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Prologue

Adam Fletcher had believed he understood his wife.

For five years they had built a life together in the quiet Warwickshire town of Henley-in-Arden. They had married, bought their first home and begun planning the future they both wanted. Children. Family holidays. Ordinary happiness.

When Adam's parents surprised them with a two-week holiday in Lanzarote before they started trying for a baby, it had seemed the perfect way to celebrate the beginning of that future.

The first few days had been exactly what they had imagined.

Sunshine.

Lazy mornings.

Long afternoons on the beach.

Cocktails beside the pool.

Then they met Kwame Mensah and Temba Ndlovu.

Two young black African beach traders whose easy confidence and genuine warmth quickly transformed them from strangers into familiar faces. At first there was nothing remarkable about the encounters. They chatted, laughed and Sophie bought one of Kwame's handmade wooden bracelets. Each meeting lasted a little longer than the last until, before either Adam or Sophie really noticed it happening, seeing the two young men had become part of the rhythm of every day.

Adam watched it happen.

He watched his beautiful wife come alive beneath their attention.

He watched her laugh a little more freely.

Smile a little more brightly.

Stand a little taller.

And although he hated admitting it, he also discovered something unexpected about himself.

Jealousy.

Not the explosive jealousy of shouting arguments or accusations.

Something quieter.

More complicated.

The more other people admired Sophie, the more fascinated he became by watching her receive that admiration.

Sophie, meanwhile, discovered something she had never expected.

She enjoyed it.

Not because she loved anyone other than Adam.

She didn't.

She simply realised that she liked being noticed. Liked feeling attractive. Liked the confidence it gave her.

The holiday had become an escape from ordinary life.

An opportunity to become a slightly different version of herself.

By the end of the first week, the conversations with Kwame and Temba had become effortless, almost like old friends meeting each afternoon beneath the Canarian sun.

Small boundaries had shifted.

Tiny compromises had been made.

Each one insignificant on its own.

Together, they had changed something neither Adam nor Sophie fully understood.

Then, on the final afternoon of the first week, Sophie bought another bikini.

Fluorescent green.

Tiny.

Fearlessly modern.

The mesh throw whispered against her shoulders as she lifted it from the chair. A flimsy thing. Transparent. Utterly useless as concealment.

Sophie draped it over her arms and turned to face him.

Adam sat on the edge of the bed, his hands resting on his thighs, his knuckles pale against the navy of his swim shorts. The same shorts he'd worn every day. The same modest, sensible husband she'd married five years ago.

Except he wasn't. Not anymore.

His gaze travelled her body with the slow deliberation of a man reading a sacred text. The green triangles. The strings. The strip of fabric between her legs that was narrower than his thumb. His slender dick was already pressing against the inside of his shorts, a diagonal ridge that made no attempt to hide itself.

"Are you ready?" she asked.

Adam rose. His voice was steady, but his eyes were dark with something she'd only begun to recognize. "Are you?"

Sophie held his gaze for a long moment. The air between them was thick with everything they hadn't said. Everything they'd confessed in the dark and hadn't yet spoken in the light.

Then she smiled.

"Let's find out."

She turned and walked to the door. Behind her, she heard the soft pad of his bare feet on the tile. The click of the latch. The rush of cool corridor air against her oiled skin.

The mesh throw billowed behind her like a ghost.

---

The resort corridor stretched ahead, empty and silent. Their footsteps were muffled by the thick carpet, hers light and quick, his steady and following. The same pattern as always. Sophie leading. Adam a half-step behind.

But the meaning had changed.

She felt his eyes on her back. On the string that bisected the curve of her arse. On the green triangle that was barely a suggestion between her shoulder blades. On the long, toned legs that emerged from the high-cut bottoms, oiled and gleaming under the recessed lighting.

He was watching her. He was always watching her now. And she was watching him watch.

The thought sent a pulse of heat through her. Low. Deep. The exact place where the green strip of fabric clung to her shaved mound.

She kept walking.

The lobby opened before them like a stage. Marble floors, white columns, the low murmur of morning conversation. The same German man at the reception desk. The same young French couple by the elevators. An older British couple judging by the man's sunburn, checking in at the front desk.

And the pair of young men near the entrance.

The same red-haired rugby player from yesterday. He was leaning against a pillar, a coffee cup in his hand, his mates arrayed around him like a chorus. They'd been laughing about something, she'd heard the echo of it from the corridor, but the laughter died the moment she stepped into view.

Sophie didn't slow.

Her hips found their rhythm. The deliberate, rolling sway she'd practiced yesterday, the one that made the fluorescent green strings pull taut against her skin. The mesh throw floated around her, opening and closing with each stride, offering glimpses of what it was supposed to hide.

The red-haired man's coffee cup stopped halfway to his mouth.

"Bloody hell," one of his mates breathed. "Is that even legal?"

Another whistle. Low. Appreciative.

Sophie's lips twitched, but she didn't turn her head. Her performance was not for them. It was for the man behind her, the one whose breathing had gone shallow and ragged, the one whose shorts were now visibly tented, the one who was walking through a hotel lobby with an erection he couldn't hide because his wife was wearing three triangles of fluorescent green and a smile.

She could feel his humiliation. His arousal. The tangled knot of them both.

And she fed on it.

They passed the elevators. The French woman's hand tightened on her boyfriend's arm. The German man at reception forgot whatever he'd been about to say.

Sophie pushed through the glass doors and into the morning.

---

The heat hit her like a blessing. The sun was already high, already fierce, already promising the kind of day that would leave its mark on skin and memory alike. The coastal path stretched ahead, winding through the resort's gardens toward the beach.

Sophie paused. Let Adam catch up.

His face was flushed. Not from the sun. The ridge in his shorts was unmistakable now, a slender but rigid declaration that pressed against the navy fabric with desperate insistence.

"You're doing it again," she murmured.

"Doing what?"

"Watching me walk." She reached out and placed her palm flat against his chest. His heart hammered beneath her fingers. "Enjoying the view."

Adam's throat worked. "Sophie."

"I'm not complaining." Her hand slid lower. Over his stomach. To the waistband of his shorts. She hooked one finger inside and let it rest there, not touching him, just promising. "I want you to enjoy this. Every moment. Every stare. Every whistle." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "Every time another man looks at me and wants what you have."

His dick twitched against the fabric. She felt it through the thin material.

"Because today is going to happen," she said. The same words she'd spoken on the beach. The same promise. "And I need you to remember that whatever happens, I'm still your wife. I'm still coming home with you. I'm still going to have your children."

Adam's hand came up to cover hers. His fingers were shaking. "I know."

"Do you?"

He met her eyes. The dark, hungry thing in his gaze had retreated, just for a moment, replaced by something steadier. Something that looked almost like the man she'd married.

"You're my wife," he said. "Nothing changes that."

Sophie held his gaze. Searching. Then she nodded.

"Good." She withdrew her hand. Turned back to the path. "Now, let's go see what Kwame and Temba think of my new bikini."

---

The beach was already alive.

Families staked out their territories with umbrellas and coolers. Couples lay tangled on towels, their skin glistening with sun cream. A group of teenagers kicked a football near the water's edge, their shouts carrying on the salt breeze.

And their spot, the same two loungers where everything had begun, was waiting.

Sophie shed the mesh throw like a second skin. Let it pool at her feet. Stood there in the full morning light, wearing nothing but the three tiny triangles of fluorescent green and the strings that connected them.

The beach around them shifted. Heads turned. Conversations faltered. A woman in a wide-brimmed hat lowered her book. A man applying lotion to his wife's back forgot to continue.

Sophie didn't look at any of them.

She lowered herself onto the lounger. Face down this time. The strip of green fabric vanished between the cheeks of her arse, leaving the full, oiled curves completely bare. The strings around her waist were surgical thread against her sun-kissed skin.

"Adam," she said, her voice muffled by her folded arms. "The lotion."

He fumbled for the bottle. The cap clicked open. The scent of coconut oil bloomed in the hot air.

His hands found her shoulders. Warm. Shaking slightly. She felt the tremor in his fingers as they spread the oil over her skin, the same path Temba had traced yesterday, the same slow, deliberate strokes. Her shoulder blades. The dip of her waist. The flare of her hips.

And then lower.

His palms cupped the full curves of her arse. The oil made her skin slick, and his hands slid over her with a reverence that made her breath catch. His thumbs traced the edge of the green string. Not pulling. Not yet. Just resting there, at the boundary between permission and plea.

"You're trembling," she murmured.

"I know."

"Good."

She heard his breath hitch. Felt his dick twitch against his shorts. He was kneeling beside the lounger now, the same way Temba had knelt, his hands on her body in the same places Temba's had been. But the meaning was different. Temba's touch had been a test. Adam's was a surrender.

Sophie closed her eyes. Let the sun press down on her back. Let his hands work the oil into her skin. Let the beach murmur around them, a chorus of waves and gulls and distant laughter.

Adam's hands stilled on the warm curve of her calf. He sat back on his heels, his gaze traveling the freshly oiled landscape of her body, the gleam on her shoulders, the slick dip of her spine, the full, glossy curves of her arse, the long stretch of her legs. The coconut scent clung to the air between them.

He swallowed. His throat was dry.

"I'm sure I'll need a top up when Kwame and Temba arrive," Sophie said, her voice lazy and pitched just loud enough for him to hear. She didn't lift her head from her folded arms. Didn't open her eyes.

But she felt the effect her words had.

Adam's breath caught. She heard the tiny shift of fabric as his dick swelled against his shorts, the ridge pressing harder, longer, more insistent than before. The thought of her lying here, oiled and nearly naked, while those two men knelt beside her. While their hands touched her skin. While their eyes devoured what was his.

His dick throbbed.

"Do you think you'll manage?" Sophie murmured. "Watching them put their hands on your wife?"

Adam's hands tightened on her ankles. Just for a moment. Then they relaxed.

"I'll manage," he said, his voice rough.

"Good." She shifted her hips, a small, deliberate flex that made the green string pull taut between her cheeks. "Because I think it's going to be a long day."

And waited.


Chapter One

It wasn’t until nearly midday that Sophie spotted the movement in her peripheral vision. A shadow falling across her lounger.

"Good morning."

Kwame's voice. Deep. Amused. Sophie opened her eyes and lifted her head just enough to see him. He was standing at the foot of her lounger, shirtless and gleaming, his broad smile already in place. Temba stood a pace behind him, quieter, his dark eyes already cataloguing. The green strings. The oiled skin. The complete absence of modesty.

Sophie felt the weight of their presence settle around her like a second layer of heat. She lifted her head just enough to study them properly, her gaze traveling over each man with the same slow deliberation they'd shown her.

Kwame lounged on the sand with an easy grace that seemed utterly natural. Six feet two inches of lean, athletic muscle, his deep ebony skin gleaming under the Lanzarote sun. Broad shoulders tapered to a narrow waist, his chest well-defined, his arms toned from a life spent outdoors rather than in a gym. His face was striking, high cheekbones, a straight nose, a strong jaw softened by that infectious smile. Warm dark-brown eyes met hers, radiating the confidence and kindness that had made him instantly approachable yesterday. His neatly trimmed low-fade haircut completed the picture of effortless style.

Beside him, Temba was a different kind of presence. Six feet four inches, noticeably taller, more powerfully built. Broad shoulders, a thick muscular chest, heavily developed arms that spoke of years of physical labour. His rich dark-brown skin, prominent cheekbones, and powerful square jaw gave him a masculine stillness that commanded attention. Deep-set dark eyes observed everything before speaking. His closely cropped black hair and neatly maintained short beard accentuated his strong facial structure. At twenty-four, he moved with a measured confidence that belied his youth—quiet, self-assured, the kind of man who attracted notice without seeking it.

And both of them were looking at her.

At the green strings. The oiled curves. The husband kneeling beside her lounger, his hands still on her skin, his cock a visible ridge against navy fabric.

Kwame's smile deepened. "You were right," he said to Temba. "Today is going to be interesting."

Kwame let out a low whistle. "Now that is a bikini."

Sophie smiled. "You like it?"

"Like it?" He shook his head, his grin widening. "I don't think I can say the word for what I'm feeling."

Temba said nothing. But his gaze moved over her body with the same slow, deliberate assessment he'd worn yesterday. The same quiet hunger. His eyes lingered on the string between her arse cheeks. On the tiny triangle that covered her shaved mound. On the full curves of her breasts, barely contained by the green fabric.

When he finally spoke, his voice was low. Quiet. "You bought this yesterday."

It wasn't a question.

"In town," Sophie confirmed. "There's a little shop near the bakery."

Temba nodded slowly. His gaze lifted to meet hers. And in that look, Sophie saw the understanding pass between them. The acknowledgment. The agreement.

He knew.

She knew he knew.

And Adam, now laying on the lounger beside her, still a towel bunched over his groin, his hands frozen on her oiled skin, his dick straining against his shorts, knew it too.

Kwame shifted on the sand beside Temba. Crossed his legs. Rest his elbows on his knees. "So," he said, his grin turning lazy. "What's the plan for today?"

Sophie laid her head back down on her folded arms. Closed her eyes.

"I thought we'd see where the day takes us."

Adam's hands resumed their movement. Slow circles on her lower back. The oil was warm. The sun was hot. The beach hummed around them, oblivious to the bargain being struck in the space between four bodies.

"Wherever it takes us," Kwame said, "I'm not going to complain."

Temba didn't speak. But Sophie felt his gaze on her skin like a second sun.

And somewhere in the distance, a wave broke against the shore, and the day stretched ahead, full of promise, full of danger, full of everything they had come to this island to find.


Chapter Two

Sophie pushed herself upright on the lounger. The movement was fluid. Practiced. Her shoulder blades drew together as she reached behind her neck, fingers finding the knot of the halter tie.

"I want to get maximum tan."

The knot surrendered. The green strings fell loose. The two triangles of fabric, those tiny, inadequate scraps, peeled away from her breasts and dropped to the sand beside the lounger.

No hesitation. No glance around to check who might be watching.

Adam's breath caught in his throat. The sound was audible. Kwame's head turned slightly at the noise, but his eyes never left Sophie.

She was magnificent. Her full breasts rose and fell with her breathing, the dusky pink nipples already tightening in the warm air. The coconut oil from Adam's earlier application still gleamed on her skin, tracing the elegant architecture of her collarbone, the gentle swell of her chest, the flat plane of her sternum. She made no move to cover herself. No coy crossing of arms. No demure turn of the shoulder. Just Sophie, bare and golden and utterly unashamed.

Kwame exhaled slowly. "Well."

Temba said nothing. His dark eyes tracked the full curves of her breasts, the way they settled naturally, the weight of them, the way her nipples pointed slightly outward. His jaw was tight.

Sophie leaned forward. The movement brought her breasts together, deepened the cleavage, made the oiled skin catch the morning light. She reached for the bottle of tanning lotion resting beside Adam's thigh. Her fingers brushed the plastic. She lifted it.

And held it out to Kwame.

"I could do with a top-up," she said. "If one of you wouldn't mind."

Kwame's hand moved. Then stopped. His warm brown eyes shifted to Adam, a flicker of assessment, of calibration. The husband. The man kneeling beside the lounger with his hands still slick from the last application, his navy shorts still tented, his face still flushed. Kwame was checking. Reading the room. Calculating the boundaries.

Sophie saw it happen.

"Oh, he doesn't mind." Her voice was light. Assured. The same voice she'd used in the tapas bar, in the apartment, in the dark of their bedroom when she'd wrapped her fingers around his secret and squeezed. "He quite likes to watch. Don't you, babe?"

The question landed like a stone in still water.

Adam had already sat up. His spine was rigid. His hands were planted on his thighs in a position that looked casual but was, in reality, a desperate attempt to obscure the bulge straining against the front of his shorts. Five inches. Slender. Rigid as steel. The fabric did nothing to hide it.

Both Kwame's and Temba's eyes dropped to Adam's shorts, taking in the embarrassing state he was in. The silence stretched for a beat, long enough for Adam to feel the heat creep up his neck. Kwame's lips curved into a knowing smirk, and Temba echoed it, a quiet, shared amusement passing between them before they turned their attention back to Sophie. She was still holding out the bottle, her expression serene, as if the entire exchange had been choreographed.

"Go on," she said, her voice a soft, honeyed command. "I promise I don't bite."

He looked at Sophie. Her blue eyes were steady. Certain. The same look she'd given him last night when she'd told him what today would bring. Whatever happens. I need you to tell me you're okay with that.

His throat worked. Then he gave a slow, deliberate nod.

The permission landed. Kwame saw it. Accepted it. His broad smile returned, softer now, less teasing. Something closer to appreciation.

"Alright then," Kwame said. He took the bottle from Sophie's outstretched hand. "Let's make sure you don't burn."

Sophie held his gaze for one more beat. Then she turned. Lowered herself onto the lounger with the same unhurried grace she'd brought to every movement that morning. Her cheek came to rest on her folded forearms. Her eyes closed. Her lips curved into the faintest suggestion of a smile.

Waiting.

Kwame shifted position. He rose from the sand and settled onto the edge of the lounger beside her, his weight making the plastic frame creak. From this angle, he could see everything. The elegant sweep of her spine. The dip of her waist. The flare of her hips. The two perfect globes of her arse, still bisected by that single fluorescent green string, still gleaming with the residue of Adam's earlier attention.

And her legs. Long. Toned. The powerful thighs that Pilates had sculpted. The delicate hollows behind her knees. The graceful taper of her calves. She lay there like an offering, and Kwame looked at her with the unhurried appreciation of a man who understood exactly what he'd been given.

Temba moved closer. He didn't sit on the lounger, that wasn't his way. Instead, he settled on the sand beside Kwame, his back against the adjacent lounger, his eyes level with Sophie's oiled shoulder. Close enough to touch. Not close enough to presume.

Adam's gaze finally tore itself from the tableau on the lounger. He blinked, the world swimming back into focus beyond the bubble of oiled skin and dark hands.

And his stomach dropped.

A couple to their left, the middle-aged pair from the hotel breakfast, had abandoned their books. The woman's sunglasses were pushed up into her hair, her mouth a tight O of recognition. Her husband's newspaper lay folded and forgotten in his lap, his eyes fixed on Sophie's bare breasts with the unapologetic greed of a man who hadn't seen his wife naked in years.

Further down the beach, a group of young lads had gone quiet. Their football lay abandoned in the sand. One of them nudged another, whispered something that made them all laugh, but their eyes never left the scene. Sophie's body. Kwame's hands. The kneeling husband.

A woman in a wide-brimmed hat had turned her lounger to face them. She wasn't even pretending to read.

Adam's face burned. The heat crawled up his neck, flooded his cheeks, settled behind his ears like a fever. He could feel their stares like physical weight—judgment and curiosity and the particular kind of hunger that comes from watching someone else's boundary dissolve in real time.

His beautiful thirty-year-old wife. Her micro bikini. The green strings that barely contained her. Now offered up to two young black men while her husband sat three feet away, his shorts tented, his silence absolute.

He quite likes to watch, don't you, babe?

They all knew now. Every single one of them watching. The woman in the hat. The couple from breakfast. The football lads, they all knew.

Kwame uncapped the bottle. The coconut scent bloomed again, thick and sweet. He poured oil into his palm, more than Adam had used, a generous pool that spilled over the edges of his fingers. Rubbed his hands together. The sound was slick and rhythmic.

Then he touched her.

His palms met her shoulders and Sophie exhaled. A long, slow release of breath that Adam heard from three feet away. Kwame's hands were larger than Temba's. Larger than Adam's. They spanned the width of her upper back with ease, spreading the oil in broad, confident strokes that covered more ground with each pass. He worked the lotion into her trapezius muscles, his thumbs finding the knots of tension at the base of her neck and pressing until she made a small, involuntary sound.

"Tight," Kwame murmured. "You've been carrying something."

Sophie didn't answer. Her lips were slightly parted now. Her breathing had shifted, slower, deeper, the rhythm of someone sinking into sensation.

Kwame's hands moved lower. Down the elegant ladder of her spine. Over the dip of her waist. His fingers spread wide, spanning the narrowest part of her torso with a single hand. The contrast was obscene, his dark palm against her sun-kissed skin, the span of his fingers covering territory that Adam's could not.

He reached the small of her back. Paused there. His thumbs pressed into the dimples just above the waistband of the green string. Sophie's hips shifted. A tiny, involuntary roll that made the lounger creak again.

Temba watched. His expression was unreadable, but his breathing had changed too. Shallower. Quicker. His hands rested on his knees, and the knuckles were pale.

Adam watched everything. His dick throbbed against the inside of his shorts. The ridge was painful now, a steady ache that matched the rhythm of his pulse. He should feel jealous. He should feel angry. He should feel something other than this consuming, unbearable arousal that made his vision swim and his hands tremble.

But he didn't.

Kwame's hands reached the top of Sophie's arse. The full, round curves that had drawn stares all morning. The oil made them gleam, and Kwame's palms cupped them with the same reverence Adam had shown, but his hands were bigger. Broader. When he squeezed, the flesh yielded, and Sophie's breath hitched.

"The green suits you," Kwame said. His voice was lower now. Rougher. "But I think it's in the way."

Sophie's eyes stayed closed. Her smile stayed fixed. "We'll see."

Kwame's laugh was a low rumble. He moved on. His hands traced the sides of her hips, over the strings around her waist, down the long sweep of her outer thighs. The oil made her skin slick, and his palms slid without resistance, leaving gleaming trails in their wake. He worked her thighs with the same thorough attention, kneading the muscle, spreading the oil down to her knees, then back up again.

He did not touch the inside of her thighs. Not yet. Not here.

But his fingers came close. Close enough that Sophie's legs parted slightly. A fraction of an inch. An invitation disguised as an adjustment.

Kwame noticed. Temba noticed. Adam noticed.

The bottle clicked shut. Kwame sat back on the lounger, his hands resting on his own thighs now, his broad chest rising and falling with a rhythm that matched Sophie's. He looked at her. The incredible back. The slim waist. The full curve of her luscious, round arse still divided by that single green string. The length of her toned legs, gleaming and perfect under the climbing sun.

"Done," he said quietly.

Sophie didn't move for a long moment. Her eyes stayed closed. Her breathing stayed deep. The beach hummed around them, waves and gulls and distant laughter, but none of it penetrated the bubble that enclosed the four of them. The two men on the sand. The woman on the lounger. The husband kneeling beside her.

Then Sophie opened her eyes. She didn't lift her head. Just turned it slightly, just enough to find Adam's face. Her blue eyes were hazy. Satisfied. Hungry.

"Thank you," she said. And the words were for Kwame, but the look was for Adam. "That was exactly what I needed."

Temba's hand moved. Just an inch. Just enough to rest on the edge of Sophie's lounger. His fingers were close to her shoulder now. Closer than they'd been before.

"Anytime," Kwame said. And his grin was back, broad and knowing and full of promise.

The sun climbed higher. The day stretched ahead. And Sophie lay oiled and bare breasted under its heat, waiting for whatever came next.


Chapter Three

She rose without ceremony.

No coy glance at Adam. No reaching for the mesh throw crumpled in the sand. Just the fluid uncoiling of her spine, the shift of her weight from the lounger to her feet, and Sophie was standing before them, topless, oiled, the fluorescent green string still bisecting the curve of her arse. Her breasts swung with the movement, full and heavy, the dusky pink nipples tight despite the heat.

"How about a swim?"

Kwame was still sat on her lounger and immediate. "Absolutely."

Temba dark eyes traveling the length of her body with that quiet, cataloguing intensity. "Yes," he said. Just the one word. It was enough.

Sophie turned to Adam. Her husband. Still kneeling beside the lounger, still frozen, still visibly straining against his navy shorts. The tented fabric was a confession. The beach around them was filling now, families, couples, the red-haired rugby player and his mates further down the sand, and there was no way Adam could stand without every one of them seeing exactly what state he was in.

"You don't mind staying and watching our stuff, do you, babe?"

The question was soft. Almost gentle. But the look in her eyes was not. It was the same look she'd worn in the tapas bar. In the apartment. In the dark of their bedroom when she'd wrapped her fingers around his secret and squeezed.

Adam's throat worked. "No. I'll stay."

Sophie held his gaze for one more beat. Then she smiled, warm, private, a flicker of the woman he'd married, and reached for Temba's hand.

Her fingers slid between his. The contrast was stark: her pale, slender digits against his broad brown palm. Temba's hand closed around hers, and Sophie felt the strength in it, the callused warmth of a man who used his body for more than decoration. She tugged, and he rose with the same fluid grace she'd shown, unfolding to his full six-foot-four. Beside him, she seemed smaller. More delicate. The crown of her blonde head barely reached his shoulder.

She didn't let go of his hand.

Then she reached for Kwame. He took her offered fingers with his broad grin already in place, but there was something else behind it now. Something darker. Hungrier. His thumb traced a slow circle on the back of her hand as he rose, and Sophie felt the gesture in the base of her spine.

She stood between them. Two black giants. One tall and powerful, one lean and graceful. Their bodies bracketed her like parentheses, and she was the declaration between them, bare-breasted, gleaming, the single strip of green fabric clinging to her shaved mound like an afterthought.

"Ready?" she asked.

Kwame laughed. "I was born ready."

Temba said nothing. His thumb pressed into the centre of her palm.

They walked toward the sea.

Sophie's hips found their rhythm, the same deliberate, rolling sway she'd used through the town, through the lobby, down the coastal path. But now there were two men flanking her, and their bodies moved with hers in an unconscious synchronization. Kwame on her left, his free hand swinging, his grin fixed and bright. Temba on her right, his grip steady, his silence a weight she could lean against.

The sand was hot under her bare feet. The sun pressed down on her shoulders. The beach stretched before them, a canvas of towels and umbrellas and sun-browned bodies, and every head turned as they passed.

Adam watched them walk down the beach.

His vision had tunnelled, narrowing to a single point of focus: the sway of his wife's hips. The movement was a metronome, a slow, rolling undulation that began at her waist and travelled downward, through the full, epic curve of her arse. Each cheek lifted and fell in a rhythm that seemed designed to punish him. Luscious. The word surfaced in his mind, unbidden, and he let it stay. There was no other word for it. The green string bisected the pale globes, and his eyes traced the line where it vanished between them, and his mouth went dry.

She knew he was watching. He could tell by the way she added an extra roll to her stride; a subtle flick of her hips that made the flesh quiver. Temba's hand was at the small of her back, guiding her, and Kwame was laughing at something she'd said, and Adam's hands were fists against his thighs.

He watched the twin curves of her arse shift and sway until they disappeared into the glare of the sun on the water.

A woman in a wide-brimmed hat lowered her book. Her mouth opened. Closed. The man beside her, her husband, Sophie assumed, forgot to breathe.

The red-haired rugby player stood frozen with a football in his hands. His mates were silent. His whistle from the lobby was a distant memory, replaced by something closer to awe.

Sophie didn't look at any of them. Her performance was for an audience of one, and he was sitting on a lounger fifty meters behind her, his cock straining against his shorts, his eyes fixed on the space between her shoulder blades.

She released the men's hands only when her toes touched the water.

The sea was cool. A shock after the heat of the sand. Sophie waded in without hesitation, the green string vanishing beneath the surface, the water climbing her thighs, her hips, her waist. Kwame and Temba followed, their dark bodies cutting through the waves, their laughter carrying across the water.

She turned. Faced them. The water lapped at the undersides of her breasts, lifting them, making them buoyant. Her nipples broke the surface, dusky pink against the turquoise sea, and the men's eyes dropped to them with the same synchronized hunger she'd felt on the lounger.

"You're staring," she said.

Kwame grinned. "Can you blame us?"

Temba moved closer. The water swirled around his chest, and Sophie could see the outline of his body beneath the surface, the broad shoulders, the massive arms, the dark trail of hair that vanished below his waist. "You knew what you were doing," he said quietly. "When you bought that bikini."

Sophie tilted her head. "Did I?"

"You knew we'd see you in it. You knew we'd want…." He stopped. The quiet assessment in his eyes flickered. Something else surfaced. Something rawer.

"Want what?" Sophie asked.

Kwame answered for him. "More."

The word hung in the salt-laced air.

Then Kwame lunged.

A splash. A shriek. His hands found her waist beneath the water, and he lifted her, spun her, his laughter booming across the waves. Sophie's legs kicked, her breasts bounced, and then Temba was there too, his hands on her shoulders, steadying her, his stillness a counterweight to Kwame's exuberance.

They swam. They splashed. Sophie floated on her back, her body a golden island between two dark continents, and their hands found her again and again. Kwame's palm on her stomach. Temba's fingers on her hip. Each touch was casual, incidental, the kind of contact that happened when three bodies shared the same patch of sea. But each touch lingered a moment too long.

Sophie closed her eyes. Let the water hold her. Let their hands roam.

And on the beach, Adam watched.

He hadn't moved from his position beside the lounger. The towel still covered his lap, but the ridge beneath it had not subsided. Could not subside. The image was burned into his retinas: Sophie between two black giants, their hands on her waist and shoulders, her body bare and gleaming, her laughter carrying across the water like music.

Forty minutes.

She swam and floated and laughed, and the men orbited her like moons caught in the gravity of a sun. At one point, Kwame dove beneath the surface, and Sophie gasped, and when he emerged, water streaming down his chest, his grin wider than ever, she was blushing.

Kwame and Temba exchanged a glance. Then they turned and swam further along the shore, toward the rocky outcropping that marked the edge of the hotel beach. They didn't look back.

Sophie stood in the shallows. The water cascaded down her body, tracing the curves of her breasts, her waist, the green string that clung to her mound. She lifted her hands and wrung the salt from her hair.

Then she walked back up the beach.

Her stride was unhurried. Her breasts swayed with each step. The green strip of fabric between her legs was a single bright line against her oiled skin, and every man on the beach watched her pass. The woman in the wide-brimmed hat watched too, her book forgotten, her expression unreadable.

Sophie reached the lounger. Stood before Adam. The sun was behind her, haloing her hair, shadowing her face. Water dripped from her body onto the sand.


Chapter Four

“Do you need me to take you back to the resort and sort you out?”

The question landed like a slap and a caress all at once. Sophie stood before him, hands on her hips, her full breasts bare and gleaming with the residue of coconut oil and sea salt. The green string of the micro bikini bottoms was a single bright line against her sun-kissed skin. Her expression was playful. Mocking. The expression of a woman who had discovered something about her husband and was still deciding how to use it.

Adam's throat worked. The towel was a damp bundle in his lap, the only barrier between his shame and the beach full of people who had watched his wife walk topless into the sea with two black giants. His erection had not subsided. Could not subside. The ridge pressed against the terry cloth with desperate insistence.

He nodded.

Sophie laughed. The sound was bright and genuine, ricocheting off the sand and the sea and the stares of the people nearby. “Come on then. I haven't had this much fun, ever!”

She turned and began walking toward the coastal path. The mesh throw lay forgotten in the sand. The green bikini top lay beside it. She made no move to retrieve either.

Adam rose. The towel stayed clamped to his groin. He collected all their stuff including the throw and he bikini top and followed her like a dog on a lead.

Sophie glanced back over her shoulder. Her blue eyes dropped to the towel, then rose to meet his. Another laugh. Louder this time. “Better get you back before the strain causes a permanent injury.”

Before the holiday, he had been a different man. A confident man. A successful one. He had negotiated contracts worth millions. He had walked into boardrooms and commanded attention. He had a young, beautiful wife on his arm, and other men envied him. He had been the one in control.

The woman in the wide-brimmed hat heard. The red-haired rugby player heard. The plump middle-aged woman whose husband had been staring at Sophie all morning heard. Their eyes swivelled to Adam, to the towel, to the flush creeping up his neck, to the pathetic figure he cut shuffling behind his almost naked wife. The rugby player's mouth curled into something that was not quite a smile. The woman in the hat looked away. The plump woman's expression was unreadable, but her husband's was not. Disdain. Pure and simple.

Adam felt it like a brand.

Sophie kept walking. Her hips found their rhythm, the same deliberate, rolling sway that had drawn stares all morning. The green string bisected the curve of her arse, and the full, oiled cheeks shifted with each step. Men watched. Women watched. Adam stumbled behind her, clutching the towel, and the gap between them widened.

---

Back at the resort, the apartment door clicked shut behind them.

The silence of the room was a shock after the wind and the waves and the murmur of the beach. The air conditioning hummed. The curtains were drawn against the afternoon sun. The bed was still unmade from the night before.

Sophie turned to face him. Her nipples were tight. The green string clung to her shaved mound. Her hands found her hips again.

“Strip then let me see.”

Adam looked at her. Five years together. Three years married. He had never seen this woman before. The Sophie who had cried at their wedding. The Sophie who had held his hand through his grandfather's funeral. The Sophie who had whispered I want to have your children in the dark of their bedroom. That Sophie was still in there somewhere, he could see her, a flicker behind the blue eyes, a ghost of the woman he had married. But she was no longer in control.

This Sophie was. The Sophie who had bought a micro bikini, who had dropped her top in front of two strangers, who had moaned while another man’s hands explored her body. This Sophie was a revelation, a creature of power and confidence he had never known existed beneath the gentle, loving wife he had married. And as she stood before him now, naked except for that single green string, her eyes gleaming with a predatory light, Adam felt the last remnants of his old self crumble away.

He hesitated, his hand trembling on the edge of the towel. The air between them felt thick, charged with something that was both terrifying and intoxicating. Sophie’s smile widened, patient and knowing, as if she could see every doubt and desire flickering through his mind. She took a slow step closer, her bare feet silent on the cool tile floor, and the scent of salt and coconut oil filled his senses.

“I said strip,” she repeated, her voice soft but carrying an edge of command that made his stomach tighten. “I want to see what belongs to me.”

Adam’s breath caught. The words what belongs to me sent a shiver through him, equal parts shame and arousal. He let the towel fall. It pooled at his feet, then he pulled at the drawstring of his shorts and pushed them down to join the towel, and he stood exposed before her, his slender, small, barely adequate erection jutting out, his skin flushed, his entire body a confession of his helplessness. Sophie’s gaze travelled down his length, slow and deliberate, and she let out a low, appreciative hum.

“That’s better,” she murmured, stepping closer still. Her fingers reached out, tracing a line down his chest, over his stomach, until they brushed against the tip of him. He gasped at the contact, his hips instinctively pressing forward. She laughed again, that bright, carefree sound that now felt like a weapon. “You’ve been so good for me today, Adam. So obedient. I think you deserve a reward.”

She pushed him gently backward until his knees hit the edge of the bed. He fell onto the rumpled sheets, staring up at her as she stood over him, a goddess of sun and sand and confidence. She reached down and slowly, deliberately, untied the green string at her hips. The scrap of fabric fell away, and she was finally, completely naked before him, her body a landscape he had worshipped for years but now seemed to see for the first time.

“Watch,” she whispered, climbing onto the bed and straddling his hips. She positioned herself above him, her slick heat hovering just inches from his straining length. “Watch me take what I want.”

Sophie lowered herself slowly, deliberately, the tip of him pressing against her slick heat. She paused, her eyes locked on his, that predatory smile still playing at her lips.

"No pressure," she said, her voice a silken whisper. "If you don't make me cum it doesn't matter. I invited Kwame and Temba here for six. I'm sure they can help."

His breath caught. The words hung in the air between them; a promise and a threat wrapped in honey. Before he could respond, she lowered herself fully, his slender dick sliding up into her heat. The sensation was electric, tight, wet, consuming. She groaned, a sound of pure satisfaction, and began to rock her hips against him, slowly at first, then with increasing urgency.

Adam's hands found her thighs, gripping the smooth, oiled skin as she rode him. Her rhythm was unhurried, almost lazy, as if she had all the time in the world. And perhaps she did. The clock on the nightstand read 16:07. Two hours until her guests arrived. Two hours for him to prove himself, or to fail.

"Faster," she murmured, though her hips maintained their maddening pace. "Show me what you've got, husband."


Chapter Five

She gasped.

The sound was sharp and incredulous, ricocheting off the apartment walls. "No way! No way you've cum that fast?"

Adam's eyes were squeezed shut. His jaw was clenched. The evidence of his failure was already leaking from her, a warm, telltale trickle she could feel against her inner thigh. His slender dick, still half-buried inside her, gave a final, pathetic twitch.

Sophie dropped down a hand either side of his head. Her breasts swayed with the movement, nipples still tight, skin still flushed from the beach. She looked down at him. His face was a mask of anguish, brow furrowed, lips pressed thin, the cords of his neck standing out like cables. He couldn't meet her eyes.

The clock on the nightstand read 16:09.

Two minutes. He'd lasted two minutes.

She almost felt sorry for him. Almost. The teasing on the beach. The oil. The hands. The whispers. The walk back across the sand with every man watching her bare breasts sway. It had wound him up like a spring. And the moment she'd lowered herself onto him, the moment that tight, slick heat had swallowed his length, the spring had snapped.

"Two hours, babe." Her voice was softer now. Matter of fact. "Then they're here."

Adam's eyes opened.

Something shifted in his expression. The shame was still there, a deep, corrosive flush that spread from his throat to his hairline. But beneath it, something else ignited. Something that looked almost like fury. Not at her. At himself.

He took a firm hold of her thighs.

His fingers pressed into the toned muscle, dimpling the oiled skin, and before Sophie could speak, he rolled her. Gently. Deliberately. The movement was not rough, but it was not a question. Her back met the rumpled sheets, and her legs fell open and Adam was already moving, already descending, already slotting his shoulders between her thighs.

The sight of her stopped him for one suspended heartbeat.

Shaved smooth. Completely bare. The skin was pale here, untouched by the Lanzarote sun, and the absence of hair made every detail obscenely visible. Her nether lips, dusky pink and slightly parted, framed the delicate entrance where his own spend was still leaking, a slow, pearlescent trickle that gleamed against her flesh. The green bikini bottoms were somewhere on the floor. The mesh throw next to them. There was nothing between him and her now. No fabric. No pretence.

He lowered his mouth.

The first lick was a single, deliberate stroke that began at the very bottom of her slit and travelled all the way up. His tongue gathered everything in its path, the salty-bitter taste of his own release, the familiar musk of her arousal, the faint chemical tang of coconut oil that had migrated from her shoulders to her thighs. The mixture was warm. Viscous. Utterly obscene.

Sophie's hips bucked.

He didn't pause. His tongue reached the top of her slit and found her clit, that tight, swollen bud that had been neglected during his two-minute performance. He circled it once. Twice. Then he drew it between his lips and sucked.

A sound escaped Sophie's throat that was not quite a moan and not quite a sob.

Adam's hands slid under her thighs. He lifted them, draped them over his shoulders, and settled deeper into the V of her legs. His mouth sealed over her entire sex, lips pressing against her smooth mound, tongue delving between her folds, and he began to make love to his wife's oozing pussy with the single-minded devotion of a man seeking absolution.

He licked upward again. Slower this time. The flat of his tongue pressed against her entrance, and he felt the fresh pulse of his own spend leak onto his taste buds. The flavour was stronger here, more concentrated, and it coated his tongue in a slick, salty film. He swallowed. The act was automatic. Instinctive. Five years ago, the thought would have repulsed him. Now, it was simply part of the rhythm. Part of the service. Part of the penance for failing her twice in two days.

Sophie's fingers wove into his hair. Tightened.

"Adam."

His name was a plea and a warning tangled together. He didn't answer. His mouth was occupied.

He moved lower. His tongue traced the delicate edge of her inner labia, first one side, then the other, drawing each fold between his lips and sucking gently. The texture was impossibly soft. The taste was shifting now, his own contribution fading, replaced by the clean, briny sweetness of her arousal. The muscles of her thighs trembled against his ears.

The clock ticked.

He pulled back just far enough to look at her. Her blue eyes were dark. Her lips were parted. Her chest rose and fell with the rapid, shallow rhythm of someone approaching a precipice. The full weight of her breasts rose with each inhalation, the dusky pink nipples pointing at the ceiling like accusations.

"Don't stop," she breathed. "Don't you dare stop."

He didn't.

His mouth returned to her clit, and this time he was systematic. Clinical. He applied every lesson she'd taught him over five years, the rhythm she liked, the pressure she craved, the way her body responded when he paired his tongue with his fingers. Two of them slid inside her. Curled upward. Found the rough patch of tissue on her anterior wall.

Sophie gasped. Her back lifted from the mattress.

He stayed with her. His tongue circled her clit in a steady, unrelenting rhythm while his fingers pressed and released, pressed and released, matching the cadence of her quickening pulse. The combination was one he'd learned through trial and error, through years of paying attention, through the quiet determination of a man who knew his body had limitations and had compensated by learning hers completely.

Her grip on his hair became painful. The muscles of her inner walls began to flutter around his fingers, a rhythmic clenching that signalled the approach of something inevitable.

"There," she managed. "Right there. Don't….don't move…."

He didn't move.

His tongue held steady against the tight bud of her clit. His fingers maintained their pressure on the rough patch of tissue. He breathed through his nose and listened to the sounds she made, the fractured syllables, the caught breaths, the single sustained note that rose from somewhere deep in her chest.

The orgasm hit.

Sophie's back arched off the bed. Her thighs clamped against his ears so hard the world went muffled. Her fingers became talons in his hair, pulling and twisting, and Adam rode the waves of her climax as they crashed over her. One wave. Two. Three. Each one marked by a rhythmic squeezing around his knuckles and a cry that seemed to be wrenched from somewhere deeper than her throat.

He kept his mouth on her through all of it. His tongue gentled but didn't retreat. His fingers stayed inside her but slowed their movement. He held her through the long, shuddering descent, through the jerks and aftershocks, until her thighs fell open and her grip on his hair loosened and her body went limp against the twisted sheets.

Only then did he lift his head.

His lips were wet. His chin glistened. The taste of her, of them, still coated his tongue. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and crawled up the bed, collapsing onto the mattress beside her.

The sheets were a disaster. The duvet had been kicked to the floor. The ceiling fan turned lazy circles above them, stirring the salt-laced air that drifted through the open window. Outside, the sea whispered against the shore.

For a long moment, neither of them spoke.

Then Sophie rolled onto her side. She pressed her body against his, the full length of her, warm and damp and still trembling slightly. Her hand found his chest. Her head found its familiar place on his shoulder. Her leg draped across his thighs, and he felt the slick heat of her sex against his hip.

"Fuck." The word was a sigh. A benediction. "That was so hot."

He turned his head on the pillow. Her blue eyes were inches from his. The predatory gleam had softened. The clinical assessment had faded. What remained was something rawer. More honest. The woman he'd married.

"I love you so much," she said.

Adam's throat was dry. He swallowed, tasted the ghost of his own release, the lingering sweetness of hers, and found his voice.

"I'm sorry."

"For what?"

"Two minutes." The words scraped against his larynx. "You deserve better than two minutes."

Sophie pushed herself up on one elbow. Her blonde hair fell across her face, and she brushed it aside with an impatient gesture. "Adam. Look at me."

He did.

"Did I come?"

The question was direct. Clinical. The old Sophie surfacing for a moment before the new one reasserted control.

"Yes."

"Then stop apologizing." Her hand pressed flat against his sternum. He felt his heartbeat pulsing against her palm. "We've got" she glanced at the clock…" less than two hours until they get here. And I need you to understand something."

He waited.

"Whatever happens tonight," she said, and her voice was quiet now, serious, stripped of the playful cruelty she'd worn on the beach, "it doesn't change this. It doesn't change us. You're my husband. You're the man I'm going to have children with. Kwame and Temba are "…she paused, searching for the word…" an adventure. A holiday. Something we look back on when we're old and boring and laugh about."

"Will we laugh about it?"

Her lips curved. "We might. Or we might just get really, really turned on remembering it."

Adam's spent dick gave a feeble twitch against her thigh.

Sophie felt it. Her smile widened. "See? You're already thinking about it."

"I'm always thinking about it."

"Good." She lowered herself back onto his shoulder. Her lips brushed his collarbone. "Whatever happens this is only holiday fun. Fun before we settle down and raise our kids.."

The word landed in his chest. Together. Not her commanding and him following. Not the new dynamic that had turned their marriage inside out over the past four days. Together.

"How long do we have?"

"Less than two hours."

Adam's arm tightened around her shoulders. The clock ticked. The sea murmured. Somewhere on the beach, two black giants were swimming in the shallows, watching the sun begin its slow descent toward the horizon, waiting for six o'clock.


Chapter Six

At half past six, the telephone on the kitchen counter rang.

Adam looked up from the balcony where he had been staring absent-mindedly across the swimming pool. The late afternoon sun had begun to soften, casting long shadows across the immaculate white buildings of the resort.

He crossed the apartment and picked up the receiver.

"Good evening, Mr Fletcher. Reception here. Your two visitors have arrived."

Adam hesitated for the briefest moment.

"Thank you," he replied. "Please send them up."

He replaced the handset carefully.

For a second, he simply stood there.

It had been his decision to say yes.

His decision to invite them.

Yet hearing the receptionist say the words out loud somehow made everything feel real.

"They're here?" Sophie called from the bedroom.

He turned.

"Reception's just rung."

"Good."

Her answer came without hesitation.

"I'll just freshen up."

The bathroom door closed.

Adam wandered back onto the balcony, trying to convince himself this was simply two new friends coming for a drink before dinner.

Nothing more.

The resort looked exactly as it had every evening that week. Couples wandered around the pool with cocktails in hand. Children laughed in the distance. Music drifted faintly from the pool bar.

Everything appeared perfectly ordinary.

His heart, however, refused to agree.

Five minutes later the apartment buzzer sounded.

Adam opened the door.

Kwame smiled broadly.

"Evening, Adam."

Temba nodded politely.

"Thanks for inviting us."

"Come in."

Both men stepped inside with the relaxed ease of people who already felt welcome.

Adam closed the door behind them.

By the time he turned around, they had wandered through to the balcony, taking in the panoramic view across the resort.

Kwame rested his forearms lightly on the rail.

"This is beautiful," he said. "We've seen these apartments from outside plenty of times, but never from up here."

Temba nodded in agreement.

"You've got one of the best views."

Adam smiled awkwardly.

"We've been lucky."

"It's more than luck," Kwame said, glancing across the gardens. "This is a lovely place."

Adam shrugged.

"It's only for two weeks."

Before anyone could say anything else, they heard Sophie's voice from inside the apartment.

"Hello, gentlemen."

All three men turned towards the open-plan living room.

For the first time since inviting them, Adam realised the evening he had imagined in his head and the evening that was about to unfold might not be quite the same thing.

Sophie stood in the doorway, the lightweight mesh cover-up draped loosely over her shoulders after her shower. She wore nothing else. Her blonde hair was still damp, and she smiled with an ease that immediately changed the atmosphere in the room.

Adam's breath caught.

Kwame broke into a broad smile.

"You look ready for this evening," he said warmly.

"Thank you," Sophie replied, stepping into the living room.

Adam’s mouth went dry.

He clapped Adam on the shoulder as if they were old friends, his palm warm and heavy through the thin cotton of Adam’s shirt.

Temba said nothing. His dark eyes stayed on Sophie, tracking the rise and fall of her chest beneath the mesh.

“Babe, before anything happens, I have to know you’re ok with this.” Her voice was soft, but there was steel beneath it. She wanted him to say it.

Adam’s throat tightened. His voice came out barely more than a hoarse croak, “Both?” He asked, the word cracking at the edges.

Sophie tilted her head, her blue eyes fixed on him with that new, knowing glint. “Is both worse than one?” She paused, letting the question land. “And babe, how can I leave one out?” She gestured with her chin toward Kwame and Temba, who stood relaxed and waiting, their arms still loosely around her waist. “They’re a package deal.”

Adam’s gaze flickered between the two young men, tall, muscular, impossibly confident, and his wife, so small and radiant between them. His shorts strained against his hardening dick, a physical betrayal of the turmoil in his mind.

Sophie nodded toward the tented fabric, a slow smile spreading across her lips. “We can all see what your body wants,” she said, her voice dropping to a silken whisper. “But I need you to tell me.”

Adam swallowed hard, his hazel eyes wide, caught between fear and desperate arousal. He looked like a rabbit in headlights, trembling on the edge of something immense. “Yes,” he breathed, the word escaping before he could stop it. “I want this.”

“Come,” Sophie said, and she took both men by the hand, leading them toward the master bedroom. The throw shifted with each step, offering glimpses of bare hip, the underside of her breast, the long curve of her spine.

Adam didn’t move.

He stood in the living room, barefoot on the cool tile, listening to the distant crash of waves below the balcony. His erection pressed insistently against his shorts, a physical confession his mouth had already made.

“Adam.” Sophie’s voice floated back to him. “You’re not going to watch from out there, are you?”

Her tone carried something new. A command wrapped in silk.

He followed.

The bedroom was vast, all white linens and soft lighting, the sliding doors open to a private terrace. Kwame had already shed his shirt, revealing the geography of his chest, planes of muscle, skin like polished obsidian. Temba stood at the foot of the king-sized bed, arms folded, watching Sophie with the patience of a man who understood that anticipation was its own pleasure.

Sophie turned to face Adam. The mesh throw caught on her nipple as she breathed.

“Come here,” she said.

He walked to her. She reached up and cupped his face, her thumb tracing his cheekbone. “I love you,” she murmured. “You know that, don’t you?”

A nod. His voice had abandoned him entirely.

“Good.” She kissed him, softly, almost chastely, nothing like the devouring kisses she’d given Kwame and Temba moments before. “Now sit.” She pointed to an armchair near the window. “And don’t touch yourself unless I tell you to. I want you hard and desperate afterwards.”

The chair was upholstered in grey velvet. Adam sank into it, his hands gripping the armrests, his knuckles already pale.

Kwame came up behind Sophie. His hands found her waist, enormous against the narrow taper of her torso. He bent his head and pressed his lips to the curve of her neck, and Sophie’s eyes fluttered closed. Her mouth parted.

“You smell incredible,” Kwame murmured against her skin. “Like the sea and something sweet.”

Sophie laughed, breathless. “Sunscreen, probably.”

“No.” His fingers gathered the mesh fabric at her hips, lifting it inch by inch. “Something else.”

Temba moved then. He didn’t speak, he simply knelt, his massive frame folding with surprising grace, and his hands found Sophie’s ankles. He looked up at her, a question in his dark eyes.

She nodded.

His palms slid upward, over her calves, behind her knees, along the sensitive skin of her inner thighs. Sophie’s breath hitched. The mesh throw bunched around her waist now, and from his chair Adam could see everything, the way Temba’s thumbs traced the crease where thigh met hip, the way Kwame’s fingers had found her breasts through the fabric, the way Sophie’s head fell back against Kwame’s chest.

“She’s so responsive,” Kwame said, not to Adam, not to anyone in particular. “I love a woman who knows what she wants.”

Temba’s hands reached her hips. He gripped the mesh throw and pulled it downward, and it pooled around her ankles like seafoam. She stood naked between them, lit by the dying gold of the Lanzarote sun, her body a study in contrasts, the pale cream of her skin against the deep darkness of their hands.

“Beautiful,” Temba said. His first word since entering the apartment.

The reverence in his voice sent a pulse through Adam’s groin.

Kwame lifted Sophie and laid her on the bed. She arranged herself among the pillows, propped on her elbows, watching Temba strip off his shirt. The fabric cleared his shoulders and Adam felt something catch in his chest. The man was built like a sculpture, deltoids like carved stone, pectorals so defined they cast shadows, a torso that narrowed into a waistband that sat low on his hips.

Kwame was already undoing his shorts.

Sophie’s eyes found Adam’s across the room. She held his gaze as Temba climbed onto the bed, as Kwame positioned himself beside her, as four hands began to explore her body with a deliberation that bordered on worship.

“Are you watching, babe?” Her voice had gone husky. “Are you seeing this?”

“Yes.” The word scraped out of him.

Temba’s mouth found her left breast. His tongue circled her nipple once, twice, before drawing it between his lips. Sophie gasped, her spine arching off the mattress. Kwame’s hand was between her legs now, his middle finger parting her with a slowness that made her hips buck.

“She’s soaked,” Kwame announced. “Absolutely dripping.” He held up his hand, and in the lamplight his finger glistened.

Adam’s dick throbbed. He gripped the armrests harder.

Sophie reached for Kwame’s waistband. She tugged his shorts down, and what sprang free made Adam’s breath stop entirely. Kwame was enormous, circumcised, thick as Sophie’s wrist, curving slightly upward with a head that gleamed. Beside him, Temba had freed himself too, and he was no less imposing. Longer, perhaps, with a heaviness that made Adam’s own slender five inches feel like a footnote.

There it is. The thought surfaced before he could stop it. That’s what she needs.

“Condoms,” Sophie said, her voice carrying the last note of caution she would offer.

There was a brief pause. Kwame and Temba exchanged a glance, and then both men shook their heads.

Kwame took his thick black cock in his hand, stroking it lazily as he met Sophie’s eyes. “Condom don’t fit, mama.” His voice was low, almost apologetic, but the corners of his mouth curved into a knowing smile.

Temba added, his deep voice rumbling from somewhere behind Sophie, “Skin to skin is always better.” He said it simply, as though stating an obvious truth, his dark eyes fixed on hers with unwavering certainty.

Sophie’s gaze flickered to Adam in the armchair. Her husband sat frozen, his breath shallow, his straining dick a mute witness to the negotiation taking place on the bed.

She looked back at Kwame, at the latex-free length he still held in his fist. Then at Temba, who had not moved to retrieve anything from his pockets. A flicker of hesitation passed through her, a single, sharp thought of the baby she and Adam were trying for, of the birth control she’d stopped taking weeks ago. But the thought dissolved almost as quickly as it came. They were here now, the three of them waiting, and there was no way she was going to stop. Not when her blood was humming with want, not when the sight of those two men made her feel more alive than she had in years. She let out a slow breath and nodded, her chin dipping once in clear acceptance. “Okay,” she said, her voice steady despite the flutter in her chest. “Then come here.”

Her lips parted. Her heart beat against her ribs like a drum.

She nodded, her blue eyes wide, her bottom lip caught between her teeth.

Kwame moved between her thighs, his thick bulbous head finding her slick, waiting folds. He slid the head up and down a few times, soaking his cock in her juices, watching her face as he teased her. Then he entered her slowly, so slowly that Adam could see every inch disappear, could track Sophie’s reaction in the tightening of her jaw, the fluttering of her eyelids, the involuntary clench of her fingers in the sheets. A sound escaped her throat. Not a moan. Something deeper.

“Oh my God,” she breathed. “Oh my God.”

Kwame began to move. His rhythm was unhurried, each stroke deliberate, and Sophie’s body rose to meet him with a fluency that spoke of instincts older than thought. Temba knelt beside her head, stroking himself, and Sophie turned her face toward him. Without hesitation, without instruction, she opened her mouth and took him in.

Adam watched his wife pleasure two men at once, and the world narrowed to the slick sounds of sex, the creak of the bed frame, the salt-breeze drifting through the terrace doors. His own need was a physical ache, his shorts tented obscenely, but he didn’t dare touch himself. Not yet.

Kwame’s pace quickened. Sophie’s muffled cries vibrated around Temba’s length, and her hand clawed at Kwame’s back, leaving faint red lines on his dark skin. The bed shook. Sophie muffled cry around Temba's thick length. Adam saw his wife toned things shaking in her orgasm. The pillows scattered. Temba’s head fell back, his jaw tight, and Adam understood Sophie was doing something with her tongue, something that had this enormous, stoic man coming undone.

“Close,” Kwame grunted. “I’m close.”

Sophie pulled her mouth from Temba just long enough to gasp, “Not inside. On me. Adam, Adam needs to see.”

The words struck Adam like a physical blow. She was thinking about him. Even now, even here, she was orchestrating this for his eyes.

Kwame withdrew. Sophie lay back, her chest heaving, her skin flushed pink from her breasts to her cheeks, and both men positioned themselves above her. Their hands worked in unison, fast and practiced, and then…..

Warmth. Adam saw it spatter across her stomach, her ribs, the valley between her breasts. Thick and white and abundant. Sophie’s eyes stayed locked on his the entire time.

The room fell quiet save for heavy breathing.

Sophie lay there, glazed and glistening, and after a long moment she crooked a finger at Adam.

“Your turn,” she said. “Clean me up.”

Adam slid from the chair and crossed the room on unsteady legs. Kwame and Temba stepped aside, watching with expressions he couldn’t read. He knelt beside the bed, his face inches from his wife’s stomach.

“Lick,” Sophie commanded.

He lowered his head. The taste was salt and something else, something unfamiliar, and his dick leaked against his shorts as his tongue traced a path across her skin. Sophie’s hand found the back of his head, guiding him lower.

“All of it,” she murmured. “Every last drop.”

Behind him, Kwame chuckled. “I think your husband likes that.”

Sophie’s fingers tightened in Adam’s hair. “I know he does,” she said. “He’s going to make me come with his mouth now, aren’t you, babe? While I can still taste Temba on my tongue and feel Kwame between my legs.”

Adam’s answer was a muffled moan against her thigh.

“Then,” Sophie continued, her voice dropping to something almost cruel, “when I’m finished… we’re going to talk about Temba going next. Bare.”


Chapter Seven

Adam’s tongue still throbbed with the memory of her, salt and musk and the faint, foreign taste of them. He knelt at the bedside, his shorts damp with pre-cum, his hands gripping his own thighs to keep from touching himself. Above him, Sophie’s breathing had slowed. Her second orgasm had left her flushed from her collarbone to her navel, a sheen of sweat glazing the plane of her stomach.

She blinked her eyes open and found Kwame and Temba sprawled in the armchairs facing the bed. They’d been watching.

Watching Adam’s mouth work between her legs. Watching her come apart under her husband’s tongue.

“Please, boys,” Sophie said. Her voice carried the lazy confidence of a woman who knew exactly what she wanted and expected to get it. “I want to suck your cocks.”

Kwame grinned and rose first, his frame silhouetted against the amber light spilling through the terrace doors. Temba followed without a word, his movements deliberate, unhurried, as though there was nowhere else in the world he needed to be. Their cocks swung heavy between their thighs, half-hard from the show, glistening faintly at the tips.

Sophie pushed herself onto all fours. The mattress dipped under her weight. Her breasts hung full and pale beneath her, nipples still tight from her climax, and her round backside rose toward the ceiling like an offering. Her blonde hair fell forward, brushing the white sheets.

Kwame reached the edge of the bed first. His cock was already thickening, rising from its resting state with the slow magnificence of something alive. Sophie reached out and took it in her hand. Her fingers couldn’t close around it, not even close. She held it as if weighing fruit, her palm mapping its heft, her thumb tracing the prominent ridge that ran along its underside.

“Jesus,” Adam heard himself whisper.

Sophie’s head dipped. She pressed a kiss to the very tip, her full lips brushing the crown with a tenderness that seemed almost contradictory to the thickness she held. Then she turned her head and looked down at Adam, kneeling only a couple of feet away.

Their eyes met.

Her expression was not cruel. It was curious. As though she were cataloguing what she saw in him, the parted lips, the glassy stare, the way his chest rose and fell in shallow, rapid bursts. Whatever she found there satisfied her. A small, private smile flickered across her mouth before she turned back to Kwame.

She opened her lips and took him in.

Adam watched his wife’s mouth stretch around flesh that was darker than midnight, her cheeks hollowing with the suction. Her head moved in slow, practiced strokes, and the wet sounds filled the quiet room, soft clicks and swallows and the occasional gasp when she pulled back for air. Her right hand pumped Temba’s length now, working him to full hardness with the same rhythm.

Then she switched.

Her mouth left Kwame with a slick pop, and she turned without pause to take Temba between her lips. The angle was different. Temba was longer, and Sophie had to tilt her head to accommodate him, her throat working visibly as she pushed herself deeper. Her hand found Kwame again, slick with saliva now, and she stroked him with quick, twisting motions that made his abdomen tense.

Kwame exhaled through his teeth. “Damn, mama.”

Temba said nothing. But his hand came to rest on the back of Sophie’s head, not pushing, not guiding, just there, a weight she could lean into if she chose. She chose. She pressed forward until her nose nearly touched his abdomen, and a strangled sound caught in her throat.

Adam’s dick screamed for release. He didn’t move.

Sophie alternated with a rhythm that felt almost musical, suck, stroke, switch, suck, and the three men watched her in their different ways. Kwame watched with open admiration, his head tilted, occasional words of encouragement slipping from his lips in a low rumble. Temba watched with the stillness of a hunter, his dark eyes tracking every flicker of her tongue, every flutter of her lashes. And Adam watched like a man witnessing his own undoing, helpless and hard and utterly, devastatingly grateful.

Sophie’s sapphire-blue eyes were bright, almost luminous in the warm bedroom light. Her high cheekbones caught the lamplight, and her button nose flared slightly with each breath as she worked. Her naturally full lips, with their delicate Cupid’s bow, now glistened with spit and pre-cum, stretched obscenely around one thick black cock and then the other. The contrast, her pale cream skin, their obsidian darkness, was almost painterly.

She pulled back, a strand of saliva connecting her bottom lip to Temba’s tip. “You two are going to ruin me for anyone else,” she murmured, and the words landed in Adam’s chest like a fist.

Both cocks now stood at full attention, rigid and dark and glistening with her saliva. The late sun caught the moisture on their skin, making them gleam like polished wood.

Sophie sat back on her heels. She looked at Temba.

“Temba,” she said.

He met her gaze.

“I want you to fuck me.” Her voice was steady, but something flickered behind her eyes, a deeper hunger, something she hadn’t yet named. “But this time I want you to cum inside me.”

The room held its breath.

Kwame’s grin faded into something more serious, more watchful. He glanced at Adam, measuring the husband’s reaction, then back at Sophie. “You sure, mama?”

Sophie didn’t answer him. She was still looking at Temba.

Temba tilted his head. His thumb stroked the crest of her cheekbone, a gesture so unexpectedly tender that Sophie’s lips parted. “You want my seed,” he said. Not a question.

“Yes.” The word barely made it past her throat.

“Inside you. Inside your womb.”

A shudder moved through her. “Yes.”

From his place on the floor, Adam made a sound, half moan, half whimper. Sophie’s fingers tightened in the sheets. She didn’t look at him. Not yet.

Temba’s hand slid down to her chin, tilting her face upward. “Say it again,” he said. “So he hears.”

Sophie’s blue eyes fluttered. She knew exactly who he was. “I want you to fuck me, Temba. I want you to fill me. I want to feel you spill inside me while my husband watches from the floor.” She paused, her gaze never leaving his, a slow, deliberate smile curving her lips. “Unprotected. No birth control. Maybe I have your baby.”

The words hung in the air, but Adam did not move. A dark noise came from him; a groan, low and animal, dragged from somewhere deep in his chest.

Sophie’s head tilted, her blue eyes finding him on the floor. She was still on all fours, still glistening, still flanked by the two young men whose cocks stood wet and eager before her. Her voice dropped to something silkier, something that wrapped around his throat like a leash.

“You’re ok with that, babe, aren’t you?” She paused, letting the question settle. Then she added, with a flicker of command that made his stomach tighten, “Tell him.”

Adam’s mouth opened. For a moment, nothing came out. His gaze travelled from Sophie’s beautiful, expectant face to Temba’s dark, patient eyes. The big Zimbabwean stood utterly still, his cock jutting from his body like a statement of intent, his hand still resting on Sophie’s head as though she belonged there.

Adam swallowed. His voice, when it finally emerged, was hoarse, but it did not waver.

“Please cum inside my wife,” he said, each word distinct. “Make her pregnant.”

The admission cracked something open in the room. Sophie’s lips curved into a slow, satisfied smile, and she turned back to Temba with the air of a queen who had received her due offering.

He remained kneeling on the carpet, his hands still clamped to his own thighs, his shorts tented and damp. His chest had stopped rising. It was as if the breath had been stolen from his lungs and replaced with something heavier, something that pressed against his ribs from the inside.

His face was a study in stillness. His hazel eyes, usually so warm and thoughtful, had gone wide and glassy, fixed on the tableau before him. His lips were slightly parted, and a fine tremor ran through his jaw, barely visible, like a string plucked and left to vibrate. He did not blink. He did not swallow. He simply watched.

The muscles of his throat worked once, convulsively, as if trying to form words that would not come. His knuckles were white where he gripped his own thighs. The slender outline of his erection strained against his shorts, painfully obvious, a confession his body had already made even as his mind struggled to catch up.

He looked small. Kneeling there, with his neat chestnut hair and his ordinary, decent face, he looked like a man who had walked into a room and found himself in a dream he could not wake from. His gaze moved from Temba's dark, commanding face to Sophie's flushed, radiant one, and something flickered in his expression—not jealousy, not anger, but a kind of wonder. Awe, perhaps. Or the quiet, devastating recognition of his own irrelevance in this moment.

Kwame let out a long, low whistle and stepped back, giving Temba room. He understood, somehow, that this moment belonged to the quiet giant who rarely spoke and always, always listened.

Temba climbed onto the bed behind Sophie. The mattress dipped, and she adjusted her position, knees wider, back arched, her round heart-shaped ass presented to him with a willingness that bordered on supplication. His massive frame curled over her, his chest against her spine, his lips against her ear.

“You will feel me for days,” he murmured.

Sophie’s eyelids drooped. Her mouth fell open.

His left hand splayed across her hip, steadying her. His right guided himself to her entrance, that thick, blunt head pressing against folds already swollen and slick from two orgasms and a husband’s devoted tongue. He didn’t thrust. He pushed. Slowly. Inexorably. The way a tide claims the shore.

Sophie gasped. Her spine arched further, her head dropping between her shoulders.

“Oh, oh, oh big, so big!”

“Breathe,” Temba rumbled.

Adam saw everything. The incremental disappearance of that massive cock into his wife’s body. The tremble in her thighs. The whimper that escaped her throat with every inch. Temba’s dark hand looked enormous against her pale hip, his fingers dimpling her skin.

He bottomed out. Sophie’s entire body quaked.

“Look at him,” Temba instructed, his voice steady and deep as earth.

Sophie raised her head. Her eyes found Adam’s. She was crying, not from pain, but from fullness, from the impossible stretch of it, from the terrifying intimacy of meeting her husband’s gaze while another man’s cock was buried to the hilt inside her.

“You see this, babe?” Her voice cracked. “You see what he’s doing to me?”

Adam nodded. His tongue couldn’t form words.

Temba began to move. Not fast. Not rough. Each stroke was a long, grinding withdrawal followed by an equally deliberate return, and Sophie’s cries rose and fell with the rhythm. The sound of skin meeting skin was wet and percussive. The bed frame knocked against the wall in steady, metronomic beats.

“Tell him,” Sophie gasped. “Temba, tell him what you’re going to do.”

Temba’s pace didn’t falter. His dark eyes lifted to Adam. “I am going to finish,” he said, each word punctuated by a thrust, “inside your wife. I am going to empty my seed into her. And you are going to watch.”

Adam’s hips bucked involuntarily. His shorts were ruined.

“Closer,” Temba commanded. “Come closer.”

Adam crawled forward on his knees until he was beside the bed, his face level with Sophie’s hip, close enough to see the glisten of her stretched skin around Temba’s shaft, close enough to smell the raw, animal scent of their coupling.

Temba’s rhythm deepened. Sophie’s cries pitched higher. Her fingers clawed at the sheets, and Kwame, still standing nearby, stroked himself slowly as he watched the scene unfold.

“I’m close,” Temba grunted. “Where?”

“Inside,” Sophie sobbed. “I told you. Inside, inside, please….”

Temba’s jaw clenched. The muscles of his shoulders and back seized, and he drove into her with three final, devastating thrusts, each one forcing a sharp cry from Sophie’s lips. Then he stilled. Buried to the root. His head fell back, his throat exposed, and a sound rumbled from his chest—something ancient, something triumphant.

Adam watched his body pulse. Could almost feel it, the hot flood of it, the sheer volume that Sophie would later describe in a voice thick with wonder. Sophie gave a deep, guttural cry as she came, the intensity of feeling Temba spill deep inside her wrenched the sound from somewhere primal, a release that shook through her frame in long, rolling waves. Her thighs quivered against his hips, her inner muscles clutching and milking him in rhythmic, desperate pulses, drawing out every last drop as though her body refused to let a single trace escape. Her fingers twisted in the sheets, her back arching so deeply that her shoulder blades pressed together, and the cry that left her lips was not quite pleasure, not quite pain, it was surrender. Complete, unquestioning surrender to the heat flooding her womb.

For a long moment, no one moved.

Then Sophie collapsed forward, her face buried in the pillows, Temba still inside her. Her body shook with the aftershocks. A thin trickle of white escaped where they were joined and ran down her inner thigh.

Kwame broke the silence with a soft laugh. “Shit.”


Chapter Eight

Adam's tongue traced the landscape of her, swollen folds, the salt-slick tang of Temba's seed, the deeper, earthier taste of Sophie herself. His wife's thighs trembled against his ears. Her fingers found his hair and twisted.

"Slower," she breathed into the pillow. "Make it last."

Behind him, he heard the soft sounds of Kwame and Temba settling into the armchairs. The clink of a water glass. The murmur of low voices. They were spectators now, watching the husband clean his wife with the same casual interest they might give to the sunset outside.

Adam didn't care.

His world had narrowed to the heat beneath his mouth, the way Sophie's hips rolled in languid circles against his face, the small gasps she made when his tongue found her clit. He traced the pearl of it with the tip, feather-light, then drew it between his lips. Suckled. Released.

"God." Sophie's spine arched. "Yes. Like that."

Her approval sent a pulse straight to his groin. His shorts were a disaster now, soaked through, clinging to his erection, but the command still held him. Don't touch yourself unless I tell you to. He pressed his hips into the edge of the mattress instead, a futile pressure that only deepened the ache.

Above him, Sophie shifted. Rolled onto her back. Her legs draped over his shoulders, pulling him deeper into the vee of her thighs, and Adam went willingly, his hands gripping the sheets on either side of her hips.

She propped herself on her elbows and looked down at him.

"Look at you," she murmured. Her chest still flushed from her last climax, the mesh throw long since discarded somewhere on the floor. "You'd stay down there all night if I let you, wouldn't you?"

A muffled sound of assent vibrated against her flesh.

From the armchair, Kwame chuckled. "Man's dedicated. I'll give him that."

Temba said nothing, but Adam felt the weight of his gaze. Felt both their gazes, actually, two pairs of dark eyes tracking the movement of his mouth, the submission of his posture. The knowledge that he was being watched while he performed this intimate act sent a fresh surge of heat through his belly.

Sophie felt it too. Her hand tightened in his hair.

"They're watching you, babe," she said, her voice dropping. "Watching you eat another man's cum out of me. Does that turn you on?"

His tongue froze for half a second. Then he resumed, slower, more deliberate, as if to prove her point.

"Answer me."

He pulled back just far enough to speak, his lips still brushing her skin. "Yes."

"Yes what?"

"Yes, it turns me on." The words scraped out of him, raw and honest. "Knowing they're watching. Knowing they've had you. Knowing I'm cleaning up what they left inside you."

Sophie's breath caught. Her head fell back, exposing the column of her throat, and Adam watched the flush spread from her cheeks to her collarbone. She was close. He could feel it in the quickening of her pulse against his tongue, the involuntary clench of her inner muscles, the way her thighs tightened around his head.

"Keep talking," she commanded.

And Adam, who spent his days writing code and attending stand-up meetings and discussing server architecture, found words spilling from his mouth that he hadn't known were there.

"I can still taste him," he said, his voice muffled against her folds. "Thick. Salty. All over my tongue. And underneath that, you. Just you. The way you always taste. I could live down here, Soph. I could…."

Her hips jerked. "Don't stop. Don't you dare stop."

He didn't. His tongue worked her opening, dipping inside to chase the last traces of Temba's release, then sliding up to circle her clit with a pressure that bordered on too much. Sophie's thighs clamped around his ears, muffling sound, and for a moment the world went quiet, just the thud of his own heart, the taste of her, the tremble of her body against his face.

Then she shattered.

Her cry was sharp and wordless, cut off mid-breath as the orgasm seized her. Her back bowed off the mattress, her fingers yanking at his hair hard enough to sting, and Adam kept his mouth exactly where it was—steady pressure, steady rhythm, riding the wave with her until she collapsed, panting, against the damp sheets.

Silence.

Then, from the armchair: "Brother." Kwame's voice was genuinely impressed. "You've got skills."

Adam pulled back, his chin glistening, his jaw aching. Sophie's hand slid from his hair to his cheek, her thumb brushing the wetness there.

"My good husband," she said. Soft now. Almost tender. "My very, very good husband."

The praise settled over him like warm water. His cock throbbed. Still, he didn't touch himself.

Sophie sat up slowly, swinging her legs over the side of the bed. Her body moved with the boneless grace of the thoroughly satisfied, muscles loose, skin glowing, hair a tangled mess of blonde around her shoulders. She reached for the water glass on the nightstand and took a long drink, her throat working as she swallowed.

Then she looked at Kwame and Temba.

"One of you," she said, "needs to do something about him." She jerked her chin toward Adam, still kneeling on the floor in his ruined shorts. "He's been good. He deserves a reward."

Kwame and Temba exchanged a glance. Some silent communication passed between them—the kind that came from years of friendship, of sharing women, of reading each other's intentions without words.

Temba nodded once. Then he stood.

Adam watched him rise from the armchair, all six-foot-four of him, still naked, still half-hard. His cock swayed with each step as he crossed the room, and Adam's mouth went dry at the memory of watching that same cock disappear inside his wife.

Temba stopped in front of him.

"Stand up," he said.

Adam's legs were unsteady. He braced himself against the bed and rose, suddenly aware of how small he felt next to the Zimbabwean's massive frame. The top of his head barely reached Temba's shoulder.

Temba's dark eyes studied him with that unnerving stillness. "Your wife says you've been good." His voice was low, rumbling, a sound felt more than heard. "Have you?"

Adam swallowed. "Yes."

"Have you done everything she asked?"

"Yes."

"Have you touched yourself?"

"No. She told me not to."

Temba's mouth curved, not quite a smile, but something close. "Then she should be the one to reward you."

He stepped aside.

Sophie was still on the bed, one leg folded beneath her, watching the exchange with hooded eyes. She patted the mattress beside her. "Come here, babe."

Adam climbed onto the bed. The sheets were warm where Sophie had been lying, still damp in places. She reached for the waistband of his shorts.

"These need to come off."

He lifted his hips, and she peeled the fabric down his legs. The cool air hit his erection and he hissed through his teeth. He was so hard it hurt, five inches of straining, desperate flesh, slick with pre-cum, the head an angry shade of purple. Beside Kwame and Temba's massive equipment, it looked almost obscene in its smallness.

Sophie wrapped her fingers around him.

"Look at me," she said.

He did. Her blue eyes were luminous in the lamplight, her lips still slightly swollen from earlier. She began to stroke him with slow, twisting pulls, and Adam's breath left his lungs in a rush.

"You watched two men fuck me tonight," she said, her voice conversational, as if she were discussing the weather. "You watched me suck their cocks. You licked their cum off my skin. You asked one of them to get me pregnant." Her thumb circled his head, gathering moisture. "And now I'm going to make you come. Do you know why?"

He shook his head. Words were beyond him.

"Because you gave me this." Her grip tightened. Her pace quickened. "You gave me control. You let me be what I needed to be. And that, Adam Fletcher, is the most attractive thing a man can do."

His hips bucked. His vision swam.

From somewhere behind him, Kwame's voice: "Better catch it, mama. Looks like he's about to blow."

Sophie's free hand came up to cup his balls, and that was it, that gentle pressure, that proprietary touch, and Adam's orgasm tore through him with a violence that surprised them both. He cried out, a strangled sound, and his release spattered across Sophie's hand, her stomach, the sheets. Pulse after pulse, each one wrenched from somewhere deep, until he was empty and shaking and clinging to her shoulders like a drowning man.

For a long moment, he simply breathed.

Sophie wiped her hand on the sheets without ceremony. Then she pulled him down beside her, his head against her shoulder, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his chest.

"Good boy," she murmured.

Behind them, Kwame rose from his chair, stretching his lean frame with a casual roll of his shoulders. "I'm going to grab a shower," he announced, already padding barefoot toward the bathroom. "Then maybe we order food? I'm starving."

Sophie sat up, her blonde hair a tangled halo around her face. She glanced at Kwame, then back at Adam, still sprawled and trembling on the damp sheets. A slow smile curved her lips. "I'll shower with you," she said, her voice light and teasing. "Then you two can shower."

Adam's stomach tightened. He opened his mouth, but no sound came out. Sophie was already rising, her nude body moving with the easy grace of a woman utterly in command. She didn't look back as she followed Kwame into the bathroom, her round hips swaying with each step.

He heard the water turn on. Heard Kwame's low laugh. Heard Sophie's answering murmur, playful and intimate.

And then the sound of skin meeting skin, sharp and wet, followed by Sophie's muffled gasp.

Adam lay there, his dick softening against his thigh, still sticky with his own release. He stared at the ceiling, listening to the rhythmic creak of the shower door, the splash of water, the unmistakable rhythm of fucking, fast and urgent, Kwame's grunts counterpointed by Sophie's rising moans. He knew exactly what was happening in there. Kwame's hands on her hips, her palms braced against the tile, water streaming down their bodies as he took her from behind.

But Adam said nothing.

He had given her what she wanted. He had given her control. And now, lying in the wreckage of their sheets, his wife's pleasure echoing from the bathroom, he understood that this was what he had asked for.

He closed his eyes. And waited.

Temba grunted in agreement.

The mundane domesticity of it was so surreal that Adam almost laughed. Here he was, lying in a bed soaked with the evidence of his own debasement, his wife's body still marked by the seed of another man, and they were discussing takeaway.


Epilogue

The tapas bar spilled golden light onto the cobblestones of the old town. Lanzarote at night hummed with a different energy—cooler, more intimate, the distant crash of waves replaced by the clink of wine glasses and the murmur of a dozen languages overlapping.

Sophie sat between them. Kwame on her left, Temba on her right. Her cream shoulders bare in a halter dress the colour of sunset, her blonde hair still slightly damp from the shower. She looked like a woman who had been thoroughly made love to and was already thinking about the next time.

Adam sat opposite. His chair was slightly back from the table, as though he'd been pushed there by an invisible hand. His shorts, the same ones from earlier, hastily rinsed, were already tenting again.

Pathetic. He knew it. Couldn't stop it.

"So, what's good here?" Kwame asked, scanning the menu with an easy smile. His bicep brushed Sophie's bare arm as he gestured at the dishes.

"Everything," Sophie said. Her voice had that new quality, the one that had arrived somewhere between Temba's first thrust and Kwame's shower session. "Order whatever you want."

Temba's hand found her thigh under the table. Adam saw the fabric of her dress shift, saw the slight parting of her lips. Temba didn't look at her. His dark eyes stayed on the menu, his expression placid, but his thumb traced slow circles on her skin.

"Patatas bravas," he said. "Garlic prawns. The Iberian ham." His voice was low and measured, each word a stone dropped into still water.

Sophie's hand disappeared under the table. Kwame's posture shifted almost imperceptibly. His grin widened.

"You hear that?" he murmured to Sophie. "Man knows his ham."

She laughed, bright and genuine, the laugh of a woman who had not a care in the world. Her free hand reached for Kwame's forearm, her fingers pale against the dark muscle. Adam watched the geography of their bodies, the way his wife had become the centre of a constellation, the two young men orbiting her like twin planets.

Their food arrived. They ate. Adam tasted nothing.

Adam saw them now. The way the other diners looked at their table. The waiter, a middle-aged Canarian with a patient smile, lingered just a second too long when he set down their drinks, his eyes flicking from Sophie to Kwame to Temba, then to Adam. A micro-expression, pity? amusement? Before he retreated.

The elderly British couple at the next table. The woman's fork paused halfway to her mouth. Her husband followed her gaze, then quickly looked down at his plate, his ears reddening.

A group of German tourists laughed a little too loudly, a little too deliberately, as if to prove they weren't staring.

Adam felt the weight of every glance. The math of it was simple, writ large across the geography of their table. A 38-year-old husband in wrinkled shorts, sitting apart, his chair pushed back like an afterthought. And opposite him, his 30-year-old wife, radiant and bare-shouldered, framed by two young black men in their early twenties, all muscle and easy confidence, their bodies angled toward her like compass needles to north.

Everyone could see.

The waiter returned with their patatas bravas. He set the dish at the centre of the table, deliberately equidistant from all four of them, as if terrified of assigning allegiance.

Sophie didn't seem to notice. Or if she did, she didn't care. She lifted a crispy potato to her lips, bit into it, and let her tongue catch a crumb. Kwame's hand rested on the back of her chair. Temba's fingers traced patterns on her knee.

Adam's throat tightened. His erection pressed against his fly, and he was certain, absolutely certain, that the German tourists could see it. That the elderly British wife had glanced at his lap and then away.

He reached for his wine glass. His hand trembled slightly.

Baby, Sophie had called him, in that voice that was equal parts endearment and mockery.

He drank. The wine was sharp and cold. It did nothing.

Kwame's hand rested on the small of Sophie's back now, his thumb hooking into the fabric of her dress. Temba's palm had crept higher up her thigh, and Sophie's breath had taken on a shallow, anticipatory quality that Adam recognized from years of marriage.

She caught him staring. Her blue eyes flicked down to his lap, then back up. A smile. Small. Private. A promise or a threat, Adam couldn't tell anymore.

He shifted in his chair. His erection pressed painfully against his fly.

"Enjoying the food, babe?" she asked.

"Delicious," he managed.

"Good." Her tongue touched her bottom lip. "We should come here again."

Kwame tore a piece of bread and dipped it in garlic oil. "You come here before?"

Adam almost laughed. The absurdity of it, four people making small talk over tapas while his wife's hand stroked a man's cock under the table and another man's fingers inched toward her centre. "We like this place," he said. "Three times last week."

"Ah." Kwame chewed thoughtfully. "Resorts are nice. But the real island is out here." He gestured at the plaza, the palm trees silhouetted against the darkening sky, the locals walking arm in arm. "This is Lanzarote."

Sophie leaned into him. "Then show us."

They walked through the old town afterward, past whitewashed buildings and bougainvillea spilling over walls in cascades of magenta. Sophie walked ahead, flanked by the two men, her hips swaying with a rhythm that seemed almost theatrical. She held Temba's hand in her left, Kwame's in her right.

Adam trailed behind. A few paces back. The space felt deliberate, as though he'd been assigned a position, a distance he was meant to keep.

Strangers glanced at the quartet. A woman in a floral sundress looked from Sophie to the two towering men to the pale, ordinary man bringing up the rear. Her brow furrowed. Then understanding dawned, and she looked away quickly.

Adam's face burned. His dick stayed hard.

They stopped at a viewpoint overlooking the marina. Yachts bobbed in the darkness, their rigging clinking like wind chimes. The sea was a black mirror under the moon.

Sophie released both men and turned to face Adam. "Come here."

He stepped forward.

She cupped his cheek. Her palm was warm from holding Temba's hand. "You've been so good all evening," she murmured. "Following us. Not complaining. Not making a scene."

"Thank you."

"I wasn't finished." Her thumb traced his cheekbone. "You've also been hard since we left the apartment. Anyone paying attention would have noticed."

Adam swallowed.

"Is that what you want? For people to notice? For them to see what you are?"

The question hung in the salt air. Kwame leaned against the railing, watching with detached interest. Temba stood perfectly still, a statue carved from shadow.

"I don't know," Adam whispered.

"I think you do." Sophie's hand dropped from his face. "I think you know exactly what you are. You just need me to say it." She leaned close, her lips brushing his ear. "You're my good little cuckold. And tonight, when we get back, you're going to sleep on the sofa while I take both of them again. You're going to listen to me scream. And you're not going to touch yourself. Understand?"

A whimper escaped him. He nodded.

"Words, babe."

"Yes. I understand."

She kissed his forehead. "Good boy." Then she spun away, her dress flaring, and threaded her arms through Kwame's and Temba's elbows. "Let's go home."

The apartment was cool. The moonlight spilled through the terrace doors, painting silver rectangles on the tile floor.

Sophie stood between Kwame and Temba, her body still humming from the night's promise. She tilted her head, studying Adam with that same blade-sharp smile. "Adam, darling, please tell me what you want."

Adam's breath caught. He knew the game now. Knew each time she asked, she wasn't seeking information, she was seeking surrender. His voice came out not much more than a whisper, cracked and raw: "Please, take my beautiful Sophie into the bedroom and fuck her."

The words hung in the air. Sophie's smile softened into something almost tender. She turned to Kwame, her hand sliding up his chest, and murmured, "You hear that? He gave us permission."

Kwame's grin was slow and wolfish. "Good husband."

Temba said nothing. He simply took Sophie's hand and pulled her back toward the bedroom, his eyes never leaving Adam's. The door clicked shut, soft, final.

Adam lay back on the sofa. The ceiling was white. The walls thin. From the bedroom, Sophie's voice, clear as a bell: "Now. Both of you. Don't make me wait."

Adam closed his eyes. His hand stayed at his side.

From the bedroom, voices. Low and indistinct. Then Kwame's laugh, that easy, rolling sound. Then Sophie's gasp.

Adam closed his eyes.

The sofa cushions were firm. A decorative pillow wedged under his neck. He pulled a throw blanket over his body, careful not to let it touch the tent of his shorts.

The bed creaked.

Sophie's voice, muffled: "I want both of you. At the same time."

Adam's dick throbbed. He pressed his palm against it through the blanket, not stroking, just holding. The pressure was almost worse than none at all.

Kwame: "You think you can take it?"

Sophie: "I think I want to try."

A pause. Then Temba's deep rumble: "Turn over. Face down."

The sound of bodies shifting. A sharp intake of breath. Then Sophie's moan, long and low, the kind of sound that started in the chest and worked its way up. Adam knew that moan. Had heard it countless times when he was inside her. But now it was different, pitched higher, threaded with something that might have been pain or pleasure or both.

"Oh God," Sophie cried. "Oh God, that's….."

"She's taking it," Kwame said, wonder in his voice. "Look at her. She's taking both of us."

The bed frame struck the wall. Once. Twice. A rhythm began, slower than before, heavier. Sophie's cries rose and fell with it, sometimes intelligible, sometimes just breath and need.

Adam lay on the sofa, his face pressed into the cushion, and listened.

His mind drifted. He thought about Henley-in-Arden. About their house, with its tidy garden and the spare room they'd already started calling the nursery. About his parents, who'd paid for this holiday, who asked every Sunday if there was "any news." About the baby Sophie had been trying to conceive.

The baby she might already be carrying. Temba's. Or Kwame's.

His dick leaked against his shorts.

In the bedroom, Sophie screamed, not in distress, but in climax. The sound tore through the apartment, raw and triumphant, and Adam felt it in his teeth. The rhythm of the bed quickened. Kwame's grunts grew sharper, more urgent. Temba's voice was a low prayer in a language Adam didn't understand.

Then silence. Just breathing, heavy and wet.

Adam waited. His own heart hammered against his ribs.

The bedroom door opened. Lamplight spilled into the living room, and Sophie stood in the doorway. Naked. Her skin gleamed with sweat, her hair a wild tangle, her thighs streaked with white. She leaned against the doorframe as if her legs might buckle.

"Adam." Her voice was hoarse.

He sat up. The blanket fell away.

"We're going to sleep now," she said. "The three of us. In our bed. You'll stay here."

"Sophie…."

"And tomorrow," she continued, "we're going to the beach. All four of us. And you're going to watch them rub sunscreen on me. You're going to buy them drinks. You're going to be a perfect gentleman." Her smile was a blade in the dark. "Because we have another week here. And I intend to use it."

She closed the door.

Adam lay back down. The ceiling was white and blank above him. His erection had not diminished. He didn't touch it.

From the bedroom, the murmur of Kwame's voice. Sophie's answering laugh. Temba's low rumble. They were settling in, the three of them, arranging pillows and bodies in the bed where Adam had slept with his wife for five nights before everything changed.

He stared at the ceiling.

One more week.


Book Three Teaser

The holiday is only half over.

The first week changed Adam and Sophie forever.

The second week will decide what remains of their marriage.

Kwame Mensah and Temba Ndlovu arrived in their lives as two friendly black African young beach traders. Confident, charismatic and seemingly uncomplicated, they quickly became part of Adam and Sophie's daily routine beneath the Lanzarote sun. But what began as casual conversations has evolved into something far more complicated.

For Sophie, the two men represent freedom, confidence and a side of herself she has never dared to explore.

For Adam, they have become an obsession. Every day he tells himself he should draw a line. Every day he finds another reason not to.

As the days pass, the boundaries of their marriage continue to shift. Trust is tested. Jealousy becomes addictive. Every choice raises a new question.

How much influence will Kwame and Temba have over Adam and Sophie's relationship?

How far will Sophie allow their friendship to develop?

How far will Adam let her go?

And perhaps the most disturbing question of all...

How far does he secretly want her to go?

With another week remaining in paradise, none of them can predict where the journey will end, or whether any of them will leave Lanzarote as the people who first arrived.

Because sometimes the greatest danger isn't inviting someone into your holiday.

It's inviting them into your marriage.


If you enjoyed ‘Taboo: The Holiday That Changed Everything’

you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Taboo: Cuckold by the School Bully

My Girlfriend Craved the Big Black Bully Who Broke Me

By Emma Sluttily

Freddy never thought someone like Chloe would ever want him.
She’s beautiful, confident, curvy, and completely out of his league; the kind of woman every man notices the second she walks into a room. And somehow, despite his awkwardness, his insecurities, and the scars left behind by years of bullying, she chose him.

For the first time in his life, Freddy feels safe. Then Marcus Reid walks back into his world.


At school, Marcus was everything Freddy feared; tall, muscular, charismatic, and untouchable. The ruthless bully who humiliated him in front of classmates, mocked his weakness, and left wounds that never truly healed. Now Marcus is older. Bigger. More confident than ever. 

And the moment his eyes settle on Chloe, Freddy feels that old terror returning.
At first it’s only flirting. Lingering smiles across a crowded bar. Private jokes.


Dangerous chemistry Chloe insists means nothing. 

But Marcus knows exactly how to get inside people’s heads. And Chloe can’t stop thinking about him.

As Freddy watches the woman he worships become drawn toward the powerful man who once destroyed his confidence, jealousy turns into obsession, fear becomes arousal, and one reckless kiss begins a descent none of them can stop.


Because some bullies never really stop taking what they want.


A dark, emotionally intense interracial cuckold erotic novel filled with jealousy, dominance, humiliation, obsession, manipulation, and forbidden desire. Perfect for readers who love psychological but also very explicit and kinky cuckold stories with slow-burn corruption, powerful alpha males, and relationships pushed far beyond their limits.
  

Kinky, Illicit, cuckold, bi-encouragement, BBC, interracial erotica.


Available now on Amazon Kindle.

Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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