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Chapter I

The air was thick with salt and sun, the kind that clung to your skin and whispered promises of slow days and long, sweaty nights. Zack had one hand on the suitcase handle and the other wrapped around Emily’s waist as they stepped into the open-air lobby of the Coral Whisper Villas, their little slice of tropical paradise for the long-awaited getaway. The white sands shimmered just beyond the wooden deck, waves lapping lazily at the shore, and the villa looked every bit like the brochure—if not better.

Their private honeymoon suite had been hyped up for weeks in their late-night planning, always ending in whispered fantasies and morning-after grins. Zack had imagined Emily in nothing but her tiny bikini top and a towel, sprawled out on the deck chair, tan lines just beginning to form, toes curling in the sunlight as he pulled her panties aside. That’s what this weekend was for. Just them. No distractions. No interruptions.

So when the front desk manager stopped them with a nervous smile and a clipboard in hand, Zack’s mood began to twitch.

"Mr. and Mrs. Cole, I’m so sorry," she said, her smile frozen. "It seems your suite has been double-booked."

Zack blinked. "Double-booked?"

The manager winced. "We had a system error. Another couple arrived this morning and—well, they were checked in under the same villa."

Emily’s hand slipped from Zack’s arm. Her brows pinched.

"So you’re saying… there’s someone in our room already?"

"They’re a honeymooning couple as well. We tried to reach you earlier to resolve the mix-up, but your flight had already landed."

Zack felt his jaw tighten. He could already see the trip unraveling—his plans, her tiny sundresses, the late-night skinny dips—all of it. "What are the options now?"

The manager gave a sheepish smile. "There’s a spare suite. It’s… a bit further from the beach and doesn’t have an ocean view. It’s significantly smaller, though."

Emily shot Zack a look. "We booked months ago. That’s not acceptable."

"You’re absolutely right," the woman replied, tone softening. "The other couple feels the same way—they were just as upset at first. But after speaking with them, they said they'd be willing to share the villa if you were open to it. Since both bookings are technically valid, we’re offering to comp your stay and extend it by two days. The villa has two bedrooms, and it’s quite spacious. You’ll still have full access to the beach deck and all the private amenities."

Zack opened his mouth to say no, frustration already prickling at the back of his throat, but Emily caught his arm and gently pulled him aside. They stepped a few feet away from the front desk, near a potted palm, the ocean breeze wrapping around them like a warm whisper.

"Look," she said, her voice low, "we’ve been planning this trip for months. I don’t want to spend it holed up in some crappy spare room without a view."

Zack exhaled sharply, glancing back at the manager, then at the distant waves. "You really want to share a villa with strangers?"

"No," she admitted. "But I want to share a view with you more. And honestly, it might not be as bad as it sounds. Two bedrooms. Private beach. We could just… keep to ourselves."

He studied her face, the little crinkle of tension between her brows, the way her lips tugged into a tight, hopeful smile. She was trying to salvage the fantasy they’d built. And the idea of ruining her mood before they even unpacked made his chest tighten.

He sighed. "Alright. We’ll talk to them and decide."

Emily nodded, already slipping her fingers back through his. Her grip was warm, reassuring, and when they turned back toward the front desk, the decision felt less like settling and more like surrendering to the unknown.

They were escorted down the stone path, palms swaying overhead, to the two-bedroom villa overlooking a curve of private beach. The villa was even more stunning in person—wide sliding glass doors, warm wood interiors, and a view that made your chest tighten. And standing right there in the middle of the sun-drenched living space were their co-inhabitants.

The man was shirtless, bronzed like he lived under the sun, with a thick, masculine frame that made the sleeves of his board shorts look tight. He turned first, smiled easy. "You must be the Coles."

The wife followed, wearing a white bikini top that left little to the imagination and a matching sarong tied low on her hips. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as they raked over Zack and Emily. "I guess the island wants us to get cozy fast."

"Apparently," Zack muttered, forcing a polite smile.

"I'm Marc," the man added, extending a firm hand. "And this is my wife, Lena."

"Zack," he replied, accepting the shake. "And this is Emily."

Lena’s gaze lingered just a second too long on both of them, her smile curling as she said, "Well, Zack and Emily—looks like fate wants us to get to know each other."

She didn’t just look at you—she measured  you, like she already knew what you tasted like beneath the surface and was only deciding whether she’d take her time or devour you whole.

Introductions were made. Drinks were offered. Bags were set down. And from the moment they sat around the shaded patio table, Zack felt the energy shift.

Marc was effortlessly charming, the kind of man who didn’t need to compete with anyone because he walked into every room like he already owned it. He had that built surfer body that came from more waves than weights, tanned skin that glistened faintly under the sun, and a jawline dusted with a few days’ worth of stubble. His shoulders were broad, arms sculpted just enough to make his board shorts ride high against his thick thighs. His chest was hair-dusted and wide, and he moved like a man completely comfortable with being watched.

And Lena? She was fucking radiant. The kind of woman who made you look twice, then hate yourself for not stopping at once. She had a lithe, golden body, all smooth curves and taut angles, with just enough softness in her hips and ass to keep your gaze locked. Her long, dark hair was pulled into a high, messy bun, little strands escaping to frame high cheekbones and kissable lips glossed with something that shimmered under the patio lights. Her bikini top barely contained her full, round breasts, the white fabric pulled tight, making her nipples subtly outlined. The matching sarong swayed against toned thighs, hinting at long, dancer-like legs.

Zack caught himself staring more than once.

And Emily? She wasn’t any less striking—just different. Petite but with the kind of body that got second glances when she walked past a pool—tight waist, soft hips, and that gorgeous swell of her ass that looked even better in sunlight. Her sundress clung to her in all the right ways, the thin straps falling off her shoulders now and then like they had a mind of their own. Her soft, wavy hair was tied back but still messy from the flight, and her lips had that pink, natural tint that always made Zack want to kiss her there and then. But tonight, he wasn’t the only one noticing her.

Every time Emily smoothed her dress or played with her long blonde hair, Zack knew the signs. She was aware of Marc’s gaze. And Marc? He was looking at her the way men look when they want to be invited to something forbidden.

Marc’s gaze didn’t drift like a man being polite. It held—like he was already picturing Emily unwrapping that sundress just for him.

And Zack hated how much it made his cock stir.

That night, the four of them shared dinner in the villa’s open kitchen. The space smelled of grilled seafood, citrus, and something faintly floral from Lena’s perfume that seemed to cling to the air. Candlelight shimmered across bare skin and glasses of chilled wine. Conversation flowed too easily. Zack tried to wrap an arm around Emily as she laughed at something Marc said, but she barely leaned into him. Lena crossed her legs slowly across from them, her skin shimmering in the candlelight. At one point, Lena reached across the table to refill Emily’s glass, her fingers brushing Emily’s in a way that felt too slow, too lingering to be innocent. Zack watched Emily’s lips part slightly, and caught Marc watching her just the same.

By the time they got to bed, Zack’s mood was a cocktail of irritation and confusion. He pressed up behind Emily as she changed into her tank top and panties, cupping her ass, trying to stir something.

"Too tired, baby," she murmured, pulling the sheet over herself.

His cock was hard enough to ache, pulsing against the tight fabric of his boxers like it had been promised something it didn’t get. Zack lay there, hard and unsatisfied, staring at the ceiling as a soft, feminine laugh floated through the thin villa walls. Lena’s laugh. Long, throaty, and far too close.

His cock twitched.

He hated how curious he was about what that laugh sounded like mid-moan.

He hated how much he wanted to hear it again.

The worst part? That laugh—it didn’t fade like a private moment. It lingered. Drew out. Like she knew  someone was listening. Like she wanted  him to.

Chapter II

The laughter still echoed in Zack’s mind when he finally drifted off, a mix of exhaustion and arousal pulling him into shallow, restless sleep. When he woke the next morning, the sheets were tangled around his legs, and Emily was already slipping out of bed, tying her blonde hair into a ponytail and padding barefoot toward the bathroom.

The ocean breeze was already filtering in through the open glass doors, warm and sweet and laced with salt. Somewhere outside, he could hear waves rolling in soft rhythm against the sand, and a woman’s voice—Lena—bright and melodic in the distance.

By late morning, the four of them were stretched out on loungers on the beach, each claiming a corner of the villa’s private stretch of shoreline. The sun hung high, casting golden light over the water and glinting off oiled skin. Zack was on his second mimosa, watching as Lena adjusted her position on the lounger beside him.

Her bikini was a crime.

The barely-there gold number looked like it had been painted onto her body, the thin strings cutting delicious lines into her tan skin, and the fabric—if it could be called that—clung tight to her heavy breasts, her pierced nipples pressing unapologetically through the shimmering triangles. Her toned stomach glistened with a thin sheen of sweat and tanning oil, and every time she shifted, Zack’s cock twitched involuntarily.

Emily sat beside him, reading something on her phone, wearing a simple navy one-piece that hugged her curves nicely but covered far more than what Lena was working with. Zack glanced over at her, admiring the way her long legs stretched out across the towel, how her shoulders glowed in the sun. Still, his eyes kept darting back to Lena.

She caught him once. Didn’t look away. Just smiled like she knew.

"You should try this one," Lena said suddenly, sitting up and digging into her beach bag. She pulled out a fiery red two-piece—strappy, tiny, and absolutely sinful. She held it out to Emily. "I think this would look amazing on you."

Emily blinked, startled. "Oh no, I couldn’t… I mean, that’s really…"

Lena tilted her head. "You’ve got the body for it. Trust me. Just try it on."

Zack glanced over. Emily met his gaze for a beat, then bit her bottom lip and took the swimsuit from Lena’s outstretched hand.

She stood up slowly, tugging at the hem of her one-piece like it had suddenly become too modest, and the movement was enough to draw Marc’s attention. Zack watched as Marc’s eyes swept over her bare legs, then lingered on the curve of her hips, his gaze deliberate, unhurried, like he was mentally peeling that one-piece off her inch by inch. That casual hunger wasn’t lost on Zack; he felt it in his chest, a pinch of something hot and irrational, and in his cock, which stirred traitorously at the thought of Marc undressing her in his mind. He hated it—hated how badly it turned him on to watch another man mentally claim what was his. It was wrong. It was filthy. And yet it felt like the beginning of something he wouldn’t be able to stop.

When Emily reappeared ten minutes later, Zack’s breath caught in his throat. She stepped onto the deck slowly, almost shyly, one hand brushing nervously at her thigh, the other adjusting a strap that looked like it was seconds from slipping off. Her hair was loose now, catching the breeze, and for a second, it didn’t feel like she was his wife anymore—it felt like she was someone else entirely. Someone dangerous. Someone being unveiled.

The red bikini was worse than anything he’d imagined—and yet, somehow filthier, bolder, crueler to his self-control. It didn’t just cling to her—it framed her body like an X-rated gift, the thin straps digging into her hips while the top pushed her tits together so tightly that soft, swollen underboob spilled out with every step she took. Her nipples were clearly hard beneath the fabric, dark and outlined like they were begging for attention, and the bottoms—God—the bottoms were a slut’s dream, strappy, barely-there, riding high to show off every inch of her sculpted ass. She looked like a walking invitation to be bent over a beach chair and used. His cock pulsed with a deep ache, heavy with jealousy, awe, and a raw, unspoken need. She didn’t look like his wife. She looked like the kind of woman who let other men stare —and fucking loved  it.

Marc whistled low. "Damn, Emily. That’s a hell of a view."

Zack stiffened. His jaw locked, but his cock throbbed, painfully aware of just how loudly Marc had said what he  hadn’t. He should’ve been the one to praise her, to claim her with words—but instead he’d sat there mute while another man openly admired his wife. Worse, he was hard for it. Disgusted by how much he wanted to hear more.

Emily flushed, tugging gently at the top. Lena stepped in casually, brushing her fingers along one of the thin red straps as if to adjust it—but her hand lingered, her thumb grazing the curve of Emily’s breast with just enough pressure to make Zack’s throat tighten. "Lena made me try it," Emily said, her voice softer now, breathier.

Lena grinned widely, not even pretending to hide the satisfaction in her voice. "And you look fucking gorgeous."

The four of them settled back down, but the mood had shifted.

Lena handed Zack a bottle of sunscreen with a teasing smile. "Mind doing my back?"

He took it, his fingers brushing hers. She rolled onto her stomach, the motion slow and deliberate. Her bikini bottom clung to her ass like a second skin.

He squeezed some lotion into his palm, rubbed it slowly between his hands—more to calm himself than anything else—and began spreading it across her back. Her skin was impossibly smooth, like warm silk under his palms, and she arched ever so slightly when he hit the dip of her spine. She moaned—not loudly, but enough to send a jolt straight to his cock. As his hands moved lower, her hips tilted back, pressing the soft weight of her ass into his wrist. "Mmm," she sighed, her voice coated in sugar and smoke. "Don’t be shy."

His hand faltered, then continued with trembling discipline. He tried to focus on anything else, but the scent of her lotion, the heat between them, and the subtle shift of her thighs made it impossible. She was making a point— she wanted to be felt.

After he finished, she turned onto her side, facing him. "Your turn?"

"I’m good," he muttered, forcing a grin.

"Suit yourself," she said, and handed the bottle to Emily.

Later, Marc brought out cocktails—some citrusy rum concoction that hit fast—and the sun began to dip toward the water. They sat in the shade of the villa deck, warm and buzzed, the air thick with salt and tension.

Lena raised her glass. "To new friends."

Marc’s gaze slid to Emily, his eyes flicking down to her thighs as he leaned forward just enough to invade her space. "And even better views."

Zack laughed with them, but it felt like something inside him was being pulled tight, coiled, ready to snap.

Emily clinked glasses and met Zack’s eyes. The look she gave him wasn’t apologetic. It wasn’t shy. It was heat, pure and unfiltered, with the faintest smirk ghosting her lips—as if she’d tasted something forbidden and liked it. She didn’t need to say a word. He felt the shift. Felt her stepping into the fire.

The ice was broken.

And beneath the surface, something far hotter had started to melt.

Chapter III

The ice was broken.

And beneath the surface, something far hotter had started to melt.

That heat carried into the evening.

Dinner was grilled snapper and seasoned rice, served on the villa’s patio under a sky full of stars. Conversation flowed effortlessly, the kind of lazy, tipsy banter that made everything feel looser, warmer, closer. Every glance seemed to last longer. Every touch lingered. Lena had changed into a slinky wrap that kept slipping off one shoulder, while Emily wore a low-cut halter dress, Zack had never seen her wear outside of date nights, and she planned to end with her legs wrapped around his face. The alcohol had warmed her cheeks, and the glow made her look even more dangerous than she had in that damn red bikini.

They cleared the plates. Marc disappeared into the villa and came back holding a bottle of aged tequila and four glasses.

“Jacuzzi?” he asked, already walking toward the double doors.

Lena didn’t wait for a reply. She was already unwrapping the tie of her dress as she followed him inside. Zack watched as her dress fluttered to the floor, revealing a different bikini—black, lacy, wet-dream thin. Her ass swayed with each step.

Emily laughed and glanced at Zack, shrugging. "Guess that’s our cue."

Minutes later, they were all in the bubbling warmth of the private jacuzzi, the night air cooling their shoulders while the water steamed up around them. The tequila bottle sat on the stone edge, each glass more full than measured. The stars overhead blurred with every sip.

Lena was perched on the ledge, water just below her breasts, the lace of her bikini nearly transparent now. Marc sat beside her, his arm draped casually along the back of the tub. Emily sat across from them, legs folded, toes brushing Zack’s calf. Zack sat close, thigh pressed against hers, heartbeat already heavy from the sight of her cleavage glistening with mist and tequila.

“Truth or Dare,” Lena said suddenly, like the idea had dropped from the stars.

Emily blinked. “Seriously?”

Lena grinned. “What? Too juvenile?”

“No,” Emily said, laughing. “Just haven’t played since high school.”

“Then it’s long overdue.”

The first few rounds were innocent. Truths about worst first dates, guilty pleasures, harmless dares like swapping seats or drinking double. But then Lena leaned in, her smile slow and gleaming, and said, “Emily, truth or dare?”

Emily bit her lip. “Dare.”

“I dare you to kiss me.”

The air went still, the bubbling water suddenly sounding louder against the silence. Emily’s eyes flicked to Zack again, searching for something—permission, maybe, or a reason to say no. Her lips parted like she wanted to speak, but nothing came. Zack felt his heart pound against his ribs, his fists clenching beneath the surface.

He should’ve said something. Should’ve stopped it.

But he didn’t. He couldn’t.

Instead, he watched as his wife leaned forward slowly, her eyes never leaving Lena’s, the water lapping softly around them. Her hand braced on the stone edge beside Lena’s thigh, her other touching Lena’s shoulder, fingers curling just slightly as their mouths came together.

The kiss was tentative for half a second—then it melted open.

Lips parted. Tongues slid. Lena tilted her head and deepened it. Emily let out a quiet hum that sent a jolt through Zack’s cock. It wasn’t a kiss—it was a surrender. Her body arched slightly, like she was falling into it, like she'd forgotten anyone else was there.

Zack’s jaw locked. His cock swelled harder beneath the water than it had all trip. And the worst part? He couldn’t even be angry.

He was transfixed.

When they finally parted, Emily’s breathing was shallow. Her fingers lingered against Lena’s skin for a moment too long before she pulled away and sat back down, cheeks flushed, lips wet, eyes unfocused.

When they finally pulled apart, Emily was breathless, her eyes glassy.

Lena licked her lips slowly, her gaze still lingering on Emily like she wanted to go back in for seconds. “Your turn,” she purred, voice soaked in sin.

Emily turned to Zack, her eyes still glazed with that post-kiss haze. Her lips appeared slightly swollen and slick, her cheeks tinged red, whether from the water's heat or arousal, he couldn’t tell. “Truth or dare?” she asked

Zack hesitated. His heart pounded like a warning bell, but the look in her eyes was daring him to keep up. “Dare.”

There was a pause. A charged breath. Emily opened her mouth to speak, but Marc beat her to it.

“How about a lap swap?” he said with that same smug, effortless confidence that Zack was already learning to hate.

Zack’s stomach dropped.

Lena let out a sultry laugh, slow and sure. “God, yes. Let’s make things interesting.”

Zack blinked. “Wait, are we—”

Emily stood first, water cascading off her skin like a veil being peeled away. Her fingers trailed along the edge of the tub as she crossed slowly to Marc’s side. Zack watched every step, every sway of her hips, as if her body had been rewired with a new purpose. She paused in front of Marc, their eyes meeting briefly, and then she lifted one leg, easing it over his lap. Her thighs straddled his, and she lowered herself carefully onto him, hips settling against his in a slow, deliberate sink.

And just like that, Zack's whole fucking world tilted. His throat tightened.

Marc’s hands rose, steadying her by the waist, and she didn’t resist—she adjusted her position with a subtle roll of her hips that made Marc murmur something low against her ear. Emily’s fingers touched his chest, the kind of touch Zack hadn’t seen from her in weeks. Her spine arched as she adjusted again, and then she exhaled slowly, letting her weight rest fully in Marc’s lap.

She didn’t even look back.

She looked comfortable. Relaxed. Turned on.

Zack wanted to die. He wanted to come.

Both.

Lena was in motion before he could speak, swinging one toned leg over Zack’s lap and settling herself down against his thighs. Her ass made full contact, firm and plush, grinding in just enough to make his breath catch. She leaned in close, her wet skin against his chest, her lips near his ear.

“You like watching her, don’t you?” she whispered.

Zack’s jaw tightened. He did.

And the shame of it made his cock twitch.

Lena’s ass rocked slowly, intentionally, and her arms slid around his neck as her breasts pressed to his chest. Her bikini top felt like little more than soaked thread. She started to move—just slightly—rolling her hips with maddening rhythm.

Across from them, Marc continued whispering something to Emily, his voice low and intimate, his lips so close to her ear that Zack couldn’t even see where one ended and the other began. His hands moved on her hips, subtly coaxing her to shift again. She giggled—soft and breathy—and Zack’s stomach twisted into knots.

Then Marc whispered something else, and Emily’s breath caught. Her lips parted, her head tilted back just slightly, and a soft, unmistakable moan escaped her.

It wasn’t loud. It wasn’t exaggerated.

It was real.

And it shattered something in Zack.

He strained to hear. Strained to see. Every fiber of his body screamed to know what Marc had said to make his wife sound like that.

But all he had was that look on her face—the kind of look she used to make when Zack was the one making her melt.

Her head tilted back, eyes fluttering closed as Marc said something else.

Zack’s stomach twisted. His cock ached. And he couldn’t look away.

Lena reached beneath the water, her fingers brushing over his hardness through his trunks.

“You’re throbbing for this,” she murmured, grinding her ass harder into him beneath the water. Her voice slithered into his ear, thick with filth. “Watching your pretty little wife squirm on another man’s lap… listening to her moan for him… fuck, I bet your cock’s leaking for it. I bet you wish you could see how wet she is right now. You think he’s fingered her under the water yet? Think she’d stop him?”

Lena chuckled darkly, her breath teasing his ear. “Marc has magic fingers, baby. The kind that makes you forget your name. You have no idea how many women have come undone for him with just a whisper and a touch. And your wife? She’s already halfway there. You saw her moan—she’s soft and open for him now.”

Zack shuddered, his entire body trembling with need. He didn’t want to imagine it—he couldn’t stop. His cock was like steel beneath his trunks, aching with every grind of Lena’s ass against him.

“I bet he could make her come in under a minute,” Lena hissed, her voice hot and cruel. “And you’d sit there like a good little husband, hard as fuck, knowing she’s never made that sound for you. You’d still watch. You’d fucking thank him.”

Zack’s pulse pounded in his ears. He wanted to push her off, to grab Emily and leave.

But his hips pushed up into Lena’s grinding instead, because her hand had found him under the water. Slipping beneath the waistband of his swim trunks, her fingers curled around the base of his cock, slow and deliberate, stroking him in the bubbles where no one could see. She didn’t rush. She didn’t ask. She just took him in her grip like he belonged to her now. Her other hand glided up his chest, nails grazing lightly over his skin before settling on his nipple. She pinched it, not cruelly, but firmly enough to make his hips jolt. Her thumb rolled the sensitive nub in time with her strokes, teasing it, toying with him, her rhythm filthy and in sync—like she knew exactly how to push a man to the edge from both ends.

And then she kissed him.

It wasn’t playful or testing. It was deep and filthy, a kiss that sucked the breath out of him, her tongue invading his mouth as her fist slid up the length of his shaft. The rhythm of her hand was matched by the grind of her hips, her ass rocking down against him with every stroke like she was trying to wring a reaction out of every part of his body.

He moaned into her mouth. She didn’t stop.

She fucked his cock with her palm and her hips, and he kissed her like he was drowning, because in that moment, he was. Her grip was perfect—tight, timed, merciless—and his balls were already drawing tight, every nerve in his body screaming for release. But just when his hips began to buck with urgency, just when the pleasure started to surge into something uncontrollable, she stopped. Her hand froze at the base of his shaft, her grip easing just enough to deny him the edge.

He gasped into her mouth, breaking the kiss, chest heaving.

"Uh-uh," she whispered, licking his bottom lip. "You don’t get to come yet. Not while your wife’s still warming up over there."

He whimpered before he could stop himself, his entire body shaking. Lena took that sound into her mouth, diving right back into the kiss, deeper and more possessive this time, like she wasn’t just teasing him anymore, but claiming him. Her tongue worked over his with unrelenting hunger as her fingers resumed their strokes, slower now, torturously precise, keeping him right there on the verge. Her other hand tightened around his nipple, twisting, rolling, making his hips stutter helplessly against the water. It was too much. It wasn’t enough. And he never wanted her to stop.

Across the tub, Emily's hips rolled back with visible rhythm now, her fingers tangled in Marc’s hair as she held his mouth close to her throat. She was breathing heavy, lips parted, her movements completely in sync with Marc’s guiding hands on her ass.

Marc looked up—right at Zack—and smiled as Emily moaned again, louder this time, her body visibly trembling. Zack locked eyes with him mid-kiss, Lena’s mouth still devouring his, her tongue claiming every gasp he tried to swallow. But even with her grinding on his lap, her hand stroking his cock, and her fingers twisting his nipple, Zack couldn’t tear his eyes away from the quiet, confident look on Marc’s face—that smirk that said more than words could.

Zack couldn’t breathe. He couldn’t come. And he couldn’t look away.

When Lena finally broke apart the kiss, Zack’s lips were slick, his cock was twitching, and his breath came in ragged, broken waves.

Across the tub, Emily looked right at him.

She was still on Marc’s lap.

And she was smiling—like she knew exactly what Lena’s hand was doing.

Chapter IV

After a good few minutes of riding that dizzy edge between play and temptation, the girls finally slipped off the laps they’d claimed and returned to their own husbands. No one said much—just shy glances, tight smiles, the kind of silence that says everything and nothing at once. When they finally climbed out of the jacuzzi, the air was thick with everything left unsaid.

Lena stretched, water running off her curves in sinful little trails. Emily’s cheeks were flushed and damp, her bikini barely clinging to her body. No one said anything about what had just happened—no comments, no teasing. Just four bodies that moved slowly, heavily, drunk on tequila and whatever the hell had just passed between them.

Emily found Zack’s hand.

Her fingers were warm, slippery, trembling slightly as she leaned in and whispered, “Do you want to go to bed?”

Zack nodded.

She gave him a soft look—brief, unreadable—and turned, leading the way inside. They didn’t kiss. They didn’t speak again. Just towel-wrapped, buzzed, and raw with heat they couldn’t name, they moved in unspoken tandem. Each couple peeled off into their own room, but the walls of the villa felt too thin, the air too charged, like it would take just one moan to collapse the whole illusion of privacy.

Zack peeled off his damp swim trunks, grabbed a fresh pair of boxers, and sat at the edge of the bed while Emily rummaged through her suitcase. She pulled out one of his favorite sleepshirts—a thin, oversized tee that barely covered her ass—and slipped it over her body without bothering with panties.

Zack watched her. She looked perfect.

And yet, something was off.

She kept glancing at the door. Not openly. Not obviously. But Zack saw it—the way her eyes flicked there between folding clothes and adjusting the blanket, the way her head tilted ever so slightly whenever a noise echoed from the hallway. Her hands wouldn’t stay still. Her thighs shifted like she couldn’t get comfortable. She was pretending nothing was wrong. But something in her body said otherwise. Said she was listening. Maybe even hoping.

He laid back, arms behind his head, eyes on the ceiling. He could still feel Lena’s hand on his cock, the aftershocks of that denied orgasm like a pressure in his spine.

Then it started.

Faint at first. Just the creak of a mattress. A low thud. Then the sound of a woman’s moan—sharp, wet, unmistakable.

Emily froze.

Zack sat up.

The moans got louder. Rhythmic. Urgent. Skin slapping skin. The unmistakable cadence of a woman being taken hard. And from the sounds of it, enjoying every second.

Emily’s lips parted. Her eyes found his.

Neither of them spoke.

Then she lay down beside him, pulled the blanket over herself, and turned her back.

But Zack couldn’t lie still.

He tried. Pulled the sheet higher. Turned to his side. Checked his phone for a distraction he didn’t want.

The moans didn’t stop. They crept in slow, like fingers under a door—rhythmic, feminine, soft at first, then sharper. Faster. Gasping.

He glanced at Emily. Her eyes were open. Her back was still turned, but her shoulders were tight, and her breath wasn’t steady.

He sat up slowly, bare feet meeting the cool floor.

Still, he hesitated.

Maybe if he just peeked—just a second—maybe it would get it out of his system.

The door was ajar. Just enough.

He moved toward it, silent as guilt, pulse loud in his ears.

He peeked through.

Marc was sitting back against the headboard, naked and solid, hands gripping Lena’s hips as she straddled him, completely bare and facing the door. Her thighs hugged his sides, her knees digging into the mattress for leverage, her entire body working in a rhythm that could only come from experience and hunger. Her ass bounced with every thrust, and her eyes—half-lidded with lust.

Zack’s breath caught.

Lena’s mouth was parted in a soundless moan, her breasts bouncing with each slap of skin against skin. Marc’s fingers dug into her waist, controlling her pace, but she was riding with purpose—grinding, bouncing, putting on a show with deliberate, obscene grace.

And then… she looked at him.

Right at him.

Her eyes locked on his through the cracked door.

And she smiled.

Her hips didn’t stop. If anything, she moved with more intent now—her back arching as she rolled her hips in deliberate rhythm, every bounce timed like a show rehearsal. And Zack knew in his gut— this was for him.  She raised her arms behind her head, chest lifting higher, nipples taut, tits jiggling with every slam of flesh. She looked like she was being fucked exactly how she wanted to be—open, rough, owned—and she wanted him to see every second of it. Marc’s cock drove up into her with brutal precision, and Zack watched it disappear into her slick, stretched cunt over and over, Lena gasping with every thrust like she was close and didn’t care who heard it.

Zack’s cock surged.

He slid a hand into his boxers, already hard, already leaking. He stroked slowly, silently, barely daring to breathe as he watched Lena ride her husband while never breaking eye contact with him.

She was putting on a show. For him.

And then—another voice.

"Are you watching them?"

Zack nearly jumped, twisting around.

Emily stood behind him in the dark hallway, one hand resting lightly on the wall, the oversized shirt clinging to her like she’d forgotten to dry off fully. Her hair was mussed, her cheeks flushed—not from sleep.

Her eyes weren’t wide with shock. They weren’t angry.

They were still.

And curious.

And then… she looked too.

Zack didn’t move. Didn’t speak. And for just a breath, neither did she.

But then Emily stepped closer.

Slow, hesitant, like gravity itself was pulling her toward the scene they shouldn’t have been watching. Her bare feet moved soundlessly across the cool tile, the hem of her oversized shirt swaying just enough to hint at the soft curve of her thighs beneath. She came to stand beside him, closer now, her shoulder grazing his, her body warm and trembling. Her hand found the edge of the doorframe, steadying herself. Or maybe grounding herself.

They watched together, breath shallow, silent and unblinking, as Lena’s moans climbed higher and Marc’s hips slammed up faster. Zack didn’t even realize he was still stroking until Emily’s gaze flicked down and lingered.

She didn’t say a word.

She didn’t stop him.

Not even when Zack yanked his hand away like he’d been burned. Not when the door finally creaked closed behind them. She simply turned, walked back to the bed without looking back, and climbed in with a quiet, deliberate grace that made Zack’s stomach twist.

Zack stood there, heart hammering, cock still rock-hard, his hand slick with precum, his mind a blur of shame, want, and a raw hunger that felt too deep to put out. His pulse pounded in his ears, his chest tight with the impossible knot of humiliation and desire. What had he become? What kind of man gets caught like that—and doesn’t stop?

He thought she might say something. Ask something. Confront him. But she didn’t.

Instead, she peeled off the oversized tee in one smooth motion and let it fall to the floor, revealing the flushed glow of her naked skin, her nipples stiff with arousal, her thighs glistening faintly in the soft light. Her silence was louder than anything she could’ve said.

“Lie down,” she said, her voice husky and uneven, each word laced with the residue of everything they’d just seen—and the hunger it ignited.

Zack obeyed, his legs shaky, climbing onto the bed like a man dragging guilt behind him, like a sinner aching for punishment. His cock pulsed with every breath, his skin sensitive to the cool air brushing across it.

Emily didn’t wait. She followed him with a predator’s grace, the sway of her hips purposeful, her eyes locked on him with a look that felt more like a challenge than a promise. Her mouth was slightly open, a pink, wet invitation, and when she climbed onto the bed, it wasn’t just a crawl—it was a claiming. Each movement announced that this wasn’t sweet, or soft, or sentimental.

It was raw.

She mounted him in a slow, sinuous motion, her bare thighs sliding along his as she settled above him, her skin flushed and slick with wine-sweat and need. Her pussy, slick and swollen, hovered just above his aching cock, the heat from her dripping folds searing against him without even touching. She didn’t just straddle—she dominated. Her knees tightened around his waist, her hands pressed to his chest, pinning him down like she was staking her territory.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to.

Her gaze said it all: I’m going to fuck you—but it won’t be about you.

Zack’s breath hitched, his hands twitching uselessly beside him, unsure whether he was supposed to hold her or simply endure her. Emily sat like that, poised and pulsing, letting the weight of anticipation throb between them until his hips bucked up involuntarily, desperate for relief.

Only then did she reach behind, fingers wrapping around the base of his cock, squeezing just hard enough to make him grunt. She angled him toward her slick entrance, teased his tip through the soaked folds of her slit, smearing herself all over him before lowering herself—slowly, painfully—onto his cock in one endless glide.

She took every inch like a slow burn, her walls fluttering and pulsing as they stretched to take him. Zack groaned, his hands flying to her hips, gripping them tight, but she didn’t let him thrust. She held herself there, full of him, unmoving, just throbbing around him while she closed her eyes and rolled her hips just enough to feel the weight of him buried inside her.

“Fuck…” Zack whispered, barely able to breathe.

Her expression didn’t soften. It sharpened.

Because this wasn’t about romance. This was about ownership.

And right now, Zack wasn’t the one doing the owning.

Her pussy clenched around his cock in tight pulses, and his whole body tensed beneath her. She ground her hips in slow circles, letting her clit drag across his pelvic bone, letting the friction build, wet and unrelenting. Every time she rocked forward, the head of his cock pressed hard into her sweet spot, and a breathy moan escaped her lips.

“God, you’re hard,” she muttered, more to herself than to him. “So fucking hard for this…”

Zack’s head fell back against the pillow, jaw clenched, breath coming in shudders as she began to ride him—first slowly, then with more rhythm. Her hips slapped down with purpose, the sound loud in the quiet room, slick and obscene.

Her nails scraped across his chest as she leaned forward, panting into his ear.

“Don’t say anything,” she whispered, the command trembling with urgency. “Just feel it.”

And he did.

Her moans came sharper, unfiltered, louder than usual. Her movements were almost frantic, riding the edge of control. Zack clutched her hips, feeling how slick she was, how tight she clenched him, how her rhythm kept hitching like she was thinking of something else—someone else.

This wasn’t just sex.

It was transformation.

She leaned in again, her mouth brushing his ear, her breath warm and heavy.

“Do you want me to let him touch me next time?”

Zack’s body locked beneath her.

His mind screamed. His cock throbbed violently inside her.

He tried to stop it. To slow his breath. To pretend he hadn’t heard her say that. But he had.

And worse—he wanted it.

His voice came out hoarse, broken.

“Yes.”

The word was nothing. The word was everything.

Emily's body arched as a raw, guttural moan ripped from her throat, the sound filthy and unrestrained. "Oh fuck, fuck—baby!" she cried, her voice cracking as she slammed her hips down on him, once—twice—three savage, wet slaps of skin against skin that echoed in the dark.

"God, yes! Just like that—fuck, yes—I'm coming!" she wailed, her thighs trembling as her pussy clenched around him in rhythmic spasms. Her nails scraped across his chest, leaving faint red trails as she lost all control, slamming down one final time, her back arching violently.

Her body went rigid for a breathless moment, then collapsed onto his chest in a trembling heap, gasping and twitching as her orgasm shattered through her, slick heat spilling down his cock.

Zack clutched her tight, dazed, his cock still rock-hard and pulsing, throbbing with denied release.

And she didn’t say a word.

She didn’t have to.

Zack wrapped his arms around her without thinking, cradling her trembling, sweat-slicked body, his own cock still trapped inside her, thick and unforgiving, still twitching with need. The head of it throbbed where it met her pulsing heat, soaked with the aftermath of her climax—and yet denied his own.

She hadn’t let him come.

And he didn’t care.

Because the way she had just fucked him—like a woman possessed, like a wife who wasn’t his anymore—left him breathless. She’d ridden him like he was a memory. Like she’d needed to prove something. Like she’d been showing someone else what she could do.

He couldn’t remember the last time she’d broken like that. Not their wedding night. Not any other night.

It was filthy. And it was perfect.

Her skin was sticky against his, their legs tangled, her hair damp where it pressed into the curve of his neck. Her nipples were still hard, flattened between their chests, and her breath came in hot, broken puffs against his jaw.

Then, without lifting her head, she shifted slightly, hips still snug against his, her thighs twitching as another small aftershock rippled through her.

She whispered, "Lena said we should switch tomorrow," her voice barely audible, laced with sleep and sin. "Just to see."

Zack didn’t respond.

But his cock jumped inside her—eager, swollen, straining for friction that wouldn’t come.

Emily smirked into his neck, her lips brushing his stubble as she exhaled a soft, knowing hum. She nuzzled closer, the movement dragging her slick folds against the base of him and making his hips jerk involuntarily.

His balls were heavy, his entire body still coiled tight, teetering on the edge of something he wasn’t sure he wanted to stop anymore.

She had just used him to come.

And now she was asking—teasing—about letting another man do it next time.

And his cock twitched again.

That was his answer.

She smiled against his skin and closed her eyes, settling atop him like she belonged there, even if she was already dreaming of being fucked by someone else.

And neither of them moved.

Chapter V 


Emily’s breath was still warm on his neck.

She’d fallen asleep on top of him, her body lax and sated, while Zack had lain there wide awake, aching, hard, and soaked in the scent of her orgasm. Her soft snores ghosted against his skin like cruel reminders of the climax she’d taken while he was left pulsing, untouched. She hadn’t let him come. And he hadn’t asked to. That truth sat heavy in his chest now, a strange mix of pride and shame.

The morning passed in a blur of polite silences and second glances. Over breakfast, Marc had been charming, even flirtatious, but the real tension hummed between Emily and Lena—quiet smiles, grazing fingers on shared plates, one woman leaning in just a little too close, giggles that lingered too long, eyes that said everything polite conversation wouldn’t.

And when dinner ended that night, no one pretended anymore.

Emily had dressed intentionally, wrapped in a clingy satin slip dress the color of champagne, cut low enough to showcase the tops of her soft, freckled breasts and high enough to flash the toned, pale thighs Zack always loved. Her hair was swept into a loose updo, strands framing her flushed cheeks, and a glossy pink shimmer coated her full lips. Her perfume—sweet with a note of vanilla—lingered when she passed.

Lena, in contrast, was a walking storm of sex appeal—her hair pulled into a messy ponytail that made her look like trouble. She wore a black mesh top with no bra underneath, letting her pierced nipples show proudly beneath the sheer fabric, paired with the tiniest leather shorts imaginable, hugging the curve of her hips and riding high up her cheeks. Her long legs were oiled and bare, ending in simple ankle-strap heels that made her ass sway as she walked.

Even the way they sat told a story—Emily modestly crossing her legs and keeping her wine glass close, while Lena draped herself lazily over her chair, legs wide, one hand resting possessively on Marc’s thigh, the other idly playing with her straw as she licked it slowly between sentences.

By dessert, the tension wasn’t just thick—it was dripping.

There were no games.

No tequila. No dares.

Just the quiet, knowing decision that passed between them with a look and a nod.

It was happening.

The swap.

Zack stood in the hallway, pulse pounding in his throat, his fingers fidgeting at his sides, watching as Lena reached for his hand. Her grip was firm, warm, and coated in purpose, her fingers lacing through his with quiet dominance.

“Let’s make sure they’re not the only ones having fun,” she said, her voice like silk laced with sin, her eyes twinkling with something that wasn’t just lust—it was amusement, ownership.

She didn’t wait for a reply. She tugged him gently but insistently down the hall toward the bedroom that wasn’t his, her bare feet soundless on the polished floor, her hips swaying with every confident step. Behind them, he could hear Emily laughing softly, followed by the low rumble of Marc’s voice, and the soft thump of their bedroom door closing with quiet finality.

Zack’s stomach flipped. Blood roared in his ears.

He was doing this.

He was about to fuck another man’s wife.

And his own wife was already behind that door, being undressed by someone else.

The moment they entered the room, Lena turned and pressed her palm flat against his chest, backing him toward the bed with a sultry smile, her eyes hungry. Her touch was deliberate, her gaze feral.

“You’re tense,” she murmured. “Let me help with that.”

Zack tried to say something, anything, but his throat was dry. Lena wasn’t waiting.

She pushed him gently onto the edge of the mattress and stood between his knees. Her fingers reached for the hem of his shirt and lifted it without asking. Off it came. Next were his shorts, tugged down in one smooth motion, leaving him naked and already halfway hard, cock twitching in anticipation.

Lena smiled, licking her lips.

"Just like I hoped you’d look."

Then she stepped back.

And began to undress.

Not rushed. Not bashful. This wasn’t a woman stripping—this was a woman performing. She peeled off her dress slowly, revealing a black lace thong and nothing else. Her nipples were already hard, her piercings catching the light like tiny silver threats. She reached behind to unclasp it, letting it slide down her hips with a practiced slowness.

“You watch me,” she said. “Not the wall. Not the sounds. Me.”

But the moment she dropped her thong and crawled onto the bed between his legs, they both heard it.

A moan.

Emily’s voice.

Soft at first. Then again, louder. More needy. More broken.

Zack’s cock pulsed.

Lena chuckled low in her throat. “She’s already getting it, huh?”

He didn’t answer.

Couldn’t.

She leaned in and wrapped her lips around the head of his cock. Warm. Wet. Expert. Her mouth slid down slowly, her tongue swirling beneath the crown before pulling back with a soft, filthy pop.

"Mmm… she’s louder for him, isn’t she?” Lena said with mock curiosity, stroking his shaft with one hand. “Not like last night. Maybe he knows how to hit the spots you don’t?”

Zack groaned. Shame curled in his gut like smoke. He wanted to shut her out, to refute it—but his cock throbbed in her hand, answering for him.

His hips twitched. Her mouth found him again. Deeper this time. Sloppier.

Another moan from the next room. Louder.

It was unmistakably Emily’s voice.

Lena moaned around his cock in sync, the vibrations sending shivers up his spine. She pulled back, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

“She’s on her knees for him now. I’d bet anything. Maybe choking a little. Maybe loving it.”

Zack shut his eyes, but the image exploded behind his lids—Emily on her knees, Marc’s cock glistening as she took him deep. The sounds from the other room were impossibly clear: wet, rhythmic, intimate.

He blinked, and for a second, it felt like he was there—like he could see Marc’s hand tangling in her hair, guiding her mouth forward. He snapped back to Lena's gaze, only for another gagging sound to erupt through the wall.

His hips twitched. Shame prickled down his spine. And worse—Zack’s mind made it vivid. He wanted  to picture it.

His body betrayed him. His cock jerked in Lena’s grip, throbbing like it wanted  to hear Emily choke on another man.

Lena mounted him suddenly, the heat of her soaked pussy grinding against his cock without taking him inside. She teased him with it, her lips sliding up and down his shaft, smearing slick all over him while her tits bounced with every motion.

“She’s gagging on him,” Lena whispered, leaning down, her breasts brushing his chest, her lips grazing his ear. “And loving every fucking second. Her spit’s dripping off his cock. You know it, don’t you?”

Zack’s breath hitched. His cock throbbed beneath her.

Lena reached down, cupped his balls, tugging gently at first, then firmer, controlling his rhythm, his breath. Then she slid her other hand up and pinched one of his nipples, making him gasp.

“Sensitive boy,” she cooed. “I love that.”

And then she sank down.

One slick, delicious slide.

Her walls clenched him like velvet heat. She exhaled a moan of her own and began to move—slow at first, grinding down, rocking her hips in deep, rolling circles that made Zack’s toes curl. She leaned back, hands braced behind her on his thighs, riding him like she had all the time in the world—and all the control.

Every time Emily moaned again, Lena ground harder.

Then she placed her palm over Zack’s mouth.

“No noises from you yet,” she whispered. “You’re not coming till I say so.”

His eyes widened.

“She sounds fucked dumb already. And you’re just lying here leaking like a good little cuck.”

His wife was louder now. Wilder. Zack could hear the rhythm of her being fucked. Could feel her through the sound, like an echo vibrating through his bones. Zack’s body was trembling.

“She’s bouncing on him now… faster now… can’t you hear it?” Lena purred, lifting herself off his cock only to drop again, sending a loud wet smack echoing around the room.

Zack blinked hard, but again the vision came—Emily’s flushed face, tits bouncing, Marc's hands locked around her hips as she moaned open-mouthed, dripping, desperate.

He tried to focus on Lena, on her slick walls squeezing him, but his head turned involuntarily toward the wall. The bed thumped again from the other room, in perfect rhythm. “That little cry? That’s your wife getting split open.”

Zack’s hands clutched at the sheets. His mouth was covered. His eyes were pleading.

He hated this.

He loved it.

His cock pulsed like it belonged to someone else, reacting on its own.

“She’s whimpering,” Lena gasped, grinding down harder. “That’s the sound of a woman who’s never going back.”

Then she stopped moving entirely.

She stayed still, his cock buried inside her, her fingers wrapped around his throat lightly, teasing the pressure.

“No,” she whispered. “Not yet.”

Zack nearly sobbed. His balls were so tight it hurt.

Then—

"Marc!"

The name came clear. Loud. Unmistakable.

Zack’s body went rigid. The pleasure was unbearable.

In that moment, something inside him cracked wide open.

His mind screamed no —but his cock said yes .

His orgasm wasn’t just release. It was a collapse.

A full surrender.

His hips jerked, his cock pulsed violently, and cum surged inside Lena’s clenching cunt as she leaned in, smiling with victorious cruelty.

“Look at you,” she whispered, kissing the corner of his mouth, licking it like she owned it. “You came… to your wife crying out another man’s name.”

And then, like twisting the knife deeper, Lena gently stroked his temple with mock sweetness.

“Shhh, breathe. You did so well for me,” she murmured. “Now you know your place.”

She leaned in and kissed him full on the mouth—tongue sliding between his lips, tasting herself on his skin, while her hips rolled one last time against his spent cock.

In the hallway beyond the door, another sound came.

A muffled, breathy laugh.

Emily’s voice.

Zack’s eyes watered. Shame. Lust. Gratitude. Ruin.

He didn’t move.

He just lay there.

Spent.

Owned.

And Lena—still grinding slow circles on his softening cock—laughed softly as she planted a kiss.

“That’s my good little cuck.”

Epilogue

Zack woke to the scent of strong coffee and the soft clink of cups, the kind of morning lull that would’ve felt peaceful any other day. But not after what had happened.

His body ached—not just physically but in ways that had no name. Deep inside, there was a strange calm layered with something heavier. His cock twitched beneath the sheets, already half-hard from nothing but the memory of Lena’s hips grinding down on him, her filthy whispers still echoing in his skull.

"That’s my good little cuck."

He winced—and yet his cock pulsed harder.

Rolling onto his side, he stared at the empty space where Lena had been. The mattress still smelled like her—a heady mix of sweat, sex, and the expensive perfume she’d worn that had long since soaked into his skin. He brought his hand to his face, inhaled his fingers, and tasted her on his tongue. Musky, raw, and real.

He remembered how she'd climbed back on top of him for one last round before slipping out of bed. Her pussy had still been leaking his own cum when she straddled his face, her thighs slick and warm as she fed him every drop of their shared mess. Zack had licked until she shuddered, the taste of his own fluid filling his mouth, her fingers gripping his hair like reins as she rode his tongue.

Only after Lena had left—her thighs still glistening and her smirk lingering—did Emily finally slip into bed beside him. Her skin was damp, her lips slightly swollen from kisses Zack hadn't given, and the scent of Marc's cologne clung to her like a second skin. As she curled around him, her breath warm against his shoulder, they had a moment—brief, but grounding—where her fingers laced through his and she whispered, "Are you okay?"

Zack nodded, throat tight. "Are you?"

She kissed his shoulder. "Yeah... I think I am."

It was a quiet affirmation, shared in the dimness, not as reassurance, but as something real. Then she exhaled and nestled closer, and for a second, it almost felt like love again. Just not the kind they'd known before.

He slipped out of bed slowly now, legs a little shaky, and tugged on the nearest pair of shorts, still sticky from the night before. Every step across the floor buzzed in his bones like he’d crossed some invisible threshold. And maybe he had.

As he walked toward the sliding glass doors, he caught a glimpse of movement through the sheer curtains. Outside, on the sun-drenched deck, Emily was perched on a lounge chair. Her posture was soft and open—bare legs curled beneath her, one strap of her tee sliding off her shoulder. But it wasn’t just the relaxed position that stopped Zack cold.

It was the way Lena sat beside her.

Lena wore nothing but one of Zack’s dress shirts, unbuttoned enough to show off the dark red lace bra underneath, the cups doing little to contain her pierced nipples, still slightly swollen from the night’s roughness. The shirt barely covered the curve of her ass, and her thighs were parted just enough to hint at the absence of underwear.

Her hand moved languidly, tracing light circles over Emily’s bare thigh—territorial and gentle in the most possessive way imaginable. Emily didn’t flinch. She leaned in.

They were whispering. Laughing. Sharing something private.

Zack stepped closer to the glass, heart pounding. His wife’s hair was still tousled, and there was no mistaking the soft flush across her chest or the faded pink fingerprint bruises on her inner thigh. She looked utterly ravished. And deeply content.

The sliding door opened with a hiss. Inside the villa, Marc stood by the kitchen counter, shirtless, sipping from a mug. He gave Zack a casual nod, his lean, muscular torso still faintly glistening from a recent shower.

“You good?” Marc asked.

Zack opened his mouth. Closed it. He swallowed, then nodded.

Marc just smiled, that same quiet confidence oozing off him, then turned back to the counter.

Zack stepped outside.

The air was warm, laced with salt and sun. But all he could focus on was Emily. She turned toward him, her smile slow and deliberate.

“Morning,” she said, like everything was normal.

But her eyes said otherwise. There was a fire there now. Calm and controlled, but burning nonetheless.

She stood and walked over, barefoot on the wooden planks, her oversized tee barely brushing the tops of her thighs. She kissed him gently, sweetly, warmly. But her hand trailed down his chest before stopping just above his waistband.

When she pulled back, her eyes met his. Still smiling.

“Next time...” she whispered, her breath brushing his lips. “We do it all in the same room.”

The words hit him like a second climax.

Same room.

No walls. No shadows.

Just pure, unfiltered surrender.

Zack didn’t move. Didn’t blink.

He instinctively reached for his cock, fingers twitching with the need to stroke, to release—but then froze. He let his hand drop.

Not yet.

Emily turned and walked back to Lena, who pulled her close again like she’d never let her go. Lena’s fingers slid slowly down the curve of Emily’s back, pausing just above her ass.

Zack’s throat went dry.

“See?” Lena said loud enough for him to hear. “Told you he’d break.”

They both laughed. Quiet, low, utterly devastating.

Marc joined them on the deck, placing fresh coffee in front of each woman like he was serving queens.

And Zack?

He stood frozen, cock stiffening once more, heart racing.

He’d given up more than just Emily.

He’d surrendered his old self—willingly.

And he wasn’t sure he wanted it back.

***

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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Daddy’s Birthday Gift: A MFF Cuckold Hotwife Night to Remember 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/ahrU    )

Ben always thought watching was just a fantasy. Something to whisper during sex, something to tease in the dark. But tonight, it’s real. 

His wife, Blake, beautiful, busty, and his for years, isn’t just being admired. She’s being offered. As a birthday gift to her best friend’s older, dominant husband... a man she calls “Daddy” with a filthy smile and no shame at all. 

And Ben? He’s watching. 

Watching as Lana peels Blake’s dress off inch by inch. Watching as her body is claimed. As Blake moans, shakes, and begs... not for him, but for Daddy. 

They’d always talked about it. Fantasized. But nothing could have prepared him for the way his wife would come alive for another man, or the way it would wreck him to see it. 

This is their night. One boat. Two blondes. And one man who takes what he wants while the husband sits across the room: hard, helpless, and more turned on than he’s ever been. 

A raw, spicy, and intensely erotic cuckold hotwife novella for readers who crave submission, power, and watching the one you love, surrender. 
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The Billionaire’s Shared Hotwife: A Deal with a BBC 

( Direct Link:   https://mybook.to/M72IM    )

Victoria Kensington was never meant for an ordinary life. Once a business school intern, now the adored trophy wife—and perfect hotwife —of Arthur Kensington, a billionaire nearly thirty-five years her senior.  He spoils her, controls her, and has shaped her into his most prized indulgence. She lives for his praise, thrives under his guidance, and would do anything to make him proud. 

Including being shared when the moment calls for it. 

Arthur has always closed his biggest deals with more than just negotiations. Powerful men expect a certain level of trust, a bond that goes beyond contracts.  When the opportunity arises to lock in a lucrative new mining venture, Arthur offers Malik Adeyemi—the commanding, impossibly built business West African mogul—his most valued possession: Victoria. 

For Malik, the deal isn’t done until he’s had her— truly had her.  And Victoria? Trained to please, dressed to tempt—she was a gift meant to be admired, touched, and thoroughly claimed. 

Tonight, she won’t just watch her husband sign a deal—she’ll seal it. 

A night of pleasure, submission, and indulgence  awaits in this steamy, high-heat novella where control, wealth, and desire collide. 
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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. 

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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