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Chapter One

Adam Fletcher woke to the sound of laughter.

For several seconds, the thirty-eight-year-old IT consultant didn't know where he was.

His hazel eyes opened to brilliant morning sunshine pouring through the glass balcony doors, illuminating the unfamiliar ceiling above him. His neck ached. One arm had gone numb beneath his body, and the decorative cushion he'd used as a pillow had somehow ended up on the floor.

Then he remembered.

The apartment.

Lanzarote.

The sofa.

Kwame and Temba.

Sophie.

Everything came back at once.

Adam pushed himself upright and ran a hand through his short chestnut-brown hair. At just under six feet tall, he possessed the lean, unremarkable build of a man who spent most of his working life behind a computer rather than inside a gym. He was reasonably handsome in a quiet, conventional way, with an open face and kind eyes, but he had never been the sort of man who commanded attention when he entered a room.

That had never bothered him.

Adam had never needed to be the centre of attention.

He had Sophie.

For five years, that had always been enough.

From somewhere behind him came another burst of laughter.

Sophie's laughter.

He knew that sound better than almost anything in the world.

The polite laugh she used with people she barely knew. The slightly forced one she produced when his father told the same story for the hundredth time. The uncontrollable giggle that sometimes seized her after too much wine.

This was different again.

Relaxed.

Happy.

Comfortable.

Adam stood and followed the sound towards the kitchen.

Three heads turned.

"Morning, sleepyhead."

Sophie.

His wife stood beside the kitchen island making coffee.

Even after five years together and three years of marriage, Adam could still find himself momentarily captivated by how beautiful she was.

At thirty, Sophie Fletcher possessed the kind of effortless, girl-next-door beauty people remembered. She stood five feet seven, with shoulder-length blonde hair framing a classically pretty face dominated by large, expressive blue eyes, high cheekbones, a neat button nose and naturally full lips that seemed made for smiling. Years of gym workouts and Pilates had given her an athletic yet unmistakably feminine figure, full firm 36D breasts, with a slim, toned waist, softly curved hips and long, shapely legs. She was naturally confident in her appearance and had always enjoyed looking after herself, although until Lanzarote Adam had never fully understood just how much she enjoyed the attention her beauty attracted.

This morning her blonde hair was tousled from sleep and she wore no make-up.

She still looked breathtaking.

She smiled at him.

Not awkwardly.

Not guiltily.

Just Sophie.

"Coffee?"

Adam stared at her for half a second too long.

"Please."

"Thought so."

She reached for another mug.

"Morning, man."

Adam turned towards the voice.

Kwame Mensah sat comfortably on one of the stools beside the kitchen island.

At twenty-three, the young Ghanaian was everything Adam physically wasn't. Standing over six feet two inches, Kwame possessed the lean, naturally athletic physique of someone accustomed to spending his days outdoors. His deep ebony skin contrasted strikingly with an infectious white smile, while his handsome face, warm dark-brown eyes and neatly cut low fade gave him an easy, youthful confidence. Broad-shouldered and athletic without appearing excessively muscular, he possessed a natural charisma that seemed to make strangers comfortable around him within minutes.

It was that charisma, Adam reflected, that had first drawn Sophie towards him.

Or perhaps it had been the smile.

Adam still wasn't entirely certain.

"Morning," Adam replied.

"Sleep okay?"

The deeper voice came from the balcony.

Temba Ndlovu stood beside the open glass doors.

If Kwame drew attention through charm, Temba commanded it simply through physical presence.

The twenty-four-year-old Zimbabwean stood close to six feet four inches tall, noticeably taller and more powerfully built than his friend. His broad shoulders, muscular chest and heavily developed arms gave him an imposing appearance, complemented by rich dark-brown skin, closely cropped black hair and a neatly maintained short beard. His strong, masculine face was dominated by deep-set brown eyes that seemed to observe far more than he ever commented upon.

Like Kwame, Temba wore nothing but a pair of old, slightly tatty board shorts, practical and faded from countless days spent beneath the fierce Lanzarote sun. Both young Black African men stood bare-chested in the apartment, their deep ebony skin accentuating their athletic physiques, broad shoulders and sharply defined six-pack stomachs. Side by side, the two men made a striking pair, Kwame leaner and more athletic, Temba taller and considerably more powerful, yet both possessed the unmistakable physical confidence of young men completely comfortable in their own bodies.

Where Kwame was naturally outgoing, Temba was quieter.

Calmer.

More difficult to read.

Adam had always found something slightly unnerving about the way Temba could remain silent for several minutes and still somehow seem completely present in every conversation.

"Fine," Adam answered.

The lie came surprisingly easily.

Sophie placed his coffee on the counter.

"Here."

"Thanks."

Their fingers touched briefly as he took the mug.

Such an ordinary gesture.

Husband and wife.

Morning coffee.

Except that two weeks earlier, Adam and Sophie Fletcher had arrived in Lanzarote alone.

Kwame and Temba had been complete strangers then.

Two young African men selling handmade jewellery and souvenirs along the beach.

Now they were standing in Adam and Sophie's five-star holiday apartment.

They had slept there. In the double bed with Sohie, relegating Adam to the small 2-seater sofa.

They were eating breakfast there.

And apparently they were staying.

Adam took a sip of coffee.

"So," Sophie said brightly, "we've been discussing today."

"We have?"

"We thought we'd stay here."

Adam frowned.

"Here?"

"The resort."

She gestured towards the balcony and the enormous swimming pool sparkling beneath the morning sunshine.

"Pool day."

Kwame nodded enthusiastically.

"That pool is too good not to use."

Temba glanced outside.

"And quieter than the beach."

Sophie smiled.

"Exactly."

Adam noticed the word immediately.

We.

We thought.

We decided.

He looked at the three people standing around the kitchen.

His beautiful thirty-year-old wife.

The charismatic young Ghanaian.

The quiet, physically imposing Zimbabwean.

And then there was Adam.

The husband.

He wondered exactly when he'd stopped being part of the decision-making process.

"Sounds good," he said.

"Good."

Sophie picked up her coffee.

That was it.

Decision made.

Four people were going to spend the day beside the pool.

And Adam was beginning to understand that the most extraordinary thing about their new arrangement was how quickly everyone else seemed to find it completely ordinary.


Chapter Two

It was just before lunchtime when the four of them finally made their way down to the pool.

By then, the Lanzarote sun was high in a cloudless blue sky, its heat shimmering above the pale stone terraces surrounding the resort's enormous swimming pool. The morning rush for loungers had passed, and many of the guests had already retreated beneath parasols or wandered towards the pool bar in search of cold drinks and something to eat.

They were lucky.

Four loungers stood empty together near the far end of the pool, close enough to the water to enjoy the occasional cooling breeze but slightly removed from the busiest part of the terrace.

"Perfect," Sophie declared.

She reached them first.

Adam arrived moments later carrying the beach bag and immediately noticed the arrangement Sophie had chosen.

Four loungers.

Kwame took the first.

Sophie claimed the second.

Temba settled onto the third.

That left Adam with the fourth.

He stood there for a moment, looking at them.

Sophie was between the two young men.

Adam was on the opposite side of Temba.

It was ridiculous, he told himself.

They were sun loungers.

Nothing more.

Yet the arrangement seemed strangely symbolic of everything that had changed between them.

Less than two weeks ago, Adam and Sophie would automatically have chosen loungers beside one another. They wouldn't even have discussed it. They were husband and wife. They sat together, walked together, ate together.

Now Sophie had placed herself naturally between Kwame and Temba without apparently giving it a second thought.

And Adam had been relegated to the end.

Nobody commented on it.

That somehow made it worse.

Adam lowered the bag beside his lounger.

Sophie was already removing her mesh beach throw.

She had chosen the bright turquoise bikini she'd bought during their first week on the island. The vibrant colour complemented her shoulder-length blonde hair, blue eyes and developing golden tan beautifully. Its minimalist design flattered the athletic yet unmistakably feminine figure she maintained through regular gym sessions and Pilates, while the high-cut bottoms emphasised her long, shapely legs.

There was no longer the slightest trace of the self-consciousness she might once have felt.

Sophie simply slipped the lightweight mesh cover-up from her shoulders, folded it loosely and placed it beside her bag.

Adam noticed immediately.

Kwame and Temba's eyes travelled over her with undisguised appreciation. There was no awkward glance away, no attempt by either man to pretend they hadn't noticed how beautiful she looked. Their attention seemed completely natural now, almost familiar, as though admiring Sophie had become something neither of them felt any need to conceal.

What struck Adam most was Sophie's reaction.

Or rather, her complete lack of one.

She didn't blush. She didn't reach for the discarded cover-up or make any attempt to hide herself. She seemed entirely comfortable with their attention, accepting it with the easy confidence she might once have reserved exclusively for her husband. There was an intimacy in that familiarity that unsettled Adam far more than the looks themselves.

Only days earlier, Kwame and Temba had been strangers.

Now they looked at his wife with the relaxed appreciation of men who felt completely at ease in her company.

And Sophie, settling back comfortably between them beneath the Lanzarote sunshine, appeared equally at ease with them.

Adam watched her settle onto the lounger between the two men.

Completely relaxed.

Completely comfortable.

At home.

That was what struck him.

Not simply that Sophie was sitting between Kwame and Temba, but how natural the arrangement seemed to her.

Kwame stretched out on one side of her, his lean, athletic body already soaking up the midday sunshine. Temba occupied the lounger on her other side, his enormous frame making the furniture appear almost comically small beneath him.

And beyond Temba sat Adam.

He leaned back and put on his sunglasses.

From where he was positioned, he could hear the three of them talking.

Kwame suggested getting lunch from the pool bar.

Sophie immediately agreed.

Temba wanted to swim first.

"Definitely," Sophie said. "I'm roasting."

She sat up.

"Coming, babe?"

Adam looked towards her.

For a moment, he considered saying yes.

Instead, he shook his head.

"In a minute."

"Okay."

Sophie stood.

Kwame was already heading towards the water.

Temba followed.

Sophie hurried after them.

Adam watched from behind his sunglasses as the three of them reached the edge of the pool.

There was laughter.

A splash.

Then another.

Adam remained where he was.

He glanced at the three empty loungers beside him.

Kwame's.

Sophie's.

Temba's.

Then his own.

Four loungers in a neat line.

It shouldn't have mattered who was sitting where.

But somehow it did.

Because Adam was beginning to realise that becoming the third wheel in his own marriage hadn't happened through one enormous decision.

It was happening through dozens of tiny ones.

Who Sophie sat beside.

Who she talked to first.

Who she went swimming with.

Who made plans for the day.

Individually, none of them meant anything.

Together, they were beginning to mean everything.


Chapter Three

The bottle dangled from Sophie's fingers, white plastic catching the midday glare.

Kwame's grin spread wide. "I've got skills," he said, already reaching for it.

But Temba's hand closed around Sophie's wrist. Not grabbing. Claiming. His dark eyes held hers, and something passed between them, a negotiation conducted in silence.

"Temba," Sophie murmured. "You want to?"

He didn't answer with words. He simply took the bottle, unscrewed the cap, and poured a generous pool of white lotion into his palm. The coconut scent hit Adam's nostrils from two loungers away.

Kwame laughed, settling back against his lounger. "Man doesn't speak much, but when he moves, he moves."

Adam watched Temba's hands. Those enormous black hands, the same hands that had gripped Sophie's hips last night, that had splayed across her pale stomach while he emptied himself inside her, now rubbed together, warming the lotion.

Sophie turned her back to Temba and lifted her blonde hair off her neck. The slender straps of her turquoise bikini top crossed her shoulder blades. Temba's palms met her skin, and Sophie's eyes fluttered closed.

"God, that's nice," she breathed.

Temba worked in silence. His hands moved across her shoulders with the deliberate care of a sculptor smoothing clay, slow circles, firm pressure, his thumbs tracing the ridge of her spine. Sophie's head lolled forward.

"You're very good at this," she said.

"I know."

Kwame snorted. "Modest, too."

From his position on the far side of Temba's lounger, Adam saw everything. The way Temba's fingers curled over Sophie's shoulders. The way her back arched into his touch. The way the other guests around the pool, the German couple from 4B, the retired British man who always read the Financial Times, the young Spanish newlyweds, watched the scene unfolding.

They all knew. Adam was certain of it. They'd seen Sophie and Adam at the pool every other day last week, a normal couple on holiday. Now they saw the same woman being massaged by a towering black man while another lounged beside her and her husband sat apart, silent.

The German woman whispered something to her partner. The Financial Times lowered an inch.

Sophie's voice cut through his thoughts. "Lower, Temba."

Temba's hands slid down her spine. His thumbs dug into the small of her back, working the dimples just above her bikini thong, and Sophie made a sound, soft, throaty, barely audible, that Adam recognized all too well.

"That's it," she murmured. "Right there."

"Sophie….." Adam's voice came out hoarse. He cleared his throat.

She opened her eyes, turning her head slightly. "Yes, babe?"

The question hung there. What did he want to say? That people were watching? That Temba's hands were venturing too far? That the lotion application had crossed some invisible line from practical to sexual?

But there was no line. Not anymore. Not after last night.

"Nothing," he said. "Just… the sun's strong. Make sure you're covered."

Sophie smiled, that new smile, the one that was equal parts affection and power. "Temba's being very thorough. Aren't you, Temba?"

"Always." His hands reached her hips now, palms spanning the curve of her waist. He poured more lotion, and the liquid trickled down her side, disappearing under the turquoise fabric.

"Legs next," Sophie announced. She stretched out on the lounger, face down, her ankles crossed. The pose was casual. The effect was anything but.

Temba shifted position. He moved to kneel beside the lounger, and now Adam had an unobstructed view of his wife's body, the length of her, the glisten of freshly lotioned skin, the thin strip of turquoise that bisected her round backside. The thong left nothing to the imagination. The flesh of her ass rose like two pale moons, gleaming with oil.

Temba started at her ankles. His massive hands engulfed her calves, working upward with agonizing slowness. He kneaded each muscle, his thumbs tracing the contours of her legs as if memorizing them. Sophie's toes curled.

Kwame leaned back, arms folded behind his head. "You're spoiling her, brother."

"She deserves spoiling."

The German woman stood up abruptly and walked toward the pool, her splash louder than necessary.

Temba's hands reached Sophie's thighs. He paused there, his fingers inches from the curve of her ass, and looked at her.

She lifted her head, meeting his gaze over her shoulder. "Don't stop."

His palms slid higher. The lotion made her skin slick, and the sound was wet and rhythmic as he worked her upper thighs. His thumbs traced the crease where thigh met buttock. Once. Twice. On the third pass, his fingertip brushed the edge of her bikini bottoms.

Sophie's breath caught.

From the other side of Temba, Adam gripped the arms of his lounger. His erection pressed against his swim shorts, a familiar ache. The Financial Times had been abandoned entirely now. The British retiree stared openly, his mouth slightly ajar.

The bottle clicked open again. Temba squirted another thick blob of lotion into his big palm, the sound wet and deliberate against the afternoon heat. He didn't ask. He simply reached down and brought both large black hands to cup each of Sophie's round ass cheeks, his fingers spreading wide to claim the territory.

Sophie's breath hitched against the lounger cushion. She was face-down, her cheek pressed to the fabric, and Temba started to massage the oil in thoroughly, deep, circular motions that made her flesh yield under his palms. The turquoise thong was a mere thread between his fingers, barely an obstacle.

The occasional very low moan escaped Sophie's lips into the towel below her, muffled but unmistakable. She was trying to disguise her arousal, but her hips betrayed her, pressing back into his hands like a cat seeking more attention.

Adam watched from his lounger. The German woman had stopped swimming entirely, standing waist-deep, her eyes fixed on the scene.

Kwame, a lazy smile on his lips. "She's quiet today."

"First time for everything," Temba replied, his voice flat, but his hands never stopped moving.

Sophie's fingers curled against the lounger, gripping the edges. Another sound escaped her, softer this time, almost a whimper, and she bit her lip, her eyes still hidden.

Sophie floated between the two men, her body loose and languid, the coconut scent of lotion mingling with chlorine.

Temba turned his head toward Kwame, his voice low but carrying. "Last night, she was a lot louder."

Kwame's laugh rumbled across the water. "Oh yeah? Couldn't hear much from my end. Thin walls."

"Thin everything," Temba said. "Thin walls. Thin sheets. Thin little noises that turned into something else."

Both men laughed again, and Adam felt it like a punch to the gut, but the kind of punch that landed somewhere unexpected, somewhere deep and shameful. His slender dick throbbed against the fabric of his swim shorts, a persistent ache that matched the memory: Sophie's muffled cries through the thin partition between the bedroom and the sitting room, the headboard knocking against the wall, the wet sounds that had kept him awake and hard and helpless on the sofa.

Sophie's cheeks flushed, but she didn't move.

"Turn over," Temba said.

Sophie turned. Her bikini top had shifted, revealing the inner curve of her left breast. She didn't adjust it. Her blue eyes found Temba's dark ones, and she waited.

Temba poured lotion onto her stomach. The liquid pooled in her navel, and he spread it outward with the flat of his palm, up toward her ribs, down toward the waistband of her thong, his fingers dipping just beneath the turquoise fabric before retreating. Sophie's stomach tensed. A visible shudder ran through her.

"You're trembling," Temba observed.

"Your hands are cold."

"No." His voice was stone. "They're not."

Sophie's lips parted. Something unspoken passed between them, and Temba's hand moved lower. His palm covered her mound through the bikini bottoms, just resting there, a warm weight that made Sophie's hips shift involuntarily.

Adam's breath stopped.

Temba's fingers curled slightly. The pressure was barely there. Teasing. A promise and a withholding at once. He traced the seam of her through the damp turquoise fabric, and the material clung to her, revealing the shape of her with devastating clarity.

"Temba," Sophie whispered. A warning? An invitation? Adam couldn't tell anymore.

But Temba withdrew. He sat back on his heels, his expression placid, as if he'd done nothing more remarkable than apply sunscreen. "Done."

Sophie sat up slowly, her cheeks flushed. She looked at Adam over Temba's shoulder, and her expression was curious, searching. She was cataloguing him, the rigid posture, the white-knuckled grip on the lounger, the tent in his shorts that he couldn't hide.

"Babe?" Her voice was light, but the question beneath it was serious. Are you okay? Is this too much?

Adam opened his mouth. The words were there, the objection, the assertion of husbandly rights, the demand that they stop this charade. But beneath those words lay another truth: he didn't want it to stop. The heat in his groin, the racing of his pulse, the humiliation of being watched while other people saw his beautiful wife being touched by another man, it all converged into something that felt terrifyingly close to joy.

"All good," he said.

Sophie held his gaze a moment longer. Then she smiled, the real smile, the one she reserved for him alone. "Good boy."

Kwame clapped his hands together. "Now that the sunscreen situation is handled, who's for another swim?"

"I'm in," Sophie said, rising. The thong had ridden up; she didn't fix it. "Coming, Temba?"

"In a moment." He was looking at Adam. That steady, unnerving gaze. "You coming, Adam?"

The question was simple. The meaning was not.

Adam nodded. "Yeah. Let me just…" He gestured vaguely at his lap, at the erection that needed a minute to subside.

Temba's mouth curved, not quite a smile, but close. He stood, all six-foot-four of him, and followed Sophie and Kwame to the pool's edge. Sophie dove in cleanly. Kwame cannonballed. Temba descended the steps with measured, deliberate grace.

Adam remained on his lounger. The German woman had returned from her swim and was now speaking animatedly to her partner in hushed tones. The Financial Times lay folded on a table, forgotten. The Spanish newlyweds had shifted their chairs to face away.

Everyone had seen. Everyone knew.

Sophie's laugh rang out across the water. She was floating on her back between Kwame and Temba, her blonde hair fanning out around her, her turquoise-clad breasts breaking the surface. The two young men flanked her like guardians.

Or owners.

Adam couldn't decide which.

He stood, adjusted his shorts as discreetly as possible, and walked to the pool. The water was cool against his skin. Sophie turned at the sound of his splash, and her smile, wide, genuine, utterly unrepentant, hit him like a wave.

"There you are," she said. "We were waiting for you."

But as Adam swam toward them, he noticed that neither Kwame nor Temba moved aside to make room.


Chapter Four

That evening, it was Temba who suggested they go somewhere different.

They had spent most of the day around the resort pool, and as the heat finally began to soften, the conversation had turned naturally towards dinner.

"I know somewhere," Temba said.

Kwame immediately smiled.

"I know where you're thinking."

"Where?" Sophie asked.

"African restaurant," Kwame explained. "Other side of the old town. Away from all the tourist places."

Sophie looked interested immediately.

"What kind of African food?"

"A bit of everything," Kwame said. "Mostly West African, but the owner changes the menu. Depends what he gets."

"We know him," Temba added. "We've done some work for him."

Adam looked between them.

It was another reminder that there was a Lanzarote beyond the five-star resorts, cocktail bars and restaurants he and Sophie knew. Kwame and Temba inhabited a completely different version of the island.

"Is it good?" Sophie asked.

Temba smiled.

"Very."

"Then we're going."

Sophie said it decisively.

Adam smiled.

Apparently, that was settled.

By seven o'clock, the apartment had become unexpectedly busy.

Kwame and Temba had disappeared for an hour to collect some clothes and returned carrying small bags. Within minutes, the bedroom had somehow become the domain of Sophie and the two young men.

Adam found himself getting changed in the open-plan living room.

He stood beside the sofa pulling on a pair of lightweight chinos and a pale linen shirt, listening to the conversation drifting through the partially closed bedroom door.

Sophie's laughter.

Then Kwame's voice.

"No. Not that one."

"What's wrong with this one?"

"Nothing's wrong with it."

"Then why not this one?"

Temba said something Adam couldn't hear.

Sophie burst out laughing.

"Oh, shut up."

Adam stopped buttoning his shirt.

He looked towards the bedroom.

It was strange.

Normally this was something he and Sophie did together.

She would emerge from the bedroom wearing one outfit and ask what he thought.

Adam would tell her she looked beautiful.

She would accuse him of saying that regardless of what she wore.

He would insist it was true.

Sometimes she would change three or four times before eventually choosing the first dress she'd tried.

It was one of those insignificant rituals that belonged to their marriage.

Except tonight Adam wasn't involved.

Kwame and Temba were helping his wife choose what to wear.

He finished buttoning his shirt.

From the bedroom came another ripple of laughter.

"What about the cream one?" Kwame asked.

"The crochet one?"

"Yes."

Adam recognised it immediately.

Sophie had worn the dress earlier in the holiday when they'd gone into town for dinner, and he still remembered the first time she'd stepped out of the bedroom wearing it.

It was a short, cream-coloured crochet dress, elegant yet unmistakably daring, woven from a delicate open-knit fabric that followed the contours of Sophie's athletic, feminine figure. The halter neck design left her shoulders and much of her upper back bare, while the plunging V-shaped neckline drew attention to her natural full 36D breasts. The dress narrowed around her slim, toned waist before fitting closely over her softly curved hips and remarkably round, heart-shaped backside, the lightweight crochet fabric moving naturally with her whenever she walked.

The hemline finished high on her thighs, leaving almost the entire length of her long, toned yet shapely legs exposed, while intricate lace-up detailing along the sides offered occasional glimpses of her lightly sun-kissed skin. Against Sophie's golden holiday tan, shoulder-length blonde hair and striking blue eyes, the soft cream colour was particularly flattering. It was the sort of dress that somehow managed to look relaxed enough for a warm Lanzarote evening while still making her impossible to overlook.

Adam remembered watching her step from the bedroom in it for the first time.

Remembered being momentarily speechless.

Tonight, however, he wasn't the man helping her choose it.

"Too much?" Sophie asked.

"For this restaurant?" Temba replied.

A pause.

"No."

Kwame laughed.

"Definitely not."

Adam stared towards the bedroom door.

He wanted to walk in.

There was nothing stopping him.

It was his bedroom.

His holiday apartment.

His wife.

Yet somehow, he felt as though entering without being invited would be an intrusion.

The thought unsettled him.

He picked up his watch from the coffee table and fastened it around his wrist.

Behind the bedroom door, the conversation continued.

Three people.

Choosing Sophie's clothes.

Laughing together.

Adam stood alone in the living room.

For the first time, he understood that being pushed to the edge of his marriage wasn't always going to happen through dramatic confrontations.

Sometimes it would be something as mundane as getting dressed for dinner.

He heard the bedroom door open.

Adam turned instinctively.

Kwame appeared first, dressed simply in dark jeans and a fitted casual shirt. Temba followed in lightweight trousers and a plain black shirt that stretched across his broad shoulders.

Then Sophie appeared behind them.

Adam looked at his wife.

For a moment, whatever jealousy he'd been feeling disappeared beneath the familiar realisation that Sophie was extraordinarily beautiful.

She smiled.

"Well?"

The word was addressed to him.

Adam looked at her.

He wondered whether she genuinely wanted his approval.

Or whether Kwame and Temba had already given her all the approval she needed.

"You look beautiful," he said.

Sophie smiled warmly.

"Thank you, babe."

She crossed the room and kissed him lightly.

For one brief moment, Adam felt reassured.

Then she turned towards Kwame and Temba.

"Right, gentlemen. You're in charge tonight."

Kwame grinned.

"Then we'd better get going."

Temba opened the apartment door.

Sophie followed them.

Adam reached for the key.

Once again, he was the last one out.

And as he locked the door behind them, something about the evening ahead suddenly felt significant.

For the first time since arriving in Lanzarote, Adam wasn't taking his wife somewhere.

Kwame and Temba were taking them.

Into their world.

And Adam had no idea what they were going to find there.


Chapter Five

The restaurant, it turned out, was considerably further away than Adam had expected.

"Not far," Kwame had said as they left the resort.

Adam discovered that not far meant nearly forty minutes on foot.

The evening was warm but pleasant, the fierce heat of the afternoon finally beginning to fade as the four of them made their way towards the old town. Their route initially followed the familiar streets surrounding the resort, lined with restaurants, cocktail bars and souvenir shops, before gradually leading them away from the polished tourist district and into quieter neighbourhoods.

Almost immediately, the four of them fell into an arrangement that made Adam uncomfortable.

Sophie walked between Kwame and Temba.

The two young Black African men towered over her, Kwame on one side and the considerably taller, broader Temba on the other. Their arms rested casually around Sophie's waist, while she slipped her own arms comfortably around theirs.

Adam walked behind them.

At first, only a pace or two.

Then three.

Sometimes more.

He told himself it was because the pavement was narrow.

Four people couldn't comfortably walk side by side.

Someone had to walk behind.

It just happened to be him.

Yet as the minutes passed, Adam became increasingly conscious of the image they presented.

Ahead of him were three people who appeared entirely comfortable together.

And then there was Adam.

Trailing behind.

Sophie seemed completely oblivious to his discomfort.

She was laughing at something Kwame had said, turning her beautiful face towards him as he spoke. Moments later, Temba leaned down to add something to the conversation, and she looked up at him instead.

Another burst of laughter.

Adam heard it from behind.

He couldn't hear every word of their conversation.

That bothered him too.

He was close enough to see them.

Close enough to watch.

But not always close enough to participate.

And forty minutes, Adam was discovering, was a very long time to follow your own wife.

Sophie looked breathtaking that evening.

Adam couldn't deny it.

The cream-coloured crochet dress Kwame and Temba had helped her choose seemed made for the warm Lanzarote night. Its delicate open-knit fabric followed the contours of her athletic yet unmistakably feminine figure, the halter neck design leaving her shoulders and much of her upper back bare. The dress narrowed around her slim, toned waist before following the curve of her hips, while the short hemline left her long, shapely legs almost entirely exposed.

Adam had always loved watching Sophie walk.

Tonight was no exception.

From several paces behind, however, the experience felt completely different.

The gentle movement of her hips beneath the lightweight dress continually drew his attention. Her shoulder-length blonde hair moved in the warm evening breeze, occasionally brushing against Kwame's arm as she turned towards him.

Adam felt the familiar conflict tightening inside him.

Jealousy.

Embarrassment.

And, beneath both, an undeniable attraction to the woman walking ahead of him. His arousal at the situation of being her cuckold.

That was the part he found hardest to understand.

The situation should have made him angry.

Instead, seeing Sophie so confident and radiant seemed to intensify his awareness of just how beautiful his wife was. The fact that she was walking between two younger, taller, more physically imposing men only sharpened the contradiction.

He hated feeling excluded.

Yet he couldn't stop watching.

The two emotions existed side by side, feeding one another until Adam could no longer tell where his jealousy ended and his fascination began.

As they reached the busier streets near the old town, Adam became increasingly conscious of other people noticing them.

Perhaps they weren't.

Perhaps it was all happening inside his head.

But every glance seemed significant.

Outside one restaurant, a middle-aged proprietor was standing beside a menu board encouraging passing tourists to come inside.

His attention settled briefly on Sophie.

Then Kwame.

Then Temba.

The man smiled and nodded.

Sophie returned the greeting automatically.

A moment later, the proprietor noticed Adam several paces behind them.

His eyes lingered for perhaps half a second.

Then he looked away.

Adam felt his cheeks grow warm.

What had the man thought?

Had he assumed Adam was simply another member of their group?

Had he realised Sophie was his wife?

Did he wonder why her husband was walking behind while she occupied the space between the other two men?

Probably none of those things.

Adam knew that.

The stranger had probably forgotten them before they'd even reached the next restaurant.

But Adam hadn't.

Ten minutes later it happened again.

At least, Adam thought it did.

A waiter recognised Kwame and called out a greeting.

Kwame raised a hand without breaking stride.

The waiter looked towards Sophie between the two men and smiled.

Then he noticed Adam.

That same fleeting glance.

Adam immediately looked down.

For the briefest moment, there seemed to be something in the man's expression, a small nod of recognition, perhaps even understanding. It was almost as though he had seen this before: other English couples arriving on the island with conventional marriages and carefully defined boundaries, only to discover that holidays had a way of changing the rules.

Perhaps Adam was imagining it.

Perhaps the man had understood nothing at all.

Yet as Adam continued several paces behind his wife and the two young men, he couldn't shake the uncomfortable feeling that the stranger had taken one look at the four of them and understood Adam's place in the arrangement immediately.

His imagination supplied everything the waiter hadn't said.

He felt exposed.

Ridiculous.

And still he followed.

The further they walked, the less familiar the surroundings became.

The souvenir shops disappeared first.

Then the English menus.

Then the bright photographs of steaks, pizzas and full English breakfasts displayed outside restaurants.

The streets narrowed.

Whitewashed buildings rose on either side of them, their balconies decorated with plants and washing. The scents changed too. Charcoal smoke drifted from somewhere nearby, mingling with unfamiliar spices and the salty evening air.

Kwame and Temba clearly knew this part of town.

People greeted them.

A man leaning against a doorway called something to Temba.

Temba laughed and answered.

Sophie immediately wanted to know what had been said.

"You don't want to know," Kwame told her.

"That means I definitely want to know."

The three of them laughed again.

Adam didn't.

Not because he was angry.

He simply hadn't understood the joke.

Another tiny exclusion.

Another moment in which Sophie seemed to belong to a world he was merely being allowed to observe.

He checked his watch.

They had been walking for more than half an hour.

Sophie still hadn't once fallen back to walk beside him.

That realisation hurt more than Adam expected.

Yet he hadn't asked her to.

That was the truth he couldn't escape.

He could have called her name.

He could have quickened his pace.

He could have walked up beside them and joined the conversation.

Instead, he remained exactly where he was.

Behind.

Watching.

Following.

Eventually Sophie glanced over her shoulder.

Their eyes met.

For one fleeting moment, something passed across her expression.

Recognition, perhaps.

She knew.

Adam suddenly felt certain of it.

She knew exactly where he was.

Exactly how long he'd been walking there.

Exactly what the arrangement looked like.

Her smile appeared slowly.

"All right back there, babe?"

Kwame glanced around.

Then Temba.

For a moment, all three of them were looking at Adam.

His face burned.

"Fine."

"You sure?"

Adam had another opportunity.

He could have said no.

He could have asked Sophie to walk with him.

Instead, he smiled.

"Yeah. I'm good."

Sophie held his gaze for another second.

"Nearly there."

Then she turned around.

Her arms returned comfortably around the waists of the two men beside her.

And they continued walking.

Adam followed.

He stared at the three figures ahead of him and felt that same bewildering mixture of emotions rising again.

He was embarrassed by the position he'd accepted.

Jealous of the easy familiarity Sophie now shared with Kwame and Temba.

And fascinated by the sight of his beautiful wife becoming increasingly confident at the centre of their attention.

The contradiction was becoming impossible to ignore.

Adam told himself he was being pushed aside.

Yet every time Sophie gave him the opportunity to step forward, he chose to remain exactly where he was.

Three steps behind.

By the time Temba finally pointed towards a small restaurant tucked into a quiet side street, they had been walking for almost forty minutes.

Adam should have been relieved.

Instead, as Sophie disappeared through the doorway between Kwame and Temba and he followed them inside, one uncomfortable thought remained.

For forty minutes, he had felt like an outsider in his own marriage.

And some deeply confusing part of him had been unable to look away.


Chapter Six

The restaurant was smaller than Adam had expected.

After nearly forty minutes of walking, Temba finally led them down a narrow side street, well away from the bright lights and polished terraces of the tourist district. There was no enormous, illuminated sign outside, no waiter standing on the pavement trying to persuade passing holidaymakers to come inside. Just a modest painted frontage, an open doorway and the warm aroma of spices, grilled meat and cooking drifting into the evening air.

Inside, there were perhaps eight tables.

Only three were occupied.

At the largest sat an African family of five, sharing dishes placed in the centre of the table and talking animatedly amongst themselves. Nearby, a young Spanish couple sat opposite one another over glasses of wine.

The third table immediately caught Adam's attention.

A young Black African man, perhaps around the same age as Kwame and Temba, was having dinner with an attractive white woman who looked to be in her early thirties.

Adam noticed them because, for reasons he couldn't immediately explain, the sight seemed significant.

Then the door opened fully and their own group entered.

Kwame first.

Sophie beside him.

Temba on her other side.

Adam several steps behind.

Conversations briefly paused as people glanced towards the newcomers.

Yet nobody appeared particularly surprised.

Adam had spent the entire walk imagining what strangers thought when they saw his beautiful thirty-year-old wife framed between two tall, athletic young Black African men.

Here, nobody seemed to think anything of it.

It was simply another group arriving for dinner.

The white woman at the third table caught Sophie's eye.

For a second, the two women looked at one another.

Then the woman smiled.

It was warm and knowing, almost conspiratorial, as though the two women shared some private understanding despite never having met.

Sophie returned the smile.

Then the woman's attention moved beyond her.

She noticed Adam.

Something changed in her expression.

The corner of her mouth lifted in quiet amusement before she turned back towards her companion.

Adam felt the familiar warmth rising into his face.

There it was again.

That feeling.

Perhaps she knew nothing.

Perhaps the smile had meant nothing whatsoever.

But Adam's increasingly sensitive imagination supplied its own interpretation.

She knows.

He lowered his eyes.

Before he could dwell on it, a booming voice came from somewhere beyond the kitchen.

"Kwame!"

A man emerged through a doorway at the rear of the restaurant.

He was Black, probably somewhere in his late forties or early fifties, and possessed the same unmistakable physical presence as the two younger African men. Age had thickened his physique, giving him a broader waist and stockier build, but there was still obvious strength in his heavy shoulders and powerful arms.

His face immediately broke into a huge smile.

"My boys!"

Kwame laughed.

The greeting between the three men was immediate and affectionate.

The owner embraced Kwame first, clapping him enthusiastically across the back, before doing exactly the same with Temba.

Adam watched.

This was clearly more than the casual relationship between a restaurant owner and two occasional customers.

"You finally come to see me!"

"We've been busy," Kwame protested.

"Busy!"

The older man laughed dismissively.

"Always busy."

Then he noticed Sophie.

His expression changed immediately.

Not dramatically.

But enough for Adam to see it.

"And who is this?"

Kwame grinned.

"This is Sophie."

The man's attention settled fully upon her.

For a moment, he simply took her in.

Sophie looked particularly beautiful that evening, her shoulder-length blonde hair framing her classically attractive face, her blue eyes bright beneath the restaurant's warm lighting. The cream crochet dress followed her athletic, feminine figure, accentuating her slim waist and long legs.

The owner made no secret of noticing her.

His gaze travelled briefly over her before returning to her face.

Then his smile widened.

"Sophie."

He stepped forward and took both her hands warmly in his considerably larger ones.

"Welcome. Any friend of these two troublemakers is welcome here."

Sophie laughed.

"Thank you."

"You are visiting?"

"Two weeks."

"Ah! Holiday."

"Yes."

"Then tonight you eat properly."

Kwame laughed.

"See? I told you."

The owner gestured towards an empty table.

"Come. Sit."

He led them across the restaurant.

Kwame went first.

Sophie followed.

Temba moved alongside her.

The owner indicated the seats, and within moments Sophie was once again positioned naturally between the two young men.

Adam watched the arrangement take shape.

Then the owner turned.

For the first time, he seemed to realise someone was missing.

His eyes found Adam still standing a few feet away.

There was the briefest pause.

"Oh!"

Adam's stomach tightened.

The man's gaze moved from Adam to Sophie and then back again.

"Of course. The husband."

Adam couldn't tell whether there was amusement in his voice or whether his own embarrassment was once again causing him to hear things that weren't there.

"Adam," he said.

The owner immediately extended a large hand.

"Adam! Welcome."

They shook hands.

"Thank you."

The man guided him towards the remaining chair.

At the side of the table.

Adam sat down.

He looked across at Sophie.

She was smiling at something Kwame was saying.

Temba leaned closer to hear.

For everyone else in the restaurant, there seemed to be nothing remotely unusual about the four people sitting together.

Perhaps that was what unsettled Adam most.

The arrangement that still seemed extraordinary to him was beginning to appear completely ordinary to everyone else.

His wife between Kwame and Temba.

Adam at the side.

The owner returned carrying menus and placed them on the table.

"No menus tonight," he suddenly announced, immediately collecting them again.

Sophie laughed.

"What?"

"You trust me."

It wasn't a question.

Kwame grinned.

"You'd better."

Temba nodded.

"He's right."

Sophie looked delighted.

"Okay. I trust you."

The owner smiled broadly.

"Good girl. I bring you food."

He disappeared towards the kitchen.

Adam watched him go.

Then he looked around the table.

Kwame.

Sophie.

Temba.

And himself.

For nearly forty minutes he had followed them through the streets.

Now he had finally caught up.

Yet somehow, sitting only a few feet from his wife, Adam still felt as though he were trailing behind.


Chapter Seven

They ate for what seemed like hours.

The owner had been true to his word. There were no menus and apparently no possibility of refusing anything he decided they should try. One dish followed another, each arriving with another enthusiastic explanation: fragrant rice, richly spiced vegetables, grilled meats, unfamiliar sauces and bowls placed in the centre of the table for everyone to share.

The food was extraordinary.

Even Adam, despite everything occupying his thoughts, had to admit that.

By the time yet another dish appeared, Sophie threw up her hands and laughed.

"I can't possibly eat any more."

The owner grinned.

"You are too thin."

"I'm really not."

"You need feeding."

Kwame laughed.

"Don't argue with him. You'll never win."

Sophie turned towards him.

"I've noticed."

The owner disappeared back towards the kitchen, apparently satisfied that his guests were being properly looked after.

And once again, Adam found himself watching.

It had been happening throughout dinner.

Sophie was sitting between Kwame and Temba, and the three of them seemed to have formed their own little world at the centre of the table.

The conversation flowed effortlessly between them.

Kwame told stories.

Sophie laughed.

Temba occasionally interrupted with a correction that inevitably made the story even funnier.

There was an increasing physical familiarity between them too.

A hand briefly touching Sophie's arm as Kwame emphasised a point.

Sophie resting her hand on Temba's muscular shoulder as she leaned closer to say something.

A casual touch beneath the table, a hand on her thigh, that Adam noticed only because he had become acutely sensitive to every small interaction between them.

Nothing was hidden.

That was what made it so difficult for him.

There was no furtive behaviour. No guilty glances.

The familiarity between Sophie and the two young men was simply there for anyone to see.

Adam wondered what everyone else in the restaurant thought.

From the outside, he imagined the answer must have appeared obvious.

A beautiful blonde woman sitting between two handsome young Black African men, laughing with them, touching them with the easy familiarity of people who had grown remarkably close. Lovers!

And then Adam.

Sitting slightly apart.

The husband.

At least, Adam assumed people knew he was the husband.

He wasn't entirely certain anymore.

The thought should have made him angry.

Instead, that same confusing mixture of emotions returned.

Embarrassment.

Jealousy.

Fascination.

And arousal.

He watched Sophie lean towards Kwame as he whispered something that made her burst out laughing.

Temba shook his head.

"What?" Sophie demanded.

"Nothing."

"You disagree?"

"I didn't say anything."

"You didn't have to."

She placed a hand on his broad shoulder.

"I can read you now."

Temba smiled.

"Can you?"

"Absolutely."

Adam lowered his eyes to his plate.

I can read you now.

Such a small sentence.

Yet it bothered him.

Less than two weeks ago, Sophie hadn't known Temba existed.

Now she believed she could read him.

Occasionally, Sophie remembered Adam.

She would glance across the table.

Their eyes would meet.

For a moment, her expression would change.

"Babe?"

"I'm fine."

"You sure?"

Adam smiled.

Always the same smile.

"Of course."

Sophie would hold his gaze for another second, apparently checking that he meant it.

Then, reassured, she would turn back towards Kwame and Temba.

If anything, those brief moments only deepened Adam's embarrassment. There was something almost maternal about the way Sophie periodically checked on him, as though he were a child sitting quietly at the edge of the table while the adults enjoyed themselves. A quick glance. A reassuring smile. Are you all right? Good. And then her attention returned to the two men beside her and the conversation Adam barely seemed part of.

He knew that wasn't how Sophie intended it. She was checking because she loved him, because she cared about how he was feeling and wanted to make sure he was comfortable.

Somehow, that made it worse.

Adam didn't want to be checked on.

He wanted to matter.

Yet each time Sophie offered him that tiny opening, he smiled obediently and told her exactly what she needed to hear.

"I'm fine."

And each time, Sophie believed him.

Every time it happened, Adam realised something important.

Sophie was still checking.

Still giving him opportunities.

Still making sure he was comfortable.

And every time, Adam gave her exactly the same answer.

I'm fine.

Perhaps that was why she was becoming increasingly confident.

Why wouldn't she?

Her husband kept telling her everything was fine.

Across the restaurant, Adam caught the other white woman's eye again.

She was still sitting with the young African man.

This time she didn't laugh.

She simply looked towards Sophie.

Then towards Kwame.

Then Temba.

Finally, her gaze settled on Adam.

Adam felt himself tense.

There was something about her expression he couldn't interpret.

Understanding?

Sympathy?

Amusement?

Perhaps nothing at all.

She lifted her wine glass slightly in his direction.

A tiny acknowledgement.

Adam hesitated.

Then raised his own glass.

The woman smiled.

Adam took a drink.

He wondered how much of his situation was visible from the outside.

Perhaps everything.

Eventually, the owner returned to their table.

"Finished?"

Four voices answered at once.

"Yes."

He laughed.

"Good."

"No more," Sophie pleaded.

"No more."

"Promise?"

"Maybe dessert."

Sophie groaned.

Everyone laughed.

Even Adam.

For a moment, the tension disappeared.

They were simply four people enjoying dinner together.

Then Sophie reached for her wine.

Kwame said something quietly beside her.

She turned towards him.

Temba leaned closer from the other side.

And within seconds, the three of them were laughing again.

Adam's smile slowly faded.

He sat back in his chair and watched them.

His beautiful wife.

The two young men who had been complete strangers less than two weeks ago.

And himself.

Still there.

Still watching.

Still telling Sophie he was fine.

Adam realised then that he could no longer convincingly tell himself he had simply been pushed to the side.

Because every time Sophie looked towards him and silently offered him the chance to change things, he smiled.

And nodded.

And let the evening continue.

Perhaps the most uncomfortable truth was not that everyone else in the restaurant could see the strange new shape of his marriage.

It was that Adam was beginning to see it too.


Chapter Eight

After the meal, Adam of course settled the bill. He had expected to. The evening had been their suggestion, after all, and despite the owner's generosity, Adam was expected to pay. He handed over his card, thanked the owner for an extraordinary meal and tried not to think about how naturally he had assumed responsibility for paying for all four of them.

As they prepared to leave, however, Kwame remained standing beside the table.

"We should thank him properly," he said.

Adam glanced towards him. "I thought we just did."

Kwame smiled.

Then he stood and held out his hand to Sophie.

"Come."

Sophie looked up at him with a mixture of curiosity and amusement.

"Where are we going?"

"You'll see."

She hesitated for only a moment before placing her hand in his and allowing him to pull her gently to her feet.

Kwame looked towards Temba and Adam.

"Come."

Temba seemed to understand immediately. He rose without asking any questions and followed as Kwame led Sophie towards a door at the rear of the restaurant.

Adam was the last to move.

Once again.

He pushed back his chair and followed.

Kwame clearly knew his way around the building. He led them through the door and directly into the restaurant's working kitchen, where the heat and noise immediately enveloped them.

Several young Black African men were working behind the scenes, preparing food, washing dishes and clearing away the remains of the evening service. They appeared to be around the same age as Kwame and Temba, and it was immediately obvious from the greetings exchanged that the two men knew most of them.

"Kwame!"

One of the cooks grinned.

Another called something to Temba that Adam didn't understand.

Then they noticed Sophie.

For a moment, attention shifted towards the beautiful blonde woman walking through their kitchen between two familiar faces.

Sophie was impossible not to notice. The short cream crochet dress followed her slim, athletic figure closely, its open-knit design and halter neck cut making it considerably more daring than anything Adam would normally have expected his wife to wear to a quiet local restaurant. Against her lightly tanned skin and shoulder-length blonde hair, the cream fabric made her stand out even more dramatically in the utilitarian surroundings of the kitchen.

Adam noticed several of the men glance towards her as she passed.

Sophie noticed too.

She smiled.

Not nervously.

Not apologetically.

Simply with the same relaxed confidence she seemed to have acquired since arriving in Lanzarote.

Kwame said something to one of the men, prompting laughter from several of them.

"What did you say?" Sophie demanded.

"Nothing."

"Kwame."

He laughed.

"I'll tell you later."

Sophie shook her head, smiling as they continued through the kitchen.

Adam followed several steps behind.

The contrast wasn't lost on him.

Sophie walking confidently ahead with Kwame and Temba.

The young men in the kitchen greeting them.

Adam bringing up the rear.

Again.

At the far end of the kitchen, Kwame opened another door.

Beyond it was a surprisingly comfortable private room, part office and part sitting room. There was an old leather sofa against one wall, two mismatched armchairs and a low coffee table. A desk occupied the far corner, covered with receipts, invoices and handwritten notes.

The restaurant owner sat behind it, reading through some paperwork beneath the light of a small desk lamp.

He looked up as the four of them entered.

His eyebrows rose.

Then he smiled.

"My boys!"

Kwame grinned.

I'd add the warmth between them here, making it clear that the owner has known Kwame and Temba for some time:

"We wanted to thank you properly."

The owner placed his paperwork on the desk and slowly stood, shaking his head with an affectionate smile.

"Thank me?" he said. "You two don't need to thank me for anything."

He looked from Kwame to Temba, his expression softening.

"These boys," he said, turning towards Sophie and Adam, "I've known them a long time. They work hard. Good men, both of them. They have helped me here many times when I've needed them."

Kwame grinned.

"He's trying to say he loves us."

The owner laughed loudly.

"Don't push your luck."

Temba smiled quietly.

"He loves us."

"Out!" the owner said, pointing towards the door, although the broad smile on his face betrayed him completely.

Everyone laughed.

"They are not my sons," the older man continued, looking at Sophie, "but sometimes it feels that way. If they need something, they know they can come to me. And if I need something, I know I can call them. That is family enough for me."

Sophie smiled warmly.

"They obviously think a lot of you too."

The owner nodded, visibly touched despite attempting to hide it.

"Good boys," he said simply.

Then he looked towards Kwame again.

"So, my son. You said you wanted to thank me properly?"

Kwame's smile returned.

Adam remained near the doorway.

Sophie stood between Kwame and Temba.

And suddenly Adam had the unmistakable feeling that dinner had only been the beginning of their evening.

The air in the back room was thicker than the restaurant's dining area. Spices and cooking oil hung in the humidity, clinging to the back of Adam's throat. A ceiling fan turned overhead, its rhythm a slow metronome that did nothing to cut the heat.

Kwame's voice was smooth, almost reverent, as he took Sophie's hand and led her to stand between himself and Temba. The two young men framed her perfectly, their dark skin a striking contrast against her fair complexion, the mesh throw doing nothing to hide the curves beneath.

"Beautiful, isn't she?" Kwame said, his eyes never leaving Sophie's face.

Temba's deep voice rumbled from beside her, his large hand settling on the curve of her hip. "She loves black cock."

Adam stood frozen on the threshold, his breath shallow. The words hit him like a physical blow, yet his slender dick throbbed painfully against the fabric of his shorts. His wife, his beautiful Sophie, stood there between them like a prize, and the worst part, the most shameful, thrilling part, was that he couldn't look away.

Temba turned to her, "Show him your lovely big tits, they make anyone hard."

She turned to Adam first.

Their eyes met across the cramped room, kilometres of unspoken negotiation compressed into a single heartbeat. Her blue irises held a question he recognized now. The same one she'd asked in the bedroom, on the beach, at the marina. Are you okay? Is this too much?

His throat worked. The air tasted of cumin and coriander. Behind Sophie, Temba stood motionless, his dark eyes tracking Adam with that predator's stillness. Kwame's hand rested on Sophie's shoulder, proprietary and patient.

Adam gave the smallest nod.

Sophie's lips parted. Something flickered across her face, gratitude, perhaps, or the thrill of permission granted, before she turned back to the owner.

"You want to see my tits?" Her voice came out steadier than Adam expected. Lower. The voice of a woman testing the shape of her own power.

The owner set down his pen. He did not smile exactly, but the corners of his mouth deepened. "My nephew speaks highly of you. I see he did not exaggerate."

"Nephew?" Sophie glanced at Kwame.

"Uncle Joseph is not my uncle," Kwame said, his grin audible. "But he is family. The man who helped us when we first came to this island. Without him…." He shrugged. "We owe him much."

"And you wish to repay him. You share me with him?"

"I wish to share what is good."

The exchange landed in Adam's gut like a stone. Share what is good. His wife. Reduced to a commodity, a gesture of gratitude between men. And yet his cock throbbed against his fly, insistent and undeniable.

Sophie's hands moved to the hem of her sundress, the cream fabric of the crocheted mesh that skimmed her thighs. Her fingers curled around the fabric.

"Sophie." Her name scraped out of Adam's throat before he could stop it.

She paused. Looked at him.

The fan creaked overhead. Somewhere in the kitchen beyond, a radio played a tinny reggaeton track, all bass and bravado.

"Yes, babe?" That voice. Softer now. The voice she used when she was pushing him toward something he claimed he didn't want but desperately needed.

He had no words. Just the hammer of his heart and the ache in his groin and the terrible, wonderful knowledge that whatever happened next, he had helped make it happen.

Sophie seemed to understand. Her smile, small, private, utterly Sophie, flickered and vanished. Then she pulled the dress over her head.

The mesh pooled at her feet.

She wore nothing beneath it.

Her breasts swung free, full and pale in the dim light, her nipples already peaked from the chill of the air conditioning. The smooth plane of her stomach, the flare of her hips, her shaved slit of her little pussy at the junction of her thighs, all of it exposed to a man she'd met barely two hours ago.

Uncle Joseph inhaled slowly. His nostrils flared. "Beautiful," he murmured. "Truly."

Sophie stood motionless, her arms at her sides. Adam could see the fine tremor in her thighs, the rapid pulse at her throat. But her head remained high, her gaze steady on the older man before her.

"She loves black cock," Kwame said again, his voice conversational, as if he were describing a vintage wine. "She loves to suck it. She loves to be filled by it. She loves to watch her husband watch her take it."

Uncle Joseph's eyes flicked to Adam. Just for a moment. Just long enough.

Adam felt himself shrink. And swell. The contradiction was unbearable and exquisite.

"Come here," Uncle Joseph said.

Sophie walked toward the desk. Her bare feet made no sound on the tiled floor. She stopped an arm's length from the older man, and Adam saw her nostrils flare, saw her inhale whatever scent clung to him, tobacco, perhaps, or sandalwood, or simply the accumulated years of a life lived fully.

Uncle Joseph reached out and cupped her left breast. His hand was broad and work-roughened, the knuckles knobby with age. Against Sophie's pale cream skin, it looked like carved teak.

Sophie's breath caught.

"Soft," Uncle Joseph said. "Heavy." His thumb traced her nipple, and Sophie made a sound, half gasp, half whimper. "And responsive. Good. A woman who knows what she wants."

"I want to show you my appreciation," Sophie said. The words came out breathy but clear. "For the meal. For your hospitality."

"And how would you show me?"

Sophie's hand moved to his belt.

Adam watched her fingers work the leather, the buckle, the button of his trousers. Watched her reach inside and draw him out, a thick, dark cock, uncircumcised, already half-hard and swelling. It was not as long as either Kwame's nor Temba's, but it was thick. Exceptionally thick. Impossibly thick. The girth of it seemed almost unnatural, a heavy, veined shaft that filled Sophie's grip and then some, her slender fingers unable to close fully around its circumference. It carried its own authority. The authority of age. Of experience.

Sophie sank to her knees.

The tile floor must have been cold against her bare skin. She didn't flinch. She lifted the older man's cock with one hand, cupped him with the other, and pressed her lips to the tip.

Uncle Joseph's hand came to rest on the back of her head. Not pushing. Just there. A benediction.

Sophie took him into her mouth.

Adam heard the wet sound of it, soft and obscene in the quiet room. Saw his wife's cheeks hollow as she sucked. Saw her head begin to move in that rhythm he knew so well, the one she'd practiced for years on him and perfected in three days on two other men. Her blonde hair fell forward, obscuring her face, and all Adam could see was the back of her head, the curve of her spine, the round swell of her ass as she knelt before a stranger.

Kwame leaned against the wall, his arms crossed, watching with the satisfied air of a man whose gift had been well received. Temba stood motionless, but his breathing had deepened, his chest rising and falling with the slow cadence of controlled arousal.

"Good," Uncle Joseph murmured. His hips began to rock, small movements meeting Sophie's rhythm. "Very good. Your woman has talent."

Adam realized the older man was speaking to him.

His mouth opened. Closed. He had no idea what to say. Thank you felt obscene. Please be gentle felt absurd. He settled for a jerky nod that made Kwame chuckle under his breath.

Sophie pulled back with a wet pop, a strand of saliva connecting her bottom lip to the older man's glistening tip. She looked up at Uncle Joseph, her blue eyes bright, her chest heaving.

"I want you to cum in my mouth," she said.

The words hit Adam like a physical blow. His hips jerked involuntarily, and he had to brace himself against the doorframe.

Uncle Joseph's fingers tightened in her hair. "You do?"

"Yes." Sophie's tongue touched her lower lip. "I want to taste you. I want my husband to watch me swallow what you give me. Please."

The please undid something in the room.

Uncle Joseph's composure cracked. His jaw tightened, and he guided himself back between Sophie's lips with a roughness that had been absent before. Sophie took him deeper, her throat working, her hands gripping his thighs for balance.

The rhythm quickened. The wet sounds grew louder. Uncle Joseph's breathing turned harsh, his hips snapping forward in short, urgent thrusts.

"Now," he grunted. "Now….."

Sophie's throat convulsed. Adam saw her swallow. Saw her tongue work. Saw the older man's body shudder through his release.

When Sophie finally pulled back, her lips were swollen and slick. She turned her head….deliberate, theatrical….and looked directly at Adam.

She opened her mouth.

Empty.

Nothing but the pink of her tongue.

She'd swallowed every drop.

Kwame applauded slowly, three soft claps that somehow managed to sound genuinely impressed and deeply mocking at the same time. Temba's small smile had widened into something almost warm.

Uncle Joseph tucked himself back into his trousers with trembling hands. "You are welcome in my restaurant," he said, his voice hoarse. "Anytime. All of you." His eyes found Adam. "Especially you, my friend. A man who shares his blessings is blessed in return."

Uncle Joseph's voice cut through the wet silence, rough and warm with satisfaction. He was still catching his breath, his hand shaking slightly as he gestured toward Kwame and Temba.

"You are good boys," he said, the words thick with an accent that deepened with emotion. "You bring your white sluts to share with your uncle. Good boys."

The word hung in the air like smoke. Sluts. Adam felt it land on Sophie's bare skin, watched her flinch almost imperceptibly before she stilled. But she didn't look away from Uncle Joseph. She didn't deny it.

Kwame's grin split his face, boyish and proud. "Only the best for you, Uncle."

Temba nodded, his hand settling on Sophie's lower back, fingers splaying across her spine. "She is well-trained." His voice rumbled, a low assessment. "And eager."

Uncle Joseph's dark eyes swept over Sophie's naked form with renewed appreciation. He reached out, traced the curve of her shoulder, the line of her collarbone. "Yes. I see that." His thumb grazed her nipple, and Sophie's breath hitched. "You take care of them, yes? You keep them happy?"

"Yes," Sophie whispered. The word came out raw, honest.

"Good." Uncle Joseph's hand dropped. He turned to Kwame and Temba with a look that softened something in his weathered face, pride, perhaps, or the warmth of found family. "You have grown into men I am proud to call my own. Even if not by blood." He clasped Kwame's shoulder, squeezed. "This island is better for having you."

Kwame's bravado flickered, just for a moment, replaced by something genuine. "Thank you, Uncle."

The fan creaked overhead. Sophie's bare toes curled against the cool tile. And Adam, still pressed against the doorframe, felt like a ghost in his own life, watching, aching, drowning in the terrible beauty of it all.

Adam didn't feel blessed. He felt hollowed out and filled up, crushed and expanded, humiliated beyond endurance and desperate for more.

Sophie rose from her knees. She didn't put her dress back on. The crochet mesh stayed in a heap on the floor as she walked to Kwame and Temba, her nude body gleaming with a fine sheen of sweat.

"Was that good?" she asked Kwame. The question was flirtatious, but Adam heard the genuine need beneath it. She wanted approval. She wanted to be told she had done well.

Kwame cupped her chin and kissed her forehead. "Perfect, mama. You're learning."


Chapter Nine

By lunchtime the following day, they were back beside the resort pool.

Adam lay alone on the end lounger, sunglasses covering his eyes, although he hadn't turned a page of the book resting open against his chest for at least twenty minutes.

Beside him were three empty loungers.

Temba's towel covered the first.

Sophie's the second.

Kwame's the third.

Their belongings were scattered around them, bottles of water, suntan lotion, Sophie's mesh cover-up and the beach bag Adam had carried down from the apartment that morning.

The three people themselves were in the pool.

Adam watched them from behind the dark lenses of his sunglasses.

Sophie was impossible to miss in her bright turquoise bikini. At thirty, she remained the most beautiful woman Adam had ever known, her shoulder-length blonde hair now wet and swept back from her face, revealing her striking blue eyes and high cheekbones. The vivid turquoise complemented her developing tan and accentuated the athletic, feminine figure she had maintained through years of gym workouts and Pilates.

Kwame and Temba were on either side of her.

The three of them had been swimming for almost half an hour.

Although swimming, Adam thought, wasn't really the right word.

They were playing.

Splashing one another.

Laughing.

Chasing each other through the water.

And occasionally, with a casual intimacy that still shocked Adam despite everything that had happened between them, Sophie openly kissed one of the two young men.

There was no attempt to hide it.

That was what Adam found hardest.

They were directly in front of him.

In front of everyone.

All around the pool, other holidaymakers continued with their afternoons. Couples lay beneath parasols. Someone was reading a newspaper. A group at the pool bar ordered another round of drinks.

Yet Adam was convinced people were watching.

How could they not be?

Two tall, athletic young Black African men were openly affectionate with his beautiful wife while her husband lay alone only yards away.

Perhaps nobody knew he was her husband.

The thought struck him unexpectedly.

Was that better?

Or worse?

Adam shifted uncomfortably on the lounger.

His body was betraying the embarrassment he felt, responding to the sight before him in a way that only deepened his confusion. He adjusted the towel across his lap, grateful for its concealment, and stared determinedly towards the opposite end of the pool.

For perhaps thirty seconds.

Then he looked back.

He always looked back.

Sophie laughed as Kwame splashed her.

Temba caught her as she tried to escape, and another burst of laughter carried across the water.

Adam watched.

Jealous.

Embarrassed.

Unable to look away.

He wondered whether Sophie knew he was watching.

Almost as if she'd heard the thought, she suddenly turned towards him.

Their eyes met across the pool.

At least Adam assumed they did. His sunglasses made it impossible for her to know exactly where he was looking.

But Sophie knew him.

A slow smile appeared on her face.

She knew.

Adam felt his cheeks grow warm.

For a moment, neither moved.

Then Sophie turned back towards Kwame and Temba.

Temba moved closer.

Sophie looked up at the tall Zimbabwean, and for a moment the playful splashing stopped. Then he leaned down and kissed her. Sophie responded without hesitation, wrapping her arms around him as the kiss deepened into something openly passionate and unmistakably intimate.

Adam froze.

This wasn't happening behind a closed apartment door or somewhere private, hidden from strangers.

It was happening in the middle of the resort swimming pool.

In broad daylight.

And Sophie knew perfectly well that her husband was watching.

For Adam, that knowledge made the moment almost unbearable, and impossible to look away from.

The game continued.

Adam remained exactly where he was.

Alone on the fourth lounger.

Watching the new shape of his marriage play out in plain sight.


Chapter Ten

The playing continued beneath the brilliant Lanzarote sunshine.

From his lounger, Adam watched Sophie laughing between Kwame and Temba as the three of them splashed and chased one another through the water. Around the pool, other guests occasionally glanced in their direction. The three were hardly being discreet, but none of them seemed concerned by the attention.

Then, in the middle of their game, Kwame caught hold of the tie at the back of Sophie's bikini top.

With a mischievous grin, he tugged it free.

Before Sophie could react, he had taken the turquoise top and was swimming away, holding his prize triumphantly above the water.

"Kwame!"

Sophie immediately gave chase.

She managed only a few strokes before Temba intercepted her, catching her and turning her back towards him. Sophie burst out laughing at the conspiracy between the two men, momentarily abandoning her pursuit of the missing bikini.

Adam stared.

Sophie was topless.

In itself, there was nothing particularly extraordinary about that. Several women around the resort pool were already sunbathing topless, and Sophie herself had become comfortable doing the same on the beach.

But this was different.

This was the first time she had done so here.

At their resort.

In front of the couples they had been sharing the pool with throughout their holiday.

And she wasn't quietly sunbathing beside her husband.

She was in the swimming pool with Kwame and Temba, wearing only the tiny turquoise thong from her bikini, laughing and continuing their playful game as though nothing significant had happened.

Perhaps, to Sophie, nothing had.

That thought struck Adam hardest.

She made no desperate attempt to cover herself. She didn't immediately demand that Kwame return her bikini top. Instead, she seemed to accept what had happened with the same extraordinary confidence she had displayed throughout the past few days.

Kwame swam back towards them, still holding Sophie's turquoise bikini top triumphantly in one hand. As he reached her, his playful expression softened. He placed his free hand behind her neck, drew her towards him and kissed her deeply.

Temba remained immediately behind her, his hands resting comfortably at her hips.

When Sophie finally broke away from Kwame, she didn't immediately turn to Temba.

Instead, she looked across the pool.

Towards Adam.

For a moment, their eyes met.

She wanted to know he was watching.

Adam remained motionless on his lounger.

That seemed to be all the confirmation Sophie needed.

She turned immediately towards Temba, lifted her face to his and kissed him with the same unmistakable passion.

Adam watched from behind his sunglasses, painfully aware that this was no longer something Sophie was simply allowing to happen.

She was choosing it.

And, perhaps more importantly, she was choosing to make sure her husband saw it.

Adam became acutely aware of the people around him.

The other holidaymakers.

The couples.

The people who had seen Adam and Sophie arrive together at the beginning of their holiday.

How many of them had noticed the change?

How many now understood that something about the quiet married couple who had arrived from England had fundamentally shifted?

Adam pulled the towel a little higher across his lap.

He should have called out.

He should have stood up.

He should have done something.

Instead, he remained on the fourth lounger.

Watching.

And as Sophie glanced towards him once again from across the sparkling water, Adam realised that the most humiliating part wasn't simply what everyone else could see.

It was that Sophie knew he was watching.

And she knew, by now, that he wasn't going to stop her.


Chapter Eleven

The tapas bar was a narrow space wedged between a surf shop and a laundromat, its walls plastered with faded bullfighting posters. The air smelled of sizzling chorizo and the brine of fresh anchovies. A ceiling fan stirred the heat without breaking it.

Sophie sat between Kwame and Temba at a table pushed against the exposed brick wall. The yellow sundress was back, but she hadn't bothered with anything beneath it. Adam could tell by the way the fabric moved when she shifted, the soft sway of breasts unconstrained, the cling of cotton against bare hips.

He sat at the end of the table. Slightly apart. The fourth chair, the one nobody else wanted.

Their drinks arrived. Kwame raised his beer. "To new experiences."

Sophie clinked her glass against his. Her blue eyes glittered in the low light, and when she leaned across the table toward Adam, the neckline of her dress gaped just enough to confirm his suspicion. Nothing underneath. Just pale skin and the shadow of her cleavage.

"Kwame was surprised to hear that I'm an anal virgin," she said.

The words landed in Adam's chest like a stone dropped into still water. The ripples spread outward. His hand froze halfway to his wine glass.

"But you never wanted to try it." His voice came out thinner than he intended. "You said, 'exit only.'"

Sophie laughed, that bright, unguarded sound that used to belong only to him. "Well, I do believe in giving everything a try once." She reached across and covered his hand with hers. Her palm was warm from holding her wine glass. "Kwame says he'll go slow. But, sweetie, I'll want you there to hold my hand."

Adam's throat tightened. The tapas on his plate, crispy potatoes, garlic prawns, suddenly looked inedible. He was pleased she needed him. That much was true. The thought of her wanting his hand, his presence, his reassurance while she crossed a boundary they'd never even approached in five years together, it meant something. It meant she still saw him as her anchor, even as she sailed into waters he couldn't navigate.

But she was talking about doing this with them. With Kwame. With Temba, probably. An act that Adam had suggested exactly once in their marriage, early on, and Sophie had shut down with a firmness that left no room for negotiation.

Now she was offering it to two men she'd met five days ago.

"I'm not sure," he said.

Sophie's expression didn't change, but her thumb traced a circle on the back of his hand. "You don't have to be sure yet. I'm telling you what I want. What I'd like to try." She squeezed his fingers. "You can always say no."

But that was the trap, wasn't it? He could say no. Technically. Legally. The word existed in his vocabulary. He could deploy it right now; No, Sophie, I don't want you to do this, and she would stop. She would tell Kwame and Temba that it wasn't happening, and they would nod and finish their beers, and the evening would end in the apartment with all four of them sleeping in separate rooms.

And she would be disappointed. His beautiful wife, who had discovered something about herself on this island, who had bloomed under the attention of these two young men, who had given him the gift of her submission as much as he'd given her his—she would be disappointed in him.

He couldn't bear that.

"Okay," he said. "If it's what you want."

Sophie's smile widened. She leaned further across the table, her dress gaping obscenely, and kissed him, a real kiss, soft and lingering, the kind she hadn't given him since before the beach, before Kwame and Temba, before everything changed. Her lips tasted of red wine and possibility.

"Thank you," she murmured against his mouth. "I knew you'd understand."

Kwame signalled the waiter for another round. Temba, who had been silent throughout the exchange, studied Adam with those dark, unreadable eyes. His expression revealed nothing. Judgment or approval, Adam couldn't tell which.

"First time is special," Temba said, his voice low and measured. "She should have someone she trusts with her."

The implication was clear. Someone like you. But not you.

Adam nodded. What else was there to do?

The rest of the meal passed in a blur of small plates and smaller talk. Sophie ate with appetite, her bare foot finding Adam's ankle under the table at irregular intervals, a private touch, a secret signal. Each time it happened, Adam's pulse quickened. She was thinking about it. About what was coming. About his hand in hers while another man took her in a way no one ever had before.

His erection pressed against his chinos, and he didn't bother trying to hide it.

After the meal, they walked back to the resort. The same new normal. Sophie between Kwame and Temba, their arms intertwined, her blonde hair bright against their dark shoulders. Her hips swayed with that new rhythm, the one that said I know exactly what I am and exactly what I'm doing. The yellow dress caught the occasional gust of sea breeze, plastering itself against her thighs, her stomach, her unbound breasts.

Adam followed a few paces behind.

The cobblestones were uneven. He watched his feet, then her back, then his feet again. Other pedestrians glanced at the quartet, the two towering black men, the radiant blonde woman, the pale husband bringing up the rear, and did the mental math. Adam saw the moment of realization flicker across their faces. Saw the looks. The whispered comments to partners.

He didn't care anymore. Or rather, he cared so much it had become indistinguishable from arousal.

The resort lobby was quiet. The night clerk nodded at them without interest. In the elevator, Sophie turned to face Adam, her back pressed against Kwame's chest.

"Are you nervous?" she asked.

"A little."

"Me too." Her tongue touched her bottom lip. "But I'm excited. That's different, isn't it? Nervous and excited at the same time."

"Different," he agreed.

The elevator doors opened onto their floor. The hallway stretched before them, beige carpet, tasteful lighting, the muffled sound of a television from behind someone else's door. Their apartment was at the end. Adam's keycard trembled slightly in his hand.

Inside, the living room was exactly as they'd left it. The grey velvet armchair. The white linen sofa where Adam had spent three nights now. The glass doors opening onto the balcony, where the pool glittered turquoise in the darkness.

Sophie released Kwame and Temba's arms and walked to the centre of the room. She turned to face all three men.

"Here's how I want this," she said. Her voice had that new quality, the one Adam had first heard when she'd commanded him to lick Temba's seed from her thighs. Confident. Decisive. Utterly in control. "Kwame and I will go into the bedroom. Temba, you can watch from the doorway if you like. And Adam…." She held out her hand. "I want you beside me. The whole time. Holding my hand."

Adam crossed the room and took it. Her fingers were cool and steady.

"What about you?" he asked Temba.

The big Zimbabwean shrugged. "I had her first. I can wait."

Kwame was already unbuckling his belt. The sound of leather sliding through loops was loud in the quiet apartment. "You ready, mama?"

Sophie's grip tightened on Adam's fingers. "Yes."

The bedroom was dim, lit only by the moonlight streaming through the windows. The sheets were still rumpled from the night before, Adam could smell Sophie's perfume on the pillows, mingled with something earthier, something that belonged to the two young men.

Here is the rewritten text, incorporating the user's requested addition and maintaining the established tone and style of the chapter:

Sophie positioned Adam at the head of the bed, his back against the headboard. Then she reached up and pulled the yellow sundress over her head in one fluid motion, revealing, as Adam had suspected, as he had known with a certainty that made his mouth go dry, that she was completely naked beneath it. The fabric pooled on the floor, and for a moment she stood before them all in the moonlight: her pale skin luminous, her breasts full and unbound, the dark triangle between her thighs already glistening. She did not hurry to cover herself. She let them look.

Then she knelt on the mattress, facing away from him, toward Kwame, who stood at the foot of the bed now fully naked. The moonlight carved the contours of his lean, powerful frame, broad shoulders, narrow waist, the long muscles of his thighs tensed with anticipation. His cock rose from a thicket of dark curls, that enormous, circumcised shaft that had filled Adam's wife so completely, that had made her scream and gasp and beg for more. It seemed impossibly large for what she was about to attempt.

Adam's hand trembled as he reached for hers. She took it without looking back. Her fingers were warm and steady.

She's not afraid, Adam thought. She's ready.

"Lube," Kwame said. "Temba, there's some in my bag."

Temba returned a moment later with a small bottle. He handed it to Kwame, then leaned against the doorframe, his massive silhouette blocking the light from the living room.

Sophie lowered herself onto all fours. Her round backside rose before Adam like an offering, and he watched Kwame's dark hand settle on one pale cheek, squeezing.

"Relax," Kwame murmured. "I'll go slow. You control the pace."

Sophie's head turned. She found Adam's eyes in the darkness. "Hold my hand."

He reached forward and took it, her left hand, the one with her wedding ring. The diamond caught the moonlight and scattered it across the ceiling.

Kwame squeezed lube onto his fingers. The liquid gleamed in the dim light as he worked it into Sophie, one finger, then two, his movements patient and deliberate. Sophie's breath deepened. Her fingers tightened around Adam's, and he felt the first tremor run through her, not pain, but anticipation.

"Ready?" Kwame asked.

Sophie nodded. "Do it."

Kwame positioned himself behind her. The head of his cock pressed against her, and Sophie made a sound, a sharp intake of breath, a gasp that was half surprise and half something else entirely. Her grip on Adam's hand became crushing.

"Easy," Kwame said. "Easy, mama. Breathe."

Sophie's shoulders rose and fell. Adam watched his wife's face in profile, the furrow of her brow, the part of her lips, the way her eyes fluttered closed and then open again, as if she couldn't decide whether to surrender to the sensation or stay present in the room.

"More," she whispered.

Kwame pushed deeper. Sophie's back arched. Her free hand fisted in the sheets, and a low moan escaped her throat, a sound Adam had never heard before. It wasn't pain exactly. It was surrender. The sound of a threshold being crossed.

"Look at me," Sophie gasped.

Adam realized she was speaking to him. He leaned closer, their faces inches apart, his hand still clamped in hers. Her blue eyes were wide and wet, her cheeks flushed.

"Don't let go," she said.

"Never."

Kwame began to move, slow, shallow strokes that made Sophie's whole body rock forward with each thrust. The bed frame creaked. The moonlight painted silver stripes across her arched spine. Temba watched from the doorway, his own erection a long shadow against his thigh.

"You're taking it so well." Kwame's voice was thick with admiration. "So tight. So perfect."

Sophie's mouth opened. No sound came out. Her eyes stayed locked on Adam's, and in them he saw something that made his chest ache, trust, need, the raw vulnerability of a woman who had given him everything and was now asking him to witness her giving even more.

Her hand in his. Her wedding ring pressing into his palm.

The rhythm quickened. Sophie's moans became cries, each one torn from somewhere deep.


Chapter Twelve

Kwame's grip on Sophie's hips tightened, fingers sinking into the reddened flesh where he'd spanked her. The sound of his thighs slapping against her buttocks filled the bedroom, wet, percussive, obscene.

Sophie's cries had become one continuous wail, her voice shredding at the edges.

Adam's hand was numb. She'd been squeezing it so hard, so long, that the blood had stopped circulating minutes ago. He didn't dare pull away.

"Look at that," Kwame grunted, his hips never slowing. "Look at that tight little hole stretched around me."

Adam looked. He couldn't not look. The moonlight showed him everything, his wife's pale backside, the handprints blooming across both cheeks, and between them, the impossible sight of Kwame's thick black shaft plunging in and out of her. The place Adam had never been allowed to touch. The place she'd called exit-only for eight years.

Now it was swallowing another man whole.

Sophie's head dropped between her shoulders. Her blonde hair pooled on the mattress. The sounds coming from her throat had devolved beyond language, just breath and need and something that might have been his name or might have been God's.

A deep guttural moan tore loose from somewhere primal.

"Are you okay?" Adam's voice cracked.

Sophie turned her head. Her cheek pressed against the rumpled sheet, and her blue eyes found his. They were glassy. Wet at the corners. But her mouth curved into something that was almost a smile.

"He's tearing me apart," she rasped. "He's so big. But it actually feels good."

The words landed in Adam's chest like a fist. His cock, which had softened slightly during the initial penetration, surged back to full hardness. The fabric of his chinos was soaked through now, a dark patch that Sophie would notice, would comment on, would use against him later.

"It feels so naughty." Her voice wasn't much more than a gasp. "So bad. It's very sexy."

Kwame pulled back and brought his palm down on her right cheek. The slap cracked through the room like a gunshot. Sophie screamed.

Another slap. Her left cheek this time. The handprint rose immediately, a dark pink bloom against cream.

"Oh God!" Sophie's back arched. Her grip on Adam's hand became crushing. "I'm going to cum."

Adam watched it happen. Watched the orgasm seize her, watched her shoulders convulse, watched her thighs tremble, watched her mouth open in a silent scream that became a sob that became a laugh. Her whole body shook, riding the sensation, and Kwame used the moment to push deeper.

Adam saw the exact instant Kwame bottomed out. Saw his hips press flush against Sophie's bruised backside. Saw Sophie's eyes go wide and blank and utterly undone.

She cried out again, a second orgasm, immediate and devastating, her inner muscles clenching visibly around the thick shaft buried inside her. The sound she made was nothing Adam had ever heard before. It was the sound of a woman discovering something about herself. Something she could never un-know.

"There we go," Kwame murmured. "There we fucking go."

He began to fuck her properly.

Not the slow, careful strokes of before. Not the patient, measured thrusts of a man navigating virgin territory. This was something else entirely. His fingers dug into her hips with bruising force. His muscular torso flexed with each movement. The bed frame slammed against the wall, a rapid, brutal rhythm that made the headboard gouge the plaster.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

From the doorway, Temba watched. His long, heavy cock stood rigid against his stomach, and his hand moved slowly up and down the shaft, not stroking, exactly, more like keeping time. His dark eyes tracked every movement, every shudder, every ripple of Sophie's round ass as Kwame drove into her.

The view was obscene. Kwame's thick black shaft, wet with lube and Sophie's own arousal, pumping in and out of her only-recently-ex-virgin puckered hole. With each pullback, Adam caught a glimpse of pink flesh stretched impossibly wide around the girth of him. With each thrust, Sophie's body yielded a little more, took him a little deeper, made a sound a little more desperate.

"Look at her," Kwame said, not to Adam, not to Temba, just to the room. "Look at this beautiful woman taking all of me."

He pulled her ass cheeks apart with both hands, spreading her wide for his own viewing pleasure. The reddened handprints framed the scene perfectly, his dark thumbs pressing into the meat of her, the abused little star stretched around his shaft, the slick gleam of lube and sweat and everything else.

Sophie whimpered.

"You see that?" Kwame's voice was strained now, his rhythm faltering. "You see how she opens for me?"

Adam saw. His cock leaked steadily against his chinos. His balls ached. He hadn't cum since Sophie had jerked him off three days ago, and his body was a live wire of unmet need.

But this wasn't about him.

Kwame's grunts grew sharper, more urgent. His hips snapped forward with increasing desperation. The wet sound of his thrusts filled the room, and Sophie's cries rose to match them, higher, thinner, the voice of a woman on the edge of something vast.

"Going to…." Kwame's voice cut off. His head dropped back, the tendons in his neck standing out like cables.

A roar. Low and guttural and utterly uncontrolled.

Adam watched Kwame's body seize. Watched his hips press flush against Sophie's backside one final time. Watched his shaft pulse visibly as he emptied himself deep into her bowels, thick, hot spurts that Sophie would feel for hours, for days, that she would carry inside her as they walked the beach tomorrow and the day after and the day after that.

Sophie's mouth opened. No sound came out. Just the shudder of her body receiving another man's seed in a place no man had ever been before and then her second anal orgasm crashed through her, silent and devastating. Her back arched impossibly, her fingers clawing at the sheets as her inner muscles clamped down on Kwame's pulsing shaft, milking him through his own release. The sensation was overwhelming, a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain, and she felt herself falling apart, fragmenting into a thousand pieces of pure sensation. Her vision went white at the edges, and when she finally collapsed against the mattress, trembling and gasping, a thin thread of saliva trailing from her open lips, she realized she had forgotten how to breathe.

The silence that followed was enormous.

Kwame's breathing gradually slowed. His shoulders relaxed. But his grip on Sophie's hips didn't loosen. If anything, he held her tighter, pulling her back against his softening cock, keeping himself buried inside her.

Then he spread her cheeks wide again.

Adam watched, transfixed, as Kwame examined his handiwork. The fat, softening shaft still stretching out her little star. The pink flesh clinging to him, reluctant to let go. The glisten of lube and semen around the stretched rim.

"Beautiful," Kwame murmured.

He pulled out.

It wasn't gentle. It wasn't slow. It was a single deliberate motion that ended with a squelching plop, wet and vulgar and somehow the most obscene sound Adam had ever heard.

And then the view changed.

Where Kwame's thick shaft had been, there was now a gaping hole. Pink and open and utterly wrecked. Adam stared at it, at the place his wife had guarded for eight years, now hollowed out and dripping with another man's release.

Kwame's spunk began to stream out.

Thick and white, it welled up from the stretched opening and ran down, over the curve of her perineum, over the lips of her pussy, down her inner thighs. A rivulet of it dripped onto the sheets. Another traced the contour of her knee.

Sophie hadn't moved. Her face was still pressed to the mattress, her fingers still clamped around Adam's hand. But her breathing had changed, deep and slow and satisfied.

"Sophie?" Adam's voice was barely a whisper.

She turned her head. Her blue eyes found his. And she smiled, a slow, lazy, thoroughly-fucked smile that made his heart stutter in his chest.

"That," she said, her voice hoarse, "was incredible."

Kwame stepped back, his softening cock glistening with the evidence of what he'd done. Temba uncrossed his arms and moved toward the bed, his own erection jutting before him like a promise.

Sophie's smile widened. She was still looking at Adam.

"You're going to clean me up now," she said. Not a question. "And then Temba's going to have his turn."

Adam's mouth went dry. His cock throbbed.

"With your mouth, babe," she added, as if he needed clarification. "Every drop. Everywhere. Don't waste anything."


Chapter Thirteen

Adam knelt behind his beautiful wife, his eyes fixing on the sight before him. Her ruined little gaping rear hole, still slick and stretched, with Kwame’s seed oozing slowly from the opening, a thick, pearly trickle that slid down the inside of her thigh. His breath hitched, his small slender dick twitching helplessly inside his chinos as he lowered his head.

He began slowly, reverently, his tongue reaching out to catch the first drop of the warm, salty goo. He licked carefully around the edges of her hole, savouring the mixture of her sweetness and the other man’s musk, cleaning every trace of the glossy spill from her skin. Then, tentatively, he pushed his tongue inside her. The tight, slick heat welcomed him as he scooped deeper, gathering more of the salty hot spunk, swallowing it down with a shudder of pure submission.

He cleaned all he could, using his own spit to cool and moisten her wrecked little hole, soothing the tender, abused flesh. Then he licked lower, trailing down over her pussy, scooping up the rest of Kwame’s mess from her folds and along her thighs, his tongue working diligently until he had licked up and swallowed every last trace of the other man’s cum he could find.

Adam's tongue retreated from the last heated crevice. His mouth was thick with the taste of another man, salt and musk and something faintly metallic that he didn't want to name. He rocked back onto his heels, his knees aching from the bedroom floor, and let his eyes drift upward.

Sophie hadn't moved.

Her body remained draped across the rumpled sheets, face pressed sideways into the pillow, that lazy smile still curving her swollen lips. The handprints Kwame had left blazed across both cheeks of her ass, dark pink blooms against cream. And at the centre of that landscape, the place Adam had just serviced with his tongue, her little hole still gaped. Open. Waiting. A soft, wet hollow where Kwame's thick shaft had been.

Now clean. His saliva glistened there, cooling the reddened skin. Adam's work had left her ready.

Temba stepped forward.

The floorboards creaked under his weight. Adam heard the shift of fabric, Temba's shorts hitting the floor, and then the big Zimbabwean was kneeling on the bed behind Sophie, his massive thighs bracketing her hips. His cock rose from its nest of dark curls, that long, heavy shaft Adam remembered from the first night, from the shower, from every moment since. Uncircumcised. Veined. The dark head emerging from the foreskin like something patient and inevitable.

"Look at you," Temba murmured. His voice was stone wrapped in velvet. "All cleaned up. Like new."

Sophie's hips shifted. Her spine arched, presenting herself more fully. "Kwame got me ready for you."

"Kwame broke you open." Temba's palm settled on her left cheek, covering one of the handprints. His dark fingers spread wide, possessive. "I'm going to take my time."

Adam watched those fingers trace the curve of her ass, slow and deliberate. Temba's thumb swept across the slick opening, just a brush, feather-light, and Sophie's whole body shuddered.

"Still sensitive?" Temba asked.

"Yes." The word came out breathy. "But I want it."

"Good." He pressed. Just the pad of his thumb this time, sinking into the loosened ring of muscle with no resistance at all. Sophie's fingers curled into the sheets. A low moan vibrated in her throat.

"My girl's been stretched wide open." Temba worked his thumb in a slow circle, testing the give of her. "Kwame did well. She's soft now. Pliant."

Adam's dick throbbed against his chinos. He was still on his knees at the foot of the bed, his hands limp at his sides, a spectator at his own marriage. The taste of Kwame's release clung to the back of his tongue. He swallowed. It didn't help.

Sophie turned her head on the pillow. Her blue eyes found his through the tangle of her blonde hair. "Babe. Come up here."

He rose on shaking legs. The mattress dipped as he crawled toward her, positioning himself near the headboard. Sophie's hand reached back, groping blindly, and he took it. Her wedding ring pressed into his palm, cool metal against his heated skin.

"I want you to watch his face," she said. "Not mine. His."

Temba's dark eyes lifted. Met Adam's. Held them.

The Zimbabwean's expression was placid, the same calm, measured composure he'd worn since the beach, since the first night, since every moment of this impossible week. But now Adam saw something else beneath it. Anticipation. A controlled hunger that was all the more terrifying for its restraint.

"You ready to watch this?" Temba asked. His voice was low, conversational. "Watch me take what your wife saved for me?"

Adam's throat worked. No words came. He nodded.

Temba's mouth curved. Not a smile. An acknowledgment.

He reached down and positioned himself. The head of his cock pressed against Sophie's entrance, the same entrance Adam had just cleaned, the same entrance Kwame had stretched wide minutes ago. Temba's foreskin pulled back as he pushed, the dark glans slick with the moisture Adam's tongue had left behind.

Sophie gasped.

Not pain. Adam knew her sounds now, had catalogued them across three years of marriage and five days of watching her with these men. This was the gasp of being filled, of being claimed, of feeling something enormous push past a threshold she'd guarded her whole life.

"Oh," she breathed. "Oh, Temba."

He entered her slowly. Not the patient, careful slowness of Kwame navigating virgin territory. This was the slowness of a man savouring. Inch by inch, that long uncircumcised shaft disappeared into her, and Sophie's mouth opened wider with every increment. Her grip on Adam's hand tightened.

"You feel that?" Temba's hips pressed flush against her backside. He was fully seated now, motionless, letting her adjust to his girth. "You feel how deep I am?"

"God." Sophie's voice cracked. "You're so big. You're…." A shudder ran through her. "You're deeper than Kwame."

"Kwame fucks fast," Temba said, his tone almost philosophical. "He likes the race. I like the journey." He pulled back two inches, then pushed forward again. Slower. Deeper. Sophie's spine bowed. "I like to feel every inch. I like to watch a woman realize she's mine."

Adam watched Temba's face. The concentration there. The way his dark eyes never left Sophie's back, never flickered toward Adam, as if the husband had already been dismissed from the equation. Temba's rhythm remained glacial, long, slow strokes that seemed to take forever to withdraw and even longer to sink back in.

Sophie's moans became a continuous sound. Low and throaty. Her free hand clawed at the sheets, and her hips began to move with him, meeting his thrusts with small, desperate circles.

"That's it," Temba murmured. "Ride it. Take what you need."

"Please." The word tore from Sophie's throat. "Please, Temba."

"Please what?"

"Faster. Harder. I need…."

His hand came down on her right cheek. The slap echoed through the room, and Sophie screamed. Not in pain. In release.

"You need what I give you," Temba said. His voice hadn't risen. "You need it how I give it." Another slap. Sophie's scream turned into a sob. "Tell me."

"I need it how you give it. I need…." Her voice dissolved into a wail as Temba's rhythm changed. Not faster. Stronger. Each thrust landed with a force that made the bed frame groan and Sophie's body jerk forward across the mattress.

Adam gripped her hand. His own knuckles were white.

Temba's eyes lifted. Found Adam's face again. Locked there.

"She's very tight," he observed, his tone as calm as if he were discussing the weather. "Even after Kwame. She clenches when she's close. Can you feel her hand?"

Adam looked down. Sophie's fingers were clamped around his in a death grip, her knuckles bloodless. Each time Temba thrust, her hand convulsed.

"Yes," Adam whispered.

"Good. Then you know when she's about to cum." Temba's hips never stopped moving. That slow, devastating rhythm continued, withdraw, pause, thrust, and each time, Sophie's body yielded a little more. Each time, the wet sound of their joining grew louder. "Count them for me. Her orgasms. I want to know how many I give her."

Sophie's head thrashed on the pillow. "Temba, I can't…."

"You can." Another slap. Her left cheek this time, directly over Kwame's fading handprint. "You will."

The first one hit almost immediately.

Adam saw it build, saw Sophie's spine arch, saw her mouth open in a silent scream, saw her inner muscles clench visibly around Temba's shaft. Her whole body locked up, a bowstring drawn to breaking, and then released in a series of convulsive shudders that made her thighs quake and her toes curl.

"One," Temba said. Still thrusting. Still watching Adam's face.

Sophie gasped for air. Before she could catch her breath, the second one crashed through her, sharper, shorter, a violent spasm that made her scream aloud.

"Two."

"Please," Sophie sobbed. "Please, I can't take any more."

"You can." Temba's hand slid up her spine, pressing between her shoulder blades, pushing her chest flat against the mattress. The new angle made her gasp. Made her ass rise higher. "You wanted this. You asked for this. Now you're going to take every last bit of it."

His rhythm finally broke. The slow, measured strokes gave way to something harder, a driving, pounding cadence that made the headboard slam against the wall and the lamp on the nightstand rattle. Sophie's cries became one continuous wail, her voice shredding at the edges.

Adam watched Temba's face, as commanded.

The big man's composure was cracking. His jaw was tight, the muscles in his neck corded with effort. A fine sheen of sweat covered his brow, and his breathing had gone harsh and ragged. But his eyes, those dark, assessing eyes, never left Adam's. It was as if the husband was the real audience. As if Sophie's body was merely the instrument, and Adam's witnessing was the act itself.

"Three," Temba grunted.

This time Adam felt the orgasm through Sophie's hand, the violent clench of her fingers, the shudder that travelled up her arm and into his. She didn't scream. She didn't have the breath. Just a thin, keening whimper that seemed to come from somewhere very far away.

"I'm going to cum," Temba announced. His voice was tighter now, strained at the edges. "I'm going to fill her up. Right where Kwame was. Right where you cleaned her. You understand?"

Adam nodded. His voice had deserted him entirely.

"Say it."

"Yes." The word scraped out of Adam's throat like gravel. "I understand."

Temba's hips snapped forward one final time. He buried himself to the hilt and held there, his massive body shaking, his head thrown back. A low roar tore from his chest, the first uncontrolled sound Adam had ever heard him make.

Sophie felt it. Her mouth opened. No sound emerged. Just the silent, devastating shudder of a woman receiving another man's seed in the most intimate place she had. Her fourth orgasm crested without warning, a slow, rolling wave that seemed to pull her under and dissolve every muscle in her body.

Temba stayed inside her for a long moment. Breathing. Coming down. His eyes closed at last, releasing Adam from their grip.

When he pulled out, the sound was wetter than before. Louder. A thick, glutinous noise that made Adam's stomach clench.

The view that followed was obscene.

Sophie's little hole, already wrecked by Kwame, now gaped wider. Temba's semen welled up from the pink opening, thicker than Kwame's, more copious, and began its slow descent. Down her perineum. Over the lips of her pussy. Along her inner thigh.

Sophie's hand went slack in Adam's grip.

"Babe," she breathed. Her voice was ruined. Hoarse and broken and utterly satisfied. "Temba's turn is done." Her blue eyes opened, finding his face. That slow, lazy smile spread across her lips. "Now you know what comes next."


Chapter Fourteen

"Kwame, Temba," she said, her voice soft but firm, "would you mind grabbing a couple of beers from the fridge? I need a moment alone with my husband."

The two young men exchanged a glance, then nodded. Kwame squeezed her shoulder as he passed, and Temba followed, their bare feet padding across the tiled floor as they disappeared into the living area. The kitchen light clicked on, and the low murmur of their conversation drifted through the open door.

Sophie turned to Adam, her blue eyes locking onto his. She reached out and cupped his cheek, her thumb tracing the line of his jaw. "Baby," she whispered, "you've been so understanding and sympathetic to me this holiday. So loyal and supportive. You deserve a reward."

Adam's breath hitched. A reward? His mind raced with possibilities. Maybe she would let him fuck her used little arse, the same tight hole those two big men had just claimed. Maybe she would finally let him inside her again, even if it meant tasting their shared heat.

"Undress," Sophie commanded, her voice carrying a note of playful authority.

Adam moved quickly, slipping off the bed and standing before her. His chinos dropped to the floor, and he stood naked, his small dick already rock hard and aching.

She patted the bed beside her, and he climbed up, lying on his back next to her. She shifted onto her side, propping herself up on one elbow, and then her slender little hand wrapped around his aching small dick. Her fingers were warm and soft, and she gave him a gentle squeeze.

"So cute," she murmured, a hint of teasing in her voice. She began to stroke him, slow and deliberate, her thumb circling the sensitive head.

Adam moaned softly, his hips twitching involuntarily.

"You do enjoy watching me with Kwame and Temba," Sophie continued, her rhythm steady. "You like seeing me taken by these young men with their big black cocks. Why does it turn you on so much?"

Adam opened his mouth to answer, but no words came. He didn't fully understand it himself. He should hate it. In some way, he did, a bitter, jealous ache that gnawed at his chest. But at the same time, she was right. It did really turn him on. The sight of her small, pale body sandwiched between those two towering ebony men, her cries of pleasure as they filled her, the way she surrendered to their strength... It unleashed something primal in him, something he couldn't name.

Sophie's grip tightened slightly, her strokes becoming firmer. "What are we going to do when we get home and go back to boring vanilla sex?" she asked, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. She squeezed his slender dick, and her other hand came round to cup his small balls, giving them a tender squeeze.

"Will you want me to find a big muscular black man to fuck when we get home?"

Adam groaned, his eyes fluttering closed. The image she painted was vivid and shameful and electrifying all at once.

She squeezed his dick harder, her fingers digging into his flesh. Her other hand tightened around his balls, not painfully, but with unmistakable insistence.

"What about your friend Jake?" she continued, her voice gaining an edge. "You've told me what his nickname is. Trunk, isn't it? Because his cock is as big as an elephant's trunk."

Adam's eyes snapped open. Jake. His old college friend, the one who always made crude jokes about his own endowment, the one Adam had drunkenly confessed to Sophie about after a few too many beers. He'd never thought she would remember, let alone bring it up like this.

"You need to tell me, babe," Sophie said, her voice dropping to a low, demanding whisper. "Will you want me to fuck Jake for you?"

Adam groaned again, a sound caught somewhere between protest and arousal. She squeezed both his dick and his balls a little harder, and the pressure sent a jolt through him.

"Is this about you?" she asked, her tone shifting to something almost mocking. "Your fantasy? Your pleasure? Are you doing this for me, or are you doing this for yourself?"

Adam's mind reeled. Her fucking black men was now for him? The thought was dizzying, destabilizing. He had convinced himself he was doing this for her, that he was being selfless and accommodating. But her words cut through that lie like a blade.

"Answer me," Sophie demanded, her hand stilling on his cock. She held him at the edge of release, denying him the satisfaction. "Tell me the truth, Adam. Do you want me to fuck Jake when we get home?"

He looked up at her, his beautiful wife, her blonde hair tousled, her body still glistening with the evidence of what she had done with the two men in the other room. Her blue eyes were piercing, knowing, and utterly in control.

"Yes," he whispered, the word escaping his lips before he could stop it. "Yes, I want you to."

"It really turns you on, doesn't it." Her voice wasn't a question. It was an observation. A verdict.

Sophie's hand stilled on his dick. The cruel pause sent a jolt through Adam's nerves, his hips bucking instinctively against her grip.

"You have to tell me, babe?" she repeated, her voice soft but edged with steel.

Adam's breath came in ragged gasps. He was so close, teetering on the edge of a release that felt like it would tear him apart from the inside. His small dick throbbed in her hand, desperate for friction, but she gave him nothing.

"Yes!" he croaked, the word ripping from his throat like a confession torn by force. "Yes, I want you to fuck Jake when we get home!"

The admission shattered something in him. He'd said it. He'd given voice to the shameful, thrilling fantasy that had haunted his sleepless nights for months.

Sophie's smile was triumphant in the moonlight.

"Good boy."

She started to pump his small dick hard now, fast, merciless strokes that stole his breath. His hips thrust upward involuntarily, his body betraying every pretence of control. The pleasure built like a wave, cresting, crashing…..

He erupted.

A fountain of cum shot up from his slender dick, arcing through the silver light before splattering across his stomach and chest. Another pulse followed, then another, painting his pale skin with thick ropes of white. Sophie worked him through it, milking every drop until he was twitching and oversensitive, his moans dissolving into whimpers.

She released him and sat back, admiring her handiwork. His small dick lay spent against his thigh, glistening and defeated.

"See?" she murmured, her fingers trailing through the mess on his chest. "That wasn't so hard, was it?"

Sophie's hand still rested on Adam's softening cock, her fingers slick with his release. The fountain of cum he'd erupted moments ago was already cooling on his stomach, pearly pools catching the moonlight that streamed through the bedroom windows.

"It really turns you on, doesn't it." Her voice wasn't a question. It was an observation. A verdict.

Adam's chest still heaved. His heart hammered against his ribs, and his mind reeled with what he'd just admitted, what she'd forced him to admit. Jake. His best friend since university. The man whose nickname had been a running joke in their social circle for years. And now his wife was asking whether she could fuck him.

He'd said yes. He'd begged for it.

Sophie released his balls, her fingers trailing up through the mess on his stomach. She held her glistening hand up to the moonlight, examining the creamy streaks across her knuckles with detached curiosity.

"So much," she murmured. "For such a little thing."

Adam flushed. The familiar sting of humiliation mixed with the aftershocks of his orgasm, and his spent cock twitched against his thigh.

"Come on." Sophie swung her legs over the side of the bed, her bare feet finding the floor. "Clean yourself up and tell the boys they can come back in again."

She didn't look back at him. She walked to the bathroom, her round ass still bearing the handprints of two different men, Kwame's fading blooms overlaid with Temba's fresher marks, and closed the door behind her.

Adam lay there for a moment longer. The sheets beneath him were soaked. Lube and semen and his own cooling ejaculate made a ruin of the bedding. He sat up slowly, his muscles aching from tension he hadn't realized he'd been holding and reached for the towel Sophie had discarded earlier.

The bathroom door opened while he was wiping his chest. Sophie emerged with a damp cloth and tossed it to him.

"Use this. You've made quite the mess."

He caught it against his sternum. The cool fabric felt good against his flushed skin. "Sophie…."

"Later." She was already pulling the yellow sundress over her head, the same dress that had pooled on the floor hours ago, before Kwame had taken her anal virginity, before Temba had made her cum four times, before she'd wrung that confession out of him like water from a stone. "We have guests, babe. Don't be rude."

The word guests landed strangely. Kwame and Temba had been in their apartment for hours. They'd fucked his wife in every way imaginable. They'd made him clean his wife's ass with his tongue. They'd watched him jerk off into her hand. And now they were waiting in the kitchen, drinking beer from his fridge, presumably listening to every word that passed through these thin walls.

But Adam pulled on his shorts and walked to the door.

The living room was dim. Only the under-counter lights in the kitchen burned, casting long shadows across the white linen sofa where Adam had spent every night of this holiday. Kwame and Temba stood at the kitchen island, bottles of Spanish lager in their massive hands. They looked utterly at ease—as if they'd been living here for years, as if the apartment belonged to them and Adam was the interloper.

"She okay?" Kwame asked. His grin hadn't dimmed.

"She's fine." Adam's voice came out steadier than he felt. "She wants you to come back in."

Temba set his beer down on the counter. The sound was soft, deliberate, the glass meeting granite with a quiet click that somehow felt like punctuation. His dark eyes moved over Adam's body, cataloguing the flushed skin, the hastily pulled-on shorts, the way Adam couldn't quite meet his gaze.

"Did you enjoy your reward?" Temba's voice was stone wrapped in silk.

Adam's throat tightened. "I…."

"Don't be cruel." Kwame clapped Temba on the shoulder. "The man just came. Let him breathe." But his grin widened as he said it, and Adam understood that this, too, was part of the game. The teasing. The degradation. The way they could reduce him to a stuttering wreck without raising their voices.

Both men moved past him toward the bedroom. Temba's shoulder brushed Adam's as he passed, not quite a bump, not quite an accident. Adam felt the heat of the bigger man's skin, caught the musk of sweat and sex that clung to him, and his cock made a valiant attempt to stir again.

He followed them.

Sophie was on the bed when they entered, propped against the headboard with her legs stretched out before her. The yellow sundress had ridden up her thighs. She'd put on nothing beneath it, Adam could see the dark shadow of her pubic hair through the thin fabric. Her hair was a mess, her lips still swollen, her cheeks still flushed from the marathon of orgasms she'd endured.

She looked like a goddess. Debauched and satisfied and utterly in command.

"Come here," she said, patting the mattress on either side of her. "Both of you."

Kwame and Temba climbed onto the bed without hesitation. Kwame settled on her right, his back against the headboard, his arm draping casually across her shoulders. Temba took her left, his massive frame making the king-size bed feel suddenly small. His hand found her thigh and rested there, thumb tracing lazy circles on her skin.

Sophie looked past them both. Looked at Adam, still standing in the doorway, still uncertain of his place.

"You too, babe. Come sit."

He crossed the room on legs that felt borrowed. The armchair—the grey velvet armchair where he'd sat the first night, watching Kwame and Temba take his wife for the first time—was still positioned at the foot of the bed. He lowered himself into it, the fabric still holding the shape of his body from all the hours he'd spent there.

Sophie smiled. That new smile. The one that was equal parts affection and power.

"Good boy."

Kwame's hand slid from her shoulder to her breast, cupping it through the sundress. His thumb found her nipple and circled it lazily. Sophie's breath hitched, but she didn't look away from Adam.

"I was talking to the boys about tomorrow," she said. "Our last full day before we fly home."

The words hit Adam harder than they should have. Last full day. The holiday was ending. The fantasy was ending. In forty-eight hours, they'd be back in Henley-in-Arden, back to their quiet life, back to vanilla sex and dinner parties and pretending none of this had ever happened.

Except it had happened. And Sophie had just made him admit he wanted it to keep happening.

"I want to go to the beach one more time," Sophie continued. "The four of us. Together. Like it was yesterday, but…" Her tongue touched her bottom lip. "Different."

"Different how?" Kwame asked. His hand was still working her breast, slow and patient.

"Yesterday we were hiding. Sort of." Sophie's gaze flicked to Adam. "Everyone could see what was happening, but we were pretending it wasn't. The sunscreen. The pool. We were playing at innocence."

Temba's hand tightened on her thigh. "And tomorrow?"

"Tomorrow I don't want to pretend." Sophie's voice dropped. Became something lower, something that vibrated in Adam's chest. "Tomorrow I want everyone to know. I want them to see me walking onto that beach with my husband and my two lovers. I want them to watch you put sunscreen on me. I want them to watch me kiss you. I want them to know that I belong to all three of you."

Adam's dick was hard again. Painfully hard. The fabric of his shorts tented obscenely, and Sophie's eyes dropped to it with the casual assessment of a woman who knew exactly what she was doing.

"You like that idea," she said. Not a question.

"Yes." The word scraped out of him.

"Tell me what you like about it."

He struggled to find the words. The image was there, Sophie on the beach, surrounded by these two towering black men, her blonde hair bright against their dark skin, her body on display for every guest at the resort. The German woman from 4B watching with her disapproval and her barely-hidden fascination. The retired British man lowering his Financial Times to stare. The Spanish newlyweds, so young and uncertain, seeing in Sophie everything they were too afraid to explore themselves.

"I like that they'll see you," he finally managed. "I like that they'll know I can't give you what they can."

Kwame laughed. It wasn't cruel, exactly. It was the laugh of a man who understood the game and enjoyed playing it.

"He's learning," Kwame said. "Your husband is learning."

Sophie reached up and cupped Kwame's jaw. Turned his face toward hers. Kissed him, deep and slow, her tongue sliding into his mouth with the ease of long practice. Temba's hand moved higher on her thigh, his fingers disappearing beneath the hem of her sundress.

Adam watched.

He'd spent six days watching. Six days in the chair, on the lounger, at the table, in the corner. Six days learning that watching was its own form of participation. That his presence, his witnessing, his silent permission, that was his role. That was what he brought to this arrangement.

Sophie broke the kiss with a soft, wet sound. Her lips were glossed with Kwame's saliva, and she turned to offer the same kiss to Temba. The Zimbabwean took it with less showmanship than Kwame but more intensity, his hand gripping the back of her neck, his kiss deeper, more possessive.

When she pulled back, she was breathing harder.

"Tomorrow," she said, "I'm going to lie on that beach and let both of you touch me wherever you want. In front of everyone. In front of my husband. And Adam…." Her blue eyes found his, sharp and knowing. "You're going to wear your Speedos and sit on your lounger and watch. You're going to keep your hands to yourself. And you're going to be hard the entire time. Your little dick will be on show, tenting the Speedos, and they'll all know why I have two black lovers."

The words landed like stones in still water. Adam felt the heat rise to his cheeks even as his dick throbbed against his thigh. The image she painted was merciless and complete, him in those tight blue Speedos he'd bought on a whim last summer, the thin fabric doing nothing to conceal his arousal, every guest at the resort watching his shame on full display while his wife lay between two young African men who could give her everything he couldn't.

Kwame's grin widened. "Now that's a plan."

Temba said nothing, but his hand slid higher beneath Sophie's dress, and she gasped softly, her eyes never leaving Adam's.

They'll all know, Adam thought. They'll all see.

"Yes," Adam whispered.

"And when we come back here, in the afternoon, I'm going to let you have me. Just you." Her smile curved. "Your reward for being so understanding. For being so loyal. For letting me have this."

Kwame's hand slid from her breast to her stomach. His fingers splayed across the fabric of her dress, pressing down gently. "You're generous," he said. "Letting the husband have a turn."

"It's his holiday too." Sophie's voice was light, but her eyes never left Adam's face. "And he's earned it. Hasn't he?"

Temba said nothing. But his fingers, still hidden beneath her dress, moved in a way that made Sophie's breath catch.

Adam gripped the arms of the velvet chair. His knuckles were white. His heart was a drum in his chest, and his cock was a bar of iron in his shorts, and somewhere beneath the arousal and the humiliation and the desperate, clawing need was a feeling he couldn't quite name.

Gratitude. Pride. Love.

His wife was orchestrating her own pleasure with the precision of a conductor, and she'd saved a place for him in the symphony. Not the solo. Not the crescendo. But a place nonetheless.

"Tomorrow," Sophie said, "we'll give them a show. But tonight…." She reached down and pulled the sundress over her head. It joined the crumpled sheets at the foot of the bed. "Tonight I want to fall asleep between you both. I want to feel you on either side of me. I want to wake up with your hands on me."

Kwame was already shifting, already pulling the sheets back. Temba rose to turn off the bedside lamp, and the room fell into near-darkness, just the moonlight, just the silver outline of Sophie's body as she nestled between the two big men.

"Babe," she said, her voice already drowsy. "Get some sleep. Tomorrow's going to be a big day."

Adam didn't move. He sat in the velvet chair, watching his wife's silhouette settle into the space between Kwame and Temba, watching their dark arms encircle her pale body, watching her disappear into the shelter of them.

The sofa in the living room was waiting for him. Alone. Hard and aching. Exactly as she wanted him.

The last thing he heard before the bedroom door swung shut was Sophie's voice, soft and satisfied, speaking words he couldn't quite make out.

But the tone was clear enough.

She was already planning tomorrow.


BOOK FOUR TEASER

The holiday is almost over.

But Adam and Sophie Fletcher are never going back to the marriage they had before Lanzarote.

What began with two young African men approaching them on a beach has transformed everything. Kwame and Temba are no longer strangers. They are no longer simply holiday friends. They have become part of something neither Adam nor Sophie could have imagined when they stepped off the plane less than two weeks earlier.

And Sophie has changed.

The beautiful, respectable thirty-year-old wife who arrived on the island with her husband has discovered a confidence she never knew she possessed. She has stopped worrying about who is watching. Stopped pretending that her relationship with Kwame and Temba is something that needs to remain hidden.

Now, with only one full day remaining, Sophie wants everyone to see.

One final trip to the beach.

Her husband.

Her two lovers.

And this time, no pretending.

No hiding.

No wondering what the other holidaymakers think.

Sophie wants to walk onto that beach between Kwame and Temba and make the new relationship between the four of them impossible to misunderstand. Adam will be there too, but once again, his place will be very different from the one he occupied when their holiday began. Sophie has already told him exactly what she expects from their final day, and Adam has agreed.

But perhaps the biggest change has taken place inside Adam himself.

For days, he has told himself that he has been allowing all of this because he loves Sophie.

Because he wants her to be happy.

Because he is being an understanding husband.

Now that comforting explanation has finally been stripped away.

Sophie has forced Adam to admit the truth.

He wants this too.

The jealousy.

The embarrassment.

The unbearable feeling of watching his beautiful wife becoming increasingly independent of him.

Somehow, all of it has become part of what he wants from their marriage.

And Sophie knows it.

More dangerously, she now knows exactly how far she can push him.

Because Lanzarote was supposed to be a holiday.

Kwame and Temba were supposed to remain on the island.

The fantasy was supposed to end the moment Adam and Sophie boarded their flight back to England.

Except Sophie has already asked the question neither of them can ignore:

What happens when they go home?

Back in England there will be no Kwame.

No Temba.

No anonymous beaches or holiday apartment where ordinary rules can conveniently be forgotten.

There will simply be Adam and Sophie returning to their comfortable married life in Henley-in-Arden.

Except now they know what they want.

And there is already another man waiting in the wings.

Jake.

Adam's old university friend.

A man Sophie has heard plenty about.

A man whose reputation Adam himself once jokingly revealed to his wife.

And, most importantly, a man Adam has now admitted he wants Sophie to explore.

What began as a holiday fantasy is about to follow them home.

But first there is still one final day in Lanzarote.

One final beach.

One final opportunity for Sophie to discover exactly how much her husband is prepared to watch.

And one final chance for Kwame and Temba to leave their mark on a marriage that will never be quite the same again.

Book Four begins with the last full day of their holiday.

But the real question is no longer how this holiday will end.

It's what Adam and Sophie will become when they finally go home.


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

you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Taboo: Elodie Unbound & Taken

A Taboo Interracial Cuckold Story of Hunger, Control, and Crossing Every Line

By Emma Sluttily

Elodie Caldwell thought she understood desire.

Married to a successful, older husband and newly settled into a sprawling house in Sutton, she believed stability mattered more than passion. Sex was something gentle. Predictable. Secondary.

Then the builders arrived.

Three men. Black, powerful, confident, unapologetically physical. They filled her home with noise, heat, and a kind of masculine presence she had never known. And slowly, dangerously, Elodie realised something inside her was waking up.

Looks linger too long. Jokes carry weight. Fantasies refuse to stay fantasies.

As her husband remains blind to what is happening under his own roof, Elodie crosses a line she never imagined she would approach. What begins as curiosity becomes surrender, and surrender becomes something darker, deeper, and impossible to take back.

This is an erotic story of lust overwhelming loyalty, of a woman discovering what she truly wants, and of a marriage forever changed by temptation she no longer tries to resist.

Taboo. Interracial. Cuckold. Explicit adult themes. A sexy erotic tale of being taken, used, group sex, interracial, gangbang, cuckold and first time anal.


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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