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Dedication:

As always, this is dedicated to my wife and muse, Lilly.


What is Reclaiming or After Care???

Dear Readers,

One of the main concepts in this series is the idea and importance of ‘reclaiming’ or ‘after care’. In the HotWife lifestyle where a wife gets to play with other guys with her husband’s full encouragement  one of the things a lot of couple’s hold as critical to the primary relationship is the idea of “reclaiming.”

Basically, reclaiming is that sweet (or super-hot) moment when the husband “takes his wife back” after she’s been out on a date or hookup. It’s all about reconnecting and reminding each other that, no matter how fun the adventure was, they’re still each other’s number one.

It can look a bunch of different ways, depending on the couple:

	A lot of times it’s intense, passionate sex right when she gets home or right after the act if the husband is watching sometimes called “reclamation sex.” It might be rough and possessive, or slow and loving, but it’s usually fueled by her telling him all the juicy details while they’re going at it. People say it’s some of the best sex they ever have. 
	Other times it’s more gentle: cuddling, showering together, just holding each other and talking about what happened. It’s like emotional aftercare making sure everyone feels secure and close again. 


For the husband, it can feel like reaffirming his place like, “yeah, she had fun, but she’s coming home to me.” For the wife, it’s often a huge turn-on knowing her partner still desires her like crazy after everything. Overall, it turns the whole experience into something that brings them even closer instead of pulling them apart.

Of course, not every couple uses the word “reclaiming” some think it sounds a little too possessive and just call it reconnecting or celebration sex. It’s totally personal. The key is that it’s consensual, communicated, and feels good for both of them.

Final thought: this concept isn’t only for couples into HotWife activities.  Many, if not most, couples who do any sort of consensual non-monogamous activities incorporate some form of after care to reinforce the importance of the primary relationship.

All the Best!

Kyle
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Chapter 1 – The Night We Didn’t Film

The hum of the set faded as Kelly and Zach slipped out of the pool area, the director’s “Cut!” still echoing in her ears. The crew’s lingering stares prickled her skin, their eyes tracing her naked, sweat-slicked body as she gathered her green bikini bottoms and slipped them on. She grabbed a thin, sheer wrap from her bag, tying it loosely around her waist and draping it over her shoulders to cover her bare torso just enough for the short walk. Her heart raced, a cocktail of exhaustion and exhilaration coursing through her veins, her 36DD breasts still tingling from the scene’s intensity. Zach, her real Zach, walked beside her, his familiar grin lighting up his face, his hand brushing her lower back as they navigated the dimly lit corridors and stepped into the humid Miami night.

Inside the hotel suite, the floor-to-ceiling windows revealed the ocean’s restless waves, the room bathed in the soft glow of a bedside lamp. Kelly shed the wrap, sinking onto the plush sofa in just her bikini bottoms, her blonde hair falling over her shoulders. Zach poured two glasses of water, handing her one with that same proud smile, sitting close enough that his thigh pressed against hers.

“You were incredible back there,” he said, voice low. “Reminds me of that wild night in Miami except this time I got to watch it all through the lens first.”

Kelly sipped the water, the coolness soothing her parched throat, and leaned into him. “It felt so real, even with the crew watching,” she murmured, her green eyes meeting his. “This film is making everything new again.”

Zach’s hand slid to her thigh, fingers tracing lazy circles. “What if we keep it real tonight? No cameras between us. Just us… and maybe someone else.”

Kelly’s pulse spiked. “You mean…?”

He already had the app open. “Luke 32, former Marine, in town for a tech conference. Profile says ‘experienced with HotWife couples, total discretion.’ Ice-blue eyes, built like a statue. Sound familiar?”

She laughed, heat flooding her core. “Message him.”

Half an hour later Luke stood in their suite, all six-three of former-Marine muscle filling the doorway, ice-blue eyes raking over Kelly like she was already naked.

Conversation lasted maybe ninety seconds.

Kelly dropped to her knees on the plush carpet, blonde hair spilling forward as she freed his cock: thick, heavy, a single vein pulsing along the underside. She looked up at Zach first seated on the sofa, shorts around his thighs, stroking slowly and only when he gave that small nod did she part her lips and take Luke in.

The taste of him was clean skin, faint salt, pure masculine heat made her moan around the head. She sank lower, cheeks hollowing, tongue flattening against the underside until her nose brushed his trimmed hair. Luke’s fingers threaded into her ponytail, guiding but not forcing, hips rolling in tiny thrusts that nudged the back of her throat. “Jesus, your mouth is fucking heaven,” he growled.

Zach’s voice cut through, low and commanding. “Show him what that throat can do, love.”

Kelly relaxed, took every inch until her lips kissed the base, held for a five-count, then pulled back gasping, strings of saliva connecting her to Luke’s glistening shaft. She did it again. And again. Until Luke’s thighs trembled and his grip tightened.

She crawled onto the bed on all fours, ass high, bikini bottoms long gone. Luke moved behind her, spreading her open with rough hands. Two thick fingers plunged in without warning, curling hard, making her cry out around Zach’s cock as he fed it to her from the front.

“Tell him,” Zach ordered, thumb smearing her lipstick across her cheek.

Kelly pulled off just long enough to beg, voice ragged: “Fuck me, Luke. Stretch me while my husband watches.”

Luke didn’t tease. One slow thrust seated him to the hilt, her walls fluttering around the sudden fullness. He grabbed both heavy breasts from behind, squeezing hard, thumbs flicking her nipples as he set a punishing rhythm. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the suite.

Zach fisted her hair, feeding her his cock in time with Luke’s thrusts. “That’s it, baby. Take both of us. Show him who you belong to.”

Kelly shattered first, orgasm ripping through her so hard her arms gave out. Luke followed seconds later, pulling out to paint thick ropes across her ass and lower back, marking her in hot pulses. Zach pulled free of her mouth, stroked twice, and added his own claim across her lips, chin, and those perfect tits.

Luke stepped back, breathing hard. Zach’s voice was gravel. “Clean him.”

Kelly turned, still on her knees, cum dripping from her chin. She started at the base, long slow licks up Luke’s shaft, tasting herself on him, swirling around the head, sucking the last drops from the slit while Luke groaned and Zach watched with dark, possessive pride.

Only when Luke was spotless did Zach pull her to her feet, bend her over the bed, and slide home in one thrust, mixing their releases inside her. “Mine,” he snarled against her ear, pounding until she came again, screaming his name into the sheets.

“Perfect,” he whispered when they finally collapsed.

“As always,” she panted, utterly owned.


Chapter 2 – Close Calls and Island Plans

The morning sun filtered through the hotel blinds, casting golden streaks across the marble shower. Kelly’s hands were already between her legs, two fingers circling her swollen clit, replaying Luke’s cum on her skin, when Zach stepped in behind her. His cock thick, curved, achingly hard slid between her soapy cheeks, teasing her entrance.

“Thinking about last night?” he growled, biting her neck.

“Thinking about both of you inside me at once,” she admitted, pushing back.

Zach spun her, lifted one leg to the niche in the wall, and drove into her so hard her breath fogged the glass. Water cascaded over her breasts, nipples diamond-hard as he sucked one into his mouth, teeth grazing just enough to make her cry out.

“Tell me,” He demanded between thrusts.

“I loved your cock in my mouth while he fucked me raw… loved tasting him after… loved being your perfect little slut.”

He slammed deeper, hitting that spot that made her see stars. “Come on my cock, love. Right now.”

She did screaming, pussy clenching so hard he had to fight to keep moving. He followed with a guttural groan, flooding her, holding her impaled as pulse after pulse filled her.

Later, in Sergei and Bill’s office, the mood was electric.

“We’ve already cast Steve,” Bill said, sliding a headshot across the table a man who could almost pass for Zach in wide shots. “He’ll play you when you’re both in frame. Frees you to direct stills and keep the real chemistry with Kelly.”

Sergei spread island photos across the desk. “Private villa, Bahamas. Secluded beach, infinity pool, ten days. Six or seven actors total Mia, a couple of the others you trained, and we can absolutely bring Luke if the chemistry’s this good in real life.”

Two days later Kelly stepped out of the courthouse after crushing a motion hearing, charcoal suit crisp, hair in a perfect chignon the ice-queen attorney everyone respected. And nearly walked straight into Luke.

He leaned against a lamppost in sunglasses, smirking. “Counselor.”

Her stomach flipped. Colleagues were twenty feet away. Claire, the sharpest associate, glanced over with open curiosity.

Luke kept it smooth. “Just wrapping up some business nearby. Tell Zach I’m in for the island.”

Claire was already walking over. “Friend of yours, Kelly?”

“Old friend of Zach’s,” she lied smoothly, heart hammering. Once in her car she called Zach, voice shaking with adrenaline and lust. “Claire saw him. Close call… but God, I want him again.”

Zach’s laugh was dark. “Already taken care of. He’s coming over tonight. One more taste before the island.”

That night Luke arrived.

Silk ties bit gently into Kelly’s wrists behind her back. Luke had her bent over the arm of the couch, skirt rucked up, panties gone. He teased her entrance with the head of his cock, dragging it through her wetness until she whimpered.

“Please… fuck me.”

“Beg properly,” Luke said, voice rough.

“Please, sir, fuck your married slut while my husband watches.”

He slammed home in one thrust. Kelly’s bound arms forced her chest down, breasts swaying with every brutal stroke. Zach knelt in front of her, feeding her his cock, using her mouth in time with Luke’s hips.

They used her for nearly two hours Luke in her pussy, Zach in her mouth; then switching; then both rubbing their cocks together over her tongue until she swallowed load after load. When Luke finally painted her tits again, Zach added his own stripes across her throat and collarbone, marking every inch another man had touched.

Kelly, trembling and dripping, licked Luke clean one last time while Zach took photos with his phone just for them. Then he untied her, laid her on the rug, and reclaimed her slow and deep until dawn, whispering “Mine” with every thrust.

Perfect. As always.


Chapter 3 – Arrival & Truth or Dare

The Bahamian sun blazed over the private villa, its whitewashed walls glowing against the turquoise sea. Palm trees swayed, their fronds whispering in the breeze, as the group gathered on the sprawling deck overlooking the beach. Kelly reclined on a cushioned lounge chair, her red bikini hugging her curves, the fabric barely containing her 36DD breasts. Zach sat beside her, his lean frame in a black Speedo, his eyes scanning the group with a mix of focus and excitement. Luke, in a navy Speedo that left little to the imagination, leaned against the railing, his broad shoulders catching the sunlight.

The film crew bustled nearby, adjusting cameras and lighting, while Sergei stood at the center of the deck, clipboard in hand. The seven other models two women and five men lounged around a glass table, their bodies glistening with sunscreen. The women, Mia and Tara, wore skimpy bikinis in emerald and coral, their toned figures relaxed yet poised. The men Javier, Ethan, Ryan, Leo, and Steve sported tight Speedos in bold colors, their athletic builds drawing glances from the crew. Steve, tall and built like the real Zach, was the actor playing Zach in the film, his presence adding a layer of meta-excitement. The air hummed with anticipation, the scent of coconut oil mingling with the salty breeze.

Sergei clapped his hands. “Alright, everyone, let’s dive in. Today’s about setting the vibe. Zach, Kelly you’ve told me about your time at Desire. That’s our inspiration. Walk us through it. What made it unforgettable?”

Kelly set her piña colada down, closed her eyes for a second, and let the memory flood back so completely that her voice dropped into the low, husky register she only used when she was already turned on.

“Desire… God, where do I even start?

We flew in on a red-eye, landed in Cancun, and the second we stepped into the resort van we knew we’d crossed some invisible line. The driver was playing slow, sexy reggaeton; the air smelled like salt and coconut oil and sex. By the time we pulled up to the lobby open-air, marble floors, naked statues everywhere we were already holding hands so tight our knuckles were white.

Day one we played it safe: sat by the pool in our tame little swimsuits, pretending we were just another couple on vacation. But the pool was clothing-optional, and nobody was opting for clothes. Everywhere you looked breasts, cocks, hands wandering, couples kissing in the water, a woman on her knees under an umbrella giving slow, deliberate head while her husband watched with a drink in his hand. Zach’s eyes were like saucers. I remember feeling my bikini bottoms soak through and it wasn’t from the pool.

That night we went to the disco. Black lights, mirrors on the ceiling, bodies grinding. I wore this tiny silver dress that basically turned into jewelry when the lights hit it. Zach spun me on the dance floor and whispered, ‘Pick someone.’ My heart was hammering so hard I could barely breathe.

We ended up talking to a French couple Élise and Marc. Élise was petite, dark-haired, wicked smile; Marc was tall, ripped, with a thick accent and an even thicker cock straining against his linen pants. One drink turned into four. Hands started wandering. Élise’s fingers traced my thigh under the table while Marc leaned in and told Zach, in that delicious accent, exactly what he wanted to do to me.

We never even made it to a room.

There was a dark corner of the disco with low couches and sheer curtains. The four of us fell into it like we’d rehearsed it. Zach kissed me first deep, claiming then pushed me gently toward Marc. Marc’s mouth was on mine instantly, his hands sliding the silver dress up to my waist, fingers finding me already dripping. Élise knelt in front of Zach, freed his cock, and took him deep while he watched Marc finger me right there in the club.

I remember the music thumping, the bass vibrating through the floor into my clit while Marc bent me over the back of the couch, pushed my thong aside, and slid into me in one slow thrust. I cried out loud enough that heads turned and Zach’s eyes locked on mine across the curtained space as Élise rode him reverse cowgirl, her back arched, small breasts bouncing.

Marc fucked me like he was trying to ruin me for anyone else deep, relentless strokes his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave marks. Zach watched every second, stroking himself when Élise climbed off, until Marc spun me around, pushed me to my knees, and came all over my tits while Élise licked it off me and then kissed me so I tasted him on her tongue.

Then Zach was there no words  just pulled me to my feet, bent me over the same couch, and took me harder than Marc had, reclaiming every inch while the French couple watched and applauded like we’d just put on the best show of their lives.

That was night one.

By night three we were in the infamous playroom mirrored ceilings, mattresses on the floor, red lights, moans echoing like a porn soundtrack. We started with another couple, then a third joined, then a fourth. I lost count. Hands everywhere Zach’s, strangers’, women’s soft fingers on my clit while a man I’d never met before fucked me from behind. Someone’s tongue on my nipples, someone else’s cock in my mouth, Zach always somewhere I could see him watching, stroking, sometimes fucking another woman but always coming back to me.

There was one moment I still get wet thinking about it: I was on my back, legs spread wide, a woman Valentina  sitting on my face while her husband fucked me slow and deep. Zach knelt beside us, feeding me his cock, his hand wrapped around my throat just hard enough to feel owned. Valentina came on my tongue at the exact second her husband filled me, and Zach pulled out and painted my face and tits while I screamed into Valentina’s pussy.

We stumbled back to our room at dawn, covered in each other and everyone else, and Zach reclaimed me on the balcony while the sun came up slow, possessive, whispering ‘mine’ with every thrust until I was sobbing from coming so hard.

That,” Kelly finished, voice husky, nipples visibly hard against her red bikini top, “is the energy we want here. Total surrender. Zero shame. Just trust… and the filthiest, most beautiful chaos you’ve ever felt.”

The deck was silent for a beat.

Then Luke let out a low, reverent, “Fuck,” and every single person shifted in their seat, the air suddenly ten degrees hotter.

Mia leaned forward, emerald bikini straining. “What kind of raw? Full swap, or… something wilder?”

Kelly’s lips curved. “Wilder’s the word. We swapped, sure, but it wasn’t just trading partners. It was a tangle of bodies, hands, and mouths, no boundaries.”

Luke’s voice was rough. “That’s intense. You two make trust look… electric. How do we get that on film without it feeling forced?”

Zach grinned. “It’s the slow burn. At Desire, nothing was rushed. You’d flirt over cocktails, dance under the stars, bodies brushing closer. Then you’re in a hot tub, hands wandering, or a room, clothes gone. The camera needs to catch that spark the looks, the touches, the moment a chat turns hungry.”

Javier raised an eyebrow. “So, we’re chasing that kind of fire? I’m in. But how do we make it feel like Desire and not just a stage?”

Sergei jumped in. “We lean into the environment. This villa, the beach, the sun  it’s all part of the fantasy. We’ll shoot unscripted moments: you all lounging, flirting, playing in the water. Then we let the connections happen naturally.”

Tara tilted her head. “So, no strict script? Just… letting it unfold?”

“Exactly,” Kelly said, voice warm and sultry. “The best moments were unscripted. Like the night we played truth or dare in a hot tub. It started light silly dares, flirty truths. Then someone dared me to straddle Zach while another man’s hands roamed my thighs, his fingers brushing my clit through my bikini. I was soaked, and soon we were all touching, tasting, no one holding back.”

Ethan whistled low. “That’s the vibe? Damn, let’s play that game tonight.”

The group murmured agreement. Luke’s gaze met Kelly’s again, and she felt a familiar heat. Zach squeezed her thigh. “Tonight, after sunset, by the pool. Drinks, music, games. Cameras rolling, but subtle. We’ll see what sparks.”

Sergei nodded, scribbling notes. “Perfect. Welcome to Desire: Take Two.”

By midnight on the beach every bikini and Speedo lay abandoned in the sand.

The truth-or-dare circle sat in a loose ring on soft white sand, torches flickering, music pulsing low from hidden speakers. The Caribbean moon hung huge and silver, turning every bare body into sculpture.

Javier started it innocently enough, pointing at Tara with a grin. “Truth or dare?”

“Dare,” Tara answered instantly, coral bikini already untied at the neck and hanging loose.

“Kiss the person to your left for a full minute no hands.”

Tara turned to Ryan, cupped his face, and melted into him. Their kiss was slow, deep, hungry; by the time the minute was up the entire circle was leaning forward, the air thick with new heat.

Ryan’s turn. He chose Mia. “Truth. What’s the one thing you’ve never done on camera that you want to tonight?”

Mia’s smile was wicked. “Be the center of everyone’s attention at once hands, mouths, everything.”

The circle erupted in soft cheers and low whistles.

Mia spun to Ethan. “Dare.”

“Untie Kelly’s top with your teeth.”

Ethan crawled across the sand; eyes locked on Kelly’s. She leaned back on her elbows, arching slightly so the red triangles strained. Ethan’s lips brushed warm skin as he caught the knot between his teeth, tugging slowly until the fabric fell away and her full, heavy breasts spilled free into the torchlight. He didn’t pull back, letting his tongue trace a lazy circle around one nipple before sitting back with a grin, leaving Kelly flushed and breathing hard.

Kelly laughed, low and delighted, and turned to Luke. “Truth or dare, Marine?”

Luke’s ice-blue eyes never left hers. “Dare.”

“Kiss me until someone tells you to stop.”

Luke moved like he’d been waiting years. He cupped her face gently, thumbs stroking her cheekbones, and kissed her slow and deep, tongue sliding against hers in a rhythm that felt like foreplay. Hands stayed above the waist, but the kiss went on and on soft moans escaping Kelly, Luke’s breath hitching until Tara finally laughed and called time. When they parted, both of them were trembling.

The clothes began disappearing faster after that.

Leo lost his Speedo on a dare to streak to the water and back; he returned half-hard and grinning, never bothering to dress again. Javier used his teeth to free Mia’s emerald top, then her bottoms, until she sat gloriously naked, knees drawn up, watching the game with dark, hungry eyes.

Tara dared Kelly to crawl around the circle and “taste” every man just a tease, just once. Kelly’s pulse thundered, but she sank to her hands and knees in the sand, wedding rings flashing in the firelight, and made her slow circuit.

She started with Steve, licking a long stripe up his shaft and swirling around the head until he groaned. Ethan next she took him deep for one luxurious suck before releasing him with a wet pop. Javier’s uncut length slid between her lips like silk; she peeled the foreskin back with her tongue and fluttered underneath until his hips jerked. Ryan’s piercing earned a playful flick. Leo trembled when she deep throated him to the base and held him there, eyes watering, before letting him go.

She saved Luke for last. Knelt between his spread thighs, looked up into those ice-blue eyes, and took him so slowly, so reverently, that the entire circle went quiet. Inch by inch until her nose pressed to his abs, throat fluttering around him, then pulled back with a gasp, saliva bridging her swollen lips to his glistening cock. The dare was technically over, but she stayed there a moment longer, letting him feel her breath before she finally sat back on her heels, flushed and triumphant.

That was the moment the game dissolved into pure touch.

Luke drew her up gently, kissed her again soft, endless then laid her back in the warm sand. He settled between her thighs, sliding into her with one slow, deliberate thrust that made her arch and sigh. Steve knelt beside her head, feeding her his cock in lazy strokes while Ethan and Javier lavished attention on her breasts soft mouths, gentle fingers, rolling her nipples until pleasure blurred into one long, liquid wave.

Mia slipped beneath her, tongue finding Kelly’s clit and licking in perfect rhythm with Luke’s thrusts. Tara straddled Mia’s face, riding slow, while Ryan took Tara from behind, the chain of bodies moving like the tide itself.

Hands were everywhere soft, slick with coconut oil, gliding over skin. Someone’s fingers joined Luke inside her, stretching her gently, curling until she came with a broken cry that echoed across the water. Another orgasm followed almost immediately when Mia sucked her clit in pulsing pulls.

They rotated in a dreamy haze.

Luke rolled her on top so she could ride him slow and deep, breasts swaying as Ethan knelt in front of her, sliding between her lips. Mia and Tara took turns licking where Luke and Kelly joined, tongues teasing them both until Luke groaned and spilled deep inside her, pulse after pulse.

The second Luke slipped free, Zach was there no rush, no force just lifted her into his arms, laid her gently on her back, and slid home into the warm, slick mess Luke had left. The entire group watched, spent and glowing, as Zach made love to her under the stars slow, possessive rolls of his hips, eyes locked on hers, whispering “mine” with every thrust until she came again, clinging to him, tears of pure joy on her cheeks.

He followed moments later, filling her so completely she felt him in her soul, then kissed her slow and filthy in front of everyone tasting Luke, tasting Mia, tasting the whole night on her tongue and whispered against her swollen lips:

“Perfect.”

She smiled through tears of overwhelming pleasure, voice shattered, and whispered back:

“As always.”

The cameras caught every second. The island had only just begun.


Chapter 4 – Dawn in the Water

The first hints of dawn painted the sky in soft pinks and golds when Kelly stirred in Zach’s arms. Their private suite was quiet except for the gentle hush of waves beyond the open doors. The wildness of the night still lingered on her skin (salt, coconut oil, the faint musk of many lovers), but Zach had carried her away from the group hours earlier and made love to her slowly, reverently, until the only name on her lips was his. Just like Desire, she thought sleepily, all that glorious chaos… and then always him, bringing me home.

Careful not to wake him, she slipped from the sheets, the cool tile delicious against her bare feet. The villa was hushed, the rest of the house still asleep after the frenzy on the beach. She padded toward the infinity pool, dawn light shimmering across its surface like liquid gold.

Javier was already there.

He cut through the water in long, lazy strokes, his dark, muscular body gleaming each time he surfaced. When he rolled onto his back to float, his cock broke the surface (half-hard, growing thicker in the warm air). Kelly’s breath caught. Memories of the night rushed back: Javier’s strong hands guiding her hips during the rotations, the way he’d filled her so perfectly, the low groan he made when she’d clenched around him.

God, I’m already wet again just looking at him. What kind of woman wakes up craving another man’s cock after the night I just had? Zach’s woman, that’s who. And he loves me this way… doesn’t he?

She slid into the pool without a word, the water enveloping her naked body like silk. It lapped at her breasts, teasing her nipples to tight peaks, then flowed between her thighs, soothing and awakening at once. The temperature was perfect (warm from yesterday’s sun, cool enough to make her shiver deliciously). This feels decadent… like the water itself is caressing me, reminding me how much I love being touched, being wanted.

She swam toward him, slow and deliberate, until she was close enough for her toes to brush his thigh.

Javier opened his eyes, smiled that slow, knowing smile, and reached for her. No need for words. She wrapped her legs around his waist, arms looping over his shoulders, and let the water hold them both as their mouths met in a deep, unhurried kiss.

His tongue traced hers, tasting faintly of salt and last night’s rum. Kelly sighed into his mouth, rolling her hips so the length of his now fully hard cock slid along her slit (hot, velvet steel against her slick folds). I shouldn’t want this again so soon… but I do. I always do. Zach says it’s what makes me his perfect wife. His perfect little slut.

Javier’s hands cupped her ass, lifting her slightly so the head of his cock nudged her entrance. “Morning, hermosa,” he murmured against her lips, voice rough with sleep and want.

“Morning,” she whispered back, rocking so just the tip slipped inside. A soft moan escaped her at the stretch (so thick, so perfect). I love how different they all feel… and I love that Zach loves that I love it.

“Slow this time. Just us.”

Javier’s answer was a low, reverent groan as he sank into her inch by inch, letting her feel every ridge, every pulse. The water cradled them; they barely had to move. Kelly rolled her hips in lazy circles, savoring the way he filled her completely, the way the pool’s gentle currents stroked her clit with every tiny shift. This is what I was born for… this feeling of being utterly, gloriously full.

His mouth found her neck, her collarbone, then closed over one nipple, sucking gently, tongue swirling until pleasure sparked straight to her core. She threaded her fingers through his wet hair, arching into him, breasts floating just at the waterline so each time he drew back the cool air kissed her wet skin and made her gasp. Zach will watch this footage later and touch himself remembering how I looked right now… and that thought alone could make me come.

They moved like that for what felt like forever (slow, sensual undulations, water lapping at their joined bodies, dawn turning the sky rose-gold around them). Every time she felt him throb inside her, she clenched deliberately, drawing a ragged breath from his throat. I’m such a greedy little thing… but Zach loves me greedy.

Kelly’s first orgasm built like the tide itself (slow, inevitable). She buried her face in his neck, muffling her cries against warm skin as pleasure rolled through her in long, liquid waves. I’m coming on another man’s cock again and it feels so right… because Zach gave me permission to feel everything.

Javier held her through it, kissing her softly, whispering Spanish endearments against her temple, never stopping the gentle rocking that kept tiny aftershocks fluttering around his cock.

When the tremors finally eased, he shifted them effortlessly (still deep inside her) until her back rested against the smooth tile edge of the pool. The new angle let him slide even deeper. Kelly’s head fell back, blonde hair floating on the surface like spilled sunlight. Zach is probably awake now, watching from the balcony… proud and hard and waiting to take me back. That’s what makes this okay. That’s what makes it perfect.

“Look at me,” Javier murmured.

She opened heavy-lidded eyes and met his gaze (dark, reverent, hungry). The intimacy of it undid her. A second climax built faster, sweeter, coaxed by his steady rhythm and the slow, perfect pressure on her clit. When it crested, she came with a broken cry that echoed across the quiet water, inner walls fluttering around him so hard he had to still completely or lose control. Two in ten minutes… I’m such a slut for this. And I love being his slut.

Only then did he let himself move again (long, languid strokes that dragged the head of his cock across her front wall with every pass). Kelly wrapped her legs tighter, heels digging into the small of his back, urging him deeper.

“Come inside me,” she whispered against his ear, nipping the lobe. “I want to feel you let go.” I want to carry another man’s pleasure inside me when I crawl back into Zach’s bed… because that’s our ritual now.

Javier’s breath hitched. When he finally came, it was with a deep, shuddering groan (warm pulses flooding her, mingling with the water, marking her in the most intimate way). He stayed buried to the hilt, forehead pressed to hers, both of them trembling in the afterglow.

They floated together afterward, still joined, trading lazy kisses while the sun crested the horizon and painted the pool in molten gold.

Eventually Kelly became aware of quiet movement at the pool’s edge (a cameraman, Sergei and Bill watching with pleased smiles). Embarrassment flickered, then melted into a wicked thrill. Let them see. Let the whole world see what Zach and I have become. She met Sergei’s eyes, smiled, and deliberately rolled her hips one last time, making Javier groan and harden slightly inside her again.

Sergei finally called a soft “Cut.” Bill approached with a thick towel and wrapped it around her shoulders like a gentleman. “Pure magic, you two. Breakfast meeting in two hours (still unscripted). We’ll build the whole day around this energy.”

Kelly kissed Javier once more (slow, grateful), then walked out of the pool without bothering to cover herself. Water cascaded down her body, catching the sunrise like liquid diamonds on her breasts, her hips, the curve of her ass. She paused at the outdoor shower, turned the spray on cool, and let it rinse the salt and sex from her skin while she arched and stretched for the lens, because why not give them the shot?

As she padded back toward the suite, towel loosely draped, she thought of Zach and how she should wake him in the way he loved the most.

The island was wide awake now… and the day had only just begun.


Chapter 5 – Reaffirming

Kelly wrapped the towel tighter around her as she slipped back into the suite, the cool air inside a stark contrast to the warming sun outside. Zach was still asleep, his chest rising and falling in a peaceful rhythm, the sheets tangled around his waist. She paused by the bed, watching him for a moment, a soft smile playing on her lips. My anchor in all this madness, she thought fondly, leaning down to brush a kiss across his forehead. He stirred slightly, murmuring her name, but didn’t wake. Leaving him to rest a bit longer, she dressed quickly in a light yellow sundress, the fabric clinging to her still-damp skin, and prepared for the breakfast meeting Sergei had mentioned.

Once Zach stirred awake, Kelly sat beside him, her voice low as she recounted her morning encounter with Javier in the pool. “It was wild, Zach,” she whispered, a playful glint in her eye. “Javier and I couldn’t resist  right there in the water. The crew even caught it on film.” She watched his reaction closely, half-expecting a flicker of jealousy. Instead, Zach’s eyes lit up with a grin, his hand squeezing hers. “That’s hot, babe. I saw some of the earlier footage  your chemistry’s incredible. Can’t wait to join you later,” he said, his tone warm and encouraging, reinforcing their shared adventure.

“I don’t know why this feels so different from all our other play,” Kelly said softly, looking into his eyes. “I think I feel less in control… and maybe concerned you aren’t more involved.” She finished with a small sigh.

“Love,” Zach said, taking both her hands. “I’m enjoying this, don’t worry about me. But if you aren’t, we should stop and take a step back. I’ll let Sergei know we need a break.” He started to stand, but Kelly tugged him back down beside her.

“Zach, I love you so much. I just needed to hear you were still okay with this. With me being the focus… with the fact I’m enjoying this so much.” She looked down at their joined hands, cheeks warm.

He smiled, slow and sure. “I am fine with all this if you are. It feeds into every kink we’ve discovered we love over the years  the whole Hot Wife thing, sex outdoors, groups, watching you come undone…” He waggled his eyebrows dramatically. “Because it’s us, love. Perfect… as always.”

They both burst out laughing, the tension dissolving into the easy intimacy that had carried them this far.

“Well,” Kelly said, voice turning husky, “we have some time.” She pulled her hair back with one hand, tugged the sheet aside with the other, and smiled at the sight of his already-hard cock. Without another word she bent over and took him deep, moaning around him as he threaded fingers through her hair and let her set the pace.

Two hours later, the group assembled on the villa’s sun-drenched terrace, the scent of fresh coffee and tropical fruit mingling with the salty sea air. Kelly, in her light yellow sundress, sat beside Zach, her hand finding his under the table  a silent reassurance as the others trickled in. Javier flashed her a knowing wink that sent a flutter straight between her thighs.

Sergei began, voice bright with excitement. “Last night  and this morning  gave us incredible footage. Raw, passionate, just what we need. Today we keep it largely unscripted, building on that energy. Smaller groups, one-on-one moments, whatever feels natural. Kelly, Zach, guide as needed. Let’s make this day even wilder.”

He turned to them. “Speaking of which, I’d love to hear what you two did in real life after your first night of debauchery at Desire. It might inspire us.”

Zach grinned. “The next morning we sat down and talked  made sure we were still good. We agreed we were, and decided to stay open to anything. After that first night we spent the day at the pool and beach. Sexual contact was organic and relaxed  mostly touching and caressing. We even committed to being nude the whole weekend, and Kelly went topless the entire time we were at Desire. It was about trust, keeping that connection strong.”

Sergei clapped his hands, inspired. “Perfect  that’s the depth we need. One scripted scene today: Kelly and Steve will have a loving conversation about last night, reassuring each other they loved it and can’t wait for more. The rest of the cast watches in the background  soaking in that intimacy. It’ll ground the wildness with something real.”

The group nodded, buzzing with anticipation.

Soon after, they gathered in the villa’s lounge. Kelly and Steve sat on a plush couch, morning light filtering through sheer curtains. The rest of the cast  Mia, Tara, Javier, Ethan, Ryan, Leo, and Luke  lounged nearby, quietly observing, drinks in hand. Sergei called action.

Kelly turned to Steve, eyes soft. “Last night was… intense, wasn’t it? All those bodies, the passion  it was like a dream.”

Steve took her hand. “It was, babe. But seeing you let go like that, enjoying every moment… I loved seeing you have so much pleasure.” He chuckled. “Made me love you even more. We’re in this together, right?”

Kelly nodded, leaning in. “Absolutely. I loved it, and I love that we can share it without losing ourselves. And honestly, watching you with the other women… it aroused me so much.” She smiled demurely.

Steve pulled her closer. “That means everything to me. Looking forward to more tonight?”

“Can’t wait,” Kelly whispered. “But remember  you’re my everything.”

They embraced, the cast watching with quiet smiles, the air filled with intimacy and building desire.

After the embrace, Kelly reached for the straps of her sundress and slipped it down, baring her 36DD breasts, full and firm in the soft light. “And just like at Desire,” she said with a playful grin, “the girls will be out for the rest of the stay.”

Sergei let the moment linger, then called, “Cut  that was beautiful. Real emotion, real heat. Perfect.”

He turned to the group, energy crackling. “We stay on camera until noon  just keep the vibe going, stay nude or nearly nude, let the touching happen naturally. Then we break for lunch and a few hours off. After that, starting around two, the island is yours. Play all you want. Cameras will be rolling, but no rules, no script  just pure Desire energy.”

Mia leaned forward, eyes sparkling. “Any hints about the evening festivities?”

Sergei’s smile turned mysterious. “You’ll see. Something that builds on everything we’ve shot so far. Trust me  you’ll know when it starts.”

He gestured toward the side entrance. “And to help set the tone today, I’ve brought in a little local flavor  four waiters and waitresses we’ve worked with before. All models, all lifestyle-friendly. They’ll be serving drinks and food all day. Whether they join the fun… entirely up to you.”

Four stunning figures stepped forward and waved: two men in tight white shorts and open shirts that showed off sculpted chests, and two women in tiny bikini tops and colorful sarongs slung low on their hips, smiles playful and inviting.

Kelly’s pulse skipped. More gorgeous strangers… exactly like Desire. This day is going to be delicious.

She stood, letting the sundress pool at her feet, standing completely nude in the soft island light. “Zach and I are heading to our cabana to grab a few things for the beach,” she announced, nodding toward Steve in his role as “film Zach.” The others chimed in with easy agreement. Mia and Tara slipped off their tops, breasts bared to the morning sun with matching grins.

Kelly took Steve’s hand  playfully in character  and they strolled out, followed at a discreet distance by the real Zach with his still camera and one quiet videographer.

As they walked the sun-warmed path, Steve teased, “This beach is perfect for soaking up rays… and maybe a little more.”

Kelly laughed, bumping his hip. “Behave  or don’t. That’s the whole point today.”

At the cabana she helped Steve out of his clothes with slow, affectionate touches, hands lingering on his chest, his waist. The knowledge that Zach was capturing every second sent a fresh rush of heat between her thighs.

They grabbed towels and sunscreen, then continued hand-in-hand to the beach. The others were already spreading out blankets in a loose cluster, the sand warm underfoot, the turquoise water beckoning.

Kelly spread their blanket and lay on her stomach. “Your turn for sunscreen, handsome,” she told Steve with a wink. He knelt beside her, hands warm and sure as they spread lotion across her back, her ass, the backs of her thighs  lingering, teasing, until she was humming with need.

Luke wandered over, bottle in hand. “Need a second pair of hands?” he asked, voice low.

Kelly glanced up, mischievous. “Team effort.”

Soon Steve and Luke were both massaging lotion into her skin, four strong hands gliding over her back, her hips, her breasts when she rolled over with a playful sigh. Tara sauntered up and began applying sunscreen to Steve’s chest, her touch deliberately slow. “Fair’s fair,” she teased.

The group settled into a lazy, sun-soaked cluster  blankets close enough for easy conversation and wandering fingers. Hands traced arms, thighs brushed thighs, soft laughter mingled with the waves. Every touch felt natural, inevitable, just like those endless Desire afternoons none of them would ever forget.

Mia stretched out beside Kelly, propped on one elbow. “Mind if I steal a little shade?” she asked, then without waiting lay half across Kelly’s blanket, her bare breast brushing Kelly’s arm. “This sun is perfect, but I burn easy.”

Kelly turned her head, smiling. “Use me as your pillow then.” Mia laughed and rested her head on Kelly’s shoulder, fingers idly tracing patterns along her ribcage, just under the swell of her breast. The contact was light, affectionate, and sent a slow curl of heat through Kelly’s belly.

Mia’s touch grew bolder, fingertips circling one nipple until it pebbled hard under the sun. Kelly’s breath hitched; she arched slightly, inviting more. Mia’s smile turned wicked. “You taste like salt and trouble,” she murmured, then dipped her head and closed warm lips around the tight peak.

Kelly’s moan was soft but unmistakable. The sound rippled across the cluster like a starting gun.

Mia’s tongue swirled slow, deliberate circles, teasing the sensitive tip until Kelly’s hips rolled involuntarily. When Mia grazed her teeth  just a hint  Kelly’s hand tangled in dark hair, holding her there. God, her mouth is perfect… Zach’s watching this, I know he is, and the thought makes me even wetter.

Mia didn’t stop at one breast. She shifted, kissing a wet path across Kelly’s sternum to lavish the same attention on the other side  sucking, licking, nipping  until Kelly was trembling, thighs pressing together against the ache building between them. Mia’s hand slid lower, fingertips dancing over Kelly’s stomach, pausing just above the neat blonde landing strip.

“Tell me you want it,” Mia whispered against her skin.

Kelly’s answer was a breathless, “Please.”

Mia’s fingers parted her, sliding through slick folds with practiced ease. One finger, then two, curled inside while her thumb found Kelly’s clit and circled in tight, perfect strokes. Kelly’s back bowed off the blanket, a low cry escaping her lips as pleasure coiled fast and bright.

Across the cluster, the others watched openly now  some stroking themselves lazily, others pairing off in soft, mirrored touches  but no one interrupted. This was Mia’s moment, and she played it like a maestro.

She brought Kelly right to the edge, then eased off, kissing her way downward until her mouth replaced her fingers. The first slow lick made Kelly’s hips buck; the second had her clutching fistfuls of blanket. Mia’s tongue was velvet and fire  lapping, swirling, sucking gently on her clit until Kelly shattered with a broken moan that carried across the beach.

Mia didn’t stop. She gentled her strokes, drawing out every aftershock, then kissed her way back up Kelly’s trembling body and captured her lips in a deep, sharing kiss  letting Kelly taste herself on Mia’s tongue.

When they finally parted, both women were flushed and laughing softly, foreheads pressed together. “Welcome to Desire: Take Two,” Mia whispered.

Kelly could only nod, boneless and glowing, as the sun climbed higher and the morning slipped deliciously toward noon.

Across the cluster, Javier had Tara on her stomach now, straddling her thighs to work sunscreen into her back with long, luxurious strokes. Every time his hands swept downward, his thumbs grazed the curve where her ass met thigh, drawing soft sighs from Tara that made Ryan watch with open hunger.

Ethan lay on his back nearby, eyes closed, arms spread wide like he was soaking in more than just sunlight. Leo stretched out beside him, close enough that their shoulders brushed, both men simply basking, letting the sun and the charged atmosphere do the work.

Ryan, not to be left out, rolled onto his side facing Kelly and Mia. “Room for one more?” he asked. Without waiting for an answer he stretched out behind Mia, spooning her loosely, his hand settling on her hip. The three of them formed a lazy chain  Mia’s head on Kelly’s shoulder, Ryan’s chest warm against Mia’s back, the gentle roll of the waves matching their breathing.

Kelly felt Luke shift behind her, his large hand sliding up the back of her thigh, thumb tracing the sensitive crease where leg met ass. “You’re glowing,” he whispered against her ear, lips brushing the shell. “Every inch of you.” His fingers dipped lower, not penetrating, just gliding along her outer lips, spreading the slick heat already gathering there. She pushed back instinctively, a soft sound escaping her throat.

On the next blanket, Tara had flipped over. Javier now knelt between her legs, hands gliding up her inner thighs with deliberate slowness, spreading more sunscreen  or pretending to. Tara’s breath hitched when his thumbs brushed the edges of her bikini line, teasing but never quite touching where she wanted. Ryan watched, lazily stroking himself, the sight making Kelly’s mouth water.

Steve stretched out on Kelly’s other side, propping his head on one hand. “I think my shoulders are burning,” he said innocently. Kelly laughed and rolled toward him, pushing him onto his stomach so she could straddle his thighs and return the favor. She poured lotion directly onto his back, then leaned forward, letting her breasts drag across his skin as her hands worked the liquid in slow circles. Steve groaned into the blanket, hips shifting restlessly.

“Careful,” Luke warned from behind her, voice rough with amusement. “Keep that up and he’ll forget we’re supposed to be relaxing.”

Kelly glanced over her shoulder, arching deliberately so Luke had a perfect view of her ass. “Relaxing is relative,” she teased.

Javier finally gave Tara what she’d been silently begging for  two fingers sliding slowly inside her, curling just right. Tara’s back bowed off the blanket, a low moan spilling out as Ryan leaned in to capture it with a kiss.

A male waiter appeared with a tray of chilled cocktails, shirt unbuttoned to the waist, smile wicked. Tara grinned up at him, lying back on her elbows. “Pour one right here,” she said, tapping the valley between her breasts, “and let Ryan clean it up.”

The waiter obliged. Cold liquid trickled over Tara’s skin; Ryan leaned in without hesitation, tongue lapping slowly while the group whooped and cheered.

Kelly bit her lip, heat flooding her core. God, that could be me in ten minutes… and I want it to be.

Sergei’s voice crackled softly over a walkie-talkie somewhere in the distance: “Cut for lunch break, everyone. Amazing morning  relax, eat, recharge. Cameras go hot again at two. Until then… no rules.”

The group stretched like cats in the sun, laughter rising, the air already electric with what the afternoon  and the mysterious evening  would bring.

The island was wide awake now… and the day had only just begun.


Chapter 6 – Afternoon Heat

As the lunch break wrapped up, the group lingered over fresh salads and chilled drinks on the terrace, the midday sun casting a golden glow over everything. Kelly leaned back in her chair, her nude body relaxed after the morning’s teasing touches, chatting idly with Mia about the island’s beauty. Zach, camera slung over his shoulder, stole glances at her, his mind still buzzing from the beach footage. Sergei clapped his hands once more. “Alright, team  cameras are rolling again. Afternoon’s yours: unscripted fun, build that organic energy. Remember, head to the main house by six for the evening. We’ll break at four so you can clean up and rest if needed  be well rested, because I expect you all to bring the heat tonight!” he added with a playful grin.

Kelly stood, stretching languidly, her curves catching the light. “Who’s up for more beach time? Or maybe the hot tub?” she suggested, her voice playful. The group murmured agreement, shedding any remaining clothes as they migrated toward the water’s edge. Lunch was nice, but I’m ready for this to heat up  teasing touches turning into more, she thought, excitement simmering.

Javier grinned, slinging an arm around Tara. “Hot tub sounds perfect  let’s see where it leads.” The group split  Kelly, Luke, and Steve veered toward the beach, soon joined by one of the male waiters who set his tray aside with a grin, while the others, including Mia, Tara, and Javier, headed to the pool or hot tub.

At the pool, Mia and Javier wasted no time. Mia backed Javier against the pool’s edge, water lapping at their waists, and kissed him slow and deep. “I’ve been thinking about this mouth since breakfast,” she murmured against his lips, nipping his lower lip. Javier laughed, low and rough, hands sliding down to cup her ass. “Then use it, hermosa.”

She did  sinking beneath the surface for a moment, mouth closing around him underwater before popping back up gasping and laughing. Javier groaned, threading fingers through her wet hair. “Fuck, warn a man.” Mia surfaced again, licking water from her lips. “Where’s the fun in that?” She turned, bracing her hands on the pool edge, arching her back in deliberate invitation. Javier didn’t hesitate  stepped in behind her, hands spreading her cheeks, sliding into her with one smooth thrust that made her moan loud enough to echo off the villa walls. “God, yes  exactly like that,” she gasped, pushing back to meet him. “Harder, Javi. Make me feel it tomorrow.”

He obliged, hips snapping, water splashing with every stroke. “You want to feel me tomorrow?” he growled against her ear. “Then come loud enough for the whole island to hear who’s fucking you right now.”

Mia’s answer was a broken cry as her first orgasm hit, body shaking, walls clenching around him. Javier kept moving, drawing it out until she was trembling, then spun her, lifted her onto the edge, and took her again face-to-face  slow, deep, eyes locked  until she came a second time, nails raking down his back.

At the hot tub, Tara had already claimed Ryan’s lap, straddling him reverse-cowgirl style, the bubbling water hiding everything below the surface but doing nothing to muffle her moans.

“Tell me again how much you like watching me ride other men,” she teased, rolling her hips in slow circles.

Ryan’s hands gripped her waist, guiding her rhythm. “Love it. Love watching you take what you want.” He glanced over at Leo, who was watching with dark, hungry eyes. “Leo  come here. She’s greedy today.”

Leo didn’t need asking twice. He stepped into the tub, water sluicing off his body, and Tara reached for him immediately  hand wrapping around his cock, stroking in time with her ride on Ryan. “Two at once,” she purred. “Just like Desire night three.”

Leo moved closer, letting her take him into her mouth while Ryan kept thrusting from below. The water churned violently now, bubbles hiding the exact mechanics but not the sounds  Tara’s muffled moans around Leo, Ryan’s low groans, Leo’s sharp inhale every time she swirled her tongue just right.

“Switch,” Ryan said suddenly, voice rough. They moved like they’d rehearsed it  Tara rising just long enough for Ryan to stand, then sinking onto Leo instead while Ryan took her from behind, sandwiching her between them. Water sloshed over the edge with every thrust.

“Fuck, yes  just like that,” Tara gasped, head falling back against Ryan’s shoulder, mouth open around Leo. “Don’t stop  either of you.”

They didn’t. Not until Tara came with a scream that silenced even the birds, body shaking between them, setting off a chain reaction  Leo first, pulsing down her throat with a groan, Ryan seconds later, filling her with a final, deep thrust and a guttural “Fuck, Tara.”

Back on the beach, the trio plus waiter had already escalated into pure hedonism.

The beach stretched out, waves crashing gently, the sun warming the sand. Kelly, Luke, and Steve played in the ocean, the water lapping at their bodies as they kissed and caressed. Kelly’s lips met Luke’s, then Steve’s, their hands sliding over her wet skin, cupping her breasts and hips. “This is wild  their touches are igniting me,” she thought, her arousal soaring. Luke’s fingers traced her inner thigh, Steve’s hand squeezing her ass, their laughter blending with the sea’s rhythm.

“Careful,” Luke teased, nipping her earlobe as his fingers brushed higher, “keep making those little sounds and we’ll never make it back to the blanket.”

Kelly laughed, breathless. “Who says I want to make it back?”

Steve grinned, pressing against her from the front, letting her feel how hard he already was. “I vote we drag her back now  before she drowns us both in temptation.”

They emerged from the ocean, water cascading off their bodies as they laughed and shook droplets from their hair. Kelly led the way to the blanket, her skin glistening under the sun, and lay down on her back, inviting Luke and Steve to join her.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” Steve murmured, stretching out on her left, lips brushing her collarbone. “I could spend all day just tasting salt on your skin.”

Luke claimed her right side, mouth finding her breast, tongue swirling slow and lazy around her nipple until it tightened into a hard peak. “Seconded,” he growled against her skin. “These tits in the sunlight? Criminal.”

Kelly arched into them both, a low moan escaping her lips. “You two talk a big game  let’s see if those mouths are good for anything else.”

The waiter who had followed them knelt at her feet, grinning. “Room for one more admirer?”

Kelly’s smile turned wicked. “Always. Start at the bottom and work your way up  slowly.”

He did  strong hands massaging her calves, thumbs pressing into the arches of her feet until she sighed with pleasure, then moving upward, lips following fingers, kissing a wet path along her shin, the sensitive spot behind her knee, the soft skin of her inner thigh. “You taste like the ocean and trouble,” he murmured against her skin, making her laugh breathlessly.

Luke lifted his head, eyes dark. “Greedy girl. Let’s give her what she wants.”

Steve chuckled, nipping her earlobe. “Careful what you ask for, babe  we might spoil you rotten.”

“Promise?” Kelly teased, reaching down to wrap a hand around each of them, stroking slowly. “Because I’m feeling very, very greedy right now.”

The waiter’s tongue finally reached her center, parting her with a slow, deliberate lick that made her hips buck off the blanket. “Like this?” he asked, voice muffled against her.

“Exactly  fuck  don’t stop,” she gasped, fingers tangling in his hair.

Luke and Steve never stopped  Luke sucking one nipple while Steve lavished attention on the other, their hands gliding over her ribs, her waist, everywhere at once.

“Tell us what you want, gorgeous,” Steve whispered, teeth grazing her earlobe.

“Everything,” Kelly breathed. “All of you. At once.”

The waiter added two fingers, curling just right, his tongue flicking faster until Kelly was writhing, moans muffled against Steve’s lips as he claimed her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss.

She broke the kiss just long enough to pant, “I want to feel you come while I do  please.”

Luke and Steve shifted instantly, kneeling on either side of her head. Kelly reached for them both, stroking in time with the rhythm between her legs, thumbs swiping over slick tips, twisting just under the head the way she knew drove them crazy.

“Fuck, Kelly  just like that,” Luke groaned, hips rocking into her grip.

Steve’s head fell back, breath ragged. “You’re going to make me  ”

“Do it,” she urged, voice raw. “Come for me. I want all of you.”

The waiter curled his fingers harder, sucked her clit between his lips, and Kelly shattered  orgasm crashing over her in endless waves, back arching off the blanket, cries echoing across the empty beach. Luke and Steve followed seconds later, groaning her name as they spilled over her hands, her breasts, marking her in the sunlight.

Zach’s lens caught every second from the dunes  his wife lost in pleasure, surrounded by adoration, utterly radiant.

As Kelly caught her breath, her eyes met Zach’s through the camera, a shared spark of intimacy passing between them. The waiter eased back, his grin now a satisfied smirk, while Luke and Steve collapsed onto the blanket, spent and grinning.

“Beautiful work, everyone,” Sergei’s voice called from a distance, his tone approving. “Save some of that fire for tonight, Kelly  you’re stealing the show.”

Kelly, Luke, and Steve rose, their bodies sticky with sweat and sand. Laughing softly, they waded into the ocean, the cool waves washing over them as they rinsed off, the water soothing their heated skin. Kelly splashed playfully at Luke and Steve, their camaraderie warm and easy. Back on the shore, she pulled them into a quick, affectionate hug, her arms wrapping around their shoulders. “You guys were amazing,” she said with a grin, her voice genuine.

Then, turning to Zach  who had set his camera down  she took his hand, fingers intertwining with his. This is us  wild, free, and always together, she thought, her heart full as they walked hand in hand toward their cabana, the golden light of the setting sun guiding their way.


Chapter 7 – Glory & Games

Kelly’s phone buzzed on the nightstand just as the last sliver of sunset bled into the horizon.

She reached for it lazily, expecting a playful selfie from Mia or a flirty text from Luke. Instead, Claire’s name glowed on the screen.

Claire (6:47 PM): Hey girl. Random question – you and Zach ever go to that adults-only resort in Cancun a few years back? Someone I know swears they saw photos that look a lot like you two. Wild coincidence, right? ?? We should catch up when you’re back in town.

The words hit like ice water.

Kelly’s stomach dropped. She knows. Or she’s fishing. Either way… fuck. Her pulse hammered in her throat. The firm. Her partnership track. The board that still thought she was the pristine Catholic-school ice-queen who’d never even jaywalked. One verified photo, one whispered rumor, and everything she’d spent fifteen years building could burn.

She sat up slowly, the sheet slipping from her bare breasts, suddenly feeling far too exposed even in the privacy of their cabana. How? The resort was members-only, no phones allowed in play areas… unless someone broke the rules. Unless someone kept a photo. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, a dozen replies flashing through her mind (play dumb, deflect, threaten legal action), but every one felt like it would only confirm suspicion.

Zach stirred beside her, instantly sensing the shift in her energy. “Babe? Everything okay?”

She handed him the phone without a word.

His face hardened as he read. When he looked up, the easy island languor was gone, replaced by the protective steel she loved most about him. “We’ll handle it,” he said quietly, pulling her into his arms. “Together. Always.”

Kelly pressed her forehead to his chest, drawing strength from the steady beat of his heart. He’s right. We’ve faced worse storms than Claire. But the fear still coiled cold in her belly. This wasn’t just about reputation; it was about the life they’d built, the freedom they’d fought for, the trust that let her kneel blindfolded in front of a glory-hole wall an hour from now and still know exactly whose arms she’d fall into afterward.

She exhaled shakily. “I can’t let her take this from us.”

“She won’t,” Zach promised, kissing her temple. “Tonight, we live louder than any rumor. And when we get home, we shut it down. Together.”

Kelly nodded, letting the warmth of his skin, the familiar scent of him, push the panic back into its box. She slipped from his arms and padded to the cabana’s open-air shower, the warm water cascading over her skin, washing away the salt and sand from the afternoon’s beach play. She closed her eyes, letting the water soothe her, her thoughts drifting between the day’s electric touches and the nagging worry about Claire. If she wants to play dirty, fine. But tonight? Tonight I’m untouchable.

Stepping out, she wrapped herself in a sheer, emerald-green sarong, the fabric clinging lightly to her damp curves, her silhouette teasingly visible beneath the translucent material. She caught Zach’s gaze as she returned, his eyes tracing the sway of her hips. “You know, in real life at Desire, I was completely nude most of the time,” she said with a playful smirk, adjusting the sarong’s knot at her hip. “But this? This is sexier for the movie  leaves just enough to the imagination.” Zach chuckled, pulling her close, his hands grazing the fabric. “You’re killing me, Kel. Nude or not, you’re always the star of the show.”

They sank onto the bed, the air between them warm with shared memories. “Speaking of the show,” Kelly said, her voice dropping conspiratorially, “what do you think Sergei’s got planned for tonight? He was grilling us about our club days earlier  remember that orgy room we stumbled into?” Zach laughed, his eyes glinting with mischief. “Oh, yeah, and that mechanical bull with the dildo attachment  talk about a wild ride.” Kelly giggled, swatting his arm. “Don’t forget the glory hole in that dimly lit back room  such a mysterious thrill! And those sex toy games  vibrating wands and kinky board games. We had no idea what we were signing up for.” They burst into laughter, reminiscing about the hedonistic nights at the club, their voices light but charged with anticipation. “Sergei’s surprises are never tame,” Zach said, his grin widening. “If he’s digging into our past like that, tonight’s probably going to be some insane, sexy escapade  maybe all of the above.” Kelly’s eyes sparkled, her earlier worries fading as she leaned into Zach, their shared excitement for the evening’s possibilities reigniting the fire from the afternoon. “Whatever it is, I’m ready to steal the show again,” she murmured, her lips brushing his ear, her sarong slipping slightly as she pressed closer, the night ahead shimmering with promise.

A soft knock at the cabana door broke their intimate moment, and Steve’s familiar voice called out, “Kelly, you ready? Sergei’s waiting at the main house.” The door creaked open, and Steve stepped inside, his easy grin lighting up the dim room. Dressed in a loose linen shirt and shorts, his tanned skin still carrying the glow of the afternoon’s beach escapades, he gave Kelly an appreciative glance, his eyes lingering on the sheer sarong. Zach sat up, grinning broadly. “Steve, my man, good to see you! Recovered from Kelly’s magic hands on the beach yet, or you need a nap before round two tonight?” Steve laughed, rubbing the back of his neck, his cheeks flushing slightly. “Man, she’s a force of nature, but I’m ready for whatever Sergei’s cooking up. Gotta keep up with her, right?” Kelly smirked, rising from the bed and smoothing the sarong, her confidence surging. “Looking like trouble, as always,” Steve teased, offering his arm. “Gotta keep Sergei on his toes,” she replied, winking at Zach before taking Steve’s arm. This is my night, she thought, her earlier worries about Claire pushed to the back of her mind as she let Steve lead her out into the twilight, the path to the main house alive with the promise of the evening’s surprises.

As Kelly and Steve strolled down the lantern-lit path, the warm glow casting flickering shadows across her sheer sarong, their banter flowed easily, charged with the memory of the afternoon’s beach heat. “You know, Kel, after that beach session, I’m surprised I can still walk straight,” Steve teased, his arm brushing hers as they walked. Kelly laughed, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Oh, please, you loved every second of it  ready for Sergei to top that with something crazier?” If Claire’s message is trouble, I’ll deal with it later  this night’s too electric to lose, she thought, her pulse quickening as the main house came into view, its windows aglow with sultry candlelight. The distant thrum of music, laced with seductive beats, hinted at a setup straight out of their club days  perhaps an orgy-inspired lounge or a provocative game. “Sergei’s been too curious about that glory hole vibe,” Steve whispered, his voice low and playful. “Bet he’s got something sneaky like that planned.” Kelly’s grin widened, her anticipation surging as they neared the entrance, the air thick with the scent of jasmine and the promise of untamed pleasures.

The main house loomed ahead, its open doors spilling soft light and the murmur of voices onto the veranda. Kelly caught glimpses of velvet drapes and scattered cushions, the space transformed into a decadent playground that echoed the hedonistic clubs of their past. If Sergei’s pulling out all the stops, this could be wilder than anything we’ve done, she mused, her earlier worries about Claire fading further as the atmosphere enveloped her. Steve squeezed her arm, his grin infectious. “You ready to own this, or what?” he asked, nodding toward a table laden with sleek, suggestive toys  vibrating wands and blindfolds  hinting at Sergei’s plans. Kelly’s confidence flared, her sarong swaying as she stepped forward. “Born ready,” she replied, her voice sultry, her mind briefly flashing to Claire’s message before she pushed it aside, determined to dive headfirst into the night’s chaos, the main house pulsing with the promise of ecstasy and surprises.

At the entrance, a nude male waiter greeted them, his toned body glistening under the soft lighting, a tray of drinks balanced effortlessly in one hand. “Welcome,” he said with a charming smile, his eyes scanning Kelly’s sarong and Steve’s attire. “Clothes off, please  house rules tonight. The games start in a few minutes, so feel free to look around.” Kelly untied her sarong, letting it slip to the floor, while Steve shed his shirt and shorts, both handing their garments to the waiter with a shared grin. Stepping inside, they were met with the sight of their friends  Mia, Javier, Tara, and others  nude and laughing, their voices mingling with the sultry music. Kelly’s gaze caught on a discreetly placed wall in the corner, its polished surface punctuated by circular openings at just the right height, suspiciously reminiscent of the glory hole from their club days. Sergei, you sly bastard, she thought, her pulse racing with a mix of excitement and curiosity, the room’s electric energy pulling her deeper into the night’s unfolding mysteries.

As Sergei strode into the room, his commanding presence silencing the chatter, the air crackled with anticipation. Clad in a sleek black shirt, his grin was both mischievous and knowing as he clapped his hands. “Alright, everyone, let’s heat things up  tonight’s game is all about mystery and connection, inspired by those wild club nights you’ve all been whispering about,” he announced, his eyes twinkling as they met Kelly’s. She exchanged a quick glance with Mia, who winked playfully, and Steve, who nudged her with a smirk, the excitement of the upcoming game hanging unspoken between them. Kelly spotted Zach in the corner, his camera clicking discreetly as he photographed her and the others, his lens capturing the charged atmosphere with that familiar intensity. She winked at him, a flood of memories from their real club nights rushing back  the thrill of the glory hole they had explored together. Noticing the wall had eight holes, positioned at head height for someone kneeling, Kelly wondered why so many, her curiosity piqued as she imagined the possibilities. This is going to be wild, but I can’t let Claire’s message pull me out of this moment, she thought, her excitement surging as she drifted closer to the suspicious wall, its openings beckoning like a promise of forbidden thrills. The room, draped in velvet and lit by flickering candles, pulsed with a hedonistic energy, and as Sergei began explaining the rules about blindfolds and anonymous touches, Kelly felt her resolve solidify, ready to embrace the night’s chaos and make it her own.

With a flourish, Sergei gestured to the glory hole wall, his voice booming with enthusiasm. “Ladies first, Kelly, since you’re the star, why not kick us off? Blindfolds on and let the anonymous fun begin. The game is to see how fast you can make the man behind the wall cum, while the others use hands and toys to try and make you cum first. If you cum first, you lose; if you make him cum, a new guy takes his place.” (Sergei had quietly brought in two extra lifestyle-friendly crew members for the wall  eight holes needed eight cocks, and he wasn’t taking chances.)

Kelly’s heart pounded as Mia helped tie a silk blindfold over her eyes, the world going dark, heightening her senses, the soft brush of skin, the warm breath of anticipation. Forget Claire; this is pure escape, she thought, her body tingling as Mia guided her to kneel in front of one of the openings, placing her hand on the smooth edge of the hole. As she did, a large penis emerged through the hole, firm and ready, and Mia guided her hand to it, wrapping her fingers around its girth. The group’s cheers faded into hushed whispers, and soon, someone approached from behind, warm hands sliding over her hips, adding to the mystery, while others wielded vibrating wands and teasing fingers, aiming to push her over the edge. Kelly stroked rhythmically, her grip firm and purposeful, determined to win as the sensations built, the room filled with the sounds of pleasure and the promise of more to come.

As Kelly’s strokes intensified, Sergei’s voice cut through the haze of her blindfolded world, announcing the next set of games. “Mia, you’re up for the mechanical bull ride complete with that large dildo saddle we talked about,” he declared, his tone playful yet commanding. “And Tara, head to the orgy room for some group fun.” Mia and Tara burst into laughter, Mia protesting with a mock pout, “No fair, I want an orgy too!” The men were divided up as well, some heading to join Tara, others to man the bull or prepare for their turns. Kelly, her mouth now enveloping the throbbing cock through the hole, wondered who she was sucking if all the men were being assigned to games perhaps Sergei had recruited extras, like the waiters or crew. Her rhythm quickened, and suddenly, the man behind the wall groaned deeply, his release flooding her mouth in hot spurts. As she swallowed, still savoring the salty warmth, the spent cock withdrew, only to be swiftly replaced by another, thicker and eager, pressing against her lips before she could catch her breath, the game pressing on relentlessly.

Kelly redoubled her efforts on the second cock, her lips and tongue working in tandem with her hand, but the relentless vibrations against her clit proved too much the toy’s insistent buzz finally tipped her over the edge, a fast, shuddering orgasm ripping through her body. Panting heavily, she pulled off the blindfold, swallowing the lingering cum as she tried to steady her breath, but the wall revealed nothing of the men behind it, their identities still shrouded in mystery. Sergei chuckled approvingly, announcing to the room, “Kelly made it to two men before tapping out impressive!” She glanced over and saw Zach photographing her, his camera capturing her flushed, satisfied expression, and she smiled at him, her heartwarming with thoughts of their unbreakable bond amidst the chaos. No matter how wild this gets, he’s always there, seeing me at my most vulnerable and loving every moment, she mused inwardly. Around her, the rest of her friends were scattered, entangled in playful encounters some experimenting with toys, others caressing each other in pairs or groups, the room alive with moans and giggles. Suddenly, Kelly heard Mia’s massive orgasm echo from the bull area, a loud, ecstatic cry followed by her sliding off the dildo saddle, breathless and laughing.

As Kelly steadied herself on her knees, the aftershocks of her orgasm still tingling through her body, Sergei clapped enthusiastically, drawing the group’s attention. “Alright, Kelly’s out after a solid two next up, let’s rotate! Who’s ready for the sex toy challenge?” he called, his eyes scanning the room with that signature mischievous gleam. Kelly rose slowly, her legs shaky but her spirit undimmed, wiping her lips with the back of her hand as she scanned the chaotic scene Javier teasing Tara with a vibrating wand in one corner, Luke and Ethan entangled in a heated embrace nearby, the air thick with the scent of arousal and jasmine. Two down, but the night’s just heating up  Claire can wait; this is my escape, she thought, a thrill of defiance mixing with her lingering pleasure. Spotting Mia recovering from the bull, flushed and grinning, Kelly made her way over, the two sharing a conspiratorial laugh as Mia pulled her into a quick, sweaty hug. “Your turn on that beast next?” Mia teased, but before Kelly could respond, Sergei’s voice boomed again, assigning her to join the orgy room with Tara, her pulse quickening at the promise of more uninhibited fun, the evening’s energy pulling her deeper into its embrace.

Kelly followed the path to the adjoining orgy room, the dim, ambient lighting casting a seductive red glow over the plush mattresses and scattered pillows that covered the floor, the air heavy with the scent of scented oils and rising passion. She spotted Zach in the corner, camera steady, eyes locked on her with that familiar mix of pride and hunger. He’s here. Always here. That makes everything safe.

Tara was already there, surrounded by a group of eager participants Javier, Ethan, Luke, and a couple of the nude waiters, including a curvaceous female waiter whose hands roamed freely  her body arching as hands and mouths explored her curves, her moans blending with the soft, rhythmic music playing in the background. This is pure indulgence, and with Luke here, it feels even more electric  his touches always ignite something deep in me, Kelly thought, her skin flushing as she joined the tangle of bodies, Tara pulling her close for a deep, lingering kiss while Javier’s fingers traced down her back, slipping between her thighs to tease her still-sensitive folds. Ethan pressed against her from behind, his hardness grinding against her ass as he nibbled her neck, and soon Kelly was lost in the whirlwind of touches  lips on her breasts, a tongue circling her nipple, hands everywhere, guiding her into positions of shared ecstasy, Luke’s strong hands cupping her face for a passionate kiss that made her think, God, Luke knows exactly how to make me melt, his intensity matching mine perfectly. The group shifted fluidly, Kelly straddling Javier while Tara rode Ethan beside her, their laughter turning to gasps as the pleasure built, the female waiter joining in by trailing kisses down Kelly’s back, her fingers joining the fray. In the background, Zach positioned himself discreetly, his camera rolling as he watched several men and women have sex with Kelly, murmuring encouragingly, “That’s it, Kel, you’re incredible let them worship you like you deserve.” The room became a symphony of bodies moving in unison, each thrust and caress pushing Kelly further from her worries, immersing her in the raw, unfiltered joy of the moment.

The island night stretched endlessly ahead… and the real games had only just begun.


Chapter 8 – Off-Camera

As the orgy’s intensity began to ebb, the room filled with the soft sighs of satiated bodies disentangling, Kelly extricated herself from the warm pile of limbs, her skin glistening with sweat and the remnants of shared passion. Tara gave her a lazy wink, while Luke pressed a final kiss to her shoulder, murmuring, “You were unforgettable, as always.” What a whirlwind of bodies, pleasure, no boundaries, and I’m still buzzing, craving more, Kelly thought, her body thrumming with energy, every nerve alight with the night’s uninhibited ecstasy. She made her way back to the main room, where the games had wound down to casual pairings and quiet laughter, her pulse racing with the urge to keep the fire burning. Spotting Zach packing up his camera, she slipped her hand into his, their fingers intertwining with that familiar spark. “Ready to call it a night?” he asked softly, his eyes full of admiration. Kelly hesitated, a flicker of guilt crossing her mind as she leaned in close, her voice low and honest. “I want to finish the night with you, Zach, always but I’m not done yet. Could we see if anyone’s up for more… off camera?” I shouldn’t want this so badly, but this energy it’s electric, and I need to ride it out, she thought, her heart pounding with anticipation. Zach’s grin widened, a knowing glint in his eyes as he squeezed her hand. “Let’s find out who’s still game,” he murmured, leading her back toward the group, the starlit sky above the island promising more untamed pleasures as Claire’s message faded further into the shadows of her mind.

As Kelly and Zach approached the lingering group, Luke, Mia, Steve, and one of the nude male waiters his toned frame still gleaming under the dim lights eagerly raised their hands, their eyes alight with mischief. “Count us in for round two!” Mia declared, her grin infectious, while Luke nodded, his gaze lingering on Kelly with a playful intensity. Sergei, overhearing, let out a hearty laugh, clapping his hands. “Go on, you lot have your fun, keep the night alive!” he encouraged, his voice booming with approval. The group grabbed chilled drinks from a nearby table, the clink of glasses mingling with their laughter as they headed toward Kelly and Zach’s cabana under the starlit sky. Along the lantern-lit path, Mia teased Zach, still in his shorts and shirt, “What’s this, Zach? Only one dressed? Losing your edge, photographer?” Steve and Luke joined in, chuckling, and Zach, with a mock roll of his eyes, stripped off his clothes, tossing them aside with a grin before they reached the cabana’s living area. This is us, wild and free, just how we love it, Kelly thought, her anticipation soaring as the group stepped inside, the promise of more uninhibited pleasure sparking in the warm, intimate space.

Inside the cabana’s cozy living area, the group sprawled across the plush couch and scattered cushions on the floor, pouring drinks from a chilled bottle of rum, their laughter filling the space as they recounted the night’s wild games. “That glory hole setup was insane Kelly, you were unstoppable!” Steve said, raising his glass, while Mia chimed in, “And that bull ride? I’m still feeling it!” Every moment tonight pushed me further, and I’m still not sated, Kelly thought, her body humming with desire as she locked eyes with Mia, their shared heat reigniting.

The two women moved without words Mia pulling Kelly into her lap on the wide couch, legs spreading so Kelly straddled her thigh. Their mouths crashed together, hungry and wet, tongues sliding in a dance that tasted of rum and sex. Kelly ground down instinctively, Mia’s slick heat coating her skin as Mia’s hands cupped her heavy breasts, thumbs rolling nipples already stiff from the night’s earlier play.

“Fuck, you two are gorgeous together,” Luke growled from the floor, stroking himself slowly while he watched.

Kelly broke the kiss just long enough to gasp, “Don’t just watch come here.”

Luke was on them in a heartbeat, kneeling behind Kelly, hands spreading her ass as his tongue traced a hot line from her clit to her entrance and higher, making her cry out into Mia’s mouth. Mia laughed breathlessly, fingers tangling in Kelly’s hair. “Greedy girl. I love it.”

Steve and the waiter joined the pile Steve claiming Mia’s mouth while the waiter knelt between Kelly’s thighs, adding his tongue alongside Luke’s in a duel of slow licks and gentle sucks that had Kelly trembling within seconds. Two mouths on her pussy, two tongues flicking her clit in perfect alternation she came hard and sudden, thighs clamping around their heads, a broken scream tearing from her throat.

They didn’t let her recover.

Luke stood, cock flushed and dripping and fed it to her waiting mouth while the waiter slid two thick fingers inside her, curling hard against her front wall until she was riding his hand shamelessly. Steve shifted to Mia’s breasts, sucking one nipple while pinching the other, making Mia arch and moan beneath Kelly’s weight.

Kelly pulled off Luke just long enough to pant, “I want all of you now.”

The men moved like they’d rehearsed it a thousand times. Luke lay back on the cushions, pulling Kelly on top so she sank down onto his cock with a shuddering moan full, stretched, perfect. The waiter knelt behind her, slicking himself with oil before pressing the head of his cock against her ass. Kelly pushed back eagerly, taking him inch by slow inch until she was impossibly full Luke in her pussy, the waiter buried deep in her ass, the burn melting into pure, blinding pleasure.

Zach, who had been watching from the doorway with dark, possessive eyes, stepped forward, voice low and commanding. “Luke hands on her hips. Tilt her forward just a little… yeah, like that. Now fuck her slow and deep make her feel every inch.” Luke obeyed instantly, grip tightening, hips rolling in long, deliberate strokes that dragged his cock across her front wall with devastating precision. Kelly’s head fell back, a broken moan spilling out as the angle sent sparks exploding behind her eyes.

Steve and Mia watched, stroking each other lazily, until Mia crawled forward and straddled Luke’s face, letting him devour her while Kelly rode him. Steve moved behind Mia, sliding into her from behind so the four of them formed a perfect, moving chain every thrust rippling through all of them.

Zach never took his eyes off Kelly. “Waiter match Luke’s rhythm. When he pulls back, you drive in. I want her feeling both of you at once.” The waiter groaned, obeying, and suddenly Kelly was caught in a perfect, relentless push-pull Luke withdrawing as the waiter filled her ass, then switching, over and over, until she was sobbing with pleasure, every nerve on fire.

Kelly lost track of time, of orgasms, of everything except the endless slide of cocks inside her, the wet sounds of mouths and bodies, the way Luke’s thumb found her clit and rubbed in tight circles until she came again, clenching so hard around both men that they followed seconds later  Luke flooding her pussy, the waiter pulsing deep in her ass, their groans mingling with her own broken cries.

When they finally slipped free, cum leaked from her in thick rivulets. Luke pulled out first, stroking himself the last few times until hot ropes striped across her throat and collarbone, dripping down to pool between her breasts and over her wedding rings a perfect pearl necklace that made Zach’s eyes flash with possessive pride.

Steve wasn’t far behind. He knelt in front of her, fisting his cock until he painted her tits in long, thick stripes, adding his claim to the glistening mess already marking her skin.

Zach watching every second  finally stepped fully into the circle. He lifted her trembling body, laid her on the wide ottoman, and entered her in one slow thrust, sliding through the mingled release of three other men.

“Mine,” he whispered against her lips, hips rolling deep and deliberate, eyes locked on the cum still glistening across her throat and breasts.

Kelly wrapped legs and arms around him, clinging like he was the only solid thing left in the world. “Always,” she gasped, and came again just from the possession in his voice, the perfect fit of him inside her ruined, overflowing body.

The others watched in quiet reverence as Zach reclaimed her completely slow, thorough, until every trace of anyone else was overwritten by him. When he finally spilled inside her with a shuddering groan, he stayed buried deep, kissing her like she was air and he’d been drowning.

The room settled into soft laughter and lazy touches, drinks passed around, bodies tangled in comfortable afterglow.

Eventually the others slipped away with hugs and kisses and promises of “see you at breakfast.” Left alone, Kelly and Zach showered under the stars, letting warm water wash everything away except the feel of each other.

Back in bed, clean and satiated, Kelly traced lazy circles on his chest. “These last two days have been insane beach games, glory holes, orgies I can’t believe how much we’ve packed in.”

Zach kissed her temple. “Yeah, and tomorrow’s production meeting will wrap things up. Filming’s over after that just still promotional shots the final day. Then we go home… and figure out Claire.”

Kelly nodded, as she stared at the sight of a distant cloud on an otherwise perfect horizon. She rolled on top of him, feeling him already hardening again beneath her. “Then let’s make sure we’re too exhausted to worry tonight.”

She sank down onto him slowly, taking every inch, and rode him under the open island sky until dawn painted them both gold again.

The island night stretched endlessly ahead… and the real games were only just beginning.


Chapter 9 – Daybreak Deliberations

The first rays of dawn filtered through the cabana’s open windows, casting a golden glow over Kelly and Zach as they lay entangled in the sheets, their bodies spent but satisfied from their private extension of the night’s adventures. Kelly stirred first, her mind slowly shifting from the haze of pleasure to the day’s agenda. Last night was the perfect cap to this wild weekend now it’s time to tie up loose ends before heading home, she thought, pressing a gentle kiss to Zach’s forehead before slipping out of bed. Opting to go topless, her skin radiating a flawless, all-over tan from days basking under the island sun, Kelly slipped into a light sarong, the fabric grazing her bronzed curves as she and Zach made their way to the villa’s terrace for the breakfast production meeting. The group was already gathering, the women similarly topless, their sun-kissed bodies glowing in the morning light as they nibbled on fresh fruits and pastries. Sergei called everyone to attention, his eyes briefly admiring Kelly’s even tan before he spoke. “Alright, team, today’s about those promotional stills we need shots that capture the hot wife essence without giving away the full story,” he said, distributing scripts and shot lists. Kelly exchanged a knowing glance with Mia and Tara, her energy renewed for one final push, the ocean’s rhythm a backdrop to the structured close of their erotic escapade.

Sergei continued, his voice clear and authoritative. “For the movie, we’re pairing Tara with Javier and Mia with Luke as couples, alongside Kelly and Steve, who’s playing Zach, her husband. The scripts are short each couple will read lines explaining what it means to be a hot wife or swinger, sharing how you got into the lifestyle.” He handed out the pages, and Kelly, her bronzed skin shimmering under the morning sun, leaned into Steve, who slipped into his role as Zach with a warm smile. They went first, their voices steady as they read their lines about embracing the hot wife dynamic, their words laced with playful intimacy. This feels like us, even if Steve’s playing the part our story’s real, Kelly thought, her tan glowing as she nestled closer to Steve. After each couple Mia and Luke, then Tara and Javier delivered their scripts, their bodies snuggling close on the terrace chairs, they were sent off to the beach for still photos, the camera ready to capture their chemistry in suggestive, nude poses that teased the film’s provocative allure.

On the beach, the golden sand warm beneath their bare feet, Kelly shed her sarong, her flawless all-over tan catching the sunlight as she posed nude with Steve, Luke, and Javier, their bodies a study in sensual contrast against the turquoise waves. In one shot, Kelly reclined on a smooth rock, her legs slightly parted, Steve kneeling beside her, his hand resting suggestively on her inner thigh, their gazes locked in a playful, intimate promise. This tan makes every curve pop perfect for the camera, she thought, her skin glowing as the shutter clicked. For another, she stood between Luke and Javier, their hands grazing her hips and shoulders, her body arched slightly to accentuate her bronzed curves, the trio’s closeness hinting at shared desire without crossing into explicitness. In a final pose requested by Sergei, Kelly knelt on the sand, her hands confidently gripping the cocks of Steve and Luke, Javier standing behind her with his hands on her shoulders, her smoldering gaze locked on the camera, lips parted as if poised to take Luke into her mouth, the provocative tableau radiating raw hot wife allure. Mia and Luke posed next, Mia draped across a driftwood log, her legs entwined with Luke’s as he leaned over her, his lips hovering near her neck, their bodies pressed close to suggest impending passion. Tara and Javier followed, Tara lying on her back in the shallow surf, Javier straddling her hips, his hands cupping her breasts as the waves lapped at their skin, their eyes conveying a teasing intimacy. The ocean breeze teased Kelly’s bronzed skin, amplifying her confidence as Zach, behind the camera, captured every provocative angle, the shots destined to tantalize the film’s audience.

With the last shutter click echoing across the beach, Sergei gathered the group, his face beaming with satisfaction. “Thank you all that’s a wrap on the stills! The day is yours now,” he said, clapping his hands. “I’ll work with the film crew to ensure we have all the footage we need, so go ahead and relax play if you want, make the most of this paradise.” His words brought laughs and nods of agreement from the group, the air buzzing with a mix of relief and lingering excitement.

As everyone began to disperse, Kelly pulled Zach aside, her expression shifting to one of quiet concern. “Let’s head back to the cabana for a bit we need to talk about that threat from Claire,” she whispered, her flawless tan glowing under the sun as they walked hand in hand, the island’s warm serenity a stark contrast to the storm brewing in her mind.

Kelly’s phone buzzed on the nightstand just as they stepped inside.

Claire (again).

Claire: Hey girl. Random question – you and Zach ever go to that adults-only resort in Cancun a few years back? Someone I know swears they saw photos that look a lot like you two. Wild coincidence, right? ?? We should catch up when you’re back in town.

Kelly’s stomach dropped. She knows. Or she’s fishing. Either way… fuck.

She sat on the edge of the bed, phone trembling in her hand. Zach read over her shoulder, his body rigid.

A second message pinged:

Claire: Actually, forget “catch up.” Check your email. Thought you’d want a preview before the partners do.

Attached were six photos Kelly on the beach that morning, nude, legs spread, Luke and Steve’s hands on her, her own gripping their cocks, face flushed with pleasure. The angle was perfect. Someone on the crew had leaked them.

Kelly’s phone slipped from her fingers and clattered to the tile.

For a second, she just stared at the screen those photos of her naked body, her wedding rings glinting, her face flushed with pleasure now weapons in Claire’s hands.

Then the dam broke.

She folded in half, arms wrapped around her stomach, a broken sound tearing out of her throat that was half-sob, half-scream. Zach was there in an instant, pulling her down to the floor with him, cradling her against his chest as she shook.

“I’ve worked fifteen years for this,” she choked out. “One jealous bitch and it’s gone. Everything. The partnership, the reputation I bled for… ”

Zach’s arms tightened until she could barely breathe. “Listen to me.” His voice was low, lethal calm. “Nobody takes anything from you. Not your career. Not us. I will burn the world down before I let that happen.” He cupped her face, forcing her tear-streaked eyes to his. “We built this life together. We protect it together. Understand?”

Kelly nodded, trembling, but something fierce sparked behind the fear.

Zach kissed her then slow, reverent, tasting salt and terror and love. When he pulled back his eyes were blazing, but soft. “One last time before we go to war,” he whispered, voice rough with emotion. “I need to love you so completely you remember exactly who you belong to… and that nothing (nothing) can ever take you from me.”

He lifted her gently, carried her to the bed, and laid her down like she was made of glass. The sarong fell away. Zach knelt between her thighs, hands gliding up her legs with worshipful tenderness, lips following soft kisses along her calves, the backs of her knees, the sensitive crease of her thigh. When he finally reached her center, he didn’t attack he adored. Long, slow licks that tasted every inch of her, tongue swirling around her clit with patient devotion until she was writhing, hips rolling, begging with broken whimpers.

“Zach please…  ”

He looked up, eyes locked on hers, and slid two fingers inside her, curling gently, stroking that spot that made her see stars while his mouth never stopped its loving assault. “I’ve got you, love,” he murmured against her clit, the vibration sending sparks up her spine. “Let me take care of you.”

The tenderness undid her more than any roughness ever could. Tears slipped down her temples as pleasure coiled tight and sweet. But beneath the love, the fear still gnawed she needed more. Needed to feel him lose control, needed to be fucked so hard the world disappeared.

“Harder,” she gasped, fingers tangling in his hair, pulling him up. “I need it hard, Zach. Please fuck the fear out of me.”

His eyes darkened with understanding. In one fluid motion he rose over her, sliding home in a single, deep thrust that stole her breath. But even then, he was gentle at first  slow, deliberate strokes, forehead pressed to hers, whispering “I love you” with every roll of his hips.

Kelly wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper, faster. “More,” she begged, voice cracking. “I need to feel you tomorrow when I’m facing her. Need to remember I’m still yours no matter what she does.”

Something primal flashed across Zach’s face. He pulled back, flipped her onto her stomach, and drove into her from behind hard, punishing strokes that slammed the headboard against the wall. One hand fisted in her hair, arching her back; the other gripped her hip, fingers bruising.

“Yes fuck yes,” she sobbed into the pillow, pushing back to meet every thrust. “Harder don’t hold back…  ”

He didn’t. He fucked her like the world was ending raw, relentless, each stroke a promise: Mine. Always mine. No one takes you from me.

Kelly came with a scream that tore her throat raw, pussy clenching around him so hard he followed seconds later hips stuttering, a guttural groan against her shoulder as he flooded her, pulse after pulse, until they were both shaking.

He didn’t pull out. Just collapsed over her, chest to her back, arms wrapping around her like he’d never let go. His lips found the sensitive spot behind her ear, kissing softly now, reverently.

“I’ve got you,” he whispered, voice thick with love. “Always.”

Kelly turned her face into the pillow, tears slipping free again but this time they were relief, gratitude, love so fierce it hurt.

They stayed like that until their breathing slowed, until the storm inside her quieted to a steady hum.

When they finally pulled apart, Zach rolled her gently into his arms, cradling her like something precious. “We’ll fix this,” he promised again, softer now. “Together.”

Kelly nodded against his chest, the fear still there but no longer alone.

She pressed a kiss over his heart. “Together.”

Kelly paced the cabana floor, her bronzed skin catching the light as she turned to Zach. “I think we should call her let her know I got the message, but play dumb, ask what she meant. It might settle my mind before we leave.” Zach agreed, rubbing her shoulders reassuringly. “Yeah, better to face it head-on. Go for it.” Taking a steadying breath, Kelly dialed Claire’s number, her heart pounding as it rang. When Claire answered, Kelly kept her voice casual. “Hey, Claire, I got your message what did you mean by ‘I know what you’re doing’?”

Kelly’s grip tightened on the phone as Claire’s voice came through, sharp and laced with a hint of accusation that felt almost… hungry. “Oh, Kelly, finally calling back? I mean exactly what I said, I know what you’re doing. Posing nude like some model, flaunting yourself who knows what else you’re up to down there. If the partners find out, your career’s toast.”

Kelly’s heart plummeted, panic surging as she realized Claire knew about the modeling but perhaps not the full extent of the film. How did she find out? This could ruin everything. But something in Claire’s tone the breathy edge, the way she lingered on “flaunting yourself” made old conversations flash through Kelly’s mind.

There had been that late-night happy hour after a brutal deposition, Claire three martinis deep, eyes glassy, asking too many questions about Kelly’s “perfect marriage.” “You and Zach ever… spice things up? Like, really spice them?” Claire had laughed it off the next day, but now the memory felt different. Or the firm retreat in Vegas Claire disappearing for hours, coming back flushed and disheveled, joking about “what happens in Vegas.” And that time in the elevator when Claire had stared a beat too long at Kelly’s legs in a short skirt and murmured, “Some women can get away with anything.”

She’s always been jealous… but maybe she wanted in. Maybe she’s been in the whole time and hated that I got to live it while she only watched from the sidelines.

“Claire, it’s not what you think let’s talk in person when we’re back in two days,” Kelly managed, her voice steady despite the turmoil. Claire snorted, “Oh, it’s exactly what I think. See you soon,” before hanging up, leaving Kelly trembling, the island’s idyll shattered by the cold reality waiting at home.

Moments later, Kelly’s phone buzzed with an incoming call from Claire again, followed by a series of messages pinging through several photos attached, showing Kelly in various nude poses from the beach shoots, her bronzed body unmistakable. Claire’s voice was smug when Kelly answered.

“Thought you’d deny it? Check the photos I have proof. Quit the firm quietly, or these go to the partners and everyone else.” Kelly’s stomach churned, the images staring back at her like damning evidence. She’s got me cornered what does she really want, the promotion? She thought, her voice calm despite the fear. “Claire, what do you want from me exactly?” Claire laughed coldly. “Your resignation by Monday, or these pics go viral in the office. Your choice.”

Zach was furious, his face reddening as he processed the photos on Kelly’s phone. “This is bullshit the only way those got to her is if one of the crew leaked them. Someone’s betraying us!” he voiced, pacing now himself, his hands clenched. The angles are too perfect someone with access to the set. Bill? Sergei? One of the waiters? Or… no, not Luke. But who else knows Claire? Then, softening, he turned to Kelly, pulling her into a hug. “Whatever you decide, I’ll support you all the way your career, us, everything.” Kelly stayed silent for a time, staring out at the ocean, her mind a whirlwind of anger and fear. Claire’s always been jealous, but this? It’s like she’s enjoying it too much. That laugh… what if she’s not just bitter? What if she’s in this world too? Finally, she sighed. “I need to think about this. For now, let’s go to the pool and try to enjoy what’s left of our stay maybe the water will clear my head.”


Chapter 10 – Poolside Ponderings

Kelly and Zach strolled to the villa’s infinity pool, the azure water blending seamlessly with the ocean horizon, the sun high and warming her bronzed, nude form as she shed her sarong, embracing the island’s liberated vibe alongside the other actors. Zach, following suit, stripped off his clothes, his own sun-kissed skin gleaming as they joined the group. Mia, Tara, Luke, and the others were already there, lounging nude on sunbeds or splashing playfully, their laughter a light contrast to the heavy weight on Kelly’s mind. Resign or fight? Claire’s holding all the cards with those photos my career, my reputation… but giving in means she wins, she pondered, settling onto a chaise beside Zach, who rubbed sunscreen onto her back with gentle reassurance, his touch grounding her. Mia swam over, her wet hair slicked back, teasing, “You two look like you need some fun join us for a game?” Kelly forced a smile, dipping her toes in the cool water, the group’s carefree energy a temporary distraction as she weighed her options, the island’s beauty mocking the turmoil within.

Kelly slid into the pool, the cool water enveloping her sun-warmed skin, her flawless all-over tan shimmering as she joined Mia and Luke in a playful splash fight, their laughter echoing across the terrace. If I quit, I lose everything I’ve worked for, but if those photos leak, the firm will never look at me the same, she thought, her mind racing even as she dodged a splash from Tara. Zach lounged nearby, now nude and relaxed, his eyes soft but watchful, sensing her unease. “You okay, Kel?” he called out, his voice steady with support. She nodded, forcing a grin, but the weight of Claire’s ultimatum clung to her. As Javier dove in, suggesting a game of pool volleyball, Kelly let herself be pulled into the carefree moment, the group’s energy offering a fleeting escape from the looming decision that threatened to unravel her life back home.

Luke dove into the pool with a splash, joining the volleyball game as teams formed Kelly, Mia, and Javier against Luke, Tara, and a nude waiter, their bronzed bodies glistening under the sun. The playful volleys turned to spirited splashing, hands brushing against slick skin as they lunged for the ball, fingers grazing hips and shoulders in fleeting, teasing touches. God, this energy it’s like last night never ended, but Claire’s threat keeps clawing at me, Kelly thought, her tan shimmering as she dove for a shot, her body briefly pressed against Luke’s in the water, sparking a familiar heat. Laughter mingled with charged glances, the actors sensing a rising sexual tension, their touches lingering just a moment too long, the game blurring into something more intimate. Zach watched from the sidelines, his gaze warm but alert, as the poolside play stirred a palpable electricity, momentarily overshadowing Kelly’s worries with the group’s uninhibited allure.

As the volleyball sailed over the net, Kelly surrendered to the electric pull of the moment, her body alive with the group’s sensual energy. After Javier’s powerful serve, she dove underwater, her bronzed form gliding through the azure depths, her lithe limbs and taut curves shimmering as she playfully grabbed his cock, her fingers wrapping around him with a teasing squeeze. Screw Claire for now  this is my last chance to feel free before reality hits, she thought, surfacing with a mischievous grin as Javier laughed, his eyes flashing with delight. Mierda, she’s bold this could get wild again, Javier thought, his body responding to her touch as he returned her grin. The group’s cheers and splashes grew louder, the sexual tension spiking as Mia and Luke exchanged a knowing glance, their hands brushing closer during the next volley, Luke thinking, Kelly’s setting the pace, and I’m all in for whatever comes next. Kelly caught Zach’s approving nod from the sidelines, his nude form relaxed yet attentive, his lean frame and sun-warmed skin a quiet anchor in the escalating heat, and she felt a rush of liberation, the pool’s cool embrace amplifying her defiance against the looming threat waiting at home.

Javier served the ball with a powerful spike, then swam swiftly to Kelly, his lean, bronzed muscles cutting through the water as he grabbed her tits playfully, his hands cupping her full, tanned breasts with a teasing squeeze. He glanced at Zach for permission, his dark eyes questioning, and Zach nodded approvingly, a grin spreading across his face. Meanwhile, a female waitress approached Zach at the sidelines, her nude form curvaceous and sun-kissed, carrying a tray of colorful drinks that glistened in the sunlight. Zach nodded to Javier, then called out to the group, “I don’t think our fun is over!” He grinned widely as the actors cheered, their bronzed, nude bodies erupting in laughter and splashes, diving back into the game with renewed vigor, the volleyball now a pretext for more intimate, teasing touches that heightened the sexual energy rippling through the pool.

The game devolved into a frenzy of wet, nude bodies colliding, splashes turning to deliberate caresses as hands roamed freely Luke pinning Tara against the pool edge, his hard cock pressing against her thigh as he sucked on her neck, her moans mixing with the water’s churn. Mia straddled Javier’s lap in the shallow end, grinding against him as she kissed him deeply, her fingers tangled in his wet hair, while the waiter pulled Kelly close, his erection sliding between her legs as he fondled her breasts, pinching her nipples until she gasped. This is insane, but it’s what I need fuck Claire, fuck the firm, just this raw pleasure, Kelly thought, her body arching as the waiter entered her from behind, his thrusts deep and rhythmic in the buoyant water, the cool liquid swirling around them with every plunge. She braced her hands on the pool edge, pushing back to meet him, water splashing over her back as he drove into her harder, faster, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks, until he suddenly pulled out and came on her ass  hot spurts coating her tan skin, the contrast of cool water and warm release triggering her own climax with a sharp, breathless cry that echoed across the terrace.

Zach joined in, lifting Mia onto his shoulders for a mock chicken fight that quickly turned erotic, her pussy grinding against his neck as Luke and Tara teamed up against them, bodies slapping together in a chaotic, lust-fueled melee. Watching Kel like this it’s hot as hell, Zach thought, his cock hardening as he thrust into Tara from behind, her screams of pleasure peaking as she orgasmed, milking him until he filled her with his release. Grunts and cries echoed, the pool becoming a swirling mass of limbs and ecstasy, climaxes building as partners switched Kelly taking Javier in her mouth while Luke fucked her from behind, his hands gripping her hips as he pounded into her with long, punishing strokes, the water churning violently around them. This is pure bliss take me harder, she thought, swallowing Javier’s load as Luke drove her to another shattering orgasm, her body shaking in the water, waves of pleasure crashing through her as the group’s uninhibited release became a final, graphic rebellion against the constraints awaiting off the island.

As the frenzy subsided, bodies floating lazily in the water, Kelly clung to Zach, her bronzed skin flushed from multiple climaxes, the group’s satisfied sighs filling the air. That was the escape I needed, but Claire’s still waiting resign or risk it all? She pondered, her mind returning to the ultimatum as she rested her head on Zach’s chest. The sun beat down, the pool now calm, but Kelly’s thoughts stormed on, the island’s final hours a bittersweet mix of bliss and dread as departure loomed.

Sergei approached the poolside, his crisp shirt a contrast to the nude, spent bodies scattered around, a knowing smirk on his face as he noted their exhausted, satisfied expressions from the carnal play. “Looks like you all took my advice to relax quite literally,” he teased, his eyes twinkling with amusement. “But save some energy dinner at 6 in the main villa, a farewell feast to celebrate our success.” The group chuckled weakly, nodding in agreement as they mustered smiles, Kelly forcing one despite her inner turmoil. Dinner sounds good, but Claire’s demand is a ticking bomb, she thought, the invitation was a welcome distraction as the day wore on.

Kelly, buoyed by the wine, pulled Mia and Tara aside during a lull, confiding softly about Claire’s blackmail and the leaked photos. “That bitch fight her,” Mia urged, her eyes fierce, while Tara nodded, “Don’t resign; expose her threats instead.” Their words fueled Kelly’s determination. They’re right I can’t let her win without a battle, she thought. Meanwhile, Zach, sensing an opportunity, pulled Sergei into a private conversation, his face serious. Someone leaked those photos I need to know who, for Kelly’s sake, Zach thought, voicing his suspicions about the crew. Sergei promised to investigate discreetly, his expression concerned. As the evening wound down with hugs and goodbyes, Kelly felt a spark of hope ignite, walking back with Zach under the stars, the island’s magic fading but her resolve strengthening for the battle ahead.

As Kelly and Zach returned to the cabana, the night air cool against her skin, Kelly remained quiet, her mind swirling with the day’s revelations. Zach, sensing her distance, gently asked, “What’s on your mind, Kel?” She paused, turning to him with a resolute expression. “I’m not quitting yet,” she said, voice low but steady. “I’m going to fight. Claire wants to play dirty? Fine. But she started this war thinking she had all the weapons. She doesn’t know I’ve got a few of my own.”

Zach’s grin was slow and fierce, pride blazing in his eyes as he pulled her close. “That’s my girl,” he murmured against her lips, kissing her deep and possessive under the stars.

They sank onto the bed, the air between them crackled with renewed fire. Kelly straddled him, her sarong falling away completely, her bronzed body glowing in the moonlight. “Here’s the plan,” she said, voice husky as she ground against his hardening cock. “We stall her tell her we’re extending the trip a day or two. Meanwhile, I call my old law-school friend who does private investigation. We dig into Claire’s life socials, old emails, anything. She’s always been jealous, Zach. Remember Vegas? The way she disappeared came back wrecked, asking all those questions about ‘spicing things up’? What if she’s got her own secrets? Her own photos? Her own kinks she’s ashamed of?”

Zach’s hands slid up her thighs, gripping hard. “You think she’s in the lifestyle?”

“I think she wants to be,” Kelly breathed, sinking down onto him slowly, taking every inch. “And hates that I get to live it while she hides. If we find proof anything  we counter-blackmail. Mutually assured destruction.”

Zach thrust up hard, making her gasp. “My ruthless HotWife. I fucking love you.”

Kelly rode him faster, nails raking his chest. “And if we find nothing? We go public on my terms. Own the story. Turn it into a strength.” She leaned down, biting his lip. “But one way or another, she doesn’t win.”

Their lovemaking turned urgent Kelly slamming down onto him, Zach meeting every thrust with raw power, hands bruising her hips as he growled, “No one touches what’s mine.” She came with his name on her lips, body shaking, then flipped her onto her back and took her again hard, relentless, until they both collapsed, spent and laughing and ready for war.

Under the open island sky, with the taste of salt and victory on their tongues, they fell asleep planning Claire’s downfall.

Just before dawn, Zach’s phone buzzed with an encrypted message from Sergei.

Sergei: Found your leaker. It wasn’t the crew. It was Claire. She paid one of the waiters $5k cash for the beach stills the day you shot them. He came clean when I threatened his career. Proof attached (bank transfer + texts). Use it however you want. And Zach… tell Kelly the film is going to make her a legend. Safe travels.

Kelly read it over his shoulder in the half-light, eyes widening, then narrowing to slits.

“She didn’t just find the photos,” Kelly whispered, voice shaking with cold fury. “She hunted them. Paid for them. She’s been stalking us this whole time. I can’t believe that bitch.  WE used to be friends!”

Zach’s jaw clenched. “That changes everything.”

Kelly’s smile was slow, sharp, lethal. “No. It ends everything. She just handed me her throat.”

She forwarded the evidence to her PI friend with one line: Add stalking and bribery to the file. I want to be able to destroy her.

Then she looked at Zach, the fear gone, replaced by pure, cold fire.

“I felt bad for her after the abuse she took from her ex.  Nobody should have to go through that.” Kelly sighed and continued, “Sympathy aside, Claire wanted a war? She just declared it on the wrong fucking battlefield. Time for her to learn from her mistakes.”

The island night had ended… but the real fight was only beginning.
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Book 3 - Reclaiming Kelly: No Shame

Chapter 1 – Confessions in the Pool

The late-afternoon sun hung low over the bay, turning the water in Kelly and Zach’s infinity pool into liquid gold. The air was thick with the scent of salt, sunscreen, and the faint citrus of the margaritas sweating on the teak side table.

Kelly floated on her back, naked except for oversized sunglasses, her lithe, curvaceous body relaxed in the warm water long blonde hair fanning out like a halo, full breasts breaking the surface with every gentle breath, her tanned skin glowing with the remnants of island sun. At thirty-five, she was a vision of confident sensuality: toned legs that seemed endless, a narrow waist flaring into rounded hips, and a face that blended sharp intelligence with soft, inviting features high cheekbones, full lips, and blue eyes that could shift from playful to piercing in an instant.

Zach lounged on a submerged bench beside her, one arm draped along the pool’s edge, the other lazily tracing circles on her thigh beneath the water. He was the picture of rugged masculinity: tall and broad-shouldered, with a chiseled jaw shadowed by stubble, dark hair tousled from the water, and hazel eyes that held a perpetual spark of mischief and desire. His body was sculpted from years of surfing and gym sessions defined chest dusted with hair, abs that rippled under tanned skin, powerful legs that could pin her down or carry her effortlessly.

Across from them, their oldest friends in the lifestyle Mark and Jenna mirrored the scene. Mark, in his mid-forties, was tall and broad with salt-and-pepper hair cropped short, a swimmer’s lean build honed from daily laps, and kind brown eyes set in a face lined with laugh wrinkles. His skin was perpetually bronzed from outdoor adventures, his shoulders wide and strong, the kind that made you feel safe. Jenna, petite and curvy at thirty-eight, had sun-kissed freckles scattering across her shoulders and chest like constellations, wavy auburn hair tumbling to her mid-back, and green eyes that sparkled with warmth and wit. Her body was soft in all the right places full breasts, rounded hips, a waist that invited hands to span it radiating the effortless sensuality of a woman comfortable in her skin.

They’d known Mark and Jenna for almost ten years since the early, tentative days when Kelly and Zach had first dipped their toes into swinging at a private house party in Coral Gables. No swapping tonight, as usual for the four of them lately. They’d drifted toward parallel play over the years, finding the intimacy of watching each other with their own partners more intoxicating than crossing lines.

Jenna broke the comfortable silence first, her voice light and teasing as she sipped her margarita. “So… you two have been awfully quiet about that ‘work trip’ to the islands. Spill.”

Kelly’s lips curved into a sly smile, her body drifting slightly closer to Zach’s touch. She let her legs part just a fraction, feeling the water caress her inner thighs as Zach’s fingers inched higher. “It wasn’t exactly a work trip.”

Mark raised an eyebrow, his deep baritone rumbling with curiosity. “Do tell.”

Zach’s fingers paused on her skin, his touch sending a shiver through her despite the warm water. “We made a movie.”

Jenna’s margarita paused halfway to her lips, her green eyes widening with intrigue. “A movie?”

“An adult film,” Kelly clarified, rolling onto her stomach so her ass broke the surface, water streaming down her back in rivulets that caught the sunlight. She felt Zach’s hand slide up to cup one cheek, squeezing gently. “Ten days at a private swinger’s resort. Full production crew. Directed by Sergei Volkov.”

Mark let out a low whistle, his craggy face lighting up with surprise. “The Sergei Volkov? The one who did that art-house erotica series?”

“The same,” Zach said, pride evident as he traced the curve of Kelly’s ass, his fingers dipping lower, teasing the sensitive skin between her thighs. “He called it Island Rules. We were… the stars.”

Jenna’s breathing had gone shallow, her freckled chest rising and falling a little faster. Mark’s hand was under the water now, moving slowly between her thighs. Zach’s fingers had found Kelly’s clit, circling lazily as she spoke.

By the time Kelly finished describing the final scene her in emerald silk, surrounded by lovers, Zach taking her under the stars while the entire cast watched  the four of them were breathing hard.

Jenna set her glass down with a clink, her voice husky. “I think we need to move this inside.”

They didn’t make it inside.

Mark pulled Jenna onto his lap right there in the shallow end, her back to his chest, legs spread over his thighs. Zach mirrored the motion with Kelly, lifting her easily, positioning her so she faced their friends, her back against his chest, her legs draped over his.

No one spoke at first, the only sounds were the gentle lap of water and the quickening breaths.

Mark entered Jenna slowly, his hands cupping her breasts as she let out a soft sigh, her head falling back against his shoulder. “You feel so good,” he murmured, voice low and encouraging. “Let me see you move like that.”

Jenna rolled her hips, a gentle rhythm that made the water ripple around them, her freckled skin flushing pink. “Like this?” she whispered, eyes locking on Kelly across the pool.

Zach followed, sliding into Kelly from behind, filling her in one smooth thrust that made her gasp, her full breasts bouncing as she settled onto him. “Beautiful,” he breathed in her ear, hands sliding up to tease her nipples. “Ride me slow, let them see how perfectly you take me.”

Kelly obeyed, grinding down in languid circles, the low growl from Zach’s throat vibrating through her back. “Watch us,” she said to Jenna, voice breathy. “See how he fills me… how he makes me feel so wanted.”

The rhythm built lazy at first, then urgent. Jenna’s hands gripped Mark’s thighs as he thrust up into her, water splashing with every motion. Kelly rode Zach reverse, grinding down, feeling him hit that perfect spot inside her while his fingers worked her clit.

“Look at them,” Zach growled in her ear, voice rough. “See how beautiful she is when she lets go. Just like you.”

Kelly’s moan was enough answer.

The encouragement flowed between them like the water soft, sensual, building the heat.

“You’re so graceful,” Mark said to Jenna, one hand sliding down to circle her clit. “Let me feel you tighten around me… show them how you come for me.”

Jenna’s eyes fluttered, her body arching. “Yes… just like that… you know exactly how to touch me.”

Kelly reached out a hand across the water, fingers brushing Jenna’s as they moved in sync. “You look incredible,” she whispered. “So free… so desired.”

Jenna’s moan mingled with Kelly’s, the sounds harmonizing over the rippling water.

Mark’s thrusts grew deeper, his voice a low rumble. “That’s it, my love… let go for me. Let them see how beautiful you are when you come.”

Jenna shattered first, her body tensing, a soft cry escaping as waves of pleasure rolled through her, her freckled skin flushing deep rose. Mark held her close, whispering encouragement until she went limp in his arms.

Kelly followed seconds later, clenching around Zach, the orgasm building like a storm, crashing through her in sweet, shuddering waves. “Zach… yes… don’t stop…”

He thrust deeper, voice strained. “Feel how much I want you… always you.”

Mark and Zach finished almost together, groans mingling with the splash of water and the distant cry of gulls, their bodies tensing as they spilled inside their wives, the release hot and deep.

They stayed like that for a long moment, breathing hard, bodies still joined, the sun sinking lower, painting the pool in hues of orange and pink.

Eventually, Jenna laughed softly, still nestled against Mark. “You two are dangerous.”

Kelly smiled, still impaled on Zach, feeling him soften inside her. “You have no idea.”

Later, wrapped in towels on the patio loungers as the stars began to emerge, the conversation turned serious.

Kelly stared at the horizon, the water now a dark mirror reflecting the city lights. “There’s something I haven’t told you.”

Mark raised an eyebrow, his voice steady. “More than making a porn film?”

Kelly exhaled, pulling the towel tighter around her shoulders. “I just made partner. Beat out Claire for the spot.”

Jenna’s eyes widened. “The Claire? The one who came down from Boston?”

Kelly nodded. “The same. She’s… complicated.”

She told them the story how Claire had grown up thirty miles from her own childhood home, in the same suffocating Irish-Catholic world of plaid skirts and Sunday confessions. The girl who’d hidden Anaïs Nin under her mattress while Kelly hid Jackie Collins. The Harvard study partner who’d asked too many curious questions about Kelly’s “perfect marriage” one wine-soaked night. The woman who’d called, broken and shaking, four years ago: “Kelly… my marriage is over. He leaked everything. I need to get out of Boston. Please… is there any chance your firm…?”

Kelly had pulled every string to get Claire hired. Had welcomed her with open arms. Had never once suspected Claire’s gratitude would curdle into this.

“She has photos from the island,” Kelly said quietly. “Threatening to leak them. If they get out… I could lose everything.”

Jenna’s face softened, her green eyes filled with empathy. “Oh, honey.”

Jenna understood too well. Born in a quiet Florida town to a high school principal father and librarian mother, she’d grown up surrounded by books and rules. Straight A’s, college at FSU, teaching English at a Miami public high school beloved by students, tenured, respected. But one parent complaint about a “suggestive” book could end it all. She and Mark had discovered swinging in their late twenties, finding freedom in parallel play with trusted couples like Kelly and Zach. They kept it secret, no photos, no risks, the fear always there, a shadow over every adventure.

“I get it,” Jenna said softly. “More than you know. One wrong whisper and my career’s over. Parents judging what I do in my bedroom instead of how I teach their kids.”

Kelly reached for her hand. “Exactly. And Claire knows that fear. She lived it.”

Jenna squeezed her hand tighter. “Then why would she do this to you? After you helped her?”

Kelly sighed, the weight of it settling on her shoulders. “It’s sad. Cliché, even. But I think it’s bitter jealousy. I got the partnership she wanted. I have the marriage she lost. And I’ve been able to live this secret life the island, the movie, all of it while she was outed, shamed, forced to hide. I embraced what she buried. And she hates me for it.”

Jenna’s brow furrowed, her voice gentle but firm. “That’s not your fault.”

“I know,” Kelly said, voice quiet. “But it still hurts. She could have asked for help again. Instead, she chose revenge.”

Mark’s voice was steady. “You think she’ll really do it?”

Kelly nodded. “She’s desperate. But we’re handling it. I have some thoughts that won’t force me down to her level.” Kelly gave a tight lipped smile.

Jenna’s voice was gentle. “You’ll get through this. You’re stronger than she knows.”

Kelly looked at her friends at the people who’d seen her at her most vulnerable and never judged  and felt the knot in her chest loosen, just a little.

Tomorrow the war with Claire would resume.

Tonight, she had her tribe.

And that was enough.
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