed against his neck, her fingers already unbuttoning his pants.  "Chelsea, stop—!"

But she didn’t. She knelt between his legs, her hands warm against his skin as she pulled down his boxers, freeing him—already half-hard from her teasing. The wine dripped from his tip, and Chelsea moaned, low and throaty, before dipping her head. Her tongue swirled around the stain, licking up every drop.

"Mmm," she hummed, her eyes dark with amusement, "you taste like fear… and I love it."

Greg’s hands clenched into fists, his hips jerking involuntarily as she took him deeper, her lips sealing around him as she bobbed up and down. Her free hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently in her palm.

"Fuck—Chelsea, someone’s gonna see—!"

She pulled back with a pop, her lips glistening, her smile wicked. "Good. Let them."

The flight attendant glanced over, her expression unreadable, before turning away with a knowing smirk.  Greg’s breath hitched as Chelsea took him back into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before she swallowed him whole. He groaned, his fingers tangling in her hair as she hollowed her cheeks, her throat fluttering around him.

"Chelsea—fuck—!"

She pulled off with a wet sound, her lips curved into a satisfied smile. "Patience, baby. We’ve got all night."

Greg’s cock throbbed, his mind racing. This wasn’t just foreplay. This was a game. And he was already losing.

The resort was everything the brochure had promised—and so much more. White sand stretched endlessly, palm trees swaying in the breeze, their fronds rustling softly in the salt-laden air. The scent of coconut oil and sunscreen mingled with the tang of the ocean, and the resort itself was a sprawling, luxurious complex with thatched-roof cabanas dotting the beach. And then there were the staff. Every single one of them was tall, broad, built. Dark skin, smirking lips, eyes that lingered just a second too long on Chelsea as she sashayed past, her curves accentuated in a fitted sundress that barely contained her tits. Greg tensed beside her, his fingers digging into her waist—not possessively, but like he was trying to anchor her.

"Baby," Chelsea purred, tilting her head back to look at him, "relax. We’re on vacation."

"We’re not alone, Chelsea."

She laughed, the sound bright and musical, before pressing her body against his, her ass grinding back into his very noticeable erection. "Oh, Greg," she whispered, her lips brushing his ear, "we’re far from alone." The resort’s welcoming party was in full swing—a beachside barbecue, the air thick with laughter and the scent of grilling meat. Strings of lights hung overhead, casting a warm glow over the crowd, and the resort staff moved effortlessly between tables, refilling drinks, offering smiles.

Chelsea excused herself to "use the restroom," but Greg knew better. He followed, his steps quiet but determined, until he found her leaning against the bar, flirting shamelessly with a tall, muscular Black man—Lamar, according to the name tag pinned to his shirt.  "So," Chelsea cooed, her fingers trailing down his arm, "what’s a big, strong man like you doing working at a place like this?"

Lamar chuckled, his voice deep and smooth. "Darlin’, I run this place. And what’s a beautiful woman like you doing alone?"

Greg stepped forward, his jaw clenching. "She’s with me."

Chelsea turned, her smile slow and knowing, before looping her arm around his waist, pulling him close. "Oh, Greg," she sighed, her fingers digging into his hip, "you’re so cute when you’re jealous."

Lamar’s eyes flicked between them, his smirk turning predatory. "And what’s a man like you doing with a woman who clearly doesn’t need your kind of attention?"

Greg bristled, but Chelsea laughed, shaking her head. "Oh, Lamar," she teased, "you have no idea what Greg’s capable of."

Lamar’s eyebrows lifted, his gaze darkening as he leaned in, his voice dropping to a growl. "Then enlighten me."

Greg swallowed hard, his mind racing. He had no idea what was coming. But one thing was certain—

This vacation was going to change everything.

Chelsea’s fingers tightened around his wrist, her nails digging in just enough to make him wince. "Come on, baby," she whispered, her breath hot against his ear. "Let’s go find out."

And with that, she pulled him away, her hips swaying as she led him toward the cabanas, toward the promise of something he couldn’t even begin to imagine. But Greg knew one thing for sure—

He was hard again. And this time, he wasn’t sure he wanted to stop.




Chapter 2

The warm, humid air hit Greg like a physical force as they stepped out of the resort's main building, the sound of the ocean crashing against the shore mixing with the distant thump of techno music drifting from the beachfront lounge. Chelsea’s grip on his wrist was firm, possessive, almost proprietorial, and Greg couldn't deny the way his pulse stuttered when she slightly bent her fingers, a silent reminder of who was in control.

She was leading him toward the row of cabanas—small, open-air structures draped in white linen, each one bathed in the golden glow of hurricane lamps. The air smelled of salt, coconut oil, and something faintly floral, like jasmine clinging to the night. Greg swallowed hard. This isn’t a vacation. It's a test. And he was failing it already.

Chelsea paused in front of the third cabana, the one closest to the water. The door was slightly ajar, an invitation—or a trap. She didn’t knock. Instead, she pushed it open with her free hand, stepping inside without hesitation.

Greg hesitated. The resort’s "special services" envelope had burned a hole in his pocket all night, but this was different. This was Chelsea, his wife, dragging him into whatever sick game she’d planned. His cock twitched in his shorts, betraying him again. He hated how easily his body responded to her.

“Greg.” Her voice was a purr, low and knowing. She turned to face him, her dark eyes glinting in the soft light. The straps of her dress—some kind of shimmery, backless number that hugged her tits and barely covered her ass—slid down her arms, pooling at her elbows. Her sleeves were made of nothing but thin, sheer fabric, and Greg’s gaze instinctively flicked down to her hard, rosy nipples, pressed against the material like she’d gone without a bra. The delicate peaks strained against the flimsy fabric, threatening to burst free with every subtle shift in her breath.

She caught him staring.

A slow smile curved her lips. “You like what you see, baby?” Her voice dripped with a husky sweetness that made his mouth feel dry.

Greg’s throat constricted. “Chelsea—”

“Shh.” She took a step closer, close enough that he could feel the heat radiating off her body. Close enough that when she reached up, her fingers could brush against the front of his pants, teasing the base of his cock through the thin cotton. The contact sent a jolt of need straight to his gut, making him ache with an urgency he couldn’t ignore. “We don’t talk. Not yet.”

Her other hand reached behind her back, and with a single tug, the dress came unzipped, the sound sharp in the quiet of the cabana. The fabric fell away like a second skin, pooling at her feet in a whisper of silk, revealing a body that seemed sculpted from moonlight and desire.  She stood there in just her heels and a lace thong, her full tits bouncing slightly as she took a step toward him. Her panties rode low on her hips, the delicate black lace barely containing the swell of her mound.

Greg’s breath hitched. She was perfect—plump, curves for days, her skin glowing under the lamplight. But it wasn’t just her body. It was the way she moved, the way she looked at him when she thought he wasn’t watching. The way her lips parted just slightly when she was turned on. A slow pulse throbbed in her throat, visible as a faint tremor beneath the soft skin of her neck, and Greg knew that with every breath she took, her desire for him intensified.

"Kneel,” she ordered.

Greg’s eyes snapped to hers. “What?”

Chelsea’s eyebrows lifted. “You heard me.” She didn’t raise her voice, but the command was there, thick and heavy, like syrup. “Get on your knees.”

His pulse roared in his ears. He’d never knelt for anyone. Not like this. Not for a woman. But the way she said it—like she owned him—made his knees weak.  He swallowed hard, fighting the urge to grab at her, to pull her down with him and lose himself in that warm curve of her body pressed against his chest.

Slowly, he sank to one knee in front of her, his hands resting on his thighs. The cool tile beneath him felt foreign, wrong, and yet right. Chelsea’s fingers threaded through his hair, tilting his head up just as she stepped closer. Her thong was barely there, the lace barely covering her slick, swollen pussy, the scent of her arousal already thick in the air.  His senses were overwhelmed by her – the salt-tinged musk of her skin, the sweet, heady perfume of her desire.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice dripping with approval. Then her hand slid down, gripping his chin hard enough to make him gasp. “Now. Lick.”

Greg’s breath came in sharp little bursts as his tongue flicked out, tasting her for the first time in years. She moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair as he swirled his tongue around her clit, groaning at the way her pussy clenched around him, at the way her juices coated his chin.  Her scent was intoxicating – a heady mix of coconut and vanilla, laced with something uniquely hers that sent shivers down his spine. He realized with a jolt of shock that he was harder than he’d ever been.

“Fuck, Greg,” she gasped, her thighs trembling. “Just like that. Use your mouth.”

He obeyed, dipping his tongue inside her, groaning at the way her pussy clenched around him, at the way her juices coated his chin. His cock pulsed, aching for release, but Chelsea wasn’t done with him yet.

"Not yet," she hissed, pulling away just enough to make him whine. "Strip."

Greg’s fingers fumbled with his belt, his breath coming in ragged gasps. He’d never been this exposed before. Never been seen this way. But Chelsea’s eyes were locked onto him, dark and hungry, and he couldn’t look away. The fire that flickered within them mirrored the heat blooming in his own gut.

His pants hit the floor. His boxers followed, and then he was naked in front of her, his cock thick and dripping, the head already flushed dark with need.  The smooth skin of his chest glistened faintly under the lamplight, each hair on his stomach seeming to stand on end as if mimicking the wildness thrumming through him. Chelsea’s tongue darted out, wetting her lips as she took him in.

“Mmm.” She circled the head with her thumb, smearing his pre-cum over the tip. “You’re so hard for me, baby. Did you like watching me dance with Lamar?”

Greg’s cock jerked at the mention of his name. “Chelsea—”

“Answer me,” she snapped, her voice sharp. “Did you?”

“Yes,” he whispered, shame and arousal twisting together in his gut.

She grinned, a sharp, predatory thing. “Good.” Reaching down, she took his cock in her hand, stroking him slowly, her touch firm and demanding.  The warmth of her palm against his shaft sent another wave of need surging through him, making his head spin. "Then you'll take it when I say so."

Greg’s vision blurred. “Take what?”

Chelsea didn’t answer. Instead, she stepped back, bending down to pick up something from the floor—a long, black strap, sleek and sinister-looking. Greg’s stomach dropped.

“What the—?”

“Relax.” She smirked, clicking the buckle closed around his wrist. The other end was attached to the frame of the cabana’s bedpost. Greg’s heart hammered.

"You're not going anywhere."

Greg tugged against the restraints, his heart hammering. "Chelsea, this isn't funny!"

“It’s not supposed to be,” she purred, her fingers trailing down his chest before grabbing his cock again.  Each stroke of her hand sent a shiver through him, making him feel raw and exposed.

"Now. Open."

Before he could protest, she shoved his mouth open, guiding her fingers between his lips. “Suck.”

Greg obeyed, his tongue lashing out as she fed him her fingers, his mouth stretching around them. She moaned, her hips rolling as he bobbed his head, her taste sweet and intoxicating. Saliva drooled down his chin, mixing with the pre-cum on his shaft as he pumped himself, his free hand desperate to touch her.

"That's it," she praised, her voice rough. "Take me like a good boy."

The words sent a shockwave through him, his body reacting before his brain could catch up. He wanted this. He needed it. And the way Chelsea was watching him, like he was her perfect little pet, made his cock throb.

“More,” she demanded, sliding another finger into his mouth. Greg whimpered, his throat burning as she fucked his face, her hips rolling in time with his movements. Saliva dripped down his chin, mixing with the pre-cum on his shaft as he pumped himself, his free hand desperate to touch her.

But Chelsea noticed.

“Ah-ah.” She tapped his wrist, pulling it away from his cock. “Hands where I can see them.”

Greg panted, his body aching with need. She was toying with him, and he loved it.

"Please," he whined, his voice broken. "Chelsea—”

“Shh.” She kneelt in front of him, her breasts brushing against his chest as she wrapped her fingers around his cock, stroking him slowly, teasingly. “You don’t get to beg. Not yet.”  Her fingers tightened, sending a delicious spike of pain through him that only made him crave more.

“But you will when I tell you to.”

Her mouth closed around his cock, and Greg’s world exploded.

She took him deep, her mouth wet and tight, her tongue swirling around the head before sucking hard, pulling him deeper until he hit the back of her throat. Greg’s fingers clenched, his body ARCHING as she bobbed her head, her hands gripping his ass, her nails digging in just enough to mark him.

“Fuck—Chelsea—” His voice was a choked growl, his hips jerking forward instinctively. She moaned, the sound vibrating around his cock, and Greg knew he wasn’t going to last.

“Come for me,” she ordered, her voice rough. “Now.”

And just like that, Greg exploded, his cock pulsing between her lips as she swallowed every drop, her moans mixing with his groans. His vision whited out, his body shaking as she licked his shaft clean, her tongue swirling over the sensitive head.

When he finally came back to himself, Chelsea was smirking, rising to her feet. She trailed her fingers down his chest, circling his nipple before leaning in to whisper in his ear.

“Good boy.”

Her words sent a shiver down his spine.  She unbuckled the strap, freeing his wrist, and grabbed his hand, pulling him toward the bed. The mattress sagged under his weight as she pushed him back, her body pressing against his, her breasts squishing against his chest.

“Now,” she murmured, her lips brushing against his, “let’s see how well you take it.”

Greg’s breath hitched as she straddled his hips, her pussy dragging against his softening cock. She rocked against him, her hips grinding into him, and Greg lost himself in the sensation.

Chelsea rode him, her hips rolling, her tits bouncing with every movement. Greg’s hands grabbed her waist, his fingers digging in as she fucked him, her moans growing louder, needier.  She tasted of salt and coconut oil, the scent swirling around him like a promise.

"More," she whimpered, reaching between them to guide him inside her. Greg gasped as she sank down, her tight, wet pussy swallowing his cock inch by inch. She was scorching hot, her inner walls clenching around him like a vice, and Greg lost himself in the sensation. He felt himself getting lost in this primal rhythm of hers—a wild, sweet heat that pulsed from deep within her into every fiber of his being.

Chelsea fucked him hard, with a hunger that bordered on desperation.  Her back arched, her nails digging into his shoulders as she came, her pussy clenching around him, milking his cock for every last drop. He roared, his release crashing over him as he emptied himself inside her, his cock pulsing against the heat of her walls, his body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure wracked him.

When he finally collapsed beside her, his breath ragged, Chelsea turned to him, her smile slow and satisfied.  Her eyes glinted in the lamplight, dark and glittering.

"Now," she said, trailing her finger down his chest, “let’s talk about Lamar.”

Greg’s stomach dropped.

Chelsea chuckled, rolling onto her side to face him. “Relax, baby. I’m not sharing you.” She bit her lip, her eyes darkening. “Yet.”  Her fingers dug into his hip, holding him close as the heat between them deepened.

Greg’s cock twitched. He had a feeling this was only the beginning.




Chapter 3

The air in the cabana was thick with the scent of salt and sweat, the kind that clung to skin long after the body had cooled. Chelsea lay sprawled across the couch, her naked body still flushed from their earlier encounter, her fingers tracing idle patterns along Greg’s chest. The lamplight cast long shadows across her face, making her eyes seem darker, sharper—like she was already calculating her next move.  She wasn’t even bothering to try and hide the way her hips subtly rose and fell with each breath, a slow, deliberate rhythm that spoke of lingering arousal.

Greg’s pulse still thrummed in his throat, his body humming from the aftershocks of his release. But the way she was looking at him now, the way her lips curved into that knowing, dangerous smile, made his stomach twist in a delicious knot of anticipation. She wasn’t done with him. Not by a long shot.

“Now,” she murmured, her voice low and deliberate, husky from their recent intimacy, “let’s talk about Lamar.”

Greg’s breath hitched. The name alone sent a jolt through him, a mix of jealousy—a sharp pang that twisted in his gut like a fist—and something far more dangerous—excitement. It crackled under his skin, making him want to both pull away and lean into it at the same time. He swallowed hard. “What about him?”

Chelsea’s fingers stilled on his chest, her touch lingering for a beat longer than necessary before she propped herself up on one elbow, her breasts swaying slightly, their fullness emphasized by the thin silk of her discarded camisole. Her nipples were still peaked from their earlier play, tiny and hard points of provocation against her sun-kissed skin.  “You’ve been staring at him all night,” she said, her tone playful but edged with something sharper, a touch of possessiveness that made his blood sing. “Like you wanted to taste him.”

Greg’s face burned. His cheeks felt hot and tight, the air in the cabana suddenly thin.  “That’s not—”

“Don’t lie to me, Greg,” she interrupted, her voice dropping to a purr that vibrated against his chest like a caress. “I felt you watching. I saw you.” She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear, tinged with the scent of coconut and something distinctly more primal—desire. “And I liked it.”

His cock twitched. He should be angry. He should be outraged. The thought of another man taking Chelsea, savoring her in a way that only he could, normally would send a wave of possessiveness crashing through him.  But instead, all he could think about was the way Lamar’s hands had gripped Chelsea’s hips, his broad fingers sinking into the smooth curves of her flesh as if they couldn’t get enough. He thought about the way her ass had jiggled with each thrust, the playful bounce that made Greg ache to be the one driving it back and forth against him. And he thought about the way she’d moaned—the deep, throaty sounds of pure pleasure that seemed to belong to both men in the room at once—that sounded like a delicious invitation for him.

Chelsea must have seen the guilt flash across his face because she laughed, low and throaty, the sound rich and full as if it had been held back too long. “Relax, baby,” she murmured against his skin. “I’m not sharing you.”  Yet. The word hung between them, heavy and unspoken, a promise that laced the air with heat and tension. She bit her lip, her eyes darkening, those deep pools holding something both playful and predatory. “Yet.”

Greg’s stomach dropped, the feeling plummeting down to his gut like a stone tied to a rope. He should push back. He should demand answers. The thought of this arrangement—of Chelsea being open to other men while he remained bound to her in this way—should have grated on him, made him feel possessive and jealous. But the way she was looking at him—like she already knew exactly how much he wanted this—made his resistance crumble.

“What do you want from me?” he asked, his voice rough, a little husky from disuse. It had been too long since he’d spoken anything beyond breathless sighs and urgent murmurs against her skin.

Chelsea’s smile turned wicked, the curve of her lips teasing and knowing. “Oh, Greg,” she breathed, her hand sliding down his chest, over his abs, lower, until it wrapped around his cock, already half-hard again from anticipation.  Her thumb pressed into the sensitive head, making him groan involuntarily as a fresh wave of heat washed through him. "I want you to watch.”

---

The cabana’s curtains fluttered in the salty breeze, the thin fabric doing little to hide the bodies moving inside. Greg pressed himself against the wall, his breath shallow and quick, his fingers digging into the rough wood as he watched through a gap—the gap Chelsea had left for him. The space wasn't accidental; he knew it was designed with deliberate purpose, allowing him this sliver of vision to watch the scene unfolding inside.

Inside, Lamar was already waiting.  He stood in the center of the room, his broad shoulders filling the space even as he leaned against one wall casually, a playful smirk on his lips.   The lamplight glinted off of his dark skin, highlighting the muscles that rippled beneath his damp T-shirt, and Greg had to remind himself that this wasn't just about jealousy anymore—it was something else entirely. Something deeper, more visceral.

Chelsea had dragged Greg here after their conversation, her hand tight around his wrist, her nails digging in just enough to make him follow, to keep him from pulling away. She hadn’t said a word, just led him to the door of the cabana next to theirs, the one Lamar had claimed for himself earlier that afternoon when they’d all arrived at this beachside party. And now, as Greg stood hidden in the shadows, he could hear the low rumble of Lamar’s voice, deep and laced with an amused amusement that sent a shiver down Greg's spine,  the way Chelsea’s laughter sounded when she was excited—bright and breathless, full of light and mischief.

“You’re sure about this?” Lamar’s voice was deep, amused, like he already knew the answer. He could feel it in his bones that this wasn't some impulsive whim from Chelsea; it was a deliberate choice, one she'd been planning for a while. It made Greg's stomach clench with a strange mix of anticipation and apprehension.

“Oh, I’m sure,” Chelsea purred, the sound a delicious rasp against his skin even through the flimsy fabric separating them. “Greg’s been dying to see this.”

Greg’s face burned. Fuck.  He wanted to disappear into the rough wood of the wall behind him, vanish like smoke into the salty air. The image in his mind was so vivid—so undeniably true: Lamar's hand holding hers over a table full of people earlier; the way they had made eye contact then, their gaze lingering just a beat too long for anyone else to notice but Greg.

Inside, Chelsea was kneeling on the plush white rug, her back to him, her ass jutting out in the air with an almost provocative curve. The sight of her like this—submissive, willing—made his cock ache, hard and demanding against his shorts. Her thick thighs trembled as she wrapped her lips around Lamar’s cock, and Greg could hear the wet, obscene sounds of her sucking him, the way her breath hitched when Lamar’s hands tangled in her curly hair, pulling her head back slightly so he could get a deeper, more satisfying pull.

“Fuck, baby, you take it so good,” Lamar rumbled, his voice rough with need, laced with that low growl that seemed to vibrate through Greg's bones even from this distance. “That’s it. Take every inch.”

Chelsea whimpered, her ass clenching as she deep-throated him, her tits swaying with every deep thrust. Greg’s cock throbbed, trapped in his shorts, leaking precome as he imagined what it would feel like to be the one inside her. To drive himself into that soft, yielding space, to watch her face crumple against his chest as he filled her up and made her moan.

“Mmm—fuck—you’re so big,” Chelsea gasped, pulling off with a wet pop, her lips glistening. She licked them, then turned to look at Greg’s hiding spot, her eyes dark with mischief, the same glint that had sparked in them earlier when she was teasing him about Lamar. "Oh, there you are, baby. Did you like the show?”

Greg flinched. His face burned hotter than ever now, a flush creeping up his neck and spreading to his ears. “C-Chelsea, we can’t—”

“We can,” she purred, crawling toward him on all fours, her ass wiggling with every movement. Her bare thighs were sleek and smooth in the lamplight, each muscle tightening and relaxing as she propelled herself forward.  The fabric of his shirt brushed against her hips as she slid past him on the couch. “And you’re not leaving until I’m done.”

Lamar chuckled from inside the cabana, his voice deep and knowing, a sound that vibrated through Greg like a bass drum in his chest. "She's been talking about you all night, Greg. Said you were jealous of my cock."

Greg’s face burned hotter.  It was mortifying. “I—I’m not—”

“Liar,” Chelsea whispered, pressing her tits against his arm, the warmth radiating through his thin shirt. Her nipples were hard against his skin, and he could feel their tiny points pressing into him like miniature barbs. "You've been hard since we got here. Admit it."

Greg groaned. His cock throbbed. “Fuck—”  It was true. Even before Lamar had come on the scene, even while they were still tangled together on that damn couch, he could feel his body responding to the way Chelsea moved around him, the way her gaze lingered a little too long on other men's bodies, the way she laughed at their jokes just a tad louder than was necessary.

“Good boy,” Chelsea cooed, then pushed him back onto the couch, straddling his lap before grinding down on him. “Now watch me get filled up.”  Her scent filled his nostrils: salt air and coconut sunscreen blended with something distinctly feminine and intoxicating. A low growl rumbled in his chest as he watched her stand, turning away from him with a fluid grace that sent another jolt of heat through him.

Greg held his breath as she turned around, her ass on full display—plump, round, the crack glistening with arousal. Lamar dropped to his knees behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his cock pressing against her entrance, his dark silhouette framed by the open doorway.  The sight of it all was so intensely erotic, so visceral and raw, that Greg felt like he couldn't breathe.

“You ready for this, baby?” Lamar growled, his voice rough with need. He leaned in close enough to whisper in Chelsea's ear, but even from this distance, Greg could feel the vibration of it against her skin, the heat emanating off their entwined bodies.

“Y-Yeah,” Chelsea breathed, her fingers digging into the couch cushions as she leaned back into Lamar’s touch, welcoming him fully. “Stretch me out, Lamar. Make me scream.”

Greg couldn't look away. His cock ached, his hands fisting the fabric of the shirt he was wearing, tearing at the seams as Lamar pressed inside her, his cock disappearing between her thick thighs with a soft, sucking sound. Chelsea gasped, her back arching, her tits jiggling as she took him deeper. She looked so damn good in that position, relaxed and open with an almost feral hunger in her eyes.

“That’s it, baby,” Lamar grunted, his hands slapping against her ass with a resounding smack that made Greg feel like he was watching them through a primal drumbeat. “Take it. Take all of it.”

Chelsea screamed, her voice breaking, her body trembling as Lamar fucked her harder, his cock pulsing inside her, his balls slapping against her.  He wasn’t holding back; with each thrust he drove deep and hard, the way a man does when he knows exactly what will make his partner come apart at the seams.

“I’m gonna come—!” she whimpered, her fingers clawing at the couch cushions as if trying to anchor herself against Lamar’s relentless rhythm. “Oh god, yes—”

Greg couldn’t hold back anymore. His cock burst, his come shooting out, his shorts soaking through with a hot rush of pleasure as he watched Chelsea’s orgasm—her back arching, her tits bouncing, her screams echoing through the cabana.

Lamar roared, his cock pulsing inside her, his release filling her up as she collapsed forward, her breath ragged, her body trembling. It was a magnificent display of unadulterated passion, one that left Greg both breathless and strangely wanting more.  He felt a strange tug in his own chest, like an ache for the kind of release he'd just witnessed from the other side of that flimsy wall.

“Fuck,” Lamar panted, pulling out with a wet sound, his cock glistening. He wiped his come off Chelsea’s tits before feeding it to her, grinning at Greg as she licked her lips, moaning softly.  Her eyes met his briefly over Lamar's shoulder, and for the first time all evening, there was something else in them besides playful amusement.   Greg saw a hint of gratitude, maybe even a touch of possessiveness.

“Mmm,” Chelsea purred, savoring the taste. “Delicious.”

Greg could only stare, his cock still hard, his body still buzzing from the sight of her taking Lamar—and loving every second of it.  He'd never felt this vulnerable before, this exposed by a woman's pleasure in another man's touch. But there was something undeniably potent about it, something that stirred a primal yearning deep within him.

---

Later, when they were alone again, Chelsea curled against him, her body warm and sated. But her fingers traced slow, deliberate circles on his chest, her voice soft but intent.

“You liked that, didn’t you?”

Greg swallowed. He knew she wasn't talking about the cabana itself, not really.

“I—”

“Don’t lie to me,” she murmured, her breath hot against his skin. “I felt you watching. I saw you.” She tilted her head up slightly, so he could see the playful glint in her eyes under the dim light of the lamp beside their bed. "You were a little tense there for a while, weren't you?"

He exhaled sharply.  It was like she saw right through him, past the facade he usually kept up. The image of himself crouched against that wall, hidden but unable to turn away, came back to him in vivid detail. He hadn’t been able to control his gaze; it had been drawn inexorably to her, even as she gave herself so freely to another man.

“What do you want from me, Chelsea?” he asked, the words rough with a mixture of frustration and desire that he couldn't quite manage to sort through.

She turned her head, her eyes glinting in the dim light. “I want you to choose, Greg.” Her fingers tightened on his chest, her thumb tracing circles just above his sternum. "Because if you don’t…” She trailed off, but the threat hung between them, heavy and unspoken, a promise laced with heat and possibility.

Greg closed his eyes. He knew what she wasn’t saying.  He knew that if he couldn't find within himself the courage to embrace this new, unpredictable dynamic, then she would choose for him. And it terrified him just as much as it thrilled him.




Chapter 4

The ocean breeze carried the scent of salt and something darker—sandalwood, sweat, and the faint metallic tang of arousal. Greg lay sprawled on the cabana’s daybed, his chest still heaving from the intensity of their last encounter, his skin slick with a sheen of sweat that had nothing to do with the humidity. Chelsea loomed over him, her shadow stretching long across the wooden floor, her fingers tracing idle patterns along his collarbone. The air between them was thick, charged, dangerous. It crackled like static electricity, making the hairs on Greg's arms stand on end.

"You’re thinking too hard," she murmured, her voice a velvet purr that sent a shiver down his spine. She dipped her head, her breath hot against his ear, carrying with it the promise of something wild and untamed. "And that’s not allowed."

Greg swallowed, trying to swallow back the dryness in his throat. His cock, which had only just begun to soften, twitched back to life at her words.  "What’s not allowed?" he managed, the question sounding pathetically weak even to his own ears.

She smirked, leaning back just enough to let her gaze rake over him—his flushed chest, the way his fingers clenched the edge of the blanket, the way his breath hitched when she bit her lower lip. Her eyes glinted with amusement, and a flash of something more primal flickered beneath that surface: desire so potent it made Greg’s blood hum. "Overthinking. Doubting. Resisting." Her fingers trailed lower, skimming the waistband of his swim trunks before dipping beneath. The cool touch sent goosebumps erupting across his skin as her fingertips pressed into the soft flesh above his cock.  "You’re mine, Greg. And right now? You’re mine to play with."

His pulse spiked. He should have been terrified. Should have been fighting her. But the way she said it—like it was a fact, not a question—sent a jolt of something primal through him. Something that had nothing to do with fear and everything to do with need. A need so deep it resonated in his very bones. 

Chelsea’s hand closed around his cock, already half-hard, and gave it a slow, deliberate stroke. "Mmm. Still so hard for me." She leaned in, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. "You know what this means, don’t you?"

Greg’s throat went dry.  "What?"

She chuckled, low and knowing, and pulled back just enough to meet his eyes. Her gaze was intense, unwavering, burning into him with a heat that mirrored the fire building in his own gut. "It means you’re ready."

---

The villa was a sanctuary of sin, draped in thick curtains that blocked out the afternoon sun, leaving only the flickering glow of oil lamps and the distant hum of the resort’s party. Greg had never been inside before, but the moment he stepped over the threshold, he knew he was stepping into something irreversible.

Darius was waiting for them.

He was even more imposing in person—tall, broad-shouldered, his skin a deep, rich brown that gleamed under the lamplight. Muscles rippled beneath smooth bronze skin, rope-like and defined without being exaggerated. His presence filled the room like a physical force, a tangible heat that radiated outwards in waves, but it was his smile that did Greg in. It was easy. Confident. Hungry. 

"Greg," Darius rumbled, his voice a deep baritone that vibrated through Greg’s chest. "Chelsea’s been very excited to introduce us."

Greg’s face burned. He could feel the heat creeping up his neck, the way his fingers twitched at his sides.  “Yeah. She’s… uh. Very excited.”

Darius’s grin widened, predatory and laced with a hint of amusement. "I can tell." His gaze flicked to Chelsea, who was already shedding her cover-up, her bikini top slipping down to reveal her heavy, swaying breasts, their tips barely contained by the delicate straps.  "She always is this way when she’s got something she wants."

Greg’s cock jerked in his trunks. He should have looked away. Should have found some excuse to bolt. But he couldn't. Not when Chelsea was moaning, her fingers already working at the strings of her bikini bottoms, not when Darius’s eyes darkened with something that looked suspiciously like predatory approval.

"Strip," Darius commanded, his voice leaving no room for argument.

Greg’s breath hitched. "What?"

Chelsea’s hand found his shoulder, her nails digging in just enough to be felt. “Do it, Greg-greg.” 

He swallowed hard. His fingers fumbled with the knot at his waistband, his heart hammering so loudly he was sure Darius could hear it. The fabric gave way, and his cock sprang free, already leaking, already aching. He kicked the trunks aside, suddenly hyper-aware of how small he looked next to the two of them—how inadequate.

Darius’s gaze raked over him, slow and deliberate, taking in every inch from the curve of his chest to the tight muscles of his hips to the throbbing length of his cock. "Pathetic," he murmured, but there was no malice in it. Just… assessment.

Greg's face burned.  "I—I don’t—"

Chelsea’s hand slid around his throat, her thumb pressing just hard enough to make him gasp. “You will,” she whispered. Her gaze met Darius’s for a fleeting moment, an unspoken exchange passing between them that made Greg's stomach clench. "Because if you don't? Well.” She glanced at Darius, her smile sharp. “I’m sure someone here would be more than happy to help you with that."

Greg’s cock twitched. His brain screamed at him to run. His body, traitor that it was, thrummed with need.

Darius stepped closer, his heat pressing against Greg’s back. "Kneel," he ordered.

Greg’s knees hit the floor before he could even process the command. He rested his hands on his thighs, his cock bobbing between them, begging for attention. 

"Good boy," Darius murmured, his fingers tangling in Greg’s hair. He guided Greg’s head down, his cock already pressing against Greg’s lips. “Now suck.”

Greg’s mouth opened. He hesitated—just for a second—but then Darius’s grip tightened, and he found himself obeying. The first taste of him was salt and musk, thick and heavy on his tongue, and Greg groaned around the length, his own cock throbbing in time with the pulses of Darius’s shaft.

Chelsea’s breath hitched. "Oh fuck, Greg. Look at you. Such a good little cocksleeve."

Greg’s cheeks burned, but he didn’t stop. He couldn't. Not when Darius’s hips began to rock, not when Chelsea’s fingers found his hair, tangling in the strands and guiding him, not when the sounds of his own moans filled the room, desperate and needy.

"Fuck—fuck—" Greg gasped, his own cock dripping onto the floor. He needed more. Needed everything.

Darius pulled back with a wet pop, his cock glistening. "Enough."

Greg whimpered, his lips still tingling, his body aching.

Chelsea’s hand found his chin, tilting his face up. "Now watch."  

---

Lamar was already there. 

Greg hadn’t even heard him enter. One moment, it was just the three of them—Darius, Chelsea, and him—and the next, Lamar was standing in the doorway, his massive frame filling the space, his cock already hard, already leaking.  

"Well," Lamar drawled, his voice smooth as whiskey. "Looks like someone’s been very busy."

Chelsea’s smile was wicked. "Busy enough," she purred, stepping forward and pressing her body against Lamar’s. Her hands slid up his chest, her fingers tangling in the dark curls there.  "But I think you might be able to help him with that."

Lamar’s grin was all teeth. "Now, Chelsea-girl, you know I love to help."

Greg’s breath hitched as Lamar’s hands found her waist, his fingers digging in just enough to make her gasp. "But first," Lamar murmured, his lips brushing her ear. "I think we should play."

Greg's breath hitched. His cock jerked, a thick bead of precome dripping onto the floor.

Lamar’s hands slid down Chelsea’s body, his fingers tracing the curve of her hip before dipping beneath the waistband of her bikini bottoms. She moaned, her head falling back, her tits heaving. "Fuck—fuck—Lamar—please—"

Greg’s breath hitched as Lamar’s fingers found her clit, his thumb pressing down just hard enough to make her whimper.  "Please what, baby?" Lamar growled, his voice rough. "Tell me what you want."

Chelsea’s nails dug into Lamar’s shoulders. "I—I want you to fuck me," she gasped. "I want you to fill me up, Lamar. I want you to own me."

Lamar’s grin was feral. "And what about him?" He jerked his chin toward Greg, who was panting, his cock leaking, his body betraying him with every twitch, every pulse.

Chelsea’s eyes locked onto Greg’s. “I want him to watch,” she whispered.  "I want him to see what it’s like to be replaced."

Greg’s breath hitched. His cock jerked, a thick bead of precome dripping onto the floor.

Lamar’s hands found Chelsea’s thighs, spreading them wide. "Then watch, Greg," he ordered, his voice rough. "Watch me fuck your wife.”

Greg’s breath came in ragged gasps as Lamar dropped to his knees, his fingers finding Chelsea’s pussy. His tongue flicked out to taste her. She screamed, her back arching, her fingers tangling in his hair. "Oh fuck—Lamar—yes—!"

Greg's hands clenched. He should have looked away. But he couldn’t. Not when Chelsea was moaning, not when Lamar was pounding into her, hard, rough, unrelenting.

"Fuck—fuck—Greg—watch me—" Chelsea gasped, her voice broken, desperate. "Watch me take it—watch me take him—”

Greg’s breath hitched. His cock ached. His body betrayed him with every twitch, every pulse.

Lamar’s hands found Chelsea’s clit, his fingers circling it just hard enough to make her whimper. "Then come for me, baby," he growled. "Come hard for me."

Chelsea screamed. Her body trembled, her pussy clenching around Lamar’s cock as she came, her juices dripping down his length. Lamar roared, his hips jerking, his cock pulsing deep inside her as he came too, his release painting her thighs.

Greg’s breath hitched. His cock ached. His body betrayed him with every twitch, every pulse.

Chelsea’s eyes locked onto his. "Now you," she whispered. “Now you get to participate."

Greg’s breath hitched.  "W-what?"

Chelsea’s smile was wicked. "You heard me, Greg-greg.” She reached between them, her fingers wrapping around his cock.  “It’s your turn.”

Greg’s breath hitched. His cock ached. His body betrayed him with every twitch, every pulse. And then—he was on his feet, his hands finding Chelsea’s hips, his cock notching at her entrance.

“Fuck—fuck—Greg—” Chelsea gasped, her eyes locking onto his. “Fuck me—"

And then—he pushed in.

Chelsea screamed.

The sound was raw, animalistic, her nails digging into his shoulders as he filled her, stretching her, owning her. Greg’s breath hitched. His cock ached. His body betrayed him with every thrust, every pulse. 

Lamar’s hands found Greg’s hips, guiding him, helping him, fucking him into Chelsea. “That’s it, Greg,” Lamar growled. "Fuck her—fuck her hard—"

Greg’s breath came in ragged gasps. His cock ached. His body betrayed him with every twitch, every pulse.

Chelsea’s hands found his hair, her fingers tangling in the strands as she moaned, her back arching, her tits bouncing. "Fuck—fuck—Greg—yes—!"

Greg’s breath hitched. His cock ached. His body betrayed him with every twitch, every pulse.

And then—he came.

His release painted the bed, his juices mixing with Lamar’s, his body trembling as he collapsed onto the floor, his breath ragged, his heart hammering.

Chelsea’s smile was wicked. “Good boy,” she purred, her fingers tracing his chest. “Now you know what it’s like to love the cock.”

Greg’s breath hitched. His cock ached. His body betrayed him with every twitch, every pulse.

And then—they were all laughing, their bodies entangled, their juices mixing, their breath ragged. 

And Greg—

Finally learned to love the cock.




Chapter 5

The floorboards groaned beneath Greg’s weight as he pressed his forehead against the cool, polished wood, his fingers still trembling from the aftershocks of his first real surrender. The air in the villa was thick with the scent of sweat, coconut oil, and something darker—something feral—that clung to his skin like a second layer. His body still hummed, every nerve ending alive, every muscle remembering the way Chelsea had ridden him, the way Lamar’s hands had gripped his shoulders, the way Darius had watched with that slow, approving smirk.

"Finally learned to love the cock."

Chelsea’s voice echoed in his ears, low and triumphant. He could still feel her breath against his neck, her lips brushing his ear as she whispered, "Now you’re ours."

Greg exhaled sharply, his cock throbbing even as his body begged for rest. He wasn't sure if he was more turned on or terrified. Maybe both. A delicious knot of apprehension tightened in his gut, twisting into something akin to excitement.

The balcony doors were still open, the night air carrying the distant sounds of the resort—the clink of glasses, the murmur of laughter, the occasional splash of water from the pool. But beneath it all, something else pulsed. A rhythm. A beat. The unmistakable sound of pleasure spilling into the night.

Chelsea’s fingers traced idle circles on his back, her touch light as a feather, heavy as a promise. "You’re thinking too hard, baby," she murmured, her voice dripping with amusement that sent shivers down his spine. "That’s a bad look on you."

Greg swallowed, his throat dry. "I’m just—processing."  He shifted slightly, pressing his back against the cool wood and relishing the way her fingers dug into him, a silent reminder of whose territory he was currently inhabiting.

"Processing?" She laughed, the sound rich and dark, like honey laced with whiskey. It sent a shiver down his spine, a delicious mix of anticipation and fear. "There’s nothing to process. You liked it. We all liked it. And now?" She rolled onto her side, her plump, swaying tits brushing against his arm, her nipples still hard from his mouth.  A wave of heat washed over him, remembering the way they'd felt under his tongue, so sensitive and responsive to his touch. "Now you get to do it again."

Greg’s pulse spiked. He could feel a tremor run through him, starting in his cock and radiating outwards. It was a heady cocktail of desire and uncertainty, laced with something else -  a hint of defiance.  "Do what again?"

She didn't answer. Instead, she reached for the cordless phone on the nightstand and pressed a button. A moment later, the line crackled to life.

"Darius?" Chelsea’s voice was smooth, commanding. "We’re ready."

A pause. Then, that deep, rumbling chuckle that always sent goosebumps prickling across Greg's skin. "Already? I love eager little things."

Greg’s stomach twisted. He wanted to argue, to claim some semblance of control, but the words died in his throat. He was already hers again, swept away by the tide of her desires. "We’re—we’re not done here."  The words came out small and weak.

Chelsea’s fingers tightened on his hip, her nails digging in just enough to remind him—she was still in control. Her scent, a heady mix of coconut oil and something uniquely Chelsea, filled his senses. "Oh, we’re far from done, baby," she murmured against the shell of his ear, sending another shiver through him.  "But others are waiting."

The phone clicked again. "The cove’s ready. Bring your husband."

Chelsea disconnected, then rolled off the bed with a fluid grace that made Greg’s mouth water. He watched, mesmerized, as she moved towards the bathroom, her ass swaying with every step, her body lithe and powerful, each curve accented by the moonlight filtering through the balcony doors. Her skin shone with sweat,  making her seem almost luminous, and he couldn't help but notice how the delicate lace of her bra peeked out from under the folds of her silk robe, adding another layer to her intoxicating allure.

"Hurry up," she called over her shoulder, her voice mock-patient, laced with a hint of something that sounded suspiciously like impatience. "Unless you’d rather I send someone to fetch you?"

Greg’s face burned, the heat rising from his chest and spreading through him like wildfire.  He hated how easily she could unravel him. But he also loved it. The way she held him in her gaze, even when she was looking away; the way she played with his insecurities like a kitten batting at a string; the way her laughter set his teeth on edge and sent shivers down his spine simultaneously—it was all so maddeningly intoxicating.

---

The walk to the cove was a dream—and a nightmare.  A surreal landscape of shimmering moonlight, heavy air thick with frangipani and salt, and the primal undercurrent of desire that hummed beneath it all. The resort’s private path was lined with torches flickering in the breeze, casting long, dancing shadows against the jungle foliage. 

The scent of sweat mingled with coconut oil clung to him, a heady cocktail he recognized as his own mingling with Chelsea's intoxicating musk. Greg kept his eyes forward, but he could feel the weight of the other couples’ gazes – three pairs of husbands and wives, all of them naked, oiled, and very interested in what was about to happen. The women were a mix of curves and confidence—some tall and willowy, others soft and round, all of them dripping with oil, their tits bouncing with every step, their movements like liquid silk against the backdrop of darkness. Their partners were broad-shouldered, dark-skinned, their muscles flexing with every movement, their eyes hungry, burning into Greg's back as they walked past.

And then there was Lamar.

Greg’s ex-brother-in-law leaned against a palm tree, his arms crossed, his smirk slow and knowing. He pushed off the trunk as they approached, his naked chest glistening under the torchlight, his cock already half-hard, the head dark and throbbing.

"Evening, Greg," Lamar drawled, his voice smooth as chocolate, sending a tremor of heat through Greg's gut. "Still processing?"

Greg’s jaw clenched. "Fuck off."  The words were gruff, clipped with barely contained irritation.

Lamar laughed, the sound deep and rich. "Oh, I will. Later. After you’ve had your turn." His eyes lingered on Greg's body for a beat too long, taking in his taut muscles and the way he kept clenching at his thighs as if trying to keep some hidden fire contained. "Or maybe," Lamar continued, his voice dropping into a husky whisper that made Greg shiver, “we can skip ahead?”

Greg’s breath hitched.

Chelsea’s hand squeezed Greg’s, her fingers digging in just enough to remind him—she was still in charge.  "Relax," she murmured, pulling him closer until his chest pressed against her back, her breath warm against his ear. "This is just a game. And you’re going to win."

"Win?" Greg’s voice was tight. "What do I win?"

Chelsea’s laugh was bright and wicked. "My husband’s approval. And maybe…" She glanced back at Lamar, her eyes dark with promise. "…a chance to learn what it really feels like to be inside a woman who wants you."

Greg’s cock twitched.  The image of Chelsea on her back beneath him, panting and arching for more, lingered in his mind.

Lamar’s hand landed on his shoulder, his fingers warm, his grip firm. "You do want that, don’t you, Greg? You want to know what it’s like to fill her up?"  He leaned in, close enough for Greg to feel the heat radiating from his bare skin, smell the faint scent of sandalwood on his collar.

Greg’s cock throbbed.

Chelsea moaned, the sound low and needy. "Oh, Lamar. You’re such a tease."

---

The cove was a dream of golden light. The water glowed under the moonlight, ripples spreading like liquid silk as the waves lapped against the shore. The other couples were already there—two white women with their Black partners, all of them naked, oiled, and very interested in what was about to happen.

At the center of it all stood Darius, the resort’s head stud, his chest bare, his muscles rippling beneath golden skin.  He clapped his hands, his smile slow and predatory.

"Alright, let’s begin," he rumbled, his voice deep and rich. "Tonight’s challenge: Mutual Pleasure. Each husband must take his wife’s mouth while she’s being fucked by the other partner. No hands allowed on the cocks—just tongues. And if any of you come before the count of ten? You’re out. And the losers get a very public punishment."

Greg’s stomach dropped.   The words hung in the air, thick with promise and something darker -  a threat that sent goosebumps prickling across his skin.

Chelsea moaned, her voice thick with need. "Oh, I love punishments."

Darius’ gaze locked onto Greg, his eyes dark with amusement. "Smart man. Now. Who’s first?"

Greg didn’t hesitate. He knew that look, the one Darius reserved for him – a mixture of respect and challenge that always pushed him further than he thought possible.

Chelsea dropped to her knees in front of Lamar, her huge tits swaying as she took him into her mouth. Greg watched, mesmerized, as her plump lips stretched around Lamar’s thick cock, her tongue swirling as she moaned around him.

"Fuck, Chelsea," Lamar groaned, his hands fisting in her hair. "You’re such a greedy little slut."   The sound of it sent a tremor through Greg's body,  a delicious mix of possessive pleasure and something else - the taste of something wild and raw that he craved.

Greg’s cock ached. He could feel the precome already leaking from his tip, the wetness between his legs, the heat building in his groin. He was starting to lose control just watching.

"Your turn, husband," Darius murmured, pressing Greg’s shoulder until he knelt behind Chelsea. "Let’s see if you can do half as good as her."

Greg’s hands trembled as he cupped Chelsea’s tits, his thumbs flicking over her nipples before he leaned in, his mouth covering one of her rosy peaks. She gasped, her back arching as Lamar pushed her forward, his cock sliding deeper into her mouth. 

"That’s it," Darius encouraged, his voice low and approving. "Now lick her. Show her how much you want this."

Greg obeyed.

His tongue swirled over Chelsea’s nipple, his teeth grazing just enough to make her whimper. She moaned around Lamar, her ass wiggling as she began to ride his cock, her tits bouncing with every thrust.  He could feel the heat radiating from her body, smell the tang of arousal mingling with the coconut oil on her skin.

"Oh fuck," Greg groaned, his hands slipping down to grab her hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh. "Chelsea—"

"Shh," she panted, her voice muffled around Lamar’s cock. "Just fuck me, Greg. Fuck me like you mean it."

And for the first time in his life, Greg did. He leaned down further, taking her nipple deeper into his mouth, swirling it between his tongue and teeth, pulling a moan from her throat that reverberated deep inside him. He felt her tension coil tighter, heard Lamar's guttural growl as he slammed deeper, driving them both closer to the edge.

---

The first orgasm hit like a wave. Chelsea’s moans grew louder, her body tensing as Lamar pounded into her from behind, Greg’s mouth still on her nipple, his hands gripping her hips as he thrust up into her, his cock sliding between her plump, dripping folds.

"I’m gonna—" Chelsea whimpered, her ass clenching around Lamar’s cock. "Oh god, I’m gonna—"

"Come for us, baby," Lamar growled, his hands slapping against her jiggling tits. "Come hard."

And she did.  Her cry echoed through the cove, a raw sound that vibrated in Greg's chest and sent shivers down his spine. Her body shuddered as she came, her juices coating Greg’s cock, her tits slapping against his chest as he finally lost control, his release shooting between her cheeks, his name spilling from her lips on a broken moan.

"Greg—" Chelsea panted, her body still trembling, her fingers tangled in his hair. "Oh fuck, Greg—"

Darius clapped, his voice thick with approval. "Well done, husband. Now. Who’s next?"

---

The other couples took their turns. Greg watched in a daze as Chelsea was ridden by two men at once, her moans filling the air, her body glistening with sweat and oil. He tasted her on his lips, felt her on his skin, heard her in his ears—his wife, his lover, his submission—and for the first time, he didn’t hate it.

He loved it.  His own cock was still throbbing with a residual heat that spread through him like wildfire whenever she moved, whenever they shifted positions, whenever her skin brushed against his. He wanted to feel that heat again, felt the pull of her body against his like a magnetic force. He wanted her all to himself, but even knowing that this wasn't possible tonight, he was already caught in the tide of their shared desire.

By the time it was over, Greg was spent, his body aching in the best way, his mind reeling from the sights, sounds, and sensations of the night.

Chelsea collapsed against him, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her lips swollen from kissing him, her body covered in other men’s marks.

"That was…" Greg panted, his fingers tracing the red marks on her thighs—where Lamar had spanked her during the challenge. "…insane."

Chelsea laughed, the sound soft and satisfied. "Insane? Baby, that was tame."

Greg’s eyes widened. "Tame?"

"Mmm." She nipped his ear, her breath hot against his skin. "Next time? We invite three men. And you’re not allowed to come until after I do."

Greg’s cock twitched. He imagined it, a rush of heat flooding him even as he tried to maintain some semblance of control. The image was enough to make his head spin.

Darius chuckled, slinging an arm around Greg’s shoulders. "You’ve got spirit, husband. I like that."

Greg swallowed hard, his mind already racing with images of what was to come. Because this?

This was only the beginning.  His life had shifted, cracked open and poured into something wild and beautiful. He wasn't sure he knew how to navigate it yet, but damn if he wasn’t going to try.




Chapter 6

The lagoon water lapped against Greg’s skin like a second heartbeat, cool and insistent, but his own pulse was anything but steady. He floated there, suspended between the weight of his submission and the thrill of something new—something dangerous. Chelsea’s fingers traced idle patterns down his chest, her touch light enough to be teasing, heavy enough to make his cock twitch beneath the surface of the water. Behind them, Lamar’s laughter rumbled low, a dark, velvety sound that sent a shiver down Greg’s spine, prickling his skin in anticipation.

"You’re thinking too hard, baby," Chelsea murmured, her lips brushing the shell of his ear, sending goosebumps erupting across his flesh. Her scent, a mix of coconut and something uniquely her, was intoxicatingly close.  Her breath tickled against his sensitive skin as she whispered, "Relax."

"Easier said than done," Greg admitted, his voice rough with unspoken tension. The sun was bleeding into the horizon, painting the sky in streaks of gold and violet, a fiery masterpiece fading to twilight. But his mind was still stuck on the way Lamar had filled Chelsea just minutes ago—the way her pussy had clenched around both of them, how she’d arched her back, a feral cat stretched languidly in the sun, when Greg had finally pushed inside her. He had thought he knew what desire was. He had thought he knew what she was. But this?

This was a revelation. His body thrummed with awareness of his own desires, desires that felt both familiar and startlingly new. 

Darius stepped closer, his bare feet sinking into the shallows as he watched them, a predatory grace in every movement. His gaze was sharp, assessing, like a man who had seen this game played out a hundred times before and still found it fascinating—and perhaps just a little bit delicious. "You’re overthinking," he said, his voice smooth, almost amused. The faintest hint of amusement danced in the depths of his dark eyes as they lingered on Greg's exposed chest. "Let it happen. Don’t fight it."

Greg exhaled sharply, feeling a tremor run through him that wasn’t entirely from the water chilling against his skin. "I’m not sure I can fight it anymore." He felt like he was teetering on the edge of something wild and uncontrollable, a precipice where reason gave way to instinct.

Chelsea’s fingers stilled for a moment, then moved again, this time tracing slow circles just above his heart, her touch sending a wave of heat flooding through him. For a moment, the only sound was the water lapping against their skin, the distant chatter of resort staff packing up for the night, the occasional cry of a seagull wheeling overhead. Then she turned her head just enough to meet his eyes, her own dark and knowing, a challenge hidden beneath the languid gaze.

"Good," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper that tickled his skin like a secret shared between them. "Because if you did fight it, I’d have to punish you."

Greg’s cock jerked, tightening in response to both the threat and the promise woven into her words. He knew she wasn’t just talking about the spanking she’d threatened earlier. She was talking about everything—the way she’d tied him up, the way she’d made him kneel, the way she’d shared him with Lamar and Darius and now, apparently, Lamar again. The way she’d looked at him afterward, her lips curved in that smug, satisfied smile, like she’d won.

And maybe she had.  He wanted to resent it. To be angry at the ease with which she dominated them all, but the truth was he found himself strangely aroused by it.

"You’re enjoying this," he accused, his voice tight, a mixture of frustration and something else, something darker that resonated deep within him. 

Chelsea’s smile widened, her eyes sparkling mischievously in the fading light. "Oh, Greg. I’m living for it."

Behind them, Lamar’s hands settled on Chelsea’s hips, his fingers digging in just enough to make her gasp softly, a sound that sent shivers down Greg's spine.  "She’s right," he rumbled, his voice a dark purr, a vibration that echoed through the water and into Greg’s bones. "And you’re still hard for us."

Greg’s face burned, a flush creeping up from his chest to mingle with the faint tan of his skin. He was. His cock throbbed beneath the water, betraying him in the worst way. It was an ache he couldn't quite ignore, and it wasn't just physical. He should be ashamed. He should be furious. But all he could think about was the way Chelsea’s pussy had milked him dry earlier, the way Lamar’s cock had stretched her, the way Darius had watched them both with that same hungry, approving look—a look that told Greg exactly how much they were savoring this.

"Fuck," Greg groaned, his hands clenching into fists in the water.  The words felt inadequate, a weak attempt to capture the tangled emotions churning within him.

Chelsea’s laughter was bright, unrepentant, echoing over the lapping water. "That’s the spirit." She leaned in, her breath warm against his ear, carrying the scent of coconut and something uniquely her - a heady mix that both thrilled and irritated him. "Now. The challenge."

Greg’s stomach twisted. "What challenge?"  He tried to keep his voice steady, but it came out rough, tight with an anticipation he couldn't quite place.

She pulled back just enough to grin at him, her eyes glinting with mischief that played across the planes of her face like sunlight on water. The corners of her mouth curved up in a knowing smile, and Greg felt his cock stir anew. "Oh, you know." She glanced over her shoulder at Lamar, who was now standing behind her, his massive frame casting a shadow over them both, towering over Greg as if he were some fragile specimen under observation.  "The one we talked about before we left the cabana."

Greg’s mind raced. The "couples’ challenge"—the one where he had to participate in a threesome, or else face the consequences. The one where he had to share her, really share her, with Lamar, in front of him, while Darius watched. He could feel his cheeks flush, and not just from the heat of the fading sun on his skin.

And if he did it?

If he succeeded?

Chelsea’s lips curved. "You want to know what the reward is, don't you?" Her voice dropped to a husky whisper that sent shivers down Greg's spine.  She had him cornered, and she knew it.  Her hand trailed down his chest, lower, until her fingertips brushed the waterline, skimming the length of his cock through the thin fabric of his swim trunks. "Oh, Greg." She sighed, like he was the most delicious disappointment, as if she were savoring this moment with a predatory pleasure that made him want to both melt and rise to meet it. "You’re going to have to earn it."

Lamar’s hands tightened on her hips, pulling her back against his chest, his body heat radiating through the thin fabric of Chelsea's bikini top.  "And if he doesn’t?" he asked, his voice a low growl that vibrated deep in Greg’s chest.

Chelsea’s smile turned sharp, predatory, and Greg felt the hair on the back of his neck prickle with awareness. "Then he gets spanked. In front of everyone."  Her eyes locked onto his, daring him to disagree.

Greg’s breath hitched. The image flashed in his mind—him bent over a chair, his ass exposed, the resort staff watching as Chelsea’s hand came down, again and again, while Lamar and Darius laughed. He could feel it now - the sting of the leather against his sensitive skin, the heat of his own humiliation mingling with the damp air.

His cock jerked, a wave of desire washing over him that felt like a lifeline in this churning sea of uncertainty.

"Or," Chelsea continued, her voice dropping to a purr that echoed the rumble in Lamar’s chest, "he can play."

Greg's pulse spiked, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird.  "Play how?"

She turned in Lamar’s arms, her legs wrapping around his waist as he lifted her effortlessly. She straddled Greg’s lap, her pussy pressing against his thigh, already damp.  It was so close she could have reached out and grazed him with her hand, yet there was a distance between them, an unspoken tension that crackled like static in the air. "Like this."

Lamar’s cock, thick and veiny, pressed against her ass, already hard again. Greg could feel the heat radiating off them both, how their bodies moved together like they’d been doing this for years, a familiar dance of power and pleasure.  He swallowed hard, trying to control the frantic beat of his heart as he felt the weight of Chelsea shift onto him, her body warm against his own.

"You’re going to fuck me," Chelsea whispered, her lips brushing Greg’s. The air between them crackled with unspoken desire, and for a fleeting moment, the world narrowed down to just this:  the warmth of her body pressed against his, the scent of her skin mingling with the salt air, the sound of her breath coming in short, sharp gasps as she waited for him to take hold. "While he fucks me from behind."

Greg’s breath caught, the question hanging heavy between them like smoke.  "Both of you?" He said the words into a choked silence, his throat suddenly too tight to speak with any kind of certainty.  

"Both of us," she confirmed, her voice a dark promise that vibrated through him on both a physical and emotional level. "And if you do it well…" She leaned in, her breath hot against his ear. "I’ll let you spank me afterward."

Greg’s cock jerked, the word a sharp exclamation point to the unspoken understanding between them. He wanted to be spanked by Chelsea. Wanted the sting of the leather on his bare skin, wanted her control over him in this way, so much that it almost hurt.

"What do you say, husband?" Chelsea purred, her fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him closer as if she were trying to anchor him in place.  The word felt charged between them, a reminder of the boundaries they’d crossed and the ones they still clung to. "Are you in?"

Greg’s hands found her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh as he pulled himself up to meet her gaze. His heart was pounding against his ribs like a captive bird, and it wasn't just from the heat radiating from Chelsea’s body, nor the prickle of desire that had become almost unbearable. He felt vulnerable, exposed, yet there was something exhilarating about this surrender, about the way he craved her approval, her touch, even as he wanted to push back against it all.

"I’m in." He said the words with a firmness that surprised him, feeling the echo of Lamar’s laughter behind him, knowing they were witnessing this moment, judging his every move. It was a different kind of fear than the one he felt before, but the adrenaline that surged through him felt just as potent.

---

The cabana was even more intimate in the fading light, the air thick with the scent of sex and coconut oil, the sound of the waves a distant murmur. Chelsea was already on her hands and knees on the chaise, her ass lifted high, her pussy glistening in the dim light filtering through the open doorway. Lamar knelt behind her, his cock already pressing against her entrance, his hands gripping her hips.

Greg stood there, his breath coming fast, his cock painfully hard.  The muscles in his thighs ached with anticipation, and the heat radiating from Chelsea's body was almost unbearable. He couldn't help but glance back at Darius who was leaning against the wall by the entrance, watching them with an impassive expression that nonetheless radiated something like amusement. It seemed Greg had been right to worry about their scrutiny; it wasn't just Lamar and Chelsea in this game, they were all players now.

"Come here," Chelsea ordered, her voice thick with need.

Greg stepped forward, his hands shaking as he reached for her. She turned her head just enough to meet his eyes, her lips parted, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps that echoed the pounding of his own heart. 

"You’re sure about this?" she asked, a playful twist to the question even though it was laced with urgency.

Greg swallowed, feeling as if he were going to choke on the words. He wanted to say something witty, something reassuring, but all he could manage was a ragged "I'm sure."

She smiled, slow and satisfied.  "Good boy."  Her hand found his cheek, stroking it with her thumb, the touch sending another wave of heat through him that was quickly becoming overwhelming.

Lamar’s hands tightened on her hips, and with a single, powerful thrust, he was inside her. He pulled back slightly, meeting Greg's gaze for just a moment before pushing forward again, burying himself deeper as his cock pressed against Chelsea from behind. The sound of it—the wet rasp of skin and cloth—sent another jolt through Greg’s body.

Chelsea’s back arched, her fingers clawing into the cushions. "Oh fuck—!"  The way she said his name made his chest ache with a yearning that was both physical and emotional. It felt like something raw and exposed, laid bare beneath their shared gaze.

Greg’s cock ached. He could see how full she was, how stretched, the way Lamar’s cock was buried inside her, stretching her impossibly wide. He wasn't just watching; he could feel it too—the tension in her body, the way she clung to him with a desperation that mirrored his own.

"Your turn," Lamar grunted, his voice rough, mocking. "Don’t be shy."

Greg’s hands found her waist, his fingers trembling as he guided himself to her entrance. She was soaked, her juices already dripping down her thighs, coating his cock as he pressed forward.  The friction of her warmth against him was intoxicating, the scent of her clinging to him like a promise.

"Oh god—!" Chelsea moaned, her release triggering Lamar’s, his cock twitching as he filled her up. The sound that escaped her lips was something primal, a mix of pleasure and surrender, and Greg felt himself tilting forward with the momentum of it all, losing control in the best possible way.

And then—

Silence.

---

The lagoon at night was magical.  The water shimmered under the moonlight, the stars reflecting like scattered diamonds on the surface. Greg floated on his back, his body limp, his mind reeling.

Chelsea was curled against his side, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his chest. Her scent, a mix of coconut and something uniquely her, was intoxicatingly close, her presence radiating warmth against the cool night air. Behind them, Lamar sat on the edge of the lagoon, his arms wrapped around his knees, watching them with an expression that Greg couldn't quite decipher—amusement? Contentment?  There was a hint of something else in his gaze too, something harder to pin down: satisfaction?  It made Greg shift slightly against Chelsea, pulling her closer as if he could find some comfort in the warmth of her body.

"Well?" Chelsea asked, her voice soft, her breath warm against his ear.  She moved slightly against him, pressing a gentle kiss to his jaw.

Greg exhaled, feeling a shudder run through his exhausted muscles. "I didn’t think I’d like it."

Chelsea’s laughter was warm, satisfied.  "But you did."

Greg swallowed, savoring the sound of her voice as it brushed against him like velvet. "I did."

She leaned up, her lips brushing his in a feather-light kiss that sent shivers down his spine. "Good."

Behind them, Lamar stood, his silhouette dark against the moonlight.  The faintest hint of amusement played at the corners of his mouth as he spoke, his voice deep and rough like gravel against bone. "Round two?"

Greg’s face burned under the silent scrutiny of both their gazes.

But he didn't say no.

Because for the first time in years—

He wanted more.
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