

Chapter 1

The email arrived at 3:17 AM, the kind of hour when the world was still draped in the heavy, breathless quiet of predawn. Daniel Mercer sat up in bed, the sheet tangled around his waist like a silken boa constrictor, his phone’s dim blue glow the only light in the darkness. The subject line burned into his vision like a dare:

"Your Summer Fantasy Awaits (No Refunds)"

His fingers hovered over the screen before he finally tapped it open. The message was short, the words carefully chosen—like a bomb with the timer already running.

"Darling,

Pack your bags. We’re going to Tropical Isle Resort—my treat. No work, no complaints, just sun, sand, and me taking care of you. Love, M."

Daniel exhaled through his nose, rubbing his temples with the tips of his thumbs.  He knew that tone. That smug little lilt in her voice, the one that said she’d already won. Missy Mercer didn't ask. She decided. And worse—she'd been hinting at this for months.

---

The first time had been at The Velvet Lounge, a dimly lit bar with velvet booths and the kind of low lighting that made everything feel like a secret, an unspoken promise waiting to be whispered. They’d been there for their anniversary, Missy in a fitted black dress that hugged her curves like a second skin, making every line of her body sing, her dark hair cascading over one shoulder in waves as thick and lustrous as raven's wings. Some guy—tall, broad-shouldered, his skin the deep brown of polished mahogany—had walked past their table, his cologne lingering in the air like a promise: a potent mix of sandalwood and something spicy that spoke of hot nights and even hotter desires. Missy had moaned under her breath, her fingers tightening around her wineglass as if she was imagining him running those hands across her own curves. Daniel had cleared his throat, pretending not to notice, but she'd just laughed—that low, throaty sound that made his cock twitch—and whispered, "You like that, don’t you? Watching me think about him?"

He hadn’t denied it. He couldn’t deny the heat that flared in his chest whenever he thought of how she looked, lost in a reverie fueled by another man's scent, her body reacting under his gaze even though hers was fixed on some stranger across the room.

The second time was in their bed, after a particularly enthusiastic session where she’d ridden him like a cowgirl, her tits bouncing against his chest with every thrust, her nails digging into his shoulders until they left tiny red moons of pleasure. "Next time," she'd purred, as she rode him hard and deep even as he was still inside her, the air thick with the scent of their mingled sweat and desire. "I want a real man. One who knows what to do with this." She'd spread her thighs wider, grinding against him even harder.  "One who can fill me up."

Daniel had swallowed hard. His gaze dropped to her swollen hips, the way they pulsed under his touch. "Missy—"

"Mmm?" She’d kissed him, slow and deep, before pulling away with a grin that sent shivers down his spine. "Don’t worry, baby. You’ll love watching."

---

Now, three months later, the email was here. The vacation. The real plan. Tropical Isle Resort. Her escape, or perhaps a carefully orchestrated prison of her own design.

Daniel opened his browser and searched Tropical Isle Resort. The website loaded—white sand beaches, crystal-clear water, couples lounging under umbrellas, laughing, touching. And then, in the fine print, the disclaimer:

"Adults-only. All activities consensual and private."

His stomach twisted.  Consensual, she’d said. It was always ‘consensual’.

---

The Airport

Missy was already waiting at the gate when he arrived, looking like she’d stepped out of a Playboy shoot or a high-end perfume commercial—all languid curves and sun-kissed skin. Curvy, tanned, her dark hair in loose waves that cascaded down her back like liquid silk, she wore a fitted white dress that clung to her huge tits and thick thighs, the neckline plunging just enough to tease, to promise the bounty beneath. Her lips were glossy, her nails painted a deep red that echoed the stain on his own pulse—a vibrant scarlet against her creamy skin. And when she saw him, she smiled—sharp, knowing, predatory.

"Darling," she purred, standing to kiss his cheek with a touch of her tongue, leaving behind a trail of vanilla and something faintly spicy that made his mouth water. "You look nervous."

"I’m fine," he lied, adjusting the strap of his carry-on. "Just… tired."

She laughed, the sound rich and warm, like silk sliding over satin, and took his hand, squeezing it possessively before letting it fall into her own, her fingers cool and smooth against his clammy skin. "Relax. This is gonna be fun."

Daniel’s pulse spiked. Fun. Right. He swallowed hard, trying to ignore the way her words, so casual and light, seemed laced with an underlying current of electricity that made his cock twitch in anticipation.

---

The Flight

Missy had booked first class. Daniel had expected her to gloat about it, but she didn't. Instead, she leaned back in her seat, crossed her legs, and stretched, her dress riding up just enough to show the thong beneath – a black lace triangle that looked impossibly small against the generous mounds of flesh it strained to contain.

"You’re staring," she murmured, catching him with a playful smirk.

"I—" He cleared his throat, trying to sound nonchalant. "The seat's uncomfortable."

She smirked, a slow, teasing curve of her lips that did nothing for the heat blossoming in his lower abdomen. "Liar." Then, softer: "You’ve been fantasizing about this for months, Danny. Admit it."

His face burned.  "Missy—"

"Shhh." She reached over with one hand, her fingers cool and smooth on his thigh before sliding them higher, unzipping his fly before he could stop her. His cock, already half-hard from the flight, jerked in her grip. "Good boy."

Daniel groaned, his hips twitching involuntarily. "We’re on a plane—"

"And no one can see." She leaned in, her breath hot against his ear as she stroked him slowly, her thumb brushing over the tip. "But they can hear you."

Her hand moved faster now, teasing the sensitive head of his cock, sending shivers down his spine that had nothing to do with the recycled air of the cabin. "Imagine it, Danny. Big cocks. Black cocks. Stretching me while you watch. Filling me up while you beg to touch me."

His breath hitched. "Fuck—"

"That’s right." She pulled back slightly, a hint of amusement in her gaze as she watched his reaction play out on his face – the flush that deepened into scarlet under his ears, the way his jaw clenched, the frantic blink of his lashes.  She licked her lips, her eyes gleaming with a predatory hunger that made him want to both submit and fight. "You love this, don't you? Knowing I’m wet for them. Knowing I’m ready."

His cock throbbed against the pressure of her hand, his breath coming faster. His gaze dropped to hers.  She looked so damn good – all curves and confidence – that he could practically taste her, feel the heat radiating from her skin even through the thin fabric of her dress.

The plane’s intercom crackled. "Ladies and gentlemen, please fasten your seatbelts—"

Missy pressed another button on her phone and the vibrator strapped to her thigh hummed to life.

Daniel's eyes widened. "Missy—"

"Shhh." She spread her legs wider, the dress riding up to her thighs, the vibrator now pressed against her pussy.  "You love this, don't you? Knowing I’m soaked. Ready for them."

She ran a hand over her slick inner thigh, and his gaze followed, drawn to the way the fabric clung to her swollen mound, revealing the dark triangle of the thong beneath. He could practically feel the heat radiating from her, see the way it pulsed with each beat of her heart.

"Enjoy the flight, baby."

The plane took off. And Daniel Mercer spent the next six hours hard as steel,  imagining what was coming. The rhythmic shudder of the vibrator against Missy’s thigh, the subtle creaks and groans that emanated from her whenever she shifted in her seat – those were just the opening acts. He could taste it: the salt-kissed air of a tropical paradise, the feel of her silky skin beneath his hands, the scent of coconut oil mixed with her own musky perfume. And the way he'd want to mark her – the way he’d want to fill her up, to take her completely and possess her as she possessed him.

---

The Resort

The resort was everything the website promised—luxurious, secluded, tempting.

Missy had booked a private villa with a plunge pool, a thatched roof, and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean.  The moment they stepped inside, she dropped her bags, kicked off her heels, and stretched, her dress sliding down her body to pool at her feet. The movement showed more than just skin. It revealed curves that seemed sculpted by a master, limbs that moved with a feline grace, and an almost animalistic confidence in the way she owned this space – hers now, for as long as they were here.

Daniel stood frozen, his mouth dry.

Missy was naked beneath it – curvy, tan, her tits heavy and full, spilling over the edge of the thin fabric of her bra, her nipples hard, her pussy glistening with a sheen of pre-come that promised an explosion waiting to be unleashed. And between her legs—

"Oh," she cooed, spreading her thighs wider, "I forgot to tell you. I wore this just for you."

She reached down and pulled the vibrator from her pussy, letting it drip onto the tile floor with a tiny clink.  "See? Already soaked."

Daniel’s breath came fast. "Missy—"

"You wanted this, Danny." She pressed her lips to his, slow and deep, her tongue teasing his, tasting him with a boldness that made his stomach twist. "You’ve been dreaming about it."

"I—" He swallowed. "We’re married—"

"And I’m horny." She kissed him again, pulling back just enough to meet his gaze, her eyes dark with a hunger that mirrored his own. "And you’re hard." Her voice was husky and low, laced with amusement.

He couldn't deny it. The heat pooling between his thighs pulsed in response to the way she looked at him, the way her hand moved now, reaching down to cup his cock through the thin fabric of his swim trunks. "Damn it, Missy—" His protest died as her hot mouth closed around him, her tongue swirling, her hand stroking his shaft with a combination of gentle pressure and teasing swipes that had him moaning against her lips.

"That’s right." She pulled off with a wet pop, her lips glossy, her eyes dark with hunger. "Now come."

She guided him to the pool, leading him like some enthralled animal, his hand never leaving her ass as she walked, fingers finding purchase in the taut muscle of her thigh. He followed, hard, desperate, his cock bobbing against the cool tiles as he trailed after her.

Missy turned, leaning against the edge, her ass presented, the vibrator glinting in the sunlight like a jeweled dagger that promised pleasure and pain in equal measure. "Watch me, Danny."

She spread her legs wider, her fingers teasing her clit with a slow, deliberate rhythm that sent shivers down his spine. He could feel the heat radiating off of her skin, smell the faint scent of coconut oil mingling with the sweet musk of her arousal. 

Daniel’s breath hitched.

"Imagine it," she whispered, her voice husky and low against the backdrop of waves lapping at the shore. "Big. Black. Stretching me open. Filling me up while you watch."

Her fingers moved faster now, her hips rocking back and forth, her moans a soft symphony that echoed off the tiled walls of the patio. He was drowning in desire, his cock throbbing painfully against his inner thigh.

Her fingers pressed harder to her clit, and she gasped, her back arching, her ass clenching around the plug. "Oh fuck—Danny, I’m—"

She came, a cry that tore through the air before dying into a ragged whimper, her body trembling with the force of it as her hips bucked against the vibrating pleasure nestled within her. Her face was flushed, eyes dark and gleaming.

And Daniel cummed too, his release hot against the cool tiles.

Missy turned, her eyes dark, her smile wicked. "That’s just the beginning, baby."

She reached for the remote on the table next to him, a sliver of power amidst all the surrender. The plug vibrated to life. Daniel groaned as he watched her hips twitch in anticipation, knowing she was already starting to anticipate another wave of pleasure.

Missy laughed, a soft sound that sent shivers down his spine, leaning forward to kiss him, her tongue tasting like salt and sin. "Now let’s go find them."




Chapter 2

The plug pulsed inside her, slow and deliberate, each ripple of the remote’s switch sending electric shivers through Missy’s body.  Daniel watched, mesmerized—and not just by the way her hips swayed in response, but by the way her fingers traced the rim of her wineglass, her gaze locked onto his with a knowing smirk. She knew what she was doing to him. The power of it dizzied him.

"Come on," she murmured, setting the glass down with a deliberate clink. The sound cut through the hum of the villa’s air conditioning, sharp and intimate. "Unless you’re afraid?"

Daniel’s jaw tightened. Afraid? Fuck no. But the way his body betrays him—his cock already thickening in his loose linen slacks—was a different kind of truth. He ran a hand through his hair, trying to tame it, as if that would somehow calm the sudden heat pooling in his gut, but it was a losing battle. 

"You're enjoying this," he said, voice low, controlled, though his throat felt tight with something akin to desperation.

Missy’s laugh was a purr, rich and dark, vibrating through the air between them like a sensual tremor. "Enjoying it? Daniel, sweetie, I’m living for this." She stood, the thin sundress she’d tossed on earlier after the pool flaring around her thighs. The plug remained inside her, a constant, rhythmic reminder of what she’d just done to herself—for him.

His eyes flickered down, tracking the way her ass swayed with each step, the dress clinging to the curve of her hips in a way that made his pulse hammer against his ribs.  He could almost see the delicate trail of goosebumps that dotted her skin from where it had been stretched taut by the plug, and he found himself wanting to run his fingers over every single one, tracing each bump with possessive reverence. "You didn’t have to," he muttered, though they both knew it was a lie.

"Didn’t have to?" Her eyebrows arched. "Oh, but I did. You see, I wanted you to remember how good it’d be when the right man finally took you. And let’s be honest, baby—" she leaned in, her breath hot against his ear, "—you need it."

The words hit like a physical blow. He wasn’t just hard now—he was aching, his thoughts already spooling out ahead of them: the party, the bodies, the way she’d look spread out on a beach chair, her thighs slick with saltwater, some other man’s hands on her—

Missy must have seen the shift in him, because her smirk turned sharper, more knowing. "Let’s go dance," she said, grabbing his hand before he could overthink it. She didn't give him a choice,  her touch electric and demanding. "Loosen up."

---

The resort’s beach party was already in full swing when they arrived. The air was thick with the scent of rum, sunscreen, and something earthier—sweat, sex, anticipation. Strings of battery-powered lanterns hung overhead, casting golden pools of light across the sand, where couples swayed to the rhythm of a steel drum band. Missy led him toward the edge of the crowd, where the music pulsed louder, the bodies closer together.

A waitress in a bikini top and cutoff shorts passed by, her tray groaning under the weight of frosted glasses. "Rum punch, bonito?" she asked in a sing-song accent, arching an eyebrow at Missy.

"Two," Missy purred. "And keep ‘em coming."

Daniel’s fingers twitched. He should have said no. Should have pulled her aside, demanded answers, something.  The heat that pooled in his chest when she brushed against him as she took the drinks from the waitress—a casual graze of their hips—felt like a branding iron seared into his skin.  Fuck. He needed to feel her skin, to mark her as his own before some other guy claimed her right in front of him.

Missy took a long sip of her drink, her throat working around the straw, then turned to him with a slow, deliberate smirk. "You’re tight," she said, her thumb tracing the rim of her glass. "Relax. This is just fun."

Daniel scoffed, but the words hit too close to home. He was tight. Knotted up in jealousy and desire, his cock pressing against the zipper of his pants like a traitor. He took the drink from her, downed half in one go, then set it down with more force than necessary.  He hated this feeling, this vulnerability that had him acting like an ass at a goddamn party.

Missy’s eyes gleamed with amusement—she knew he was struggling.   Then she did something he didn’t expect. She set her drink on the sand and pulled him toward the center of the crowd, where the dance floor had transformed into a writhing mass of bodies. The music shifted—something slower, something sexy—and Missy pressed against him, her hands sliding up his chest, her breath feathering against his ear.

"Dance with me," she whispered.

Daniel hesitated. He wasn’t a dancer. Not like this. Not with her body molded to his, her hips rolling against his in a way that left no doubt about what she wanted him to watch.  He was used to taking control, to being the one who moved with purpose and power—not this clumsy, almost frantic need to keep up as her body swayed like a flame in front of him.

But Missy wasn’t giving him a choice.

Her hands found his waist, her fingers tracing the hem of his shirt before sliding underneath, her nails scraping lightly over his abs. "Loosen up," she murmured, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. "Or I’ll make you watch someone else do it instead."

The words were a knife twist. His body betrayed him, his hips jerking forward without thought, his cock throbbing at the idea of seeing her grind against another man. He swallowed hard, forced his body into motion.  He didn’t even dare to look around to see if anyone was watching them – he couldn't bear the thought of some other guy already claiming this dance floor territory as his own.

Missy’s laugh was a dark, satisfied sound as she let him lead, her body moving in response to his, her ass pressing against his groin with every step. "That’s it," she whispered. "Let go."

For a moment, he almost did. Almost forgot about the email, the games, the way she’d played him since day one. Almost convinced himself this was just another night, just another dance.

Then he saw him. Julio.  Leaning against the bar, his broad shoulders straining against a sleeveless Hawaiian shirt, his dark arms crossed over his chest. His eyes were on Missy. Only Missy. And the way they flicked over her body—the hunger there, the promise—made Daniel’s stomach clench.

Missy must have felt the shift in him, because she glanced over her shoulder, following his gaze. Her smile turned wicked. "See something you like?"

Daniel gritted his teeth. "Fuck off."

Missy’s laugh was a throaty chuckle, low and knowing. "Oh, baby," she murmured, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his chest. "You love him."

"I don’t—"

"You do." She cut him off, her voice sharp. "And you know what? That’s fine. Because I like him too."

Daniel’s hands clenched into fists. "Missy—"

"Dance with us," she said, ignoring him, pulling him closer. "Or step aside and let me find someone who will."

The words were a dare. A challenge. And he knew, with a sickening certainty, that she meant them.

So he danced with her.

His hands found her hips, his fingers digging into the soft flesh, his body moving against hers without thought. He was lost in the rhythm, in the way her body felt against his, in the way her breath hitched when he pushed her back against the bar, his cock pressing insistently against her stomach.  The heat radiating off her skin was almost unbearable, and even through the thin fabric of her dress, he could feel the dampness where her hips pressed against him.

Then—

"Whoa there, mami."

A deep voice. Rough. Accented.

Daniel didn’t have to look to know it was him. Julio. His presence was like a physical weight, pressing in from all sides, making it hard for Daniel even to breathe. He could smell the musk of his cologne—something spicy and earthy, almost animalistic—and he felt his own cock tighten.  He squeezed Missy’s hips, needing that connection, needing something solid to anchor him as Julio moved closer.

Julio stood behind her, his hands rough as they cupped her ass, his fingers tight enough to leave marks. "You’re dangerous," Julio rumbled, his voice a growl. "Dancing like that… you know what you do to a man?"

Missy whimpered, her voice breathy. "Ohhh, yes—"

Daniel’s cock twitched.  His gaze drifted down as he watched her body tilt back into Julio's touch, the curve of her ass emphasizing the way her dress rode up her thighs, revealing a glimpse of silky skin just above the top of her panties.

"I know exactly what I do," she purred, leaning into him just enough that Daniel could feel the way her ass pressed back against his groin. "And I think you’re gonna love it."

Julio’s chuckle was low, dark, filled with promise. "Oh, I will."

Daniel’s cock throbbed.  He bit down on his lip hard enough to taste blood. He hated himself for it, hated how much he wanted to see Julio touch her, explore her the way she seemed so eager to be explored.  It was like a wild animal trying to get back its prey—he felt it in every nerve ending. Fuck.

Missy’s fingers found his, lacing their hands together over the bar. "Dance with us," she whispered, her voice a velvet plea. Her gaze met his, holding him captive as Julio's eyes flickered to him, assessing, dark.  There was something predatory about those obsidian eyes, and it made Daniel feel both incredibly vulnerable and strangely turned on.

"You sure about that, pretty boy?"

Daniel’s jaw tightened. The challenge was there, thick in the air. Would he play along? Would he let her lead him into this?  The thought of standing back, watching Julio take what he wanted from Missy—watching it happen while she seemed so utterly at ease with Julio's touch—it made his chest constrict.

Missy’s grip on his hand tightened. "Oh, he’s sure," she said, her voice a purr. "Aren’t you, baby?"

Daniel swallowed hard. And then—

He nodded.

---

The private cabana was cool compared to the thick, humid air outside, the only light spilling in from the crack in the sliding glass door. Missy was already on her knees on the bed, her ass in the air, her dress bunched around her waist, the plug still vibrating softly inside her.

Daniel froze in the doorway.

Fuck.  He could almost feel the heat radiating off of her—the way it pulsed and thrummed with each vibration of that little device inside her, a promise of what she was capable of receiving from someone else.

Julio stood behind her, his hands rough as they cupped her ass, spreading her cheeks before dipping his fingers between them. "Look at her husband," Julio murmured, his voice a growl. "He’s hard for this."

Missy whimpered, her voice breathy. "Ohhh, yes—"

Daniel groaned, his hand flew to his mouth to stifle a groan. It was more than just hard; he felt like a live wire stretched taut, every nerve ending humming with anticipation and jealousy. He wanted to be the one burying himself inside that warm heat, the one making her moan like that again and again. He had put her there.

"Fuck," he groaned anyway. His cock ached.  His breath caught in his throat as he watched Julio’s fingers stretch her, tease her open, feeling the way Missy's hips bucked up instinctively against those powerful hands.

"Y-yeah," he admitted, his voice rough.

Missy gasped, her hips rocking back, her ass clenching around Julio’s fingers. "Good," she gasped. "Because Julio’s gonna fuck me now. And you’re gonna watch."

Julio chuckled, pulling his fingers out with a wet sound. "Patience, mami."

Daniel groaned again, his hand wrapped around his cock, stroking furiously as Julio reached for something—a thick, black dildo, glistening with lube.  He had the kind of hands that looked like they could crush walnuts in half.

"This first," Julio said, pressing the head against her hole. "Then me."

Missy shivered, her nails digging into the bedspread. "Fuck, yes—"

The first inch slid in, stretching her, filling her, and Daniel almost came right then.

"Oh fuck—" he gasped, his cock jerking, pre-cum painting his stomach.

Julio paused, letting her adjust, his free hand gripping her hip. "You like that, pretty boy?"

Daniel nodded, his voice a rasp. "Y-yeah. Fuck, yes—"

Julio smirked, pushing deeper, another inch, then another, until Missy was moaning, her ass rippling around the toy, her husband’s name shooting onto the floor in thick, desperate ropes.  Every muscle in Daniel's body tensed, every nerve ending thrumming with a mix of frustration and desire.

"Julio— fuck — Greg’s— oh god —"

Julio pulled the toy out, leaving her empty, breathless, whimpering.

"Now," he said, unzipping his shorts, freeing his cock.

Daniel’s eyes widened.  Holy fuck. Julio's dick was thick—veiny, long, the head already glistening with pre-cum, the shaft so wide Daniel knew it would split her. It was like a dark storm cloud promising rain and lightning all at once.

"Julio—" Missy whimpered, her ass clenching, her husband’s name a plea. "Please"—

Julio pushed. And Daniel watched. As Julio’s thick cock breached her, stretching her, filling her, owning her, ruining her, and Daniel knew—

This was only the beginning. 




Chapter 3

The air in the cabana hung thick and heavy with salt, coconut oil, and something more primal, a musk of sweat and arousal clinging to the humid air like a second skin.  Derek’s fingers trembled against the rough wood of the wall as he fought to breathe, each shallow inhale burning his lungs. His pulse hammered against his ribs, a frantic tattoo that echoed the wild symphony of sounds emanating from within the cabana.

He should have walked away. He should have bolted out of there the second Missy dragged him onto this island, that intoxicating glint in her eyes—knowing, predatory, possessive—a promise whispered rather than spoken: you’re mine now. But he hadn't. Deep down, a primal part of him had always known this would happen.  And now, listening to the sounds of Julio’s possession, the way his wife’s pleasure seeped out from behind closed walls like a sinfully sweet aroma, Derek realized with sickening clarity that he was exactly where he was meant to be: consumed by desire and envy in equal measure.

Missy arched her back against the plush cushions of her bikini-clad form, her breasts straining against the thin fabric, the peaks of her nipples hard and begging for attention. Every thrust from Julio sent a jolt through Derek as visible tremors rippled across Missy’s taut body. The sounds that tumbled out of her were broken whispers laced with urgent need: fuck yes, god—fuck. They were sounds he craved to hear, to possess, and yet, the way they emanated from Julio's ownership made them taste like ash and betrayal in his mouth. He felt a fierce possessive ache, a jealousy that twisted his guts into knots, mingled with a dark, delicious hunger that pulsed in time with his pounding heart.

Julio’s chuckle rumbled low in his chest, a sound as deep and rich as dark chocolate. It vibrated through the wooden wall separating them and resonated against Derek's own taut muscles. "You're already so fucking wet for me, huh?" He murmured against her skin, his voice rough and possessive. The way he rolled her nipples between his thumb and forefinger sent a wave of yearning crashing through Derek, his cock throbbing in the confines of his swim trunks. His jaw clenched hard enough to set his teeth on edge.  He wanted to growl, to demand Julio stop, to reclaim his wife. But the sight of Missy’s trembling hands gripping the lounge chair, the way her breaths hitched against every thrust of Julio’s cock—it was a tide he couldn't fight. His body was betraying him, surrendering to the intoxicating spectacle unfolding within.

My wife.  His possession.

Julio leaned down, his dark eyes burning into hers before meeting Derek’s gaze for a fleeting moment through the wall-mounted window. "You’re mine tonight, baby." He growled, his voice vibrating with possessive delight. Then he looked back at Missy, amusement dancing in those obsidian depths. “And your husband?” His eyes narrowed, locking on Derek once more.  “He's just gonna watch… right?”

A mischievous laugh bubbled from Missy’s throat, bright and wicked as she trailed her fingers down Julio's chest, digging her nails into his skin, sending a shiver through him. "Oh, he's participating," she purred, her voice a seductive whisper that sent a jolt of heat through Derek. Winking at the wall where he stood frozen, she lowered her voice to a breathy murmur.  "But first… you gotta stretch me."

Derek’s heart pounded against his ribs as if trying to escape from his chest entirely. The sounds that followed were unmistakable: the squelch of fingers working into something tight, the pop of a bottle cap, and then the symphony of Missy's pleasure – wet, desperate noises that seemed to coil around him, tightening in his gut with every throaty moan.

She gasped, her back arching, her fingers digging into the edge of the lounge chair. "Fuck—fuck—oh god—too much!" Her voice was high-pitched, raw with need and Derek's cock throbbed against his trunks. He fist clenched, hips bucking involuntarily as he imagined Julio’s thick, black cock stretching her open, filling her up just so.

“Shhh, baby,” Julio murmured, his voice soothing despite the rough edge to it. “You take it good. You're gonna take my cock, and you're gonna love it." His fingers pumped in and out, stretching her wider, deeper. Derek groaned, a strangled sound caught between pleasure and agony, as he imagined Julio’s thick shaft sinking into his wife, filling her, claiming her.

"Oh god—oh fuck—" Missy screamed again, her voice breaking, and Derek came with the force of a sudden storm, his vision whiteing out for a moment before he bit hard on his lip to keep from crying out. His cock pulsed against his trunks, hot and desperate, begging for release.

Julio chuckled, mocking, and Derek flinched. “You like that, don't you, pretty boy?”  His voice was close now, right against the wall behind him, fingers brushing lightly on the wood. "You like hearing your wife get stretched open for me?" Julio's hot breath brushed his ear as he leaned in. His touch sent shivers down Derek’s spine. "Your wife... stretched."

Derek whimpered, hips jerking involuntarily. His cock pulsed with need and shame and a desperate hunger that had nothing to do with his own body.  His throat tightened as he watched, helpless, his mind ablaze with conflicting emotions: jealousy and arousal, desire and humiliation, all tangled together in a knot of unbearable tension.

“Fuck—fuck—!" He gasped out, his breath ragged. His body trembled, the muscles in his legs clenching against his will. He wanted to stop this, to watch, to try and maintain some semblance of control over his crumbling composure. But he also craved that sight, yearned for it with a fierce intensity that bordered on pain.

"Good boy," Julio murmured, as Derek heard the unmistakable squelch of Missy's ass, glistening with pre-cum and anticipation. "Now let’s see if you can take what she can."

Derek pushed against the wall, stumbling inside. He was wrecked; undone.  His cock throbbed back to life, hard and demanding, his body aching from its sudden release and the lingering tension that still vibrated in every nerve ending. The sight of Missy stretched open before him, Julio’s thick cock buried deep within her, sending a wave of heat through him. She was a landscape of desire, her ass clenched around him with a tightness that made Derek ache to see it engulf his own manhood.  His wife was lost in Julio's possession, and he felt like he'd stumbled into the middle of a stolen dream, one that was both terrifyingly beautiful and utterly intoxicatingly possessive.

Julio smirked, knowing exactly what he’d done, how deeply he’d burrowed under Derek's skin. “Took you long enough, pretty boy," He drawled, his cock still buried deep in Missy, stretching her wide. "Now kneel.”

Derek dropped to his knees, his heart a frantic drum against his ribs. His breath hitched, and he was instantly lost in the sight of Julio's full erection filling his wife's ass,  the way her ass squeezed around him as if trying to claim him as her own. He had been watching; he had been aching for this. And now, seeing it, feeling the heat radiating from them, he was ruined.

Missy reached down, wrapping her fingers around his shaft and stroking him slow, deliberate strokes. Her eyes met his briefly, dark with knowing amusement, a promise whispered in that glance: Now watch.

“Good boy,” she murmured, her voice husky with lust as if sharing a secret just for him.  "Now watch."

Julio grabbed her hair, pulling her back, and took her mouth, devouring it with a ravenous hunger that made Derek's cock twitch. His cock slid between her lips, his balls slapping against her chin with each deep thrust.

Derek watched, helpless as Missy gasped, her hands clenching onto his shoulders for purchase, eyes half-closed, her head thrown back in surrender as she took Julio’s cock into her mouth.

"Fuck—fuck—!" Julio growled, his hips snapping, burying himself deep, sending a tremor through Derek's entire body. His balls pulsed against Missy's tongue, and he could feel the hot slickness of her pre-cum coating his shaft. "You’re gonna take it all," he rumbled, pushing deeper, "all of me."

Derek whimpered as Julio pulled out, a glistening length, and Missy gasped, coming up for air with ragged breaths, chest heaving against his hand. Her ass was still full, her body trembling from the way she'd taken him, and Derek could feel it even now, pulsing beneath his fingertips. It was too much -  his own cock throbbing in response to the sight of her being used, filled.

“Cum for me," Julio commanded, hands on her hips holding her tight, driving deeper again. “Come for me, baby."

Missy screamed, a wild sound that ripped through the air as she arched her back and wrapped around his cock, riding him with desperate need. Derek's hand clenched around himself, squeezing so hard he thought his nails would break. He was lost in it all -  the sight of her, the sounds she made, even Julio’s possession, and he felt a surge of fierce possessiveness that almost brought him to his knees again. His wife was taking them both, riding their cock in unison.

Julio growled with satisfaction, his cock pulsing hard as his cum shot deep inside Missy. He came fast, burying himself deeper as the tip of his dick vanished within her ass.  Missy collapsed forward, breathing hard against his chest, her body trembling, her limbs slack.

Julio pulled out slowly, letting a few droplets dribble down her inner thigh before he chuckled, looking down at his dripping erection. "Good girl," he murmured, pulling himself up and wiping his shaft on Missy's ass with the grace of someone well-used to this ritual.  His eyes met Derek’s again, burning with that same possessive fire as he held a hand out toward him. “Now your turn, husband,” he said, voice low and smooth as silk. "Hands and knees."

Derek took a shaky breath, trying to calm the frantic beating of his heart. He was on the verge of losing himself entirely in this tableau. Julio's eyes held a predatory gleam as he beckoned him forward, and Derek felt an unexpected surge of eagerness battle with the rising tide of shame that threatened to drown him. 

"On the bed," Julio commanded, voice low and absolute. "Now."

Derek obeyed, his limbs heavy but willing. He dropped onto his knees, his body trembling as he tried to regain some semblance of control. His eyes were glued to the sight before him – Missy watching him with a knowing smile playing on her lips. Her fingers curled around Derek's cock, stroking it slow and deliberate, her touch sending shivers down his spine that had nothing to do with heat or arousal. She was enjoying this, watching him so willingly surrender to Julio’s pleasure.

Julio knelt behind him, the scent of musk and salt hitting Derek in a wave that made his head spin.  He felt the rough pads of Julio's thumbs on his ass as he pushed him down, spreading him wider, preparing him for the inevitable invasion.

"Relax," Missy murmured, her voice a silken caress against his ear. "Just feel it. Let him own you."

Derek whimpered, unable to help himself. His body was already stretched and ready, his ass clenching around Julio’s fingers as they worked inside him, stretching him wider with each push and pull.  His cock throbbed against Missy's hand, its base throbbing against the skin of her palm.

“That’s it,” Julio growled, pulling one hand away to run down Derek's back, his fingers digging into his flesh with a possessive force that sent shivers through him. "You're gonna take me just like your wife did. And you're gonna love it."

Derek gasped as he felt Julio’s cock press against his entrance. His body jolted, and his ass clenched involuntarily around the thick shaft. "Oh god—" Derek choked out, a word lost in the sudden rush of pleasure and fear that flooded him. This wasn't supposed to happen. He didn't want to need this, but here he was, helpless against the insistent pull of Julio’s cock against his stretched opening.

"Good boy," Julio chuckled, pressing in further. "Breathe."

Derek strained against the pressure, his breaths coming in ragged gasps as Julio filled him completely. The sensation of it was intoxicating, overwhelming - a delicious agony that spread through his entire body. It wasn't just the size of him, though that was undeniable, it was the way Julio moved inside him, slow and deliberate at first, then picking up pace until he was driving in with a rough power that left Derek trembling.

“Fuck—fuck—” He cried out as his body took over, his hands gripping the edge of the bed, fingers digging into the sheets to keep from clawing at Julio’s back.  He wanted to push him away, but there was nowhere to go. He wanted to claim this sensation as his own, to fight for it against the overwhelming tide of Julio's possession.

Missy reached around, her hand sliding up and down Derek’s shaft, stroking him slow and sure. Her fingers wrapped around his head, pulling him back into the moment. "Just feel it," she whispered, her voice husky with shared pleasure. "Let him use you."

Julio was on fire now.  He pushed harder, deeper, filling Derek’s gut, forcing him to arch against the bed. He growled low in his throat, a sound that vibrated through Derek’s very bones. His eyes were wild, dark with lust and something else - a possessive gleam as if he was claiming every inch of Derek's being. "That's it," he murmured, voice rough.  "Take me."

Derek choked on a moan, his body bucking instinctively against Julio’s rhythm. He felt like he was drowning in the sensation of him—the overwhelming tightness, the delicious ache as Julio stretched him wider with each thrust. He wanted to cry out, wanted to scream and claw at the walls, but all that came out were broken gasps of pleasure laced with a strange, unsettling desire for more.

"Cum for me," Julio breathed into his ear, his breath hot and insistent against Derek's skin. "Come for me.  Right here."

Derek’s vision swam as he felt himself spiraling towards release. His cock throbbed wildly, a desperate rhythm against Missy’s hand, her fingers pulling him taut. He came with a choked gasp, his head thrown back against the bed as a wave of white-hot pleasure slammed through him. His body quivered, muscles clenching and relaxing around Julio’s shaft as he rode out the climax.

Julio chuckled deep in his chest as Derek shuddered under him,  a satisfied rumble that echoed in the tense silence left after his own release. He pulled out slowly, leaving Derek slick with his cum. His eyes held a possessive glint that was both terrifying and intoxicating, and for a moment, Derek felt like he was being looked at not as an individual, but as something to be claimed, possessed.

"Good boy," Julio murmured again, pulling himself up, wiping his cock on Missy’s inner thigh before reaching out to help Derek sit up.  He straightened his shirt, glancing down at him with a predatory amusement that sent another shiver down Derek's spine.

“Now,” he said, voice smooth as silk as he pulled her back onto the bed beside him, folding her close against his chest and settling himself into her side.

Missy’s eyes met Derek’s again, and she smiled, a slow, knowing curve of her lips that sent a ripple of heat through him despite the turmoil churning in his gut.  "It's our turn to use you now."




Chapter 4

The air between them crackled with something dangerous, something electric. Derek’s pulse hammered against his ribs, threatening to burst free as he watched Julio's fingers trail down Missy’s bare thigh, possessive, almost owning her. The way her muscles tensed beneath the touch sent a shiver through him that had nothing to do with the humid air clinging to the cabana walls. Her breath hitched in a soft gasp, escaping like smoke from her parted lips. She arched into his touch, and Derek swore he could see her straining against the linen sheets as if she were already fighting off a delicious urge.

Julio’s smirk was slow, deliberate, twisting into something wicked that made Derek's stomach clench. "You like that, don't you?" His voice was rough, low, a caress of sandpaper against Derek's raw nerves. "Your husband watching you get used?"

Missy’s laugh was breathless, a soft tremor in the stillness of the night. It sent gooseflesh prickling across Derek's skin, her hips shifting against the bed with an almost predatory grace that made his cock twitch. "You have no idea how much I love it."

Derek's jaw clenched, teeth grinding together as a fist of anger and something else entirely—lust, raw and immediate—tightened around his gut. He should have stopped this. Should have grabbed her hand, pulled her away from Julio’s relentless gaze, dragged her back into the cool sanctuary of their room, and made her see reason. But the truth was, he was hard—his cock throbbing against the zipper of his linen pants, the rough fabric straining against the insistent pressure building inside him. His fingers twitched, itching to touch himself, to relieve the mounting tension that had coiled tight around his core.  But Julio's eyes were on him, sharp and knowing, holding him captive in their depths. Derek forced himself to stay still, but it felt like a battle against an ocean tide, every muscle screaming for release.

"Look at him," Julio murmured, his thumb brushing over Missy’s inner thigh, dangerously close to where she was already slick and glistening with anticipation. "He’s dripping for you."

Missy’s gaze flicked to Derek, her lips parting as if in silent question before a slow smile curved them upward.  "Are you?" she whispered, her voice husky with desire. "Dripping for me, baby?"

Derek's throat constricted, his breath catching somewhere between his chest and lungs. He couldn’t lie. Not to her. Not to himself.

"Yes," he ground out, the word rough, ragged.  Fuck, yes.

Julio chuckled, low and dark, like the sound of a blade being drawn from its sheath, sending shivers down Derek's spine. "Good." He shifted, his body pressing against Missy’s back, his cock – thick, veiny, already hard – grinding against her ass with a possessive heat that set Derek’s teeth on edge. "Because you’re going to earn it." 

---

The cabana was small, the air heavy with the scent of salt and sweat and something feral—something primal that had nothing to do with the ocean lapping at the shore just beyond the walls. The rhythmic crash of waves mirrored the frantic beat of Derek's heart, his chest tight against his ribs as if he were trapped within a cage woven from desire. Missy’s breath came in shallow gasps, each one a tiny tremor that echoed through him. Julio's hands roamed over her, possessive, tracing the curve of her hip, the dip of her waist, before sliding lower, between her thighs. 

"You’re so fucking wet for us," Julio growled, his voice rough with need. "All because your husband couldn’t keep his eyes off you."

Missy moaned, her head falling back against Julio’s shoulder as his fingers found her clit, circling it just enough to make her whimper. The sound of her arousal, the raw vulnerability in those small noises sent a jolt through Derek, making him want to rip the linen sheet from her body and bury his face in her neck, inhale the scent of her skin, taste the salt on her lips. "He wanted me to be," she panted, her voice thick with desire and something else – a touch of defiance that had Derek's pulse leaping. "He’s been begging for this since the moment we got here."

Derek’s cock jerked at those words, his breath coming faster, ragged. He should have looked away. Should have denied it. But the way Julio’s fingers moved, the way Missy's body arched into his touch – it was too much. His hand flew to his zipper, his fingers fumbling as he freed himself, his cock springing out, already slick and throbbing with urgency.

"Mmm."  Julio’s gaze flicked to him then, dark and hungry. "Look at that." He didn't hesitate, didn't even slow down the relentless rhythm of his touch. "Your husband’s desperate."

Missy’s fingers found Derek’s wrist, her nails digging in just enough to make him gasp. "Don’t you dare," she breathed, her voice a mix of command and need. "Not until we say so."

Derek’s hand stilled, his cock throbbing, the head already glistening. "Fuck," he groaned, his breath caught somewhere between his teeth and throat.

Julio’s chuckle was dark, triumphant. "That's right." He pulled his fingers from Missy’s pussy, glistening with her arousal, and brought them to his own mouth, sucking them clean. "Tastes like ours."

Missy’s breath hitched, her hips rocking against the bed, a silent plea for more. "More," she demanded, her voice rough. "I want to feel him inside me. Now."

Julio didn't hesitate. He reached down, his cock already free, thick and heavy in his hand.  "You sure about that, mija?" His voice was a growl, his hips already pressing forward. "Because once I’m in, there’s no going back."

Missy’s eyes locked onto Derek’s, her pupils blown wide, her lips parted as if begging for him to say something, anything. "I don't want to go back."

---

The first thrust was brutal.  Julio’s cock sank into Missy with a wet, obscene sound, stretching her open, filling her completely. Missy screamed, her nails raking down Julio’s back, her body trembling as he bottomed out inside her. "Fuck—fuck—!" she gasped, her pussy clenching around him.

Derek’s breath came in ragged bursts, his cock aching, his fingers curling into fists at his sides. "Missy—" His voice was a plea, a warning, a supplication all at once.

She turned her head, her lips brushing his cheek. "Shhh," she whispered, her breath hot against his skin. "Just watch."

Julio pulled back, his cock sliding out of her with a slow, deliberate drag, before slamming back in, harder this time. Missy cried out, her body arching off the bed, her tits bouncing with the force of his thrusts. "Oh god—fuck—!"

"You like that, don't you?" Julio growled, his hands gripping her hips, his thrusts growing faster, harder, his balls slapping against her ass with every snap of his hips.  "Your husband watching you get ruined?"

"Yes!" Missy screamed, her body trembling, her pussy dripping around him. "Fuck—fuck—I’m gonna—"

"Come for us," Julio ordered, his voice a dark command. "Now."

Missy's body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her in waves, her pussy milking Julio’s cock as she screamed his name. "Julio—fuck—Julio—!"

Julio groaned, his thrusts becoming erratic, his cock swelling inside her. "Fuck—fuck—!" He buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he came, his release spilling deep inside her.

Missy collapsed against the bed, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her body trembling. "Oh god—" she panted, her voice weak. "That was—"

"Perfect," Julio finished, pulling out of her with a wet sound. His cock was still hard, still glistening with her arousal. "Now," he said, his voice rough, hungry, "it’s your turn."

---

Derek’s breath hitched as Julio stood, his cock still thick and heavy, still hungry. "On your knees," he ordered, his voice leaving no room for argument. 

Derek didn’t hesitate. He dropped to his knees, his cock still hard, still throbbing in his pants, his breath coming in ragged gasps.  "Please—" His voice was a plea, a supplication.

Julio’s fingers tangled in his hair, his grip firm, almost painful. "Look at me."

Derek’s gaze snapped up, meeting Julio's eyes, his breath catching in his throat as their gazes locked. The intensity of that stare stole the air from his lungs, making him dizzy and lightheaded.

"You’re going to take me," Julio said, his voice rough, his cock pressing against Derek’s lips. "And you’re going to love it."

Missy’s hand found Derek’s shoulder, her fingers digging in just enough to make him gasp. "That’s right, baby," she murmured, her voice a dark whisper. "You’re going to take him like a good boy."

Derek's lips parted, his breath hitching as Julio’s cock slid past Derek's lips, thick and heavy, the taste of Missy still clinging to his skin. Derek’s eyes watered, his breath coming in ragged gasps as he took him deeper, his throat opening for him, his fingers curling into fists at his sides.

"That’s it," Julio growled, his fingers tightening in Derek’s hair. "Take it all."

Missy’s fingers found Derek’s cock, her touch firm, almost demanding. "Stroke yourself," she ordered, her voice rough with need. "Make yourself come for us."

Derek’s hand flew to his cock, his fingers wrapping around the shaft, his thumb swiping over the slick head. "Missy—" His voice was a broken whisper.

"Fuck," Julio groaned, his hips rocking forward, his cock hitting the back of Derek’s throat. "You’re going to make me come like this, aren’t you?"

"Yes," Missy breathed, her fingers tightening around Derek’s cock. "He’s going to make you come deep in his throat."

Julio’s cock swelled, his release building inside him. "Fuck—fuck—!" He buried himself to the hilt, his cock pulsing as he came, his release spilling down Derek’s throat, his fingers tightening in his hair.

Derek’s cock jerked, his own release crashing over him in waves, his cum spilling onto the floor, his body trembling as he came.

Julio pulled out of Derek’s mouth with a wet sound, his cock still hard, still hungry. "Not bad," he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. "But we’re not done yet."

Missy’s fingers found Derek’s chin, her touch firm, almost possessive. "No," she agreed, her voice a dark whisper. "We're not."

---

Julio’s fingers found the plug, his touch firm, almost demanding.  "This is just the beginning," he murmured, his voice rough, his fingers pressing the tip against Derek’s hole.

Derek’s breath hitched, his body tensing. "Julio—" His voice was a plea, a warning.

"Shhh," Missy soothed, her fingers tracing the curve of his hip. "Just relax."

Julio’s fingers pressed the plug against Derek's hole, his touch firm, almost painful.  "Breathe," he ordered, his voice rough, his fingers pressing deeper.

Derek’s breath hitched, his body trembling as the plug pressed against his hole, stretching him open. The sensation was both terrifying and delicious, sending a jolt through him that had nothing to do with the humid air clinging to the cabana walls. It made his cock twitch, threatening to spill from his pants, a second wave of arousal building inside him.

"That’s it," Julio growled, his fingers pressing deeper, the plug stretching him open.

Derek’s breath hitched again, his body trembling, his hole burning with a fresh kind of ache that sent shivers through him. He was losing control in the best way possible.  His cock throbbed against the denim of his pants.

"Fuck—" Derek gasped, his body trembling.

"That’s right," Missy breathed, her fingers tightening around Derek’s cock. "Take it all."

Julio’s fingers pressed deeper still, the plug stretching him wider, forcing him to surrender.  The burn intensified, and Derek's breaths became shallow gasps as his body betrayed him in the best way possible.

"That’s right," Julio growled, his fingers pressing deeper, the plug stretching Derek wider, forcing him deeper into the embrace of his desire. “

Fuck—" Derek gasped, his body trembling, his hole burning, his cock aching, his release building inside him.

"That's right," Missy breathed, her fingers tightening around Derek’s cock. "Come for us, baby."

Derek’s body convulsed, his orgasm crashing over him in waves, his cum spilling onto the floor as he came with a strangled cry. He wanted to claw at Julio's arms, to dig his nails into Missy’s back, but he couldn't move. All he could do was ride the wave of his release and pray that it would be enough to quell the fire that raged in his veins.

Julio’s fingers pulled the plug out of Derek’s hole, his touch firm, almost possessive. "Not bad," he murmured, his voice rough with satisfaction. "But we’re not done yet."

Missy’s fingers found Derek’s chin, her touch firm, almost possessive. "No," she agreed, her voice a dark whisper. "We're not."

---

The night was far from over.

And neither was this.




Chapter 5

The air in the cabana hung thick and heavy, pregnant with the mingled scents of sweat, lingering sex, and the faint, salty tang of the ocean beyond its walls.  Julio's voice still vibrated through Derek's senses, low and satisfied, a sensual echo against his skin even as Missy’s fingers traced lazy patterns along his jaw. The touch lingered just long enough to send a shiver down his spine, a reminder—he wasn't in charge anymore. Not here. Not ever again.

His chest heaved beneath the weight of his damp sheets, his cock still stubbornly half-hard, twitching faintly against his thigh. Julio’s cum dripped from his ass, warm and sticky, pooling at the juncture of Derek’s thighs like a glistening promise. For a moment, Derek just felt—the way the warmth clung to him, the unspoken challenge in Missy's smirk, the dark hunger smoldering in Julio's eyes as he watched them both with an air of predatory satisfaction. It was the gaze of gods who had claimed their feast, savoring its succulent surrender.

It wasn’t fair.

But damn if it wasn’t intoxicating.

Missy's thumbs brushed over his lower lip, sharp enough to draw a slight sting. "You're thinking too much, baby," she murmured, her voice dripping with honeyed sweetness that was anything but genuine. "Or should I say—darling?" Her laughter was soft, mocking, as if she found amusement in the way his skin prickled beneath her touch. "Maybe pretty boy suits you better now." She leaned closer, her breath warm and teasing against his ear. "You liked it, didn't you? Watching Julio own me. Watching him fuck me. Watching him take you too."

Derek’s fingers clawed at the sheets beneath him, digging into the fibers until they frayed.  "Twisted," he growled, but there was little bite left in his voice. It was rough with the remnants of submission, the lingering taste of Julio’s dominance clinging to the back of his throat like a sweet poison.

Julio chuckled, rolling his shoulders like a panther stretching after a meal. "Twisted? Hell, honey, you haven't seen nothing yet." He took a step closer, his massive frame casting a shadow over Derek that stretched out long and possessive.  "You think you’ve been claimed? You’re just getting started."

Missy smiled, and her smile was like a razor blade slicing through the remaining shreds of Derek's control. "Oh, he’s just getting started," she agreed, her fingers sliding down his chest, lower, lower—until they wrapped around him, anchoring his cock. It twitched immediately, betraying his hard-won composure. "Mmm. Still hard for us?"  She gave him a slow, deliberate stroke, her grip firm enough to make him hiss with mingled pleasure and protest. "That’s good. We're gonna need that."

Derek drew in a sharp breath, the air catching in his chest. "Fuck—Missy—"

"Language," she purred, leaning down to press a lingering kiss to his lips, the taste of salt still clinging to her tongue. It was a fleeting touch, almost teasing, before she pulled back enough to watch his reaction, eyes dark and fathomless, lips glistening with the pre-cum he’d surrendered so freely. "You’re not the one in control anymore, remember?"  She added, her voice dropping to a whisper that tickled the hairs at the nape of his neck. "Besides," she breathed, "I've got a surprise for you."

Julio’s amusement was a tangible thing, filling the space between them like a dark cloud pressing down on Derek's chest.  "Oh yeah?" he rumbled, shifting his weight. The movement sent a tremor through Derek that had less to do with the shift and more with Julio's potent presence settling closer. "What’s that, sweetheart?"

Missy didn’t take her eyes off Derek as she answered. "I think it’s time we had a little chat about… rules."

---

The air in the cabana shifted again, becoming even heavier than before. The weight of the moment pressed down on them like an unseen force, turning the playful tension into something far more dangerous. From pleasure to possession. From playthings to prey. Derek could feel it—the unspoken shift radiating from Julio and Missy as their laughter died away, replaced by a shared stillness that hummed with anticipation.

Missy settled back on her heels, crossing her legs so the thin strap of her bikini bottoms— still adorned with Julio’s cum —digged into the inside of her thigh. "You’ve been a problem these last few weeks," she said, her voice light again, almost mockingly so. "Distant. Resistant. Like you’ve forgotten who owns you."

Derek’s jaw clenched, his muscles bunching against the sheets beneath him.  "I don't belong to anyone."

"Boy," Julio cut in, stepping closer until Derek could feel the heat radiating from his body and smell the faintest trace of his cologne—something dark, spicy, like smoke and citrus. "You’re kidding yourself if you think that’s true." He reached down, his fingers wrapping around Derek's throat, not tight enough to hurt—yet. “You’ve been ours since the night you first fucked Missy and thought you could just walk away.” His grip tightened just a fraction, drawing out a startled hiss from Derek. "And you’ve been mine since the day you let her tie you up in that bathroom and moan my name like a fuckin' beggar."

Derek's pulse hammered against Julio's fingertips, his skin prickling with an awareness of their power dynamic, a delicious mix of fear and arousal. "That was shared—"

"Bullshit," Missy cut in, her voice sharp as broken glass. "You wanted him. You wanted to be touched by someone who could actually take you—someone who wouldn’t treat you like a goddamn china doll." Her fingers traced the collar of Derek's shirt, still clinging to him damp and clinging with his own sweat and the faintest trace of salt. "You wanted to be used." Her nails dragged just lightly down his sternum, her touch deliberate.  "And you still do.”

Derek’s breath came faster, a ragged rasp caught in his throat. "You don't know—"

"I know," Julio growled, the scent of him filling Derek's nostrils. His thumb pressed harder against Derek’s pulse point, his fingertip finding its own sweet spot nestled just above the swell of his throat.  “I know you’re mine now. And Missy’s. And there ain’t a goddamn thing you can do ‘bout it." He leaned down, his lips brushing Derek’s ear, hot breath sending shivers down his spine. "So you’re gonna listen to her when she tells you what happens next. You’re gonna obey. And you’re gonna enjoy it."

Missy’s smile was slow, triumphant, predatory.  "Good boy."

---

Derek swallowed the word that wanted to come out—obey—and held it captive in the back of his throat along with the rest of his startled defiance. He hadn't realized how much he’d feared hearing those rules, but now they hung between them like a stark declaration, each word striking him like a whip crack across his bare skin.

"Rule number one," Missy said, her voice smooth as silk over steel, her fingers tracing lazy circles on his chest. "You don’t decide who gets to fuck me. That’s my choice—and Julio’s. You watch. You enjoy watching. And you never interfere."

Derek’s throat worked. "What if I don’t want—"

"You don’t get to," Julio cut in, his voice a low growl that rumbled deep in Derek's chest.  "You don't want? Too bad." His fingers tightened on Derek's throat just enough to make him swallow hard. "You’ve been given this. Own it."

Derek's cock twitched, betraying him again. "Fuck—"

Missy’s laugh was soft, almost sadistic. "Rule number two," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "You don’t cum unless we say so. No touching yourself. No sneaking off to jerk off in the shower. No anything." Her fingers found his again, stroking him just once, slow and deliberate. "You save it for us. And when we do let you, you beg for it."

Derek’s breath hitched.

"Rule number three," Julio said, his voice rough, possessive. "You serve us. When we tell you to get on your knees? You get on your knees. When we tell you to suck? You suck. When we tell you to take our cocks—" he flexed his fingers against Derek’s throat "—you take them." His voice dropped to a growl. "You’re our little pet. And pets do what they’re told."

Missy's smile was razor-sharp. "Rule number four," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent chills crawling down Derek’s spine. "You’re gonna be a good boy and let Julio fuck your ass again. And you’re gonna come when he does."

Derek's cock jerked involuntarily, his body reacting before his mind could even catch up with the raw implications of those words.

"And rule number five?" Julio asked, leaning down so close Derek could feel the heat radiating from his skin.

Missy’s eyes gleamed with a predatory light as she met Julio's gaze. "You’re gonna learn to love it."

---

There was no more talking.  Julio's hands were on Derek's thighs, pulling them apart with brutal efficiency, the movement sending shivers of anticipation down his spine. "Roll over," he ordered, his voice a low command that vibrated through Derek’s bones.

Derek's fingers dug into the sheets beneath him, his body trembling—not from fear, but from the sheer hunger building inside him.  Missy's hands found his hair, tugging just enough to make him arch his back. "That's it," she murmured, her lips brushing the shell of his ear. "Show us how good you can be."

Julio didn’t waste any time.

With a rough growl, he pushed—

The burn was intense,  a white-hot stretch that made Derek's vision blur. "FUCK!" His fingers clawed at the sheets, his nails tearing at the fabric as Julio slid home in one brutal thrust, his balls slapping against Derek’s ass with a wet, obscene sound.

"Fuck—" Derek gasped, voice choked off, "You're too big—"

"I told you," Julio grunted, his hands gripping Derek's hips hard enough to bruise. "You were made for this."

Missy’s laugh was dark, satisfied. "Now ride him," she commanded, her fingers tracing idle patterns down Derek’s back. "Come on, baby. Fuck him back." 

Derek’s breath hitched and his chest tightened.  He wasn't sure if it was Julio's overwhelming presence or Missy's whispered command that finally broke through the last vestiges of resistance.

And then he moved.

The motion was slow at first—arching his back, pushing against the brutal stretch, his ass clenching around Julio’s thick cock. But with each thrust, Julio met him, his hips slamming into Derek’s ass with a wet, obscene sound, each impact sending jolts of pleasure-pain through Derek’s body that were so intense they bordered on agony.

"That's it," Missy purred, her fingers finding his cock again, stroking him just once, slow and deliberate as if to remind him of the power she held over his own desires. "Take him. Show us how hungry you are."

Julio’s hands were everywhere—gripping Derek’s hips, pulling him back onto his cock, his fingers digging in deep enough to leave marks.  "Fuck—yeah—" he grunted, his voice rough with raw hunger. "That’s it, pretty boy. Ride that cock for us."

Derek’s breath came in ragged gasps, his cock aching, his balls tightening. Every time Julio bottomed out inside him, the world tipped—pleasure and pain, submission and need, all twisting together into something so intoxicating he could barely think.

"You're gonna come now," Julio growled, his voice a dark command that reverberated through Derek's core. "You’re gonna milk this cock, you hear me?"

"Yes—" Derek’s voice cracked, strangled by the building pressure inside him. "Fuck—Julio—please—"

"Beg pretty for it," Missy whispered, her voice a silken thread laced with steel. "Say it."

"Please—" Derek choked out the plea, his words raw and desperate, "Let me cum—please—"

---

The orgasm hit him like a tidal wave—

Derek’s body tightened, his cock jerking in Missy’s hand as his release erupted, ropes of cum splattering across the sheets, his ass clenching around Julio’s cock in a vise-like grip.

"Fuck—YESSS—" Julio’s voice was raw, guttural roar as he slammed into Derek one final time, his own release pounding into Derek’s ass, his cum filling him in hot, sticky bursts that left Derek trembling on the edge of collapse.

Derek collapsed forward, arms giving out,  his body trembling from the force of his release. Julio’s cock twitched inside him, still buried deep, still leaking, the two of them locked together in a way that felt almost… permanent.

Missy’s fingers found Derek’s hair again, tugging just enough to make him look up. Her smile was slow, triumphant. "There we go," she murmured, her voice smooth, satisfied. "Now that’s how a good boy behaves."

Julio chuckled, pulling out with a wet pop, his cock still glistening with their shared release. He reached down, grabbing a towel from the side table, and wiped himself clean before tossing it aside with a smirk. "Damn," he muttered, shaking his head. "You two are filthy."

Missy’s laugh was soft, satisfied. "We're just getting started."

Derek’s breath hitched.  "What do you—" he swallowed hard, his throat still tight "—mean?"

Julio’s smirk was all teeth. "Missy’s been planning," he said, his voice dropping to a dark, rough growl. "And tonight’s just the beginning."

Missy’s fingers found Derek’s chin, tilting his face up so she could meet his eyes. "We’ve got guests arriving tomorrow," she said, her voice smooth, almost innocent. "And I've got plans for you." 

Derek’s pulse hammered in his throat. "Missy—"

"No no’s," she cut in, her voice sharp. "You’re ours now, remember? And if you’re a good boy—"

Julio’s voice rumbled from behind her. "You get rewarded."

Missy leaned down, pressing a lingering kiss to Derek's lips. It was a touch both tender and possessive, tasting of salt and promise and something darker still, a hint of the fear that tightened its grip on Derek’s gut.

"If you’re a bad boy—" she purred, her breath warm against his ear  "—you get punished." 

The night wasn’t over.

And neither was this.  




Chapter 6

The cabana’s thin walls did little to muffle the sounds of Missy’s pleasure.  Derek pressed his forehead against the wood, his breath fogging the surface as he listened to the slap of flesh against flesh, the wet gasps that escaped her lips, the deep, rumbling growls that emanated from Julio’s voice like a guttural symphony. His cock ached, throbbing insistently against his swim trunks, but he didn’t dare move. Not after last night. Not after watching Julio devour her mouth with such hungry passion, stretching her ass with his fingers, feeling the way her body clenched around his own hand as she came, her nails digging into his wrist like she was trying to pull him deeper inside her.

And now, here they were again.  The air throbbed with a heat that pulsed in time with the frantic rhythm of Julio’s hips and Missy’s cries. It felt almost unbearable, this intimacy pressed right against the thin barrier of wood between them, yet Derek couldn't tear himself away.

Missy’s moans were louder this time – desperate, needy little whimpers that morphed into full-bodied cries.  The sound of Julio’s palm connecting with her ass made Derek’s balls tighten like a fist around a stone. He could see it in his mind: Julio’s strong hand, the way her skin would redden under his touch, the way she’d whimper and then beg for more, her voice trembling with that delicious mixture of pain and pleasure.

"Fuck, baby, you take it so good," Julio's voice rumbled, deep and rough, like gravel underfoot.  "That tight little ass is made for me."

Missy giggled, breathless, the sound a light tremor in the air between them. "You’re so big, Julio. I don’t know how you fit inside me."

"You stretch around me, mami," he purred, his accent thick with amusement. "And you love it."  The words vibrated through Derek like a physical caress, each syllable laced with possessiveness.

Derek’s hand twitched. He wanted to push the door open, to pull her away, to make Julio stop. But then Missy would just laugh at him, call him a jealous little boy, and remind him that this was what she wanted.

And God help him, he wanted it too.  The thought of her stretched tight over Julio's thick cock, the way her hips bucked with his thrusts, filled him with a desperate yearning. He wanted to taste her arousal, to feel the heat of her body pressed against his own, to hear her name tumble from both their lips.

---

The door creaked open.  Derek flinched, his heart pounding, but it wasn’t Julio. It was one of the other islanders—a lean, muscular Black man with a shaved head and a smirk playing on his full lips, leaning against the frame.  Tyrone, according to the name tag stitched onto his linen shirt.

"You hearin’ this, bro?"  The man grinned, nodding toward the cabana. "That your wife in there?"

Derek’s jaw clenched. "She’s not—"

"She is," Tyrone cut in, laughing, a low rumble that echoed across the sand.  "And she’s loud. Bet you didn’t know she liked it like that, huh?"

Derek bristled, but before he could snap back, the door slammed shut again, and Julio’s voice boomed from inside.  It was rough and commanding, cutting through Missy's moans like a sharp knife.

"Who the fuck is out there?"

Tyrone chuckled, stepping back. "Just a friend. Didn’t mean to interrupt."

Derek hesitated, then pushed the door open.

The sight that greeted him stopped his breath.  Missy was sprawled across the low bed, her tits bouncing with every movement, her legs spread wide as Julio knelt between them. His hands gripped her thighs, his cock—thick, dark, already glistening with her arousal—pressed against her entrance, but he wasn’t inside her yet.

Not yet.

Julio’s eyes locked onto Derek’s, smirking, a predatory gleam in their depths.  It was as if he knew exactly what Derek was thinking, feeling, and took perverse pleasure in it.   "Oh, look who decided to join us," he drawled, his voice low and smooth but with an underlying current of amusement that pricked at Derek like ice shards. "Did you miss your wife, mijo?"

Derek’s face burned. "I—I was just—"

"Checking up on her?" Julio mocked, his voice dropping to a dangerous growl.  "Or did you want to help?"

Missy moaned, her fingers digging into the sheets, her breath catching in a ragged sigh as if Julio’s touch alone had driven her close to the edge. "Ohhh, Julio, please—"

Julio chuckled, then pushed her knees wider, exposing her completely. He leaned forward, his dark eyes boring into Derek's.  "You want him to watch, mami? Or do you want him to participate?"

Missy lifted her head, her eyes dark with lust, her lips parted in a slow, tempting smile. "I want him to beg for it."

Derek’s cock jerked, his mouth drying out as if he had swallowed sandpaper.  Julio's words were a direct challenge, a command laid bare. His whole body tensed, the sight of Missy exposed and eager before him sending a jolt of desire straight through him.

Julio grinned, then grabbed her hips in a vicelike grip, pulling her up by those delicate curves and flipping her onto her hands and knees.  Her ass was right there, glistening with arousal, the remnants of last night’s stretching still visible – a memory that sent a fresh wave of heat through Derek’s body.

He tasted it all – the scent of salt spray and skin mingled with the sweetness of Missy's musk, the slick warmth radiating from her naked backside, the way she strained against Julio’s hands as if he were holding her captive, not helping her to a pleasure that was obviously meant for more than one man.

"Get on the bed, mijo," Julio ordered, his voice commanding, leaving no room for argument.  "And don’t make me ask again."

Derek stumbled forward, his legs unsteady, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. He climbed onto the bed, kneeling beside Missy, his fingers twitching with the need to touch her.

Julio watched him, amusement dancing in his dark eyes, as if enjoying Derek's utter helplessness,  then reached out, gripping his chin and forcing him to look into his eyes.

"You’re gonna watch me fuck your wife," Julio growled, his thumb tracing Derek’s bottom lip, sending shivers crawling up his spine. "And when she comes, you’re gonna taste it."

Derek’s breath hitched, caught somewhere in the tight space between his throat and his chest. 

Missy whimpered, her ass clenching in anticipation. "Julio, please—"

Julio didn't waste another second. He grabbed his cock, lining it up with her entrance, and slid inside her in one smooth, masterful motion.  She cried out – a sound that was both surprised and ecstatic - as he filled her completely. His hips snapped forward, his balls slamming into her entrance, filling her to the brim.

Derek couldn’t look away.

Julio’s hips moved with a fluid power that spoke of countless nights spent mastering this kind of pleasure, his thrusts deep and deliberate.  He watched as Missy's body arched beneath him, her tits bouncing against Derek's chest with each movement. Her legs trembled, gripping the bedsheets like claws digging into wood.

Julio groaned, a sound thick with exertion and raw, primal need. "Damn good," he murmured against her skin, his voice rough with pleasure.  His free hand shot up to cup Missy’s breast, squeezing hard as she cried out again – this time a wordless plea that seemed to hang in the air between them, directed at both of them.

Derek couldn't breathe. He couldn't think. All he could do was watch as Julio claimed his wife, as her body took every inch of him, as her pleasure built to an unbearable peak.

And then—

Julio grabbed her hair, pulling her head back, his mouth crashing down onto hers in a rough, possessive kiss. His free hand slid between her legs, finding her clit, circling it, driving her wild. Missy arched into him, whimpering, her breath caught somewhere between a gasp and a moan that echoed the yearning tugging at Derek's own raw nerves.

Missy came with a scream, her body shuddering as her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy milking Derek’s cock, her juices coating his shaft.

Julio groaned too,  his thrusts slowing, his cock pulsing inside her as he filled her with his cum.  And then—

He pulled out, stepping back, and motioned to Derek. "Your turn, mijo," he smirked, wiping his cock with a towel. "Make her come again."

Derek’s mouth dropped open. He stared at Julio’s smirking face, the damp sheen of cum clinging to his dark skin, then down at Missy's exposed body, her thighs still parted, glistening, waiting for him.  His heart hammered against his ribs, a wild bird desperate to break free from its cage.

Missy laughed, breathless, her eyes dark with lust. "Oh, baby… you want to?"

Derek swallowed hard. He didn’t just want to.  He needed to.

And as Julio handed him a condom, as Missy spread her legs wider, as the scent of sex filled the air, Derek realized something:

He wasn't just watching anymore. 

He was part of this.

And God help him—

He loved it.

The condom rolled down Derek’s cock with a wet snap. His hands shook as he positioned himself between Missy’s thighs, his gaze locked on her –his wife, now theirs, her body flushed, her lips swollen from Julio’s kiss.

"Look at me," she whispered, her fingers tangling in his hair.

Derek obeyed.  Her eyes burned into him, dark with command. "You’re going to fuck me now. And you’re going to do it good."

Julio chuckled from his spot on the bed, leaning back against the pillows, watching them both like a hawk surveying its prey. "Or what, mami? You gonna punish him?"

Missy smirked. "Maybe."

Derek’s cock twitched. The threat in her voice sent a jolt of electricity straight to his balls.

He pushed inside her in one slow, deliberate stroke. 

Missy gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders, her body instinctively arching against his as if trying to meet him halfway. "Fuck—"

Julio’s chuckle echoed with satisfaction. "Damn, mijo, you got a nice cock. Bet she feels good wrapped around it."

Derek didn’t answer.  He couldn’t. All he could do was fuck. He thrust into her, hard and deep, his hips snapping against hers. Missy’s moans filled the cabana, her body trembling beneath him.

"That’s it," Julio murmured, his voice rough, "fuck her like you own her."

Derek’s grip tightened on her hips, feeling a fierce possessive satisfaction as he pushed deeper. The words sent a surge of dark pleasure through him. He did own her. Or at least, he had owned her. Now, she was theirs.  He swallowed back the bitter taste of jealousy that rose in his throat like bile.

"Harder," Missy panted, her voice breaking. "I want to feel you ruin me."

Julio’s chuckle was dark, satisfied. "Greedy little thing, ain’t she?"

Derek obeyed, thrusting harder, more brutally, more possessively.

Missy breathed a choked sob against his shoulder, "Julio—" She trailed off, her voice tight with yearning, needing something more than just the rhythm of him filling her.

"What do you need, mami?" Julio purred, his voice low and teasing as he circled her clit with a thick finger.

Missy shuddered against Derek’s chest. "More," she gasped. "I need more."  Her words were a desperate plea, raw and urgent.

Julio’s fingers worked faster now, circling her clit with insistent pressure, teasing the peak of her arousal.

"Come for me," he commanded, his voice rough as gravel.

Missy screamed, her body shuddering as her orgasm crashed over her, her pussy milking Derek’s cock, her juices coating his shaft.  He felt it in every inch of him, the way she clung to him with renewed intensity, her hips rocking against his in a final, desperate burst of pleasure.

Derek groaned, his own release building, his cock straining inside her, his balls drawing up tight as he came. "Fill her up," Julio growled, his voice sharp.

Derek came with a groan, his cock pulsing inside her, his cum spilling into the condom, marking her as his—even as he knew she was already theirs.

---

Afterward, they lay tangled together on the bed, Missy’s head resting on Derek’s chest, Julio’s arm draped over her waist.

The air throbbed with sweat and the scent of sex, the cabana walls still humming with the echoes of their pleasure.  Derek’s mind raced. This wasn't just another game. This was something permanent. Something dangerous.

Julio rolled onto his side, propping his head on his hand. "You good, mijo?"

Derek swallowed. "Yeah."

Julio smirked. "Liar."

Missy lifted her head, her eyes dark with amusement. "He’s not used to sharing yet."

"You better. Because you’re ours now. And we don’t let go of what’s ours."  Julio's words were a low murmur against the steady rhythm of the waves crashing against the shore outside, each syllable heavy with meaning.  

Derek’s breath caught, the truth in Julio’s statement settling like lead in his stomach.

Missy traced a finger down his chest, her touch light, possessive. "You’re ours, Derek. And we’re keeping you."

Outside, the waves crashed against the shore, the sound a steady, rhythmic reminder of how far he'd fallen.  How far he'd let himself fall.

And how much he wanted to stay.
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