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Arrival in Paradise

The plane touched down just after three in the afternoon, and the moment the cabin doors opened, the Caribbean heat rolled in like a warm, wet blanket. I felt it settle over my skin immediately—thick, fragrant with salt and frangipani. Emily squeezed my hand as we shuffled down the jet bridge, her smile bright and unguarded in a way I hadn’t seen in months. That smile alone made the eighteen-hour journey worth it.

We’d needed this. Badly.

Back home in London the routine had calcified around us. Work, bills, the slow grind of mortgage payments and dinner plans. Sex had become... efficient. Loving, sure, but predictable. I’d catch myself wondering if she still felt the same spark when I slid inside her, or if she was just going through the motions the way I sometimes did. Five inches—perfectly average, perfectly adequate, perfectly forgettable. She’d never said it, never even hinted, but the thought lived in my head like a low-frequency hum. I’d measured obsessively in my early twenties, convinced I was undersized until porn taught me otherwise. Still, the comparison lingered. Always.

Emily, though—she never made me feel small. Not once. She’d wrap her arms around my neck after we finished, kiss the sweat from my temple, and murmur, “You’re perfect for me, Alex.” And I believed her. Mostly.

Customs was mercifully quick. The officer barely glanced at our passports before waving us through with a smile. We collected our suitcases—hers overstuffed with sundresses, bikinis, and strappy sandals; mine more practical with linen shirts, swim trunks, and a couple of paperbacks I’d probably never open. Outside, the sunshine was blinding. A white shuttle van with the Hibiscus Bay Resort logo waited curbside, the driver already loading bags for another couple. He greeted us with a broad grin, took our luggage, and soon we were winding along the coastal road—palm trees flashing by, glimpses of turquoise sea between the hills, the air conditioner blasting cool relief against our travel-sticky skin.

Twenty minutes later the resort appeared like something out of a brochure: low white buildings half-hidden by bougainvillea and hibiscus, infinity pools that blurred into the ocean horizon, staff in crisp white uniforms waving us forward like old friends. The lobby smelled of polished teak, coconut, and fresh flowers. A woman in a flowing sarong offered chilled hibiscus tea from a silver tray; Emily took two glasses and pressed one into my hand, her fingers lingering against mine.

“Welcome to paradise, Mr. and Mrs. Hargrove,” the concierge said, sliding heavy brass keycards across the marble counter. “Your oceanfront suite is ready. Shall I have the bags brought up?”

“Yes, please,” Emily answered, already bouncing slightly on her toes.

Our suite was obscene in the best way. Floor-to-ceiling windows opened onto a private terrace with two padded loungers and a small plunge pool that seemed to spill straight into the sea. Inside, a four-poster bed dominated the room, draped in crisp white linens. A bottle of chilled champagne sweated on the coffee table, two flutes beside it.

Emily kicked off her sandals the second the door closed and ran to the windows. “Alex, look at this. Look.”

I came up behind her, slid my arms around her waist. She leaned back into me, head resting against my shoulder. Her hair smelled like airport shampoo and airplane coffee and something indefinably her. I pressed my lips to the side of her neck.

“We made it,” I said.

“We did.” She turned in my arms, cupped my face. “No emails. No deadlines. Just us. For ten whole days.”

I kissed her then—slow, deep, the kind of kiss that reminded me why I’d proposed in the first place. Her mouth opened under mine, soft and eager. My hands found the small of her back, then lower, cupping her through the thin cotton of her travel dress. She made a small, pleased sound.

“Champagne first?” she murmured against my lips.

“Champagne can wait.”

She laughed, low and throaty, and tugged me toward the bed.

We didn’t bother closing the curtains. The terrace doors stood wide, letting in the sound of waves and distant laughter from the pool deck below. Clothes came off in a careless hurry—her dress over her head in one fluid motion, revealing the pale blue lace bra and matching panties that made my mouth go dry. I unhooked the bra slowly, letting the straps slide down her arms, watching her breasts spill free: full, soft, nipples tightening into dark pink peaks under my gaze. I cupped them, thumbs circling the areolas until she shivered.

I dropped to my knees, kissing down her stomach, tongue dipping into her navel. Her panties were soaked at the crotch; I pressed my mouth there first, breathing her in through the lace, then tugged them down with my teeth. She stepped out, legs parting. There it was—her pussy, soft dark curls framing the swollen pink lips beneath. I loved that she never shaved completely; the neat triangle of hair felt natural, intimate, hers. I buried my face against it, nose brushing through the soft curls, inhaling her musky-sweet scent before my tongue parted her folds.

Long, slow licks from bottom to top, tasting the salt and heat of her. The coarse hair tickled my lips and chin as I worked higher, circling her clit with flat strokes, then pointed flicks. She moaned, fingers knotting in my hair, hips rocking forward to press herself harder against my mouth. I sucked gently on her clit, then slid two fingers inside her—curling them forward, stroking that spongy spot while my tongue kept the pressure steady. She grew wetter, slick coating my fingers, dripping down my wrist. When I added a third finger, stretching her gently, her thighs trembled and she came—hard, pulsing around my knuckles, a fresh gush against my tongue. I lapped her through the aftershocks until she tugged me up, eyes dark and glassy.

“Your turn,” she whispered, pushing me onto my back.

She straddled my thighs, peeled my boxers down. My cock sprang free—hard, flushed, leaking at the tip. She wrapped her hand around it, stroking slowly from base to head, thumb smearing the precum in circles over the slit. I groaned, hips lifting.

“I love how you feel in my hand,” she said, voice husky. “So hard for me already.”

She leaned down, took me into her mouth—warm, wet suction, tongue swirling around the head, then sliding down until her lips met her fingers. She bobbed slowly, hollowing her cheeks, hand twisting at the base in counter-rhythm. I threaded my fingers through her hair, not guiding, just holding on as pleasure coiled tight in my gut.

But I didn’t want to come yet. Not like this.

“Em... ride me. Please.”

She released me with a wet pop, climbed higher, positioned herself above me. She rubbed the head of my cock through her slick folds, teasing us both—coating me in her wetness, grinding her clit against me until we were both shaking. The coarse curls brushed my shaft with every pass, adding a delicious friction.

Then she sank down.

Inch by slow inch.

The heat of her enveloped me completely—velvety, tight, rippling as she adjusted to my length. When her ass met my thighs, she paused, eyes closed, savoring the fullness. I felt every flutter, every tiny contraction around me. Her pubic hair tickled my skin where our bodies joined.

“God, you fill me so perfectly,” she breathed.

I gripped her hips, thumbs pressing into the soft flesh. She started to move—small, rocking motions at first, grinding her clit against my pubic bone on every forward roll. The curls dragged against me with each grind, heightening every sensation. Her breasts swayed gently; I reached up, cupped them, rolled her nipples between my fingers. She moaned louder, head tipping back.

Gradually the rhythm built. She rose higher on each upstroke, letting me almost slip free before dropping back down, taking me fully again and again. The wet slap of skin on skin mixed with the ocean waves outside. I thrust up to meet her—steady, deep strokes, trying to hit that spot inside her that made her gasp. Five inches wasn’t much, but the angle was right; every time I bottomed out she clenched around me, breath hitching, her soft curls brushing my lower belly.

“Harder, Alex... fuck me harder.”

I obeyed, gripping her ass, pulling her down as I drove up. Faster now. Deeper. Her nails dug into my chest. Sweat slicked our skin. Her moans turned to whimpers—high, needy sounds that drove me wild.

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on my shoulders, changing the angle so her clit ground harder against me with every thrust. The coarse hair there rasped against my skin, adding another layer of sensation. I could feel her getting close again—inner walls fluttering, tightening.

“Touch yourself,” I rasped. “Come on my cock. I want to feel it.”

Her hand slipped between us; fingers circling her clit in frantic little motions, parting the curls to reach the swollen nub. She rode me harder, faster, breasts bouncing, hair falling in her face. I thrust up relentlessly, chasing her pleasure, giving her everything.

“Alex—oh fuck—I’m—”

She shattered. Her pussy clamped down like a fist, rippling in hard, rhythmic pulses that milked me from root to tip. She cried out—loud, unrestrained—body shaking as the orgasm rolled through her. I held still for a moment, letting her ride it out, feeling every spasm around my length.

When the worst of it passed, she collapsed forward onto my chest, still impaled, still trembling. But she didn’t stop moving. Slow, lazy rolls now, drawing out the afterglow, keeping me buried deep.

“Your turn,” she whispered against my ear. “Come inside me. Fill me up.”

That was all it took. I wrapped my arms around her, thrust up hard a few more times—short, desperate strokes—and came with a low, broken groan. Pulse after pulse, spilling deep inside her, hips jerking as the pleasure crashed over me. She clenched around me deliberately, drawing out every last drop until I was spent, softening slowly inside her warmth.

We stayed like that a long time—sweaty, tangled, breathing in sync. She kissed my neck, my jaw, finally my mouth—slow, tender.

“Welcome to vacation,” she murmured, smiling against my lips.

I laughed weakly, still dazed. “Best arrival ever.”

She lifted her head, eyes sparkling. “We’re going to have so much fun here.”

I believed her.

Later, after we’d showered and unpacked the bare minimum, we stood on the terrace in robes, champagne flutes in hand. The sun was sinking toward the horizon, painting the water gold and rose. Emily leaned against the railing, robe slipping off one shoulder.

“I want to walk on the beach tonight,” she said. “After dinner. Just the two of us. Moonlight. Bare feet. The whole cliché.”

“Clichés are good sometimes,” I said, coming up behind her again. My arms went around her waist. “Especially with you.”

She turned her head to kiss me—soft, lingering. “I love you, you know.”

“I know.” I kissed her temple. “Love you too.”

The words felt easy here. True. For the first time in a long while, the hum of doubt in my head was quiet.

We had no idea how loud it would get.

The sun had dropped below the horizon by the time we made our way down to the resort’s main restaurant, an open-air pavilion strung with soft white lights and ceiling fans that stirred the warm evening air. The place was called La Luna—simple name, extravagant view. Tables spilled out onto a wide wooden deck overlooking the beach, torches flickering along the railing, waves rolling in just loud enough to be romantic without drowning conversation.

Emily had changed into a simple white sundress that hugged her curves in all the right places, thin straps over her shoulders, hem fluttering just above her knees. She’d left her hair loose, still slightly damp from the shower, and put on a touch of red lipstick that made her mouth look even fuller. I couldn’t stop looking at her. Every few steps she’d catch me staring and smile that knowing smile, the one that said she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

We were seated at a corner table with a perfect line of sight to the water. A waiter in a crisp linen shirt appeared almost instantly—young, dark-skinned, charming in that effortless island way. He recommended the grilled mahi-mahi with mango salsa and poured us each a glass of chilled Sancerre without us asking. Emily thanked him with a bright laugh when he complimented her dress. I felt a tiny, irrational flicker of possessiveness—nothing serious, just the old reflex of seeing someone else notice how beautiful she was. I pushed it down with a sip of wine.

The food arrived quickly: fresh, bright, perfectly seasoned. We ate slowly, talking about nothing and everything—the ridiculous turbulence over the Atlantic, how we should try the spa tomorrow, whether we’d brave the nude beach at the far end of the property. Emily’s foot found mine under the table, sliding up my calf in lazy strokes. Every time she did it, my cock twitched against the linen of my trousers. Vacation sex already felt different—less hurried, more playful.

Halfway through the main course, I noticed them.

A couple two tables over, closer to the railing. The woman was impossible to miss. Slightly chubby in a soft, inviting way—curvy hips, rounded belly, and breasts that strained impressively against the low neckline of her emerald-green dress. Very big tits, the kind that drew eyes without apology; they shifted gently every time she laughed or reached for her wine. Her hair was a bright, natural red, pulled into a loose updo that left tendrils curling against her neck. She looked mid-thirties, comfortable in her skin, radiating a quiet confidence.

Her husband sat across from her. Good-looking in a rugged, athletic way—broad shoulders, muscular arms filling out the sleeves of his short-sleeve button-down, dark hair cropped short, strong jaw. He moved with the easy assurance of someone who knew he looked good and didn’t need to prove it. When he leaned forward to say something to her, his hand covered hers on the table, thumb stroking her knuckles. She smiled at him like he’d just handed her the moon. They looked happy. Solid. The kind of couple who’d been together long enough to finish each other’s sentences but still fucked like they were on their honeymoon.

Emily followed my gaze.

“She’s stunning,” she murmured, voice low enough that only I could hear. “Those curves... and that dress isn’t hiding anything.”

I nodded, taking another sip of wine to cover the sudden dryness in my throat. “Her husband doesn’t seem to mind the attention she’s getting.”

Emily’s eyes flicked back to them. The redhead—Sarah, though we didn’t know her name yet—was laughing at something her husband said, head thrown back, chest rising and falling. A few heads turned. Her husband just grinned, proud rather than jealous.

“They look like they’re having fun,” Emily said, her foot sliding higher up my leg, brushing the inside of my thigh. “Maybe that’s the secret. Letting each other be seen.”

I swallowed. “Maybe.”

We finished dinner slowly. Dessert was a shared chocolate lava cake—warm, molten center spilling out when we broke it open. Emily fed me the first bite, her fingers lingering near my lips. I sucked the chocolate off her fingertip, holding her gaze. Her pupils dilated visibly.

By the time the bill came, the restaurant had filled up a little more—couples mostly, a few larger groups, the low hum of conversation and clinking glasses. Sarah and her husband were still there, lingering over coffee. As we stood to leave, Emily brushed past their table on the way to the exit. Sarah looked up, met Emily’s eyes for a brief second, and smiled—warm, open, conspiratorial. Emily smiled back. Nothing overt, just a quick flash of connection between two attractive women who knew they were being watched.

Outside, the night air was thick with salt and jasmine. We walked the lit path back toward our building, Emily’s hand in mine.

“That was nice,” she said. “The food. The view. Everything.”

“Yeah.” I squeezed her hand. “Tomorrow night—the beach walk. Moonlight. Bare feet.”

She stopped under a palm tree, turned to face me. The path lighting cast soft shadows across her face. “I can’t wait. Just us. No phones. No schedule.”

I pulled her close, kissed her deeply. Her body pressed against mine—soft breasts, warm hips. My cock stirred again, half-hard from dinner and her teasing foot. She felt it, ground against me subtly.

“Save some for tomorrow,” she whispered against my mouth.

We made it back to the suite without ripping each other’s clothes off—barely. Inside, we kicked off our shoes, opened the terrace doors wide. The ocean was a dark, restless sheet under the stars. Emily poured us each a nightcap from the minibar—rum, neat—and we sat on the edge of the bed, talking quietly.

She leaned back on her elbows, dress riding up her thighs. “Did you see how her husband looked at her? Like he couldn’t believe his luck.”

I nodded. “He’s built like he spends half his life in the gym. Confident guy.”

Emily tilted her head. “You’re confident too, you know.”

I laughed softly. “Not like that.”

She set her glass down, crawled over to me, straddled my lap. Her dress bunched around her waist. “You don’t have to be like that. I like you exactly how you are.”

She kissed me again—slower this time, tongues sliding, hands roaming. Mine found her breasts through the thin fabric, thumbs brushing her nipples until they hardened. She rocked against me gently, feeling me stiffen beneath her.

But we didn’t go further. Not tonight.

Instead, we undressed slowly, brushed our teeth side by side at the double sink, laughed when she flicked toothpaste foam at me. Then we climbed into bed naked, skin still warm from the day. She curled into me, back to my chest, my arm around her waist. My cock nestled against the cleft of her ass—half-hard, content for now.

“Tomorrow,” she murmured, already sleepy. “Beach. Moonlight. Us.”

“Tomorrow,” I echoed.

I lay there listening to her breathing deepen, feeling the rise and fall of her ribs under my hand. The ocean whispered outside. For the first time in months, everything felt right.

I had no idea how wrong it was about to get.

The suite felt even more private once the lights were dimmed—just the soft glow from the bedside lamps and the faint silver of moonlight slipping through the open terrace doors. Emily stretched languidly on the bed, arms above her head, white sundress still bunched around her waist from earlier teasing. She looked utterly relaxed, skin flushed from wine and the warmth of the night, a small, satisfied smile playing on her lips.

“Shower?” she asked, voice low and inviting.

I nodded. “Together.”

We padded into the bathroom, a spacious marble affair with double rain showerheads and a glass enclosure that opened onto a small outdoor section shielded by bamboo screens. The resort had thought of everything—thick towels rolled like sushi, little bottles of coconut-scented body wash, even a rainfall fixture that mimicked a tropical downpour.

Emily turned the water on hot. Steam rose quickly, fogging the mirrors. She peeled off her dress in one slow motion, letting it pool at her feet, then stepped out of her lace panties. Naked, she was breathtaking: soft curves, full breasts with dark nipples still slightly peaked from dinner, that neat triangle of dark curls between her thighs. She caught me staring and crooked a finger.

“Come on, slowpoke.”

I stripped quickly—shirt, trousers, boxers—my cock already stirring again at the sight of her. She stepped under the spray first, tipping her head back, letting water cascade over her hair and down her body in rivulets. I joined her, the heat enveloping us both. She reached for the body wash, squeezed a generous amount into her palm, and started soaping my chest, fingers tracing slow circles over my pecs, down my stomach, teasing just above my growing erection.

“Your turn,” she murmured.

I took the bottle, lathered my hands, and started with her shoulders—massaging the tension out of them, thumbs pressing into the muscles along her spine. She sighed, leaning into my touch. My hands moved lower, cupping her breasts, soaping them gently, thumbs brushing her nipples until they hardened again. She arched her back, pressing them into my palms. I slid one hand down her belly, through the wet curls, cupping her pussy. She was slick—not just from the water—and when I parted her folds with two fingers, she gasped softly.

“Alex...”

I stroked her slowly, circling her clit with the pad of my thumb, feeling her swell under my touch. She rocked against my hand, breath hitching, but didn’t push for more. Instead she turned, pressed her back to my chest, guided my hand back between her legs while she reached behind to wrap her fingers around my cock. She stroked me lazily—firm, slippery with soap—while I fingered her in the same unhurried rhythm.

We stayed like that for long minutes, water pounding down, steam thick around us. No urgency. Just the slow build of pleasure, the intimacy of touching each other without chasing release. Her head fell back against my shoulder; I kissed the side of her neck, tasting salt and coconut.

Eventually she turned in my arms, kissed me deeply—tongue sliding against mine, hands roaming my back, my ass. My cock pressed against her belly, hard and aching, but neither of us moved to take it further. She broke the kiss, smiled against my mouth.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered. “I want to save it for the beach. Moonlight. Sand. You and me.”

I groaned softly, half in frustration, half in anticipation. “You’re killing me.”

“Good.” She nipped my lower lip. “I like you desperate.”

We rinsed off, stepped out, dried each other with slow, lingering strokes—her toweling my chest, me patting her breasts dry, then lower, between her thighs until she shivered and swatted my hand away with a laugh.

Back in the bedroom, we left the terrace doors open. The night breeze carried the sound of waves and distant steel drums from somewhere down the beach. Emily slipped into a thin silk camisole and nothing else; I pulled on loose sleep shorts. We climbed into bed, sheets cool against our still-warm skin.

She curled into me immediately—her back to my chest, my arm draped over her waist, hand resting on the soft swell of her belly. My cock nestled against the cleft of her ass again, semi-hard, content to wait. She laced her fingers with mine, brought my hand up to cup her breast. I thumbed her nipple absently, feeling it pebble under my touch.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” she murmured.

I kissed the back of her neck. “That this feels perfect. You. Here. No rush. No stress.”

She squeezed my hand. “Me too. I feel... free. Like anything could happen.”

“Anything?” I teased, voice low.

She laughed softly. “Maybe. We’ll see what tomorrow brings.”

We fell quiet after that. Her breathing slowed, deepened. I lay awake a little longer, listening to the ocean, feeling the steady rise and fall of her ribs under my palm. She smelled like coconut and sex and home. My mind drifted—images of tomorrow night: walking hand-in-hand along the water’s edge, moonlight on her skin, maybe finding a secluded spot to spread a towel, to touch each other slowly under the stars.

The thought made me harden again against her. I shifted slightly, trying not to wake her. She sighed in her sleep, pressed back against me, instinctive.

Eventually sleep pulled me under too.

In the dream, we were on the beach. Moon high, sand cool underfoot. Emily walked ahead of me, white dress fluttering in the breeze. She looked back over her shoulder, smiling, but kept walking. I tried to catch up, but my feet sank deeper with every step. Then a figure appeared beside her—tall, shadowy, broad-shouldered. She took his hand without hesitation. They walked together toward the water, laughing softly. I called her name, but the waves swallowed the sound.

She didn’t look back.

I woke with a start, heart thudding. The room was dark, only the faint glow of moonlight on the sheets. Emily was still asleep, curled against me, breathing evenly. My cock was painfully hard—morning wood mixed with the residue of the dream. I lay still, trying to calm my pulse.

It was just a dream. Stupid. Meaningless.

But the image lingered: her hand in someone else’s, walking away.

I pressed my face into her hair, inhaled deeply. She was here. She was mine.

Tomorrow we’d walk the beach together. Just us.

The hum of doubt in my head stirred again—quiet, barely there.

But it was awake.


The Unexpected Sight

The next evening arrived soft and golden, the kind of tropical dusk that makes everything feel suspended in honey. We’d spent the day lazily—breakfast on the terrace, a long swim in the infinity pool where Emily looked impossibly good in her black bikini, the fabric clinging to her wet skin like a second layer. We’d napped in the shade of a palapa, her head on my chest, my fingers tracing idle patterns on her thigh. No rush. No agenda. Just the slow, delicious burn of anticipation building between us for tonight.

By seven-thirty the sun had vanished, leaving a sky streaked with deep indigo and the first scatter of stars. We showered again—separately this time, to keep the promise we’d made last night—and dressed for the walk. Emily chose a simple cream linen sundress, sleeveless and flowing, the neckline low enough to show the gentle swell of her breasts, the hem short enough that a breeze would lift it teasingly against her legs. She skipped panties entirely; when she bent to slip on her sandals, the dress rode up just far enough to flash the smooth curve of her ass and the dark curls between her thighs. She caught me looking in the mirror and smirked.

“Problem?” she asked, voice playful.

“None at all,” I said, adjusting myself in my loose linen trousers. I’d gone commando too—why not match her? My cock was already half-hard at the thought of what might happen once we were alone on the sand.

We left the suite barefoot, carrying nothing but a small beach towel and a bottle of chilled white wine we’d swiped from the minibar. The resort path wound down through torch-lit gardens, jasmine heavy in the air, then opened onto the beach itself. The sand was cool now, fine and pale under the rising moon—almost full, hanging low and fat over the water like a silver coin. Waves lapped gently, white foam glowing in the moonlight.

Emily took my hand as soon as our feet hit the sand. Her fingers laced through mine, warm and sure. We walked in silence for a while, letting the rhythm of the ocean fill the space between us. Every few steps she’d swing our joined hands, bumping her hip against mine. I could feel the heat radiating off her skin, smell the faint coconut of her lotion mixed with the salt air.

After maybe ten minutes, she stopped, turned to face me. The moonlight painted silver highlights in her hair, caught the curve of her cheekbones. She looked ethereal, almost unreal.

“This is perfect,” she said softly.

I pulled her close, kissed her—slow at first, lips brushing, then deeper. Her mouth opened under mine, tongue sliding against mine in lazy strokes. My hands found her waist, then slid down to cup her ass through the thin linen. She pressed against me, breasts soft against my chest, hips rocking subtly so I could feel the heat between her legs through my trousers.

When we broke apart, she was breathing a little faster. “I’ve been thinking about this all day.”

“Me too.”

She took my hand again, tugged me further down the beach. We passed the last of the resort’s lit cabanas, the music and laughter fading behind us. The shoreline curved gently here, leading to a stretch of empty sand backed by palms and low dunes. No lights. No people. Just moonlight and the endless murmur of the sea.

We found a spot near the water’s edge—flat, dry sand above the tide line. I spread the towel. Emily kicked off her sandals, sat cross-legged, patting the space beside her. I joined her, uncorked the wine with the little opener from the suite, poured us each a generous measure into the plastic cups we’d brought. The wine was crisp, cold, tasting faintly of citrus and summer.

We clinked cups, sipped, watched the waves.

After a minute she leaned her head on my shoulder. “Do you ever think about... fantasies? Things we’ve never said out loud?”

My pulse kicked up a notch. “Sometimes.”

“Like what?”

I hesitated. The truth was, my fantasies had always been tame—her in lingerie, maybe a hotel room role-play, nothing that pushed boundaries too far. But lately, since last night’s dream, a darker thread had woven in: the idea of her being desired by someone else, of watching her respond in ways I couldn’t quite elicit. I pushed the thought down.

“You first,” I said.

She laughed softly. “Okay. Fair.”

She took another sip of wine, then set her cup in the sand. “I’ve always liked the idea of being... seen. Watched. Not in a creepy way. Just... someone appreciating what we have. What I have.” She glanced at me sideways. “Someone seeing how turned on you get when I’m like that.”

My cock thickened instantly against my thigh. “Yeah?”

“Yeah.” She shifted closer, her hand resting on my knee, fingers tracing slow circles. “And maybe... letting it go further. Just a little. Flirting. Touching. Seeing how far it feels good.”

The air between us thickened. I swallowed. “You mean... with someone else?”

“Not necessarily.” Her voice was careful, testing. “But the thought doesn’t scare me. It excites me. Does that scare you?”

I thought about it—really thought. The honest answer was complicated. Part of me recoiled at the idea of sharing her. Another part—the part that had jerked off quietly to porn where wives were taken by bigger men—stirred with shameful heat.

“It doesn’t scare me,” I said finally. “It... turns me on. A little. More than a little.”

She smiled, slow and wicked. “Good.”

She leaned in, kissed me again—this time hungrier. Her hand slid up my thigh, found the outline of my erection through the linen, stroked me firmly. I groaned into her mouth. My hand found her breast, thumbing her nipple until it stood hard under the fabric. She moaned softly, parted her legs just enough that I could slip my hand between them.

Her pussy was already wet—slick curls, swollen lips. I stroked her gently, circling her clit, feeling her hips lift to meet my fingers. She stroked me in the same rhythm—slow, teasing pulls through the fabric.

We might have gone further right there—might have fucked on the towel under the moon—if we hadn’t heard it.

A low, feminine laugh. Then a deeper voice, murmuring something indistinct. Coming from further down the beach, behind a low dune maybe thirty yards away.

Emily froze, hand still on my cock. I stilled too, fingers buried between her thighs.

We looked at each other—eyes wide, pulses racing.

“Should we...?” she whispered.

I nodded, heart hammering.

We stood quietly, brushed sand from our legs, and crept forward—barefoot, silent, staying low behind the curve of the dune.

What we saw next changed everything.

We crept forward on hands and knees at first, then low-crouched behind the gentle swell of the dune. The sand was cool against my palms, grains sticking to my skin. Emily was right beside me, breathing shallow and quick, her dress hiked up around her thighs so she could move silently. Neither of us spoke. The only sounds were the steady crash of waves and—closer now—the unmistakable wet, rhythmic noises of sex.

We reached the crest of the dune and peered over.

There, in a shallow dip maybe fifteen feet away, lit only by moonlight and the faint glow of a single small LED lantern set on a towel, was the redhead from dinner. Sarah. On her knees in the sand.

Her emerald dress from earlier was gone—discarded in a heap beside the lantern. She was topless, those massive breasts swaying heavily with every movement, pale skin almost luminous under the moon, nipples dark and erect. Her skirt was bunched around her waist, panties nowhere in sight. Between her spread thighs, the soft curls of her pubic hair caught the light as she bobbed forward and back.

The man standing in front of her was tall—easily six-four—broad-shouldered, skin a deep, rich brown that gleamed with a light sheen of sweat. Muscular but not overdone, the kind of build that came from real work or dedicated training rather than a gym mirror. His trousers were open, shoved down just enough. His cock—thick, long, veined, and very black—stood proud and glistening as Sarah worked her mouth over it.

She wasn’t tentative. She took him deep, lips stretched wide around the girth, cheeks hollowing as she sucked. One hand gripped the base, stroking what she couldn’t fit; the other cupped his heavy balls, massaging gently. Saliva shone on her chin, dripped in thin strings when she pulled back to breathe, then dove forward again with a hungry moan. The sound carried clearly over the waves—wet, eager, unashamed.

Her husband watched from a few feet away.

He sat on the edge of the same large beach towel, legs stretched out, one hand inside his open shorts. He was still dressed—button-down shirt unbuttoned halfway, trousers undone—but his posture was relaxed, almost casual, except for the slow, deliberate way he stroked himself. His eyes never left Sarah. There was no anger in his expression, no tension in his shoulders. Just raw, conflicted arousal: jaw tight, breathing heavy, cock hard in his fist as he watched his wife worship another man’s dick.

Sarah pulled off with a wet pop, looked up at the black man with heavy-lidded eyes, then glanced over at her husband. She smiled—slow, wicked, loving—and said something too quiet for us to hear. Her husband nodded once, stroked himself faster. She turned back, took the thick cock deep again, gagging softly but pushing through until her nose brushed his pubic hair.

The man groaned—low, guttural—hand resting lightly on the back of her head, not forcing, just guiding. His hips rocked in shallow thrusts. Sarah’s breasts bounced with the motion, nipples grazing his thighs. She hummed around him, the vibration making him curse under his breath.

Emily’s hand found mine in the sand, squeezed hard. I looked at her. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown, lips parted. Her free hand had slipped between her own thighs; I could see the subtle movement under the bunched linen of her dress. She was touching herself—slow circles over her clit, breath coming in shallow pants.

I was rock-hard too, painfully so. My cock strained against the linen trousers, leaking at the tip. The sight was obscene, hypnotic: the stark contrast of Sarah’s pale skin and red hair against the man’s dark body, the way her lips stretched obscenely around his thickness, the quiet, approving strokes from her husband a few feet away. It was wrong. It was intimate. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen in real life.

Sarah pulled back again, stroking him fast with both hands now, tongue flicking over the swollen head. She looked up at him, then back at her husband.

“Come for me,” she said—clear enough this time, voice husky and thick. “Come on my tits.”

The man grunted, hips jerking. Sarah aimed him downward, pumping him with both hands. He came hard—thick ropes of white spilling across her heavy breasts, streaking the pale skin, dripping from her nipples. She moaned at the first hot splash, kept stroking until he was spent, then milked the last drops with a gentle twist.

When he finished, she looked straight at her husband again. Smiled. Then she scooped a dollop of cum from her breast with two fingers and sucked them clean—slow, deliberate—eyes locked on his.

Her husband groaned, low and broken. His hand moved faster. A moment later he came too—spilling over his fist, onto the sand, body shuddering as he watched his wife lick another man’s cum from her fingers.

The black man tucked himself away, leaned down to kiss Sarah—deep, possessive—then helped her to her feet. She adjusted her dress, still glistening with his release, and the three of them gathered their things quietly. No rush. No shame. Just satisfied murmurs and soft laughter as they started back toward the resort path.

Emily and I stayed frozen until they were gone.

Only then did she exhale—shaky, trembling. Her hand was still between her legs; I could see the damp spot darkening the front of her dress.

We looked at each other.

Neither of us spoke for a long moment.

Finally she whispered, “Holy fuck.”

I nodded. My voice came out hoarse. “Yeah.”

She pulled her hand free, fingers shiny with her own wetness. She brought them to my lips. I opened without thinking, sucked them clean—tasting her arousal, sharp and sweet.

“We should go back,” she said.

But neither of us moved right away.

The image burned behind my eyes: Sarah’s stretched lips, the thick black cock disappearing into her mouth, her husband stroking himself while he watched. My own cock throbbed, untouched, aching.

Emily leaned in, kissed me—hard, desperate. I tasted wine and her and the faint salt of the sea.

When she pulled back, her eyes were dark.

“Let’s go to the room,” she said. “Now.”

We stood. My legs felt unsteady. We left the towel and wine behind—forgotten in the sand—and hurried back along the moonlit beach, hands clasped tight, hearts pounding.

The night had just changed.

And we both knew it.

We stumbled back into the suite like fugitives, the door clicking shut behind us with a finality that echoed in my chest. Emily flicked on a single lamp—the soft glow casting long shadows across the room—then turned to me, eyes wild and bright. Her dress was rumpled from the beach, a faint sheen of sweat on her collarbone, lips swollen from our hurried kisses on the way back. I could still taste her on my tongue from when she'd fed me her fingers.

"Holy shit, Alex," she whispered, voice trembling with a mix of shock and something hotter. "That was... did you see her? On her knees like that?"

I nodded, leaning back against the door, my heart still racing. My cock was straining against my trousers, an insistent throb that hadn't let up since we'd peeked over that dune. "Yeah. I saw."

She paced a few steps, running her hands through her hair, then stopped and faced me. "The way she just... took him. Deep. And her husband—God, her husband just sat there. Watching. Stroking himself like it was the hottest thing he'd ever seen. How could he do that? Let her... and enjoy it?"

I swallowed hard, the image replaying: Sarah's massive tits bouncing, her lips stretched wide around that thick black cock, cum splattering her skin. And her husband—muscular, confident—coming while he watched. Not stopping it. Not jealous. Turned on. "I don't know," I admitted, voice rough. "It should be humiliating. But he looked... okay with it. More than okay."

Emily stepped closer, her breath quickening. "It was hot, Alex. Shocking, but hot. The contrast—her pale skin, his dark... everything. And knowing her husband was right there, approving. It made it... intense." She bit her lip, eyes searching mine. "Did it turn you on? Be honest."

My pulse hammered. "Yes. A lot." I hesitated, the words tumbling out before I could stop them. "But it scares me too. What if... what if that's us? Could I sit there and watch you like that?"

She closed the distance, hands fisting in my shirt, pulling me to her. "Maybe that's what makes it exciting. The edge." Her mouth crashed against mine—desperate, hungry. I kissed her back just as fiercely, backing her toward the bed, hands roaming her body like I needed to claim every inch.

We fell onto the sheets in a tangle. Emily yanked my shirt over my head, nails raking down my chest, leaving faint red trails. "Fuck me, Alex. Hard. Like you own me."

I groaned, shoving her dress up around her waist. No panties—her pussy was already soaked, curls matted with wetness, lips swollen and pink. I plunged two fingers inside her without warning; she arched, crying out, inner walls clenching hot and slick around me. "You're dripping," I rasped. "From watching that?"

"Yes," she gasped, hips bucking against my hand. "From seeing her suck that big black cock. Imagining... fuck, Alex, finger me deeper."

I added a third finger, curling them to hit that spot, thumb circling her clit through the damp curls. She thrashed, moaning louder than usual—raw, unrestrained sounds that echoed off the walls. "God, her husband just watched. Let her get covered in cum. On her tits. Would you let me do that? Suck someone else while you stroked yourself?"

The words hit like a punch—jealousy twisted in my gut, but my cock jumped, leaking against my trousers. "I don't know," I growled, pumping my fingers faster, the wet squelch filling the room. "It'd kill me. But... fuck, it might make me cum just watching."

She came then—hard, sudden—pussy spasming around my fingers, a gush of wetness soaking my palm. She screamed my name, body shuddering, thighs clamping my hand in place. I didn't stop—kept stroking her through it, drawing out every pulse until she was whimpering, oversensitive.

When she caught her breath, she shoved me onto my back, straddled my thighs. Her dress came off in a frantic pull, breasts bouncing free—full, nipples hard as pebbles. She ground her wet pussy against my clothed erection, soaking the linen. "Take it out. I need you inside me."

I fumbled with my trousers, freeing my cock—five inches, hard and throbbing, tip slick with precum. She gripped it, stroked roughly a few times, then positioned herself above me. "You're so hard," she murmured, rubbing the head through her folds, parting the curls, coating me in her juices. "From thinking about it? Me on my knees like Sarah?"

"Yes," I admitted, hands gripping her hips. "Fuck, Em—"

She sank down—slow, deliberate—taking me inch by inch. The heat was incredible: tight, velvety, still fluttering from her orgasm. When she bottomed out, pubic bone grinding against mine, she paused, eyes locked on mine. "Fuck, his cock was so big. I’ve never seen one so thick. Oh fuck, but you feel good, really good. You always do."

The comparison stung—my insecurity flared, a sharp twist in my chest—but it only made me harder. I thrust up hard, making her gasp. "Ride me. Show me you're mine."

She did—rising and falling in a steady rhythm at first, hands braced on my chest, breasts swaying heavily with each drop. The slap of skin on skin mixed with her moans: "God, yes... harder... imagine him watching us now. Her husband—stroking while I fuck you."

I bucked up to meet her, gripping her ass, spreading her cheeks as she rode faster. Sweat slicked our bodies; her curls rasped against my skin on every grind. I reached between us, found her clit, rubbed frantic circles. "Would you want that? Someone else watching? Or... more?"

She leaned forward, changing the angle—deeper now, her clit grinding hard against my fingers. "Maybe. Fuck—maybe I'd let him join. Touch me while you watch." Her words were breathy, filthy, pushing us both. She came again—clenching like a vice, milking me relentlessly, cry echoing loud.

The sensation nearly undid me, but I held back. Flipped us over, her on her back, legs wrapped around my waist. I drove into her—deep, punishing thrusts, bottoming out each time. "You'd suck him? Like Sarah?"

"Yes—oh God, yes." She clawed my back, heels digging into my ass. "I’d love to have his big black cock in my mouth, or to feel his cum on my tits, while you watch and jerk off. Like her husband did."

The image flashed: Emily on her knees, lips stretched, me stroking helplessly. Humiliation burned hot, but arousal won. I fucked her harder, faster—wet, obscene sounds, her breasts bouncing wildly. "Cum inside me," she begged. "Fill me. Claim me."

I shattered—thrusting deep one last time, groaning as I pulsed inside her, spilling hot and thick. She clenched around me, drawing it out, her own third orgasm crashing over her in waves.

We collapsed, panting, tangled. Sweat cooled on our skin. Emily kissed my neck, soft now. "That was... intense."

"Yeah." I held her close, but doubt crept in: her words about size, about wanting more. Could I watch like Sarah's husband? The hum in my head grew louder.

We'd crossed a line tonight. And I wasn't sure we could go back.


Lingering Thoughts

Morning light filtered through the gauzy curtains, turning the suite into a soft, golden haze. I woke before Emily, my body heavy with the kind of exhaustion that comes after really good sex—muscles loose, mind still foggy with fragments of the night before. She was curled on her side facing me, one arm thrown over my waist, face half-buried in the pillow. Her hair spilled across the white sheets like dark ink, lips parted in sleep. Peaceful. Beautiful.

I lay there watching her breathe, trying to hold onto the warmth of last night—the way she’d ridden me, the filthy things she’d whispered, the way we’d both come so hard it felt like we were burning something clean away. But underneath it all, the image from the beach refused to fade.

Sarah on her knees. Those full lips stretched around a thick black cock. Her massive breasts bouncing, then glazed with cum. And her husband—confident, muscular, clearly no stranger to being in control—sitting there stroking himself, coming while he watched. Not angry. Not humiliated. Satisfied.

My cock twitched at the memory, half-hard against my thigh despite the faint ache from last night. I shifted carefully so I wouldn’t wake Emily, slipped out of bed, and padded to the terrace doors. The ocean stretched out calm and blue, waves lapping gently at the sand. A few early risers dotted the beach—joggers, couples with coffee—but the spot behind the dune was empty now, just smooth sand and the memory.

I leaned on the railing, palms gripping the cool metal. What the hell was happening to us?

Back inside, Emily stirred, stretched like a cat, the sheet slipping down to expose one breast. She blinked sleepily at me.

“Morning,” she murmured, voice husky. “You’re up early.”

“Couldn’t sleep much.” I forced a small smile. “Brain won’t shut off.”

She propped herself on an elbow, sheet pooling at her waist. “The beach?”

“Yeah.”

She patted the mattress beside her. I went, sat on the edge. She reached for my hand, laced our fingers.

“Talk to me,” she said softly.

I exhaled. “It keeps replaying. Not just her sucking him. The husband. How he just... watched. And liked it. I don’t get it. If that was you, I’d feel like my world was ending.”

Emily sat up fully, sheet falling to her lap. Her breasts swayed gently with the movement; I had to force my eyes back to her face.

“Maybe he felt like his world was expanding,” she said. “Not ending. Maybe seeing her so turned on, so free, was worth the sting. Maybe the sting was part of what made it hot.”

I swallowed. “You think you could do that? Let me watch you with someone else?”

She didn’t answer right away. Instead she leaned in, kissed me—slow, tender. When she pulled back, her eyes were serious.

“I don’t know. But last night... when I was riding you, imagining it... I came harder than I have in years. And you did too. We both did.”

Heat crept up my neck. “Yeah.”

She traced a finger down my chest, over my stomach, stopping just above where the sheet covered me. My cock stirred under her touch.

“Pool today?” she asked, changing the subject with a small smile. “Sun. Drinks. Relax. Let it settle.”

I nodded. “Sounds good.”

We showered together again—less teasing this time, more quiet intimacy. She soaped my back, I washed her hair, our bodies brushing without urgency. Still, every time her breasts pressed against me, or her soapy hand grazed my cock, the images flashed: Sarah’s tits slick with cum, her husband’s hand moving in rhythm.

By ten we were at the main pool—loungers under a wide umbrella, chilled water bottles, the faint smell of sunscreen and chlorine. Emily wore the same black bikini from yesterday, the one that tied at the hips and barely contained her breasts. She looked incredible—curves on full display, skin already tanning golden. I wore board shorts; nothing special, but I caught a few glances from other guests. Nothing like the attention she drew.

We ordered piña coladas—sweet, cold, rum-heavy. She stretched out on her lounger, sunglasses on, one leg bent, foot dangling. I tried to read the paperback I’d brought, but the words blurred. My eyes kept drifting—to her, to the water, to my own thoughts.

Every time I closed my eyes, I saw it again: that thick black cock sliding between Sarah’s lips. How much bigger it looked than mine. Thicker. Longer. The way her mouth had to stretch, the way she gagged but kept going. I was average—five inches, decent girth, nothing to complain about. Emily had never once made me feel inadequate. But the comparison crept in anyway. What if she wanted that? What if “average” wasn’t enough anymore?

I shifted in my lounger, cock stirring traitorously at the thought. Humiliation mixed with arousal in a way that made my stomach twist.

Emily noticed. She reached over, squeezed my thigh. “You okay?”

“Yeah. Just... thinking.”

“About last night?”

“About how he could sit there. Watch his wife get used like that. And cum from it.”

She lowered her sunglasses, looked at me over the rims. “Maybe he loves her enough to let her have what she wants. Even if it hurts a little. Maybe the hurt makes the love sharper.”

I stared at her. “You sound like you’re considering it.”

“I’m not saying I want it. I’m saying... I understand why it turned us both on.” She leaned closer, voice dropping. “When I was cum last night, imagining you watching me suck someone else... it felt dangerous. And safe. Because it was with you.”

My throat tightened. “I don’t know if I could handle it. Seeing you like that. With someone bigger. Better.”

The words slipped out before I could stop them. Emily’s eyes softened.

“You’re not less, Alex. You’re mine. That’s what matters.”

But the doubt lingered, quiet and persistent.

Across the pool, movement caught my eye.

Sarah and her husband. They’d claimed two loungers near the bar—same spot as yesterday. She wore a red one-piece that plunged low between her heavy breasts, the fabric straining. He was shirtless now—muscular chest, defined abs, the kind of body that turned heads. They looked relaxed, laughing about something. She leaned over to kiss him; he cupped her face like she was precious.

Emily followed my gaze.

“There they are,” she murmured.

Sarah glanced our way—brief eye contact with Emily, then with me. A small, knowing smile curved her lips. Not mocking. Just... acknowledging. Like she knew we’d seen. Like she didn’t mind.

My cock thickened in my shorts. I crossed my legs, tried to focus on my drink.

The day had barely started, and already the thoughts were louder.

The piña coladas arrived on a small tray carried by a smiling server—tall glasses frosted with condensation, pineapple slices and maraschino cherries perched on the rims. Emily thanked him with that easy warmth of hers, then handed me mine. Our fingers brushed; she let the touch linger a second longer than necessary.

We sipped in silence for a while, the rum spreading a slow, pleasant heat through my chest. The pool area was busier now—families splashing in the shallow end, couples lounging, the occasional laugh cutting through the low hum of conversation and distant reggae from the bar speakers. Sarah and her husband were still across the way, maybe thirty feet distant. She’d reclined her lounger, one leg bent at the knee, the red swimsuit riding up just enough to show the soft curve of her thigh. Her breasts strained against the fabric like they might burst free at any moment. Her husband sat beside her, shirtless, rubbing sunscreen into her shoulders with slow, deliberate strokes. Every so often she’d tilt her head back, close her eyes, and sigh in obvious pleasure.

Emily noticed me watching.

“She looks completely relaxed,” she murmured, voice pitched low. “Like last night never happened. Or maybe like it happened exactly the way she wanted.”

I took another long pull from my drink. The sweetness masked the burn, but my stomach still twisted. “He’s touching her like she’s his. Even after... that.”

“Maybe that’s the point,” Emily said. She shifted on her lounger, turning onto her side to face me fully. The movement made her bikini top slip slightly; one nipple peeked at the edge of the fabric before she casually adjusted it. “He gets to reclaim her. Every time. That confidence you saw—he’s not threatened. He knows she’s coming back to him.”

My cock gave a traitorous twitch under my shorts. I crossed one leg over the other to hide it. “You think that’s what he was thinking last night? While he watched her swallow another man’s cum?”

Emily’s eyes darkened behind her sunglasses. “I think he was thinking how lucky he was. That she trusted him enough to let him see her like that—raw, hungry, shameless. And that he could handle it. Maybe even loved her more for it.”

She reached over, rested her hand on my thigh—high enough that her pinky brushed the hem of my shorts. Her touch was light, casual to anyone watching, but I felt the heat of her palm through the fabric.

“Does that scare you?” she asked quietly. “The idea that I could want something like that... and still come back to you?”

I looked at her—really looked. Her lips were parted, cheeks flushed from sun and rum, eyes steady on mine. Waiting.

“Yeah,” I admitted. “It does. Because what if you like it too much? What if I’m not... enough afterward?”

The words hung there, raw and exposed. My five inches felt suddenly inadequate, even hidden in my shorts. I thought of Sarah’s mouth stretched wide, the way she’d taken him deep without hesitation. Could Emily do that? Would she want to?

Emily’s hand slid higher, fingers curling gently against the growing bulge in my shorts. She squeezed once—firm, reassuring—then let her thumb stroke the outline of my shaft through the fabric.

“You’re enough,” she whispered. “You always have been. But fantasies aren’t about replacing you. They’re about... adding. About feeling desired in ways that make my skin burn. And knowing you’re there—watching, hard, wanting me even more because of it.”

My breath caught. Across the pool, Sarah stood up, stretched her arms overhead. Her breasts lifted dramatically; the swimsuit strained, nipples visible as hard points through the thin red material. Her husband watched her with obvious hunger, then pulled her down for a slow, deep kiss. When they broke apart, she laughed—bright, carefree—and headed toward the bar, hips swaying.

Emily’s thumb kept moving—slow circles now, teasing the head of my cock through the linen. I was fully hard, leaking against the fabric.

“Let’s get out of the sun for a bit,” she said, voice husky. “There’s that shaded cabana over there. Private enough.”

I nodded, throat tight.

We gathered our things—towels, drinks, my book forgotten—and walked to one of the half-enclosed cabanas at the pool’s edge. Bamboo walls on three sides, sheer white curtains that fluttered in the breeze, a wide daybed piled with cushions. We slipped inside; the curtains fell closed behind us, dimming the light to a soft, diffused glow.

Emily pushed me down onto the daybed, straddled my lap immediately. Her bikini bottom pressed against my erection; I could feel how wet she was through the thin fabric.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” she said, grinding slowly against me. “Right now.”

I gripped her hips, thumbs digging into soft flesh. “I’m thinking about last night. About Sarah’s tits covered in cum. Her husband coming while he watched. And I’m thinking... what if that was you. On your knees. Taking a bigger cock. Moaning louder than you do for me.”

She moaned softly at the words, rocked harder against me. “And what if it was? Would you hate me?”

“No.” My voice cracked. “I’d hate myself for not being enough. But I’d be so fucking hard watching you. I’d come just from seeing you come.”

Emily leaned down, kissed me—deep, messy, tongue sliding against mine. She reached between us, tugged my shorts down just enough to free my cock. It sprang up, flushed and leaking. She stroked me once, twice—firm, slick with my own precum—then pulled her bikini bottom aside.

No preamble. She sank down onto me in one smooth motion, taking me to the hilt. We both groaned—her tight, hot, still swollen from last night.

She rode me slowly at first—long, rolling grinds that dragged her clit against my pubic bone, her curls rasping deliciously. Her breasts bounced gently in the bikini top; I reached up, yanked the fabric down so they spilled free. I pinched her nipples, rolled them between my fingers until she whimpered.

“Imagine him watching us now,” she whispered, picking up speed. “Sarah’s husband. Stroking that thick cock while I fuck you. Knowing I just watched his wife get face-fucked on the beach.”

The words pushed me closer to the edge. I thrust up hard, meeting her rhythm. “Would you want him? After seeing what he let her do?”

“Maybe.” She gasped as I bottomed out. “Maybe I’d want to know what it feels like. Bigger. Thicker. Stretching me while you watch.”

Humiliation burned hot in my chest, but it only made me fuck her harder. I gripped her ass, spread her cheeks, drove up relentlessly. The wet slap of our bodies echoed in the small space; she didn’t try to be quiet.

“Come for me,” I growled. “Come thinking about it.”

She shattered—head thrown back, cry muffled against my shoulder, pussy clamping down in hard, rhythmic pulses. I followed seconds later—thrusting deep, spilling inside her with a low groan, hips jerking as the pleasure ripped through me.

We stayed locked together, breathing hard. She kissed my neck, soft now.

“You’re enough, Alex,” she murmured again. “But God... I want more of this feeling.”

I held her tighter, the doubt louder than ever.

Across the pool, through a gap in the curtains, I saw Sarah return to her lounger—smiling, flushed, like she owned the world.

And I wondered how long I could pretend this was just fantasy.

Back in the suite that evening, the air felt thicker than it had all day—humid from the open terrace doors, heavy with the scent of salt and the faint coconut lingering on our skin. We’d barely spoken on the walk back from the pool. Emily’s hand had stayed in mine the whole way, her thumb stroking my knuckles in slow, absent circles, but neither of us had needed words. The cabana sex had left us both raw, exposed, still buzzing.

She kicked off her sandals the second the door closed, peeled the black bikini top over her head, and let it drop. Her breasts swayed free—heavy, nipples still dark and peaked from the sun and earlier teasing. She turned to me, eyes dark.

“Shower first?” she asked, voice low.

I shook my head. “No. Now.”

I crossed the room in two steps, caught her by the waist, and kissed her—hard, possessive. She moaned into my mouth, hands already yanking at my shirt. We stumbled toward the bed, shedding clothes in a frantic trail: her bikini bottoms, my shorts, my shirt ripped half-open. By the time we hit the mattress she was naked, legs wrapping around my hips, pulling me down on top of her.

I kissed down her neck, her collarbone, took one nipple into my mouth and sucked hard—teeth grazing just enough to make her arch. She gasped, fingers knotting in my hair.

“God, Alex... yes.”

My hand slid between her thighs. She was soaked—curls damp, lips swollen and slick from the cabana. I stroked her slowly at first, parting her folds, circling her clit with the pad of my thumb. She rocked against my hand, breath hitching.

“Tell me,” I rasped against her breast. “Tell me what you were thinking in the cabana. When you came thinking about it.”

She whimpered. “I was thinking about Sarah. On her knees. Taking that thick black cock so deep. Her husband watching... stroking himself. Coming all over his hand while she swallowed.”

I groaned, cock throbbing painfully against her thigh. I added two fingers inside her—curling them forward, stroking that spongy spot while my thumb kept pressure on her clit. She clenched around me, hips bucking.

“And you imagined it was you?” I asked, voice rough.

“Yes—fuck, yes.” She pulled my head up, kissed me desperately. “Me on my knees. Lips stretched. Tasting him. Looking up at you while you watch. Hard. Hurting because it’s bigger than you. But you can’t stop looking.”

The words sliced through me—humiliation sharp and hot, twisting in my gut. My cock leaked against her skin. I thrust my fingers deeper, faster, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet room.

“You’d moan louder for him,” I said, half accusation, half plea.

“Maybe.” She gasped as I hit that spot again. “Maybe he’d make me come just from sucking him. And you’d see it—see me shake, see my pussy drip while I swallowed his load.”

I couldn’t take it anymore. I pulled my fingers free, positioned myself between her legs, and thrust in—hard, deep, burying myself to the hilt in one stroke. She cried out, nails raking my back.

“Fuck—Alex—”

I didn’t give her time to adjust. I fucked her fast—short, punishing strokes, hips snapping against hers. Her pussy gripped me like a fist, still fluttering from the earlier orgasm, slick and hot. Her breasts bounced with every thrust; I caught one in my mouth again, sucking hard while I drove into her.

“Harder,” she begged. “Fuck me like you’re proving something.”

I did—angling deeper, grinding my pubic bone against her clit on every downstroke. Her moans grew louder, breathier—high, needy sounds that echoed off the walls. The bed creaked under us; the headboard tapped the wall in rhythm.

“Imagine him fucking you like this,” I growled against her neck. “Bigger. Thicker. Stretching you open. Making you scream.”

She shattered—sudden, violent—pussy clamping down in hard, rhythmic pulses, a fresh gush of wetness coating my cock and balls. She screamed my name, body shaking, thighs locked around my waist.

The sensation was too much. I thrust once, twice more—deep, desperate—and came hard, groaning low as I pulsed inside her, spilling everything I had. My hips jerked with each spurt; she milked me deliberately, clenching around me until I was empty, oversensitive, collapsing onto her chest.

We stayed like that—sweaty, panting, hearts hammering in sync. She stroked my back in slow circles, kissed my temple.

“That was... incredible,” she whispered. “Best in months. Maybe ever.”

I lifted my head, looked at her. Her eyes were glassy, cheeks flushed, lips swollen. She looked wrecked—in the best way.

But I felt it immediately: the familiar sting. I’d come too fast. Again. The buildup, the dirty talk, the images in my head—they’d pushed me over the edge before I could give her everything she deserved. Five inches, average stamina when the angst hit hard. She hadn’t complained—never did—but the comparison was there, unspoken.

“Yeah,” I murmured, rolling off her, pulling her into my side. “It was.”

She curled against me, head on my chest, one leg draped over mine. My softening cock nestled against her thigh, still slick with us. She traced lazy patterns on my stomach.

“You okay?” she asked quietly.

I stared at the ceiling. “I think so. Just... processing.”

She kissed my shoulder. “We don’t have to do anything more. We can stop right here. Keep it fantasy.”

But even as she said it, I knew it wasn’t true. The seed was planted. Watered. Growing.

She drifted off first—breathing evening out, body lax against mine. I lay awake, listening to the ocean, feeling the slow drip of my cum leaking from her onto the sheets.

When I was sure she was asleep, I slipped out of bed carefully. My cock was already stirring again—half-hard from the memories alone. I padded to the bathroom, closed the door softly, leaned against the sink.

In the mirror, my reflection looked wrecked—hair messy, eyes shadowed. I wrapped my hand around myself, stroked slowly at first. The images flooded back: Sarah’s mouth full, her husband coming while he watched. Then Emily—my Emily—on her knees, lips stretched around something thicker, darker, bigger. Moaning louder than she ever had for me. Looking up at me with that same glassy, satisfied expression she’d worn tonight.

I stroked faster—tight, slick with leftover cum and her wetness. My balls tightened. The humiliation burned hot: knowing I couldn’t match what she’d imagined, knowing I’d still come harder thinking about it.

I came quietly—spilling over my fist into the sink, body jerking, biting my lip to keep silent. The release was sharp, almost painful.

I cleaned up, splashed water on my face, stared at myself again.

We were still just flirting with the edge.

But the edge was getting closer.

And I wasn’t sure I wanted to step back.


The Fantasy Takes Shape

The catamaran cut through the turquoise water like a slow, graceful knife, sails snapping gently in the steady trade wind. We’d booked the half-day excursion the morning after the pool day—mostly to get out of our heads for a few hours, to let the sun and salt air do some of the heavy lifting. The boat was small, maybe twenty passengers plus crew, with a shaded deck, cold drinks, and a guide who pointed out coral heads and sea turtles with practiced enthusiasm.

Emily leaned against the rail beside me, wind tugging at her hair, wearing a wide-brimmed straw hat and a loose white cover-up over her black bikini. Her legs were tanned now, golden from the last few days, and every time the boat rocked she pressed her hip against mine for balance. I kept one arm around her waist—casual, possessive—and tried to focus on the horizon instead of the thoughts that had kept me up half the night.

The guide—Rico, young and sun-bleached—dropped anchor in a shallow bay ringed by reef. Snorkel gear was handed out: masks, fins, tubes. We slipped into the water together, the cool shock of it cutting through the lingering heat of the day. Under the surface the world exploded into color—schools of yellow-and-black sergeant majors darting past, brain coral pulsing softly, a lone parrotfish crunching on algae with its beak-like mouth.

Emily swam beside me, graceful and unhurried. Every few minutes she’d point at something—a bright blue tang, a sea cucumber—and tap my arm excitedly. We surfaced together near a patch of elkhorn coral, treading water, masks pushed up on our foreheads.

“This is magic,” she said, breathless, water streaming down her face. “Look at it all.”

I nodded, grinning despite myself. “Yeah. Makes everything else feel small.”

She caught the double meaning immediately. Her eyes flicked to mine—searching, playful.

“Everything?” she asked softly.

I glanced around—no one close enough to overhear. The other snorkelers were scattered, heads down, lost in their own worlds.

“Last night,” I said. “The way you talked. Imagining bigger. Thicker. It’s stuck in my head.”

She kicked closer, legs brushing mine under the water. “It’s stuck in mine too.”

We floated there, bobbing gently, the boat a white silhouette against the sky behind us.

“I keep seeing her—Sarah—on her knees,” Emily continued, voice low. “The way she took him so deep. No hesitation. Like she needed it. And her husband... he didn’t stop her. He encouraged her. That’s what gets me. The trust. The surrender.”

My cock stirred in my swim trunks—half-hard despite the cool water. I shifted, trying to hide it.

“You’ve been thinking about it a lot,” I said. Not a question.

“Every time I close my eyes.” She reached under the surface, found my hand, squeezed it. “I imagine what it would feel like. That stretch. That fullness. Looking up at you while I do it. Seeing your face—jealous, turned on, helpless.”

The words landed like punches—each one twisting the knot of arousal and fear tighter in my gut. I swallowed hard.

“And then what?” I asked. “After?”

She smiled—slow, wicked. “Then I come back to you. Covered in it. Tasting like him. And you fuck me anyway. Harder than ever. Because you know I’m still yours.”

I groaned quietly, the sound swallowed by the waves. My erection was full now, pressing uncomfortably against the mesh lining of my trunks.

“You’re killing me,” I muttered.

“Good.” She leaned in, kissed me—salt and sunscreen and heat. Her tongue slid against mine for a brief, hungry moment before she pulled back. “We should get back to the boat. Lunch is soon.”

We swam back slowly, fins kicking in rhythm. On deck, towels were passed around, and the crew set out platters of fresh fruit, grilled fish tacos, cold beer. We found a spot in the shade, plates balanced on our laps.

Emily took a bite of mango, juice running down her chin. She wiped it with the back of her hand, licked her fingers slowly—deliberately—while holding my gaze.

“Stop that,” I said, half-laughing, half-serious.

“Can’t help it.” She leaned closer, voice dropping again. “I’ve been fantasizing about more than just watching. About touching. About feeling someone else inside me. Someone... different. While you sit there. Hard. Watching every thrust. Hearing me moan in ways you’ve never heard before.”

My fork froze halfway to my mouth. The fantasy had been abstract until now—dirty talk in the heat of sex. But here, in daylight, with the sun high and the water sparkling, it felt dangerously real.

“You’d want that?” I asked quietly. “For real?”

She didn’t flinch. “I don’t know. But the thought makes me wet just saying it. Right now, under this cover-up, I’m soaked. And it’s not from the snorkeling.”

I glanced down—her thighs were pressed together, a faint flush creeping up her neck. My own cock throbbed painfully.

“What about me?” I said. “What if I can’t handle it? What if seeing you like that—taking something bigger, coming harder—breaks me?”

She set her plate aside, took my hand under the table, guided it to her thigh. Her skin was warm, slick with a mix of seawater and sweat. She slid my fingers higher, under the hem of her cover-up, until I felt the damp heat between her legs—no bikini bottom, just bare, swollen lips and soft curls.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “That’s from thinking about it. About you watching. About you still wanting me after. That’s what matters to me. Not size. Not who fucks me harder. You.”

I stroked her once—slow, gentle—feeling her clit swell under my fingertip. She bit her lip, eyes fluttering closed for a second.

“But if we ever did...” she continued, voice trembling slightly. “It would be because we both wanted it. Because the idea turns us both on so much we can’t stop thinking about it. And because no matter what happens, I come home to you.”

The boat rocked gently. Rico called out that we’d be heading back soon. I pulled my hand away—reluctantly—wiped it on my towel.

Emily leaned her head on my shoulder. “We don’t have to decide anything today. But I’m glad we’re talking about it. Really talking.”

I kissed the top of her head. “Me too.”

The catamaran docked just after two, and by the time we made it back to the suite the afternoon heat had settled in thick and lazy. We were both sticky with salt and sunscreen, skin warm from the sun, minds still buzzing from the open-water conversation. Emily kicked the door shut behind us, dropped her beach bag, and turned to me with that look—the one that said words were optional now.

“Nap?” she asked, already tugging the strings of her bikini top.

I nodded. “Nap.”

We stripped without ceremony—cover-up, bikini, trunks hitting the floor in a damp heap. Naked, we crawled under the ceiling fan’s slow stir, sheets kicked to the foot of the bed. The AC hummed softly; sunlight slanted through half-closed blinds in golden bars across the mattress.

Emily curled into me at first—spooning, her back to my chest, my arm draped over her waist. Her ass nestled against my groin; I was already half-hard from the boat ride talk. She sighed contentedly, pressed back just enough to feel me thicken against her cleft.

We lay like that for a few minutes, breathing in sync, letting the day’s tension melt away. Then she shifted—rolled onto her back, turned her head to look at me.

“Still thinking about what I said?” she murmured.

“Every word.”

She smiled—slow, knowing. “Good.”

Her hand drifted down my stomach, fingers trailing through the light hair below my navel, then wrapping loosely around my cock. She stroked once—lazy, unhurried—feeling me swell fully in her grip.

“I keep picturing it,” she said softly. “Not just Sarah. Me. Pretending I’m her. On that beach. Moonlight. Sand under my knees. A big, thick black cock in front of my face. You hiding behind the dune... watching.”

My breath caught. She squeezed gently, thumb circling the head, spreading the bead of precum that had already formed.

“Tell me what you’d do,” I rasped.

She rolled toward me, straddled my thighs without breaking contact. Her pussy brushed my shaft—hot, slick already, curls tickling my skin. She leaned down, breasts grazing my chest, lips near my ear.

“I’d look up at him first,” she whispered. “Smile. Like Sarah did. Then I’d lick the tip—slow, teasing. Taste the salt. Feel how heavy he is on my tongue. Then I’d take him in... inch by inch. Stretch my lips wide. Gag a little when he hits the back of my throat. But I wouldn’t stop. I’d push deeper. Let him fill my mouth completely.”

She rocked her hips forward, sliding her wet folds along my length—coating me without taking me inside yet. I groaned, hands gripping her ass.

“You’d see it all,” she continued, voice husky. “See my cheeks hollow when I suck. See saliva drip down my chin. See my tits bounce every time he thrusts. And you’d be so hard... stroking yourself... knowing I’m doing it for the thrill. For the danger. For you.”

“Fuck, Em...”

She lifted her hips, positioned the head of my cock at her entrance, sank down just an inch—enough to tease, not enough to satisfy.

“I’d look over at you,” she went on. “Eyes locked on yours while he fucks my mouth. I’d moan around him—vibrate him—so he’d groan. Then I’d pull off... stroke him with both hands... beg him to come on my tits. Just like she did. Hot, thick ropes across my skin. Dripping from my nipples. And you’d watch every spurt. Watch me scoop it up. Lick my fingers clean. Taste him.”

She sank down another inch—tight, wet heat enveloping me. I thrust up instinctively; she pinned my hips with her hands.

“Not yet,” she teased. “You have to listen first.”

I was shaking now—arousal so sharp it hurt. My cock throbbed inside her, desperate for more.

“Then what?” I managed.

“Then I’d crawl back to you,” she said, finally sinking all the way down—taking me fully, grinding her clit against my base. We both moaned at the connection. “I’d kiss you with his taste still on my tongue. Let you taste him in my mouth. And you’d fuck me right there on the sand—hard, angry, claiming. Because even after I swallowed another man’s cum, I’d still be dripping for you.”

She started riding me then—slow rolls at first, rising until I almost slipped free, then dropping back down with a wet slap. Her breasts swayed above me; I caught them, squeezed, thumbed her nipples until she whimpered.

“But you’d feel it,” she gasped, picking up speed. “When you slide inside me... you’d know I’m still loose from him. Still stretched. Still full of what he left behind. And that would make you come so hard—knowing I took something bigger, something you can’t give me, and I still chose you after.”

The words were cruel and perfect. Humiliation flooded me—hot, dizzying—but it only made me thrust up harder, meeting her rhythm. My hands gripped her hips, fingers digging in.

“You’d hate it,” she panted. “But you’d love it. You’d come inside me... mixing with him... marking me again.”

I flipped us suddenly—her on her back, legs hooked over my shoulders. I drove into her—deep, relentless—bottoming out with every stroke. The angle let me grind against her clit; she clawed my back, moaning louder.

“Yes—fuck me like that—like you’re proving you’re enough—”

I fucked her harder, chasing the edge, the fantasy burning behind my eyes: Emily on her knees, mouth full, eyes on me. My cock felt small in comparison to the image, but the thought of her wanting both—me and more—pushed me closer.

She came first—sudden, shattering—pussy clamping down in rhythmic waves, cry muffled against my shoulder. The squeeze was too much; I thrust deep one last time and followed—groaning low as I pulsed inside her, spilling hard, hips jerking with each spurt.

We collapsed together, breathing ragged. She held me close, kissed my temple.

“That was just pretend,” she whispered after a minute. “But God... it felt real.”

I stayed inside her, softening slowly, feeling our combined wetness leak out. The role-play had been hot—filthy, intense—but the conflict lingered sharper now.

Because part of me wanted it to stop being pretend.

And part of me was terrified it already had.

The sun had dipped low by the time we left the suite again, painting the sky in streaks of orange and deep rose. The beach bar—open-sided, thatched roof, stools half-sunk into the sand—was already alive with the early-evening crowd: couples sharing pitchers of sangria, a few solo travelers nursing rum punches, steel drums drifting from hidden speakers. We claimed two high stools at the far end of the bar, away from the main cluster, backs to the ocean so we could watch the last of the light bleed out of the sky.

Emily ordered us both dark rum neat—simple, strong, no distractions. When the drinks arrived she lifted hers in a small toast.

“To talking,” she said, eyes steady on mine.

I clinked my glass against hers. “To talking.”

We sipped in silence for a minute, letting the rum burn slow down our throats. The bartender—a tall local with dreads tied back—nodded when Emily asked for another round later. No rush here. No pressure. Just the sound of waves and the low murmur of other voices.

She set her glass down, turned slightly toward me.

“So,” she said quietly. “We’ve said a lot today. On the boat. In bed. I meant every word. But I want to know where your head is. Really.”

I stared into my drink, watching the amber liquid catch the dying light.

“I’m turned on by it,” I admitted. “More than I expected. The idea of you... exploring. Being desired by someone else. Me watching. It makes me hard just thinking about it. But it also scares the shit out of me.”

She reached over, rested her hand on my knee under the bar overhang—out of sight, intimate.

“What scares you most?”

“That I won’t be able to handle the reality. That seeing you with someone bigger, someone who makes you moan differently, will make me feel... small. Literally and figuratively. And that once we cross that line, we can’t uncross it.”

Emily nodded slowly. “I get that. I feel it too—the fear. But I also feel the pull. The curiosity. What would it be like to let go completely? To be watched while I’m being fucked by someone who’s... different. To come back to you afterward, still shaking, still wanting you most of all.”

My cock stirred against my shorts at her words—quiet, insistent. I shifted on the stool.

She continued, voice low enough that only I could hear.

“I don’t want to hurt you, Alex. Ever. But the fantasy has roots now. It’s not going away. And pretending it isn’t there feels dishonest.”

I took a long sip of rum, felt the warmth spread.

“What if we tested it?” I said before I could overthink it. “Not the full thing. Not yet. Just... flirting. Seeing how it feels. If someone catches your eye. If you let them buy you a drink. Dance. Touch your arm. See how I react. See how you react.”

The suggestion hung between us like smoke.

Emily’s eyes widened slightly—surprise, then heat.

“You’d be okay with that?”

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “But I think we need to find out. Before it eats us alive.”

She studied me for a long moment, then smiled—small, almost shy.

“Okay. Flirting. Light. No promises. We set rules. If either of us says stop, we stop. And we talk about everything after. No secrets.”

I nodded. “No secrets.”

She leaned in, kissed me—slow, deep, tasting of rum and promise. When she pulled back, her pupils were dilated.

“Tonight?” she asked.

My pulse kicked up. “If it happens naturally. No forcing it.”

She glanced around the bar. A few men had noticed her already—discreet looks, the kind that linger a second too long on her legs, her cleavage under the thin sundress she’d slipped into after our nap. One in particular—a tall black guy in a linen shirt, maybe late twenties, broad shoulders, easy smile—caught her eye as he ordered at the other end of the bar. He smiled back. She returned it—polite, open, nothing overt.

My stomach twisted—jealousy sharp and immediate—but my cock thickened against my thigh.

“See?” she whispered, turning back to me. “Already happening. And you’re still here. Still hard.”

I exhaled shakily. “Yeah.”

She squeezed my knee again. “We don’t have to do anything tonight. But knowing we could... that the door’s open... it feels different. Hotter.”

The steel drums picked up tempo; a few couples started swaying on the sand in front of the bar. Emily finished her drink, set the empty glass down.

“Dance with me?” she asked.

I stood, offered my hand. She took it.

We moved to the open sand—bare feet sinking into the still-warm grains—bodies close, swaying to the rhythm. Her arms went around my neck; mine around her waist. She pressed against me, hips rolling subtly, letting me feel how wet she was through the thin fabric of her dress.

“Imagine it’s not you,” she murmured against my ear. “Imagine it’s him—the guy at the bar. His hands on my hips. His body against mine. And you’re watching from the stool. Hard. Waiting to see how far I’ll go.”

I groaned softly, cock fully erect now, trapped between us.

“You’d let him kiss you?” I asked.

“Maybe. If it felt right. If you nodded.”

The thought sent a jolt through me—arousal and dread twisting together.

“And then?”

“Then I’d come back to you,” she said simply. “Dripping. Needy. And we’d fuck like animals. Because the line we just crossed would make everything sharper. Hotter. More real.”

The song ended. We stopped moving, but didn’t let go.

Back at the bar, the tall guy was still there—glancing our way every few seconds. Emily met his eyes again—held them a beat longer this time—then looked back at me.

“Your call,” she said quietly. “We can stay here. Or go back to the room. Or... see what happens.”

I swallowed. The door was open now—wide open—and I’d been the one to suggest turning the handle.

My heart hammered.

“Let’s stay a little longer,” I said.

She smiled—slow, triumphant, loving.

And just like that, the momentum shifted.

I couldn’t stop it now.

Even if I wanted to.


Crossing the Line

The resort hosted a weekly “Island Nights” party on the main beachfront lawn—torch-lit paths, long tables groaning with grilled lobster and plantain chips, a live calypso band under a white canopy, and an open bar that never seemed to run dry. We’d heard about it from the concierge earlier in the week and decided tonight was the night to go. After the beach bar conversation yesterday, the air between us felt charged—every glance, every casual touch carried the weight of unspoken possibility.

Emily took extra time getting ready. She chose a deep red halter dress—silky fabric that clung to her curves, the neckline plunging low enough to show the inner swell of her breasts, the hem short enough that a strong breeze would reveal thigh. No bra; the outline of her nipples was faintly visible when she moved. She left her hair loose, added a touch of shimmering body oil that caught the light, and dabbed perfume at her pulse points—something warm and spicy that made my head swim when she leaned in to kiss me.

“You look dangerous,” I said, voice rough.

She smiled in the mirror, turning to check the back view. “Good. That’s the point.”

I wore a linen shirt and dark trousers—simple, but I caught myself checking my reflection more than usual. Average build. Average height. Average everything. The doubt from the last few days had settled deeper, quieter but persistent.

We walked down to the lawn hand in hand. The party was already in full swing—couples dancing barefoot on the grass, laughter rising over the music, fire pits casting flickering shadows. We grabbed drinks from the bar—mojitos, fresh mint and lime cutting through the rum—and found a spot near the edge of the dance floor to watch.

That’s when we saw him.

Behind the bar, mixing cocktails with easy confidence: tall, easily six-three, skin a deep mahogany, broad shoulders filling out the resort’s white short-sleeve shirt, sleeves rolled to show corded forearms. His smile was wide and genuine when he handed drinks to guests—flashing white teeth, a low laugh that carried over the music. He moved with the kind of natural grace that made people gravitate toward him—charismatic without trying.

Emily noticed him at the same moment I did.

“He’s working the bar tonight,” she murmured, taking a slow sip of her drink.

“Yeah.”

She watched him for a moment longer—eyes tracing the line of his shoulders, the way his hands moved deftly with the shaker—then looked back at me.

“Jamal,” she read off the name tag pinned to his shirt when he turned. “Fits him.”

My stomach did a slow flip—jealousy mixed with that now-familiar heat. “You think?”

She shrugged, playful. “He’s got presence. Confident. Friendly. The kind of guy who’d make a girl feel... seen.”

I swallowed. “You want to test the flirting rule? Right now?”

Emily met my eyes—searching, careful. “Only if you’re sure. We can walk away. Go back to the room. Fuck like we did yesterday. No one else involved.”

I thought about it—really thought. The fantasy had been building for days. The conversation on the catamaran, the role-play in the suite, the agreement at the beach bar. Saying no now felt like slamming the door after we’d already cracked it wide.

“Let’s see what happens,” I said. “Naturally. No forcing it.”

She squeezed my hand. “Okay. Naturally.”

We drifted closer to the bar as the crowd ebbed and flowed. Emily leaned against the counter, elbows propped, dress shifting to show more cleavage. I stood beside her—close enough to touch, far enough to give space.

Jamal noticed us almost immediately. His eyes flicked to Emily first—appreciative, not leering—then to me with a quick nod of acknowledgment.

“What can I get you two?” he asked, voice deep, warm, island accent rolling over the words like honey.

Emily smiled—bright, open. “Another round of mojitos, please. Extra mint.”

“Coming right up.” He started mixing—hands moving fast, efficient, but he kept glancing at her. “First time at Island Nights?”

“First time at the resort,” she said. “We’ve been loving it.”

“Glad to hear.” He muddled the mint with practiced flicks of his wrist. “You two look like you’re having a good vacation.”

“We are,” she replied, leaning forward just a fraction. The movement made her breasts press against the low neckline. “Lots of... new experiences.”

Jamal chuckled—low, easy. “That’s what this place is for. New experiences.” He slid the drinks across the bar, fingers brushing hers when she reached for them. The touch lingered a beat too long—accidental, or not. “Enjoy, beautiful.”

Emily’s cheeks flushed faintly. “Thank you, Jamal.”

He winked—playful, not sleazy—then turned to the next guest.

We stepped back from the bar, drinks in hand. Emily took a long sip, eyes sparkling.

“That was... easy,” she said quietly.

“Yeah.” My voice was tight. “He noticed you.”

“He noticed us.” She leaned into me, lips near my ear. “And you’re still here. Still hard.”

She was right—my cock had thickened the moment his fingers touched hers. Jealousy burned, but arousal burned hotter.

The band shifted to a slower, sultrier rhythm—steel drums giving way to a bass-heavy groove. Couples started pairing off on the dance floor.

Emily set her drink on a nearby table, took my hand.

“Dance?” she asked.

Before I could answer, Jamal called from the bar—voice carrying over the music.

“Hey—beautiful! You dance?”

Emily turned. Smiled. Looked back at me—question in her eyes.

I nodded—small, almost imperceptible.

She walked to the dance floor alone at first—hips swaying to the beat, red dress catching the torchlight. Jamal finished pouring a drink, handed the shaker to a coworker, and stepped out from behind the bar. He approached her casually, offered a hand.

She took it.

They started dancing—nothing overt. Just bodies moving to the rhythm, close but not touching. His hand rested lightly on her waist; hers on his shoulder. She laughed at something he said—head tipping back, throat exposed. He smiled down at her, saying something close to her ear.

I watched from the edge of the floor—drink forgotten in my hand, cock straining painfully against my trousers.

The sight should have gutted me. Instead it lit something inside—dark, hungry, irreversible.

Emily glanced over once—eyes finding mine through the crowd. She smiled—small, secret, loving—then turned back to Jamal.

I stayed rooted at the edge of the dance floor, mojito glass sweating in my hand, the ice long melted. The torches threw flickering orange across the grass, catching on Emily’s red dress as she moved. Jamal kept a respectful distance at first—hands light on her waist, guiding but not gripping, bodies swaying in time to the slow, bass-heavy groove. She laughed again at something he said—head tilting back, throat exposed, the sound carrying clearly over the music.

It was innocent on the surface. A resort guest dancing with the bartender during his break. Nothing scandalous. But I saw the details that twisted my gut:

The way her hips rolled a little deeper when he pulled her closer for a turn. The way his large hand spanned the small of her back—dark skin against the red silk. The way she looked up at him when he spoke low in her ear—eyes bright, lips parted in a smile that lingered too long.

My stomach churned—sharp, acidic jealousy that should have made me walk away. Instead my cock throbbed painfully against the zipper of my trousers, fully erect now, trapped and aching. Every time she glanced my way—quick, secret flashes of eye contact—she saw it on my face. The conflict. The hunger. And each time, her smile deepened.

Jamal spun her once—smooth, effortless—and she came back into his arms laughing, one hand on his chest for balance. His shirt was open at the collar; her fingers brushed bare skin. He said something; she bit her lip, nodded, blushed visibly even in the torchlight.

I couldn’t hear the words, but I didn’t need to. The body language was unmistakable.

She was enjoying it.

Not just the dance—the attention. The flirtation. The feeling of being desired by someone tall, confident, charismatic. Someone who looked like he could pin her against a wall and fuck her senseless if she let him.

And she was letting him lead.

The song shifted—slower, more sensual, the steel drums fading into a deep, throbbing rhythm. Jamal pulled her closer—hips brushing hers now, no space between them. Her breasts pressed against his chest; his hand slid lower, resting just above the curve of her ass. She didn’t pull away. Instead she draped her arms around his neck, fingers threading into the short curls at his nape.

They moved together like they’d done it before—slow grinds, bodies rolling in perfect sync. Her thigh slipped between his legs for a moment; his hand flexed on her hip.

I was breathing hard—chest tight, pulse hammering in my ears. My free hand clenched into a fist at my side. Part of me wanted to stride over, pull her away, drag her back to the suite and fuck her until she forgot his name.

The other part—the darker, quieter part—wanted to keep watching. To see how far she’d go. To see if she’d let him kiss her. Touch her more. Make her moan the way she’d described in our fantasies.

Emily looked over again—longer this time. Our eyes locked through the crowd. She held my gaze while she ground against him—subtle, but deliberate. Then she mouthed two words, clear as day:

Still okay?

I swallowed. Nodded once—slow, deliberate.

Her smile turned wicked. She leaned up, whispered something in Jamal’s ear. He laughed—low, rich—then glanced my way. Not hostile. Not smug. Just... acknowledging. Like he knew exactly what was happening.

He bent his head again, spoke close to her ear. She nodded, blushed deeper, then pulled back slightly—creating just enough space to keep dancing without it turning obscene in public.

But the damage was done.

My cock leaked against my boxers—precum soaking through, the friction of fabric almost painful. I shifted my weight, trying to ease the pressure, but it only made it worse.

The song ended. They slowed to a stop. Jamal kept one hand on her waist—gentle now, respectful—said something that made her laugh again. Then he stepped back, gave a small bow, gestured toward the bar like he was offering to get her a drink.

Emily shook her head—soft no—then turned and walked straight to me.

Her cheeks were flushed, eyes glassy, breathing a little faster. She stepped right into my space, pressed her body against mine so I could feel how hard her nipples were through the silk.

“You watched the whole time,” she whispered.

“Couldn’t look away.”

She reached down between us—discreetly—cupped my erection through my trousers. Squeezed once.

“You’re so hard it hurts,” she said, voice thick. “From seeing me dance with him.”

“Yeah.”

Her thumb stroked the head through the fabric—slow circles that made my hips jerk.

“He asked if he could buy me a drink,” she murmured. “Said I looked like I needed something strong.”

“What did you say?”

“I told him maybe later. That I was here with my husband.” She squeezed again. “But I liked the way he looked at me. Like he wanted to eat me alive.”

Jealousy surged—hot, bitter—but so did the arousal. I groaned low in my throat.

“Did he touch you more than I saw?”

“Just the dance. His hands on my hips. My back. Nothing else.” She leaned in, lips brushing my ear. “But I felt him. Hard against my thigh when we got close. Thick. Long. He’s big, Alex. Bigger than you.”

The words hit like a slap—humiliation flooding me, cock jumping in her hand.

“And you liked it,” I rasped.

“I did.” She kissed the corner of my mouth. “I liked feeling desired. Liked knowing you were watching. Liked that it made you this hard.”

She pulled back slightly, eyes searching mine.

“We can stop,” she said quietly. “Go back to the room. Or... I could go get that drink from him. Sit at the bar. Let him flirt a little more. See how it feels.”

My heart slammed against my ribs.

The choice hung there—sharp, final.

I opened my mouth to speak, but the words stuck.

Emily waited—patient, loving, aroused.

Emily waited—eyes locked on mine, hand still resting lightly over the bulge in my trousers, thumb tracing slow, deliberate circles that made my hips twitch. The music pulsed around us, the torchlight flickering across her flushed cheeks, but the world narrowed to just this: her question hanging in the air, the choice I had to make.

I opened my mouth, closed it, then forced the words out.

“Go get the drink,” I said, voice low and rough. “Flirt. See how it feels. I’ll watch.”

Her breath caught—sharp, excited. She squeezed me once more—firm, promising—then released me.

“Okay,” she whispered. “But you stay close. And if it’s too much... say the word.”

I nodded. My heart was slamming so hard I could feel it in my throat.

She turned, smoothed her dress, and walked back to the bar—hips swaying with deliberate grace. Jamal looked up the moment she approached; his smile widened, genuine and warm. He leaned forward over the counter as she slid onto a stool directly in front of him.

I moved to a nearby high-top table—close enough to hear snippets of conversation, far enough to look casual. I picked up my abandoned mojito, pretended to sip, but my eyes never left them.

Jamal started mixing without asking—something dark and strong, garnished with a lime twist. He slid it across to her.

“On the house,” he said, voice carrying just enough for me to catch. “For the best dancer I’ve seen all night.”

Emily laughed—soft, throaty—took a sip, licked a drop from her lower lip.

“You’re sweet,” she said. “And you move well. Where’d you learn to dance like that?”

“Grew up here,” he replied, leaning on his elbows, close enough that their faces were only a foot apart. “Music’s in the blood. But you... you make it easy to keep up.”

She blushed again—visible even from where I stood. Her fingers toyed with the stem of her glass.

“You say that to all the girls who dance with you?”

“Only the ones who look at their husband the whole time,” he said, voice dropping lower. “Makes it more interesting.”

Emily’s eyes flicked to me—quick, heated—then back to him.

“He likes watching,” she said simply.

Jamal’s gaze followed hers for a second—met mine—then returned to her. No challenge in it. Just understanding.

“I can see why,” he murmured. “You’re hard to look away from.”

He reached across the bar, brushed a stray lock of hair behind her ear—gentle, intimate. She didn’t flinch. Instead she leaned into the touch for a fraction of a second, then pulled back with a small, teasing smile.

“You’re bold,” she said.

“Only when the lady seems interested.”

She took another sip—slow—eyes never leaving his.

“I’m... curious,” she admitted. “About a lot of things.”

Jamal chuckled—low, rich. “Curiosity’s a good start.”

They talked for maybe ten minutes—light, flirty, nothing overt. He complimented her dress, asked about our trip, told her a quick story about a tourist who tried to out-dance him last week and failed spectacularly. She laughed freely, touched his forearm once when she emphasized a point, let her fingers linger.

I watched every second—stomach in knots, cock so hard it hurt to stand still. Jealousy clawed at me: his easy confidence, the way he made her smile wider than I had all evening, the casual way he touched her hair like it was natural. But the arousal drowned it out—wave after wave of dark heat every time she glanced my way, every time she let him lean closer.

Finally she finished her drink, set the glass down.

“I should get back to my husband,” she said, voice soft but clear.

Jamal nodded—no disappointment, just a slow smile.

“Anytime you want another dance... or another drink... you know where to find me.”

She stood, leaned across the bar, and kissed his cheek—quick, light, but deliberate. His hand brushed her waist as she pulled away.

“Thank you, Jamal,” she said. “For the drink. And the dance.”

He watched her walk back to me—eyes appreciative, not possessive.

Emily reached me, face flushed, breathing shallow. She pressed against my side, hand slipping down to cup my erection again—firmer this time.

“You saw,” she whispered.

“Every second.”

“How do you feel?”

“Like I’m going to explode.” My voice cracked. “Jealous. Furious. So fucking turned on I can barely think.”

She squeezed. “Good. Because I’m dripping. From the way he looked at me. From knowing you watched. From feeling his hand on my waist. From knowing his cock was hard against me earlier.”

I groaned—low, broken.

“Let’s go,” I said. “Now.”

We left the party without another word—walked fast up the torch-lit path, hands clasped tight. The moment the suite door closed behind us, she was on me—pushing me against the wall, mouth crashing into mine.

I kissed her back—hard, desperate—tasting rum and the faint trace of whatever lip gloss she’d worn. My hands shoved her dress up, found her soaked—curls matted, lips swollen and slick.

“He made you this wet?” I growled against her neck.

“Yes.” She fumbled with my belt, freed my cock—stroked me roughly. “From flirting. From dancing. From knowing you were watching and getting hard.”

I spun her around—bent her over the back of the couch—yanked her dress up over her hips. No panties. I thrust in—deep, sudden—groaning at the tight, wet heat.

“Fuck—Em—”

She cried out, pushed back against me. “Harder. Fuck me like you’re reclaiming me.”

I did—snapping my hips, bottoming out with every thrust. The wet slap of skin echoed; her breasts bounced free from the halter top. I reached around, pinched her nipples hard.

“Tell me,” I rasped. “Tell me what you wanted from him.”

“I wanted... to feel his hands everywhere,” she gasped. “Wanted to drop to my knees behind the bar. Wanted to take that thick cock in my mouth while you watched from the shadows. Wanted him to cum on my tits... then come back to you and let you fuck his cum into me.”

The words shattered me. I fucked her faster—relentless—feeling her clench around me. She came first—screaming, pussy pulsing hard, gushing around my cock. The squeeze pulled my own orgasm out of me—deep, violent—spilling inside her with a guttural groan.

We stayed like that—panting, trembling—until I softened and slipped free. Cum leaked down her thigh; she turned, kissed me softly.

“That was... intense,” she whispered.

“Yeah.” I held her close. “Too much?”

She shook her head. “No. Perfect. But... I want more. Just a little more.”

I swallowed. The line was gone now—erased.

And we were already on the other side.


The First Taste

The next evening felt different from the start—thicker air, heavier anticipation, like the island itself knew something was about to shift irreversibly. We’d texted Jamal earlier that afternoon through the resort’s messaging app (he’d slipped Emily his number during their bar conversation, casual but deliberate). Drinks on the beach, he’d suggested. Quiet spot near the old palm grove, away from the main crowds. Sunset drinks, he’d called it. We both knew it was more.

Emily dressed carefully again—this time a simple black slip dress, thin straps, low back, hem skimming mid-thigh. No bra, no panties. The fabric clung to her like a second skin when she moved, outlining every curve. She left her hair down, added dark red lipstick that made her mouth look fuller, more inviting. When she caught me staring in the mirror, she smiled—slow, knowing.

“You nervous?” she asked.

“Terrified,” I admitted. “And hard already.”

She crossed to me, cupped my face, kissed me softly. “We can stop anytime. One word.”

I nodded. But we both knew I wouldn’t say it.

We walked down to the beach barefoot, the sand still warm from the day. Jamal had set up a small private area: low table with three glasses and a bottle of chilled rum punch, a few cushions scattered on a large woven mat under the palms. A single solar lantern cast soft golden light. No one else around—just the waves, the breeze, the distant hum of the resort fading behind us.

He stood when he saw us approach—tall, relaxed in a white linen shirt open at the collar and dark shorts. His smile was easy, welcoming, but his eyes lingered on Emily a beat longer than polite.

“Glad you came,” he said, voice low and warm. He shook my hand first—firm, no posturing—then leaned in to kiss Emily’s cheek. She let him; her hand rested lightly on his arm for a second.

We settled on the cushions—Emily between us, close enough that her thigh brushed mine on one side, his on the other. Jamal poured the punch—dark rum, pineapple, a hint of coconut—handed us each a glass.

“To new experiences,” he toasted, eyes flicking between us.

We clinked. Drank. The rum went down smooth, sweet, burning just enough.

Conversation started light—resort talk, favorite spots on the island, how long he’d worked here. Jamal was easy to talk to: funny, self-deprecating, genuinely interested. He asked about us—how long we’d been married, what brought us here. Emily answered most of it, voice soft, leaning slightly toward him when she spoke.

After the first round, the questions shifted.

“So,” Jamal said, refilling our glasses, “last night was... interesting. You two have a rhythm. I like that.”

Emily smiled, took a slow sip. “We do. We’re... exploring. Together.”

Jamal nodded—no judgment, just understanding. “I get it. Seen a lot of couples here. Some keep it locked down. Some let the island loosen things up.” He looked at me directly. “You okay with her dancing with me last night?”

The question was blunt but calm. I met his eyes.

“Yeah,” I said. “I was. More than okay.”

Emily’s hand found my thigh under the table—squeezed once, reassuring.

Jamal smiled—slow, approving. “Good. Because she’s a hell of a dancer.”

Emily laughed softly. “You weren’t bad yourself.”

The rum worked its magic—tension easing, heat building. We talked more—flirtier now. Jamal complimented her dress, the way it moved with her. She complimented his hands—strong, sure—when he poured another round. Their knees brushed; neither pulled away.

After the third drink, Emily set her glass down, turned to face him more fully.

“You know why we asked you here,” she said quietly.

Jamal nodded. “I figured.”

She glanced at me—checking. I nodded.

She leaned in, kissed him—soft at first, testing. His hand came up to cup her cheek—gentle, controlled. She deepened it—lips parting, tongue sliding against his. He responded—slow, hungry, but not aggressive.

I watched—frozen, heart hammering, cock straining painfully against my shorts. The sight was electric: her mouth on his, his large hand sliding to the back of her neck, pulling her closer. Her breasts pressed against his chest through the thin dress.

When they broke apart, both breathing hard, Emily turned to me—eyes glassy, lips swollen.

“You okay?” she whispered.

I nodded—voice gone.

She reached for my hand, placed it on her thigh—guided it higher until my fingers brushed her bare, soaked pussy. She was dripping.

“Touch me,” she said. “While I kiss him again.”

I slid two fingers inside her—hot, slick, clenching immediately. She moaned softly, then leaned back to Jamal, kissing him deeper this time. His hand moved to her breast—cupping through the dress, thumb brushing her nipple until it hardened visibly.

She broke the kiss, turned to me again—eyes dark.

“Watch,” she whispered.

Then she slid off the cushion—onto her knees between us. She looked up at Jamal first—slow smile—then at me.

“Still okay?” she asked one last time.

My voice cracked. “Yes.”

She reached for Jamal’s shorts—undid the drawstring slowly, tugged them down just enough. His cock sprang free—thick, long, veined, dark skin gleaming in the lantern light. Easily ten inches, maybe more, heavy and already hard. Double the size of my cock in both length and width.

Emily wrapped her hand around the base—fingers barely meeting—stroked once, twice. Jamal groaned low.

She looked at me—eyes locked on mine—then leaned forward.

Her lips parted.

And she took him in.

Emily’s lips closed around the swollen head of Jamal’s cock—slow, reverent, stretching wide to take the thick ridge past her teeth. She paused there, tongue flat and pressing underneath, swirling in lazy, teasing circles that made his shaft twitch against her palate. Her eyes lifted first to him—dark, heavy-lidded—then slid sideways to find mine. The lantern light turned her irises almost black, pupils blown wide with lust and the thrill of being watched.

Jamal exhaled sharply through his nose, a low rumble building in his chest. His hand settled on the back of her head—fingers threading gently into her hair, not forcing, just anchoring. Emily hummed softly in approval; the vibration traveled straight down his length. She sank another inch—lips sliding smoothly over veined skin—then another—until half of him filled her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, tongue working the underside in slow, deliberate strokes.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My fingers were still buried inside her—three now, curled forward, stroking that spongy front wall while my thumb pressed firm circles over her swollen clit. She was absolutely soaked; every time she bobbed forward her hips rocked back onto my hand, inner walls fluttering and clenching like they were trying to pull me deeper. Wetness coated my palm, dripped down my wrist, soaked the cushion beneath us.

She pulled back slowly—agonizingly slow—lips dragging along every inch, leaving a glossy sheen of saliva in their wake. When only the head remained she paused again, tongue flicking rapidly over the slit, tasting the steady leak of precum. She moaned around him—soft, needy—then plunged down harder this time. Her throat fluttered visibly as she forced herself deeper; a soft gag escaped when the head nudged her soft palate, but she didn’t retreat. Instead she swallowed around him—muscles rippling—taking another inch until her nose brushed the coarse dark curls at his base.

Jamal’s head tipped back. “Jesus... fuck, girl. That throat...”

Emily held there—nose pressed flush, eyes watering slightly, tears gathering at the corners—but she refused to pull off. She swallowed again and again, throat working him in rhythmic pulses, milking him without moving her head. Saliva pooled at the corners of her mouth, dripped in thick strings down her chin, onto the black silk of her dress. Her breasts heaved with each labored breath through her nose; nipples stood out like hard points, straining the fabric.

After what felt like an eternity she finally eased back—inch by torturous inch—until his cock slipped free with a wet, obscene pop. Thick strands of spit connected her swollen lips to the glistening shaft. She gasped for air, chest rising and falling fast, then immediately dove back down—faster this time, establishing a steady rhythm.

Up and down. Up and down. Her head moved in smooth, practiced strokes—lips tight, tongue never still. She twisted her head slightly on each downstroke, letting the head bump the roof of her mouth, then drag along the flat of her tongue on the upstroke. One hand gripped the base—fingers barely meeting around his girth—stroking in counter-rhythm to her mouth. The other cupped his heavy balls, rolling them gently, tugging just enough to make him groan.

The sounds were filthy—wet slurps, soft gags when she took him too deep, the slick glide of her saliva-coated hand pumping what her mouth couldn’t reach. Drool ran in rivulets down her chin, soaked the front of her dress, made the silk cling transparently to her breasts. Cum from earlier still dried in faint streaks across her cleavage; fresh saliva mixed with it, turning the mess glossy and obscene.

She pulled off again—gasping, strings of spit dangling—looked straight at me.

“You see how much he fills me?” she panted, voice hoarse and wrecked. “My jaw aches already. My throat’s burning. But I can’t stop. I want every inch.”

She stroked him with both hands now—slow, twisting pulls from base to tip—then leaned in and dragged her tongue flat along the underside, from balls to head, like she was savoring an ice-cream cone. She circled the ridge again, flicked the frenulum rapidly, then sucked just the head—hard, cheeks hollowing—while her hands kept pumping the shaft.

Jamal’s hips jerked involuntarily. “Fuck... you’re gonna make me come too quick doing that.”

Emily smiled around him—wicked, triumphant—then took him deep again. This time she didn’t stop at half; she forced herself all the way down—nose buried in his pubic hair, throat bulging visibly around the intrusion. She held there longer—swallowing repeatedly—until tears streamed down her cheeks, mascara running in faint black tracks.

When she finally pulled off she was gasping, coughing softly, but immediately went back to work—faster, messier. Her head bobbed frantically now—lips stretched thin, saliva flying with every upstroke. She moaned continuously—vibrating him—eyes flicking between Jamal’s face and mine.

I stroked myself faster—hand slick with my own precum—groaning low. The contrast was brutal: his thick, dark shaft disappearing into her pale mouth again and again, my average cock looking small and desperate in my fist. Humiliation burned hot in my chest, but it only made me harder, leaking steadily.

Emily sensed it. She pulled off—gasping—stroked Jamal with one hand while reaching for me with the other. She wrapped her spit-slick fingers around my shaft—stroking me in time with him.

“Look at you,” she rasped. “So hard watching me choke on a bigger cock. You love it, don’t you? Love seeing me covered in spit, tits dripping, throat raw from trying to take him all.”

“Yes,” I choked out. “Fuck—yes.”

She smiled—filthy, loving—then turned back to Jamal. “Come for me. Paint my tits again. Let him watch you mark me.”

Jamal groaned—deep, guttural. His hand tightened in her hair. “Gonna—”

Emily pulled him free—stroked fast with both hands—aimed the swollen head at her chest. The first thick rope hit hard—splattering across her left breast, streaking the silk, dripping from her nipple. She kept pumping—milking him—second spurt, third, fourth—hot, heavy ropes landing on her cleavage, running down between her breasts, soaking the dress until it clung transparently to her skin.

Jamal shuddered through the last pulses, cock twitching in her grip. Emily leaned forward, dragged the head across her nipple—smearing the last drops—then looked at me.

“Come here,” she ordered softly.

I crawled forward—legs shaking. She kissed me—deep, filthy—tongue coated in the faint taste of him. Her hand guided mine to her soaked pussy again.

“Finger me while his cum cools on my skin,” she whispered. “Make me come with his load dripping down my tits.”

I thrust three fingers deep—curling hard—thumb mashing her clit. She shattered almost immediately—body convulsing, cry muffled against my mouth, pussy clamping down in violent pulses, gushing around my hand.

When she finally stilled, she collapsed against me—breathing ragged, chest heaving, cum-streaked breasts pressed to my shirt.

Jamal watched quietly—pants readjusted—smiling faintly.

Emily lifted her head, kissed me again—soft now.

“Let’s go back,” she murmured.

I nodded—dazed, spent, aching for more.

We left Jamal with a quiet “goodnight,” her hand in mine, his cum still drying on her skin.

We barely made it back to the suite before the door slammed shut behind us. Emily was still flushed, skin glowing with sweat and lantern light, the front of her black dress dark and clinging where Jamal’s cum had soaked through. Thick streaks had dried in glossy trails across her cleavage, dripping down between her breasts, turning the silk almost transparent in patches. Her lipstick was smeared, mascara faintly smudged under her eyes, hair wild from his fingers. She looked wrecked—beautifully, gloriously wrecked.

She turned to me the second the lock clicked, eyes bright and feverish.

“God, Alex,” she breathed, voice still hoarse from deep-throating him. “Did you see how much he came? It was everywhere. Hot. Thick. I can still feel it cooling on my skin.”

I pressed her back against the door—hard—mouth crashing into hers. I tasted rum, salt, the faint metallic edge of him on her tongue. My hands shoved her dress up, found her soaked pussy—lips puffy, clit swollen, inner thighs slick with her arousal and the mess from earlier fingering.

She moaned into my kiss, grinding against my palm.

“He was so big,” she whispered against my lips. “I could barely fit my mouth around him. My jaw’s sore. My throat’s raw. Every time I swallowed he throbbed so hard I thought he’d come right then. And the taste... salty, thick, musky. Different from you. More... intense.”

The words stabbed—sharp, humiliating—but my cock jumped against her thigh, already hard again despite coming on the beach. I yanked the straps of her dress down; her breasts spilled free—still streaked with his load, nipples dark and tight. I bent, sucked one into my mouth—tasting the bitter-salt of his cum mixed with her skin. She arched, fingers knotting in my hair.

“He lasted so long,” she continued, voice trembling with excitement. “I worked him for ages—deep, slow, fast, gagging—and he just kept getting harder. Thicker. When he finally came... fuck, Alex, it felt endless. Pulse after pulse. Covering me. Marking me. While you watched. While you stroked yourself because it turned you on so much.”

I growled against her breast—jealousy and lust twisting into something feral. I spun her around, bent her over the back of the couch—dress hiked to her waist, ass presented. No preamble. I freed my cock—five inches, aching, leaking—and thrust in deep.

She cried out—sharp, pleased—pushing back to meet me.

“Yes—fuck me. Reclaim me. Fuck his cum right into me.”

I snapped my hips—hard, fast—bottoming out with every stroke. Her pussy gripped me like a fist—hot, slick, still fluttering from her orgasm on the beach. The wet slap of skin echoed; her breasts swung forward, his drying cum flaking off in places.

“He stretched my throat,” she gasped between thrusts. “I could feel every vein when he was buried deep. My lips were numb from how wide I had to open. And his balls—God, so heavy in my hand. Full. When he came I felt them tighten, pulse. So much more than you. It just kept coming.”

The comparison burned—my average cock suddenly feeling inadequate inside her, even as she clenched around me like she was desperate for more. I fucked her harder—punishing strokes—trying to prove something I wasn’t sure I could.

“You loved it,” I rasped. “Loved choking on a bigger cock. Loved being covered in his load while your husband watched like a pathetic cuck.”

“Yes—” she moaned, voice breaking. “I loved it. Loved feeling desired like that. Loved knowing you were rock-hard watching me gag and drool and beg for his cum. Loved tasting him. Swallowing what I could. Feeling it drip down my chin onto my tits.”

I reached around—fingers finding her clit—rubbing frantic circles. She shattered almost immediately—body convulsing, pussy clamping down in hard, rhythmic spasms, a fresh gush soaking my cock and balls. She screamed my name—raw, unrestrained—hips bucking back to take me deeper.

The squeeze was too much. I thrust once more—deep, desperate—and came with a guttural groan. Pulse after pulse spilled inside her—hot, thick—but shorter, weaker than the flood she’d just described from Jamal. I kept thrusting through it—milking every drop—until I was spent, hips jerking, breath ragged.

I stayed buried in her for a long moment—softening slowly—feeling our combined mess leak out around me. Then I pulled free. Cum dripped down her thighs; she stayed bent over the couch, panting, trembling.

She straightened slowly, turned to face me. Her eyes were glassy, satisfied, but still hungry.

“That was... fast,” she said softly—no judgment, just observation.

The inadequacy hit harder now—post-orgasm clarity cutting deep. I’d come in under a minute. Again. While she’d spent long minutes worshipping a bigger cock, drawing out his pleasure, making him groan and curse.

“Yeah,” I muttered, looking away. “It was.”

She stepped close—cupped my face—kissed me tenderly.

“It’s okay,” she whispered. “You’re still the one I came home to. The one I want inside me after. But... fuck, Alex. He was incredible. The size. The stamina. The way he throbbed in my throat. I want to feel that again. I want more.”

The words settled like lead in my chest—love and fear twisting together.

We showered together—quiet, intimate. She soaped my back; I washed the cum from her breasts, watching it swirl down the drain. We didn’t speak much. Just touched. Reconnected.

Later, in bed—sheets cool against our skin—she curled into me, head on my chest. Her breathing evened out quickly—exhausted, content.

I lay awake.

My cock stirred again—half-hard from the memories alone. The taste of him on her lips. The sight of her stretched mouth. The way she’d begged for his load while fingering herself.

I slipped out of bed carefully—padded to the bathroom—closed the door.

In the dim light I leaned against the sink, wrapped my hand around myself. Stroked slow at first—replaying every detail: her gags, the drool, the way his thick shaft disappeared down her throat, the ropes of cum painting her tits.

Faster now—tight, slick with leftover arousal. The humiliation flooded back: my quick finish, his endless pulses, her praise of his size and stamina. My average cock looked small in my fist—pathetic next to the memory of his.

I came quietly—spilling over my fingers into the sink—body jerking, biting my lip to stay silent. The release was sharp, almost painful.

I cleaned up. Splashed water on my face. Stared at my reflection—eyes shadowed, cheeks flushed.

Back in bed, Emily slept peacefully—curled on her side, one hand resting where my heart would be.

I slid in behind her—spooned close—cock nestling against her ass, already stirring again despite the second orgasm.

She sighed in her sleep—pressed back instinctively.

I held her tight.

The first taste had happened.

And I was already starving for the next.


Aftermath and Doubt

Morning arrived soft and slow, sunlight slipping through the half-closed blinds in thin golden bars across the bed. I woke first—body heavy, mind already racing. Emily was still asleep beside me, curled on her side, one arm flung across my chest, sheet tangled around her hips. Her hair fanned dark against the white pillow; faint smudges of yesterday’s mascara still lingered under her eyes. She looked peaceful, satisfied, like the night before had been nothing more than a particularly vivid dream.

Except it wasn’t.

The memory hit me in waves: her on her knees in the lantern light, lips stretched wide around Jamal’s thick black cock, drool dripping down her chin, throat working as she took him deeper than I’d ever seen her take anyone. The way she’d moaned around him. The way she’d begged for his cum on her tits. The way she’d looked at me while she stroked him—eyes glassy, loving, triumphant. And the way I’d come in my own hand watching it all, then again inside her in under a minute, while she described every detail of his size, his stamina, his taste.

My cock twitched against my thigh—half-hard already, traitorously eager despite the dull ache of shame settling in my chest.

Emily stirred—stretched languidly, sheet slipping down to expose one breast, nipple still faintly pink from last night’s attention. She blinked awake, smiled sleepily when she saw me watching her.

“Morning,” she murmured, voice husky from sleep and yesterday’s abuse.

“Morning.”

She rolled toward me, pressed a soft kiss to my shoulder, then propped herself on an elbow. The movement made her breasts sway gently; a faint, flaky remnant of Jamal’s dried cum still clung to the inner curve of one.

She noticed me looking. Smiled—slow, wicked.

“Still thinking about it?” she asked.

“Can’t stop.”

She reached down, wrapped her fingers loosely around my growing erection—stroked once, lazily.

“Good,” she said. “Because I can’t either.”

She settled back against the pillows, pulling me with her so my head rested on her chest. Her hand kept moving—slow, absent strokes—while she talked.

“God, Alex... last night was insane. I’ve never felt anything like that. The weight of him on my tongue. How thick he was—my jaw actually ached trying to open wide enough. And when he hit the back of my throat... fuck. I gagged so hard tears came, but I didn’t want to stop. I wanted to take all of him. Feel him throb every time I swallowed.”

My cock jumped in her hand. She squeezed gently—rewarding.

“And his stamina,” she continued, voice dropping lower. “I worked him for ages—slow, deep, fast, messy—and he just kept getting harder. No rush. No desperation. Like he could’ve let me suck him all night. When he finally came... Jesus. So much. Hot, thick ropes hitting my tits, running down my stomach. I could feel every pulse in my hands. Way more than you usually give me. It just kept coming.”

The comparison landed like a fist—sharp, humiliating. I was rock-hard now, leaking against her palm, but the words stung deeper than they aroused. Five inches. Quick finishes. Average everything. She’d spent long minutes worshipping something bigger, thicker, more enduring, and she was still glowing from it.

Emily felt me tense. Her hand slowed—gentle now, reassuring.

“Hey,” she said softly. “Look at me.”

I met her eyes—dark, serious, loving.

“You’re the one I came back to,” she said. “You’re the one who fingered me while I sucked him. You’re the one who fucked me after, who made me come again even though you finished fast. That matters. That’s what turns me on most—the way you watch. The way you want me even when I’m covered in someone else.”

I swallowed hard. “But he’s... more. Bigger. Lasts longer. You said it yourself.”

She nodded—no denial.

“Yeah. He is. Physically, in that moment, he was more. And I loved it. I loved feeling stretched. Loved the ache in my jaw. Loved how full my mouth was. Loved the taste—salty, thick, different. Loved how much he came, how it felt like he was marking me. But none of that changes this.”

She guided my hand between her legs—found her already wet again, lips still puffy from last night.

“This is for you,” she whispered. “Always.”

I stroked her slowly—fingers parting her folds, circling her clit. She sighed, hips rocking gently.

“But I want more of it,” she admitted. “I want to feel him again. Taste him again. Maybe more than just my mouth next time. And I want you there—watching, hard, aching, loving me through it.”

The words twisted everything tighter—love, fear, lust, shame.

I slid two fingers inside her—curled them forward. She moaned softly.

“Tell me you still want me,” I said—voice cracking.

“I want you,” she breathed. “I want you to watch me get fucked by a bigger cock. I want you to see me come harder than I ever have with you. I want you to clean me up after. Then I want you to fuck me—fast, desperate, reclaiming—because you can’t stand how much I loved it.”

Her words were cruel and perfect. My fingers moved faster—thumb on her clit, curling hard inside. She came quickly—shuddering, clenching around me, a soft cry against my neck.

When she caught her breath, she kissed me—slow, tender.

“Let’s get breakfast,” she said. “We can talk more later. Or... we can message Jamal. See if he’s free tonight.”

I stared at the ceiling—heart pounding.

The aftermath wasn’t regret.

It was hunger.

And doubt.

And the terrifying realization that I wasn’t going to say no.

Breakfast arrived via room service—fresh fruit platters, croissants still warm from the oven, strong black coffee that smelled like salvation. Emily sat cross-legged on the bed in one of my oversized linen shirts, sleeves rolled to her elbows, the top few buttons undone so the valley between her breasts was on full display. Faint, flaky traces of Jamal’s dried cum still clung to her skin in places she hadn’t fully washed off last night; she hadn’t bothered covering them. She picked at a slice of mango, juice running down her chin, and licked it off slowly—eyes on me the whole time.

“You’re quiet,” she said after a sip of coffee.

I sat at the small table by the terrace doors, staring at the ocean without really seeing it. “Just thinking.”

“About last night?”

“About everything.”

She set her cup down, crawled across the bed toward me—slow, predatory. The shirt rode up her thighs; no panties underneath. She straddled my lap—facing me—arms looping around my neck.

“Talk to me,” she murmured, pressing her forehead to mine.

I exhaled shakily. “I keep replaying it. You on your knees. The way your lips stretched around him. How deep you took him. How long you kept going. And then... how fast I finished when it was my turn.”

Her fingers threaded into my hair—gentle, soothing. “You finished fast because it turned you on so much. The humiliation. The jealousy. Watching me covered in his cum while I begged for more. That’s intense. It’s supposed to be overwhelming.”

“Yeah,” I muttered. “But it’s not just intense. It’s... inadequate. He lasted forever. Came like a fucking firehose. You praised every detail—his size, his thickness, his stamina, his taste. And me? I came in thirty seconds. Again.”

Emily pulled back slightly—eyes searching mine. No pity. Just honesty.

“You’re right,” she said softly. “You came fast. And yeah—he was bigger. Thicker. Lasted longer. Came more. I felt every difference in my mouth, in my hands. But that doesn’t make you less. It makes the contrast hotter. It makes the reclaiming sex feel more desperate, more raw. I love that desperation in you. The way you fuck me like you’re trying to erase him—even though you know you can’t.”

She rocked her hips once—slow grind against my growing erection through my shorts.

“Let me show you,” she whispered.

She slid off my lap, tugged me toward the bed. We shed clothes quickly—my shirt, her borrowed one—until we were naked again. She pushed me onto my back, straddled my hips, positioned herself above me.

“No rushing,” she said. “Just feel me.”

She sank down slowly—inch by inch—taking me fully. Her pussy was still slightly swollen from last night, slick and hot. She paused when our hips met—ground her clit against my pubic bone in lazy circles.

“You feel perfect inside me,” she murmured. “Always have. Tight fit. Right angle. You hit spots no one else does because you know my body.”

She started riding—slow rolls at first, rising high then dropping back down with a wet slap. Her breasts swayed gently; I reached up, cupped them, thumbs brushing her nipples until they hardened.

“But last night...” she continued, picking up speed. “When I had him in my mouth... God, Alex. The stretch. My jaw locked open. Throat burning. Every time I swallowed he pulsed so hard I felt it in my chest. And the taste—thick, salty, coating my tongue. When he came... fuck. Rope after rope. Hot splashes on my tits. Running down my stomach. So much I could’ve swallowed twice and still had plenty left to play with.”

Her words were killing me—humiliation flooding hot and fast—but my cock throbbed harder inside her. She rode faster—hips snapping now, breasts bouncing wildly.

“You watched every second,” she gasped. “Saw me gag. Saw me drool. Saw me beg for his load like a slut. And you loved it. You stroked yourself because you loved seeing your wife covered in another man’s cum.”

I thrust up to meet her—hard, desperate—trying to drive deeper, prove something. My hands gripped her ass, spreading her cheeks, pulling her down harder.

“But you came so quick after,” she panted. “Spilled inside me in seconds. While his cum was still drying on my skin. That’s what makes it perfect—the contrast. Your quick, needy finish after I spent ages worshipping a bigger cock.”

The truth of it shattered me. I thrust up once more—deep—and came—sudden, violent—groaning low as I pulsed inside her, hips jerking helplessly. It was over in moments—too soon, too weak compared to the flood she’d described from him.

Emily kept riding through it—slow now—milking my softening cock with deliberate clenches. She leaned down, kissed me tenderly.

“You’re beautiful when you come like that,” she whispered. “Desperate. Vulnerable. Mine.”

But the sting was there—sharp, undeniable. I’d finished fast again. While she’d spent long minutes drawing out another man’s pleasure, making him groan and curse and unload like he’d never stop.

She collapsed onto my chest—still impaled—breath evening out. I held her, staring at the ceiling, feeling the slow drip of my cum leaking out around me.

After a while she lifted her head.

“You okay?” she asked softly.

I swallowed. “I will be.”

She kissed my jaw. “We don’t have to rush anything. But... I want to see him again. Soon. Maybe tonight. I want more than just my mouth this time.”

The words landed heavy.

I nodded—slow, resigned.

“Okay.”

She smiled—small, loving—then rolled off me, headed to the shower.

I lay there alone—cock softening against my thigh, mind spinning.

Later, when she was out of the room getting coffee refills, I slipped into the bathroom again. Locked the door. Wrapped my hand around myself—already stirring from the memories.

I stroked slowly—replaying her praise: his thickness, his stamina, his endless load. My quick, pathetic finish. The way she’d ridden me anyway—lovingly, reassuringly—but still craving more.

Faster now—tight, slick with leftover arousal. Humiliation burned hot; arousal burned hotter.

I came quietly—spilling over my fist—body jerking, biting back a groan.

Cleaned up. Stared at my reflection—eyes shadowed, cheeks flushed.

The doubt wasn’t just doubt anymore.

It was certainty.

We weren’t stopping.

And I wasn’t sure I wanted to.

The afternoon stretched long and lazy—sun high, heat pressing down on the resort like a blanket. We’d spent most of it by the pool again, half in the shade of a cabana, half in the water, trying to act normal. Emily wore the same black bikini from earlier in the week, body glistening with sunscreen, curves on full display. Every time she leaned over to grab her drink or stretched out on the lounger, I caught the faint, almost invisible traces of last night’s dried cum still clinging to the undersides of her breasts where she hadn’t scrubbed hard enough in the shower. She didn’t seem to mind. If anything, she seemed to enjoy the secret reminder.

We didn’t talk much about Jamal at first. Just small things—lunch plans, whether we’d try the spa tomorrow, how the water felt cooler today. But the silence was heavy, full of everything unsaid.

Around four, back in the suite for a quick rinse before dinner, she finally broke it.

She stepped out of the shower—towel wrapped loosely around her waist, breasts bare and still faintly marked—leaned against the bathroom doorframe and looked at me where I sat on the edge of the bed.

“I want to see him again,” she said simply. “Tonight.”

My stomach dropped—sharp twist of dread and heat.

“Tonight?” I echoed, voice quieter than I intended.

She nodded, walking closer. Dropped the towel completely. Naked, skin still damp, she climbed onto the bed, straddled my thighs facing me.

“Yeah. Tonight. I can’t stop thinking about it, Alex. About how he felt in my mouth. How thick he was. How long he lasted. How much he came. I want more. I want to feel him inside me. Stretch me. Fuck me while you watch. Then come back to you—dripping with him—and let you reclaim me again.”

The words landed like punches—each one stirring my cock even as they crushed something in my chest. I was already hardening under her, shorts tenting obviously.

“But...” I swallowed. “We said we’d take it slow. Flirting. Then... the blowjob. That was supposed to be the test. And now you want... full sex? Already?”

She cupped my face—gentle, loving.

“I know it’s fast. But last night changed things. It wasn’t just hot. It felt right. Natural. Like we’ve been building to this for days. And you were so hard watching. You came twice—once on the beach, once in here—because of it. You want this too. Even if it scares you.”

I looked away—toward the terrace, the ocean glittering beyond.

“I’m scared it’ll break us,” I admitted. “That once you feel him inside you—bigger, thicker, lasting longer—you won’t want me the same way. That I’ll never be enough again.”

Emily tilted my chin back—forced eye contact.

“You will always be enough,” she said firmly. “You’re the one I love. The one I married. The one I come home to. But I want this experience. I want to feel stretched. Filled. Fucked hard by someone who can go for ages. I want to come screaming on a bigger cock. And I want you there—watching every thrust, every moan, every drop of his cum leaking out of me afterward. Because that will make what we have sharper. Hotter. More real.”

Her words were merciless—honest, cruel, intoxicating. My cock throbbed painfully against her bare pussy; she rocked once—slow slide along my length—coating me in her wetness.

“We can stop,” she said softly. “Right now. Never message him again. Pretend last night was a one-time thing. But I don’t want to stop. And I don’t think you do either.”

I stared at her—heart hammering, throat tight.

The truth was brutal: I didn’t want to stop.

The fear was real—crushing—but the hunger was stronger. The image of her on her back, legs spread, Jamal’s thick cock sliding into her while she looked at me... moaning louder than she ever had with me... coming harder... begging for his load inside her...

I was leaking against her thigh just thinking about it.

“Okay,” I whispered—voice cracking. “Tonight. One more night. But... rules. We set them. And if I say stop, we stop. No questions.”

She smiled—relieved, excited, loving.

“Rules,” she agreed. “No secrets. You watch the whole time. You can touch yourself. You can touch me. But you don’t interfere unless I say. And after—he leaves. Then it’s just us. You and me. Reclaiming. However long it takes.”

I nodded—slow, numb.

She kissed me—deep, possessive—then reached for her phone on the nightstand.

“I’ll message him,” she said. “Same spot on the beach? Sunset again?”

“Yeah,” I managed.

She typed quickly—fingers flying—then set the phone down.

“He’s free,” she said, eyes sparkling. “He’ll be there at seven. With a blanket. And condoms, if we want them.”

The casual mention of condoms twisted the knife—practical, inevitable.

I swallowed hard.

Emily slid off my lap, stood, stretched—naked body glowing in the afternoon light.

“Let’s get ready,” she said. “I want to look perfect for him. And for you.”

She walked to the closet—hips swaying—already planning her outfit.

I sat frozen on the bed—cock still hard, heart racing, mind spinning.

The momentum was unstoppable now.

I’d tried to pull back—tried to voice the doubt.

But she’d insisted.

And I’d let her.

Because deep down—terrifyingly deep down—I wanted to see it happen.

Wanted to watch my wife get fucked by a bigger cock.

Wanted to feel the full weight of my inadequacy.

Wanted to come harder than ever from the pain of it.

I stood—shaky—followed her to the closet.

She turned, held up a sheer white sundress—almost transparent in the right light.

“This one?” she asked.

I nodded.

She smiled—slow, triumphant.

“Help me pick underwear,” she said. “Or... no underwear?”

“No underwear,” I rasped.

Her smile widened.

“Good boy.”

We had hours until sunset.

Hours to prepare.

Hours for the doubt to grow.

Hours for the hunger to win.

And when seven o’clock came, I knew I’d be there—watching, aching, breaking.

One more night.

But it wouldn’t be the last.


Deeper Submission

The suite felt smaller that evening—walls closer, air thicker—as the clock ticked toward eight. Emily had spent the last hour getting ready with meticulous care: long shower, lotion that left her skin gleaming, hair swept into a loose updo with tendrils framing her face. She chose a sheer black babydoll lingerie set—lace cups that barely contained her breasts, high-cut bottoms that framed her ass, garter belt and stockings adding a deliberate touch of formality to the surrender. No panties under the bottoms; the lace was transparent enough that her dark curls and swollen lips were clearly visible.

She looked at herself in the full-length mirror—turned slowly—then at me.

“Too much?” she asked, voice soft but steady.

I sat on the edge of the bed in just boxers, already half-hard from watching her dress.

“No,” I said. “Perfect.”

She smiled—small, nervous, excited—then walked to me, cupped my face.

“You sure about this?” she asked one last time. “Full sex. Him inside me. You watching the whole time. No stopping unless you say.”

I swallowed. The doubt was still there—sharp, gnawing—but drowned out by the pounding need in my cock and the images that had looped in my head all day: Emily on her back, legs spread, Jamal’s thick black cock sliding into her inch by inch while she looked at me, moaning, coming, begging for more.

“I’m sure,” I lied—then corrected myself. “I’m terrified. But I want it.”

She kissed me—slow, deep—then pulled back.

“He’ll be here soon. I told him eight. Same rules: you sit in the chair. You watch. You can touch yourself. You can touch me if I say. But you don’t interfere. And after... he leaves. Then it’s us.”

I nodded—throat tight.

She arranged the room: low lights, terrace doors open to let in the ocean breeze and the sound of waves, a single armchair pulled to the foot of the bed so I’d have a clear view. She placed a small bottle of lube on the nightstand—practical, inevitable. Condoms too, though she’d whispered earlier she wanted to feel him bare if we all agreed.

A knock at the door—firm, unhurried.

Emily’s breath hitched.

She glanced at me—last chance.

I nodded.

She walked to the door—barefoot, hips swaying—opened it.

Jamal stood there—tall, calm, wearing dark jeans and a fitted black T-shirt that hugged his broad chest. He smiled when he saw her—appreciative, not surprised—then stepped inside.

His eyes flicked to me—brief acknowledgment—then back to Emily.

“You look incredible,” he said, voice low.

She closed the door behind him, locked it.

“Thank you for coming,” she said. “We... want this. All three of us.”

Jamal nodded—slow—then crossed to her. Cupped her face with one large hand, kissed her—deep, possessive. She melted into it—arms around his neck, body pressing flush against his.

I sat frozen in the chair—cock throbbing painfully in my boxers—watching my wife kiss another man like she’d been starving for it.

They kissed for what felt like forever—tongues sliding, her soft moans muffled against his mouth, his hands roaming down her back to cup her ass through the lace. She ground against him—subtle rolls of her hips—feeling him harden through his jeans.

When they broke apart, Emily turned to me—eyes glassy, lips swollen.

“Sit,” she said softly. “Watch.”

I stayed where I was. She smiled—loving, wicked—then led Jamal to the bed.

She pushed him down to sit on the edge—kneeled between his legs—undid his belt with steady hands. Pulled his jeans and boxers down together. His cock sprang free—thick, long, veined, dark skin gleaming in the low light, already semi-hard and twitching as the air hit it.

Emily wrapped both hands around the base—fingers barely meeting—stroked slowly from root to tip, watching him swell fully in her grip. She leaned in, breathed hot against the head, then licked a long, flat stripe from balls to tip—slow, savoring. Jamal groaned—hand resting on her head.

She circled the ridge with her tongue—pointed flicks, then lazy swirls—before sucking just the head into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed gently; she bobbed shallowly at first, letting her saliva coat him, dripping down the shaft in thin rivulets.

“God... that mouth,” Jamal murmured, fingers tightening in her hair.

Emily pulled off—kissed along the underside—then took him deeper. Inch by inch, lips stretching wide, throat relaxing as she swallowed half his length. She paused there—swallowed around him—muscles rippling visibly. Jamal’s hips twitched; he cursed under his breath.

She started a rhythm—slow, deliberate up and down—head twisting slightly on each downstroke to drag her tongue along every vein. Saliva gathered at the corners of her mouth, dripped down her chin, onto her lace-covered breasts. Her moans vibrated him—low, needy sounds that made his cock jump in her mouth.

I stroked myself through my boxers—slow, tight—groaning low. The contrast was agonizing: her pale lips wrapped around his dark shaft, stretching thin, throat bulging when she took him deep.

Emily pulled off—gasping—stroked him with both hands while she caught her breath. Looked at me.

“He’s so hard for me,” she panted. “Thicker than last night. Feel how he throbs in my hands? I can barely fit my fingers around him.”

She dove back down—deeper this time—gagging softly as the head hit her throat. She pushed through—nose brushing his pubic hair—held there, swallowing repeatedly, tears pricking her eyes. Jamal’s hand guided her—gentle pressure—holding her down a second longer before letting her up.

She came up coughing—spit strings connecting her to him—then went right back, faster now. Head bobbing frantically, wet slurps filling the room, saliva flying with every upstroke. Her breasts bounced with the motion; nipples pebbled hard through the lace.

Jamal’s breathing grew ragged. “Gonna make me come if you keep that up...”

Emily slowed—teasing—pulled off with a pop. Stroked him slowly. “Not yet. I want you inside me first.”

She stood—peeled the babydoll over her head—let it fall. Naked except for the garters and stockings, breasts full and heavy, nipples dark and tight. She climbed onto the bed—straddled Jamal’s lap—kissed him again while grinding her wet pussy along his shaft.

Jamal’s hands roamed—cupping her ass, spreading her cheeks, fingers brushing her entrance from behind. She gasped into his mouth—rocked harder—coating his cock in her slickness.

She broke the kiss—turned to me.

“Watch,” she whispered again.

Then she lifted her hips—reached down—guided the thick head to her entrance.

She sank down—slow—inch by inch.

Emily hovered above Jamal—hips lifted, the thick head of his cock nestled against her entrance, already slick with her arousal. She looked down at him for a long moment—eyes locked—then slowly, deliberately, began to sink.

The first inch stretched her visibly. Her lips parted around him—pink folds thinning, clinging to his dark shaft as she took him in. A soft, trembling exhale escaped her throat; her hands braced on his chest for balance. She paused halfway down—breathing shallow—letting her body adjust to the intrusion.

“God... so thick,” she whispered, voice shaking with awe and pleasure. “I can feel every vein... stretching me open... filling places you never reach...”

Jamal’s hands settled on her hips—thumbs pressing into the soft flesh, steadying her but not forcing. He watched her face—intense, patient—letting her set the pace.

She sank another inch—then another—until half his length disappeared inside her. Her head tipped back; a long, low moan rolled out—deeper, throatier than any sound she’d ever made with me. Her inner walls fluttered visibly around him; a fresh trickle of wetness leaked down his shaft.

“Fuck... deeper than anyone,” she breathed. “So full... so fucking full...”

She rolled her hips in a slow circle—testing the depth—grinding her clit against his pubic bone. Jamal groaned—hips twitching upward instinctively—but he held still, letting her control it.

Emily looked at me—eyes glassy, loving, triumphant.

“Watch,” she said again—voice thick. “Watch him stretch me... watch how wet I get just from taking him.”

I leaned forward in the chair—breath ragged—stroking myself slowly through my boxers. Up close: her pussy lips gripped him like a vice—stretched thin, glistening, every tiny movement sending ripples along her folds. His cock throbbed visibly inside her—thick veins pulsing against her walls.

She lifted slightly—half an inch—then sank back down—deeper this time. Another moan—higher, needier. She repeated the motion—small, teasing lifts and drops—working herself open inch by inch until her ass finally met his thighs. She bottomed out—hips flush—head falling forward, hair spilling over her shoulders.

“Ohhh... fuck... all the way in,” she gasped. “I can feel him against my cervix... pressing so deep... God, Alex—he’s so much bigger... filling every inch...”

Jamal’s hands slid up her sides—cupped her breasts—thumbs brushing her nipples until they pebbled harder. She arched into his touch—hips rocking in slow, grinding circles—never lifting off him fully, just savoring the fullness.

“Move with me,” she whispered to him.

He did—slow upward thrusts—matching her rhythm. Each one drew a fresh sound from her—soft whimpers at first, building to breathy cries. The wet, sucking sounds of her pussy sliding along his shaft filled the room—slow, deliberate, obscene.

She leaned forward—braced her hands on his chest—started riding properly. Long, rolling strokes—lifting until only the head remained inside, then sinking back down with a wet slap. Her breasts bounced gently with each drop; Jamal caught them—squeezed—pinched her nipples until she gasped.

“Harder,” she begged. “Deeper. Fuck me like you own me.”

Jamal flipped her in one smooth motion—onto her back—legs hooked over his shoulders. He drove in deep—long, powerful strokes—bottoming out each time with a wet smack. Emily’s hands clawed his back—nails digging red trails—cries growing louder, more unrestrained.

“Yes—fuck—right there—stretch me—fill me—God, you’re so deep—”

Her pussy gripped him visibly on every outstroke—lips clinging, slick coating his shaft, dripping down to his balls. Each thrust sent ripples through her body—breasts bouncing wildly, stomach fluttering, thighs trembling.

She looked at me—eyes locked on mine—while he pounded into her.

“See how wet I am?” she panted. “See how he stretches me? My pussy’s gripping him so tight... coming already... fuck—coming—”

Her back arched—sharp cry ripping from her throat—pussy clamping down in hard, rhythmic spasms. Jamal groaned—thrust through it—kept going—drawing out her orgasm until she was shaking, tears streaming down her cheeks from the intensity.

She came down slowly—breathing ragged—then pushed at his chest.

“On top again,” she whispered. “I want to ride you slow... make it last...”

Jamal rolled them—her straddling him once more. She sank down fully—slow grind—then lifted—long, deliberate strokes—savoring every inch sliding out and in. Her hands braced on his chest; his gripped her ass—spreading her cheeks—fingers brushing her puckered hole teasingly.

She rode him like that for long minutes—varying the pace: fast snaps of her hips, then slow, rolling grinds that dragged her clit against his base. Her moans built again—lower, throatier—building toward another peak.

Jamal’s hands roamed—up her sides, cupping her breasts, pinching her nipples—then down to her clit—rubbing tight circles while she rode.

“Gonna come again,” she gasped. “On your big cock... while my husband watches... fuck—yes—”

She shattered a second time—louder—body convulsing, pussy pulsing hard around him, fresh gush soaking his balls and the sheets. Jamal’s rhythm faltered—hips snapping up harder—chasing his own release.

“Inside,” Emily begged—voice wrecked. “Come inside me... fill me up... let him see your cum leak out of me...”

Jamal thrust deep—once, twice—groaned low and long—cock pulsing visibly inside her. Thick spurts flooded her—hot, heavy—overflowing almost immediately, leaking white around his shaft, dripping down his balls onto the bed.

Emily moaned through it—small aftershocks rippling through her—milking him dry with deliberate clenches.

When he finally stilled—cock softening slowly inside her—she collapsed forward—breasts pressed to his chest—breathing hard.

Jamal kissed her temple—gentle now—then eased out—slow—his cum pouring from her stretched, reddened pussy in thick, creamy rivulets.

Emily looked at me—eyes soft, loving, sated.

“Come here,” she whispered—voice hoarse.

I stood—legs shaking—moved to the bed.

She reached for my hand—guided it between her legs—let me feel the mess: her swollen lips, his thick cum coating everything, leaking steadily.

“Clean me up,” she said softly. “Taste him on me. Then fuck me. Reclaim what’s yours.”

I knelt between her spread thighs—heart pounding—leaned in.

The scent hit first—musky, salty, hers and his mixed together.

I licked—tentative at first—tongue parting her folds, tasting the bitter-salt flood of his cum leaking from her. She moaned—soft, encouraging—hand in my hair.

“More,” she whispered. “Lick it all out... taste how much he gave me...”

I did—deeper—tongue sliding inside her, scooping his thick load, swallowing it down while she trembled beneath me.

When I’d cleaned as much as I could—her pussy glistening with my saliva and the remnants of him—she pulled me up—kissed me—tasting him on my tongue.

“Now fuck me,” she breathed. “While I’m still loose from him. While his cum’s still inside me.”

I positioned myself—cock aching—thrust in.

She was slick, warm, slightly gaping—his cum squelching around me with every stroke.

She wrapped her legs around me—pulled me deeper.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “How open I am for you? How wet? That’s from him... and now from you...”

I thrust—hard, desperate—trying to claim her back.

But even as I moved inside her—fast, needy—knowing she’d just been stretched wider, filled deeper, made to come harder... the doubt burned brighter.

And the hunger burned brighter still.

Emily lay back on the bed—legs still spread, knees bent, feet planted on the sheets—her pussy glistening and open from Jamal’s thick cock. His cum leaked steadily from her stretched entrance—thick, white rivulets running down her perineum, pooling on the sheets beneath her ass. Her folds were swollen, flushed dark pink, lips puffy and parted, the inner walls visible in soft, rhythmic pulses as aftershocks rippled through her.

She looked at me—eyes soft, glassy, sated but still burning with need.

“Come here,” she whispered again, voice hoarse from moaning. “Taste him on me. Clean me up. Then fuck me. Reclaim what’s yours.”

I moved to the bed—knees weak, cock aching and untouched since the chair. Jamal had already pulled out and stepped aside—pants readjusted, breathing steady—watching quietly from the foot of the bed with a small, satisfied smile. He didn’t speak; he didn’t need to. The scene belonged to us now.

I knelt between Emily’s thighs—heart slamming against my ribs. The scent hit first—musky, salty, hers and his mixed together in a heady, overwhelming flood. I leaned in—tentative at first—nose brushing her inner thigh, then lower.

My tongue flicked out—light, testing—lapping at the creamy trail leaking from her. The taste exploded on my tongue: bitter-salt, thick, warm—his cum straight from her well-fucked pussy. I groaned low—humiliation crashing over me like a wave—but my cock jumped, leaking precum onto the sheets.

Emily moaned softly—hand sliding into my hair—guiding me closer.

“More,” she breathed. “Lick it all out... taste how much he gave me... how deep he came inside your wife...”

I pressed my mouth to her—tongue parting her folds—sliding inside the slick heat. His cum coated everything—thick globs clinging to her walls, pooling at her entrance. I lapped deeper—tongue curling, scooping—swallowing the bitter flood while she trembled beneath me. Her clit was swollen, peeking from its hood; I circled it gently with the tip of my tongue—then sucked—drawing another soft cry from her.

“Fuck... yes... clean his cum from me... taste how he filled me... how he stretched me open...”

Every lick brought more—his load seemed endless, leaking steadily as her pussy clenched and relaxed. I buried my face deeper—nose pressed to her clit—tongue thrusting inside her like a small cock—lapping up every drop I could reach. Saliva and cum mixed on my chin; I swallowed greedily—humiliated, aroused, addicted.

Emily’s hips rocked—slow grinds against my mouth—riding my tongue while she praised him in broken whispers.

“He was so big... so thick... came so hard... so much... deeper than you ever go... filled me completely...”

The words burned—sharp, cruel—but I licked harder—desperate to please her, to erase him, to prove something even as the truth stared me in the face.

When I’d cleaned as much as my tongue could reach—her pussy glistening now with my saliva and the thin remnants of his load—she tugged me up—kissed me deeply—tasting him on my lips, my tongue.

“You’re so good,” she murmured against my mouth. “So perfect. Now fuck me. While I’m still loose... still dripping with him.”

I positioned myself—cock throbbing, aching—aligned at her entrance. She was slick, warm, slightly gaping—his cum squelching audibly as I pushed in.

The sensation was overwhelming: her walls still swollen, slick with his release, looser than usual—his thickness having opened her in ways I never could. I thrust—deep—groaning at the wet, easy slide. His cum coated my shaft—lubricating every stroke—making obscene squelching sounds with each pump.

Emily wrapped her legs around my waist—pulled me deeper—moaned softly.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “How open I am for you? How wet? That’s from him... his cum still inside me... coating you... making me slick for your cock...”

I thrust harder—desperate—trying to claim her back—hips snapping against hers. She met every stroke—hips rolling up—inner walls fluttering around me. But the truth was inescapable: she was looser. Wetter. Still pulsing from multiple orgasms on a bigger cock. My five inches felt small inside her—adequate but not overwhelming—after he’d stretched her wide. She was still gaping, perhaps she would be for a while.

“Harder,” she urged. “Fuck me like you’re erasing him. Like you’re the only one who belongs here.”

I tried—thrusting faster, deeper—hands gripping her hips—driving into her with everything I had. Her moans were softer now—sweet, encouraging—but not the raw, shattering cries she’d given Jamal.

“You’re mine,” I growled—voice cracking. “Always mine.”

“Yes,” she gasped—clenching around me. “Yours... always yours... but God—Alex—he fucked me so good... came so deep... I can still feel him inside me...”

The reminder shattered my control. I thrust once more—deep, frantic—and came—sudden, violent—spilling inside her in short, weak pulses. My hips jerked helplessly; I groaned low—embarrassed, overwhelmed—finishing in under a minute again.

Emily held me through it—legs tight around me—stroking my back—whispering soft reassurances.

“It’s okay,” she murmured. “You came so hard... so fast... because it hurts and it turns you on... because you love me enough to let this happen...”

I collapsed onto her—breathing ragged—cock softening inside her slick heat. His cum and mine mixed—leaking out around me—dripping onto the sheets.

She kissed my temple—gentle now.

“You’re perfect,” she said. “My perfect cuck. Watching me get fucked by a bigger cock... cleaning his cum from my pussy... coming so quick because you can’t help it... that’s what makes you mine.”

The word—cuck—landed heavy. Final. True.

Jamal had dressed quietly—watched the reclaiming with calm approval—then slipped out with a soft “goodnight” and a nod to me.

The door clicked shut.

Emily pulled me close—curled into my side—head on my chest.

“We’re okay,” she whispered. “We’re more than okay.”

I held her—staring at the ceiling—feeling the slow drip of our combined mess between her thighs.

The doubt wasn’t doubt anymore.

It was acceptance.

Deep, irreversible submission.

I’d watched her get fucked by a bigger cock—cleaned his cum from her—come quicker than ever from the humiliation.

And I wanted more.

Needed more.

The next step wasn’t a question.

It was inevitable.

We lay tangled in the sheets for a long time after Jamal left—door clicking shut behind him, the room suddenly quiet except for the distant roll of waves and our uneven breathing. Emily stayed pressed to my side—head on my chest, one leg draped over mine, her hand tracing slow, absent circles on my stomach. His cum still leaked slowly from her—warm, thick trails mixing with mine on her inner thighs and the sheets beneath us. She hadn’t moved to clean up; neither had I. The mess felt deliberate now—like a mark we were both choosing to wear.

She lifted her head eventually—propped on an elbow—looked down at me. Her eyes were soft in the low light, but still bright with that post-orgasm glow, cheeks flushed, lips swollen from kissing and moaning.

“That was... everything,” she said quietly. “I’ve never come like that. Multiple times. So hard I couldn’t breathe. He fucked me so deep... so thoroughly... I could feel him in places I didn’t know existed.”

I stared at the ceiling—heart still pounding too fast. My cock lay soft against my thigh—spent, inadequate—still glistening with our combined mess.

“He lasted so long,” she continued, voice low, almost reverent. “Even after I came the first time, he just kept going—steady, powerful thrusts—drawing out every aftershock. When he finally came... God, Alex. I felt every pulse. Thick spurts flooding me—hot, heavy, overflowing. So much more than you. It just kept coming until it leaked out around him. I could feel it dripping down my ass while he was still inside.”

The praise—casual, loving, devastating—twisted in my chest like a knife. I swallowed hard.

“You loved it,” I said—voice rough.

“I did.” She nodded—no hesitation. “I loved the stretch. The fullness. The way he hit my cervix with every thrust. The way my pussy gripped him so tight because he was bigger... thicker... longer. I loved coming on his cock—screaming—while you watched. Loved feeling his cum flood me while you stroked yourself because it hurt and turned you on so much.”

She shifted—straddled my hips again—ground her messy pussy gently along my softening cock. The slick slide of his cum coated me; she moaned softly at the friction.

“And you,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss my jaw. “You cleaned him out of me. Licked every drop. Tasted how much he gave your wife. Then you fucked me—fast, desperate, coming in seconds because you couldn’t stand how open I was from him. That’s what makes this perfect. Your submission. Your quick, needy finish. Your love letting me have this.”

I closed my eyes—humiliation burning hot behind my lids—but my cock stirred again—traitorous, aching—despite the second orgasm.

“I’m scared,” I admitted—voice barely above a whisper. “That I’ll never satisfy you the same way again. That every time we fuck, you’ll be thinking about how much bigger he was... how much harder he made you come.”

Emily cupped my face—forced me to look at her.

“You satisfy me,” she said firmly. “In ways he never will. You know my body—every spot, every rhythm. You love me. You watch me get fucked by another man and still want me after. You clean his cum from my pussy and fuck me anyway. That’s intimacy. That’s trust. That’s hotter than any size or stamina.”

She rocked against me—slow, teasing—feeling me harden beneath her.

“But I want more,” she continued. “I want to feel him again. Maybe on the beach next time—moonlight, sand under us, echoing that first night we saw Sarah. Maybe with a friend of his—two cocks at once—filling me while you watch from the shadows. I want to come so hard I forget my name... then come back to you—dripping, wrecked—and let you reclaim me until we both collapse.”

The images flooded me—Emily on her knees again, then on her back, legs spread wide, two thick black cocks taking turns, stretching her, filling her, covering her—while I watched, stroked, came untouched from the sheer humiliation.

My cock was fully hard now—pressing against her slick entrance.

She smiled—slow, wicked—lifted her hips—guided me inside her messy pussy.

“Feel that?” she whispered as I slid in—easy, slick, still loose from Jamal. “How open I am? How wet? That’s from him... and now from you. Fuck me slow this time. Make it last. Show me you can take your time even after he wrecked me.”

I thrust up—slow, deliberate—feeling the squelch of our combined cum with every stroke. She rode me gently—rolling hips, grinding her clit against my base—moaning softly.

“You’re mine,” she breathed. “No matter how big he is... how much he makes me come... how much cum he pumps into me... I come home to you. Always.”

I thrust deeper—hands on her hips—trying to match the rhythm she’d had with him.

But even slow—deliberate—the contrast was there. She was looser. Wetter. Still pulsing from earlier orgasms. My cock felt swallowed—adequate but not overwhelming—after he’d stretched her to her limits.

She leaned down—kissed me—tongue sliding against mine.

“Come inside me again,” she whispered. “Mix with him. Mark me twice tonight.”

The thought—my cum mingling with his inside her—pushed me over. I thrust once more—deep—and came—quiet, shuddering—spilling what little I had left into her already-full pussy.

She held me through it—clenching gently—milking every drop.

When I softened and slipped free—more cum leaking out—she curled into my side—head on my chest.

“We’re not stopping,” she murmured. “This is us now. You watching. Me taking. Us reclaiming. And it’s beautiful.”

I stared at the ceiling—heart still racing—feeling the slow drip between her thighs.

She was right.

We weren’t stopping.

The submission was deeper now—complete.

I’d licked another man’s cum from my wife’s pussy.

I’d fucked her while she was still loose and dripping from him.

I’d come faster than ever—again—because the humiliation was too much and not enough.

And tomorrow—maybe the beach.

Maybe two men.

Maybe more.

The hunger had won.

And I was already aching for the next surrender.


Unstoppable Descent

The next morning felt fragile—like the quiet after a storm that hasn’t quite passed. Sunlight poured through the terrace doors, turning the room gold, but the air still carried the faint musk of last night: sweat, cum, sex. Emily slept beside me—curled on her side, sheet low on her hip, one breast exposed, faint red marks from Jamal’s grip still visible on her skin. She looked peaceful, sated, beautiful.

I lay awake—staring at the ceiling—body heavy, mind racing.

Last night had been the deepest yet: watching him stretch her, fill her, make her come harder and louder than I ever had. Cleaning his thick load from her pussy with my tongue. Fucking her afterward—fast, desperate, spilling inside her in seconds while she was still loose and dripping from him. And her words afterward—soft, loving, devastating: “You’re my perfect cuck.”

The word echoed in my head now—quiet, final, true.

I’d accepted it in the moment—let it settle into my bones—but in the daylight it felt heavier. Like a door I’d helped open, then couldn’t close.

Emily stirred—stretched—rolled toward me. Her hand found my chest—fingers tracing lazy circles.

“Morning,” she murmured, voice husky from sleep.

“Morning.”

She propped herself on an elbow—looked at me—eyes searching.

“You’re quiet again.”

I exhaled slowly. “I’ve been thinking.”

“About last night?”

“About all of it. The beach. The blowjob. Last night. How far we’ve gone... in just days.”

She nodded—no surprise. “It’s fast. I know.”

“I’m scared, Em.” The words came out raw. “Scared that we’re losing something. That once you’ve felt... more... bigger... longer... harder... you won’t want me the same. That I’ll always be the quick finish after the real show. That this—” I gestured between us—“won’t be enough anymore.”

She didn’t interrupt—let me speak.

“I love you,” I continued. “More than anything. And watching you... being part of it... it turns me on so much I can’t think straight. But it hurts too. Every time you praise his size, his stamina, how much he came... it cuts deeper. And I keep coming back for more. I keep saying yes. But maybe we should stop. Before it breaks us.”

Emily listened—eyes steady—then leaned down, kissed me softly.

“I hear you,” she said. “I feel the hurt too. Every time I say those things—how thick he was, how deep, how much he filled me—I see it land on you. I see the pain. And I hate that it hurts you. But I also see how hard you get. How fast you come from it. How you lick his cum from my pussy like you’re starving for it. How you fuck me after—desperate, needy, reclaiming—even though you know I’m still loose from him.”

She shifted—straddled my hips—ground gently against my morning erection.

“You’re not losing me,” she said firmly. “You’re gaining something. A dynamic. A truth. We’re not vanilla anymore. We’re this—cuckold and hotwife. You watch. I take. You reclaim. And it makes everything sharper. Hotter. More honest.”

I swallowed—cock hardening beneath her despite the ache in my chest.

“But maybe we pause,” I tried again. “Take a break. Go back to just us. See if the fire dies down.”

She rocked once—slow slide along my length—coating me in her wetness.

“Do you really want that?” she asked quietly. “To go back? To pretend last night didn’t happen? To pretend you didn’t come harder than ever watching him fuck me? Cleaning his load? Coming quick inside me because the humiliation was too much?”

I closed my eyes—truth burning behind my lids.

“No,” I admitted—voice cracking. “I don’t.”

“Then let’s not stop.”

She lifted her hips—guided me inside her—slow, easy slide into her still-sensitive pussy. She was slick—still faintly messy from last night—and she sank down fully, bottoming out with a soft moan.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “How I’m still a little loose? Still slick with him and you? That’s what we are now. And I want more. One more night. Tonight. On the beach—moonlight, sand, like the first time we saw Sarah. But this time... it’s us. Me on my back. Him fucking me deep. Maybe... his friend too. Two cocks. Double the stretch. Double the cum. While you watch from the shadows—stroking, aching, coming untouched.”

The image flooded me—Emily spread on a blanket, legs wide, Jamal thrusting deep while another man—tall, thick—waited his turn. Her moans echoing over the waves. Cum dripping from her stretched pussy. Me hidden behind a dune—cock in hand—coming hard from the sight.

My hips bucked up—instinctive—thrusting into her.

“Yes,” I rasped—defeated, desperate. “One more night.”

She smiled—slow, triumphant—started riding—slow rolls, grinding her clit against me.

“We’ll message him,” she said. “Tonight. Beach. Moonlight. Him... and a friend. If he’s willing.”

She leaned down—kissed me—deep, possessive.

“And after,” she whispered against my lips, “you’ll clean them both from me. Taste how much they gave your wife. Then fuck me—fast, needy—coming in seconds while I tell you every detail. Because that’s us now.”

I thrust up—harder—hands gripping her hips—trying to claim her even as I surrendered.

She rode faster—moaning softly—building toward another peak.

And I knew.

There was no pulling back.

The descent was unstoppable.

One more night.

Then more.

Always more.

The afternoon dragged—slow, heavy, every minute stretching like taffy as we waited for night. Emily moved through the suite with a quiet energy—showering again, lotioning her skin until it gleamed, trying on outfits in front of the mirror while I sat on the bed and watched. She finally settled on a simple white linen sundress—thin straps, low neckline, hem fluttering just above mid-thigh. No bra. No panties. The fabric was light enough that in the right light—moonlight, torchlight—every curve would be visible. She turned slowly, let the dress swirl around her legs.

“This one,” she said. “Easy to take off. Easy to push up.”

I nodded—throat dry. My cock had been half-hard since morning, a constant, aching reminder.

She sat beside me on the bed—took my hand—placed it between her thighs. She was already wet—slick curls, swollen lips parting easily under my fingers.

“Feel how ready I am,” she whispered. “Just thinking about it. Two cocks. Two men. Stretching me. Filling me. While you watch.”

I stroked her slowly—two fingers sliding inside—feeling the heat, the wetness, the faint looseness still lingering from last night. She sighed—hips rocking gently.

“We should message him,” she said. “Confirm. And ask about a friend.”

She reached for her phone—typed quickly—sent the text. We waited. Minutes ticked by. Then her phone buzzed.

She read it—smile widening.

“He’s in,” she said. “Same spot—palm grove, behind the dune. Nine o’clock. Moon will be high. And... he’s bringing Marcus. Friend from the bar. Tall, built like him. Says he’s ‘experienced’ and ‘discreet.’”

My pulse spiked—jealousy twisting sharp with heat.

“Two,” I echoed—voice hoarse.

“Two,” she confirmed. “One in my mouth. One in my pussy. Or... both in me. Taking turns. Filling me until I’m dripping. While you watch from the shadows—stroking yourself—coming untouched because it hurts too good.”

She set the phone aside—straddled my lap—ground against my erection through my shorts.

“Tell me what you’re feeling,” she said softly.

“Terrified,” I admitted. “Excited. Hard. Humiliated. I keep thinking... what if they make you come so hard you forget I’m there? What if you scream louder for them? What if after two cocks... I feel even smaller?”

Emily kissed me—slow, deep—then pulled back.

“You will feel smaller,” she said honestly. “Because you are. Physically. In that moment. But that’s the point. The contrast. The humiliation. It makes you come harder than anything else. And it makes me love you more—because you let me have this. Because you watch. Because you clean me after. Because you reclaim me even when you know I’ve been stretched beyond what you can give.”

She rocked harder—wetness soaking through my shorts.

“Tonight,” she whispered. “We go to the beach. I fuck them both. I come on their cocks. I take their loads—inside, on my tits, wherever they want. And you watch every second. Then you lick me clean. Taste how much they gave your wife. Then you fuck me—fast, desperate—coming in seconds while I tell you every detail. That’s our night.”

I groaned—hips bucking up—cock throbbing painfully.

She smiled—slow, loving—slid off my lap.

“Let’s get ready,” she said. “We leave at eight-thirty. You wear dark clothes—blend into the shadows. I want you hidden. Watching. Aching.”

She stood—dress swirling—walked to the bathroom to finish her makeup.

I sat there—alone—cock straining, mind spinning.

I tried one last time—quiet, to myself.

We could stop. Cancel. Go home tomorrow like nothing happened.

But the thought felt hollow. Weak. The hunger was stronger. The need to see her taken—stretched, filled, wrecked—by two men while I watched... it consumed everything else.

I stood—shaky—followed her to the bathroom.

She looked at me in the mirror—applying dark red lipstick.

“You okay?” she asked.

“No,” I said honestly. “But I’m going.”

She smiled—turned—kissed me—leaving a red mark on my lips.

“Good boy.”

We spent the next hour in quiet preparation: her slipping into low heels that would sink into the sand, me pulling on dark jeans and a black shirt, both of us silent except for the occasional soft kiss, the occasional touch that made us both shiver.

At eight-thirty we left the suite—hand in hand—walking down the torch-lit path toward the beach.

The moon was rising—full, fat, silver—turning the sand into a pale carpet.

Emily squeezed my hand.

“Remember,” she whispered. “Stay hidden. Watch. No matter how much it hurts. No matter how hard you come.”

I nodded—voice gone.

We reached the palm grove—dunes curving around a secluded dip. A blanket was already spread—low lantern glowing softly. Two figures waited: Jamal, tall and calm, and beside him Marcus—similar build, darker skin, quiet smile.

Emily stopped at the edge of the light—turned to me.

“Go,” she whispered. “Hide. Watch.”

I slipped behind the dune—heart hammering—crouched low in the shadows.

From here I had a perfect view: Emily walking into the light—white dress fluttering—Jamal and Marcus standing to greet her.

She kissed Jamal first—deep, hungry—then turned to Marcus—kissed him too—slower, testing.

They guided her to the blanket—laid her down gently.

Jamal knelt between her legs—pushed the dress up—spread her thighs.

Marcus knelt beside her head—undid his pants.

Emily looked toward my hiding spot—eyes finding me in the dark—smiled once—small, secret, loving.

Then she opened her mouth for Marcus.

And spread her legs wider for Jamal.

The descent was complete.

And I watched—aching, leaking, surrendered—as it all began again.

The moonlight turned the sand silver—cold, almost luminous—casting long shadows from the palms that ringed the secluded dip. I crouched behind the dune—knees in the cool grains, heart slamming so hard I could feel it in my teeth—hidden just enough that the lantern light didn’t reach me. From here the view was perfect: intimate, merciless.

Emily lay on her back in the center of the blanket—white dress pushed up to her waist, legs spread wide, knees bent, feet planted. Jamal knelt between her thighs—dark skin gleaming—his thick cock already buried deep inside her, thrusting in slow, deliberate strokes that made her breasts bounce under the thin fabric with every push. Marcus knelt beside her head—pants open—his own impressive length in her hand as she stroked him lazily, occasionally leaning up to take the head into her mouth with soft, wet sucks.

The sounds carried clearly over the low crash of waves: her breathy moans, the wet slap of skin on skin, Jamal’s low grunts, Marcus’s murmured encouragement.

Emily’s head turned once—eyes finding my hiding spot in the dark—smiled small, secret, loving—then moaned louder as Jamal drove deeper.

“Fuck—yes—deeper—stretch me—both of you—”

Jamal gripped her hips—lifted them slightly—changed the angle. Each thrust now bottomed out with a sharp smack—his balls slapping her ass—drawing higher, needier cries from her throat. Her pussy gripped him visibly on every outstroke—lips stretched thin, slick and shining, his thick shaft coated in her arousal.

Marcus shifted—moved behind her head—guided her mouth back to his cock. She opened wide—took him deep—gagging softly as the head hit her throat. Her cheeks hollowed; saliva dripped down her chin, onto her neck, pooling between her breasts. She stroked the base with one hand—cupped his balls with the other—moaning around him every time Jamal thrust.

They moved in rhythm—Jamal fucking her pussy with long, powerful strokes—Marcus fucking her mouth with shallow, controlled pumps. Emily’s body rocked between them—breasts bouncing, hips lifting to meet each thrust, throat working visibly around Marcus’s length.

She pulled off Marcus with a gasp—saliva strings connecting her lips to his glistening head—turned to Jamal.

“Harder—fuck me harder—make me come on your big cock—”

Jamal obliged—thrusts turning brutal—hips snapping forward—driving deep enough that her whole body jolted with each impact. Her cries grew louder—raw, unrestrained—echoing over the empty beach.

“Yes—yes—fuck—coming—coming on you—”

Her back arched—sharp, keening cry ripping from her throat—pussy clamping down hard around Jamal. Her thighs trembled; a fresh gush of wetness leaked out around his shaft, dripping onto the blanket. Jamal groaned—thrust through her orgasm—kept pounding—drawing it out until she was shaking, tears streaming down her cheeks from the intensity.

Marcus stroked himself above her face—watching—waiting.

Jamal slowed—pulled out slowly—his cock glistening, coated in her cream. Cum from earlier still leaked from her stretched hole—thick, white—mixed with her arousal.

“Turn over,” Jamal said—voice rough.

Emily obeyed—rolled onto her hands and knees—ass presented, dress bunched around her waist. Marcus moved behind her—guided his cock to her entrance—pushed in slowly.

She moaned—long, low—head dropping forward as he filled her.

“God... another thick one... stretching me again...”

Marcus started thrusting—steady, deep—hands gripping her hips. Jamal knelt in front of her—guided his cock back to her mouth. She took him eagerly—sucking deep—gagging softly as he hit her throat.

They fucked her from both ends—Marcus pounding her pussy—Jamal fucking her mouth—bodies rocking in perfect sync. Emily’s moans were muffled around Jamal’s shaft—vibrating him—her breasts swinging wildly with every thrust.

I stroked myself frantically—cock leaking steadily—humiliation and arousal crashing together in waves. Watching my wife get double-teamed—stretched, filled, used—by two bigger cocks while she moaned louder than she ever had for me... it was too much.

Marcus’s pace quickened—thrusts turning erratic.

“Gonna come,” he grunted.

“Inside,” Emily gasped—pulling off Jamal long enough to beg. “Both of you—fill me—”

Marcus drove deep—groaned low—pulsed inside her—thick spurts flooding her pussy. Emily moaned—another small orgasm rippling through her—milking him dry.

Jamal pulled from her mouth—stroked fast—aimed at her back and ass—came hard—hot ropes splattering her skin, dripping down her spine, pooling in the dimples above her ass.

Marcus eased out—cum leaking from her stretched, reddened pussy—thick, white, overflowing.

Emily collapsed forward—panting, trembling—then looked toward my hiding spot again.

“Come here,” she called softly—voice wrecked but loving.

I stumbled out of the shadows—legs weak—cock still hard, aching.

She pulled me down beside her—kissed me—tasted both of them on her tongue.

“Clean me,” she whispered. “Taste them both inside me. Then take me home. Fuck me again. Come quick while I tell you everything.”

I knelt—leaned in—tongue sliding into her messy pussy—lapping up the thick, bitter flood of two men’s cum mixed with her arousal. She moaned—hand in my hair—guiding me deeper.

When I’d cleaned as much as I could—her pussy glistening, still leaking—she stood—shaky—dress falling back into place over the mess.

Jamal and Marcus dressed quietly—nodded goodbye—disappeared up the path.

Emily took my hand—led me back toward the resort—cum still dripping down her thighs under the dress.

Back in the suite—door locked—she pushed me onto the bed—straddled me—guided my aching cock inside her slick, cum-filled pussy.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Come inside me while their loads are still warm. While I tell you how they stretched me... how they filled me... how much they came...”

I thrust up—fast, desperate—coming in seconds—spilling what little I had left into her overflowing pussy.

She held me—kissed me—whispered soft reassurances.

“We’re not done,” she said. “This is us now. And tomorrow... we do it again.”

I nodded—spent, surrendered, aching for more.

The descent was unstoppable.

And I had stopped fighting it.


Climax and Acceptance

Our last full night on the island arrived with a strange, almost ceremonial weight. The suitcase lay half-packed in the corner—clothes folded, toiletries bagged—but neither of us had touched it since morning. The vacation was ending tomorrow afternoon; the flight home loomed like a deadline. But tonight... tonight was the final act. Emily had decided it the moment we woke up.

She’d spent the day quietly determined—long walk on the beach alone, a spa appointment for a full-body massage (“to be ready”), a light dinner we barely ate. Now the suite felt charged—terrace doors wide, moonlight spilling across the floor like spilled milk, the distant crash of waves a constant heartbeat.

Emily stood in front of the mirror again—naked except for a sheer white sarong tied low on her hips. The fabric was gossamer-thin; in the low light her body was visible beneath it—curves soft, nipples dark points pressing against the material, the neat triangle of curls shadowing between her thighs. She turned slowly—studying herself—then looked at me where I sat on the edge of the bed.

“This is it,” she said softly. “The last night. The ultimate one. Like the first time we saw Sarah—moonlight, beach, her on her knees. But this time... it’s me. With Jamal. With Marcus. Maybe more if they bring someone. And you... watching from the shadows. Seeing everything.”

My stomach twisted—sharp pang of dread laced with the now-familiar heat. My cock stirred in my shorts—already half-hard from her words alone.

I tried to speak—voice came out rough. “Em... we could just stay in. Make love. Just us. One last normal night.”

She crossed to me—knelt between my legs—cupped my face.

“We could,” she said gently. “And it would be beautiful. But it wouldn’t be honest. Not anymore. We’ve gone too far. I’ve tasted what it feels like—being stretched, filled, fucked by bigger cocks while you watch. Coming harder than I ever did with just you. Being covered in their cum. And you... you’ve tasted the humiliation. The ache. The way you come quickest when it hurts most. You love it, Alex. We both do.”

She reached down—slid her hand into my shorts—wrapped her fingers around my erection—stroked once, slow.

“Feel that?” she whispered. “You’re rock-hard just hearing me say it. You want to see me on that blanket again. Legs spread. Two thick black cocks taking turns. One in my mouth. One in my pussy. Maybe both at once—stretching me so wide I scream. Their cum flooding me—inside, on my tits, on my face—while you hide behind the dune, stroking yourself, coming untouched because the pain is too much and not enough.”

Tears pricked my eyes—hot, sudden. Not just fear. Grief. For the version of us that was slipping away. For the normalcy we’d never get back.

“I’m scared I’ll lose you,” I choked out. “That after this... after seeing you come so hard on them... you won’t look at me the same. That I’ll always be the quick finish. The cleanup. The cuck.”

Emily’s hand stilled—thumb brushing the head of my cock—then she leaned in, kissed me—soft, tender, tasting of salt from my tears.

“You won’t lose me,” she said against my lips. “You’re gaining me. The real me. The one who wants to be fucked hard and deep by men who can give me that. The one who wants to come screaming while her husband watches. The one who wants to come home dripping with their cum and let you lick it out. The one who loves you more because you let her have it. Because you need it too.”

She stood—pulled me up with her—kissed me again—deeper this time.

“We leave tomorrow,” she said. “We go home. We keep this alive. Quietly. Discreetly. Maybe find someone local. Maybe travel again. But tonight... tonight we finish what we started. The ultimate echo of that first night. Me on the beach. Moonlight. Taken. Filled. Wrecked. While you watch. Cry. Come. Accept.”

Tears slipped down my cheeks—silent, hot. I nodded—unable to speak.

She wiped them away—gentle thumbs on my skin.

“I love you,” she said. “More than ever.”

She stepped back—adjusted the sarong—slipped into low sandals that would sink into the sand.

“Nine o’clock,” she said. “Same spot. Jamal and Marcus confirmed. They’re bringing one more—quiet guy named Devon. Three now. Three thick cocks. Three loads. All for me. While you watch.”

My breath hitched—cock throbbing painfully—tears still falling.

She took my hand—led me toward the door.

“Dark clothes,” she reminded me. “Hide well. Watch everything. Don’t look away. Even when it hurts. Especially when it hurts.”

We left the suite—walked the torch-lit path—moon high and full overhead.

At the palm grove—dunes curving around the secluded dip—I slipped behind the same dune as last time—crouched low—heart hammering.

Emily walked into the light—white sarong fluttering—three men waiting: Jamal, Marcus, and Devon—tall, broad, dark-skinned, all smiling slow when they saw her.

She kissed Jamal first—deep. Then Marcus. Then Devon—testing, savoring.

They guided her to the blanket—laid her down gently.

Jamal pushed the sarong aside—spread her thighs.

Marcus and Devon knelt on either side—cocks already hard, thick, ready.

Emily looked toward my hiding spot—eyes finding me in the dark—smiled once—small, secret, loving.

Then she opened her mouth for Marcus.

Spread her legs wider for Jamal.

And reached for Devon with both hands.

The ultimate night had begun.

And I watched—tears streaming, cock leaking, heart breaking and mending in the same breath—as my wife surrendered completely.

As I surrendered completely.

Acceptance wasn’t peaceful.

It was shattering.

And beautiful.

The moonlight washed everything in cold silver—sand pale as bone, waves whispering secrets against the shore. I crouched low behind the dune—knees sinking into cool grains, breath shallow, heart a frantic drum in my chest—hidden just enough that the lantern’s soft glow didn’t touch me. From here the scene unfolded like a private film: intimate, merciless, impossible to look away from.

Emily lay in the center of the blanket—white sarong pushed up and bunched around her waist, legs spread wide, knees bent, feet planted firmly. Jamal knelt between her thighs—dark skin gleaming under the moon—his thick cock already buried halfway inside her, thrusting in long, deliberate strokes that made her whole body rock. Each push bottomed out with a wet smack—his heavy balls slapping her ass—drawing sharp, breathy cries from her throat.

“Deeper... yes... stretch me open... fill every inch...”

Jamal’s hands gripped her hips—thumbs pressing into the soft flesh above her pubic bone—lifting her slightly to change the angle. Now each thrust drove even deeper—hitting her cervix with a dull, delicious pressure that made her gasp and arch. Her pussy lips clung to his shaft on every outstroke—stretched thin, flushed dark pink, glistening with her arousal and the faint remnants of earlier cum. The slick sounds were obscene—wet, rhythmic, echoing softly over the waves.

Marcus knelt at her head—pants open—his own impressive length in her hand as she stroked him in lazy rhythm. Every few strokes she leaned up—opened wide—took the swollen head into her mouth with slow, swirling licks. Her tongue traced the ridge—flicked the slit—then sucked him deeper—cheeks hollowing as she bobbed shallowly. Saliva dripped down his shaft—coating her fingers—making her hand glide smoother.

Devon stood to the side—watching, stroking himself slowly—his cock thick and veined, already leaking steadily. He stepped closer—knelt beside Jamal—reached down to rub slow circles over Emily’s swollen clit while Jamal fucked her.

The triple attention made her tremble—hips bucking up to meet Jamal’s thrusts—moans rising higher, more desperate.

“More... touch me... fuck me... all of you—”

Jamal slowed—pulled out almost completely—let her feel the emptiness for a heartbeat—then sank back in—long, torturous slide—making her whimper.

“Feel how wet you are?” he murmured. “How you grip me? You’re dripping for this.”

Emily nodded—eyes fluttering—reached for Marcus again—took him deep—gagging softly as the head hit her throat. She swallowed around him—throat working visibly—milking him while Jamal resumed his steady rhythm.

Devon leaned in—replaced his fingers with his tongue—lapping at her clit in slow, flat strokes while Jamal’s cock slid in and out beneath. The combination shattered her—body tensing—back arching sharply—cry muffled around Marcus’s shaft.

She came hard—pussy clamping down in violent, rhythmic spasms—gushing around Jamal’s cock—fresh wetness soaking his balls and the blanket. Her thighs shook; tears pricked her eyes from the intensity. Jamal groaned—thrust through it—kept going—drawing out every pulse until she was gasping, oversensitive.

Marcus pulled from her mouth—stroked fast—aimed at her chest—came with a low grunt—thick ropes splattering across her breasts, streaking the white sarong, dripping from her nipples in slow, heavy drops.

Devon moved in—took Jamal’s place between her legs—guided his cock to her entrance—pushed in slowly.

Emily moaned—long, low—head dropping back as he filled her.

“Another one... so thick... stretching me again... God—yes—”

Devon started thrusting—steady, deep—hands gripping her hips—pulling her onto him with every stroke. Jamal shifted—knelt beside her head—guided his still-hard cock back to her mouth. She took him eagerly—sucking deep—gagging softly as he hit her throat again.

They fucked her from both ends—Devon pounding her pussy—Jamal fucking her mouth—bodies rocking in perfect sync. Emily’s moans were muffled—vibrating Jamal—her breasts swinging wildly with every thrust from below.

Jamal pulled from her mouth—stroked fast—came again—hot ropes landing on her face, her open mouth, dripping down her chin onto her neck.

Devon’s pace quickened—thrusts turning erratic—hips snapping forward.

“Gonna come,” he grunted.

“Inside,” Emily begged—voice wrecked. “Fill me—give me everything—”

Devon drove deep—groaned low—pulsed inside her—thick spurts flooding her pussy. Emily moaned—another orgasm rippling through her—milking him dry—her walls fluttering around him as cum overflowed—leaking out around his shaft—dripping down her ass crack onto the blanket.

Jamal and Marcus stepped back—spent, breathing hard—watching as Devon eased out slowly—his cum pouring from her stretched, reddened pussy in thick, creamy rivulets—mixing with Jamal’s earlier load—pooling beneath her.

Emily collapsed forward—panting, trembling—body slick with sweat, cum, saliva—sarong ruined, clinging transparently to her skin.

She looked toward my hiding spot—eyes finding me in the dark—smiled once—small, secret, loving—then beckoned with a shaky hand.

“Come here,” she called softly—voice hoarse but steady.

I stumbled out—legs weak—cock still hard, aching, leaking—tears streaking my face from the intensity of watching.

She pulled me down beside her—kissed me—deep, filthy—tasting all three of them on her tongue—salty, bitter, overwhelming.

“Clean me,” she whispered—voice wrecked but tender. “Taste them all inside me. Lick every drop. Then take me home. Fuck me again. Come quick while I tell you everything.”

I knelt—leaned in—tongue sliding into her messy pussy—lapping up the thick, bitter flood of three men’s cum mixed with her arousal. The taste was overpowering—musky, salty, warm—coating my tongue, my lips, my chin. She moaned—hand in my hair—guiding me deeper—hips rocking gently against my mouth.

“More... swallow it... taste how much they gave your wife... how full they left me...”

I did—deeper—tongue thrusting inside her—scooping thick globs—swallowing greedily—humiliated, aroused, broken open. Her clit was swollen—peeking from its hood—I circled it gently—then sucked—drawing another soft, trembling orgasm from her—fresh gush coating my face.

When I’d cleaned as much as my tongue could reach—her pussy glistening, still leaking faintly—she pulled me up—kissed me again—tasting them all on my lips.

Then she stood—shaky—sarong falling back into place over the mess—cum dripping down her thighs.

We walked back—hand in hand—silent except for the waves and my ragged breathing.

Back in the suite—door locked—she pushed me onto the bed—straddled me—guided my aching cock inside her slick, cum-filled pussy.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Come inside me while their loads are still warm. While I tell you how they stretched me... how they filled me... how much they came...”

I thrust up—fast, desperate—coming in seconds—spilling what little I had left into her overflowing pussy.

She held me—kissed me—whispered soft reassurances.

“We’re not done,” she said. “This is us now. Home tomorrow. And when we get there... we find ways to keep it alive. Discreetly. Forever.”

I nodded—spent, surrendered, tears drying on my cheeks.

––––––––

Epilogue – Homecoming

Three months after we returned to London, the Caribbean felt like a fever dream—distant, vivid, impossible to shake. The flat in Islington was the same: rain-streaked windows, kettle on the hob, the low hum of the Tube rumbling under the floorboards. But we weren’t.

Emily had changed—subtly at first, then unmistakably. She carried herself with a quiet, confident glow. She bought new lingerie—black lace, sheer bodysuits, garter sets she never wore for me alone. She started shaving smooth—bare pussy that looked obscene when she spread for me. She watched interracial cuckold porn late at night—volume low, headphones in—while I pretended to sleep beside her. Sometimes she’d wake me with her mouth on my cock, whispering details from the videos while she sucked me slow and teasing.

We hadn’t acted on it since the island. Not yet. The agreement was unspoken but ironclad: when the urge became unbearable, we’d find someone. Discreet. Safe. Local.

It happened on a rainy Thursday in November.

Emily had been texting someone for two weeks—a guy she’d found through a private app. Black, mid-30s, hung (he’d sent proof: thick, veined, easily nine inches soft), discreet, experienced with couples. His name was Marcus—not the same Marcus from the island, but the coincidence made her smile. “Fate,” she’d said.

We arranged it for his flat in Hackney—neutral ground, his place, no hotel awkwardness. Emily dressed like she had on the beach: simple black dress, no bra, no panties, heels that clicked on the wet pavement as we walked from the station.

My stomach was a knot the whole Tube ride. She held my hand—thumb stroking my knuckles—calm, certain.

“You can stop this anytime,” she reminded me softly. “One word.”

I nodded. But I didn’t say it.

Marcus’s flat was on the third floor—modern, minimal, low lighting. He greeted us at the door—tall, broad-shouldered, easy smile—shook my hand firmly, kissed Emily’s cheek like they were old friends. No small talk. He led us straight to the living room: low couch, soft rug, dim lamps, a bottle of red already open.

Emily slipped off her heels—bare feet on the rug—turned to me.

“Sit,” she said—voice gentle but firm—pointing to the armchair in the corner. “Watch.”

I obeyed—legs shaky—cock already straining against my jeans.

Marcus poured three glasses—handed one to her, one to me. Emily took a sip—set it down—stepped close to him.

She kissed him—slow at first—then deeper—hands sliding up his chest, under his shirt. He cupped her face—tilted her head—kissed her back with quiet hunger. She moaned softly—pressed her body flush against his—ground against the growing bulge in his jeans.

When they broke apart, her lips were swollen, cheeks flushed.

She sank to her knees—slow, graceful—looked up at him, then at me—eyes dark, loving.

“Watch,” she whispered again.

She undid his belt—pulled his jeans and boxers down together. His cock sprang free—heavy, thick, veined, dark skin gleaming in the lamplight. Nine inches at least—maybe more—semi-hard and already impressive. Emily wrapped both hands around the base—fingers barely meeting—stroked slowly—watched it swell fully in her grip.

“God,” she breathed—voice reverent. “Even bigger than I remembered from the pictures.”

She leaned in—breathed hot against the head—then licked a long, flat stripe from balls to tip—slow, savoring. Marcus groaned—hand resting lightly on her head. She circled the ridge with her tongue—pointed flicks, then lazy swirls—before sucking just the head into her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed gently; she bobbed shallowly at first—letting her saliva coat him—dripping down the shaft in thin rivulets.

She pulled off—kissed along the underside—then took him deeper. Inch by inch—lips stretching wide—throat relaxing as she swallowed half his length. She paused—swallowed around him—muscles rippling visibly. Marcus’s hips twitched; he cursed under his breath.

She started a rhythm—slow, deliberate up and down—head twisting slightly on each downstroke to drag her tongue along every vein. Saliva gathered at the corners of her mouth—dripped down her chin—onto the front of her dress—making the fabric cling transparently to her breasts.

She moaned around him—vibrating him—eyes flicking to me every few strokes—checking—making sure I saw. I stroked myself through my jeans—slow, tight—groaning low. The contrast was brutal: her pale lips wrapped around his dark shaft—stretching thin—throat bulging when she took him deep—drool running in rivulets—breasts heaving with every breath.

Marcus’s breathing grew ragged. “Fuck... that throat... you’re gonna make me come too quick...”

Emily slowed—teasing—pulled off with a wet pop. Stroked him with both hands—slow, twisting pulls—then leaned in and dragged her tongue flat along the underside—from balls to head—like she was savoring every inch. She circled the ridge again—flicked the frenulum rapidly—then sucked just the head—hard—cheeks hollowing—while her hands kept pumping the shaft.

She looked up at him—then at me—eyes glassy.

“He’s so thick,” she rasped—voice wrecked. “My jaw’s aching already. My throat’s burning. But I can’t stop. I want every inch... want to feel him throb... want to taste him when he comes...”

She dove back down—deeper—gagging softly as the head hit her throat. She pushed through—nose brushing his pubic hair—held there—swallowing repeatedly—tears pricking her eyes—mascara running in faint black tracks.

When she finally pulled off—gasping—coughing softly—she immediately went back—faster, messier—head bobbing frantically—wet slurps filling the room—saliva flying with every upstroke. Her breasts bounced with the motion; nipples hard points through the wet fabric.

Marcus’s hand tightened in her hair—guiding her—holding her down a second longer on each deep stroke.

“Gonna come,” he grunted.

Emily pulled off—stroked fast with both hands—aimed the swollen head at her chest.

“Come on my tits,” she begged—voice hoarse, desperate. “Like on the island. Cover me. Let him watch you mark me.”

Marcus groaned—low, broken—hips bucking. Thick ropes erupted—hot, white—splattering across her breasts—streaking the sheer fabric—dripping from her nipples in heavy drops. She kept stroking—milking every spurt—until he shuddered and went still—cock twitching in her grip.

Emily looked down at herself—cum-glazed breasts heaving—then up at me. Her hand slipped between her legs—rubbing her clit furiously while she stared into my eyes.

“You see?” she panted. “He came so much... all over me. And I’m still dripping for you.”

She crawled to me—on hands and knees—dress hiked up—cum dripping from her chest onto the rug. She straddled my lap—kissed me—deep, filthy—tasting him on her tongue. I groaned—hand flying faster on my cock through my jeans.

She broke the kiss—whispered against my lips: “Come for me. Come while his cum is still hot on my skin. While I’m sitting in your lap covered in another man’s load.”

That did it. I thrust up into my fist—once, twice—and came hard—thick pulses spilling over my fingers—onto her thigh—mixing with the wetness leaking from her pussy. My hips jerked; a low, broken groan tore from my throat.

Emily kissed me again—soft now—then rested her forehead against mine.

Marcus watched quietly—pants readjusted—smiling faintly.

Emily turned to him. “Thank you,” she said simply.

He nodded. “Anytime.”

We left his flat—her hand in mine—cum still drying on her chest under the dress—dripping down her thighs as we walked to the Tube.

Back home—door locked—she pushed me onto the couch—straddled me—guided me inside her slick, aching pussy.

“Fuck me,” she whispered. “Come inside me while his load is still warm on my tits. While I tell you how thick he was... how deep he went... how much he came...”

I thrust up—fast, desperate—coming in seconds—spilling into her while she moaned and praised him and loved me all at once.

We fell asleep tangled together—her head on my chest—his cum still streaking her skin—my cum leaking between her thighs.

Home wasn’t the same.

But it was ours.

And the hunger never left.

It only grew.
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