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Chapter 1: The Docked Secret

The night air was thick, heavy with salt, mingling faintly with the scent of jasmine that drifted from the lush gardens nearby. Blake squeezed her husband Ben's hand, the simple contact reminding her of the journey they'd taken together... from young lovers who barely understood their own desires to a couple bold enough to explore them openly. Excitement mixed with a jittery unease rippling through her body as they approached the private dock, each step forward signaling their mutual commitment to pushing boundaries. Her heels clicked softly against the wooden planks, each movement measured and intentional, echoing the deep anticipation they both felt but neither dared speak aloud, the silent understanding between husband and wife enough to carry them forward into this new adventure.

At the end of the jetty, Lana waited: Blake’s best friend since college, and now a full-on trophy wife in every sense of the word. She was married to Mr. Drake, a filthy-rich real estate guy who was easily old enough to be her father, maybe even older. The man was loaded, dominant, and had a taste for showing off his young blonde wife like she was a prize he'd won. And honestly, she was... Lana looked like she belonged on the cover of a lingerie catalog: tall, lean, stacked, with toned legs that went on forever and a surgically perfect rack that she never bothered hiding. Her platinum blonde hair was styled just right, and that silk robe she wore didn’t even try to keep things subtle. You could already see the string of her bikini digging into her hip, like she was already halfway unwrapped.

Lana had called Blake earlier in the week with the offer: "Daddy’s birthday’s coming up. I want to give him something... memorable. You in?" Blake wasn't surprised to hear this from her. Lana and her older husband were always doing wild shit - last time they caught up, Lana had bragged about how Mr. Drake had made her walk around their beach house with a butt plug in all day before fucking her against the windows with the staff around. Another time, she swore he tied her to the railing on their deck and made her squirt three times before breakfast. And she never just hinted at it - Lana was the kind of bestie who sent photo proof, sometimes even short clips, always with a wink and a "jealous much?"

So yeah, Blake knew exactly what kind of night Lana had in mind. And honestly, it wasn’t far off from the kind of filthy, hot scenarios she and Ben had whispered about for years. Even with Ben’s average-sized cock; which had always been more than enough for her, he knew exactly how to use it. And his mouth? He’d made her come harder with his tongue than most guys could with their dicks. But still, doing something like this... watching her get taken, putting her on display, had always lived at the edge of their fantasies. It had come up during slow make-out sessions, during late-night fucks where he’d whisper, "Imagine if someone else was watching us right now... or better... fucking you while I watched." And she'd respond with filth right back, grinding against him and daring him to make it real. Those moments had always ended in breathless, sweaty releases; fantasy fuel that got them both off hard.

And now it wasn’t just dirty talk anymore. Lana was giving her husband a gift, and that gift was Blake, offered with full knowledge and eager permission from Ben. Blake might not have been supermodel hot like Lana, but she was the kind of woman who turned heads without even trying. Gorgeous in her own right, with golden wavy blonde hair and a busty petite frame that always pulled eyes when she walked into a room. Her full, natural tits and soft, curvy body gave her that classic, mouthwatering pin-up vibe that Ben had always worshipped. Ben wasn’t flashy or hung like a pornstar, but he never needed to be. Blake loved the way he handled her: confident, focused, and filthy in the best way. He’d spent years learning every inch of her body, how to make her squirm with just his fingers or finish with nothing but his tongue. But even with all of that, the kinkier fantasies had always lingered in their private talks, the kind of stuff that made them blush even while they got off to it. Sharing her, watching her take someone else, letting her be the center of attention while he sat back and watched; those dirty little confessions had been building for years. And now, thanks to Lana, it wasn’t just talk anymore. It was really happening. And they were all in.

"Well, look who finally made it," Lana purred, her eyes gleaming as she glanced appreciatively at Blake before shifting to Ben with a playful smirk. Her gaze dropped back to Blake, lingering shamelessly. "You look gorgeous, babe." Lana leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a naughty murmur. "Hope you dressed to be unwrapped, not just admired."

Blake flushed, feeling Lana's eyes drink her in. She was wearing a blush pink, off-the-shoulder ruched mini dress that hugged every curve like it was sewn onto her body. The neckline sat low across her chest, showcasing the top swell of her full, natural tits, while the gathered fabric down the center pulled in snugly at her waist and hips, drawing attention to the dip of her waist and the fullness of her ass. The short hem and cinched drawstring showed off her toned legs, and her golden wavy hair was loose around her shoulders, the soft curls brushing her collarbones. Clear strap heels gave her an extra lift, making her look like a glossy, high-end treat all wrapped up and ready. She shifted slightly, feeling the dress tug across her thighs, knowing exactly how she looked... and who she looked that good for.

"Daddy’s been waiting impatiently," Lana added, licking her glossy bottom lip almost reflexively, her eyes still fixed on Blake like she was already unwrapping her with her gaze.

Ben cleared his throat softly, cheeks flushing slightly, though a small smile tugged at his lips. Blake felt another wave of anticipation tighten in her chest, her heart beating faster at the reminder of why they were there.

"Come aboard," Lana invited warmly, motioning them toward the luxurious boat behind her. Her robe shifted slightly with her gesture, revealing the tiniest glimpse of the thong bikini she wore beneath. Blake’s pulse quickened as her eyes lingered, her imagination already spiraling with vivid thoughts. Next to her, Ben felt his cock already getting hard inside his jeans, the sight of Lana’s toned body and the sheer heat radiating off both women hitting him like a freight train.

Inside, the boat was luxurious, with dark mahogany interiors complemented by plush cream leather seats, soft music setting a sensual backdrop. Lana led them toward the main cabin, her hips swaying hypnotically with each graceful step.

"Let me grab you two a drink," Lana said brightly, glancing over her shoulder with a smirk. She poured them each a glass of chilled white wine and handed one to Blake and one to Ben. "Relax. I’ll go grab Daddy and be back in a sec."

Blake took a sip and sat down with Ben on one of the cream leather loveseats.

Ben nudged her lightly with his shoulder. "She really calls him Daddy out loud, huh?"

Blake snorted into her wine. "Oh, constantly. It’s like her kink and her brand at this point."

"It’s… kinda hot," he admitted with a sheepish smile.

"You say that now," she grinned back, "but wait till she moans it while he’s inside her."

Ben leaned back with a soft exhale. "Can’t lie, it’s wild seeing her like that. I still remember when she used to crash on our couch in sweats."

Blake chuckled, swirling her wine. "Yeah, and now she’s getting banged on private jets like a spoiled porn doll."

Ben smirked. "Upgrades."

They both laughed quietly, the sound helping ease the tension building in their chests.

Then Blake looked at him sideways, her lips twitching.

"You were totally checking her out, weren't you?!" she said, teasing lightly.

Ben blinked, then gave her a sheepish shrug. "It’s not every day your wife’s best friend answers the door looking like that."

"Yeah, well, good luck doing more than looking," Blake grinned, swirling her wine. "Her husband shows her off, but he doesn’t share. So get a good look while you can, that’s all you’re getting from Lana."

They both laughed again, this time more naturally, letting the absurdity of it all shake some of the nerves loose. It was actually kind of nice, this weird calm before the storm, where everything still felt light.

After a few moments, Blake stood, brushing her hand lightly over Ben’s thigh. "I’ve gotta hit the restroom. Be right back."

She wandered down the hallway alone, eyes adjusting to the dim light. That’s when she heard it... a soft moan, unmistakable. Her steps slowed, heartbeat kicking up again. She paused just before the partly open cabin door.

Through the narrow gap, she saw Lana leaning against the wall, her robe parted, pooling silkily at her elbows. Mr. Drake stood close, one strong hand moving confidently beneath her bikini bottoms, stroking her slowly and deliberately. Lana’s lips parted softly, a moan slipping out as her hips rolled gently against his touch.

Blake’s body reacted instantly, a sudden heat flaring between her thighs. One hand gripped the doorframe. The other had slid unconsciously to her inner thigh, pressing slightly as her breath hitched. Her breath hitched, and Lana's eyes fluttered open, catching Blake’s gaze. A slow, wicked smile spread across Lana's face, openly delighted to have an audience, her expression full of invitation.

"Just warming up for the night, babe," Lana murmured huskily, her voice dripping with playful filth. "We’ll join you both in a minute... unless you’d rather watch." Her lips curled into a wicked smile as she kept her gaze locked on Blake, and then gasped suddenly as her husband’s fingers sank deeper inside her, making her hips twitch against his hand.

Mr. Drake didn’t even glance at Blake, his voice low and composed despite what he was doing to his wife. "She likes showing off." He gave a pause, fingers still working Lana’s soaked slit as she whimpered. "Nice to finally meet you, Blake. Looking forward to getting to know you better," he said, and then returned his focus back to his wife.

Blake’s cheeks flushed deep, her chest tight with desire as Lana winked, then let out a sharp, filthy moan - “Fuuuck, Daddy… your slut loves that…” - her voice loud enough to echo faintly down the corridor. Her head tilted back against the wall as her hips pushed against his hand, clearly loving every second of being used and watched. Blake felt rooted to the spot, her pulse racing, unable to look away until Ben’s gentle call snapped her from the intoxicating spell.

"Blake?" Ben’s voice was gentle from down the corridor, curious yet entirely unaware of the erotic scene playing out behind them.

"Coming," Blake replied breathlessly, forcing herself to turn away from the enticing view, her legs feeling shaky as she moved quickly toward him. Just before she turned the corner, Lana caught her eye again and gave her a naughty, knowing look, equal parts tease and promise, as if to say, "You’re next, babe."

Ben glanced at her as she rejoined him, immediately noticing the flush on her cheeks and the way she avoided his eyes.

"You okay?" he asked.

"Yeah," she lied. "Just… prepping myself." Ben reached over and took her hand, giving it a firm, grounding squeeze, his way of reminding her he was right there with her, no matter how wild tonight got.

Her mind spun wildly, already filled with explicit thoughts of what tonight might bring, knowing that each second brought them closer to fulfilling fantasies she’d barely dared to imagine. She wasn’t sure what excited her more... the sight of Lana being fingered like a toy, the sound of her moaning ‘Daddy’ like she was in heat... or the undeniable fact that Blake knew she was next.

Chapter 2: Drinks, Filth, and the Offer

Blake was still gripping Ben’s hand when Lana and Mr. Drake finally entered the lounge. Her pulse hadn’t settled since what she’d seen in that cabin hallway... the sight of Lana being fingered so casually by her older husband, moaning and calling herself his slut like it was just another Tuesday. That raw, vulgar moment clung to her skin, warm and electric.

Ben hadn’t said anything since she returned, but his thumb rubbed across her palm, grounding her. Or trying to.

Then the door opened, and there he was.

Mr. Drake.

It was the first time both of them had properly seen him in person. He was older, no doubt... pushing seventy, but he had that quiet, seated authority that didn’t need sharp suits or six-pack abs to make an impression. He had a noticeable dad bod: a solid belly, thick arms, and a wide chest that stretched the fabric of his black linen shirt just a bit too tightly. His forearms were still strong and veined, and his salt-and-pepper stubble was trimmed clean. His face wasn’t the kind you'd see in magazines... more rugged than refined, but money, confidence, and a cold, watchful gaze gave him a magnetism that couldn’t be faked. His blue-gray eyes locked on her like he was already undressing her, and Blake felt it straight in her core.

She instinctively sat up straighter. So did Ben.

Drake’s gaze shifted between them like he was reading a dossier. Blake suddenly felt like a product being inspected.

And Lana? She looked like she was glowing. No robe now, just a skimpy champagne-colored string bikini that hugged her curves like it was painted on. Her long legs moved with slow, deliberate ease as she crossed the lounge and slid onto her husband’s lap without hesitation. Like it was her throne. Like she didn’t even notice Blake and Ben watching, though of course, she did.

Mr. Drake wrapped one arm low around her waist, his hand splaying flat against her toned stomach. Lana settled in with a slow roll of her hips, letting out a low hum as her ass pressed against his crotch. Her head tilted slightly toward Blake with a devilish smile.

“Still nervous, babe?” she asked, licking her lips.

Blake said nothing.

Lana turned her attention to the table, grabbing the bottle of champagne like this was just another casual hangout. She popped the cork with a casual twist, letting it hiss and foam just slightly.

“Let’s celebrate,” she said, pouring smoothly into crystal flutes. “Daddy’s been patient. So fucking patient.”

She handed a glass to Blake, then to Ben.

“I told him you’d be worth the wait.”

Mr. Drake still hadn’t said a word. He didn’t need to. His hand was still on Lana’s belly, thumb now drifting in lazy circles, drawing slow moans out of her throat with just the suggestion of touch.

Ben raised his glass awkwardly. “Thanks again for having us.”

Drake’s voice came low and even. “Of course. Been looking forward to this night.”

Blake took a sip, not trusting her voice.

Lana arched her back slightly on his lap, her bikini top straining with the movement. “You should’ve seen him this morning, Blake,” she said, looking straight at her. “Hard before coffee. Could barely wait to unwrap his present.”

Blake’s face flushed.

Lana kept going, like she wasn’t already wrecking the atmosphere with every filthy word. “He wanted to take me in the shower before we left. I told him to wait. I said he needed to save all that for you.”

Ben shifted beside Blake again, and she didn’t miss the way he tried... and failed... to subtly adjust his hard-on in his jeans.

Lana turned, straddling Drake now, facing him. She reached between them, and Blake watched her slowly start grinding. Mr. Drake leaned in without hesitation, burying his face between Lana’s barely-there bikini-clad tits, breathing her in like he owned every inch of her. Lana moaned softly, arching into him, her fingers sliding through his salt-and-pepper hair as she held his head to her chest.

“You’re his birthday gift, Blake,” she said over her shoulder, voice softer now, smoky. “That okay?”

Blake’s throat went dry. Her eyes flicked to Ben.

His jaw was tight. But his eyes were steady. Focused. He gave her a small nod, his fingers squeezing hers beneath the table.

She nodded back at Lana.

Lana grinned wide. “Good. Because Daddy doesn’t waste time with timid little playthings. He likes his girls wet, needy, and already thinking about how deep they’ll take him before he even says a word.”

She turned fully toward her husband now, her ass still grinding against Mr. Drake’s lap, and smiled wickedly. Blake’s legs pressed together beneath the table, her breath catching as her eyes flicked down to the way Drake was openly feasting on Lana’s tits like a man starved. His face was buried in the soft flesh of her chest, his tongue flicking over one nipple before sucking it hard through the thin bikini top. Lana’s moans turned high and shameless, full-on wanton now, like she didn’t care who was watching, or maybe because they were.

Blake’s thighs clenched, heat spiraling deep in her core.

Beside her, Ben didn’t move. But she saw his jaw flex. His eyes were locked on the scene, wide, unblinking, and unmistakably hard. His hand was still in hers, but his knuckles were white from the tension. He wasn’t just watching. He was processing it... seeing it become real.

Lana’s moans softened into a purr as she looked up at her husband. “I guess it’s time to open your present, Daddy,” she breathed, reaching down to stroke his chest with one perfectly manicured nail. “Want me to unwrap her for you?”

Mr. Drake didn’t hesitate. His hand slid up to cup her ass in that thong bottom as he looked straight at Blake and said, calm and deliberate, “Go ahead.”

Lana grinned like she’d just been handed the keys to the kingdom. She rose from his lap with a slow, sensual stretch, hips swaying with every step as she crossed the room toward them. Her eyes never left Blake’s.

She extended a hand to her. “Come on, baby,” she said, her voice dripping with promise. "Let’s show Daddy his present."

Blake’s heart thudded. No more fantasy. No more teasing. This was happening. She didn’t dare look at Ben. If she did, she might freeze... or worse, she might love the way he was watching her too much.

Ben didn’t speak. He just let go of her hand, slow and deliberate, like he knew exactly what that gesture meant. His cock throbbed against the zipper of his jeans, straining and pulsing as he watched Blake stand up. This was it... he was about to watch his wife get offered to another man, and he was painfully hard, helpless, and more turned on than he’d ever admit out loud.

As Blake reached for Lana’s hand, the statuesque blonde leaned in close, her breath hot against her bestie's ear. “You’re gonna love how Daddy handles his toys,” she whispered. “But he likes watching first.”

Lana didn’t just take her hand... she let her fingers trail down Blake’s arm before sliding her other palm boldly over her ass, giving it a full, possessive squeeze, slow and deliberate. “We’ll give him a good show, won’t we?” she purred.

As Blake rose, the hem of her tight pink dress crept up slightly, just barely covering the tops of her thighs. She felt Mr. Drake’s eyes on her legs, on her curves, on everything.

She didn’t look back at Ben. But she could feel him.

He should’ve said something. Should’ve stopped her. But he didn’t.

Ben didn’t say a word. He just watched... jaw locked, heart pounding, cock rock hard in his jeans... as his wife took the first step away from him, toward another man.

Chapter 3: The Stripdown & Performance

Blake’s heels clicked softly against the polished wood as she let Lana lead her away. Every inch of her body buzzed with heat... from the wine, from the tension, and from the unbearable feeling of being watched. She didn’t need to turn around to know that Ben was still sitting on the leather couch, his eyes locked on her. She could feel it. His gaze had weight.

The yacht’s lounge was quiet except for the soft clink of crystal, the low ambient music, and the gentle sound of the sea lapping against the hull. The golden overhead lighting shimmered against Blake’s skin, throwing shadows in all the right places. It felt like a stage. And she was center.

Mr. Drake had made himself comfortable on the long sofa, legs spread just enough, one hand resting on his thigh, the other lazily circling the rim of his champagne flute. He watched like a man who was used to this. Like he already owned every body in the room.

Lana pulled Blake to the center of the room and turned her slowly to face both men. Her fingers didn’t leave Blake’s arm. Instead, she trailed them upward to her shoulder, brushing the golden waves of her hair aside, then down again, tracing the neckline of the tight dress that still clung to Blake’s curves.

“You feel that?” Lana murmured close to her ear. “That’s their attention. All of it. Right here. Right now.”

Blake swallowed. Her throat was tight. Her breathing shallow.

Lana grinned against her cheek. “You ready to let them see what I’ve seen?”

Blake’s voice was small. "Yes."

“Good,” Lana said, and reached for the hem of Blake’s dress.

But she didn’t yank it. She didn’t rush. Lana peeled it upward with painstaking slowness, inch by teasing inch, exposing the soft skin of Blake’s thighs. Her fingertips skimmed over them as the fabric rose. The dress bunched at her waist before Lana lifted it higher, revealing the lace waistband of blush pink panties. Blake’s skin burned where Lana touched.

Ben’s breath caught somewhere behind her. She heard it. Felt it.

When the dress reached her chest, Lana paused.

“You want to help me, baby?”

Blake nodded. She lifted her arms, surrendering, letting Lana pull the tight fabric the rest of the way off. Her full breasts bounced free, nipples already stiff. The cool air kissed her skin... but it was the exposure that made her tremble.

Lana stepped back and let the dress drop to the floor.

"Fuck, Blake... look at you." Her voice was throaty, proud. "Daddy’s gonna lose his mind."

Blake stood there in nothing but her panties and heels, arms instinctively folding across her chest.

Lana was on her in a flash.

“No hiding,” she whispered, pulling Blake’s hands down. “Hands behind your back. Trust me, you look like a dream.”

Blake obeyed.

With her shoulders back and her chest out, Blake looked across the room. Mr. Drake was staring at her with that same unreadable calm... but his cock was clearly outlined through his linen trousers, thick and heavy beneath the fabric. One of his hands casually palmed it through the material, rubbing slowly and intentionally, like he was already imagining her riding it. His eyes drank her in... possessive, hungry, and entirely in control. Ben was silent, but his knuckles were white, and his lips were parted. His stare was hungrier than she’d ever seen.

The sight of them together was almost obscene. Two blondes in heels... Lana in her gold bikini that barely covered her perky tits and toned hips, and Blake standing in nothing but her blush pink panties and stilettos, her full breasts on display, nipples stiff from the cool air and arousal. The contrast between them only made it hotter. One looked like a high-end slut, practiced and poised. The other stripped down and trembling, offered like a gift. Both lit by soft golden light, both dripping in sex... the kind of tableau that belonged in some filthy private collection, never meant to be shared.

Then, without a word, Lana sank to her knees.

Slowly.

She dragged her hands along Blake’s legs, from her knees up to her hips, fingers spreading over soft flesh. She pressed a kiss just above Blake’s belly button, then another lower... teasing, almost reverent.

Then her mouth found a breast.

Blake gasped.

Lana’s tongue circled her nipple, then sucked it between her lips, her moan muffled against Blake’s skin. “They watching you, baby,” she murmured between sucks. “You feel that? Daddy’s already hard for you. And your sweet husband’s over there dying just to keep watching.” One hand cupped Blake’s pussy through the lace, grinding the soaked fabric against her folds, drawing a shaky whimper as her slick heat met Lana’s fingers.

Lana unlatched her mouth from Blake’s nipple with a soft, wet pop, a thin string of saliva clinging between her lips and Blake’s flushed skin. “God, you’re soaked,” she said, voice thick with lust. “You’re such a good girl, baby. Daddy’s gonna love this.”

Blake whimpered, her thighs twitching.

Then Lana stood.

Her lips brushed Blake’s ear. “You’ve never called anyone Daddy before, have you?”

Blake shook her head. “No.”

Lana smiled. “Try it. Say it for him.”

Blake hesitated... then breathed, “Daddy.”

The word came out softer than she expected. But it hit her hard. She wasn’t just turned on. She was putting on a show. And she liked it. Her pussy clenched. Her nipples throbbed. It felt filthy and freeing all at once.

Mr. Drake let out a quiet grunt.

Lana stepped behind Blake, her hands stroking up her sides.

“Again, baby,” she said. “Louder.”

Blake swallowed and said it again. “Daddy.”

Lana purred, pulling Blake’s hips back gently so her ass jutted out.

“That’s it. That’s the kind of gift Daddy deserves.”

Across the room, Ben looked like he was barely breathing. His hand had drifted toward his lap, gripping his thigh tight. He didn’t even realize he was slowly grinding his cock into the cushion beneath him. Blake risked a glance. His face was flushed, his chest rising fast. And he didn’t blink.

He didn’t look away.

And that...

That turned her on more than anything.

Chapter 4: The Main Event

The moment Mr. Drake gave the signal with a single word—"Kiss"—Lana turned to Blake like she’d been waiting all night for this.

Their mouths crashed together. No hesitation, no build-up, just raw, wet hunger.

Lana’s hands gripped Blake’s face, fingers threading into her hair as their tongues tangled. Blake moaned softly into the kiss, her own hands slipping around Lana’s waist, fingers trailing down her back, cupping her barely-covered ass. The taste of champagne lingered between them. Their bodies pressed together—naked tits to soft bikini top, heat radiating off flushed skin.

It was filthy, slow, and so loaded with history that Blake’s thighs trembled.

Across the room, Ben had frozen. The sight of his wife lip-locked with her best friend—wet, hungry, and uninhibited—sent a jolt straight to his cock. He was already hard, painfully so, and the image of their bodies tangled like that made his stomach clench with shame and heat. He wanted to intervene, to say something... but all he could do was sit there and throb, transfixed and helpless.

Back in college, both the girls they’d fooled around more than once. Not serious, not emotional, just two curious girls pushing boundaries after too many drinks or too much teasing. The kind of late-night dorm room kisses that turned into hands under shirts, panties pushed aside, breathless giggles swallowed between kisses. It had never gone all the way... but it had come damn close.

Now? Now there was no pulling back.

Lana’s tongue slid across Blake’s bottom lip before she bit it gently. “You remember what I used to do to you with my fingers, baby?” she whispered against her mouth. “Let’s see if Daddy can handle both of us.”

A low grunt sounded from behind them.

Drake.

"On your knees. Both of you."

His voice cut through the moment like a crack of thunder.

Without hesitation, they both dropped to all fours, like trained pets on command. Mr. Drake raised one hand and curled his index finger slowly, beckoning them with a lazy "come here" motion. That subtle command sent a shiver down Blake’s spine. Both girls crawled forward, eyes on him, their bodies swaying seductively as they obeyed, like beautiful, obedient playthings on their way to be claimed. Lana moved first, slinking forward with a seductive sway of her hips. Her gold bikini clung to her curves like a second skin, the soft fabric riding up between her cheeks with every crawl. Her toned back flexed as she moved, the muscles shifting under her tanned skin, hair spilling messily down her shoulders.

Blake followed, crawling beside her, her own body a vision of flushed vulnerability. Her full, bare breasts swayed with each forward glide, nipples stiff from the cool air and heat coiling in her belly. Her panties clung damp between her thighs, and her ass arched naturally, a perfect round shape in motion that had Ben practically frozen across the room. The contrast of their bodies—one confident, dripping gold; the other trembling, flushed, and half-naked—made the moment pornographic in the most delicious way. Their eyes flicked up occasionally... not at each other, but at him.

Mr. Drake sat back on the center of the large leather couch, legs wide, champagne flute in one hand, the other resting on his crotch. He looked relaxed, but his eyes burned with hunger as he watched the two blondes approach him like prized sluts ready to serve.

Ben sat directly across the room, silent. Watching. He looked stunned, legs spread awkwardly as his hand stayed clenched on his thigh, his cock visibly outlined beneath his jeans. His mind was a chaotic mess of shame and arousal, throbbing harder with every inch of Drake’s cock they worshipped. He didn’t dare touch himself... not yet... but the urge clawed at him. His hips had started to grind subtly, unconsciously humping the cushion beneath him like some desperate, submissive mess. Another pulse of precum soaked into his boxers. He hadn’t even noticed. His jaw twitched when Blake crawled a little faster, her ass in the air, her eyes wide and dark with submission.

Drake said nothing. Just watched. Waiting.

The girls stopped at his feet.

Lana leaned in first, placing a slow, wet kiss on the inside of his thigh. Blake followed suit on the other side, her lips pressing against the heat of his body through the thin linen of his shorts. The fabric was warm and tented, barely hiding the hardness underneath. She nuzzled him there, mouthing along the thick outline while her breath steamed against the material, teasing him through every inch of pressed cotton.

Then, as if rehearsed, they looked up at him together with parted lips and matching lust-drunk eyes.

That was the moment he finally set his drink down and said, "Unzip me. Both of you."

Lana leaned in first, pressing a soft, deliberate kiss right on the thick bulge beneath his linen shorts, lips lingering just long enough to make him grunt. She looked at Blake with a mischievous gleam in her eye, and Blake understood. She leaned in and mirrored the motion, planting a warm kiss directly over the pulse of his cock. The heat of it throbbed through the thin fabric, and she could smell him—clean, masculine, and already leaking.

Then, slowly, Lana reached up and unzipped his shorts. Together, they pulled the waistband down, revealing the length of him inch by inch.

They didn’t move right away. Both girls paused, mouths parted, just staring at the size and weight of his cock. Blake’s lips hovered near the tip, her breath shaky. Lana’s hand brushed hers on instinct. The touch was small but electric, grounding them in the shared task ahead.

Blake hesitated. She’d never done anything like this before. Not in front of someone. Not like this.

Lana leaned in, her voice low and commanding. “Start at the tip, baby. And don’t stop unless he tells you to.”

That snapped something inside her. Blake opened her mouth and leaned in as Lana held the base. Her tongue flicked over the head while Lana kissed along the underside, moaning softly.

“Look at you,” Lana added, pushing her friend’s head down gently. “Already drooling over Daddy’s cock.”

They used their mouths, their tongues, their hands, working together with practiced synchronicity like they’d been born to share this cock. Lana sucked him deep and wet, letting thick ropes of spit fall from her lips, down over his shaft and pooling on her tits. Blake’s hands joined in, gripping the base and stroking in rhythm while her tongue lapped at the swollen head, licking up every drop of pre-cum that leaked out.

Blake took him into her mouth while Lana cupped his balls, rolling them in her palm, massaging gently as her lips kissed along his thigh. Her other hand slid around to guide Blake’s rhythm, holding her bestie’s hair tight in a fist, moving her just how she liked it.

“You taste how big he is, baby? You feel how hard he is for us?” Lana whispered, her voice thick with spit and filth.

Blake moaned around the cock, cheeks hollowing as her throat opened wider. Her hand slid between her legs, grinding against her soaked panties while her tongue worked every ridge of his cock.

Then they switched—Lana dove down, taking him deep, throat bulging as she swallowed around him. Blake licked the base, her hand wrapping beneath to stroke his balls while Lana bobbed and gagged with controlled sloppiness.

They both moaned against him, shameless and dripping.

Lana pressed her cheek to Blake’s, both of them panting, spit-covered, lips slightly swollen.

“Two perfect holes for Daddy’s birthday,” she said, her voice husky and proud. “Use us. Ruin us. Fill whichever one you want first.”

Blake whimpered, desperate now, her chin glossy with spit. “Please...” she whispered, eyes wide and wet. “Please, Daddy.”

Drake finally grabbed Lana by the hair and pulled her up.

“Bend over the couch.”

She obeyed instantly, presenting her ass in the gold bikini bottoms with a filthy arch of her back. She wiggled it once, teasingly, then let out a breathless giggle. “Look at my slutty little holes, Daddy. Pick whichever one you wanna wreck first.”

He yanked the gold bottoms down to her thighs, exposing the slick, glistening slit between her cheeks. Her pussy was smooth, freshly shaved, already dripping—needy and stretched slightly from how wet she was.

Blake stayed on her knees, mesmerized. Her fingers stilled between her thighs, breath catching as she watched Drake line up behind her best friend.

He didn’t hesitate. One hard thrust, and he was buried inside Lana.

She let out a strangled scream into the cushion. “Fuuuuck, yes! Harder, Daddy. Pound your nasty little cum bucket. Show Blake what a real man feels like!” What Ben didn’t know—what none of this scene had shown until now—was that Blake and Lana had planned every filthy detail in advance. Blake had told Lana about Ben’s hidden kink, how he got off on being humiliated... and tonight was the night she wanted him to indulge it fully. She’d known exactly what he needed, even if he hadn’t.

And now, as she knelt there watching her best friend get wrecked in front of both of them, she could feel her own arousal pulse with purpose. This wasn’t just a wild night—it was for him too. Her hand was moving again... desperate, frantic. Her other hand pinched her nipple so hard she whimpered.

Drake’s thrusts were brutal, slamming into Lana with slick, obscene sounds. His balls clapped against her clit with every stroke. Her tits slapped against the couch, and she sobbed into the leather.

“Look at me,” Lana gasped over her shoulder, face twisted in pleasure. “Look at your filthy BFF getting used like Daddy’s personal fucktoy. Think he’s gonna do you like this, babe?”

Blake’s eyes were wide, lips parted, voice breathy. “Y-yes... fuck yes, I want it. Use me next, please.”

Lana grinned through the moans, fingers reaching back to spread herself wider. “Ask Daddy nicer, babe,” she gasped, looking back at Blake. “God, I’m such a whore for him... I love it. I love being Daddy’s dumb little cumrag. Don’t you, Blake?”

Blake whimpered, rubbing faster. “I do... I fucking do...”

Drake groaned, pulled out of Lana, and without missing a beat, grabbed Blake by the hair.

“Get up here.”

She rose shakily, panties clinging wet and dark between her thighs. He ripped them down, exposing her swollen, soaked pussy. Then he bent her over beside Lana’s used, trembling body.

Blake gasped when he pushed inside—just the head at first. It pressed against her soaked opening, stretching her lips slowly, painfully, perfectly. She froze, trembling.

Lana grinned from the side, watching every second. “That’s it,” she whispered. “Let him stretch you open, baby. Let him ruin you.”

Then he pushed in deeper, and Blake cried out.

Too big. Too thick. Too deep. Her walls stretched around him, fluttering with need.

“Daddy...” she cried, eyes rolling back.

“You look so fucking pretty like this,” Lana whispered. “All stretched out on Daddy’s cock. Bet your husband’s over there jerking his pathetic little cock just watching.” Blake's breath caught, by no means Ben had a 'pathetic little cock' like her bestie said now, she too knows it, but Mr.Drake was something else—he was longer than Ben, slightly—but it was the girth that really stunned her. It was thick, obscene, stretching her idea of what she could even take. Her pussy clenched at the thought.

Lana leaned in, still panting, and kissed her full on the lips, fingers slipping between Blake’s thighs to toy with her clit. Then she licked along her neck and whispered, “You wanna cum, you better beg for it. You don’t get to cum on Daddy’s cock without permission.”

Blake’s whole body arched into the thrusts. She sobbed out his name, grinding back against every brutal stroke.

She turned her head just enough to see her husband across the room. “You watching, baby? This is what a real cock makes me feel like... don’t blink.”

Across the room, Ben was trembling. His boxers were clinging to him, soaked in the front, the wet patch visibly spreading. He could feel another dribble of precum leak out, involuntary, shameful, and devastatingly hot. His breathing was ragged. He wasn’t even touching himself anymore—just leaking for them like a well-trained cuck watching his fantasy play out in real time.

She was wrecked. Owned. Fucked like a gift.

And Ben... Ben was watching all of it. His mouth hung open, eyes glued to the scene, breath coming in shallow, broken gasps.

“Blake...” he moaned under his breath before catching himself, but it was too late. The word had escaped him, laced in helpless awe and aching lust.

His cock pulsed behind the zipper, continued leaking precum into his boxers as he silently mouthed her name again. He wanted to look away... but this was everything he didn’t know he craved—his wife used, his humiliation exposed, and his shame fed like it had been planned just for him.

“Daddy...” she cried, eyes fluttering shut.

Lana leaned in close, her hand stroking down Blake’s side and slipping beneath her to grab a handful of her breast, squeezing as Drake slammed deeper into her. Her lips grazed Blake’s ear, breath hot. “Take it, baby... Daddy’s making you his favorite little toy.”

Blake’s body arched from the overwhelming sensation. Her moans were frantic, needy. Every stroke made her vision blur, her fingers clawing at the cushion for something to hold onto.

She was his. Their gift. His fucktoy. And Ben... The love of her life, her husband, was watching it all.

Chapter 5: Proof is in the Pudding

The couch creaked beneath them as Blake and Lana dropped side by side, both on all fours, legs spread, asses lifted in perfect submission. One in gold, the other naked, flushed, and dripping. Their backs arched beautifully, cheeks slightly touching, heads low as they waited. The air in the room thickened.

Mr. Drake stood behind them, towering, his cock glistening with a cocktail of spit and arousal, heavy and pulsing. He watched the two blondes present themselves, breathing slow like a man savoring every second. Blake trembled as the head of his cock brushed down the crease of her ass. Lana looked over her shoulder and smirked.

"Side by side for Daddy," she purred. "Just like we planned."

Blake swallowed, her voice shaky. "He’s watching, isn’t he?"

Lana tilted her head just enough to glance toward Ben, still across the room, completely silent...but his eyes were glassy and locked on them.

"Of course he is," she whispered. "That’s the best part."

Drake grunted low, gripping Blake’s hips. He didn’t push in...not yet. He teased her with the head, slick and swollen, running it up and down her pussy lips, tapping her clit with the weight of it.

Blake whimpered.

Next to her, Lana scooted forward, bent low, and dipped under Blake’s body. Her tongue flicked Blake’s swollen clit with a single stroke.

"Please," Blake moaned, voice breaking. "Please, Daddy."

Drake growled and finally pressed in, slow at first. The head stretched Blake’s folds apart, inch by inch, until the thick girth forced her open. Her breath hitched.

"F-fuck..."

"That’s it," Lana whispered, kissing her clit again before moving lower. "Let him split you open. He wants to ruin both of us."

Drake sank deeper, pushing through the tight squeeze of Blake’s cunt until he bottomed out with a hard slap of hips against ass. Blake cried out, and Lana moved back under him, sliding her lips over his balls.

He began to thrust.

Long, deep strokes. Each one slow and cruelly filling.

Blake's tits bounced, mouth open in a helpless moan. Lana sucked and licked underneath, her tongue wet and eager.

Ben was still across the room, leaning forward, elbows on knees, completely still except for the frantic rise and fall of his chest. His boxers were soaked through, the shape of his cock straining forward beneath the dark spot forming in the front of his pants.

Drake increased his pace, hands gripping tighter, fucking into Blake with force. Lana kept her lips wrapped around his balls, wet sounds echoing in the room.

"Mmm... fuck us, Daddy," Lana moaned as she pulled back just enough to speak. "Breed us like your perfect little whores."

Blake sobbed into the cushion, her voice high and sweet. "Please, Daddy—cum in me. I want him to watch you do it. I want him to see me dripping with you."

Drake let out a brutal sound, one hand slipping up Blake’s back to grip her shoulder as he pounded harder. Lana leaned in close to Blake’s ear and whispered, “You feel him pulsing, baby? Daddy’s close... he’s gonna flood you.”

Blake’s breath caught. Her moan cracked as she gasped out, “I can feel it... he’s going to cum in me... in front of you.”

Lana climbed beside Blake, cupping her face, kissing her hard, open-mouthed and messy. Blake kissed her back like she was starving for it, tongue tangling as Drake drove into her from behind.

The pressure built. Blake’s eyes rolled back.

"Cum in me," she begged, voice breaking. "Please, Daddy. Please..."

Drake groaned and slammed deep one final time.

Blake’s scream was swallowed by Lana’s mouth.

Her body convulsed beneath them. Her legs trembled uncontrollably, toes curling, muscles locking and twitching as the orgasm ripped through her. Her moans rose into a shrill cry, eyes rolling back, tongue hanging out between open lips. She sobbed both their names: “Daddy... Ben...”

He pulsed inside her... hot, heavy ropes spilling into her cunt, flooding her. She was a mess. Utterly wrecked. Her thighs quivered as she slumped forward, drool trailing from the corner of her mouth.

Drake pulled out slowly. A thick stream of cum followed, dripping from Blake’s used pussy, running down her inner thighs.

Lana didn’t hesitate. She dipped between her legs and licked, long, slow strokes, moaning at the taste.

"Mmm... Daddy’s still so warm," she purred.

She licked every drop. From Blake’s thighs, her folds, even the crease of her ass. Then she moved up, kissed Blake full on the mouth, tongue pushing deep to share the taste.

Blake moaned into it, eyes fluttering.

Across the room, Ben’s hands clenched the couch. His jaw trembled. His hips shifted forward, grinding against his soaked boxers.

He’d been leaking for minutes... but now?

Now, his cock jerked.

He didn’t touch it. Didn’t even move his hands. But the dam broke. His boxers were suddenly flooded; his whole body jerking with a soft grunt.

Ben came in his pants.

Helplessly.

Without permission.

Without warning.

His whole body jerked, his breath hitched in a pathetic little moan, and a flood of sticky warmth soaked his boxers. His hips twitched as he tried to still himself, humiliated. He whispered “thank you”... then “Blake...” under his breath like a prayer.

His eyes glazed. His thighs twitched. And then he saw Blake - she'd been looking right at him.

She smirked. She knew that look. That twitch. That breathless shame.

"Baby..."

Her voice was low, teasing.

Lana looked over and saw it too.

Then she laughed... slow, sultry, and smug.

"Did you just cum in your pants for us, baby?"

Ben swallowed, humiliated, but unable to look away.

Lana cocked her head. "I guess your cock’s even more obedient than you are."

Blake chuckled softly, dragging her nails down her own thigh. "You couldn’t even wait, huh?"

Ben lowered his gaze, panting.

Drake was still hard, stroking himself slowly.

Drake reached down, grabbed Blake’s chin, and made her look up at him. “You're one fine fuck, babygirl,” he said, cock still twitching in his hand.

Blake moaned like a wanton slut at the praise, her back arching slightly as if her body couldn’t help but respond. Her lips parted, drool glistening on her chin, her thighs involuntarily squeezing together despite the soreness. She looked wrecked... and completely owned.

Lana looked back over her shoulder at Ben, eyes locked with his as she smirked, licking cum from her lips. “That’s the sound of your wife dripping with Daddy’s cum.”

Ben swallowed hard, still panting, and then... he nodded. Once. Silent. Desperate.

Lana grinned even wider and cooed:

“Clean-up crew can wait a little more longer, sweetheart. Daddy’s not done yet.”

Blake turned her head slightly, her voice barely above a whisper, soaked in tease. “Maybe if you behave... You can watch again.”

Chapter 6: Soaked in the Silence

Blake was still trembling when Drake pulled her back onto the couch...this time beside Lana. Her body ached in the most delicious, used-up way. Her pussy was swollen, lips puffy and stretched, the insides of her thighs glossy with a mix of her own slick, Drake’s heavy cum, and the heat of Lana’s eager mouth. Every inch of her felt branded. Owned. Tamed.

But he wasn’t finished.

Not even close.

Drake gave Blake a hard, claiming kiss on the mouth, his hand gripping her jaw. Then he turned his gaze toward Lana...his wife, his favorite toy, and tonight, his vessel for one last round.

“On your back,” he growled, voice rough.

Lana’s breath hitched in something close to glee. She grinned, still panting, her skin flushed from the earlier rounds. With practiced grace, she stretched out across the length of the couch, arms raised above her head, legs slowly parting. She was still in her gold bikini...breasts fully on display, her top pushed up around her collarbones, and her thong bottoms pulled aside to reveal her glistening, wrecked slit. The tiny triangle of fabric was soaked, sticking lewdly between her cheeks.

Blake didn’t need to be told. She slid off the couch to her knees and crawled down to the floor, eyes wide, reverent, transfixed by the raw carnality of it all. She stared as Drake positioned himself over Lana, the veins in his cock still thick, his shaft smeared with the remnants of Blake’s pussy and spit.

This time, there was no teasing. No warm-up.

Drake thrust deep with a single brutal push.

Lana cried out. Loud. Unfiltered. Her legs snapped up around his hips, heels digging into his back. Her fingers clawed the couch cushion as he started to fuck her fast, deep, punishing. Every stroke made her tits bounce and her voice catch.

Each wet slap of skin on skin echoed across the room.

The scent of sex...thick and heady...hung in the air like perfume.

Blake moaned at the sight. Her thighs squeezed together, her pussy aching again despite the soreness. One hand drifted between her legs, fingertips dragging through the slick mess still leaking from her.

Ben sat silently across from them, as if frozen in time. His jaw slack. His chest rose and fell unevenly. His cock strained hard and angry in his jeans again, twitching visibly beneath the fabric with every sharp cry his wife let out.

Drake grabbed Lana’s throat, his thrusts faster, heavier. Her eyes rolled back, mouth open in a perfect “O.”

“Daddy... please...” she moaned, barely able to speak. “Fuck your wife. Fill me up again. I wanna feed our little slut. She’s hungry.”

Blake whimpered. She really was.

Drake grunted, breath ragged, and shifted the angle of his thrusts. His hand tightened around Lana’s throat, his other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise. Lana began shaking beneath him.

“Daddy... oh god... fuck... yes...”

His hips started to stutter.

Lana gasped. “He’s gonna cum, baby... get ready. Mmm... You feel him pulsing, Blake? Daddy’s close. He’s gonna flood me.”

Blake crawled closer, watching the moment build. “I can feel it... he’s going to cum in you...”

Drake’s entire body tensed. He let out a low, animal growl—then went still.

He emptied inside her. Thick. Deep. Overflowing.

Lana arched and screamed through it, her whole body quivering under the weight of his climax.

And Blake?

She moved fast.

She climbed onto the couch, positioned herself between Lana’s trembling legs, and buried her face in her BFF’s creamed pussy. She moaned as the first taste hit her tongue: warm, salty, rich. Her mouth worked hungrily, lips and tongue scooping every drop of cum that leaked from Lana’s well-fucked hole.

Lana moaned, hips twitching, hands tangled in Blake’s hair.

“Clean your mess, baby. Don’t waste a drop,” she whispered, voice broken.

Blake obeyed like a good girl. Her tongue traced Lana’s folds, licking deep and slow, savoring the messy aftermath. She licked until Lana was squirming, until her thighs clamped around her head and her pussy twitched again.

When she finally pulled away, Blake’s chin and lips were sticky with cum. Her eyes were glassy, her smile glazed and blissful.

Lana leaned up and pulled her into a kiss. Their tongues tangled in a messy, dripping tangle—Daddy’s taste still thick between them.

Ben saw everything.

He hadn’t moved. His hands gripped the armrests. His eyes were wet with lust. His cock was still rock hard, pressed against soaked fabric, throbbing like it was going to explode.

Eventually, Blake slid off the couch and sat back onto the carpet, chest heaving.

Ben stood. Quietly. Gently. He walked over to her and reached down for her dress.

“Here...”

Blake looked up, flushed and glowing. Her smile was soft. “Thank you, baby.”

He helped her up and into her dress. She was still shaky, legs weak, her hands gripping his arms for balance. There were no panties now—Drake had ripped them earlier—and her thighs were still sticky from all the fluids. He steadied her, zipped her up, held her like she was precious.

Lana slipped into a short satin robe, lazily tied at the waist. Her skin shimmered with sweat, her hair wild. She gave Blake a knowing wink.

“We should do this again,” she said, licking her bottom lip. “Maybe next time, Daddy gets to keep you overnight.”

Drake lit a cigar with one hand, the other resting on Lana’s thigh. The flame flickered, casting his face in gold and shadow. The scent of the cigar filled the room—rich, smoky, masculine. He exhaled a slow stream of smoke and said, “You both did well tonight. But I’m not done breaking her in.”

He leaned back into the couch, legs spread. Lana climbed onto his lap and curled against him like a spoiled pet. As she settled in, she whispered against his jaw with a grin, “You'll get another chance soon, Daddy.” She met Ben’s gaze next, smiling with lazy cruelty. “Still hard, cuck? That’s devotion. You’ll make a perfect plus-one next time.”

Ben's cheeks flushed deeper, but he didn’t look away. There was no hiding the bulge straining in his pants, nor the twitch of arousal that followed her words. He opened his mouth slightly, as if to respond, but only a shaky breath came out. Then, quietly, he nodded, owning it.

Blake guided Ben to a chair nearby. She sat beside him and pulled his arm around her shoulders. She rested her head on his chest, their bodies warm and close. She looked up at him gently and asked, “Are you okay?”

Ben nodded, smiling as he let out a slow breath. “Yeah,” he said, voice low. “I really am.”

Blake leaned close to his ear, her voice low and soft. “You were so good tonight, baby... I loved knowing you watched me get ruined.”

Ben smiled, his eyes still glassy. “I mean... I wasn’t expecting to enjoy it that much,” he said with a soft chuckle. “But holy fuck, I really did.”

Blake turned to face him more fully, her fingers brushing his cheek before pressing a gentle kiss to his lips. “You did?”

“Every filthy second of it.”

She kissed him again—deeper this time. Her hand slid down, slowly, possessively, until her palm pressed against the front of his jeans, gripping his still rock-hard cock.

“I feel like an absolute slut,” she whispered against his mouth. “And I loved every second of it.”

Her voice dropped even lower, sultry and promising. “I’ll take care of you when we get back.”

No one said a word.

Only the steady crackle of the cigar... the hush of water outside... the slow, lazy creak of the boat rocking them deeper into the night. The tide had changed. Inside and out. And no one aboard that boat would ever be the same again.

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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A Chastity Cuck & Two BBCs: Journaling the Backyard Ménage of My Wife 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/6Ns9QVr  ) 

I’ve always loved my wife, Samantha. But loving her means something different now. It means watching, obeying, and knowing my place. It means staying locked in chastity while she takes real men—men who please her in ways I never could, and leave her breathless and satisfied. 

Tonight, like so many nights before, I sit inches away as she welcomes Omar and Jason, two of her regulars. I serve, I watch, I ache, and then, I write. Every filthy detail, every whispered taunt, every moment I’m denied—preserved in ink for her to read, to savor, to relive. 

In the backyard, under the glow of lanterns, she becomes theirs. Together they take their time, teasing her, worshiping her, making sure I see everything. I am nothing more than a bystander, a locked, aching cuckold with one purpose—to please her, but never in the way they do. 

And when the night is over, when they’ve had their fill and left her glowing and satisfied, she pulls me close. Not to free me. Not to give me what I crave. But to remind me why I belong to her. 

A Chastity Cuck & Two BBCs: Journaling the Backyard Ménage of My Wife  is an intimate, humiliating, and deeply submissive cuckold diary—a story of chastity, control, and complete devotion. If you enjoy powerful women, obedient husbands, and the thrill of surrender and submission, you won’t be able to put this down. 
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Cuckolded on Camera: From Husband to Cuckold, From Wife to Star 

( Direct Link: https://mybook.to/46pPd3P  ) 

What would you do if your wife became the star of a show you never expected to film? 

Mark and Jessica have been together for years—steady, comfortable, and a little stuck. Jessica, always confident and outgoing , craves excitement. Mark, a professional photographer, reserved and loyal , has always put her first. When Jessica loses her teaching job and when money gets tight, she proposes an idea that’s too good to ignore: starting an OnlyFans . A few teasing pictures, some playful videos—just enough to turn heads and bring in cash. 

What begins as harmless fun spirals into something much bigger . Their fans are hooked. Jessica thrives under the attention. And Mark? He’s never seen her like this before —bolder, gorgeous than ever and completely uninhibited. 

Then comes the next step. The one request fans won’t stop begging for. 

A real scene  with a real bull —big, built, and ready to give Jessica exactly what she needs for the camera . With Mark rolling the camera, he watches his wife surrender on film , every gasp, every touch, every overwhelming moment captured in high definition. 

The video is their biggest hit yet . The money is insane . Jessica is hungry for more . But Mark? He’s caught between his own arousal, his deepest fears, and the addictive thrill of watching her lose herself for another man on film. 

Is he still in control, or has he just opened the door to something unstoppable? 

Filming her was only the beginning. 

About the Author

Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion.

Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride.

When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page.

Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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