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The Wedding Night
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I unlocked the door. She stumbled in before me, barefoot, heels in one hand, veil crooked. Her wedding dress was wrinkled, makeup smudged, eyes bright and drunk.

“God, my feet,” she said, tossing the shoes somewhere near the closet.

She collapsed onto the edge of the bed, legs spread, laughing. Her dress rode up and I could see the edge of her white lace panties. My heart thudded.

“I still can’t believe we did it,” I said, standing in the doorway like a fucking idiot.

Emily looked up at me. “You're my husband now.” She grinned. “You get to fuck me every night.”

I smiled like a boy. “Starting now?”

She raised an eyebrow. “You think I wore this expensive lingerie for the priest?”

She stood up, swayed slightly. I caught her waist, steadied her. Her perfume hit me—something floral and sweat and champagne.

“Unzip me,” she said, turning her back.

I fumbled with the tiny zipper. My fingers shook. Her back was smooth. Bare. She wasn’t wearing a bra. I kissed her shoulder. She didn’t stop me.

“I need to pee,” she said, stepping away.

She walked to the bathroom slowly, letting the top of her dress slide down, just enough for me to catch a bounce of her tits underneath the fabric.

I sat on the edge of the bed, bulge hard and obvious. My dress shirt was still tucked in. I undid the top button. My mouth was dry. My heart was beating too fast. I told myself to stay calm.

This was just sex. Just our wedding night.

But fuck, I wanted her like I never had before.

She walked out naked except for her heels and lingerie. No veil. No dress. Just white lace stretched over her tits and pussy, and a flushed face.

I stood. My hands were shaking. My shirt was half-buttoned, cock stiff against my pants.

She watched me with that slow smile, then reached behind and unclasped the bra. Her tits dropped free. Big. Heavy. Round enough to sway when she shifted her weight.

I stepped forward and dropped to my knees. She put her hands in my hair. I kissed the underside of her tits. Licked up the soft slope until I got to her nipples. They were pink and tight.

I sucked. She laughed.

“Too hard.”

I did it again. She gasped. “Better.”

I reached between her legs. Her panties were soaked. I pulled them down. She stepped out of them, pussy shaved bare. The smell hit me. Sweat. Skin. Wetness.

She climbed onto the bed. Sat back, legs apart. Her tits bounced as she moved.

I stood there, staring at her pussy. I’d seen it before. But never like this.

“Are you gonna stare,” she said, “or are you gonna eat your wife’s cunt?”

I dropped to my knees and buried my face between her legs.

She was soaked. The heat of her made my mouth water. I licked up and down her slit, slow at first, feeling her thighs tense around my ears. She tasted like sweat and skin and pussy—raw and real. I pushed my tongue in deeper. She let out a low moan and grabbed the back of my head.

“Fuck, Jason,” she said. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I worked her clit with my tongue, flat and fast, then soft and slow. She kept twitching, hips lifting. I could feel her building. She was breathing harder. Her fingers clenched in my hair.

“Right there,” she gasped. “Right fucking there—”

She came loud. Her thighs snapped around my head. She jerked under me. Her whole body shivered. I kept licking until she pushed me away, panting.

“Jesus,” she said, laying back against the pillows, tits rising with each breath.

I stood up and stripped my pants off. My cock sprang free, rock hard. I climbed onto the bed, kissed her stomach, her tits, her neck. She pulled me down and kissed me back, tasting herself on my tongue.

“Condom?” I asked, breathless.

She gave me a look. “We’re married, dumbass.”

I laughed and pressed against her. She spread her legs again, guiding me in with one hand. I rubbed my cock along her pussy until it caught, then pushed forward. She was still slick and hot.

I slid in slowly, inch by inch. Her eyes were locked on mine. She wrapped her legs around me, heels digging into my thighs.

“I love you,” I said.

“I know,” she whispered. “Now fuck me like it.”

I thrust hard. She grunted. I did it again, faster. Her tits bounced. Her mouth opened, head thrown back.

She grabbed my ass, pulled me deeper. “More,” she said. “Harder.”

I gave it to her. Fast. Messy. My balls slapped against her with every thrust. The sound of our bodies filled the room—wet, fast, loud.

She clawed at my back. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

My arms trembled. My hips ached. I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I felt her tightening around me again, getting close.

She came again, screaming into my shoulder. That pushed me over the edge. I groaned, slammed into her one last time, and came inside her. My whole body jerked. I collapsed onto her chest, still twitching.

I stayed there, breathing against her tits. Her skin was slick. I was sweating like hell, cock still pulsing inside her. I kissed the swell of her breast. She didn’t say anything.

After a minute, I pulled out. She let out a little gasp, legs falling open. My cum slid out of her, dripping onto the sheets. I grabbed a towel from the nightstand and wiped her thighs, then wiped my cock and stomach. She still hadn’t moved.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Mm-hmm,” she said.

I couldn’t tell if it was a yes or just a noise. I got up, tossed the towel aside, and looked at her. She was lying flat, arms above her head, tits rising and falling. Eyes half-closed. Her mouth was slack, lips parted. She looked completely wrecked.

I crawled back onto the bed and kissed her shoulder.

“That was amazing,” I said.

“Mm-hmm.”

I wasn’t sure what to do with that. I stroked her stomach. She didn’t react. I touched her tits. Nothing.

She turned her head, finally looking at me. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m just tired.”

I nodded, tried not to sound disappointed. “That’s fair.”

She rolled onto her side, away from me. Her ass pushed back slightly. I thought about reaching for her again. I didn’t.

I lay there next to her, hard again, staring at the curve of her back. The silence stretched. She didn’t touch me. Didn’t say anything else. I watched her for a long time.

Then I whispered, “I love you,” into the dark.

She didn’t answer.

I didn’t sleep. My cock was still hard. I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling, listening to her breathe. Her back was warm against my side, her ass barely touching my thigh. I didn’t know if she was asleep.

I reached out and touched her hip. She didn’t move.

“You still awake?” I asked.

She shifted a little. “Yeah.”

I waited. She didn’t say anything else.

“That was... perfect,” I said. “I mean, all of it. The wedding. You. Us.”

She made a soft noise. “It was good.”

I swallowed. “You were amazing.”

She rolled onto her back. Her tits moved with her, still heavy and flushed. She looked over at me, expression soft. “You’re sweet.”

That felt like a compliment and a warning at the same time.

“I want to do that again,” I said. “Like... every day in Jamaica.”

She smiled. “Every day, huh?”

“Yeah.”

She laughed quietly. “We’ll see if you can keep up.”

I grinned, leaning over to kiss her. She kissed me back for a second, then turned her face away.

“I’m serious,” I said. “I want to fuck you on the beach. In the pool. On the balcony. I want—”

She turned her head toward me again. “Jason.”

“What?”

She looked tired. Not annoyed. Just done. “Let’s just sleep for now.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

She rolled back to her side, pulling the sheet up over her hip.

I stayed where I was, still hard, still aching. I could smell the sex on her, on me, on the sheets. I could still feel the sound she made when she came.

Her hand slid down her stomach. She didn’t say anything. Just moved slow and quiet.

Her fingers slipped between her legs under the sheet. I froze.

She thought I was asleep. Or maybe she didn’t care.

Her hand moved slow at first. A soft rustle under the sheets. Then a pause. Then again. Faster. Her breath changed.

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t move. Just stared at the side of her face, her lips parted, her eyes still closed.

Her hips started to shift. Small movements. The kind she never made with me unless I told her to. Her thighs tightened. I couldn’t see her hand anymore, but I could hear it. Wet and quiet.

I was rock hard.

She whispered something. I couldn’t catch it. I leaned in closer. She whispered it again.

Not my name.

Not even a word. Just a sound. Something deep and filthy, not meant for me.

Her legs shook. Her mouth opened. Her chest rose. She came hard, biting her lip.

I watched the whole thing. Didn’t touch her. Didn’t speak.

When it was over, she opened her eyes. Looked right at me.

“You like seeing me like that?” she asked.

I nodded. Couldn’t speak.

She smiled. Turned away. Closed her eyes again.

I stared at the back of her neck. Listened to her breathing slow down.

I stayed awake. My cock throbbed under the sheet. I didn’t move. I didn’t jerk off.

I just kept thinking about how she looked when she came without me.
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The Arrival
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Emily wore tight black leggings and a white tee that clung to her tits. No bra. She said it was for comfort, but she knew what it did to me. Every time she reached for something in the airport, I watched her tits move. Everyone else did, too.

She caught me staring while she bent over to fix the strap on her carry-on. Her cleavage was deep enough for me to see deep down between her glorious tits.

“Jesus, Jason,” she whispered. “I’m right here. You don’t have to drool.”

“I can’t help it. You married me in that body.”

“Barely married you,” she smirked, “and only because you promised me a beach and bottomless drinks.”

We sat at the gate. She crossed her legs and leaned back, tits pushing tight against the fabric. She licked yogurt off her spoon and smiled like she didn’t notice. I was already hard under my jeans.

She leaned over. “You know the flight’s long, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Try not to cum in your pants before we land.”

I didn’t say anything. She kissed my cheek and went back to her phone.

On the plane, we got a row to ourselves. She curled up against me under the blanket. Her thigh pressed right against my cock. I kept thinking about lifting her leg and sliding in right there.

“Let’s do it,” I whispered. “Mile high.”

She looked up at me. “We’d get banned from flying. That’s a felony or something.”

“Probably worth it.”

She rolled her eyes, but her hand dipped under the blanket. She found my cock through my pants and squeezed.

“Not here,” she whispered. “Later.”

I turned my head and kissed her. She let me for a second, then pulled away, biting her lip.

She dozed off like that. Her tits against my arm, her breath slow and steady. I kept my hand on her leg, staring down the curve of her waist.

I closed my eyes, tried to sleep. I kept seeing her in the ocean, water dripping off her tits. I imagined her bending over on a beach chair, letting me fuck her while waves crashed behind us.

She shifted in her sleep. Her ass pressed against my hip. I was fully hard. I stayed still, hoping no one noticed.

When she woke up, she looked down at the blanket. Then at me.

“You were dreaming about me,” she said.

“Yeah.”

“You’re disgusting.”

She smiled.

The air hit us like steam when we stepped out of the plane. Heavy. Sweet. Thick with heat and salt.

Emily pulled her shirt away from her chest and fanned herself. Her nipples were already pushing through the fabric again. I watched them bounce as we walked across the tarmac.

“You’re not going to last long in this heat,” I said.

She looked over her sunglasses. “I’ll be naked most of the time anyway.”

My dick twitched.

A driver was waiting with a sign that said REID. He helped with the bags and opened the back of a black SUV. Emily climbed in first, ass up, stretching as she pulled her dress down. I stared right at it. Didn’t even try to hide it.

The ride to the resort took maybe thirty minutes. The roads got narrower. Palm trees turned into cliffs and coastlines. Everything was green and full and alive. Emily held my hand the whole way. I kept looking at her profile—her lashes, her mouth, the tan line on her chest where the V of her dress ended.

She squeezed my hand. “You’re staring again.”

“Can’t help it.”

“Try.”

She smiled when she said it.

When we pulled up to the resort, I exhaled. It didn’t look real. Gated, private, stone and wood buildings set into the hillside. No front desk. Just an open-air entrance with a view straight to the ocean.

A woman in a white blouse greeted us and offered cold towels. Emily wiped her chest. I watched the towel drag between her tits.

The woman smiled politely. “Welcome to Palm Shore Villas. You’ll have your own private villa and a dedicated butler for the duration of your stay.”

“A butler?” I said.

“Yes, sir. He’ll take care of everything you need.”

Emily raised her eyebrows. “Everything?”

I laughed. “Guess we’re fancy now.”

The woman handed us our welcome drinks. Emily licked the salt off the rim and sipped. Her lips were pink and wet.

“You’re already staring,” she whispered. “Better pace yourself.”

“I married a fucking pornstar.”

She grinned. “You married a girl who likes tequila.”

The staff took our bags and led us down a stone path. Our villa was up a small incline, tucked behind some palms. It had a gate, a private pool, and wide glass doors facing the sea.

Emily reached for my hand again.

“This is perfect,” she said. “I could stay here forever.”

I kissed her temple. She leaned into me.

I meant to say something. Something sweet. But before I could speak, the door opened behind us and someone stepped inside.

He was tall. That was the first thing I noticed. Not just tall—big. Shoulders wide enough to fill the doorway. He stood straight, hands behind his back, dressed in a clean white button-down and navy slacks. Shined black shoes. Short-cropped hair. Black skin. No smile.

“Mr. and Mrs. Reid,” he said. “I’m Omari. I’ll be your butler during your stay.”

His accent was British. Precise. Like someone on TV. Not fake. Polished. Professional.

Emily said, “Hi,” a little too softly.

I held out my hand. “Nice to meet you, man.”

He shook it briefly. His grip was strong but not tight. He nodded once and let go.

“I’m here to assist with anything you need,” he said. “If there’s anything I can arrange—meals, bookings, transportation—please let me know.”

I nodded. “Thank you. This place is insane.”

He didn’t respond. Just stepped aside so we could walk in.

Emily said, “You work here full-time?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You live on the island?”

“I do.”

Her voice was casual, but something about her posture had shifted. Her hand wasn’t in mine anymore.

He led us through the villa. Bedroom with a king-sized bed. Marble floors. Bathroom with a freestanding tub and an outdoor shower. He spoke while facing forward. Never looked directly at either of us unless necessary.

I couldn’t tell if he was shy or just formal. He felt... heavy. Not in a bad way. Just like he took up more space than he actually did.

Emily walked ahead, running her fingers along the counter, then over the back of a chair.

“Everything’s stocked,” Omari said. “Champagne is chilled. Snacks and water are replenished daily. Please don’t hesitate to contact me at any time.”

He pointed to the resort phone. “Just press the star key. It rings directly to me.”

Emily looked back at him. Her eyes lingered for a second too long.

“Thank you, Omari,” she said.

He nodded, turned, and walked to the door. His back was straight. His shoes didn’t make a sound on the tile. He opened the door and closed it behind him without another word.

I blew out a breath. “Damn. That guy’s got presence.”

Emily stood by the sliding glass door. She didn’t say anything. Just watched the light on the pool outside.

I stepped behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist. She leaned back into me. I kissed her neck.

She smiled. “You think he’s used to seeing people fuck in here?”

“I mean... probably.”

She laughed. But she kept looking at the pool, not at me.

Omari came back ten minutes later with our luggage. I offered to help. He said no, didn’t even pause. Just carried it all in and set it down neatly, like he’d measured every angle. He left again without asking for a tip.

“Jesus,” I said. “Do you think he hates us already?”

Emily gave me a look. “No. He’s just professional.”

I nodded. “Yeah. He’s... impressive.”

She didn’t respond to that.

We opened the suitcases. She pulled out a bikini and held it against her body.

“This one or the black one?” she asked.

I stared at her tits pressing through the fabric. “Whatever makes your nipples pop.”

She rolled her eyes. “You’re hopeless.”

We changed and stepped outside. The villa had a private deck, a plunge pool, and two padded loungers facing the sea. The air smelled like salt and fruit. The sun was brutal but perfect.

Omari was already waiting at the gate with a bottle of champagne and two glasses. I jumped.

“How did he know?”

Emily shrugged. “Maybe he just knows everything.”

He poured the drinks, handed them over, then stepped back.

“Would you like a full tour of the property?” he asked.

“Sure,” I said.

We followed him down the path. Emily walked ahead of me, hips moving slowly in her little sarong. Omari pointed out the spa, the yoga pavilion, the private beach entrance. His voice was quiet but clear.

At one point, Emily bent forward to pick up a shell. Her sarong shifted. I saw the lower curve of her ass, tight and tan. I looked at Omari.

He glanced. It was fast. Barely there. But I saw it.

He didn’t show it in his face. Just looked away, continued talking like nothing happened. But he saw her. He definitely saw her.

I didn’t say anything.

I walked behind them for the rest of the tour.

Back at the villa, Omari opened the champagne again and refilled our glasses.

Emily asked, “Don’t you get hot in those clothes?”

He looked at her. “I manage.”

She sipped. Her lips were wet. She said, “You must be used to seeing all kinds of guests.”

He didn’t reply.

I laughed, trying to keep the mood light. “She’s trying to figure out if people actually fuck in the outdoor shower.”

Omari kept his face neutral. “It’s not uncommon.”

Emily smirked.

He nodded once more, then turned to leave.

We watched him walk down the path, disappearing around the trees.

Emily didn’t look away until he was gone.

She pulled her bikini top off the second we got inside.

“Finally,” she said, tossing it onto a chair. Her tits bounced with the movement, still damp from the pool. I stared openly.

“You’ve been teasing me all day,” I said.

“I’m your wife,” she said. “I’m supposed to.”

She walked toward the bathroom, hips swaying. “Come on. You’re getting in with me.”

The shower was outside. Stone walls, open ceiling. Steam rose the second the water hit the tile. Emily stepped under it, water pouring over her hair, her chest. She turned and leaned into me, kissing my neck.

I kissed her back. My hands moved straight to her ass.

“I’ve been hard since the airport,” I said.

“I know.”

She reached down and stroked me under the water. I pressed her against the wall and dropped to my knees. Her legs were slick, skin hot, pussy already wet. I licked her slowly, feeling her thighs twitch. She moaned, hands in my hair, grinding on my mouth.

She came fast. Shaking. Wet all over my face. She pulled me up and kissed me, tasting herself. Then turned off the water, stepped out, and grabbed a towel.

I dried her slowly. She let me.

We walked naked to the bed. I threw the towel aside. She climbed up and laid back, legs open, tits rising with her breath.

“Fuck me already,” she said.

I didn’t wait. I got on top and pushed into her. She was tight and hot and ready for me. Her mouth opened. Her eyes closed. I thrust slow at first, grinding deep.

She whispered, “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

Her hands slid down my back. She kissed my shoulder, bit gently at my skin. I went harder, faster. Her tits bounced with every thrust. She wrapped her legs around me, pulled me in deeper.

She started to cum. I felt her clench. Her moan hit my ear. But something in her face changed.

For a second—just a second—she wasn’t looking at me. Her eyes were open, but she wasn’t there.

I didn’t stop. I fucked her through it. She came hard. Loud. Wet.

I pulled out just before I finished. Came all over her belly.

She panted, chest rising, hands limp at her sides. I leaned in to kiss her. She let me.

“You okay?” I asked.

She smiled. “Yeah. That was amazing.”

I nodded. It was. But I couldn’t stop thinking about her face when she came.

She pulled the sheet up and curled against me. Her skin was still damp. Her hair was wet on my chest. I wrapped an arm around her waist. She kissed my shoulder, slow and lazy.

“This place is perfect,” she said.

“I know.”

She closed her eyes. I could feel her breath on my skin. Her body soft and warm, still twitching every now and then from the orgasm.

I stared at the ceiling. The fan turned in wide, slow circles. Outside, the waves hit the shore in steady crashes. I should’ve felt calm. Content. I had her. I’d just fucked her into the mattress. She’d told me she loved me.

But that look.

It wasn’t a big thing. Not a gasp. Not a cry. Not a name. Just a flicker. Her eyes open, but not locked on me. Her mouth open like she was calling out—but it wasn’t for me.

She didn’t even know it happened. She smiled after. Kissed me. Said it was amazing. And it was.

So why couldn’t I stop thinking about it?

I rubbed my hand slowly over her back. She pressed her face into my chest and sighed.

“You tired?” I asked.

“Mmm.”

“Wanna eat?”

“Too full of you.”

I smiled. My heart kicked. That line would’ve made me cum on the spot ten years ago.

She started to drift. Her body slackened. Her mouth parted.

I looked over at her suitcase. Still half open. Her swimsuit top on the chair. Her flip-flops by the door. A damp bikini bottom draped over the marble tub in the bathroom.

I reached over and pulled the blanket higher over her back.

She didn’t stir.

I stayed awake another hour, staring into the dark. My dick still throbbed, even after everything. I thought about her coming again. Thought about how she looked when it happened.

And then I thought about Omari.

Just for a second.

I imagined him standing at the edge of the pool, watching through the glass. His eyes calm. His hands behind his back.

I shook it off.

Crazy.

I closed my eyes and tried to sleep.
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The First Glitch
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Her thigh was across my stomach when I woke up. Skin hot, damp from the sheet. She shifted in her sleep, tits brushing my chest, breath soft on my skin. I stayed still and watched her breathe.

She opened one eye, smiled.

“Morning,” she murmured.

I kissed her, hand sliding between her legs. Wet. Warm. She didn’t stop me.

She rolled over on top of me, reached between us, and guided my cock inside. No teasing. No words. Just slow, steady movement. Her hips rocked. Her tits swayed with each grind. My hands gripped her waist. Her pussy was tight, soft, slick. Every motion dragged against me.

I held her ass, pulled her down harder. She moaned. Short. Quiet. Her eyes closed. She bit her bottom lip and pressed her forehead to mine.

I came first. Fast. Deep inside her. She didn’t slow down. Just kept riding me until she clenched, gasped once, and let it hit her.

She stayed on top of me, panting against my throat.

“That was good,” she said, lips brushing my skin.

“That was the best part of waking up.”

She laughed and rolled off.

“Shower. You stay there,” she said. “I’ll come back and crawl into your lap again after I’m clean.”

She walked naked into the bathroom. Water started running. I lay back, arms behind my head, dick still twitching. I listened to her hum over the spray, little melodies with no tune.

After a while, the humming stopped. I heard the water shut off, then the slap of a towel against skin. She moved around the room, opening a drawer, dragging her brush through her hair.

A knock at the door.

I sat up. The tray. Right on time.

“Come in,” I called.

Omari entered in uniform. Polished. Balanced. He carried a large breakfast tray with fruit, toast, smoked fish, eggs, and two glasses of juice. I stood by the bed in just my shorts.

He set the tray down on the table by the window.

“Good morning,” he said with a small nod.

I started to thank him when I saw Emily walk out of the bathroom behind him.

Still naked.

She was drying her hair, towel bunched in both hands above her head. Her eyes were half-shut. She didn’t see him. Her body faced the door.

Her tits were full and bare. Water still clung to her stomach. One nipple caught the light. Her legs moved in slow, confident steps across the room.

Omari didn’t turn. Not fully. But I saw his eyes shift. A glance.

Just one.

A flicker down, then forward again. He didn’t pause. Didn’t smirk. Just set the tray, gave a short nod, and walked out.

She dropped the towel and said, “Was that breakfast?”

I didn’t answer right away.

She smiled at me. “You look weird.”

“I’m fine.”

I watched her grab panties from the suitcase and pull them on.

But something stuck. Her walk. Her timing. The way she hadn’t seemed surprised at all.

She hadn’t seen him, had she?

She couldn’t have known he was there.

Certainly not.

I sat at the edge of the bed, watching her pull on her bikini top. She didn’t rush. She tied it loose, adjusted it, checked herself in the mirror. She looked perfect. The kind of perfect that didn’t need effort.

She turned and caught me staring.

“What?” she asked.

“Nothing.”

She smiled and walked over, straddling my lap. Her tits pressed into my chest, warm and soft. She kissed my cheek.

“Eat before it gets cold.”

She bounced off my lap and went straight to the table. I followed.

Fresh pineapple, grilled fish, something soft and salty with eggs and toast. She poured juice and handed me a glass. Nothing in her movements said guilty. Nothing in her voice said she knew. She laughed when I got a piece of mango stuck on my lip. She sucked it off, tongue flicking slow.

She was the same as always.

But my mind wouldn’t shut up.

What if she had known he was there?

What if she heard the knock, and chose to walk out anyway?

I cut into the fish and tried to focus on the food. Tried to match her easy energy. But that one image kept replaying—her walking, glistening, completely bare. Omari’s eyes flicking, just for a second. No expression. No surprise.

Just a flash of awareness.

Then gone.

I told myself he didn’t mean anything by it. You walk in with a tray, there’s a naked woman—it’s human to look. He didn’t stare. Didn’t comment. He didn’t even slow down.

Maybe he hadn’t seen anything at all.

Maybe it had been nothing.

She sucked the last bite of mango from her fingers, then licked the juice off her thumb. She caught me watching.

“You’re acting weird,” she said.

“I’m just soaking you in.”

She leaned back in the chair and stretched, her arms above her head, tits straining the fabric of her top. The knot behind her neck slid slightly. I saw the edge of her nipple before she fixed it.

“You’re going to have to keep up with me this whole trip,” she said. “I’m still in the mood for more.”

She stood and walked toward the pool.

I watched her hips sway. Watched her untie the top as she reached the edge. She looked back once—not at me. Just over her shoulder.

Then she dropped the top and slid into the water.

I sat there, dick hard, jaw tight.

She was just being free. Relaxed. Happy.

That’s all it was, right?

Emily floated in the pool, eyes closed, arms spread. Her tits just broke the surface, nipples pink and hard from the water. She looked peaceful. I stayed on the lounger, letting the sun hit my chest, letting my thoughts slow down.

She climbed out twenty minutes later and didn’t reach for her top.

Just dripped.

I handed her a towel. She wiped her arms, her stomach, her face. Didn’t bother covering her tits.

She lay on the second lounger, still mostly wet, tits out, eyes on the sky.

“What time is it?” she asked.

I checked my watch. “Almost noon.”

She nodded. “Feels good to do nothing.”

We were quiet again. Just birds, the occasional laugh from another villa, the low hum of resort life. I watched her legs shift, her stomach rise and fall.

She sat up and reached for the bottle of sunscreen. Her tits hung with gravity now, not pushed up like they’d been at the altar. They were heavier than you’d think for her size. Firm, round—but not fake. They swayed a little as she squeezed lotion into her palm.

She rubbed it into her arms, her chest, the tops of her breasts, sliding her fingers under the curves, not caring if I watched. She did the same to her thighs, her hips, her stomach.

Then she leaned back and sighed.

I was hard again. Of course I was.

She caught me staring and smiled. “You could help, you know.”

“I’m helping by admiring,” I said.

She laughed.

A sound came from the trail behind the villa. Footsteps on gravel.

I saw Omari pass by. Not close. Just a glimpse between the bushes. He was walking toward one of the other villas, carrying a tray with bottles—maybe champagne, maybe water.

Emily didn’t turn her head, but her posture changed.

She crossed her legs.

Tightened her stomach.

Lifted her chin.

I watched her nipples stiffen. Or maybe they already had been.

She kept applying sunscreen, now to her neck, her shoulders, slow strokes. She didn't say anything. She didn’t glance his way.

But her back was straighter. Her movements slower.

He didn’t stop walking. Didn’t look our way. Wasn’t even close enough to see anything clearly.

Still.

Something in me tightened.

She wasn’t showing off. Not really. Not like a performance.

It was more subtle than that.

But it was there.

She stood to go back in the pool, pausing at the edge, stretching her arms overhead again, pulling her stomach taut and tilting her chest forward.

Then she dove in with a clean splash.

I didn’t say a word.

The sun had moved by the time she climbed out again. Her skin glowed. Her hair was slicked back, drops rolling down her neck. She wrapped the towel around her waist this time, but her tits stayed uncovered. She didn’t even glance at the top she’d dropped earlier.

She flopped onto her stomach beside me, sighing into her forearms.

“Can you hand me my book?”

I passed it to her. Some thick paperback with a woman on the cover. She read the way she fucked—slow, fully in it. She licked her finger each time she turned a page. I tried not to stare.

I sat up and grabbed my phone, scrolled mindlessly. Messages from my brother. A group text from work. None of it mattered.

Emily shifted, letting her legs part a little. The towel barely covered her ass. She was still wet underneath. I saw the edge of her bikini bottom peeking out—tight, tiny, and low.

Her voice broke the silence. “Why aren’t you swimming?”

“Watching you is better.”

She smiled but didn’t look up.

The bushes rustled again. Just wind. I thought.

I sat forward.

Omari was back. Walking behind the low hedge. No tray this time. Just passing through, maybe on break. His shirt was off. Just slacks, polished shoes, and a white towel over his shoulder. Chest broad, stomach hard. Not gym-perfect—real muscle, earned.

He didn’t stop. Didn’t speak.

Emily didn’t move.

But something in the way she adjusted the towel over her ass—it caught me. Not pulling it tighter. Not covering. The opposite.

More leg showed now. The bare underside of her thigh. The start of that curve.

Her top half stayed still. Reading. Page turn. Lick. Flick.

He passed.

I watched her.

She shifted again—slow, like stretching. The side of her breast slipped into view. She didn’t fix it.

“You’re reading the same page again,” I said.

She turned it.

I stood and walked inside, just for a minute. My dick was pressing into my shorts. I needed a break.

From what?

Nothing was happening.

But I felt it anyway.

I stood in the cool of the villa and stared out the sliding door. She was still on her stomach, turning another page. Calm. Relaxed.

But my pulse wouldn’t settle.

We went for a walk as the sun dropped. The heat softened, sky painted orange and violet. Emily slipped her hand into mine. Her skin was still warm from the shower. She leaned on my shoulder as we walked the sand path behind the beach huts.

“You smell good,” she said, nuzzling my arm. Then she kissed it.

I pulled her in and kissed her mouth. She giggled against me, then pulled away and skipped ahead, teasing.

She slowed again when we neared the edge of the property, where the path passed a staff access point. I saw a young man in resort uniform pushing a cart.

Emily stood straighter.

She adjusted the strap on her dress even though it didn’t need fixing. Her chest shifted. I watched her pull her shoulders back.

We passed more staff further along. A woman with a clipboard. A man stacking poolside chairs.

Each time, Emily’s posture changed. Chin up. Arms loose. Legs more precise.

I didn’t say anything. Just noted it.

Then I saw him.

Omari.

Walking down the same path ahead of us. Off duty. Out of uniform. Plain white shirt. Dark pants. No tray. Just a man heading somewhere else.

Emily’s step changed again.

Not faster. Not slower. But more... deliberate. Her hand slid into mine again. She tilted her head, laughed at something I hadn’t said.

He turned as we approached.

“Good evening,” he said with that polished calm.

“Beautiful night,” I replied.

Emily smiled wide. “Everything’s beautiful here.”

He nodded, professional. Warm, but distant. Eyes on mine. Not on her.

Then he kept walking.

I glanced at her. Her cheeks were flushed. Her chest rose fast, then steadied. She adjusted her ponytail and smiled like nothing had happened.

We reached the beach huts near the edge of the property. Emily pulled me toward one.

“No one here,” she whispered.

She kissed me hard. Open-mouthed. Hungry.

But when I opened her dress and pushed her against the wall, she stopped me.

“Later,” she said, grinning. “Just wanted to feel your mouth.”

She smoothed her dress and turned back toward the path. As she walked ahead, I watched the sway of her hips.

And felt... what?

Pride?

Jealousy?

I didn’t know.

That night, I couldn’t sleep.

Emily was out the second her head hit the pillow. Curled on her side, back pressed into my chest. Her skin against mine, bare and warm under the sheets.

I kept still. My arm around her waist. Her breath slow and deep.

My eyes stayed open.

The room was dark, quiet except for waves beyond the trees. But my brain wouldn’t settle.

The walk from the shower. The way her tits moved. The look on Omari’s face—just that flicker. The towel half-off. Her posture. Her smile.

My dick was hard.

I didn’t want it to be. But it was.

I slid my hand under the sheet, careful not to wake her.

Thought of her tits. Her ass. Her mouth. All mine.

But then—uninvited—another image hit me.

Her walking across the room. Bare. Confident. Aware.

Omari watching.

Just for a second.

I stroked faster. No sound. Just breath in my nose, jaw clenched.

I came into a tissue I’d hidden beside the bed, chest rising.

Emily shifted.

“Love you,” she murmured, half-asleep.

“I love you too.”

I wiped my hand and tossed the tissue in the bin.

She snuggled in tighter, warm and soft.

I kissed her shoulder.

But I still felt like I was on the other side of the room.
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Lotion and Lies
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The sun was already high when we stepped out onto the patio. Our pool sparkled—clean, private, quiet. The breeze off the sea was warm, soft. Emily tossed her towel onto the lounger and unwrapped her sarong in one quick movement.

New bikini.

Bright yellow. Smaller than yesterday’s. Her tits barely fit inside the triangles. Her ass disappeared under the cut of the bottoms. She looked like she belonged in a fucking commercial.

She smiled at me over her shoulder. “Coming in?”

“In a sec.”

She dove in smooth, barely a splash. I sat on the edge of the lounger and watched her swim. Slow, powerful strokes. Her ass surfaced every time she kicked, legs trailing behind. I felt myself get hard.

I adjusted my shorts and leaned back.

She swam three laps, then pulled herself out, arms flexing. Water rolled down her chest, drops catching the sun. She shook her head, spraying me.

“Asshole,” I said, laughing.

“Don’t sit so close then.”

She grabbed her towel, dried her face and hair, then lay down on her stomach. Her bikini top untied itself behind her back.

“Can you grab the sun lotion?”

I handed it to her from the side table. She squeezed a thick line down her spine and started rubbing it in—badly.

“Can’t reach,” she said. “You do it.”

I moved over and knelt beside her, pouring lotion into my hands. Her back was warm. She smelled like chlorine and coconut.

I rubbed slowly, watching her skin glisten. She moaned once—quiet, content. Her ass shifted as I moved lower. I stopped just above the waistband of her bikini.

“More pressure,” she said. “You’re always too gentle.”

I leaned in harder. She didn’t complain again.

The gate clicked at the back of the villa.

Omari stepped in, carrying a tray with two glasses of iced tea and a bowl of sliced fruit. He nodded politely.

“Good morning.”

Emily raised her head and smiled. “Perfect timing.”

I wiped my hands on my towel. “Thanks, man.”

He set the tray down on the side table and straightened.

“Would you mind doing my back?” Emily asked, twisting slightly. “Jason sucks at it.”

I turned to her, surprised.

Omari looked at me first.

I nodded. “Sure. If you don’t mind.”

He hesitated. Just a second. Then stepped closer and took the bottle from her.

She dropped her head to her arms and stretched long, tits pressed flat under her.

He knelt.

I sat back.

Omari poured a slow stream of lotion into his hands and rubbed them together. He knelt beside her, quiet as ever. Emily didn’t even lift her head—just stretched flatter, her tits pressed into the towel, her back curved, hips relaxed.

He started at her shoulders. Firm, even strokes. Long motions down her back. His hands were big—bigger than mine—and she didn’t flinch when he spread the lotion down her spine. If anything, she sank deeper into the lounger.

She murmured something too low to catch.

Then she shifted.

“Could you do my sides too?” she said. “I always miss those.”

Omari paused, glanced at me, then nodded once.

He moved lower, his hands sliding around her ribs. The edges of her bikini top bunched under his palms. His thumbs skimmed the outer curve of her tits. She exhaled hard. Not pain. Not surprise. Just... breath.

I stayed still. Watching. Listening.

She wiggled her hips. “You’re a lifesaver,” she said, casual.

His hands moved lower again, palms wide. Down her waist. Her hips.

She tugged at the back of her bikini bottoms. “Can you get just under the edge? I burn easy there.”

He hesitated.

Then he did it. His thumb hooked just beneath the fabric and pulled it down a finger-width. He rubbed slowly. Her back arched.

I shifted in my chair. My cock was getting hard. My chest felt tight.

He moved to her thighs. Started with the backs, then the sides. His hands were steady. Silent.

Then he slid between her legs. Her legs opened just a little. Just enough.

He worked the lotion into the soft skin near her inner thighs. Her hips lifted slightly.

Then—barely audible—she moaned.

Short. Quiet. Not sexual on its own. But real.

He finished the motion and stood without a word, wiping his hands on a cloth from the tray.

“All done.”

Emily turned her head toward him and smiled. “Thank you. That feels amazing.”

He nodded. Looked at me. I couldn’t read his face.

“That’ll be all,” I said. My voice sounded dry.

He stepped back and left through the gate.

The latch clicked closed.

Emily stayed on her stomach, relaxed, breathing slowly. She adjusted her bikini bottom back into place but didn’t retie her top.

I looked down at the towel under her hips.

A dark patch was spreading near the fabric.

Just water from the pool?

Maybe.

But my gut didn’t buy it.

I couldn’t stop picturing it.

The way she pulled her bottoms down, so casually. The way she opened her legs. The sound she made.

And Omari’s hands—broad, sure, moving like they had every right to be there.

It was nothing. That’s what I kept telling myself.

It was a massage. A favor. He was being helpful. Professional. Always was.

But something twisted in my stomach.

Emily sat up after a few minutes, tying her top back on without bothering to face me. Her hair was a little tangled. Her eyes were bright.

“God, I needed that,” she said, stretching. “You should’ve had him do you too.”

I tried to laugh. “I think I’ll survive.”

She looked at me. Her smile dropped, just a little. “What?”

“Nothing,” I said too fast.

She tilted her head. “Don’t start getting weird on me. He’s our butler. I just didn’t want to burn.”

I held up my hands. “I know. I didn’t say anything.”

“You’re looking at me like I flashed him or something.”

I shook my head. “You didn’t flash him.”

She grinned, pulling her ponytail tighter. “Exactly.”

Then she leaned over and kissed me. Light. Dismissive.

That was it.

She stood and walked toward the pool, her hips swaying with that same ease. She dove in again, water splashing over the edge.

I watched her underwater silhouette, skin sliding through light. My cock was still half-hard and my head was still full of questions I couldn’t ask without sounding crazy.

But the towel. The way she moaned.

That little dark patch.

What the fuck was that?

I told myself again—maybe for the tenth time—it was nothing.

She stayed lying there, still topless, like nothing had happened. I took a drink, then another, the glass sweating in my hand.

I couldn’t stop picturing it.

The way she pulled her bottoms down, so casually. The way she opened her legs. The sound she made.

And Omari’s hands—broad, sure, moving like they had every right to be there.

It was nothing. That’s what I kept telling myself.

It was a massage. A favor. He was being helpful. Professional. Always was.

But something twisted in my stomach.

Emily sat up after a few minutes, tying her top back on without bothering to face me. Her hair was a little tangled. Her eyes were bright.

“God, I needed that,” she said, stretching. “You should’ve had him do you too.”

I tried to laugh. “I think I’ll survive.”

She looked at me. Her smile dropped, just a little. “What?”

“Nothing,” I said too fast.

She tilted her head. “Don’t start getting weird on me. He’s our butler. I just didn’t want to burn.”

I held up my hands. “I know. I didn’t say anything.”

“You’re looking at me like I flashed him or something.”

I shook my head. “You didn’t flash him.”

She grinned, pulling her ponytail tighter. “Exactly.”

Then she leaned over and kissed me. Light. Dismissive.

That was it.

She stood and walked toward the pool, her hips swaying with that same ease. She dove in again, water splashing over the edge.

I watched her underwater silhouette, skin sliding through light. My cock was still half-hard and my head was still full of questions I couldn’t ask without sounding crazy.

But the towel. The way she moaned.

That little dark patch.

What the fuck was that?

The shuttle into town was fifteen minutes late. Emily didn’t care. She was humming to herself, scrolling her phone, legs crossed and bouncing. Bikini swapped for a sundress. No bra. I could tell. So could the driver, judging by the rearview glances.

She just smiled at him.

We hit the shops along the beachside strip—bright clothes, shell necklaces, carved wood dicks. Emily picked up a pink sundress with thin straps and no lining. Held it up to her body.

“What do you think?”

I nodded. “Looks like trouble.”

She bought it anyway.

Two stalls later, she found a small mirror framed in blue tile. “We should bring something back for your mom.”

“We’re not bringing my mom a mirror that says One Love on it.”

She grinned. “Fine. But it’s cute.”

We stopped for rum drinks. She ordered one with three different rums and a flower in it. Kept licking the straw between sips, letting her tongue linger. She was tipsy already—light, glowing, her whole body turned on somehow.

Everything she touched, she touched slowly. Everything she said came with a smile.

“You’re staring,” she said as we walked the narrow path back toward the shuttle stand.

“You’re hot today,” I said. “That dress is asking for it.”

She kissed my cheek. “I’m just happy.”

I nodded. I wanted to believe that. But something about her energy was wound tighter. Not distracted—more focused. Like she was savoring something no one else knew about.

She asked the driver how long he’d worked there. Asked about local beaches. Laughed at his jokes. Sat too close.

I kept a smile on my face and watched.

Back at the villa, she slipped into the bathroom with her new dress. I sat on the bed, sipping water, trying to shake the day’s images loose.

When she stepped out again, the dress was tighter than it had looked on the rack. No bra. No panties.

“I want to wear this to dinner,” she said, twirling. “Unless it’s too much?”

“It’s definitely too much,” I said.

She gave me that look.

“That’s why you’re wearing it,” I added.

She came closer, stood between my knees, kissed me, deep and slow. Her breath was sugary with rum. Her lips soft and open.

But the whole time, in the back of my mind, I kept seeing that moan. That stretch of her back. The lotion on her skin.

And her legs, just slightly spread.

We ate on the back patio, lights low, ocean black. Emily drank two more cocktails. I stuck to water. She talked more than usual—about our future, the honeymoon, the next resort we should visit. Her fingers stayed on my thigh under the table.

She leaned in and whispered something filthy between bites. Then laughed when I choked on my drink.

When we got back inside, she stripped the dress off like it was burning her skin.

“No underwear?” I asked, already knowing.

She pushed me back on the bed, climbed on top.

I was hard before she even touched me.

She kissed my neck, my chest, bit my shoulder. Rode me rough, full, hips rolling like she wanted to break me open. Her tits bounced hard, slapping against her chest. She leaned forward, pressing one into my face.

I sucked her nipple, biting it. She moaned and dropped her hips faster. I held her waist, watched her grind.

She came loud. Her eyes squeezed shut, head back, hands gripping my wrists.

But something in her face twisted for a second. Like she wasn’t with me.

Or maybe she was too far inside herself to care who was underneath.

When she collapsed against my chest, panting, I didn’t ask.

I just held her.

Still hard.

Still thinking.

Still wondering if she was thinking of someone else when she moaned like that.

She kissed my neck again. “Jesus,” she whispered. “You’re so fucking good.”

I wanted to believe her.

But that wasn’t the face she made when I touched her.

That was the face I saw when someone else’s hands were on her.

Emily slept like she’d been drugged. One arm across my chest, one leg hooked over mine, tits soft against my ribs. Her breath steady. Dreamless.

I stared at the ceiling, wide awake.

My cock was still half-hard.

It wasn’t from the sex.

It was that fucking moment. Her lying on the lounger, bikini untied, back arched, legs parted. His hands on her. The moan.

I told myself it was nothing. Again. For the hundredth time.

But the images kept coming. Not memories—fantasies I didn’t want.

I pictured him slipping her top all the way off. Grabbing her tits, squeezing them in both hands. Pinching her nipples while she moaned into the towel. Her hips lifting. Her mouth opening. Her body not resisting.

I pictured him dragging the bikini bottoms down. Not asking. Just doing it.

And she lets him.

He strokes her first. Slow. Testing her.

Then fingers her.

Deep. Two fingers curling up inside while his thumb rubs her clit.

I pictured her legs spreading wider. Her back arching more. Her ass lifting off the lounger.

And me—fucking sitting there. Watching it happen. Pretending not to notice. Acting like it was all normal.

My hand moved without thinking.

I jerked off under the sheet, slow and quiet, eyes locked on her sleeping face. I imagined her moaning louder. Grinding on his hand. Begging for it without a word.

I came hard into a tissue, teeth clenched, breath held.

It disgusted me.

And I’d never been more turned on in my life.

Emily shifted in her sleep and murmured, “Love you.”

I swallowed. “Love you too.”

She didn’t wake.

But I didn’t sleep for a long time.

And I hated that part of me wanted more.
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Glimpses

[image: ]


The resort had a few off-road bikes they loaned to guests. I’d signed one out just after sunrise, hoping an hour of rough trails would get my head right. Sweat it out. Leave the beach behind for a while.

It helped.

Until I got back.

The gravel path leading to our villa was still shaded. The air smelled like salt and hibiscus. I rolled to a stop by the gate and heard it—her laugh.

Loud. Loose. Unfiltered.

My pulse jumped.

I stepped off the bike, walked quietly up the side path, keeping close to the wall.

The outdoor shower was running.

I didn’t mean to spy. Not really. But something in the tone of her voice made me slow down, peek around the palms—

And there she was.

Emily stood completely nude under the stream. Hair slicked back, skin glowing. Water rolled over her chest, down her stomach, between her legs. Her body faced forward. Directly toward him.

Omari was three feet away, holding her towel like it was sacred. Eyes fixed high. Controlled. Like a man counting seconds in his head.

She was talking to him. I couldn’t make out the words.

But her hands were sliding over her own skin. She wasn’t just rinsing off. She was putting on a show.

She cupped her tits, let her fingers trace down her stomach, over her hips. She turned slightly, just enough to show the curve of her ass, then back again.

Omari didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

But I saw his jaw tighten. Just slightly.

He bent to set the towel on the bench. Kept his gaze away from her chest, her body, her eyes. Like it hurt to do it.

Emily didn’t reach for the towel. She let the water keep running, her hands still moving over her skin.

She watched him walk away.

Smiling.

That smile—playful, wicked, proud—hit me like a punch.

It was the smile she used to give me when she was being bad. When she wanted to be caught.

I stayed frozen behind the wall, bike propped silently in the sand. My heart was hammering. My mouth dry.

She didn’t move.

The water still poured down from the silver spout above her, drenching her body. She tilted her head back into it. Her hands traced up her sides, across her tits, slow and deliberate. No rush. No guilt.

She was glowing.

Her nipples stayed hard. Her legs just slightly parted.

Omari didn’t glance back. He disappeared around the corner with the same quiet posture he always had. Nothing in his body gave anything away.

But I’d seen it.

His jaw. That twitch.

And her smile.

She stepped out of the shower slowly, like she was on stage, then reached for the towel he’d left. She patted her arms and chest, not bothering to hide anything from the open air.

No one else was around.

But I had the sick, unmistakable feeling that she’d known he was still watching when she touched her tits like that.

That maybe she wanted to see how far he could go without breaking.

I backed away from the side path. Took the long way around to the front gate. Gave it a few minutes so I wouldn’t look like I was sneaking back in.

Because I was sneaking.

Even if I didn’t want to admit it.

I stepped inside and dropped the helmet by the door. My shirt was damp with sweat. I heard movement in the bedroom.

“Hey,” I called.

Emily appeared in the hallway in a towel—barely. It clung to her tits, loose at the top, water soaking through the middle. Her hair was dripping down her back. She was flushed, cheeks pink, eyes bright.

She didn’t ask about the ride.

Didn’t even say hello.

She walked right up and kissed me. No words. No hesitation. Her tongue slid into my mouth, her hands already tugging at my waistband.

I grabbed her hips. “Jesus. Okay—”

She dropped the towel.

Naked. Still wet. Skin warm and slick.

She pushed me toward the couch.

“I need you,” she whispered.

I fell back. She climbed on top. No teasing, no warm-up. She took my cock in one hand, lined herself up, and dropped onto me in one stroke.

Fucking soaked.

She was already wet—more than wet. Her body gripped mine like it hadn’t been long at all.

She started moving fast. Grinding. Her tits bounced in my face. I grabbed them, sucked one nipple, then the other. She moaned low, short and hard, head thrown back.

It felt amazing.

But I couldn’t ignore what this was.

It wasn’t about me.

She wasn’t looking at me.

She was using me.

I felt her clench around me as she came, hard, eyes shut, mouth open in a soundless gasp.

When she slumped against me, I ran my fingers up her spine. She shivered.

“I missed you,” she said, breathless.

I kissed her shoulder.

But all I could think about was how she hadn’t looked surprised to see me. Not even a little.

She slipped into the pool a half hour later without saying a word. Still naked. Still humming to herself.

I followed her in.

The water was cool, a shock against my skin. She floated on her back, eyes closed, arms outstretched. Her breasts broke the surface, bobbing gently with each breath. Her legs moved in slow, lazy circles.

She looked like she belonged there.

I swam closer, but she didn’t open her eyes. I tried to speak—something light, anything to connect.

“You good?”

She nodded, lips barely parting. “Mmm.”

That was it.

She drifted toward the edge. I watched her body glide through the water, glistening under the sun. Her nipples stayed stiff, peaked. Her ass surfaced just enough to make me ache.

She climbed out, slow and unbothered, water cascading down her curves. She didn’t towel off—just stretched out on the lounger, skin still wet, bikini in a crumpled pile on the ground next to her.

Laid back. Legs parted. One hand behind her head. Her other rested between her thighs.

Not touching herself.

Just there.

I sipped water from a glass, jaw clenched. My cock throbbed under my swim trunks.

I wanted to ask if she was okay. Wanted to ask who the fuck she was trying to impress.

But I didn’t. Because deep down, I already knew.

She didn’t seem to notice. Or care.

“Dinner?” she asked, smiling like everything was perfect.

We walked the beach path to the restaurant. She slipped her arm through mine, pressed her body close. I could feel the heat of her skin through the thin cotton.

She was glowing.

We were halfway through the appetizer when Omari appeared at the table. Not out of place—he checked in on all the couples. But my heart still jumped when I saw him approach.

“Everything all right this evening?” he asked, hands behind his back.

His voice was soft. Polite. That smooth British edge again. The butler tone.

Emily sat up straighter. Her hand brushed her hair back. “Perfect,” she said, and her smile widened. “We’re being completely spoiled.”

He gave a short nod. “Let me know if there’s anything else I can bring you.”

Her eyes lingered on his for a second longer than they needed to.

“Maybe I’ll think of something,” she said—and then she licked her lips.

Quick. Soft. Automatic.

But I saw it.

I looked at her. Her nipples had stiffened. The fabric of the dress clung tighter now, and the air wasn’t cold.

Omari nodded once more and walked away, posture crisp.

I didn’t say anything. I just sipped my wine.

She looked down at her plate like nothing had happened. But I could see it—her breathing was shallow. Her chest was flushed.

She stayed close all through the meal. Laughed too easily. Brushed her foot along my calf. Whispered, “I love you,” when we stood to go.

And I said it back.

Back in the villa, she lit candles. Poured wine. Turned on soft music from the resort playlist. Her body moved with an ease I hadn’t seen since before the wedding—like something inside her had relaxed.

Like a need had been fed.

She danced while brushing her teeth. Pulled me into the bedroom by my shirt. Naked under the dress.

She didn’t tease.

She fucked me the way she used to after long parties—drunk on attention, not alcohol. Rode me fast, hair loose, tits bouncing, legs wide. She came hard again. Shaking.

I came inside her, gasping. She collapsed on my chest, breathless.

We lay there tangled, her body hot and damp against mine.

But something gnawed at me. Not regret. Not even jealousy.

Disbelief.

It had always been me who brought out that wildness in her.

Now I wasn’t sure.

She fell asleep within minutes. One arm over my chest. A faint smile still on her lips.

I stared at the ceiling, hearing the splash of the shower again. Seeing the way she’d stood there, slick and bare, hands sliding over her own body.

I didn’t know if she knew I’d seen.

But I knew she wouldn’t have cared.

That smile was meant for him.
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Inside Jokes
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We got back from dinner just after nine. The air was heavy, thick with salt and warm breeze. Emily walked barefoot up the path in that soft yellow dress again—thin, clinging, no bra. Her ass swayed under the hem like it was trying to make me say something.

I didn’t.

She laughed at something I didn’t catch and bent over the cabinet by the minibar to grab fresh glasses. The dress stretched tight across her ass. I saw the crease of her cheeks through the fabric.

She straightened and glanced at me with a small smirk.

“Sit,” she said. “We’re not going to bed yet.”

She opened a fresh bottle from the resort welcome basket and poured two heavy-handed drinks. Just as she turned to hand me one, we heard the soft tap on the villa gate.

Omari.

He walked in, calm as always, dressed down now—button-up open at the collar, sleeves rolled. Still polished. Still in control.

“Just wanted to check in before I end my shift,” he said. “Anything else I can bring?”

“Join us,” Emily said instantly, turning toward him.

He paused. “Ma’am, I’m still—”

“Come on,” she cut him off. “One drink. Off the record. We’re celebrating.”

He looked at me.

I shrugged. “Sure. If you want.”

He hesitated for a beat longer. Then stepped inside and closed the gate.

Emily held up the extra glass already poured. “We’ll pretend we don’t know your name.”

That made him smile. Just a flicker.

He took the glass.

Emily sat on the cushioned bench, legs folded beneath her. Her dress slipped high on her thighs. She didn’t fix it.

I watched her eyes meet his.

And for the first time, I felt like the guest.

Emily tapped the cushion beside her. “You don’t have to hover. Sit.”

Omari hesitated. I could see the conflict in his body, just for a second. Then he sat—slowly, carefully—like someone placing himself inside a trap he didn’t quite believe was set.

Not next to me. Next to her.

She was curled up on the bench, barefoot, glowing. Her skin seemed warmer than usual, maybe from the wine, maybe from the way the night clung to her. The dress had slipped again. One strap hung low, barely hanging on. The fabric draped across her tits just enough to stay decent. Just enough to dare the eye.

She didn’t adjust it.

She crossed her legs slowly, deliberately. The slit in her dress opened wide, showing the soft inner part of her thigh. Her skin caught the candlelight—smooth, golden, impossible not to look at.

He didn’t look. At least, not immediately.

I saw his jaw tighten. I saw the flick of his eyes downward—fast, subtle, but there. The way you look at something that’s about to ruin you.

Emily smiled like she hadn’t noticed.

“So how long have you been working here?” she asked, voice casual, sweet.

“Four years,” Omari said. Calm. Neutral. “Before that, London.”

Her eyebrows lifted. “London. That explains the voice.”

He gave the faintest nod. “That’s just training. You learn the tone they expect.”

She giggled. “Well, I like it. It’s very... controlled.”

His jaw moved slightly. “That’s the idea.”

She shifted her weight, turning toward him more fully. Her knee brushed his. She didn’t move it. Neither did he.

I drank slowly, eyes flicking between them. I didn’t say anything. Not yet. I couldn’t tell if this was flirting or just wine and heat and a long day. But I felt the air changing—thicker somehow, slower. Like watching someone light a match just a little too close to your curtains.

Emily asked about his training. She asked about the hotel. Then about where he lived on the island. Not rapid-fire—just curious. Chatty.

But her posture was open. Intimate.

I joined in once or twice. Tried to laugh along. But the rhythm was off. Like I was speaking into a room that didn’t have room for me.

She touched his arm when he told a story about a tourist misunderstanding patois. A light touch. Fingertips.

His voice didn’t change. But I saw his nostrils flare. Just once.

I watched them. I watched her skin against his sleeve. Her bare thigh so close. The line of her neck exposed as she tilted her head toward him.

I couldn’t hear my own heartbeat over the quiet, steady hum of theirs.

The drinks kept flowing. Emily kept pouring. She’d already topped off Omari’s glass twice. Mine once. Her own, three times.

She was leaning back now, one arm draped along the bench behind Omari. Her body angled toward him, dress slipping a little more each time she shifted. The neckline sagged low—low enough to show the full swell of her tits, only barely covered. Her skin gleamed in the candlelight.

Omari stayed mostly still. But I could feel something softening in him. His voice was less formal. His answers a little longer. At one point, Emily asked him to say something in patois, and when he did—low, rhythmic, rough around the edges—she actually sighed.

“No idea what that meant,” she said, smiling like she wanted to climb inside his voice.

He gave her a look. Just a brief one. But it held.

Then I caught him looking again. Lower this time. Not fast. Not glancing.

He studied the curve of her cleavage. His eyes moved across it, taking in the soft line between her breasts, the way her skin stretched tight over them as she leaned forward. He looked like he didn’t realize he was doing it—like his body was acting on instinct.

Emily said nothing. She didn’t adjust the dress. She didn’t cover herself.

She just let it happen.

I tried to cut the moment with a question—asked about the different villas he worked—but it landed flat. Emily didn’t respond. Omari gave a polite answer, then turned back to her.

She laughed again. Her hand brushed his forearm.

Then her thigh touched his.

That time, she didn’t move it.

Neither did he.

He looked up at her face again, expression calm. But his eyes were darker now. Focused. There was no question what he’d just seen. Or how much he liked it.

Emily caught him staring and smiled.

“Jason says I get louder when I’m tipsy,” she said. “Do you think I’m loud?”

“You’re very expressive,” Omari said.

“I like that,” she replied, her voice dipping slightly.

I got up to fetch a bottle of water from the fridge inside. Needed a breath. Something cold.

When I came back out, I stopped just behind the doorway.

They were laughing. Heads close. Her hand was on his knee now, fingers light, casual like a joke had just landed.

Omari looked relaxed—more relaxed than I’d ever seen him. One arm stretched along the back of the bench, close to her shoulders but not quite touching. His smile was real now. Less formal. The kind of smile you give a woman who’s letting you see everything.

I stepped out onto the patio and cleared my throat as I walked toward them.

Emily barely looked up.

Omari did. He nodded, polite again, like a switch had flipped.

I sat across from them and set the water on the table.

They were still angled toward each other. Still in it. I wasn’t sure they noticed I’d sat down.

Emily leaned forward. Her tits shifted under the dress. She tucked her hair behind her ear, slow. “I swear, your voice could melt glass,” she said.

Omari laughed—quiet and low. “I’ve been told worse.”

She bit her lip.

I drank half the water. Watched her foot slide across the floor until it brushed his. Not hard. Just barely enough to feel.

No one said anything about it.

The moment hung there.

“I think I need to head out,” Omari said, standing too fast.

Emily pouted. “Already?”

“It’s late,” he said, eyes on me now. “Long day tomorrow.”

His tone was respectful. Controlled again. But his face—when he looked at her—held that same flicker I’d seen before. Like a man trying not to move.

And failing. Just barely.

He moved toward the villa gate. Emily stood up fast, like the moment wasn’t allowed to end yet.

“You’re not leaving without a goodnight hug,” she said, voice light but firm.

He paused with his hand on the latch.

“Emily,” I said, quietly.

She ignored me.

She walked up to him, barefoot on the stone, her dress clinging to her hips. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders—tight, intimate—and pressed her full body against his.

His hands hovered at her sides for a moment. Then landed gently on her waist.

He didn’t squeeze. Didn’t pull her closer. But he didn’t step away either.

She stayed in the hug for longer than any polite guest should. Her tits pressed into his chest. Her chin tilted up toward his neck.

When she finally pulled back, her hands slid down his arms as if she couldn’t quite let go.

“Thanks for the company,” she said. “And for the patois. I’ll be dreaming in it.”

Omari’s voice was low. “Good night, ma’am. Sir.”

He didn’t look at me when he said it.

He turned and slipped out the gate.

Emily stood there, staring at the space where he’d been. She let out a slow exhale. Then turned, smiling, and walked back—straight past me, and into the bedroom. I followed in silence. Something in the air had shifted. Not anger. Not guilt. Just heat.

She peeled her dress off with one smooth motion, letting it fall to the floor like she couldn’t stand it another second. No underwear. Just bare skin, flushed and tight and ready.

She climbed onto the bed on all fours, looked back at me once—just once—and said, “Come here.”

I was already hard.

I dropped my clothes without thinking, crawled up behind her. Her skin was hot under my hands. She pushed her ass into me, grinding once before I even lined up.

When I slid inside, she moaned—but her eyes stayed closed.

She moved like she needed it. Hard. Fast. Her ass bounced with every thrust, and her hands clawed at the sheets.

I gripped her hips, pulled her onto me deeper, harder. She gasped, cried out, but never opened her eyes.

“Em,” I breathed. “Look at me.”

She didn’t.

She kept her face buried in the pillow, biting her lip, body working against mine like she was chasing something that had nothing to do with me.

When she came, it was sudden. Loud. Her legs trembled. Her whole body tensed. But her eyes stayed shut.

I finished seconds after, grunting into the silence, trying to hold on to whatever part of her I still had.

When I pulled out, she collapsed forward, breath shallow, skin damp.

She whispered, “God,” into the mattress.

I waited for her to say something else.

She didn’t.

She just rolled onto her side, eyes still closed, and whispered, “Night, baby.”

I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling.

Feeling like I’d just been used.

And not knowing if I minded.
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A Lingering Touch
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Late afternoon. The light was gold and low. I sat on the patio with a cold drink in my hand and my feet up. The pool shimmered. The air was still.

Emily stepped out from the bedroom, barefoot.

She wore the robe we’d joked about earlier in the trip—the sheer one, barely a whisper of fabric. She hadn’t worn it outside before.

Now she walked like it was nothing.

It clung to her in the breeze. Her nipples were already hard. The outline of her breasts moved with every step. Her stomach, hips, and the soft dip between her legs were all visible through the mesh. She wasn’t wearing anything beneath.

She didn’t look at me.

Just walked past, stretching her arms overhead like she’d just woken up. Her ass shifted under the robe, the hem barely brushing the tops of her thighs.

The gate clicked.

Omari stepped in, tray in hand. A bottle of white wine, two glasses, a small bowl of cut mango.

Emily turned toward him, calm and glowing.

He paused.

Just for a beat.

Then stepped forward, keeping his posture composed. But his eyes dropped. I saw it. They dragged down her body—slow, controlled, but deliberate.

He tried to recover with a quick glance away. Failed.

“Your delivery,” he said, voice tight.

Emily smiled and stepped forward. “Perfect timing.”

She reached for the tray. Their fingers touched.

Neither pulled away.

He looked at her face again. She held his gaze, her hand still lightly over his.

They stood that way too long.

Then she leaned in just slightly, and they began whispering. I couldn’t hear what they said. Her head tilted. His shoulders eased. She laughed—soft, breathy.

He said something back, quieter. She smiled again.

I sat barely ten feet away and didn’t move.

Didn’t say a word.

Finally, Omari cleared his throat. “Excuse me,” he said. He stepped back, eyes averted again.

He left without another glance.

Emily stood by the doorway for a full five seconds after he was gone, holding the tray in both hands, breathing just a little deeper than before.

Then she turned, nipples still sharp beneath the robe, and walked back toward me like she’d forgotten I was there.

She poured the wine without speaking. Sat beside me. Crossed her legs.

The robe rode up her thigh. She didn’t pull it down.

We drank in silence for a while. I couldn’t stop glancing at her chest—at the way the sunlight lit her skin right through the fabric, every curve and line visible. She knew what she looked like. She had to.

I took a breath.

“So,” I said, “you just walk around like that now?”

She turned her head. “Like what?”

“That robe. You know it’s basically see-through, right?”

She glanced down at herself. “It’s hot.”

“Not what I meant.”

She smiled and sipped. “Didn’t hear you complain.”

“I wasn’t the one at the door.”

That landed. Her smile sharpened at the edges. She looked out at the pool.

“He didn’t say anything.”

I stared at her. “I heard you whisper.”

She didn’t answer. Just leaned over and kissed me—soft and slow, her lips tasting like wine. She pulled back before I could deepen it.

“It’s our honeymon, darling,” she said. “Relax.”

I let the silence stretch.

She leaned back, robe parting slightly, legs shining in the late light.

“Don’t make things weird,” she added. “We’re just having fun.”

But I wasn’t sure who she meant by we.

And I wasn’t sure why it didn’t feel like fun anymore.

The sun was brutal. The water warm. Emily swam slow, steady laps while I sat half-submerged on the pool steps, watching.

She still wore her bikini. But just barely. The top clung to her tits like it was one stroke away from slipping off. Her ass broke the water each time she kicked. I couldn't look away.

When she pulled herself out, water streamed off her, down the tight line of her stomach, dripping from the bottom curve of her breasts.

She stood there for a second—just breathing. Then she reached for a towel and wrapped it loosely around her hips. The bikini top stayed on, wet and stretched.

She twisted her hair over one shoulder and began wringing it out, tits bouncing under the thin triangles of fabric.

That’s when the gate opened.

Omari stepped in, a tall glass pitcher of iced water in one hand. His shirt was tight at the arms. The sun hit his skin like it belonged there.

He stopped when he saw her.

Her back straightened.

She turned to him, smiling—shoulders back, tits forward.

“Perfect timing,” she said.

He approached slowly. Set the pitcher down without taking his eyes off her.

“Thought you might need a refill,” he said.

She reached to tighten the towel—exaggerated movement—and her bikini top slipped loose.

It hit the ground like a prop.

Her tits bounced free.

She gasped. “Oops.”

She didn’t cover up.

Didn’t reach for it.

Omari’s eyes went straight to her chest. No shame. No subtlety.

He looked.

He enjoyed it.

His gaze swept across her nipples, full and hard, down the soft underside, up again.

Then he said, smooth and even, “No tan lines. You’ve been enjoying the sun.”

She laughed.

That soft, unfiltered laugh I hadn’t heard in days.

He turned without another word and walked out.

She bent to pick up the top, tits swinging as she moved.

Still smiling.

Later, she sat on the edge of the bed in a fresh sundress. Still glowing. Hair still damp.

I stood by the mirror, pretending to mess with my watch strap.

“That was a little... intense,” I said.

She glanced up. “What was?”

“By the pool. The top falling off. Him watching.”

Her face stayed calm. “It was an accident.”

“Didn’t look like one.”

She shrugged, smoothing the hem of her dress over her thighs. “He’s seen tits before. He’s a grown man.”

“He commented on your tan lines.”

She laughed, soft and short. “It was funny.”

“You didn’t think to cover up? You just stood there.”

“I didn’t just stand there,” she said. “I dropped something. I picked it up.”

Her tone was light, but her eyes didn’t meet mine.

I sat on the bed. “You liked it.”

She tilted her head. “You’re reading into things.”

I didn’t answer.

She leaned in and kissed me. “Don’t be weird.”

Then stood and walked out to the patio, the dress swaying with her hips.

Through the open door, I saw her take a sip of her wine, staring out at the darkening sky.

Still smiling.

She said she had a headache.
Kissed my cheek, barely touched her lips to it, and went to bed early. No teasing, no goodnight grope, no flirty smile. Just slipped behind the blanket and turned away.
I poured a rum and coke, sat in the corner armchair. The lamp behind me cast just enough light to see her shape under the sheets. She didn’t know I could see her from here. Or maybe she didn’t care.

She lay still at first, on her side. I thought she’d fallen asleep.

Then I saw the blanket shift.

She turned onto her back. Slowly. One leg bent. The sheet slid down to her stomach. Her tits—bare, full, heavy—were in full view. Her nipples already tight.

Her hand moved up over her ribs, then down again. Between her legs.

She spread them under the sheet. Her breath changed—shorter, controlled. Her fingers worked in slow, deliberate circles.

And then I heard it.

The wet sound.
Her pussy.
Her fingers were sliding inside her, over and over. It was unmistakable.
I stayed silent.

My cock stirred. I told myself it was because of her—just her—but my mind kept drifting.
To the look on Omari’s face. The way he stared at her tits. The way she smiled back.
The way she whispered something by the pool that I never heard.
The way she hadn’t said my name when she came last time.
Her other hand moved to her chest. She squeezed her breast, hard, pinched her nipple and moaned—quiet but raw.

She bit her lip.

Rolled her hips under the sheet.
Her legs spread wider.
I watched her finger herself in the dark.

My cock got harder.

I didn’t move. Didn’t even breathe.

She whispered again. One word. Her voice soft, almost reverent.

It wasn’t “Jason.”

Her hips bucked once—twice—then froze.

She came hard, mouth open, tits rising with each breath. Her hand stayed between her legs for a moment longer, fingers twitching.

Then she rolled to her side, pulling the blanket up around her, curling into the pillow like nothing happened.

I stayed in the chair.

Rum forgotten.

Hard as fuck.

Still thinking about the way she looked when she smiled at him.
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It started like a joke.

We’d just finished dinner. Candlelight, some dessert she didn’t eat, a third glass of wine. Emily leaned forward across the table, chin in her hand, and looked at Omari as he cleared the last of the plates.

“You ever take guests somewhere real?” she asked, like it had just popped into her head.

Omari blinked, then gave a soft smile. “I’m not sure I follow.”

“Off resort,” she said. “Real Jamaica. Not the infinity pool version.”

“Emily,” I said. My tone was half-warning, half-laugh.

She ignored me. “Come on. Just something small. A drink somewhere, your favorite view, whatever.”

Omari straightened. “It’s not... really encouraged.”

She tilted her head. “Not allowed?”

He hesitated. “Not exactly what honeymooners usually ask for.”

Emily leaned back in her chair. The light from the lantern caught her bare shoulder. Her dress was one of those casual things that clung to her tits, showed the shadow between them. She knew it.

“That’s a no?”

“It’s... not a yes.”

She smiled. “Tomorrow evening, then?”

Omari paused again. Then nodded once, short and tight. “If I can get time.”

She looked pleased. I watched the way she looked at him—like she’d won something.

Omari took the empty plates and turned away. I saw him glance at her back as he left. Just once.

Emily sipped her wine, still grinning.

“You’re serious?” I asked.

“I want to see more than swim-up bars.”

I nodded, trying to match her energy, but something felt off. I wasn’t sure what. Maybe nothing.

Maybe just me.

She stepped out of the bathroom in a short, pale blue dress I’d never seen before. Thin straps, no bra. It clung to her tits, showed their shape—big, soft, clearly unbound. When she moved, they shifted, heavy and proud. Her ass looked even rounder in that dress. The fabric barely covered it.

“Jesus,” I said.

She turned, raised an eyebrow. “Too much?”

“No. I mean... you look incredible.”

She walked over and kissed me, soft and distracted. “It’s just a dress.”

I didn’t say anything.

When we stepped outside, Omari was already waiting. He leaned on an old SUV, door open, sleeves rolled, shirt tight across his chest.

He gave a nod. “You ready?”

Emily climbed into the front seat without asking. Her dress rode high on her thighs. I got into the back, watching as she crossed her legs and leaned toward him slightly, arms tight against her chest, pushing her tits up.

“Where are we headed?” I asked.

“Somewhere quiet,” Omari said, eyes ahead. That was it.

Emily said something under her breath. Omari laughed. She turned her head toward him, smiling, clearly pleased with herself.

The engine rumbled. The SUV rolled out of the resort gate and onto the road.

I couldn’t hear much from the backseat. She talked softly, sometimes giggling. Her voice carried every now and then—words like “serious?” and “no way” and “you’re not boring.” But I had no clue what they were really saying.

I leaned forward once, trying to join in. “What’s so funny?”

She waved a hand, still smiling. “Just stories.”

Omari didn’t say anything.

I sat back, window down. The wind was warm. The sky was fading to dark. The resort lights disappeared behind us.

Emily shifted in her seat, one knee brushing Omari’s thigh. She didn’t move it.

They kept talking.

I stared out the window and said nothing.

The road narrowed to dirt. Palm branches scraped the roof as we passed under trees. A few scattered lights blinked from homes tucked behind fences. Then Omari slowed and turned into a gravel drive beside a small, low house with a rust-colored tin roof and a wraparound porch.

He killed the engine. “Here.”

Emily was already out, her heels clicking softly on the concrete steps. “It’s adorable,” she said.

He unlocked the door and pushed it open. “It’s home.”

The inside was plain. Clean but lived in. Worn floorboards, pale curtains, an old fan turning lazily overhead. A couch with fading cushions. Shelves of tools and books along one wall. The scent of rum and something sweet—fruit, maybe—hung in the warm air.

Emily wandered immediately, eyes wide like she was in some kind of exhibit. “Is this where you grew up?”

“No,” Omari said, heading to a cabinet. “Bought it five years ago. Bit by bit.”

“You fixed it yourself?” she asked.

He nodded. “Most of it.”

I hovered near the door, unsure if we were intruding. Emily looked right at home, barefoot already, her dress riding high on her thighs as she turned in slow circles.

Omari poured drinks. Just rum—dark, neat. He handed one to Emily, then passed me a glass.

“Cheers,” she said, lifting hers.

“To what?” I asked.

She shrugged. “The real Jamaica.”

We clinked.

Omari sat on a wooden chair near the corner. Emily perched on the couch, legs folded to the side, thigh bare to the hip. I stayed standing, sipping slow. The rum was strong.

Emily leaned back against the armrest. Her eyes moved around the room—his tools, a guitar, a photo in a simple frame on a shelf. A girl, maybe ten years old.

“Your daughter?” she asked.

Omari nodded. “We don’t speak anymore.”

Emily didn’t ask why. She just nodded and took another sip.

The music played soft from a small speaker. Low bass. A woman’s voice, husky and smooth, wrapped around the room like heat.

Emily swayed where she sat, her hips rocking gently.

I drank. I watched.

She wasn’t acting like a guest.

And he wasn’t acting like just a butler anymore.

Emily stood, glass in hand. “God, it’s hot in here.”

Omari started to rise. “I can get a fan—”

“No,” she said, waving him down, smiling. “It’s good. Real.”

She moved into the center of the room. Barefoot. Loose dress swaying around her thighs. The music shifted to something slower, deeper. She rolled her hips once, then again—just for herself, it seemed. Her eyes closed for a second.

Omari watched her. Just his eyes. But I saw it—the hunger, finally unguarded. His tongue touched the corner of his lip.

She opened her eyes and looked at him, then at me. “Dance with me?”

I started to move, but she shook her head slightly. “I meant him.”

Omari didn’t get up. “Emily...”

“Please?” she asked, stepping closer.

He stood.

They moved slowly. Not quite touching—at first. Just swaying, her in front of him, hips circling, arms raised. She turned, backed into him. His hands hovered, didn’t land. Not yet.

Her ass brushed his thighs. Her head tipped back slightly. I could see her smiling.

I stayed by the wall, heart beating too fast.

“Damn,” she whispered. Not for me. For him.

His hands finally found her waist.

My throat was dry. My cock, stiff.

The song faded into another. Neither of them moved away.

She turned in his arms, brought her lips to his cheek. Not quite a kiss—but close. Her mouth lingered.

His jaw tensed. His eyes met mine over her shoulder.

I didn’t move. Didn’t say a word.

Emily stepped back, dress clinging to her curves, skin glowing.

She looked more alive than I’d ever seen her.

She sat again—this time on the arm of the couch, knees slightly apart. Her dress bunched high on her thighs. No effort to fix it.

Omari poured more rum. Passed her a glass, then looked to me.

I held mine up. “Still working on it.”

He gave a small nod and sat down across from her. Close. Closer than before.

They talked. About music, about the house, about the ocean at night. I couldn’t follow everything. Their voices dropped low. Private. Hers was softer now, teasing. His deeper. He smiled more.

I sat across the room, glass warm in my hand. I watched her lean forward just enough that her tits shifted in the dress. She bit her lip once, then smiled wide at something he said.

She was showing him things I thought only I got to see.

And he was looking at her like a starving man.

He wasn’t touching her.

But he didn’t need to.

Her knees brushed his as she shifted again, crossing her legs, uncrossing them, sipping slow.

My cock throbbed. I shifted in the chair to hide it. My face felt flushed, my skin too tight.

I wasn’t drunk. I was something else.

She tossed her hair and laughed. Omari leaned closer. Her hand touched his knee for just a second. Casual. Like nothing.

But it wasn’t nothing.

She looked over at me then. Her expression unreadable. Her cheeks were pink. Her pupils wide.

“You okay, baby?” she asked.

I nodded. Swallowed.

“Yeah,” I said. Voice tight. “Just watching.”

The rum was gone. The music low. The air thick and slow around us.

Emily sat curled on the couch now, legs tucked under her, the thin blue dress barely covering anything. Omari leaned against the window ledge a few feet away, one arm propped, the other loose at his side. His shirt had come halfway untucked.

She looked up at him, eyes heavy, lips shiny from the last sip of liquor.

“You’re different here,” she said.

He raised an eyebrow. “How so?”

She tilted her head. “More yourself. Less... polished.”

He gave a slow smile. “You saying I’m fake at work?”

“No,” she said. “Just... restrained.”

Their eyes held. Too long. I sat back in the wooden chair, glass warm in my hand, heartbeat louder than the music. I hadn’t spoken in ten minutes.

Emily shifted forward. Her thigh brushed his leg. She didn’t move it.

Omari didn’t back away.

“You’re very good at your job,” she said. Her voice was soft. Low.

He nodded once. “I try.”

She looked down, then up again. “But it must be exhausting. Always pretending.”

“It’s not pretend,” he said, almost too quietly. “It’s survival.”

That made her pause. Then she stood—slowly. Walked up to him. I watched her bare feet move across the floor, her dress rising with each step.

When she stopped in front of him, she reached out and fixed the edge of his collar. Smoothed it flat with her fingers. Her touch lingered.

He stared at her, unmoving.

She looked up at him.

Then she kissed him.

Not a cheek brush. A real kiss. Lips to lips. Slow. Deliberate.

He didn’t stop her.

Her hand rested on his chest. His didn’t move.

When she pulled back, she smiled. Just a little. Not at me. At him.
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The Massage
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We were putting on our shoes. Emily had just stepped out of the bathroom, hair a mess, still glowing from the rum and dancing.

She stretched her arms overhead, spine arching. “Ugh. I think I pulled something,” she said, rubbing the side of her neck. “Right here. It’s so fucking tight.”

Omari glanced up from where he was tidying the kitchen. “You okay?”

“I’m fine,” she said, wincing. “Just stiff.”

“We should get going,” I said. “It’s late.”

She turned to Omari. “You know massage, don’t you?”

He hesitated. “Yes, but—”

“I’m not asking for anything weird,” she said, flashing a smile. “Just a few minutes. It hurts.”

Omari wiped his hands slowly on a towel. “I don’t know if—”

“Come on,” she said. “You owe me after that dance battle.”

That made him smile.

She was already walking into the hallway before either of us agreed. I followed her into his bedroom.

It was small, warm, plain. A fan spun above the bed. She slipped her dress over her head and tossed it on the chair, leaving just the thong. Then she lay down face first, ass rising slightly, the shape of her pussy clear through the fabric.

“I’ll just...” I said, motioning toward the armchair in the corner.

She looked back and smiled. “Stay.”

Omari entered last, slow steps, bottle of oil in hand.

He looked at me. I nodded.

He poured the oil into his palms and rubbed them together.

Then he placed his hands on her bare back.

Omari started at her shoulders. His palms slid in slow, practiced circles. The oil caught the light, making her skin shine.

Emily let out a long breath, the tension draining from her body.

“Pressure okay?” he asked.

“Mmm. Yeah. More.”

He dug in deeper, his thumbs pressing under her shoulder blades. She shifted under his touch, moaning softly into the pillow. Her back flexed, hips tilting.

My chair creaked when I adjusted. I sat still. Watching.

Omari’s hands moved lower. Down her spine. Over her waist. He followed the slope of her back until his thumbs pushed along the ridge of her thong.

She moaned again. “Don’t stop.”

He didn’t.

His fingers swept wide, massaging her hips now. Her ass lifted with each stroke, and the fabric of her thong slid a little to the side. A little more. I could almost see—

Emily stretched her arms above her head. Her breasts pressed into the mattress, but her hips stayed high. Offering more.

She wasn’t shy. Not even a little.

The room smelled like jasmine oil and something hotter—sex, or the beginning of it.

Omari’s hands slowed. He looked down at her body like he was fighting something.

Then he moved to the edge of the bed and sat down beside her thighs. “Want me to do your legs too?” he asked, voice even.

“God, yes.”

She didn’t look at me once.

Omari poured more oil into his palm, rubbed his hands together slowly, and moved to her calves. He started low, with firm, sliding strokes from her ankles upward, working the oil into her skin like he was savoring every inch.

Emily let out a long, pleased sigh. “That feels so fucking good.”

She didn’t lift her head. Just lay there with her cheek on the pillow, eyes closed, mouth slack with pleasure. I watched the way her ass shifted slightly with each pass of his hands. The way the dim light made her thighs glisten.

He moved to her knees. Then higher.

His palms spread over her thighs now—strong, deliberate. His thumbs dug into the thick muscle on the outside while his fingers slipped in along the inner seam. Her legs were slightly parted. Not by much. But enough.

I felt something twist in my chest.

Emily moaned again. It was quieter this time. More like a sound she didn’t mean to make.

He went higher.

His knuckles brushed close to her pussy, just under the thong. Her hips jumped.

Then he did it again—maybe accidental, maybe not. The way her breath caught made me think it wasn’t the first time he’d done it tonight.

Her thong had shifted up and aside now. Not a full reveal—but enough to show bare skin at the edge of her slit. Slick. Faintly pink. The oil mixed with what had to be her own wetness. I could see it from my chair.

Omari didn’t say anything.

He didn’t need to.

His hands kept working her inner thighs, firmer now. Thumbs pressing into the muscle, fingers sliding closer each time. Emily bit her lip. Her toes curled against the blanket.

I stared, hard as fuck, chest tight.

She arched her back slightly, pressing her hips downward, pushing herself into his hands.

Then she whispered, voice low and uneven.

“Turn me over.”

Omari froze for a beat. Like he was waiting for me to speak up. But I didn’t.

She moved on her own.

Rolled slowly onto her back, tits swaying with the motion. The thong barely clung to her hips now. Her thighs stayed open. Not wide—but open. And her nipples—hard. Flushed. She looked down her own body like she was just realizing how exposed she was.

She didn’t adjust anything. Didn’t pull the thong up. Didn’t close her legs.

Just lay there, glistening, breathing deep, chest rising with every breath.

Jason, I told myself, say something. Do something.

But I didn’t.

Omari reached for the oil again. Rubbed his hands together.

His eyes never left her body. He started at her shoulders again, oil-slick fingers gliding over her collarbone, down her arms. Emily closed her eyes and smiled, slow and lazy, like she was being worshipped.

He moved to her chest. Paused just above her breasts.

She didn’t flinch.

He massaged the tops first, fingers brushing the outer curve, close to her nipples—too close. She exhaled sharply. Her back arched off the bed, lifting her tits into his hands.

Still, she said nothing.

Neither did I.

Omari’s hands grew bolder. He cupped her breasts now, kneading gently, thumbs sliding over her nipples. They were flushed, stiff, aching to be touched.

Emily moaned.

Low, raw.

Her thighs shifted, opening more. The fabric of her thong pulled tighter against her pussy. I could see it now—dark with wetness.

She whispered something I didn’t catch. Her hands slid up her sides, fingers grazing his wrist, encouraging him to keep going.

Omari bent low, and I held my breath.

He took one nipple into his mouth, slow, soft, careful. His hand moved lower—down her stomach, over her mound, fingers gliding under the thin fabric.

She gasped.

Her hips bucked.

His mouth stayed on her tit as his hand worked between her legs. Her breathing broke into panting now, short and frantic.

I still didn’t move.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t look away.

Emily’s hands clutched the blanket beneath her, and her moans turned desperate. Her thighs trembled. Her back arched.

She was getting fingered. Right there. By our butler. On his bed.

Her body didn’t lie.

Emily’s moans weren’t polite anymore.

They were open, needy, real.

Her hips rolled up against Omari’s hand, chasing the pressure. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding his mouth to her breast. Her legs spread wider.

I should’ve said something. I should’ve gotten up. Walked out. Grabbed her. Him.

But I didn’t.

I sat there, dick hard, chest tight, watching her get fingered on another man’s bed.

She was so fucking wet. I could hear it—her slick folds kissing his fingers, the obscene sound of her cunt being worked open. Every time he curled into her, she let out a broken gasp.

He pulled her thong aside. Didn’t even take it off. Just enough to push in deeper.

“Fuck, Omari,” she breathed.

That was the first time she’d said his name tonight.

His mouth moved down. He kissed her stomach. Then lower.

He knelt between her legs now. His hands under her thighs, spreading her open for him.

I saw his tongue disappear between her folds.

She cried out—sharp, high, undone.

Her hands grabbed at the bed, then at her tits. She squeezed her nipples hard, bucking up against his mouth.

“Jesus—yes, yes, right there—”

I was still frozen. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. What I was letting happen.

But it was happening.

And neither of us—none of us—were stopping it.

Emily’s orgasm shook through her—loud, raw, undeniable. Her body arched one last time, then dropped limp into the sheets. Her legs slid apart, twitching faintly. Her chest rose and fell in jagged breaths. Her hands flopped beside her, fingers still glistening from where she’d clutched her own tits.

Omari pulled back slowly. His mouth wet. His fingers glossy with her slick.

He looked at her, then at me.

It was like something passed between us—an unspoken line neither of us knew how to name.

He stood upright. Cleared his throat. His voice came low, careful. Back to himself.

“I’ll get things cleaned up,” he said, as if he hadn’t just made my wife cum on his tongue. “You two should get dressed.”

Emily didn’t speak. Just nodded, dreamy, dazed. Her eyes fluttered closed.

I stared at her body one last time—spread on his sheets, tits flushed, thighs damp and still open—before standing to grab her dress.

She didn't move when I helped her into it.

Fifteen minutes later, we were in the back of his car. Emily curled against my side, head on my shoulder, a faint smile still on her lips. She was asleep before we turned out of his driveway.

Omari didn’t say a word the entire ride. Neither did I.

I just sat there.

Hard.

Confused.

And more in love with her than I could explain.
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The bed
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I left before first light. No note. No noise. Just needed to move.

The resort’s off-road bike was still chained up near the back gate. I unhooked it and rode straight out of the compound, legs pumping fast through the cool morning dark.

The road behind the villas curved along the base of the hill, then dipped into a narrow jungle path. I didn’t care where it went. I didn’t think. I just rode.

The air smelled like mud and ocean. My thighs burned. The salt in the air stuck to my skin. I passed a man with a machete trimming palm fronds who didn’t even glance up.

I went until the sun started to break through the trees. Then I turned around and rode back, slower.

The resort was waking up. Staff moving carts, guests sleepwalking in flip-flops. I nodded to no one. My shirt clung to my chest.

I reached our villa and noticed the door was unlocked.

Odd.

Inside, the light was soft. Blinds half-drawn. The air conditioner hummed faintly. It was quiet—eerily so.

I dropped the towel by the door and stepped in. My shoes left faint marks on the tile.

There, on the coffee table, was a large tray. Covered. Napkins folded. Steam rising from the carafe. Two glasses of orange juice. Condensation already forming.

Room service.

Or not room service. Omari.

He must’ve come early.

I looked around.

No Emily.

No sign of her in the living room. No sound of a shower. The bathroom door was open. The mirror above the sink was fogged, but the lights were off.

“Em?” I called, softly.

No answer.

I moved toward the bedroom. The hallway was warmer, the air heavier somehow. I wiped sweat from my jaw, heart still racing a little from the ride.

Then I heard it.

Just faint, but clear.

A moan.

Not the kind of moan you make stretching. Not a yawn or a groan.

A moan I’d heard in our bed a hundred times before. But this one was deeper.

I froze.

Another sound. Wet. Slapping.

Then again—louder. A hard, steady rhythm. Skin on skin.

And then—her voice.

“Oh my god. Yes...”

I took a slow step. Then another. My pulse thudded in my ears.

The bedroom door was cracked.

Just a little.

I reached it.

The door opened on a wave of heat.

Heavy, humid. A different kind of warm than the rest of the villa. Thicker. Stale with sweat. The scent hit me first—sharp and sour. Sex.

Then I saw them.

Emily was on her back.

Her arms stretched above her head, wrists limp. Her hair was damp, stuck to her cheeks. Her face—flushed, mouth open, jaw slack—twitched with every thrust.

Omari was between her legs, his body hunched low over hers. His back muscles rippled, wide shoulders flexing with rhythm. His skin gleamed with sweat. Each movement was controlled, practiced—like he was fucking with the kind of patience that only came from knowing exactly what a woman needed.

Their bodies slapped together, wet and solid. It echoed off the walls.

Her tits bounced.

Big. Proud. Beautiful.

They rose and fell with each deep stroke, nipples stiff, sweat beading in the crease beneath them. Her chest jerked, trembled. She wasn’t holding back. Her moans were open, deep, unfiltered. No trying to be quiet. No shame.

Just need.

His hips moved in a slow grind between thrusts—circling, adjusting—hitting whatever spot made her body jolt. He knew her already.

The sound of them was unbearable.

The slick, wet noise of his cock moving in her. The whimper she let out when he bottomed out and paused there, buried. The soft slap-slap of balls against skin. Then her gasp, sharp and real, as he started again.

I couldn’t move.

I just stood there.

The tray of breakfast—untouched—sat cooling on the coffee table behind me. But this... this was what had woken the room.

Her legs tightened around his waist, heels digging into the backs of his thighs. Her hips rose, needy. He shifted—angling deeper.

Her voice cracked as she moaned. Her tits bounced harder. Her hands balled the sheets.

And the smell.

Sweat. Her perfume. Sex.

All of it mixed together. Faint but thick in the air. Familiar. But not from us.

I felt it all in my chest. In my cock. I was hard. Disgusted with myself—but hard.

I didn’t say her name. Didn’t yell.

I watched.

I watched Omari fuck my wife. Slow. Deep. Like it was his right. Like it was his bed.

And she was his woman.

I didn’t move.

Not a breath. Not a twitch.

My feet were planted to the floor like I was braced against some invisible wind. My whole body humming, locked down. My heart thudded loud in my ears, but not louder than what I could hear from the room.

Omari didn’t stop.

He didn’t glance at me.

He just kept fucking her.

Slow, relentless strokes—long and deep, his hips grinding into her pelvis each time, like he was marking her, claiming her. Her fingers dug into the mattress, knuckles white. Her head rolled side to side.

She looked gone. Floating. Her mouth open in a soft moan that never quite ended.

Then her hands slid up.

They cupped her tits. Squeezed.

Fingers curled around the heavy weight of them. She played with her nipples, pinching them, breathing harder.

She wasn’t even trying to be quiet.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, loud enough that it might as well have been shouted. Her thighs were spread wide, legs braced around his hips. “Oh fuck, yes...”

Omari grunted. Shifted his weight. Hooked his arms under her knees and lifted.

Her body bent, legs pulled higher, opening her up to him. The change made her gasp. Her tits jutted up under her own hands. Her belly flexed as he drove in deeper, the mattress creaking.

The sounds.

God, the sounds.

Wet. Sloppy. Her cunt sucking him in with every thrust. Each slap of his body against hers. The mattress squeaking in time.

I knew those sounds.

I’d made them with her.

I’d pulled those noises from her body with my cock.

Now I was listening to them while another man fucked her. Fucked my wife. In our bed. In our goddamn honeymoon villa.

And I was hard.

I was so fucking hard.

I didn’t know if it was shock, or rage, or something worse. But I couldn’t look away. My cock strained against the waistband of my shorts, painful. My mouth was dry.

She moaned again. Louder this time. Her voice cracked and pitched up. Her hands twisted on her tits, squeezing hard. Her hips bucked once, twice.

She was close.

I knew that sound. That edge in her voice.

Her breathing stuttered.

Then she came.

Right there. On his cock.

Her body shook. Her thighs clamped around him. Her head dropped back. She gasped his name—barely more than a breath—but she said it. “O... Omari—”

Emily clung to him—her arms wrapped tight around Omari’s back, nails dragging down as her moans began to taper into panting gasps. Her legs trembled. Her body was still coming down.

Then Omari pulled out.

Just like that.

She gasped, shocked. “Wha—”

He didn’t answer.

He caught her by the hips and rolled her—one clean motion, fast and practiced. She flopped onto her stomach, hair across her face. Her tits mashed into the mattress for a second before he lifted her again.

Hands on her waist, he pulled her up onto her knees.

She didn’t resist.

Didn’t say a word.

Just planted her palms flat against the sheets, ass rising, back arching into a perfect curve as she spread her legs wider for him.

Omari got behind her and shoved his cock back inside with a groan.

She cried out. Loud.

Her ass slapped against him with the impact, the sound sharp and slick.

Then again.

And again.

Her tits swung freely below her chest—huge, flushed, shaking with every hard thrust. The weight of them pulled down, nipples pointing, swaying, bouncing. She hung her head low, hair tangled, mouth open, drooling onto the sheet as he drove into her.

He held her hips like handles, dragging her back into each stroke.

Her moans were deeper now. Guttural. Fucked-out.

“Oh my god, yes,” she panted, voice hoarse. “Harder. Fuck—fuck, yes—just like that...”

My throat clenched.

She’d never begged me like that.

“Don’t stop,” she groaned. “Don’t fucking stop. Make me cum again. Please.”

Omari slammed into her harder.

Her tits slapped together beneath her. Her whole body jolted. Her ass rippled with every brutal stroke.

I could see her pussy stretched around him, shiny and raw. Her folds pulled tight around the thickness of his cock as he buried it balls-deep inside her. I could hear it—wet and fast, loud and obscene. I could smell her—sex and sweat and heat.

She dropped her head to the mattress. Screamed into it.

Her hands twisted in the sheets, pulling them up. Her back arched sharper, like she was offering him more. Her voice cracked as she cried out, “Yes, fuck me—fuck me harder—use me—please—I want all of it—”

He gave it to her.

I couldn’t move.

I couldn’t fucking breathe.

This wasn’t a mistake anymore. Wasn’t a moment of weakness.

This was intentional.

She wanted this.

Omari groaned behind her, pace unrelenting, every thrust slamming into her like he meant to break her.

Emily tried to hold herself up, arms shaking under her, but she kept slipping, elbows buckling. Her tits swung like they were being yanked—slapping together, dragging beneath her chest, wet and flushed and heavy.

“Yes,” she cried, voice high and sharp. “Fucking yes. Don’t stop. Right there—please, don’t stop—”

I heard everything.

The slick clap of their bodies.

The sound of her pussy getting fucked raw.

The begging.

Omari’s breath grew louder, harsher. His hands slid from her hips to her shoulders. He pulled her back into him, harder, rougher.

Emily gasped.

Then he thrust once.

Twice.

And on the third, he growled through clenched teeth—low, strained, guttural.

His hips jerked forward, deep, staying there.

And I knew.

I knew what was happening.

He was cumming inside her.

She moaned so loud it hurt. “Oh god—fuck—yes—”

Then her whole body went slack.

Her arms gave out completely. She collapsed onto the bed, ass still up, his cock still buried in her for another second before he pulled out.

His cum spilled down the inside of her thighs in thick, creamy streaks.

It slid over her skin, dripped onto the sheets.

She didn’t move. Just stayed there on all fours, panting, trembling, pussy open and used, thighs shaking.

I hadn’t moved, but now,I backed away.

Heartbeat hammering, mouth dry, hard as stone. My feet moved without thought—out of the bedroom, back into the villa’s main room.

I didn’t know why. I didn’t know what to do.

Behind me, I heard a creak of the bed. Heavy footsteps. Then silence.

Omari walked out a moment later. Shirt still off, face blank, expression unreadable. He glanced at me once.

Then: “Thank you, miss,” he said, soft and polite.

And he left.

Just walked out the front door. No guilt. No smirk. No goodbye.

I stood there for a moment longer.

Then turned, slow, legs unsteady, and walked back to the bedroom.

She was still there.

Lying on her stomach now, thighs parted just enough. Her back slick with sweat. Her big tits flattened under her chest, rising and falling with her breath. A thin line of cum trailed from her pussy to the bedspread.

She didn’t move.

Her eyes fluttered open when I stepped in.

“Did you just come back?” she asked, voice low, lazy.

I nodded.

She smiled faintly, lashes heavy. “Too bad,” she murmured. “You should’ve seen.”

I swallowed.

She closed her eyes again.

I sat down on the edge of the bed. My hands in my lap. Still hard. Still silent.

The room smelled like sweat and sex.

She didn’t speak again.

Neither did I.

We’d crossed the line.

And none of us could go back.
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The Shower
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The light through the curtains was warm and low, filtered gold over the bed.

Emily was curled beside me, hair across her face, skin still marked from the night before—faint prints on her thighs, her hips, the kind that came from being held tight and fucked hard.

She stirred, stretched, groaned softly. Her tits lifted with the motion, heavy and flushed. My eyes were on her before I could even think.

She turned onto her back. “What time is it?”

“Too early,” I mumbled.

She reached over, ran her fingers down my stomach. “You’re sore.”

“Hard bike ride yesterday.”

She smirked and rolled out of bed. Walked naked into the bathroom without a word. Her ass swayed. I watched her the whole way.

A few seconds later, the water started.

I lay there, staring at the ceiling, not moving.

Then her voice, casual: “Babe? We’re out of towels.”

I sat up slowly. “I’ll ask the front desk.”

“No,” she called over the water. “Just call Omari. He’ll bring them.”

I hesitated.

I wanted to argue. I didn’t.

I reached for the phone beside the bed and tapped his number—already saved in our contacts. My hand shook a little. I didn’t know why.

He picked up on the second ring.

“Good morning, Mr. Weston.”

“Hey, uh—Emily’s in the shower. We’re out of towels.”

A pause. Then, polite as always: “Of course. I’ll be right there.”

“Thanks.”

I hung up.

The sound of the water kept going. Steady. The room smelled like warm skin and steam and her perfume from the night before.

I lay back. The bed still hot from where she’d been.

And I waited.

The shower kept running. Just the low hiss of water against tile, echoing faintly through the open door.

I stayed on the bed, hands behind my head, eyes on the ceiling. My body was still sore. My thighs. My chest. My nerves.

I could picture her in there—steam curling around her, skin wet, nipples hard from the heat. She liked it hot enough to fog the mirrors.

I closed my eyes.

The front door clicked open. Light footsteps. Then the door shut again.

Silence.

No knocking.

Omari had a key. Of course he did.

I stayed where I was. Didn’t move.

I thought I heard a murmur. Then the faint creak of the bathroom door. The rustle of plastic rings on a curtain rod.

Then her voice. Loud enough to carry through the steam and the hallway and into me.

“You coming in?”

My stomach clenched.

I didn’t move. Couldn’t.

The water kept going. The soft hiss of it. Nothing else for a beat. Like the house was holding its breath.

Then a low chuckle. Deep. Male.

Omari.

I didn’t hear footsteps.

Just the curtain again. Rings sliding. A pause.

Then the water shifted. Splashing differently.

Someone else was in the shower.

It hissed steady from the bathroom—one long stream of water pounding tile. But I could tell the sound had shifted. It wasn’t just bouncing off walls anymore.

It was hitting bodies.

I lay still under the sheet. Flat on my back. Eyes wide open.

Steam drifted through the open bathroom door, curling around the frame, spreading across the floor like fog. The whole room was warmer now. Sticky.

I stared at the ceiling. The fan ticked softly overhead.

And then—

A sound.

Soft.

But not the water.

A gasp.

High. Sharp. Unmistakable.

Emily.

Then nothing again. Just the pulse of water. And my heartbeat.

Another gasp.

Quieter. Staggered. Like it had caught in her throat.

Then a moan.

Barely audible—but I heard it. I felt it.

I pressed my hands flat against the mattress.

The moan came again, longer. Full. Shaky.

“Right there,” she said.

Her voice was muffled, wrapped in water and tile and distance—but it was hers.

“Just like that...”

My chest rose.

Then the water changed again—splashing, broken by movement. The rhythm shifted.

I closed my eyes.

I didn’t need to see.

I could hear it.

The wet sound of flesh.

Not water.

Bodies.

My cock twitched. A pulse low in my stomach.

I brought the sheet up over my waist. Tried to keep my hands still. Failed.

Her breathing changed—faster now. Her voice rose with it. No restraint. No shame. No effort to keep it from reaching me.

My hand slid lower under the blanket.

Just to ease the pressure, I told myself.

But I was already touching myself.

Slow strokes. Barely there.

She let out another moan.

Higher. Thinner.

It echoed off the tile and down the hallway like it belonged there.

Then: slap.

Soft. Wet.

Skin on skin.

Again.

And again.

I gripped my cock tighter.

I was under the covers, jerking off, while my wife moaned in the shower with another man.

She hadn’t told me to come in.

She’d told him.

I listened. Stroked slower. My whole body tense.

My chest burned.

The sheet over me moved slightly with each motion.

Then I heard her voice again—louder now.

Breathless.

Real.

“I’m gonna—fuck—don’t stop—”

The slap of his body against hers kept going, steady, brutal, soaking wet.

She was close.

I could feel it.

Her voice changed.

It wasn't soft anymore.

No gasps, no whispering.

It came sharp, open-throated, echoing off tile and through the doorway like she didn’t care who heard.

“Fuck... Omari...”

I clenched the sheet in my fist, the other hand moving under it, faster now.

I wanted to stop.

I didn’t.

Each stroke felt heavier, darker. Shame crept up the back of my neck, burning hot across my ears. I shouldn’t be listening. I shouldn’t be hard.

But I was.

I was hard because of it.

Because of her voice. Because of the rhythm. Because she wasn’t faking a goddamn thing.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned. “Please don’t stop.”

She sounded ruined. Like she needed him more than air. Like she was falling apart and only he could hold her together.

The water kept pounding—but it was louder now, broken, splashing wildly.

She was hitting the wall.

Her body—slamming against tile.

Every thrust drove her into it.

I could picture it too clearly.

Omari behind her. Big, strong, soaked. His hands gripping her ass. Her tits against the glass. Her cheek pressed to the tile. Eyes closed. Mouth open.

Taking it.

Wanting it.

She cried out again. Not delicate. Not held back.

A scream—guttural, wet, real.

“Oh god—oh fuck—yes—”

Her words dissolved into open sound. No more sentences. Just release.

And then I heard it:

She screamed his name.

“Omari.”

Not mine.

Not even close.

The sound of it made my stomach twist.

And my cock throb harder in my hand.

I hated myself for not walking away.

But I didn’t.

I bit the sheet.

Hard.

Tasted cotton and sweat and shame.

My hips moved under the blanket, rhythm tight, breath stuck in my throat. I couldn’t stop.

Her voice broke again.

This time it didn’t build.

It shattered.

A sob, a gasp, a cry—guttural, shaky, helpless.

She was cumming.

Hard.

Right there in front of him. Against the tile. Her body clapping into the glass with every thrust.

She cried out once more—then just panted. The sound rough and high in her throat. She couldn’t catch her breath.

I heard the slap of his body slow. Just the water now, beating down on them.

Then a low grunt.

Not hers.

His.

Short. Heavy. Like he was pushing everything inside her.

My hand moved faster.

I could see it in my head—her body, bent forward, tits crushed to the slick glass, his hands gripping her hips, staying deep.

Burying himself.

Filling her.

I closed my eyes and came.

Hot into the sheet.

No sound. No breath.

Just shaking. Just stunned.

Lying there, muscles tight, everything burning with what I’d just done.

What she’d just let happen.

I didn’t wipe it away. Didn’t move.

The water shut off.

No voices now.

Just the shift of bodies.

Wet footsteps.

Then the bathroom door opened—and steam poured out, thick and heavy, curling through the air like breath.

I didn’t move.

Didn’t even blink.

Kept my body slack, my mouth open just enough to pass for sleep.

The floor creaked once.

Then again.

She walked out slowly. A white towel wrapped around her chest. Her skin still damp. Flushed.

Hair dripping. Neck glowing. Lips parted like she’d just stopped panting.

She didn’t say a word.

She leaned over me.

Kissed my forehead—light, warm, casual. Like nothing had happened.

Like I hadn’t heard everything.

Like I hadn’t come in the bed while she screamed his name.

I kept my eyes closed.

Her scent hit me all at once—clean soap, hot skin, and something else. Not sweat. Not perfume.

Sex.

That unmistakable mix of heat and slickness.

She stood for a moment.

Then walked past, her hips swaying just a little beneath the towel.

I stayed under the covers. Sticky. Still hard.

And didn’t move.
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She didn’t leave the villa anymore.

That started the morning after the shower.

No more beach. No more pool. No interest in restaurants or afternoon drinks by the water. No swimsuit. No dresses. No makeup. Just a robe most days, sometimes nothing under it.

She’d kiss me on the cheek when I got dressed. “You go,” she said, light and casual. “I just want to rest.”

I didn’t argue.

I showered. Shaved. Put on a clean shirt. Told myself it was normal for people to relax different ways. Told myself maybe the heat was just getting to her.

But I knew.

I left most mornings without a word. Walked down to the buffet. Sat alone.

When I came back with fresh towels or bottles of water, the place was quiet.

She wasn’t asleep.

She was glowing.

Hair messy. Skin flushed. The sheet twisted around her hips. The faint scent of sex in the air—stronger now. Constant.

She smiled when I walked in. Like she’d just had a great nap.

Sometimes I saw the robe tossed in the chair.

Once, her bra was in the kitchen sink.

Omari started arriving earlier.

He didn’t knock anymore.

Some mornings, I’d be halfway through my fruit plate when I’d see the door to the villa click open on the camera feed from my phone. I’d just keep chewing.

No part of me pretended it was about towels anymore.

One afternoon, I came back from a swim and found a cold glass of water set out for me—next to Emily’s bikini top, balled up and damp on the counter.

She walked out of the bedroom a minute later in nothing but a towel, legs still slick.

“Hey, baby,” she said, like I hadn’t missed anything.

She didn’t ask what I’d done that day.

And I didn’t ask what she had.

I took my time getting back.

Lunch had been quiet. I’d sat at a corner table with a plate of fruit and a glass of iced tea, watching the sea without really seeing it. The staff had started to recognize me. They smiled politely. Asked nothing.

I wasn’t in a hurry. I never was anymore.

I took the longer path past the spa. Stood for a while by the tennis courts, not watching the match.

I thought maybe if I waited long enough, it would be over. Whatever was happening inside.

When I finally opened the villa door, the first thing I noticed was the air—warm, still, saturated with that scent again. Like sweat and sex had soaked into the walls.

The lights were off. Only daylight from the back windows. I stepped inside and let the door close behind me.

I didn’t say her name.

Didn’t call out.

I moved slowly into the main room, a paper bag in one hand with a croissant I knew I wouldn’t eat.

I turned toward the kitchen.

Stopped cold.

She was bent over the counter. Fully naked.

Her body bare in the sunlight, skin dewy with sweat, hair messy and damp. Her arms were braced wide, hands flat on the stone. Her back arched beautifully, ass lifted, legs spread.

And Omari was behind her.

Fucking her.

He stood tall and solid, muscles tight, moving in slow, deep strokes. His dark skin shone under the ceiling fan. His hands were planted firm on her hips, holding her in place like she belonged there.

The contrast was stunning.

Her pale skin flushed and marked. His black hands gripping her white waist. Her body soft and pink and open. His thick cock disappearing into her again and again.

Her tits—so big and loose now—hung forward, swinging under her. Each thrust made them bounce and drag along the counter. Her nipples were swollen, hard, streaked with saliva or sweat—I didn’t know.

She didn’t see me.

Or she did.

But she didn’t stop.

Her mouth opened in a slow moan, eyelids heavy, her whole body leaning into the rhythm. She moved with him, rocking back into each stroke.

Omari said nothing.

Just kept fucking her. Deep. Slow. Measured.

I stood a few feet away.

Frozen.

The bag in my hand crinkled softly.

She moaned again, louder. “Mmm, yes... deeper...”

Her body trembled. She jerked once, hard, her thighs clenching. I saw her toes curl against the tile.

Then Omari stopped moving.

He pulled out.

Her pussy stayed wide open, twitching. Glazed and swollen.

He leaned in and kissed her shoulder, slow.

She stayed there—bent, used, trembling.

I still hadn’t moved.

I stopped asking her to come with me.

Every morning I tried, just to see—if she might say yes, if she might get dressed and leave the villa with me. But she never even looked up from the bed. Her voice stayed soft and sweet, her words final.

“We’ll stay in,” she said.

We. Not I.

Omari was already there most mornings. I didn’t ask how early he arrived. Didn’t want to know. Some days I’d wake to the sound of the front door shutting. Other days I opened my eyes and saw them in the bed next to me, bodies tangled, her ass rolling slowly against him.

She didn’t wear clothes anymore. Not even a robe. She walked the villa nude—confident, relaxed, glowing. Her tits swayed when she moved, big and soft and marked up with bites. Her pussy stayed flushed and puffy, a gleam between her thighs as if she'd just been used. Which she usually had.

Sometimes they fucked in our bed while I sat on the veranda, pretending to read. I heard everything. Her soft sighs, the squeak of skin on skin, the bed shifting, the little breathless gasps she only made when she was about to cum. I would sit there, hard as hell, book in my lap, staring at the sea like I could make myself disappear.

Other times I’d come in from lunch and catch them in the pool. She clung to him in the shallow end, her legs locked around his waist, water slapping against her ass as he thrust up into her. Her mouth on his neck, her nails digging into his shoulders. She never flinched when she saw me.

There were worse moments.

The rug by the sofa. I walked in and froze—she was straddling him, bouncing, tits flying. She looked at me and smiled, then turned back to him, riding him harder. Like I wasn’t even there.

And the bed. At night. Me on one side, Omari on the other. Her between us, but not really.

She’d roll onto her side, pull his cock out, and suck it slow. Her hand rested on his thigh, or sometimes mine. She moaned into him, like she forgot I was next to her. Maybe she had.

She sucked him like she needed it. Like she lived for it.

They didn’t care that I was there. I think they liked that I was.

She never said it. Never explained. But I knew.

And the worst part?

I didn’t want it to stop.

I was always hard. Always watching. Even when I told myself not to. Even when I tried to go out, to swim or walk or take the goddamn boat tour—I ended up right back there. On the veranda. Or sitting inside. Or laying next to them while she fucked him.

I couldn’t stop.

I took the path through the resort, weaving past lounge chairs, sunburned tourists, and staff wheeling carts of fruit and towels. No one noticed me. I barely noticed them. I just wanted to get back.

Emily had told me not to wait for her. "We'll stay in today," she'd said, casual, brushing her fingers through my hair before rolling over in bed. We. Meaning her and Omari.

Still, I’d hoped—maybe she’d be resting. Maybe alone. Maybe missing me, just a little.

The closer I got to the villa, the quieter things became. I passed our patio. No sound. No laughter. No voices. Only the breeze off the water and the soft hum of life happening elsewhere.

I unlocked the door and stepped inside.

No music.

No footsteps.

No greetings.

Just still air and the faint scent of her body—the lotion, the sweat, that other smell that clung to the sheets no matter how often they were changed.

I took a step toward the bedroom.

Then I heard it—soft, low.

A moan.

Not desperate. Not wild.

Just... tender.

Intimate.

The kind of sound I hadn’t heard from her in a long time.

I moved toward the balcony. No rush. Just slow steps. I already knew what I’d see.

The curtains were half drawn. The doors shut, but not locked.

And there they were.

She was straddling him.

Nude. Always nude. Her legs wrapped around his waist. Her hips moving in slow, patient circles.

Her hands on his shoulders. Her mouth tracing his neck.

His hands cradled her ass, then slid up—over her sides, cupping her tits like he owned them.

She whispered something into his ear.

He smiled. Kissed her back.

They were so close. So still. Like the whole world had gone quiet just for them.

This wasn’t the wild, feral fucking I’d seen before.

She wasn’t chasing pleasure.

She was in love with the way he felt inside her.

And he was letting her show him.

I watched from behind the glass.

Her tits bounced gently as she rode him.

Her breath caught when he brushed her nipples.

His cock disappeared into her, slow and full.

And I just stood there.

Hard. Frozen.

They didn’t know I was there.

And I didn’t care.

Because whatever we’d had—

This was something else.

She was his now.

I didn’t move. Didn’t hide.

My hand was on the glass doorframe, fingertips pressing into the wood. I wasn’t even sure I was breathing.

Emily moved slower now. Her thighs clamped tighter around Omari’s waist, her back arching. She held him inside her, as if she didn’t want him to leave. Ever.

Then she leaned in.

And kissed him.

Not a peck. Not something playful or teasing.

It was full. Wet. Needy.

Her arms wrapped around his neck, her bare tits pressed tight to his chest. His hands found her waist, then her face. He kissed her back—hard, then softer, deeper.

She melted into it.

I saw her lips part. I saw her eyes flutter closed. I saw her hands twist into his hair.

They pulled back just far enough to breathe against each other’s mouths.

Forehead to forehead.

They were saying something. I couldn’t hear the words.

But I saw her mouth one of them.

"Stay."

That was enough.

I turned. Walked away. Still hard.

Walked past the other villas, down the crushed-shell path, the sun baking my shoulders. A couple of staff smiled as I passed. I didn’t smile back. I don’t even think I saw them properly.

The pool was empty. Silent. Just the sound of cicadas in the trees, wind pushing the surface of the water like glass.

I stripped off my shirt. Walked down the steps. Sank in.

The water closed over my body. Warm. Quiet.

I pushed off and floated. Arms wide. Eyes on the sky.

It was so blue. A perfect, tropical blue—so fucking clear it hurt to look at.

My eyes stung.

I told myself it was the salt in the water.

I didn’t wipe them.

I just floated there, drifting. Letting the pool swallow the sound of everything I’d heard. The image of her—wrapped around him, kissing him like that—burned into the back of my eyes.

The water held me. Cradled me like I was nothing.

And in that silence, I realized something:

They weren’t going to stop.

And I wasn’t going to leave.
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I lay in the dark, flat on my back, eyes open. The ceiling fan spun slowly above me, but the sheets clung to my skin like damp rags. Beside me, Emily slept soundly. I could hear the quiet, soft rhythm of her breathing—almost a purr. One arm stretched above her head, the other draped loosely across her stomach. Even in sleep, she looked... satisfied.

The room still smelled like sweat and sex. Not mine.

I turned my face into the pillow, inhaled. It was faint now, but it was still there—salt, oil, and something almost metallic. The scent of her skin. The scent of him on her.

My stomach tightened. I slid my hand under the blanket and touched my thigh. I was half-hard. Again. Still. God.

The air felt thick. My thoughts kept looping. The sound of her moans. The way her eyes rolled back. The way she kissed Omari afterward, like he was hers. Like I wasn’t even here. Like I was gone.

I needed to get up.

I slipped my legs out from under the blanket, careful not to wake her, and sat on the edge of the bed. My feet hit the cool tile floor. My hands were shaking.

I stared at them in the dark, trying to steady my breathing. I hadn’t spoken in—I didn’t know how long. A few hours? A day? More?

I looked back at her. Her body sprawled across the mattress. Nude, soft, marked with the faintest bruises along her hips. Her mouth slightly open. Her legs still parted just enough to show the glisten between her thighs.

Something inside me cracked.

I ran a hand through my hair. Swallowed.

“Emily...” My voice came out hoarse, barely a whisper.

She didn’t stir.

I tried again, louder. “Emily.”

Her brow furrowed, her breath caught, and her eyes blinked open. She looked confused for a second, then focused on me. Really looked.

And for the first time in days, I saw her eyes soften. Not with lust. Not glazed over. Just... her. My wife. Seeing me.

I didn’t know what to say next. My throat felt raw. I clenched my fists.

This couldn’t keep going. I had to say it. I had to try.

But I stayed quiet, letting the silence stretch between us like the space we hadn’t touched in days.

She stirred beside me, shifting under the sheets. The rustle was soft, but it felt loud in the dark. Her arm moved, dragging across the mattress where I’d once been. She blinked up at me—sleepy at first, then alert.

Naked, still flushed from hours before, she turned onto her side to face me. Her hair was tangled. A faint line from the pillow crossed her cheek. Her skin glowed faintly in the moonlight slipping through the curtains—slick in places, dried in others. I could still see the glisten on her inner thighs.

But when she looked at me now, it was different.

Not foggy with need. Not distant and dazed. Just... clear. Herself. For a second, it felt like she remembered who I was.

I sat hunched on the edge of the bed, elbows on my knees, my heart in my throat. I couldn’t take my eyes off her. My hands wouldn’t stop trembling.

“I can’t,” I said. My voice cracked. “Emily... this can’t keep going.”

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t argue. Her face folded inward—like something behind it finally gave way. She nodded.

“I know,” she whispered.

Her voice was soft. Raw. No seduction in it. No shame either. Just her.

I swallowed. My mouth was dry. The air between us was heavy—thick with everything unspoken. The smell of sex still clung to the sheets. To her skin. To my fingers from when I touched myself, silent and shaking under the covers while she was in the shower with him.

Emily sat up slowly, pulling the blanket with her but not bothering to cover her chest. Her nipples were still hard. Her thighs still damp. But none of that mattered now.

“I don’t know what happened,” she said.

I looked at her.

She exhaled. “It felt like a dream. I didn’t think. I didn’t stop. It just... happened.”

I didn’t speak. I didn’t trust myself to.

She reached out, touched my arm. Lightly. Fingers only.

“I love you,” she said.

My throat tightened. I nodded, unsure if I believed it. Unsure if I could.

The silence stretched between us. Not hostile. Not cold. Just... full.

Emily sat cross-legged on the bed, the sheet barely pulled over her lap. Her arms were wrapped around herself now, hugging her bare chest. Her eyes were still fixed on some point ahead—past me, past the wall.

She spoke first.

“It wasn’t him,” she said softly. “He didn’t push.”

I didn’t argue.

“He was respectful. Always. Even when he shouldn’t have had to be.”

I stared down at my hands. My knuckles were pale from how tightly I was gripping them. I didn’t want to say what I was thinking, but she was right.

“He waited,” she said, quieter now. “Every time.”

I closed my eyes. The words landed like a stone in my gut.

Omari hadn’t made a move until Emily practically begged. Not in words. But in the way she opened herself. Dropped towels. Pulled him closer. Turned over. Spread her legs. Smiled with her eyes half-lidded, nipples hard, mouth open, waiting.

I swallowed hard. “Until we didn’t stop him.”

She didn’t respond right away. Just breathed in deep and let it out slow.

The shame wasn’t his.

The worst part was knowing that. Knowing it had been us. Her—yes. But me, too. Watching. Not walking out. Not saying a word. Sitting outside while they fucked. Jerking off while she screamed his name.

I’d let it happen. And I hadn’t hated it.

She shifted a little, uncrossing her legs. The sheet slipped lower. She didn’t pull it back up.

“I don’t want to pretend it didn’t happen,” she said.

I looked at her.

“I don’t want to lie to him.”

The him in question didn’t need a name. We both knew.

“We have to tell him,” she said.

I nodded slowly.

She turned toward me. There was no plea in her expression. No manipulation. Just the woman I married, stripped bare—more than physically.

“You’re right,” I said.

I felt like I was saying it for both of us.

We sat like that for a while. Not touching. Not crying. Just breathing in the same thick, used-up air.

Through the cracked window, I could hear birds beginning to stir. Some early voice at the resort shouting cheerful instructions in the distance. Life outside going on.

But in our villa, in that room, it felt like we’d just stepped out of a wreckage. Bruised but not broken. Not yet.

“I’ll get dressed,” she said eventually.

I didn’t stop her.

I stood and stepped to the window. The sun was higher now, slicing between the blinds, casting long gold lines across the floorboards. I watched them crawl up the bed and across her legs.

Behind me, I heard the rustle of the sheet as she shifted.

“What happens after?” I asked. My voice was rough. Distant. I didn’t turn around.

There was a pause. Not heavy—just long enough to know the answer wasn’t simple.

Then: her bare feet on the wood, light as always.

She came up behind me and slid her arms around my waist. Her cheek pressed between my shoulder blades. No words. No excuses. Just presence.

When I finally turned, she was looking up at me, face open. Honest.

She didn’t answer my question. Not with words.

She just leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn’t urgent. Not hot. Nothing like how she’d kissed him—how I’d seen her devour him with her mouth, her body, her whole being.

This kiss was different.

It was soft. Slow. Familiar. Her lips trembling a little at the edge. Like she didn’t know if I’d pull away.

I didn’t.

I let her kiss me, and I kissed her back. Not because I forgot everything. Not because I forgave everything. But because this was still her. And something in me still reached for her.

When we broke apart, her hands rested on my chest. Her eyes were wet, but she didn’t cry.

“I love you,” she whispered.

And I knew she meant it.

I felt it.

But it didn’t land the way it used to. It didn’t wrap itself around me like armor. It didn’t pull me into safety.

It just... was.

True, but different. Like she was someone I knew and someone new at the same time.

Like we’d stepped out of one life and into another—and nothing from the old one quite fit anymore.

I touched her hair, brushing it back behind her ear. She leaned into the touch.

Outside, the resort was waking up. Voices. Distant laughter. Plates clinking somewhere. Waves tapping the shore like nothing had changed.

But I knew better.

This wasn’t the end of us. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

But it wasn’t the same beginning either.

We were somewhere in between. On a ledge neither of us had expected.

And whatever happened next, it would be because we chose it—eyes open.

Together or not.

I didn’t let go of her. Not yet.

Emily was quiet. Focused, almost. She moved through the room like she used to—pulling clothes from drawers, brushing her hair, tying it back. But there was something different about the way she carried herself. Not shame. Not even guilt. Just a kind of readiness. Like she knew what came next, and she was done pretending otherwise.

I pulled on a shirt and stepped out to the small desk in the corner. The resort phone sat beside the fruit bowl, untouched all week. I picked it up, pressed the button for the front desk.

“Good morning, sir,” the voice chirped.

I cleared my throat. “Could you... please ask Omari to come to our villa this morning? When he’s free.”

There was a pause. “Of course. I’ll let him know.”

I thanked them and hung up.

When I turned around, Emily was already sitting on the couch. Not in her robe. Not wrapped in a towel. But in actual clothes—a soft cotton dress that clung to her breasts and hugged her hips in a way that would’ve made me ache a week ago. Now, I didn’t know what to feel. The sight of her dressed felt almost more intimate than her being naked.

I sat down beside her.

She reached for my hand.

Hers was damp. Mine too. We didn’t say anything about it. I didn’t pull away.

The minutes stretched. Light spilled across the floor in golden bands. Somewhere outside, a cart rolled past on the path. A couple laughed in the distance. For them, it was another perfect day in paradise.

For us, it was the beginning of whatever came next.

Emily rubbed her thumb over the back of my hand. It was a small motion. Barely there. But I felt it everywhere.

“I’m scared,” she whispered.

I nodded. “Me too.”

We sat in silence again.

Then came the knock.

Just once. Firm. Polite. Familiar.

Emily’s grip tightened.

I didn’t move at first.

The knock didn’t come again.

We both stared at the door.

I squeezed her hand once, then stood up.

I didn’t open it yet.

I looked back at her—bare legs crossed, hair neat, eyes locked on mine.

Ready. Not eager. Not terrified. Just... ready.

I turned the handle.
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I packed slowly, folding each shirt like it mattered. The suitcase yawned open on the bed, half full. I kept pretending there was something left to find, to organize, to smooth. But we both knew we’d already taken everything we came with.

Emily moved behind me, quiet except for the soft scuff of her feet on the tile. She was packing, too, methodical and graceful. I didn’t look at her—not directly—but I saw her. How she moved around the room like it still belonged to her. How she touched her clothes with something close to reverence.

There was a spring in her step. Not smug, not cruel. Something freer. She looked...lighter. Changed. And I hated how much I noticed.

When she bent to zip her suitcase, her thighs flexed. She wasn’t wearing anything under the sundress. Of course she wasn’t. She hadn’t for days. I didn’t know if it was because of him, or for him. Maybe both.

She caught me watching, but said nothing. Just gave a small, unreadable smile and turned away.

I walked the villa, checking drawers I knew were empty. Just to have something to do. There were no forgotten bras, no toothbrushes left behind. Everything was packed. Everything that mattered, at least.

But I felt hollow. Like we were leaving something vital behind anyway. Something that had already bled into the walls and the mattress.

When I walked back into the bedroom, she looked up. Her eyes met mine—and for once, they weren’t full of lust or distance.

She looked like herself again. But not quite the same. I saw regret there. And pride. And something sexual that hadn’t faded at all.

She was still my wife. But not the same woman I’d brought here.

And I wasn’t the same man.

The knock was quiet, almost hesitant. I opened the door.

Omari stood on the porch, back in uniform. White shirt. Pressed slacks. Clean-shaven again. The careful posture of a man who had returned to his role.

Behind him, a young resort porter waited with a luggage cart.

“You’re ready, then?” Omari asked.

I nodded.

Emily appeared beside me, just close enough for our arms to touch. “Hi,” she said, barely more than a breath.

Omari glanced at her—calm, unreadable—then turned to the porter. “Take the bags,” he said. “Load them carefully, please.”

The boy nodded and moved past us into the villa.

We watched from the doorway as he wheeled the cart to the bedroom, made two trips, then returned with everything stacked: our backpacks, the suitcases, the small tote Emily had used for toiletries. Everything.

When the porter was done, he gave Omari a short nod and turned down the path toward the main building.

It felt like something final had just been boxed up. Like our time here had been sorted into clean lines and compartments.

Omari stood there, hands behind his back.

“Would you...” I started, then cleared my throat. “Will you come in? Just for a moment.”

He didn’t flinch. Just stepped through the doorway without a word.

Inside, the air felt thick—too quiet.

He walked in, past the couch, the dining table, the rumpled bed, the spot where I’d once sat and listened to the sounds behind the bathroom door.

Emily remained still, barefoot on the cool tile, eyes following him like she didn’t know whether to run or fall to her knees.

I watched him take in the room—not with longing or regret, but something steadier. Like he’d been expecting this. Like he already knew how it would end.

I gestured to the couch, but no one sat. It wasn’t that kind of moment.

We stood there—three people bound by something no one wanted to name. Sunlight spilled through the windows, catching the edge of the bed where it had all started. Or maybe it had started earlier. In a glance. A touch. A choice to ignore what we knew.

“We wanted to thank you,” I said. My voice cracked a little, surprising me. “And... talk. Say something real.”

Omari didn’t respond right away. He simply stood, calm, posture exact, the uniform stiff across his chest again. The butler was back. But underneath—he was still the man who’d had my wife’s legs wrapped around his waist.

Emily’s voice broke the silence. “It felt like a dream.”

He turned slightly toward her. She wasn’t looking at either of us. Her eyes were somewhere else.

“I kept telling myself it was harmless,” she said. “That flirting didn’t mean anything. That you were just... there. Helping.”

Her voice trembled. “But you weren’t just there. You were different. You were quiet. Strong. You didn’t try. And that—God—that made it worse. Or better. I don’t even know anymore.”

She pressed her fingers to her lips. “I tricked myself into thinking the little things weren’t steps. But they were. Every time I showed skin, let something slip. Every laugh, every lean closer, every towel that dropped too soon. I felt myself changing. Sliding into something else. Like I wasn’t me anymore.”

She looked at me finally. Her eyes glassy, red. “I wanted to tell you. But part of me... I think part of me wanted to be caught.”

I swallowed. Hard. And still I said, “I let it happen.”

Her eyes widened, wet. I pushed forward before I lost my nerve.

“I watched. I stayed. I didn’t stop it. Because some part of me...” I paused, then shrugged. “I liked it. I was hard every time. I was ashamed—but I wanted it.”

Silence.

Omari’s gaze drifted between us, then settled on the floor for a moment before returning.

“I’ve just been waiting for you both to realize this was dangerous,” he said.

No accusation. Just truth.

Emily’s shoulders folded inward, like the words struck something soft and unguarded.

Then she asked, “Has this happened before?”

Omari exhaled through his nose—soft, almost a sigh.

“No,” he said. “Honeymooners tend to only have eyes for each other.”

He held her gaze.

“You only had eyes for the thrill. For the taboo.”

Her jaw clenched. Not in anger. In recognition.

The room felt smaller now, heavier. Nothing more to say.

I extended my hand.

Omari took it without hesitation. His grip was steady. Not dominant. Not deferential. Just firm. A mutual acknowledgment—of everything. Of what had happened. Of what wouldn’t be undone.

“Thank you,” I said again, softer this time. I didn’t even know what I was thanking him for anymore. For not lying to us? For not pretending he hadn’t enjoyed every second?

He nodded once.

Then Emily stepped forward.

She hadn’t said anything since his last words. She looked composed on the surface—clothed now, posture upright—but I saw her hands trembling, slightly. Her jaw tight. Her breath shallow. I thought maybe she’d say goodbye. Maybe offer a simple thank you.

She didn’t.

Omari stepped toward her, slow. Measured. Like every movement had weight.

He leaned in and kissed her cheek.

It wasn’t rushed, and it wasn’t casual. His lips stayed there longer than necessary—just long enough to make me hold my breath. There was no tongue. No overt intimacy. But there was something more dangerous in its restraint.

Then he leaned closer, his voice barely above a whisper. I heard it anyway.

“If you ever need a proper cock again... you know where to find it. You are one hell of a fuck.”

She didn’t flinch.

Didn’t recoil or pull away.

She just stood there—still, breathing hard, her skin flush again beneath the collar of her shirt. A tiny shiver ran through her shoulders. I saw it. She didn’t hide it.

And I didn’t stop him.

Because how could I?

She turned her face slightly, as if to say something. But the words never came. Her lips parted, then closed again.

Omari stepped back. Straightened his posture. Gave me one last nod.

We stepped out into the morning light. The air was already warm, the stone path radiating a low, steady heat beneath our feet.

Emily walked beside me.

Not touching.
Not speaking.
Her face gave nothing away—no shame, no pride, no grief. Just quiet.

I didn’t look back.

But I knew.
Omari was still in the doorway. Watching.
I could feel it—his presence behind us, still and certain.

The wind shifted. Warm and faint.
And with it, a scent I didn’t want to name. A trace of something that clung to skin.
Then—her fingers brushed mine.

Slow. Deliberate.

She slipped her hand into mine. Interlaced our fingers.

We walked like that.
Husband and wife.
––––––––
[image: ]


At the terminal, our interactions were kind but superficial.

Emily sat beside me in the same sundress she’d worn that morning—thin, floral, the hem brushing her knees. She hadn’t bothered with underwear. I knew that. I’d seen it when she bent to pick up her flip-flops before we left the villa. The curve of her ass bare beneath the fabric. The faint outline of her pussy when the sunlight hit her just right.

Now, seated next to me in the airport lounge, her legs were crossed tight. Her arms folded, as if the posture might hide something she didn’t want to face. But there was no hiding any of it. Not from me.

She hadn’t tied her hair. It was loose again, wild from the breeze. When we boarded the plane, she slid into the window seat without a word. I took the middle.

By the time the plane taxied, her head had fallen lightly onto my shoulder. Not staged. Not affectionate. Just heavy and tired.

She was asleep within minutes.

Her legs curled toward mine. Her breathing deepened.

And then—my eyes drifted downward.

The neckline of her dress had slipped just enough to bare the top curve of her breast. No bra. The fabric clung to her chest, thin as breath, and in the shadow I caught a soft blur of her nipple.

I froze.
My mouth dry.
My cock stirred in my jeans like it had its own memory.
Because I’d seen those tits.
Bouncing. Swollen. Sucked. Slapped.
I’d watched her ride him, slow and full of pleasure.
I’d seen his cock disappear inside her from behind.
Her begging. Her screaming. Her nails raking his skin.
Her eyes rolling back as she came on his mouth, on his cock, over and over again.
I’d watched it all.
Close. Helpless. Addicted.
And I couldn’t unsee it.

Couldn’t unhear the way she moaned his name.
Or forget the way her body melted under his hands.
Like it had been waiting. Like it had known.
And now—here she was. Sleeping on my shoulder.
Wearing nothing underneath.
Smelling like sweat and sex and the faint lavender of resort soap.
Her nipple still barely visible through the dress. A reminder. A mark of everything we’d let happen.

I stayed still.
Eyes open.
Throat tight.
I didn’t know what we were anymore.

But I knew what I was.

Still hard.
Still hers.
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Epilogue
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Things were fine. We smiled more. We held hands in the grocery store. We fucked occasionally — soft, familiar, grateful. The resort was behind us. But not gone. Just folded away, like a letter neither of us wanted to reread but couldn't quite throw out.

The Christmas party was on a rooftop downtown. String lights. Champagne. Laughter louder than necessary. Emily wore a red dress I hadn’t seen before. Tight. No bra — I could tell by how the fabric moved when she walked. Her hair up, earrings swaying. She looked incredible. A little too incredible.

People noticed.

I made some excuse about the washroom. Needed a second to breathe.

By the time I came back, I saw her at the bar. Talking to Tyrone.

He was new — just started in procurement. Big black guy. Confident. Deep voice, British accent, easy with words. I hadn’t thought much of him until now.

Emily was laughing. Really laughing — head thrown back, her hand lightly touching his arm. Fingertips resting like they had a reason to be there. Her body angled toward him. Her chest proud, nipples hard against the thin fabric. Her eyes lit up in that way I hadn’t seen since...

I stopped walking. Just watched.

She didn’t see me right away. She was too focused. Too into it.

Then her gaze shifted. She spotted me. Smile didn’t falter. She reached for my hand like we were just two halves of a whole.

“Honey,” she said, eyes still bright, “I told Tyrone he should come over and try our pool sometime.”

I nodded. Smiled. Said nothing.

But something in my chest fluttered.

Not panic.

Not jealousy.

Something closer to recognition.

Like I’d seen the first page of a new story begin to turn.

And I already knew the plot.
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