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Sharing Paradise



The heat hit me the second we stepped off the shuttle, smelling of salt air and the hibiscus that seemed to bloom everywhere. Palm trees lined the entrance to the resort, and the stucco walls gleamed in the late afternoon light, their pale color almost too bright to look at after the ride in. I was already sweating, though Daniel insisted it was a “healthy glow.” He’d said it with a grin that made me roll my eyes, but I couldn’t stop smiling either.

We were finally here. A week away, no deadlines, no dishes, no endless to-do lists pinned to the fridge. Just us.

The receptionist checked us in, sliding two plastic keys across the counter. “Ocean view, seventh floor,” she said warmly, as if every couple deserved their own little fantasy carved out of turquoise water and endless sky. Daniel picked up the keys, tugged our suitcase behind him, and I followed, practically floating through the lobby with its polished marble floors and ornate fountains.

The elevator opened onto a breezy hallway, and our room door clicked open with a satisfying little beep. The moment I stepped inside, I felt lighter, as if the stale parts of our everyday life had been left in the luggage downstairs. White curtains lifted in the breeze from the sliding glass doors, and the bed was huge, covered in soft cream linens I couldn’t wait to ruin with tangled sheets and the weight of his body pressed over mine.

I walked straight to the balcony, sliding the door open. The view hit me first. The sweep of ocean, glittering and endless, stretching far beyond where my eyes could land. Waves rolled in with steady rhythm, carrying the hum of something primal and soothing all at once. The air tasted like salt and freedom.

Daniel came up behind me, wrapping his arm around my waist. “What do you think? Is it worth the cost?” he murmured.

“More than worth it.” I leaned into him, feeling the warmth of his chest against my back. My body, wound tight from months of work and stress, began to ease just from standing there with him.

But then my gaze slid sideways, to the balcony next door. It was so close I could have tossed a pebble over and hit the railing. A frosted divider wall cut off the space halfway, but anyone leaning forward would have a clear view into our little paradise.

“Guess we won’t be sunbathing naked out here,” I said lightly, though my cheeks heated as soon as the words left my mouth.

Daniel chuckled, his breath brushing my ear. “I don’t know. Maybe the neighbors would enjoy the show.”

I elbowed him gently. “Don’t even think about it. I’d rather not become someone else’s entertainment.”

He kissed the side of my neck, slow and teasing, as if daring me to imagine it anyway. My pulse ticked up, the simple gesture a reminder of why we’d come here. To remember this heat. To remember what it was like when our bodies did the talking instead of our schedules.

“Let’s test the bed,” I said, turning in his arms. My tone was playful, though the flicker in his eyes told me he knew I wasn’t entirely joking.

We didn’t make it to the bed right away. He pulled me into him first, his mouth finding mine in a kiss that was all pent-up need and promise. His hands slid down to grip my hips, pulling me closer until I could feel exactly how much he’d missed this too. I clutched his shoulders, giving back as much as he gave, my lips parting for him, my tongue brushing his.

When we finally broke apart, breathless, I laughed softly. “If we keep this up, the housekeeping staff is going to have something to gossip about.”

“Then let’s give them something to talk about,” he murmured, kissing me again before dragging the suitcase to the foot of the bed.

I sat down on the edge of the mattress, bouncing slightly on its firmness. The sheets smelled faintly of detergent, crisp and inviting. Daniel stood over me, looking at me like I was the real view. My sundress had slipped up just enough to expose the curve of my thigh, and his gaze lingered there in a way that made my stomach tighten.

“We’re supposed to be unpacking,” I teased.

“Later,” he said simply, his voice low.

I tugged him closer and stole another kiss, one meant to stay light but that deepened quickly. My fingers threaded into his hair as his hand skimmed up my leg, stopping just short of where I burned for more. The anticipation was almost better than the touch itself, a promise waiting to unfold.

For a moment, I forgot about the balcony next door, forgot about everything except the way his mouth moved against mine and how good it felt to be wanted so completely. But somewhere in the back of my mind, a flicker of awareness remained that we weren’t entirely alone here. That someone could step onto the balcony and, with the smallest lean forward, see everything.

The thought made my skin prickle, my breath catch. I pushed it away, laughing again as Daniel pressed me back into the mattress.

“Vacation’s starting off right,” I whispered, closing my eyes and letting myself sink into the moment.
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The next afternoon, after we’d spent the morning wandering the resort grounds and dipping our toes into the pool, Daniel suggested we go back up to the room for a break. I was happy to, the sun already warming my skin in a way that made me crave shade. When we stepped onto our balcony, the ocean looked even brighter, a sheet of glittering blue rolling out to the horizon.

And then I saw her.

She was stretched out on the lounger next door, a bright coral bikini the only thing covering her sun-kissed skin. One arm was lifted over her head, the other draped lazily across her stomach, fingers skimming low enough that the gesture looked deliberate. Her legs were long, crossed at the ankle, and every slow shift of her hips seemed timed, as though she were posing for an audience.

I froze, caught between annoyance at how brazen she was and the sudden, unexpected pull of my gaze.

Daniel leaned against the railing beside me, his arm brushing mine. “View doesn’t get better than this,” he said, his voice casual.

I turned my head sharply toward the ocean, though I could feel his eyes weren’t on the water at all. They were on her.

My stomach tightened. It was ridiculous. I knew men looked. Hell, women look too. Daniel was no saint. But the way she reclined there, the way she tilted her head back and stretched, arching her back so her breasts lifted against the triangles of her bikini, it felt intentional. A performance. And Daniel was watching every second of it.

I told myself not to glance again, but of course I did. And that’s when I caught it. The faint curve of her lips, a smile tugging at the corner as if she knew exactly what effect she was having.

My cheeks heated, my heart thudding harder than it should have. I should have been furious. I should have grabbed Daniel’s hand, dragged him inside, reminded him who he belonged to. But the longer I stared, the more tangled my feelings became. The irritation was real, yes, but beneath it was something else. Something I didn’t want to name.

Daniel cleared his throat and finally shifted his gaze, pretending to check his watch. I didn’t call him out, though my pulse demanded I do something. Instead, I leaned against the railing, forcing myself to look at the horizon, but the image of her body remained sharp in my mind. The gleam of sun lotion on her thighs, the lazy flick of her ankle, the smug satisfaction written all over her face.

She rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand. Her hair spilled over one shoulder, catching the light. And then her eyes met mine.

It was only a glance, but it jolted through me like an electric spark. She didn’t look away. Her smirk deepened, as if to say she’d caught me looking, too.

I blinked, flustered, and focused on the waves again, but my skin prickled with awareness. I hated that she’d seen me. I hated that I hadn’t been able to stop staring.

Daniel slipped an arm around my waist, pulling me against his side. “Relax,” he murmured, brushing his lips against my hair. “We’re on vacation.”

I forced a smile, though it felt brittle. I wanted to believe him. I wanted to let it go. But all I could feel was the burn of her gaze and the echo of that secret little smile.

When she finally closed her eyes and stretched again, languid as a cat, I realized something unsettling: part of me wanted her to keep looking. Wanted her to know that she’d gotten under my skin.

The realization made my stomach twist. I pressed closer to Daniel, clinging to him, hoping he couldn’t sense the storm inside me. He thought I was just being affectionate, but my body was betraying me in ways I couldn’t admit yet.

I whispered against his shoulder, “Hope we don’t get noisy neighbors.” The joke came out thinner than I intended, my voice uneven.

Daniel chuckled softly, kissing the top of my head. “We’ll be the noisy ones.”

Maybe he was right. But when I glanced one last time at the balcony next door and saw the faintest slit of her eyes still open, watching us through lowered lashes, I knew she wasn’t going to be the kind of neighbor I could ignore.

And worse, I wasn’t sure I wanted to.
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The sun had dropped lower by the time we stepped outside again, the light spilling across the ocean in streaks of pink and gold. The air was softer now, cooler, but my skin still felt warm from the way Daniel had looked at me when I slipped into a new sundress before dinner. I wanted to hold onto that heat, wanted to believe the vacation glow belonged to us alone.

And then she appeared again.

Lila pushed open her balcony door with a lazy grace, carrying a glass of something iced. She wore a different bikini this time. Black, strappy, with thin bands that cut across her chest like deliberate accents, drawing the eye to the swell of her breasts. Her stomach was flat, her skin smooth and sun-kissed, her legs long and bare. She leaned against her railing as if it were a stage prop, arching her back slightly so the straps framed her curves even more.

“Hi there,” she said, her voice light but edged with amusement, as though she’d been waiting for us. Her gaze slid down Daniel first, then lingered on me. “I figured I should introduce myself, since we’ll be living side-by-side all week. I’m Lila.”

Daniel straightened, caught off guard. “I’m Daniel. This is my wife, Claire.”

Wife. The word should have made me feel secure. Instead it hung in the air like a challenge. Lila’s smile only deepened.

“Well, Claire,” she said, letting my name roll off her tongue in a slow drawl, “that sundress looks incredible on you. That color… it makes your skin glow.” Her eyes roamed over me openly, lingering at the neckline where the fabric dipped low. My skin prickled under the weight of her gaze, my pulse quickening even as I forced myself to hold still.

“Thank you,” I managed, though my throat was dry.

Then she turned to Daniel, tilting her head just slightly. “And you… well, I can see you’ve got good taste.”

The way she said it, her eyes sweeping over him with deliberate slowness, made my chest tighten. She wasn’t subtle about it, not even a little. Her look lingered too long on his shoulders, on the shape of his arms where his shirt clung. She wanted me to notice.

I bristled, shifting closer to Daniel as if to mark my claim, though part of me hated how reactive it felt.

Daniel cleared his throat and gave a polite smile. “We’re just getting settled in. First time here.”

“Oh, I’m sure you’ll love it,” she said, her voice curling around the words. She sipped from her glass, her lips glossy from the condensation. A bead of water slid down the side of the cup and onto her chest, catching in the hollow between her breasts. I couldn’t look away fast enough.

She set the glass down and leaned forward against her railing, her arms pushing her breasts together until the black straps framed them like an invitation. “The view’s even better at night,” she said, her tone layered, as if she meant more than the ocean.

Daniel glanced toward the horizon, pretending not to notice, but I caught the faint flush on his cheeks. That small betrayal made my stomach twist.

Lila’s gaze snapped back to me, sharp and knowing. “Don’t you think so, Claire?”

I swallowed, my mouth dry. “It’s beautiful,” I said carefully.

She smiled again, slow and feline. “Yes. It really is.”

Silence stretched between us, charged. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to drag Daniel back inside or lean over the railing and demand to know what game she was playing. My irritation prickled hot, but beneath it something darker coiled. A restless curiosity at how she could make me feel so exposed without even touching me.

Daniel finally broke it, saying something about dinner reservations, and we excused ourselves with quick goodbyes. But as I slid our balcony door shut, I glanced back once more.

Lila was still leaning on the railing, watching us leave with that same smug, teasing smile. And for a fleeting second, I hated how much I wanted her to keep looking.

The sliding door clicked shut behind us, muting the sound of waves and the faint rustle of palm fronds. I stood in the middle of the room, arms crossed, trying to shake the feeling of her eyes still clinging to us.

“You were staring at her,” I said flatly.

Daniel paused, halfway to the bed where our suitcase sat open. He looked at me, brow furrowed, like he wasn’t sure how to answer. “Claire—”

“Don’t deny it.” My voice came sharper than I meant. “You couldn’t take your eyes off her. She knew it too.”

He dragged a hand down his face and let out a sigh. “Fine. I noticed her. She was… impossible not to notice.” His eyes softened, stepping closer to me. “But don’t twist it into something it’s not. I’m here with you. Only you.”

The reassurance should have soothed me, but instead it churned something hotter, stranger, low in my stomach. I hated how smug Lila had looked when she caught me watching. I hated more that I hadn’t been able to look away.

Daniel touched my arm gently, coaxing me out of the knot I’d wrapped myself into. “You look gorgeous when you’re jealous,” he whispered, brushing a kiss along my temple.

I rolled my eyes but couldn’t stop the shiver that went through me. “That’s not funny.”

“Not trying to be.” His lips trailed lower, across my cheek, toward the corner of my mouth. “I just want to remind you where my attention is.”

His kiss deepened before I could protest, his hands sliding around my waist, pulling me into the solid warmth of him. I melted despite myself, needing him to anchor me.

He laid me back against the bed, his body pressing into mine, and the shift was immediate. The air thickened, the heat between us sparking alive. His mouth moved hungrily over mine, his tongue stroking against mine until I sighed into him. His hand skimmed down my thigh, pushing the hem of my dress higher, and my breath caught.

But even as I arched beneath him, part of me drifted back to the balcony next door, to the possibility of Lila leaning against her railing, listening through the wall. The idea slipped into me like a forbidden thrill.

Daniel’s fingers brushed along the edge of my panties, tugging them aside. His touch was gentle, teasing, stroking until I gasped and curled my toes into the sheets. My nails dug into his shoulders, urging him on.

“You’re so wet already,” he murmured against my ear, voice rough.

I bit my lip, half from the sensation and half from the image in my head. Lila standing outside, eyes closed, pretending not to listen while my moans carried over the divider. My hips lifted into Daniel’s hand, shame and heat tangling inside me until I couldn’t tell one from the other.

Daniel’s fingers stroked me until I was trembling, my panties already damp and tangled around my thighs. He pushed them aside, teasing me until I gasped and clutched his shoulders.

“God, Claire…” His voice was rough, low with need. He fumbled at his waistband, pushing his shorts down with impatient hands. I heard the zipper, the soft thud of fabric hitting the floor, and then he was bare against me, hot and hard where I ached most.

I spread for him, breathless, and when he slid into me—his cock stretching me slow, deep—I clung to him, burying my face against his neck. Every inch of him filled me, grounding me, anchoring me to the moment even as my mind spun elsewhere.

His body rocked against mine in a steady rhythm, each thrust making the headboard tap faintly against the wall. The sound echoed too loudly in my imagination, as though it might carry straight through to the balcony next door.

I whispered his name, but in my head it was Lila who heard it. Lila who smirked in the dark, picturing me spread open, Daniel driving into me, every gasp and cry a show for her alone.

Daniel’s hand tightened on my hip, his thrusts growing stronger, his breath hot against my mouth. “So beautiful,” he groaned, his eyes locked on mine as he pushed me closer to the edge.

And I shattered, my body tightening around him, wave after wave crashing through me. I came hard, my cry muffled against his shoulder, but still too loud, too sharp. I almost wanted it to be. I wanted her to hear it, wanted her to know what she was stirring up between us.

When the aftershocks eased, I collapsed beneath him, trembling. Daniel kissed my hair, murmuring something soft, sweet, but my mind was far away.

Because even in my release, the image of Lila lingered. Watching, listening, savoring every sound I made.

And part of me had climaxed for that fantasy as much as for him.
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The morning sun poured over the balcony, warm and golden, carrying the faint crash of waves below. Daniel and I had eaten breakfast in the room—croissants, fruit, and strong coffee—and now I stood barefoot near the sliding door, enjoying the breeze. My body still hummed faintly from last night, every muscle loose, every nerve remembering how he’d driven into me while I imagined someone else listening.

I hadn’t slept deeply. Even when Daniel’s arm draped over me in the night, heavy with satisfaction, my mind kept circling back to the thought of her. Lila. Smirking against her railing. Hearing me cry out. Maybe even touching herself quietly in the dark as she listened.

The thought sent a shiver down my spine, one I tried to shake off as I stepped onto the balcony.

And there she was.

Lila lounged sideways in her chair, the back reclined low, her bikini a shock of white against her tanned skin. It was cut even smaller than yesterday’s, a triangle barely containing her breasts, the fabric damp enough to cling to the tight peaks of her nipples. Her stomach was flat, glistening with oil, and her legs were spread slightly apart, one bent at the knee, her inner thigh shamelessly exposed to the morning sun. And to us.

She was angled perfectly toward our side, as though she had arranged herself like a display. When she stretched, arching her back and rolling her hips, it was so purposeful I felt my own breath catch.

Daniel came out behind me, sliding an arm around my waist. The movement was casual, but I felt the way his body stiffened against mine when his eyes landed on her.

Lila didn’t even pretend not to notice. She lifted her sunglasses slowly, revealing eyes as sharp and knowing as the curve of her mouth.

“Morning,” she called, her tone lazy, teasing. “Enjoying the view?”

Her gaze flicked to Daniel, her lips parting in a smile that was more invitation than greeting.

I felt Daniel’s arm tense. He chuckled softly, as though trying to keep things polite. “The view’s pretty incredible,” he said, his voice careful.

My chest tightened. I wanted to elbow him, to remind him not to feed her little game. But before I could, Lila tipped her head, smirk widening.

“Of course it is.” She shifted, adjusting the strap of her bikini top so that the fabric barely held against her breast. Then her gaze slid to me, bold and unapologetic. “Though honestly, Claire, I think you’ve got the better angle.”

The words landed like a jolt of electricity. I froze, caught between outrage and a rush of heat low in my belly. She knew I’d been looking. She wanted me to admit it.

Daniel cleared his throat, but I couldn’t speak. My eyes betrayed me, sliding down her body again, across the sharp curve of her hip, the sheen of lotion that made her skin gleam. My mind flashed to last night. The possibility of her ear pressed to the wall, hand between her thighs. The pulse between my legs quickened.

I forced myself to lift my chin. “We should let you get back to your sunbathing,” I said, my voice thin.

Her laugh was low, throaty, as though I’d just confirmed exactly what she suspected. “Don’t mind me. I like an audience.”

She lowered her sunglasses again, stretching her arms over her head, her breasts lifting with the motion. My stomach fluttered, jealousy twisting with something darker, something wetter, something I didn’t dare show on my face.

Daniel steered me gently back inside, his lips brushing my temple as if to soothe me. But once the sliding door clicked shut, I leaned against it, pulse racing, thighs pressing together in a secret attempt to calm the ache.

Because the truth was undeniable now: her brazenness cornered me, yes. But it also thrilled me. And that terrified me more than anything.
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The evening air was cooler when Daniel and I stepped out after dinner, the sky bruised with shades of violet and orange. The sound of the waves was steady, a constant rhythm that should have been soothing. But my body felt taut, strung too tight from everything that had happened since yesterday.

I didn’t even know why I kept coming out to the patio. I told myself I wanted a better view, but it wasn’t the ocean that brought me out here time and time again. It was Lila.

I leaned on the railing, staring at the horizon, trying to breathe. Daniel brushed his knuckles against mine, a silent comfort, but before I could lean into him, the door on the balcony next to ours slid open.

And there she was.

Lila stepped out, barefoot, a thin silk robe tied loosely around her waist. The fabric was pale and sheer, clinging to her in the breeze. She sipped from a tall glass of water, her eyes catching ours immediately.

“Well, well,” she said, her voice lilting with amusement. “I was wondering if I’d see you two again.”

Her smile was wicked as she leaned forward against her railing, the robe parting just enough to reveal the side of one breast. My throat tightened as Daniel shifted beside me, and I wanted to grab his hand, force him to look away, but I couldn’t stop staring either.

She adjusted the tie of her robe slowly, and then, whether by accident or intent, the fabric slipped completely off one shoulder. The silk gaped open, exposing the smooth curve of her chest, the dusky pink of her nipple tightening in the night air. She didn’t rush to fix it. She didn’t cover herself. She just let it happen, eyes locked on us, daring either of us to look away.

My stomach clenched, heat coiling low between my thighs. Fury rose in me at how boldly she flaunted herself, but it was tangled with something I didn’t want to admit. Something wet, dark, and hungry.

Daniel cleared his throat, clearly flustered. “Evening,” he managed, his voice too polite, too stiff.

Lila’s gaze flicked over him, slow and appreciative. “Evening,” she echoed, her lips curling. “Tell me… are you two as adventurous as you look?”

The question hung in the air, heavy, dripping with suggestion. My pulse hammered.

Daniel opened his mouth, but no words came out. I could feel his body heat beside me, his tension, his confusion. I wanted to scold him for even hesitating, but my own voice was caught in my throat.

Lila’s smile widened, her eyes sparkling with mischief. She tilted her head, and for the first time, her gaze fixed squarely on me. “Honestly,” she said softly, “it’s you I’m curious about, Claire.”

The sound of my name from her lips made my skin prickle. My breath stuttered as her eyes roamed openly over me, lingering on the neckline of my dress, the slope of my shoulders, the line of my thighs. I felt stripped bare under her gaze, as though she could see straight through the fabric to what was hidden beneath.

Jealousy tore through me, sharp and hot. How dare she? How dare she stand there, bare and smug, acting like she could take what was mine? But beneath the fury, a pulse of arousal throbbed, undeniable and humiliating. The idea that she wanted me—the way her voice wrapped around the word curious—sent an ache spiraling low in my belly.

I swallowed hard, forcing my voice to stay steady. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. We should go.”

My cheeks flamed, and I tugged Daniel back inside before I betrayed myself further. Once the door slid shut, I leaned against it, trembling.

Daniel turned toward me, eyes wide, still stunned from the exchange. “Claire… she was practically naked.”

“I know,” I snapped, hugging my arms around myself. My skin still burned where her gaze had lingered, as if she’d touched me without laying a finger on me.

His mouth curved in something between a smile and disbelief. “And she was… she was looking at you. Not me.”

I glared at him, but the heat in his voice betrayed him—he’d noticed too, and it turned him on. My stomach twisted tighter. “You liked that, didn’t you? Watching her… watching me.”

Daniel stepped closer, lowering his voice. “I liked seeing how she looked at you. Like she couldn’t help herself.” His hand brushed my arm, tentative but warm. “You don’t see yourself the way I do. Or the way she does.”

The compliment should have softened me, but instead it only fanned the fire. My body hummed, jealousy and desire knotted into something dangerous. I turned my face away, unwilling to let him see just how much her attention had shaken me.

[image: ]


It was close to midnight when I dragged Daniel back outside. “I’m surprised you keep wanting to come back out here,” he whispered against my ear, sending a shiver through me.

He wasn’t surprised. He knew me too well. That I was playing a game, even if I didn’t know the rules yet.

The night air was warm, the ocean dark and restless below. The sound of the waves filled the silence between us, heavy and expectant, as though the sea itself knew what was building.

We sat side by side on the chairs, the wood cool beneath my thighs through the thin fabric of my dress. Daniel leaned back, gazing at the horizon, but I couldn’t stop thinking about the balcony next door. Lila’s sliding door was dark, her curtains pulled. For once, she wasn’t out there.

I should have been relieved. Instead, disappointment gnawed at me.

My chest tightened with the memory of her robe slipping open, of her nipple catching the last of the light, of her voice wrapping around my name like she already owned it. I burned all over again, furious at how deeply she’d gotten under my skin. And yet… the thought of her seeing me, of her knowing just how far she’d rattled me, made my thighs press together under my dress.

I turned to Daniel, my heart hammering. “Kiss me.”

He looked at me, startled. “Here? Claire, someone could—”

“That’s the point,” I cut him off, grabbing his shirt and pulling him closer. My mouth pressed hard to his, desperate, greedy. The kiss deepened instantly, his tongue sliding against mine, his hand cupping the back of my head like he couldn’t deny me.

When I broke away, I whispered against his lips, “I want her to know she doesn’t own me. That you’re mine and I’m yours.”

His pupils darkened, his breath ragged. “Claire…”

I silenced him with another kiss, climbing into his lap, straddling him right there in the chair. The risk made my pulse pound harder. Every brush of his hands on my body felt magnified, dangerous. My dress bunched around my thighs, and when his palm slid up the bare skin, I gasped.

“She could come out any second,” he whispered, voice strained.

“Then let her watch.”

The words left me before I could stop them. My stomach flipped at the admission, but the hunger was stronger than the shame.

Daniel groaned, his mouth capturing mine again, his fingers slipping higher until they hooked beneath the edge of my panties. The thin cotton was already damp. When his fingers pressed against me, stroking gently, I bit down on his shoulder to keep from crying out.

The scrape of a sliding door cut through the night.

I froze.

Daniel stilled beneath me, his chest heaving. Slowly, almost against my will, I turned my head.

Lila stood on her balcony, leaning casually against the railing. She wore nothing but a camisole and panties, the fabric thin enough to hint at everything beneath. Her hair was loose around her shoulders, her eyes catching the faint light. And she was smiling. Not smug this time. Hungry.

Heat shot through me, a mix of humiliation and something far darker. She was watching. She was really watching.

Daniel’s lips brushed my ear, his voice low and rough. “Why don’t we give her a show?”

His hand slid the rest of the way under my panties, fingers finding the slick heat waiting for him. My thighs trembled as he stroked me, his gaze locked on mine even as Lila’s presence burned at the edge of my vision.

“Daniel,” I gasped, half in warning, half in need.

“Let her see,” he murmured. “Let her see how badly you come for me.”

The words broke me open. I stood shakily, pushing him back into his chair. With trembling fingers, I tugged my panties down and stepped free of them, the night air cool against my bare skin. I turned, leaning forward against the balcony railing, the ocean a black expanse before me, my body spread open behind.

Daniel dropped to his knees. The scrape of the chair echoed faintly, then his hands gripped my thighs, spreading me wider and bunching my dress up around my waist. I was completely exposed from the waist down when his tongue slid over me, hot and relentless. I cried out, the sound carrying into the night.

I dared a glance sideways.

Lila was still there, elbows on her railing now, her chin resting on her hands. Her eyes burned into me, unblinking, as though she were savoring every flick of Daniel’s tongue, every twitch of my hips. Her lips parted slightly, and I wondered if she was touching herself just out of sight.

The thought made me wetter, made me grind helplessly against Daniel’s mouth. His tongue circled my clit, fast and merciless, his fingers sliding inside me, curling just right. My knees buckled, my hands white-knuckled on the railing.

“God, Daniel, yes!” My voice broke on the words, shame and ecstasy flooding together until I didn’t care who heard.

I locked eyes with Lila. The ocean wind whipped my hair, Daniel’s tongue devoured me, and she watched, silent and intent, as if this was her private show.

The orgasm tore through me hard, my body clenching around Daniel’s fingers, my cry raw and unrestrained. For a breathless moment, all I saw was her face, her hungry smile as she watched me fall apart.

I collapsed against the railing, trembling, Daniel’s mouth still soft against me as he coaxed me through the last waves. When he pulled me back into his lap, kissing me deeply, I was shaking, spent, and yet still burning from the way her eyes had devoured me.

When I finally looked back, Lila was gone. The sliding door was closed, her balcony dark again. But the imprint of her gaze lingered on my skin like a brand.
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Inside the room, the silence pressed down heavier than the night air outside. I stood near the closed balcony door, chest still heaving, thighs trembling from what Daniel had just done to me out there. My skin smelled faintly of salt and sex, but beneath the glow of release, unease gnawed at me.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” I whispered, my body still trembling as I leaned against the door.

Daniel glanced at me, half-grinning, half in awe. “You started it.”

“I know.” My cheeks burned, my chest still heaving. “But she was there, Daniel. She saw… all of it.”

He stepped closer, eyes dark. “I saw her too.”

My stomach knotted. “And you liked it.” It wasn’t an accusation, not exactly. It came out more breathless, like I was confessing it for him.

His hand cupped my jaw, warm and steady. “I liked you. The way you looked when you let go. The way you sounded. God, Claire, I’ve never seen you come that hard.” His thumb brushed my cheek. “But yeah… knowing she was out there, knowing she could see what you do to me, it made it even hotter.”

A shiver ran through me. Shame and arousal tangled so tightly I couldn’t separate them. “It made it hotter for me too,” I admitted, my voice breaking. “I hated the way she stood there, staring like she owned us. Like she owned me. But it…” I swallowed hard. “It made me lose control.”

Daniel kissed me softly, his breath warm against my lips. “That’s because you’re irresistible. To me. To her. To anyone who lays eyes on you.”

I swallowed hard, shame and arousal knotting together in my chest. “I came harder than I have in months. Not just because of your tongue, or your fingers. But because I knew she was there. Because she was watching me fall apart.”

The confession burned my throat, but once it was out, I couldn’t stop. “I hated her smirk. I hated that she had the nerve to look at me like that. And yet… I wanted her to see. I wanted her to know exactly what you do to me. I wanted to rub it in her face.” My voice cracked, softer now. “And it turned me on so much it scared me.”

Daniel’s eyes darkened, his chest rising and falling faster. “Claire…”

He kissed me then, deep and lingering, as though the honesty had unlocked something in both of us. I clung to him, my mouth hungry for reassurance, but also for the fire I couldn’t put out. His tongue slid against mine, his hand cupping the back of my neck. I melted into him, trembling all over again, but when he pulled away, he just whispered, “You’re so fucking beautiful when you let go like that.”

We crawled into bed after, my body still humming from the echo of orgasm. Daniel curled around me, his breath evening out quickly, the day and the intensity finally wearing him down. Within minutes, he was asleep, his hand resting warm on my hip.

But I couldn’t sleep.

I stared at the ceiling, my body restless, my skin too tight for my bones. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Lila leaning against her railing, eyes sharp, lips parted like she could taste my cries in the air. My hand itched to slide down between my thighs again, to chase the release that had come so hard and fast outside, but I curled my fingers into the sheets instead.

The jealousy that had once burned like acid reshaped itself in the dark. It softened into something dangerous, something magnetic. I wanted to hate her, and part of me still did. But stronger than the hate was the pull.

I imagined her walking into our room, slipping out of that robe for real, stepping closer until her skin brushed mine. I pictured her mouth where Daniel’s had been, her tongue stroking me until I broke again, only this time with her eyes locked on mine.

The fantasy left me aching, my thighs pressing together under the covers, my pulse loud in my ears.

I turned my head toward Daniel, his face relaxed in sleep. He looked peaceful, content, oblivious to the storm raging inside me. I reached for his hand and held it tightly, grounding myself.

But in the dark, I couldn’t deny the truth.

I wanted her.

[image: ]



The next day was the start of everything. The sun had set, and the night air was heavier than usual. Daniel and I sat on our balcony after dinner, the sliding door cracked behind us, to let in the smell of the ocean. I leaned into him, my legs curled beneath me, trying to pretend we were just another couple enjoying the view.

But my eyes kept darting to the divider wall. Waiting.

I didn’t have to wait long.

The soft scrape of a door sliding open broke the rhythm of the waves. My stomach clenched even before I looked. Lila stepped out onto her balcony, her body bathed in the glow of the wall sconce behind her. She wore a satin camisole that clung to her breasts, the thin straps sliding down her shoulders as if they couldn’t hold on. Her panties matched, the lace cut low across her hips, the kind of lingerie you didn’t wear for comfort.

“Evening, neighbors,” she called, her tone smooth, lazy.

Daniel stiffened beside me, his arm tightening around my waist. I swallowed hard, forcing a smile I didn’t feel. “Evening.”

Her lips curved. “Last night was hot.” She let the word linger, her gaze sliding slowly over me, then Daniel. “But wouldn’t it be better if I joined?”

The breath caught in my throat. She’d flirted, teased, hinted before, but this was blatant.

Daniel gave an awkward laugh, scratching the back of his neck. “You don’t hold anything back, do you?”

She tilted her head, eyes locked on him now. “Why would I? Look at you. Big, broad, handsome. I bet you’d fuck me until the headboard broke.” Her tongue slid across her bottom lip as if savoring the image.

Heat flared in my chest, sharp and ugly. I wanted to tell her to shut up, to remind her he was my husband. But my body betrayed me, pulsing low, wetness gathering where I didn’t want it.

Lila leaned further over her railing, her cleavage spilling forward. Her voice dropped, husky. “I bet you’d love to watch me take your husband, Claire.”

The words hit me like a slap and a kiss all at once. My stomach dropped even as my nipples hardened under my dress. Jealousy burned through me, but tangled in it was a raw ache that made me grip the arm of my chair.

Daniel’s eyes flicked to me, uncertain. “Claire—”

But I couldn’t look at him. I was staring at her, at the way she licked her lips slowly, her gaze daring me to admit what I was feeling.

My mouth was dry. “You think you can just say things like that?” My voice shook, though not with anger.

She smiled wider, teeth flashing white. “I think you liked it. The idea. Your thighs squeezed together just now.” Her eyes dipped boldly to my lap, as though she could see right through the fabric. “I notice everything.”

I shifted in my chair, mortified that she was right. My legs had pressed tight, my body reacting faster than my brain.

Daniel cleared his throat, trying to break the tension. “You’re bold, Lila.”

“Bold gets me what I want,” she replied easily, her eyes never leaving mine. “And right now, what I want is you. Both of you.”

The confession stole the air from my lungs. She wasn’t pretending anymore. Her smirk softened into hunger, the kind that made me feel like prey and prize all at once.

My body throbbed with conflicting signals: run, fight, give in. I hated her nerve, hated that she was brazen enough to speak like that to my face. But the words replayed in my head—I bet you’d love to watch me take your husband—and instead of disgust, my core clenched tight around the echo of Daniel’s tongue from the night before.

I forced myself to stand, my knees weak. “We’re going in,” I said quickly, before I gave myself away.

Lila’s voice followed, low and velvet. “Think about it, Claire. I know you want it. You just have to admit it to yourself.”

Her laugh was soft, knowing, as I tugged Daniel inside and slid the door shut behind us. My chest heaved, my skin hot, my panties damp with humiliating want.

I already knew she was right.
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I spent the whole of the following day thinking about what Lila had said. Daniel and I didn’t talk about it, but I could see the questions swimming in his eyes. When I invited him to sit on the patio again that night, he had to have known I was planning to give in.

The night was warm again, the ocean restless below, but I couldn’t settle. I sat stiffly in the balcony chair, Daniel beside me, both of us pretending to enjoy the view. My mind was still tangled with what Lila had said the night before. Her brazen talk of taking my husband while I watched. The words still pulsed hot in my veins, equal parts fury and arousal.

The scrape of the sliding door next to us made my heart jump.

Lila stepped out, silhouetted in the glow from her room. She leaned casually on her railing, her robe hanging loose, a teasing smile already on her lips.

“Well?” she called softly, her voice a velvet thread. “Are you going to keep making me watch from here, or are you ready to come over?”

Daniel stiffened. His hand brushed my thigh under the table, a silent question.

I swallowed hard. “What are you talking about?” My voice came out thinner than I wanted.

Her smirk deepened. “You know exactly what I’m talking about. You felt it the other night, Claire. I saw how hard you came when you realized I was watching. Don’t bother denying it.” Her eyes gleamed in the low light. “Why don’t you two come over and let me show you what I can do up close?”

Daniel let out a low breath, glancing at me. “It’s your call,” he said quietly, his voice steady. “Not mine.”

The words hung between us like a dare.

Every instinct screamed that I should pull back, drag Daniel inside, and lock the door. But my body betrayed me, thrumming with heat, my thighs pressing together at the very thought of crossing that small divide.

Lila leaned further, her breast nearly spilling from her robe, her voice husky. “You don’t have to play coy. Just say yes. I’ll open the divider and you can step over.”

My pulse thundered. The jealousy I’d carried for days twisted itself into something darker, sharper, unbearably hot. I hated how smug she was, how sure of herself. And yet I wanted to wipe that smirk away by proving she wasn’t wrong.

I stood shakily, my knees weak. “Fine,” I whispered.

Daniel rose beside me. His hand brushed mine, grounding me, but he didn’t try to sway me. He was letting me choose.

Lila’s eyes glittered as she unlocked the divider between us and stepped back toward her sliding door. She pulled it open, the room behind her spilling warm lamplight onto the balcony. She extended a hand, beckoning.

Daniel helped me across the short divider. My heart raced as I stepped onto her balcony, the air thick with tension.

She didn’t even glance at him. She brushed past him deliberately, the silk of her robe whispering against his arm, but her gaze stayed fixed on me.

“Even prettier up close,” she murmured, her fingers grazing mine as she pulled me toward the open door.

Her touch was electric, light but possessive, and when I looked into her eyes, I knew there was no more pretending.

I had said yes.

The air inside Lila’s room smelled faintly of vanilla and saltwater, the curtains swaying in the ocean breeze. I stood just past the threshold, my pulse racing, my hand still in hers. Daniel lingered behind me, silent, the sound of his uneven breathing the only sign of how rattled he was.

Lila turned, her fingers brushing along my knuckles before sliding free. She moved closer, slow and deliberate, her silk robe gaping enough that I caught a glimpse of dark lace underneath. Her eyes never left mine.

“You’re nervous,” she murmured, her voice low, intimate.

“I should be,” I whispered, though my body betrayed me, leaning toward her without meaning to.

Her lips curved. “Don’t be. I’ll take care of you.”

Her hand lifted, brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. The touch was gentle, almost reverent, but the way she lingered made my breath hitch. Her thumb grazed my lower lip, and before I could think, she leaned in and kissed me.

It was hungry.

Her mouth claimed mine, her tongue stroking past my lips, pulling a soft gasp from me. The kiss deepened instantly, hot and wet, her hand cupping the back of my neck to hold me there. My body trembled, heat surging through me, and I clutched her shoulders, kissing her back like I’d been waiting for this without ever knowing it.

I felt Daniel’s presence behind me, the weight of his stare. A part of me burned with guilt, but stronger than that was the rush of knowing he was watching, seeing me unravel under someone else’s mouth.

Lila broke the kiss just enough to murmur against my lips, “You taste sweet.” Then she kissed me again, slower this time, coaxing me to melt into her.

Her hands slid down my sides, finding the hem of my dress. She tugged gently, her eyes searching mine for permission. My breath caught, but I didn’t stop her. I lifted my arms, and she pulled the dress over my head, leaving me in my bra and panties.

Daniel made a strangled sound behind me, half groan, half disbelief. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him sink into the chair by the window, his hand moving to the front of his shorts. My stomach twisted, jealousy and arousal colliding, but I couldn’t look away from Lila.

She dropped my dress on the floor and traced her fingers along the edge of my bra, her touch feather-light over my breasts. “Beautiful,” she whispered, before leaning down to kiss the exposed skin above the lace. Her lips trailed lower, warm and soft, her tongue flicking teasingly until my nipples hardened beneath the fabric.

She slipped her fingers under the band, tugging until the bra came free. My breasts spilled into her hands, and she groaned softly, her mouth closing over one nipple, sucking hard enough to make me cry out.

“God, Lila—” My voice shook, my knees weak.

She switched to the other, licking and sucking, her teeth scraping just enough to send sparks through me. My hands tangled in her hair, pulling her closer even as shame heated my face. Daniel was watching. He was watching me come undone for another woman, and instead of stopping, his breathing was ragged, his hand stroking himself slow and steady.

Lila dropped to her knees, her eyes burning into mine as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of my panties. She slid them down, her fingers brushing along my thighs as she stripped me bare. The cool air hit my damp skin, making me shiver.

I stood naked in front of her, every inch of me exposed. My pulse thundered in my ears.

She kissed my hip first, then lower, her lips grazing the crease of my thigh. My breath caught, my fingers tightening in her hair. She smiled against my skin, then pressed her mouth to me, her tongue sliding through my slick folds.

The sound I made was raw, unrestrained.

Her tongue circled my clit, slow and teasing, before sucking it between her lips. I gasped, my body jerking, my legs trembling so hard I had to grip the back of the chair for balance. Daniel groaned across the room, his fist moving faster now over his cock.

“Please,” I whispered, desperate, my hips rocking against her mouth.

She moaned softly against me, the vibration sending shudders through my core. Her tongue worked me mercilessly, licking, stroking, sucking until I was gasping, my body burning with the need to come. Her fingers slid inside me, curling just right, hitting that spot that made me cry out.

“Fuck, yes—don’t stop,” I begged, shameless now.

The coil inside me snapped, release tearing through me in waves so strong I nearly collapsed. My thighs clamped around her head as I shook, my cries filling the room, spilling past the open balcony door into the night air.

I was still shaking when Lila pulled away from me, her mouth glistening with my release. My legs barely held me up, my chest rising and falling too fast. Daniel sat frozen in the chair, his cock in his fist, his eyes locked on me like he couldn’t believe what he’d just seen.

Lila turned her head, finally acknowledging him. “Poor thing,” she murmured, her voice a velvet taunt. “You’ve just been sitting there watching.”

Daniel blinked, his hand faltering. “I…” His voice cracked, rough.

Her smile was wicked. “Don’t worry. I haven’t forgotten you.”

She stood, her slip falling from one shoulder, and extended a hand toward him. “Come here.”

I swallowed hard, my stomach twisting. This was the part I’d dreaded, the part she’d promised from the beginning—the moment she reached for him. I should have said no. I should have dragged him out of the room. But my body betrayed me again, pulsing low, wet and needy, because I wanted to see what would happen.

Daniel hesitated, his gaze flicking to me. “Claire?”

My throat was dry. I nodded slowly, my voice a whisper. “Go.”

Lila’s smile widened as she tugged him to his feet. He towered over her, broad and strong, but she commanded the room. She slid her hands up his chest, her nails grazing through the thin cotton of his shirt. Then she tugged it over his head, baring the muscles I’d traced with my own hands countless times.

“Beautiful,” she whispered, pressing her lips to his collarbone.

My heart clenched, jealousy surging sharp and hot, but I didn’t move. I lowered myself into the chair he’d abandoned, my thighs pressing together as I watched.

She lowered his shorts and boxers until they pooled around his ankles. His cock was fully exposed now, flushed and hard, and her eyes lit with hunger. “God,” she said softly, licking her lips. “I knew you’d be big.”

Daniel groaned when her fingers wrapped around him, stroking him once, twice, slow and teasing. His head tipped back, his jaw tight. I clenched my fists in my lap, torn between fury and arousal so strong it made me dizzy.

She looked over her shoulder at me, her hand still working him. “You don’t mind, do you, Claire? Watching him in someone else’s hands?”

I wanted to scream that I did mind. Instead, my voice came out hoarse, betraying me. “Keep going.”

Her smirk deepened. She sank to her knees in front of him, her robe falling open at last. My breath caught.

Her body was perfect. Pale skin stretched tight over firm breasts tipped with dusky pink nipples, her waist slim, her hips curving into long thighs. Between her legs, the lace of her panties clung damp to her, proof that she was as wound up as we were.

Daniel’s cock twitched in her hand, and then she leaned forward, her tongue darting out to lick the head. He groaned, his hand tangling in her hair. She took him into her mouth inch by inch, her lips gliding down the thick length of him until her nose brushed his stomach.

“Fuck,” he hissed, his eyes squeezing shut.

I bit my lip so hard it almost hurt, my hand sliding between my thighs without permission. My fingers found the wet heat waiting there, stroking slowly as I watched her swallow my husband whole. Her mouth worked him with wet, obscene sounds, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him harder.

Daniel’s hips jerked. “Claire,” he gasped, his eyes snapping to mine. He looked stunned, desperate.

I met his gaze, my fingers moving faster, my body trembling. “Don’t stop,” I whispered.

Lila hummed around him, the vibration making him groan. She pulled back, saliva glistening on his cock, then licked up the shaft with a slow, deliberate swipe of her tongue. “Mmm. He tastes good,” she purred, her eyes locking on mine as if daring me to admit I wanted to know that taste too.

She stood, stripping the slip from her body completely now. Her panties followed, sliding down her legs until she was bare in front of both of us. She was flawless, every inch of her designed to tempt.

“Time for the real show,” Lila purred, her voice dripping with wicked delight as she tugged Daniel toward the bed. Her robe slid the rest of the way off, pooling at her feet. She stretched out across the sheets like she was made to be worshiped, her legs parting slowly, deliberately, until her thighs framed the soft, glistening pink of her pussy. The lamplight caught on the wetness there, shimmering proof of how badly she wanted him.

She looked straight at me as she spread herself wider. “Show your wife how good it feels when you’re inside me.”

Daniel knelt between her legs, his broad shoulders framed by her thighs, but he hesitated. His eyes flicked to me, searching, asking.

My chest tightened, my fingers still moving between my thighs, the slick sounds of my own arousal filling my ears. I gave the faintest nod. My heart hammered in my chest, but my voice came out steady. “Do it.”

That was all he needed.

He lowered his mouth to her, his lips pressing against her folds before his tongue slid slowly through her slick heat. Lila gasped, her head falling back against the pillows, one hand gripping his hair with sharp insistence.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned, her voice thick and unrestrained. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

My vision blurred as I touched myself harder, every nerve ending sparking. Seeing my husband between another woman’s legs should have been unbearable. Instead, it poured gasoline on the fire inside me.

Daniel licked her with the same practiced skill he always used on me, the same moves that drove me wild—slow circles around her clit, teasing flicks of his tongue, two fingers sliding inside her with that perfect curl that made her hips buck off the bed. She writhed shamelessly, moaning his name, her cries rising in pitch, her body rolling against his face like she couldn’t get enough of him.

I squeezed my nipple, my hips lifting against my hand. My jealousy twisted into pure arousal, raw and searing, fueling me, making me wetter, needier.

Lila’s head rolled from side to side, her breasts bouncing with every thrust of his fingers, her back arching beautifully. She looked like sin itself sprawled across that bed, her hair fanned out on the pillow, her lips swollen and parted, her skin flushed.

“Enough,” she gasped finally, her voice desperate. She yanked at his hair until he looked up, his mouth and chin glistening with her arousal. “Fuck me. I need to feel you stretch me.”

Daniel rose, his cock thick and glistening from her spit, the veins standing out as he stroked himself once, twice, positioning at her entrance.

My hand froze for a split second as the reality of what was about to happen slammed into me. And then he pushed forward, slow and deep, burying himself inside her inch by inch until his hips pressed flush against hers.

Lila’s scream filled the room, sharp and needy. “God, yes. He’s so big. Just like I imagined.”

My body clenched hard around my fingers, the sight shattering me open in ways I hadn’t known were possible.

Daniel groaned, his eyes squeezing shut, his muscles taut. He grabbed her breasts possessively, kneading the soft flesh, his mouth latching onto one nipple, then the other, his tongue lapping hungrily as he began to thrust.

The sound of their bodies meeting was obscene—wet, primal slaps that seemed to echo in my chest. I couldn’t look away, couldn’t breathe, couldn’t stop my hand from moving furiously over my clit. My release built fast, sharp, undeniable.

Every thrust was a punch of jealousy to my chest, but beneath it burned something hotter, darker, consuming.

Lila’s legs wrapped tight around his waist, pulling him deeper, her heels digging into the backs of his thighs. Her breasts bounced with every hard stroke, her moans shameless, filling the room. “Harder,” she begged, her voice ragged. “Fuck me harder, Daniel.”

He gave it to her, his hips slamming forward with raw hunger, the muscles in his back flexing, sweat slicking his skin. His groans mixed with her cries, a rhythm that pushed me to the brink.

My hips jerked in the chair, my clit swollen and aching beneath my fingers. I pinched my nipple again with my free hand, gasping, every nerve on fire as I watched my husband fuck another woman like he was made for it.

My orgasm ripped through me first, violent and unstoppable. I bit down on my knuckles to muffle the scream, but the sound still tore from my throat, raw and shaking. My thighs trembled, wetness spilling onto the chair, but my eyes stayed locked on them, seared by the sight of their bodies colliding.

Daniel was close. I knew every sign. His jaw clenched, his thrusts shorter, harder, his breath breaking in ragged gasps.

“Cum inside me,” Lila begged, her nails clawing down his back. “Fill me. I want it all.”

His body stiffened, his groan guttural, almost feral, as he thrust once, twice, then buried himself deep and spilled into her.

The sight undid me all over again. I watched my husband cum in another woman, his cock pulsing inside her, his face twisted with ecstasy as she moaned his name. The image seared itself into me, equal parts agony and pure ecstasy.

He collapsed against her, panting, their bodies slick with sweat and sex. My own body still trembled from the aftershocks of orgasm, my fingers wet, my breath shallow and uneven.

The jealousy that had once burned sharp and bitter inside me was still there, but it had transformed. It had reshaped itself into something darker, hotter, more intoxicating than I ever imagined.

I hadn’t lost him. If anything, I had found something new. Something dangerous, something exhilarating.

And the truth was undeniable. Watching him with her had broken something open inside me.

And I already knew it wouldn’t be enough to stop here.
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The room smelled like sex, salt, and sweat. The curtains drifted lazily in the ocean breeze, letting in the muffled sound of waves below. I sat slumped in the chair, my legs still trembling, my fingers sticky and wet. My chest rose and fell too fast, but I couldn’t look away from the bed.

Daniel lay sprawled across the sheets, still catching his breath, his skin flushed and slick. Lila stretched beside him, her hair wild around her shoulders, her body glowing in the lamplight. She looked every bit the goddess she believed herself to be.

She turned her head, catching me watching. That smirk spread across her lips again, but this time it wasn’t smug. It was knowing.

“You liked that,” she murmured, her voice husky and low.

Heat shot up my neck, shame and defiance tangling. “Maybe.”

Her smile deepened. She propped herself up on one elbow, her breasts shifting enticingly, and tilted her head. “You came harder than either of us. Don’t bother denying it. I saw the way your thighs shook. I heard you bite back that scream.”

Daniel stirred beside her, finding my gaze even as he tried to steady his breathing. “Claire…” His voice was raw, heavy, but I couldn’t tell if it was warning or awe.

I pressed my lips together, trembling, every nerve still buzzing. I wanted to argue, to push back, but the truth throbbed hot in my chest. I had come harder than I had in months. Harder than I’d ever imagined possible. And it hadn’t been just Daniel’s tongue or Lila’s smirk. It had been both of them, tangled together, and the way their bodies had collided in front of me while I touched myself shamelessly.

Lila slid closer to him, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest, but her eyes never left me. “You’re beautiful when you give in. Do you know that? That’s why I couldn’t look away last night. That’s why I wanted to see it up close. And now…” She let the words trail, her smile wicked. “Now I know just how much you love to watch, too.”

Daniel sat up slightly, his gaze flicking between us. His hand reached for mine, grounding me, but his voice was unsteady. “Claire… we don’t have to continue this. If you think it’s a mistake—”

“I want to,” I whispered before I could stop myself. The words slipped free like a confession, hot and heavy in the quiet room.

Lila’s grin turned triumphant. She lay back against the pillows, spreading herself lazily, unconcerned with modesty. Her thighs parted again, glistening with Daniel’s cum, the mess shining wetly in the low light. She tilted her chin toward me, her voice a silken dare.

“Don’t just sit there, sweetheart. Come clean me up.”

For a heartbeat, I thought I’d misheard her. My mouth went dry, my pulse hammering in my ears. She shifted slightly, her hips rolling, and the movement pushed more of his seed to her folds, slick and obscene.

“Claire.” Daniel’s voice was hoarse, uncertain, but he didn’t move to stop her. His eyes were on me, wide, waiting.

Heat rushed through me, equal parts humiliation and arousal. My body trembled, my thighs pressing together instinctively. I should have said no, should have turned away. Instead, my knees bent before I realized I was moving, carrying me toward the bed.

Lila’s eyes glittered as I crawled up between her thighs. She reached out, brushing her fingers through my hair, guiding me closer. “That’s it,” she whispered, her tone coaxing, wicked. “Be a good girl for me.”

The smell of sex hit me first, thick and heady. Then the taste. Salty, musky, Lila’s sweetness laced with the raw tang of Daniel. My tongue darted out, tentative, and she moaned softly, her hips jerking against my mouth.

“Yes,” she breathed, threading her fingers deeper into my hair. “Clean me. Take every drop.”

I licked her slowly, my tongue tracing through the mess, gathering it onto my lips, into my mouth. The act should have revolted me, but instead my clit throbbed, my body sparking with every needy sound she made. Daniel groaned behind me, his voice thick with disbelief and lust.

Lila tugged me tighter against her, her thighs closing around my head. “Good girl,” she murmured, her voice breaking into a moan. “So sweet. I knew you’d love being on your knees for me.”

I gave in completely. My tongue lapped her greedily, pushing deeper, swirling over her clit, sucking her until she bucked wildly against my mouth. My shame dissolved with every sound she made, replaced with hunger so sharp I thought it might tear me open.

She was wetter now, her taste overwhelming, my chin slick. Her cries grew higher, faster, her body thrashing under my mouth. “Claire, yes—don’t stop. Fuck, don’t stop.”

I sucked harder, my tongue circling her clit, my fingers digging into her thighs. She came with a scream, her whole body clenching around me, her nails raking across my scalp. I kept licking, swallowing every pulse of her orgasm, until she collapsed back on the bed, trembling.

When I finally lifted my head, my lips and chin were shining with her release, my own breath ragged.

Daniel’s hand was a blur on his cock, his eyes wide and blazing. He looked at me like I was a stranger and his wife all at once. Someone darker, hungrier, more powerful than he’d ever imagined.

Lila lay panting, her chest rising and falling, her hair stuck damp to her temples. Her satisfied smirk returned as she looked at me. “See? You were made for this.”

I sank back onto my heels, my body still shaking, my own arousal so sharp it hurt. I knew with terrifying certainty that this was only the beginning.
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The flight home felt different. Not because of the turbulence or the stale cabin air, but because of the way Daniel’s hand rested on my thigh the whole time. Warm, steady, possessive. Normally I would have pulled away after an hour, too restless to sit still. This time I let him keep it there, my body humming with the memory of the night that had changed everything.

I closed my eyes, pretending to doze, but all I saw was Lila. Her body sprawled on those hotel sheets, thighs slick and glistening. The way she had kissed me until I forgot to breathe. The sound of her moaning my husband’s name. The taste of her on my tongue, mixed with him, when she told me to clean her up.

Lila had given us her number, expecting we’d want to see her again. I should have felt shame. Instead, my clit pulsed, my panties dampening beneath my jeans.

Daniel shifted, sensing it, his thumb stroking the inside of my thigh. He leaned close, his voice a whisper meant only for me. “Thinking about her?”

I opened my eyes and met his. He didn’t look ashamed either. He looked hungry.

“Yes,” I admitted, my voice low. The word rolled out easier than I expected.

His jaw flexed. “Me too.”

We didn’t need to say more. The memory was already etched into us, pulsing between us like a new heartbeat.

Back home, nothing felt the same. When Daniel kissed me, I tasted her. When he slid inside me, I remembered the way she’d spread herself and begged for more. And when I touched myself alone, it wasn’t just his face I saw in the dark. It was hers. Smirking, daring, triumphant.

The jealousy that once burned me raw had been transformed. Now, instead of fear, it was fuel. I wanted him more because I’d seen her take him. And I wanted her because I’d felt what it was like to surrender under her hands.

I’d thought the boundaries of our marriage were unshakable. But that night had broken them wide open, and I didn’t want to put them back.

Daniel brushed my hair from my face that night in bed, his voice husky against my ear. “Do you want to see her again?”

The question coiled in my stomach like a secret I wasn’t ready to name aloud. But I smiled in the dark, my heart racing.

Because the truth was simple.

Yes.

I wanted her again. I wanted this again.

And maybe, just maybe, I wanted to see who else I might want to share my husband with.
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