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Prologue

The holiday was almost over.

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

For Book Four, I’d expand that opening so Adam receives the same proper reintroduction as Sophie. I’d keep the intimate anatomical detail out of the general character introduction because it interrupts the narrative flow; that can be established later if it becomes relevant to a scene.

Less than two weeks earlier, they had arrived on the island as an ordinary married couple looking forward to sunshine, beaches and two uninterrupted weeks together. Their life back in Henley-in-Arden had been comfortable and predictable. They loved one another. They trusted one another. They had been talking seriously about starting a family. Most importantly, they thought they understood the boundaries of their marriage.

At thirty-eight, Adam Fletcher was the sort of man people instinctively regarded as dependable. Standing a little over five feet eleven, he had the lean, understated build of someone who spent considerably more time behind a desk than inside a gym. His work as an IT consultant meant long hours in front of screens and regular meetings with clients, although occasional runs and long weekend walks kept him reasonably fit. There was nothing physically imposing about him, particularly when compared with men like Kwame and Temba, but neither had Adam ever felt any particular need to be imposing.

His short chestnut-brown hair was always neatly cut, and his clean-shaven face was pleasant and approachable rather than dramatically handsome. Kind hazel eyes reflected much of his personality: thoughtful, patient and inclined to observe before speaking. He possessed the quiet confidence of a man who had built a successful career through intelligence, reliability and hard work rather than charisma or force of personality. People trusted Adam. Employers relied upon him. Friends knew that if he promised something, he would almost certainly do it.

Those same qualities had defined him as a husband. Adam wasn't controlling or possessive. He had always trusted Sophie completely and had taken an uncomplicated pride in being married to such a beautiful woman. Their five years together had settled into the comfortable rhythms of a genuinely loving relationship: shared meals, evenings on the sofa, weekends away, familiar jokes and increasingly serious conversations about children and the future. Adam had believed himself completely content with that life.

Lanzarote had exposed another side of him.

Beside the younger, taller and considerably more muscular Kwame and Temba, Adam's relatively ordinary appearance suddenly seemed significant in a way it never had before. Their physical presence made him more conscious of his own lack of it, just as their effortless confidence around Sophie forced him to confront insecurities he had never previously needed to examine.

Yet the greatest surprise had not been discovering that Adam could feel jealous.

It was discovering that jealousy didn't always make him want to walk away.

Sometimes it made him stay.

Sometimes it made him watch.

And sometimes, to his continuing bewilderment, it made him want to know what would happen next.

Then they met Kwame and Temba.

At first, the two young Black African men had simply been familiar faces on the beach. They sold handmade jewellery and souvenirs to tourists, stopping to chat whenever Adam and Sophie returned to their usual spot. Kwame was outgoing, charming and effortlessly confident. Temba was taller, broader and quieter, his calm presence making him every bit as noticeable as his friend.

And both men had noticed Sophie.

That shouldn't have mattered.

Sophie was used to being noticed. At thirty, Sophie Fletcher possessed the kind of effortless beauty that drew attention without her ever seeming to seek it. Standing five feet seven inches tall, she had an athletic yet unmistakably feminine hourglass figure, shaped and maintained through years of regular gym sessions and Pilates. Her shoulder-length blonde hair framed a classically beautiful face, with striking blue eyes, high cheekbones, a neat button nose and naturally full lips that gave her expression an easy warmth. Nearly two weeks beneath the Lanzarote sun had added a light golden tan to her normally fair complexion, making her blonde hair and blue eyes appear more striking still. She wore very little make-up and needed even less; there was a freshness and natural confidence about her appearance that expensive cosmetics could never have manufactured.

Her figure was equally memorable. Sophie had naturally full, firm 36D breasts, a slim, toned waist and softly rounded hips that gave her a beautifully balanced silhouette. Her curves flowed into a remarkably round, heart-shaped backside, kept firm by the same disciplined training that had given definition to her stomach and shape to her long, toned legs. She was fit without looking hard or excessively muscular, curvaceous without losing the athleticism that made the way she moved so noticeable. Whether she was dressed for dinner, walking along the beach in one of the tiny bikinis she had discovered on holiday, or simply crossing a room barefoot in shorts and a T-shirt, Sophie carried herself with an easy, feminine confidence.

Adam had always been aware of the effect his wife could have on other men. For most of their marriage, he had even enjoyed it. An admiring glance across a restaurant or a stranger turning his head as Sophie passed had once filled him with uncomplicated pride: she's beautiful, and she's with me. Lanzarote had transformed something so simple into something infinitely more complicated. Sophie had discovered that she enjoyed being noticed too—and over the past two weeks she had stopped merely accepting attention and begun embracing the confidence it gave her. The physical woman hadn't fundamentally changed. She was still the same beautiful Sophie who had stepped off the plane beside Adam. What had changed was the way she carried that beauty. She now understood its effect on people, understood the choices it gave her, and appeared increasingly unafraid of using either.

But this had been different.

Because Sophie had noticed them too.

What began with conversation became friendship. Friendship became flirtation. And slowly, almost imperceptibly at first, the boundaries Adam and Sophie had always taken for granted began to move.

Sophie changed with them.

The woman who had arrived on Lanzarote as Adam's beautiful but conventional wife discovered a confidence neither of them had known existed. She became increasingly comfortable with the attention she received and increasingly willing to decide for herself what she wanted.

More importantly, she stopped pretending.

Kwame and Temba were no longer simply two men they had met on holiday.

They had become Sophie's lovers.

And somehow, impossibly, they had also become part of Adam and Sophie's marriage.

For Adam, the transformation had been even harder to understand.

Jealousy should have made him stop everything.

Sometimes he desperately wanted to.

He had experienced embarrassment unlike anything he had known before: walking several paces behind Sophie while she remained between Kwame and Temba; sitting at the edge of restaurant tables while the three of them laughed together; lying alone on a lounger while his wife played with them in the pool.

Again and again, Sophie had checked on him.

Again and again, Adam had been given the opportunity to object.

And every time, he had told her the same thing.

I'm fine.

At first, he convinced himself he was doing it for Sophie.

Because he loved her.

Because he wanted her to be happy.

Because being a good husband sometimes meant allowing the woman you loved the freedom to discover something about herself.

But that explanation had finally collapsed.

Sophie had made Adam confront a far more uncomfortable truth.

He wanted this too.

Not in the same way Sophie did.

But he wanted it.

The jealousy.

The embarrassment.

The strange intensity of watching his wife become increasingly confident and independent.

The knowledge that other people could see what was happening.

Even the uncomfortable sensation that his old position within their marriage was disappearing.

Somehow, those feelings had become tangled together with his love for Sophie until Adam could no longer separate one from another.

And Sophie knew.

That changed everything.

Because the more Adam admitted, the more Sophie understood just how far she could challenge him.

Now only one full day remained.

One final day beneath the Lanzarote sun.

One final visit to the beach where all of this had begun.

But Sophie had already made something very clear.

Tomorrow there would be no pretending.

She wanted to walk onto that beach with Adam, Kwame and Temba without disguising what the four of them had become. She was tired of wondering whether strangers understood. This time she wanted them to understand.

Her husband.

Her two lovers.

And Sophie at the centre of them.

Adam had agreed.

Of course he had.

But the approaching end of the holiday created another question, one neither of them could avoid any longer.

What happens when they go home?

Lanzarote had made everything easy to compartmentalise.

It was another country.

Another world.

There were anonymous beaches, unfamiliar restaurants and a luxury apartment where their ordinary lives seemed thousands of miles away.

Kwame and Temba belonged here.

Their real life belonged in England.

Surely the two worlds could simply separate again when Adam and Sophie boarded the plane.

Except Sophie no longer seemed interested in separating them.

And neither, Adam had finally admitted, was he.

Back in Henley-in-Arden there would be no Kwame and Temba. There would be their house, their friends, their jobs and all the familiar routines that had once seemed perfectly sufficient.

But Adam and Sophie would be returning as different people.

And already there was a name hanging between them.

Jake!

Adam's old university friend.

Someone Sophie had known about for years. Someone whose reputation Adam himself had once jokingly revealed to his wife without imagining for a second that the information might someday matter.

Now it mattered.

Because Sophie had asked Adam whether he wanted their new arrangement to continue when they returned home.

More specifically, whether he could imagine her exploring that freedom with Jake.

And Adam had finally given her an answer.

Yes.

That single word meant Lanzarote was no longer an isolated fantasy.

Something had followed them out of the bedroom, beyond the apartment and into the future waiting for them in England.

But England could wait.

There was still tomorrow.

One last sunrise.

One last beach.

One final day with Kwame and Temba.

And perhaps one final opportunity for Sophie to discover whether there was any boundary left that Adam would actually ask her not to cross.

Because the question was no longer how their holiday would end.

It was whether what had begun in Lanzarote would ever end at all.


Chapter One

The living room was already hot when Adam heard the bedroom door click open.

Morning sun cut through the balcony doors in sharp white slabs, bleaching the white linen sofa where he'd spent another sleepless night. His tight pale blue minimal speedos, the ones Sophie had instructed him to wear, clung to his hips and buttocks, leaving very little to the imagination, including the size, or lack thereof, of his male package. The thin fabric did nothing to disguise the modest shape beneath, and he shifted uncomfortably, acutely aware of how exposed he felt. His t-shirt was already damp at the collar. Four towels sat folded on the kitchen island. The beach bag bulged with water bottles and sunscreen and Sophie's things; her sunglasses, her phone, the little handheld fan she'd bought at the airport.

He'd been ready for twenty minutes.

Kwame emerged first. Bare chest. Loose shorts slung low. The easy confidence of a man who'd slept in a king-size bed with another man's wife and felt no need to apologise for it.

Temba followed. Larger. Quieter. His dark eyes swept the room without comment, assessing Adam the way he assessed everything, with patience, with something that might have been amusement or might have been judgment.

And then Sophie.

The fluorescent-green hit Adam's vision like a slap. That was his first thought, not beautiful, not striking, but aggressive. The colour of a highlighter pen. Of a hazard marker. The colour of something designed to be seen from a great distance and impossible to ignore.

She'd bought it three days ago at a little shop in the old town, holding it up against her body while Adam looked shocked at the thought; I’ll have to shave for this, she’d told him.  . Adam had watched from the doorway, carrying her other purchases.

Now she wore it.

Two tiny triangles of fabric connected by cords so slender they seemed almost decorative. The triangles covered her nipples and areola, leaving most of her full, pale breasts exposed. Those breasts he'd watched other men suck and squeeze and cover in their seed, with a modesty that was really just a suggestion. The bottoms were worse. Narrow strips of green sitting high on her hips, the strings pulling taut across her golden skin, the front panel barely wide enough to cover the mound he'd licked clean last night. And a string back that left her glorious full round ass fully on show.

Over it all, the mesh throw. Translucent. Useless. A gesture toward covering that somehow made everything beneath it more obscene.

Sophie caught him staring.

Her smile spread slow and warm. Not the nervous smile of two weeks ago, when she'd asked if her pale-blue bikini was too revealing. This was the smile of a woman who knew exactly how she looked and exactly what it did to him.

"Like it?" She did a slow turn. The thong back of the bikini bottoms disappeared between her cheeks, those cheeks still bearing the faded blooms of Kwame's handprints, the fresher marks Temba had left.

Adam's throat worked. No words came.

"She asked me," Kwame said, his grin widening. "I told her if she's going to give them a show, give them something to remember."

Temba's eyes moved over Sophie's body with the slow deliberation of a man cataloguing his property. Then the corner of his mouth lifted, a fraction of an inch, barely perceptible. "Good."

One word. Sophie's cheeks flushed with pleasure, “I might be pregnant!”

The words hit Adam like a physical blow.

His hands went numb around the beach bag straps. Pregnant. The word echoed in his skull, drowning out the sound of the waves, the murmuring of other guests, the low laugh Kwame let out at Sophie's declaration.

It's unlikely to be his, now.

The thought arrived with brutal clarity. They hadn't used protection in weeks, not since before the holiday and not at all during the holiday with Kwame and Temba. He'd watched them finish inside her. Watched Temba do the same, night after night, while Adam knelt in the corner or lay bound on the bed, reduced to a spectator in his own marriage.

Her hands went to cup her toned stomach. Sophie's fingers pressed against the flat, golden skin just above the waistband of her fluorescent bikini bottoms. She looked down at herself with a dreamy, speculative expression that made Adam's chest tighten.

"I've got to show it while I've still got it," she said, almost to herself. Then her blue eyes lifted to Adam's. "What do you think, babe? You'd make a good father, don't you think?"

Kwame's grin spread slow and wicked. "Question is, whose?"

Temba said nothing. But his hand slid across Sophie's stomach, proprietary and heavy, and the look he gave Adam was long and measuring.

Sophie laughed, light and carefree, utterly untroubled by the implications. "I think a mixed raced baby is so much cuter."

Adam's mouth opened. Closed. His dick, traitor that it was, remained painfully hard.

Pregnant. Mixed race.

His wife, carrying the child of another man, a black man. And he was supposed to sit here and watch her display herself, watch them touch her.

She crossed the room to Adam. The mesh throw swirled around her thighs. Up close, he could smell her, the faint trace of last night's sex, the coconut body wash she'd used in the shower, the warm, familiar scent of his wife's skin.

"Ready, babe?"

Adam looked down at everything he was carrying.

Four towels. The beach bag. Suntan lotion. Bottles of water. Sophie's things, her phone, her sunglasses, the little fan.

The symbolism landed like a punch.

Their first visit to this beach. Two weeks ago. Walking side by side, Adam's arm around her shoulders, Sophie's hand tucked into the back pocket of his shorts. They'd carried their own things. They'd talked about finding a good spot near the rocks. They'd been a husband and wife on holiday, ordinary and unremarkable and utterly oblivious to what was about to happen to them.

Today, Adam was carrying things for four people.

"Ready," he said.

---

The resort lobby was busy. Families heading to breakfast. Couples with pool bags. The German woman from 4B stood near the lifts, her angular body rigid with disapproval as Sophie walked past arm-in-arm with Kwame on one side and Temba on the other.

Adam followed six paces behind.

He saw the German woman's eyes track Sophie's fluorescent bikini through the mesh throw. Saw her mouth tighten. Saw her turn to her husband, a thin, grey-faced man who spent most of his time reading a German newspaper by the pool, and whisper something that made him glance up.

Adam adjusted the beach bags and kept walking.

The promenade was worse.

This was the same path they'd walked every morning. The same cobblestones. The same palm trees bending in the sea breeze. But two weeks ago, Sophie had walked beside him. She'd pointed out the little market stall selling fresh papaya. She'd squeezed his hand when a street performer made her laugh.

Now she walked ahead of him. Her blonde hair bright against Kwame's dark shoulder. Her hips swaying with that new rhythm, the one that said I know exactly what I am and exactly what I'm doing. Her mesh throw billowing in the breeze, revealing flashes of aggressive green that made other holidaymakers stop and stare.

A British couple Adam recognised from the pool. Mid-fifties. Midlands accents. They'd chatted with Sophie on the second day about the weather and the best restaurants in town.

The woman's mouth fell open.

The man's eyes tracked Sophie's backside with an expression that was equal parts shock and hunger.

Sophie saw them. Adam knew she saw them, because her hips swayed a little more, and her hand slid down to squeeze Kwame's back pocket in a gesture that was unmistakably intimate.

Kwame laughed. "You're enjoying this."

"Very much." Sophie's voice carried back to Adam, light and unrepentant. "It's our last day. I'm done pretending."

The older British woman turned to her husband. Her whisper didn't stay a whisper. "Isn't that the young English couple? The ones who…."

"Yes," her husband muttered. "Don't stare."

They both stared.

Adam's face burned. His dick, traitorously, began to stiffen in his shorts.

The path widened as they approached the beach. More people passed them. More heads turned. A young Spanish couple, the newlyweds Adam had seen watching Sophie and Temba in the pool three days ago, stepped aside to let them pass. The bride's eyes went wide. Her husband's hand tightened on hers.

Sophie looked over her shoulder.

Her eyes found Adam's.

He expected sympathy. An invitation to catch up. Some small acknowledgment that she understood how this felt, the weight of the bags, the ache in his shoulders, the humiliation of trailing behind while she walked arm-in-arm with her lovers.

Instead, she gave him that smile. Warm. Knowing. Affectionate rather than cruel.

She knew what this arrangement did to him now. Beneath his embarrassment and jealousy, beneath the sting of being reduced to a baggage carrier while two other men escorted his wife, he had admitted he wanted it. Had begged for it. Had spilled himself onto his own stomach while she wrung the confession from him.

Yes. Yes, I want you to fuck Jake when we get home.

The memory made his dick throb. Hard and obvious in the tight thin fabric of the speedos, a desperate, pitiful bulge that did nothing to impress. The Lycra clung to him like a second skin, outlining every inch of his modest architecture with cruel precision. He might as well have been naked. On display. That was the word. As much on display as Sophie was, standing there in her fluorescent scandal of a bikini, her full breasts spilling from the triangles, the thong disappearing between the cheeks of her round, perfect ass.

But where she was stunning, he was lacking.

He saw it in the way the German woman's husband glanced from Sophie to Adam and back again. A flicker of curiosity, then dismissal. A man in a man's costume, barely worth a second look. Kwame and Temba had noticed too. Their eyes had swept over him that first night, and what they'd seen had clearly not caused a moment's concern. He was no threat. He was furniture. A fixture. A convenience.

The contrast burned into him: his wife, radiant and overflowing with desirability, and him, in his pale blue speedos that screamed desperate for attention, his small, hard dick a tent of inadequacy beneath the straining fabric. He felt the weight of the beach bag straps cutting into his palms. Felt the heat rising to his cheeks. Felt his dick, utterly traitorous, throb again in response to the humiliation.

On display. Both of them. But only one of them was worth looking at.

"Come on, babe," Sophie called. "Don't fall behind."

She didn't release either Kwame or Temba.

Adam adjusted the beach bags and followed.

---

The sand was already hot. The tide was out, and the familiar stretch of beach opened before them, the same patch they'd claimed on their first day, near the rocks, slightly apart from the other resort guests.

It felt like completing a circle.

This was where Kwame and Temba had first approached them. Where Adam had watched Sophie's body language shift from polite to interested to something hungrier. Where she'd first let another man touch her, just a hand on her shoulder, just a moment that lasted a beat too long.

Now they were returning together on the final day.

Kwame and Temba released Sophie's arms and began spreading the towels Adam handed them. Four towels, arranged in a semicircle. Sophie's in the centre. Kwame on her right. Temba on her left.

Adam's towel was slightly behind hers. Set apart.

He understood the arrangement without being told.

Sophie peeled off her mesh throw. The fluorescent green bikini blazed in the morning sun, sharp enough to sting the eyes. She stretched her arms overhead, arching her back, and Adam watched her breasts lift and strain against the tiny triangles of fabric.

"This is it," she said, lowering herself onto her towel. "Our last day. I want to make it count."

Kwame knelt beside her, already reaching for the suntan lotion. "What do you have in mind?"

"Everything." Sophie's blue eyes found Adam's. "I want everyone to see. No more hiding. No more pretending we're just friends. I want them to watch you touch me. I want them to watch me kiss you. I want them to know."

Temba settled onto her other side, his massive frame blocking the sun. "And him?"

Sophie turned to look at Adam. "He's going to sit right there and watch. He's going to keep his hands to himself. And he's going to be hard the entire time."

The German woman from 4B was settling into her usual spot twenty metres away. The British retiree was already behind his Financial Times, his reading glasses angled toward them. The Spanish newlyweds had taken a position near the water's edge, pretending not to watch.

Sophie saw them all.

She didn't lower her voice.

"Kiss me," she said to Kwame. "Right here. Right now. Make sure they're watching."

Kwame's hand cupped her jaw. His dark fingers splayed across her golden cheek, and then he was kissing her, deep and slow, his tongue sliding into her mouth with the ease of long practice. Sophie's hand came up to grip the back of his neck. She moaned into his mouth, loud enough to carry.

Twenty metres away, the German woman's newspaper lowered.

Temba's hand found Sophie's thigh. His fingers traced the edge of her bikini bottoms, slow and deliberate, and Sophie broke the kiss with Kwame to turn toward him. Their mouths met with less showmanship but more intensity, Temba's hand gripping the back of her neck, his kiss deeper, more possessive.

When she pulled back, she was breathing harder.

Adam's dick was a bar of iron in the thin fabric of the speedos. There was no way to hide it. His shame. His humiliation. A cuckold on holiday. All aroused him now.

Sophie glanced at him. That smile again. Warm and knowing and utterly in control.

"Ready for our last day, babe?"

There was only one answer. The same answer he'd given every day since Kwame and Temba had entered their lives. The same answer he'd be giving for weeks and months and years to come.

"Yes."

Sophie reached behind herself and found the knot at the nape of her neck. Her fingers worked it loose with practiced ease, and the fluorescent green triangle of fabric fell away, landing softly in the sand beside her. Her breasts swung free, full and pale and heavy, the nipples already tightening in the warm morning air. She let them hang there for a moment, unashamed, letting the sunlight paint them gold, letting the eyes of every person on this stretch of beach adjust to the sight of her completely bare above the waist.

Then she stretched out on her towel, her body framed by the two big men, her naked breasts settling against her ribs as she lay back and lifted her chin toward the lotion bottle in Kwame's hand.

"Then let's get started."


Chapter Two

The sun climbed higher. The sand burned whiter. And Adam sat on his towel, six feet behind his wife, watching another man's hands move across her naked breasts.

Kwame's fingers glistened with lotion. He worked it into Sophie's skin with slow, circular motions, palms cupping the full weight of her, thumbs brushing her nipples until they tightened into hard pink peaks. Sophie's eyes were closed. Her lips parted. The small sounds she made carried across the sand like secrets.

"Turn over," Kwame murmured.

She did. Onto her stomach. The fluorescent green thong was a single strip of colour bisecting the pale globes of her ass. Kwame squeezed more lotion into his palm and began working it down her spine, into the dimples just above her tailbone, along the curves where her buttocks swelled and softened.

His fingers hooked briefly under the string of her thong.

Sophie giggled. "Not yet."

"Later, then."

"Definitely later."

Temba watched from her other side. His massive frame blocked the sun, casting a shadow across her legs. He wasn't touching her, not yet, but his dark eyes tracked every movement of Kwame's hands. Every shiver of Sophie's skin. Every glance she threw toward the other resort guests.

There were more of them now. The morning crowd had thickened. Families with children clustered near the water's edge. Couples on loungers. A group of German tourists playing cards. And the regulars, the German woman from 4B, rigid with disapproval behind her sunglasses. The retired British man, his Financial Times forgotten in his lap. The Spanish newlyweds, pretending to read but watching Sophie with the fixed intensity of people seeing something they'd only imagined.

Adam saw them all.

His pale blue speedos clung to him like a second skin. There was no hiding it. No adjusting himself. No crossing his legs or draping a towel across his lap. Sophie had forbidden it. Keep your hands to yourself. Be hard the entire time. She hadn't needed to add and let them see,  the thin Lycra did that work for her.

He was on display. Every bit as much as she was.

The German woman's husband glanced over. His newspaper dipped. His eyes found Adam's crotch, the unmistakable outline of a small, straining erection, and something flickered across his grey face. Curiosity. Pity. A man recognizing another man's humiliation and feeling, perhaps, a secret gratitude that it wasn't him.

Adam's face burned. His dick throbbed harder.

"Babe."

Sophie's voice. She'd turned her head on the towel, her cheek pressed against the fabric, her blue eyes finding his through the tangle of her blonde hair.

"Come here."

He rose on unsteady legs. The sand shifted under his feet. When he reached her, standing over her, the angle gave him a view straight down her spine to where the thong disappeared between her cheeks. The handprints from last night had faded to faint yellow blooms.

"Kneel."

He knelt.

Sophie reached up and cupped his jaw. Her palm was warm from the sun. "You're doing so well," she said, her voice low enough that only he could hear. "I know this is hard for you."

"It's…." His voice cracked. He swallowed. "It's what you want."

"It's what we want." Her thumb traced his lower lip. "Isn't it?"

Kwame's hands were still moving on her back. Temba had shifted closer, his thigh pressing against hers. Adam felt the weight of their presence like a physical pressure, these two big men flanking his wife, their dark skin stark against her cream, their bodies blocking him from the sun.

"Yes," he whispered.

"Good boy." She released his jaw. "Now go back to your towel. We're going to swim soon."

He retreated. The walk back to his towel was six feet that felt like six miles. Every step, he could feel what they all saw. His small, slender dick tenting the tight Lycra of his tiny swimsuit, the fabric stretched thin over a bulge that was barely there. He felt on show. He was on show. They could all see. They could see how small he was, the modest shape of his arousal pathetic against the vivid spectacle of his beautiful wife with two black lovers. Every guest on the beach seemed to be watching, tracking his humiliating journey with a predator’s focus, the German woman's husband with his pity, the British retiree with his guilty fascination, the young Spanish bride with her wide, wondering eyes.

Adam sat down. His dick ached. His balls were tight and heavy. He'd been hard for nearly an hour now, and the pressure was becoming unbearable.

But he didn't touch himself.

He watched.

Kwame finished with Sophie's back and moved to her legs. Long, slow strokes from ankle to thigh. When his fingers reached the crease where her leg met her hip, Sophie's breath hitched. Her hips pressed into the towel. Kwame grinned and kept going, higher, closer to the strip of green fabric that was all that remained of her modesty.

Temba took the lotion bottle. Squeezed a fresh pool into his palm. His hand settled on Sophie's shoulder blades, and then he was working the oil into her skin with the same patient, possessive thoroughness he'd shown last night. His fingers traced the ridges of her spine. Circled the nape of her neck. Slid outward to knead the muscles of her shoulders.

Sophie moaned. Loud enough to carry.

Twenty metres away, the German woman rose from her lounger and stalked toward the water, her angular body radiating outrage. Her husband followed, the newspaper still clutched in his hand.

"Someone's not happy," Kwame said.

"Good," Sophie murmured. "Let her watch. Let them all watch."

Temba's hand slid lower again. His fingers traced the side of her ribs; close, so close, to the curve of her breast where it pressed against the towel. Sophie turned her head. Their eyes met. Temba's expression was calm, unhurried, the face of a man who had all the time in the world.

"Temba," she breathed.

"Mm."

"Kiss me."

He did. Leaning over her, his massive frame eclipsing her body, his mouth finding hers with the same slow deliberation he brought to everything. Sophie's hand came up to grip the back of his neck. Her fingers looked small and pale against his dark skin.

Kwame, not to be left out, bent and pressed his lips to the small of her back. Then lower. His mouth traced the curve of her ass, kissing the exposed flesh on either side of the thong.

Sophie broke the kiss with Temba and gasped.

The Spanish newlyweds were staring openly now. The bride's hand was clamped around her husband's wrist. Her lips moved, words Adam couldn't hear, and her husband nodded, his eyes never leaving Sophie's body.

Adam's dick leaked a thin bead of fluid against the inside of his speedos. He felt it, the warm dampness spreading through the fabric, and knew it would be visible. A dark patch. A sign. Everyone who looked at him would know: the cuckold husband was wet with arousal, watching his wife be worshipped by two other men.

The British retiree adjusted his glasses. His wife, a plump woman with a permanently pursed mouth, whispered something sharp and disapproving. But she didn't look away either.

Sophie stretched like a cat in the sun and rolled onto her back again. Her breasts shone with oil. Her stomach was flat and golden above the strip of green thong. She raised one knee, letting her thigh fall open slightly, and Adam saw her body language shift, the way she turned her head to include both men, the way her hand floated up to touch Kwame's chest, the way her hips made a small, involuntary circle.

"Going for a swim," she announced.

She rose to her feet in one fluid motion. Her body was a sculpture of cream and gold, the fluorescent green thong a single bright line cutting across her hips. She reached out and took Kwame's hand. Temba's hand.

They rose with her. Flanked her. Two towering columns of dark muscle and easy confidence.

Sophie turned to Adam. Her shadow fell across his towel, across the tented pale-blue fabric that hid nothing.

"Coming, babe?"

Her eyes dropped. Everyone's eyes dropped, Adam felt it like a physical weight, the collective gaze of every guest on this stretch of beach focusing on the small, straining bulge in his speedos. The damp patch. The unmistakable evidence of his arousal and his inadequacy.

A faint smirk touched Sophie's lips.

"A little awkward, babe?"

She said it loudly. Not loud enough to be shouting. Loud enough to be heard. The German woman's husband heard it. The British retiree heard it. The Spanish newlyweds heard it, the bride's mouth opened into a perfect O of shock.

Adam's throat closed. No words came.

Sophie held his gaze for one beat longer. That smirk, affectionate rather than cruel, but edged with something sharper, something that reminded him exactly who was in control, curved her lips.

Then she turned.

She walked toward the shore hand-in-hand with Kwame and Temba, her blonde hair swinging between her shoulder blades, her bare ass flexing with each step, the green thong disappearing into the cleft of her. The two men moved in sync with her, Kwame on her right, Temba on her left, their dark bodies framing her pale one like parentheses around a sentence that was still being written.

They reached the water's edge. The waves lapped at their ankles. Sophie laughed at something Kwame said, a bright, carefree sound, and then they waded deeper, the water climbing their calves, their thighs, their waists.

Sophie submerged to her shoulders. Her hair fanned out on the surface. When she turned back toward the beach, toward Adam, her eyes found his across the distance.

She smiled.

Then she pulled Kwame's head down and kissed him, deep and wet, her mouth open and her tongue visible even from here. Temba's arms encircled her from behind, his hands sliding up her ribs to cup her breasts beneath the water, and Adam watched his wife disappear into the embrace of two other men while the Atlantic Ocean broke against their bodies and the entire beach pretended not to see.

His dick screamed for release.

He didn't touch it.

He sat on his towel, six feet behind an empty space where his wife had been and waited for whatever came next.


Chapter Three

Adam sat on his towel, the sand hot beneath his thighs, and felt the weight of every gaze on the beach. He knew he wasn't allowed to hide his embarrassing predicament. His small, slender, hard little dick tented the embarrassingly tight small speedos, a pathetic bulge that drew stares like flies to honey. The damp patch had spread, darkening the pale blue fabric, a glossy sheen betraying his arousal.

He had to sit there and watch his beautiful wife. All the other holidaymakers knew she was his wife. She was frolicking in the surf with two young black men. 30-year-old Sophie, in a micro thong that did little to cover her shaved mound, her ass bare, her large full natural breasts bare, and with two young black men, early twenties, all muscle and confidence. Their hands all over her. She took turns kissing them. Her hands roamed their powerful, muscular bodies, tracing contours Adam could only dream of.

The Spanish newlywed bride had stopped pretending to read. She stared openly, her husband's hand resting on her thigh with a grip that spoke of desperate restraint. The British retiree's wife had given up on disapproval, she simply watched, her mouth slightly open, her husband's paper completely forgotten.

Adam's dick throbbed. He wanted to touch it so badly. But Sophie's command rang in his ears, clear as the waves breaking against the shore. Keep your hands to yourself. Be hard the entire time.

He sat. He watched. He endured.

The realization settled into Adam like warm water seeping through sand. He was thirty-eight years old, a husband of three years, a man who had never once questioned his place in the world. And now here he sat, in tight pale-blue speedos that hid nothing, his thin little erection on display for every stranger on this beach, while his wife, his beautiful, thirty-year-old wife, stood waist-deep in the Atlantic with two young black men.

He was coming to terms with it.

The humiliation was absolute. Complete. Every cell in his body burned with it, the German woman's husband had pity in his eyes, the British retiree's wife had stopped pretending she wasn't staring, the Spanish bride's hand was clamped around her husband's wrist so hard her knuckles had gone white.

And yet.

His dick throbbed. Harder than it had ever been in his life. A thin bead of moisture escaped the tip, darkening the fabric further, and Adam felt the shame and the arousal twist together into something he no longer wanted to untangle.

Why did it turn him on so much?

He didn't have an answer. Only the truth: from the first moment Sophie had flirted with Kwame and Temba on the beach over a week ago, something had shifted inside him. She had been right. He wanted this as much as she did. He wanted to see his wife with these fit young black men, their big black cocks that he knew would dwarf him, their muscular bodies that made his pale, slender frame look like a boy's. He wanted the other beachgoers to know. Look at the little white husband. Look at what his wife needs. Look at what he cannot give her.

The humiliation turned him on.

The humiliation was the turn-on.

He sat on his towel, six feet behind where his wife had been, and watched Sophie press her body against Temba's chest while Kwame's hand slid down the curve of her ass beneath the water.

And Adam accepted what he had become.

It wasn't a sudden collapse, nor a dramatic surrender. It was a slow, quiet settling, like sediment drifting to the bottom of a glass, finding its natural level. He sat on the hot sand, his pale, slender thighs pressed together, his small erection straining against the thin blue Lycra, and he accepted it. The damp patch had spread to the size of a coin, dark and glossy, a beacon of his arousal for anyone who cared to look. The German woman's husband looked. The British retiree looked. The Spanish bride looked, her mouth slightly open, her husband's hand frozen on her thigh.

And Adam let them look.

He let them see the truth that had been forming since the moment Sophie had first laughed at something Kwame said on the beach. The truth that had crystallized last night when he'd watched her kiss Temba in their apartment, her tongue sliding against his, her hand gripping the back of his neck with a possessiveness Adam had never seen in her before. The truth that had been waiting, patient and inevitable, for him to finally have the courage to meet it.

I am the husband who watches.

The words formed in his mind, clear and undeniable. He was not the man who satisfied his wife. He was not the man who claimed her, who took her, who made her gasp and moan and claw at the sheets. He was the man who knelt on the sand while other men's hands moved across her skin. He was the man who sat six feet behind her, hard and useless, while the entire beach bore witness to his inadequacy.

The shame was still there, a hot, crawling thing beneath his skin. But beneath the shame, something else stirred. Something that made his cock throb harder, that sent a fresh bead of moisture seeping through the blue fabric. The humiliation was the turn-on. The exposure was the pleasure. Every pitying glance, every whispered comment, every moment of knowing that these strangers saw him for what he really was, it fed something inside him that he had never known existed until this holiday.

He watched Sophie float on her back, her blonde hair fanning out across the water, her breasts breaking the surface like pale islands. Kwame and Temba flanked her like dark sentinels, their bodies massive and powerful against her delicate frame. The contrast was violent. Stark. Beautiful. Kwame said something that made her laugh, that same carefree, musical laugh, and then Temba's hand disappeared beneath the water, and Sophie's laugh turned into a sharp, pleased gasp.

Adam's hand twitched on his thigh. He wanted to touch himself so badly it was almost pain. But Sophie's voice echoed in his memory: keep your hands to yourself. Be hard the entire time. She had known, even then, what this would do to him. She had known he would need the discipline, the restraint, the exquisite torture of being so close to release and forbidden from taking it.

So he sat. He watched. He accepted.

He was the husband who watched his wife take other men. He was the white man who knelt on the sand while two black men gave his wife what he could not. He was the object of pity and fascination and secret envy, the living proof that some men are born to be cuckolds, born to kneel, born to watch.

And for the first time since this had begun, Adam felt something other than shame.

He felt peace.

---

The sun had begun its slow descent, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink, when Sophie turned from the water's edge. She was still flanked by Kwame and Temba, their bodies glistening with salt and sand, her own skin flushed and golden.

"Five o'clock," she announced, her voice carrying across the beach with the easy authority of someone who knew she would be obeyed. She turned to Adam, and her eyes swept over him, the pathetic tent in his speedos, the dark patch of moisture, the way his thighs trembled with the effort of not touching himself.

"Pack everything up. And don't cover yourself." Her smile was soft, almost tender. "I want everyone to see how small it is. How hard you are."

Adam's throat closed. He nodded.

Kwame and Temba wrapped their arms around Sophie's waist, and she looped hers around their’s. The three of them turned and began walking toward the resort complex, Sophie in the middle, her bare ass flexing with each step, the fluorescent green thong a bright slash across her skin.

Adam packed. He folded the towels slowly, his hands shaking. He picked up the bottles of lotion, the sunglasses, the half-empty water bottle. He rose to his feet, his erection still straining against the thin Lycra, and began to follow.

Twenty paces behind. That was the distance he kept. Close enough to see every detail, the way Kwame's hand rested on the curve of Sophie's hip, the way Temba's fingers traced the small of her back. Far enough that everyone could see the distance between them. The space that said this is not my place.

The German woman's husband was still watching. The British retiree's wife had stopped pretending. The Spanish bride's hand was pressed to her chest.

Adam scurried after his wife and her lovers, his small, hard dick bouncing with each hurried step, and let them all see what he had become.


Chapter Four

The apartment had cooled with the evening. The balcony doors stood open, letting in the salt breeze and the distant murmur of the resort settling into its nighttime rhythm. Adam stood near the kitchen island, still in his pale blue speedos, his body humming with a tension that had not relented since morning.

Sophie had not put the bikini top back on.

She moved through the living room in only her fluorescent green thong and the mesh throw, the translucent fabric doing nothing to hide the sway of her breasts or the curve of her hips. The throw hung open. Her nipples were still tight from the air conditioning. She looked like a woman who had spent an entire day being worshipped and had no intention of stopping now.

Kwame and Temba stood near the balcony, their silhouettes framed by the last orange light bleeding into the sea. They had been quiet since returning from the beach, not the silence of uncertainty, but the silence of men who knew exactly what was coming.

Sophie stopped in the centre of the room. Her bare feet were silent on the cool tiles. She turned to face Adam.

“I want my first DP.”

The words landed like stones in still water.

“I want you to watch when Kwame and Temba take me at the same time.”

Adam’s throat closed. His dick, already half-hard from the endless hours of denial, surged against the tight Lycra. The pale blue fabric tented obscenely, the modest outline unmistakable. Sophie’s gaze dropped to it. Her smile curved.

“Strip down to your little speedos,” she said. “Your little dick looks so cute like that.”

The words hung in the air, and Adam’s breath caught as Sophie rose from the bed in a single fluid motion. She crossed to him, her naked body brushing against the warmth of the two men still standing behind her. Her hips swayed with each step, the wetness between her thighs catching the light.

She stopped in front of him. So close he could feel the heat radiating from her skin. Her hand drifted down, fingers finding the thin fabric of his speedos. She wrapped her palm around his slender dick, squeezing gently through the Lycra. The damp patch of pre-cum spread under her touch.

“So small,” she murmured, her voice honeyed with affection. “So cute. And yet so hard.”

She kissed his cheek, soft, lingering, and pulled back to meet his eyes. Her smile was tender, devastating.

“Now you’re going to be a good boy,” she said. “You’re going to be there to help clean up. My clean-up boy.”

Adam’s throat worked. He nodded.

Sophie turned back to the bed, leaving him rooted to the spot, his heart hammering against his ribs.

The words were soft. Affectionate, even. But they scalded him. His fingers went to the hem of his t-shirt, pulled it over his head. He’d been in the speedos since the beach, since every public moment of this last day. He stood before her in nothing but the thin blue scrap of fabric that hid nothing at all.

“Good boy.”

Kwame and Temba approached.

They moved with the unhurried confidence of men who had spent six nights in this apartment, six nights in his wife’s body. Their baggy board shorts hung low on their hips. Kwame’s hand found the waistband first. Temba followed. The shorts dropped to the floor in two soft whispers of fabric.

Their cocks sprang free.

Kwame’s, circumcised, thick as a wrist, the dark head already gleaming. Temba’s, uncircumcised, longer, heavier, the foreskin pulling back to reveal the swollen glans. Both fully erect. Both aimed at Sophie like promises.

She looked at them. Then at Adam.

“Watch,” she said.

The mesh throw slipped from her shoulders and pooled at her feet. She stood for a moment in only the green thong, a single strip of colour bisecting her hips, her full breasts rising and falling with her breath. Then she stepped forward to Kwame.

Her slender fingers wrapped around his cock, and Adam watched her hand fail to close fully around the girth. Her fingertips couldn't quite meet. She kissed the man, full and deep, her tongue sliding against his as she held him. Her other hand came up to cup his jaw, drawing him deeper into the kiss.

When she broke away, she moved to Temba without hesitation. Her fingers found his length, thicker still, heavier in her grip, and she repeated the same full, passionate kiss. Her mouth worked against his, tongues playing in a slow, intimate dance as she held the girth of his thick black cock. Both men stood tall before her, their hands settling on her waist, her hips, pulling her closer.

She released Temba with a soft, wet sound and turned her head just enough to catch Adam's eye over her shoulder. Her lips glistened.

"You like watching, don't you, babe?"

Adam’s hand found the kitchen counter. He gripped it.

Then she dropped to her knees.

Sophie reached for Kwame first. Her small pale fingers wrapped around his shaft, could not close completely, and she guided him to her mouth. Her lips stretched around the head. Her cheeks hollowed. Kwame’s groan rumbled through the room, low and satisfied.

“That’s it,” he murmured. “Take it.”

She worked him with slow, wet strokes. Her tongue swirled. Her hand pumped what her mouth could not reach. Then she pulled back, a string of saliva connecting her lower lip to his tip and turned to Temba.

His cock was longer. She had to adjust her angle, tilting her head back, opening her throat. Temba’s hand came to rest on the crown of her head, not pushing, just holding. Possessing. His dark eyes found Adam’s and held them.

Sophie moaned around his shaft. The vibration made Temba’s jaw tighten.

She pulled back. Gasped. Stroked him with her right hand while her left found Kwame again. Two cocks. Two hands. Her head moving back and forth between them, sucking one, then the other, then the first again. Her saliva slicked their shafts until they gleamed in the lamplight. The wet sounds filled the apartment. Slurps. Gasps. The rhythmic pump of her fists.

Adam’s slender dick throbbed against the inside of his speedos. A damp patch had spread across the front of the fabric, pre-cum seeping through, darkening the pale blue. He did not touch himself. He watched.

Kwame’s fingers tangled in Sophie’s blonde hair. “You like that? You like having both of us in your mouth?”

She answered by taking him deeper. Her throat worked. Her eyes watered. When she pulled back, her voice was hoarse. “I want both of you inside me.”

Temba’s hand tightened on her head. “You’ll have us.”

Sophie stroked them both, faster now, her fists a blur. Her breasts swayed with the motion. Her thighs pressed together, and Adam saw the way her hips rocked, the way she rubbed herself against her own heel. She was getting off on this. On the performance. On the power.

Then Kwame bent down.

His hands hooked under Sophie’s arms, and he lifted her as if she weighed nothing at all. She let out a startled laugh, bright and girlish, as he swung her up and tossed her onto the bed. She landed on her back, limbs splayed, blonde hair fanning across the white sheets. Her breasts bounced and settled. Her chest heaved.

Temba stepped forward.

His massive frame blocked Adam’s view for a moment, just a wall of dark muscle and patient hunger. Then his hand reached down. His fingers hooked into the waistband of the green thong. One swift movement. The fabric snapped. Sophie gasped.

Temba pulled the ruined scrap of fluorescent fabric from between her legs and tossed it aside. It landed near Adam’s bare feet, a damp, twisted little flag of surrender.

Sophie lay naked on the bed.

Every inch of her pale skin was exposed. Her legs were still parted from where Temba had yanked the thong free. Her bald little pussy glistened, wet and ready, the lips already swollen from a day of teasing. Her breasts rose and fell with each ragged breath. Her blue eyes were dark with want.

Kwame and Temba stood at the foot of the bed, towering over her. Two massive black silhouettes against the lamplight. Their cocks jutted forward, thick and long and utterly unignorable. They looked at her the way men look at something they own.

Sophie turned her head on the pillow. Her eyes found Adam’s.

“Come closer,” she said. “I want you to see everything.”

Adam’s legs carried him forward. He stopped at the edge of the bed, close enough to touch her if she allowed it, close enough to smell the coconut oil still on her skin, close enough to see the way her inner thighs trembled.

She smiled at him. Warm. Knowing. Utterly in control.

“This is happening, babe. Right now.”


Chapter Five

Kwame climbed onto the bed first.

The mattress dipped under his weight, and Sophie turned toward him with her arms already reaching. Their bodies came together like water finding its level, her pale skin against his obsidian, her curves moulding to the hard planes of his chest. His hands moved everywhere at once. Cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples until they pebbled. Sliding down the dip of her waist. Gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. Then lower, both palms full of her ass, squeezing the cheeks together and pulling them apart in a rhythm that made her gasp into his mouth.

Adam watched Temba's hands, those vast, black palms that seemed to swallow Sophie's flesh whole. Every squeeze left pale imprints that faded slowly on her sun-kissed skin. The big Zimbabwean's fingers kneaded the soft curve of her hip, then slid forward to press against the gentle swell of her belly.

His other hand cupped her breast from behind. The contrast was obscene, her pale nipple peeking between his dark fingers, the way he rolled the sensitive bud between thumb and forefinger.

Adam's hand drifted toward his speedos. Watching his wife with the big man.

Their kiss was deep and messy. Tongues sliding. Teeth catching her lower lip. Sophie's fingers raked through his close-cropped hair, then down the back of his neck, her nails leaving pale scratches on his dark skin.

"You ready for this?" Kwame murmured against her mouth.

"I've been ready all day."

He rolled onto his back in one fluid motion, pulling her astride him. Sophie straddled his hips, her thighs spread wide, her blonde hair falling forward to curtain both their faces. The length of his cock pressed against her stomach, that thick circumcised shaft, the head already slick and dark with need.

Sophie reached down. Her fingers wrapped around him, and again Adam watched her hand fail to close. She guided him to her entrance, the swollen lips parting, and then she sank down.

The sound she made was guttural. Primal. A moan that seemed to rise from somewhere deep in her belly and tear its way out of her throat.

Kwame's growl answered it.

"Fuck," he breathed. "You're so wet."

"I've been wet for hours." Sophie planted her palms on his chest and began to move. Her hips rolled in slow circles, grinding against him, taking him deeper with each rotation. Her breasts swayed. The muscles in her thighs tensed and released. "You kept me waiting all afternoon."

"You wanted the show." Kwame's hands found her waist and held on. "You wanted them to watch."

"Them." Sophie's eyes flicked to Adam. Just for a heartbeat. Just long enough for him to see the knowing glint in them. "And him."

Adam's fingers dug into his thighs. He knelt by the bed where he'd been told to sit. To watch. To keep his hands to himself. His pale blue speedos were still damp from the pool, still tented obscenely, the small outline of his erection pressing desperately against the thin fabric. A damp patch had spread across the front, pre-cum seeping through, darkening the Lycra. He made no move to hide it.

Behind Sophie, Temba moved.

The big Zimbabwean had been standing at the foot of the bed, his dark eyes tracking every movement, every shiver of Sophie's skin. Now he reached for the tanning lotion on the nightstand, the same lotion Kwame had used on the beach that morning, the same coconut-scented oil that had slicked Sophie's breasts and thighs while the entire resort watched.

He squeezed a dollop onto his fingers. The lotion glistened in the lamplight.

Then his hands found Sophie's ass.

She was still riding Kwame, still rolling her hips in that slow, devastating rhythm, when Temba's palms cupped her cheeks and spread them apart. The movement made her gasp. Made her rhythm falter for just a moment.

"Don't stop," Temba said. His voice was low and calm. The voice of a man issuing instructions he expected to be followed.

Sophie didn't stop.

Temba's slick fingers found her rear hole, that tight, puckered ring of muscle that had been stretched so thoroughly the night before. Kwame had taken her virginity there. Had pushed inside her inch by agonising inch while she screamed into the pillows and Adam watched from the corner. Temba had followed, had made her cum four times with his slow, patient thrusts, had filled her with his seed alongside Kwame's.

Now Temba's fingers circled the opening. Testing. Teasing. Sophie's moan vibrated through the room as the tip of his index finger pressed inside.

"Still tight," Temba observed. His tone was clinical, almost detached. "Even after last night."

"She's always tight," Kwame said. He thrust up into her, hard, and Sophie's moan became a cry. "That's what makes her special."

A second finger joined the first. Sophie's back arched. Her head fell forward, blonde hair cascading over Kwame's chest, and the sound that escaped her was raw and broken.

"Temba. Please."

"Please what?"

"Please. I need….." Her voice dissolved into a whimper as his fingers scissored inside her, stretching her open. The lotion made everything slippery and obscene. Adam could hear it….the wet, squelching sound of Temba working her rear hole, preparing her for what was coming.

"You need more," Temba said. Not a question.

"Yes."

"Then you'll have more."

He withdrew his fingers. Sophie's channel clenched around nothing, the pink opening gaping slightly before contracting again. Temba rose onto his knees behind her, his massive frame blotting out the lamp on the nightstand. His cock stood rigid, that long, heavy, uncircumcised shaft, the foreskin already pulling back to reveal the swollen glans. He looked enormous behind her. Impossibly large.

His hand pressed between Sophie's shoulder blades.

She understood. She let herself be pushed forward, her breasts flattening against Kwame's chest, her cheek coming to rest beside his. Kwame's arms wrapped around her, holding her close, and their mouths found each other again. Kissing. Tongues tangling. Sophie's hips never stopped moving, still grinding onto Kwame's cock, still taking him deep with every rotation.

Temba positioned himself behind her.

Adam watched the Zimbabwean's hand grip the base of his shaft. Watched him guide the bulbous head to Sophie's rear entrance. Watched the way her body went utterly still the moment she felt the pressure.

"Breathe," Temba murmured.

Sophie broke the kiss with Kwame just long enough to gasp, "I'm breathing."

"Then take me."

He pressed forward.

Adam saw it happen in excruciating detail. The way the dark head of Temba's cock pushed against that tight ring of muscle. The way the flesh resisted for a heartbeat, two heartbeats, three, and then yielded. The way Sophie's whole body went rigid, her spine snapping straight, her fingers curling into claws against Kwame's chest.

The head popped through.

Sophie screamed.

Not in pain. The sound was too raw, too guttural, too saturated with something that was the exact opposite of pain. It was the scream of a woman being filled beyond what she thought she could take. The scream of a woman discovering that her body was capable of more than she'd ever imagined.

Temba held still. Just the head inside her. His jaw was tight, the muscles in his neck corded with the effort of restraint. Sweat beaded on his brow.

"Good?" he asked.

Sophie couldn't speak. She nodded frantically, her cheek rubbing against Kwame's, her breath coming in short, sharp bursts.

"Good. Now the rest."

He pushed deeper. Millimetre by millimetre. Adam watched the long shaft disappear into his wife's rear hole, that same hole he'd cleaned with his tongue last night, that same hole that had gaped and dripped with the mingled seed of both men. Sophie's body swallowed Temba inch by inch, and each new increment made her moan. Made her shudder. Made her inner muscles clench around Kwame's cock so hard that Kwame groaned.

"Fuck," Kwame hissed. "She's squeezing me. She's….." He thrust up into her cunt, and Sophie's moan became a wail.

Temba kept pushing. Slow and patient and utterly relentless. His hands gripped Sophie's hips, holding her steady, controlling the pace. Adam watched the big man's cock disappear; a third of it now, then more, into the impossibly tight channel of his wife's body.

Sophie's orgasm hit without warning.

One moment she was gasping and shuddering between the two men. The next, her body locked up entirely. Her spine bowed. Her mouth opened in a silent scream. Every muscle went rigid, her thighs, her stomach, her arms braced against Kwame's chest. Then the convulsions started. Violent, full-body shudders that made her clench down on both cocks simultaneously.

Kwame swore. Temba held his position, buried a third of the way inside her, letting her ride the waves of her climax.

"One," Temba said. His dark eyes found Adam's face. Held them. "Count them."

Adam's voice scraped out of his throat. "One."

Sophie's orgasm seemed to go on forever. The shudders rippled through her in diminishing waves, and when she finally collapsed against Kwame's chest, she was trembling uncontrollably. Sweat glazed her skin. Her blonde hair was plastered to her temples. Her breath came in ragged gasps.

"More," she whispered. "Temba. I want more."

"You'll have more." Temba's hand stroked her spine, soothing. "We're not finished yet."


Chapter Six

Adam watched, his breath shallow and rapid, as his beautiful thirty-year-old wife became the centrepiece between two powerful masculine forms. Sophie was pinned between Kwame and Temba, her body a pale, slender contrast against their deep ebony skin and muscular frames. Her breasts were squashed firmly against Kwame’s broad, sweat-sheened chest, her nipples pressing into him as he drove into her from the front. Behind her, Temba’s narrow hips were flush against her luscious round bottom, his large hands gripping her cheeks and pulling them apart, spreading her open to accommodate his thick, relentless thrusts.

The two men fucked her with a synchronised rhythm, their bodies working in tandem as if they had done this a hundred times before. Sophie’s legs trembled, her head thrown back against Temba’s shoulder, her mouth open in a silent, breathless cry. It was impossible, but Adam knew, he could see it in the way their bodies moved, that through the thin, delicate membrane of skin separating her two sex channels, Kwame and Temba could feel each other’s cocks. A ghost of flesh against flesh, a shared sensation that seemed to drive them both harder.

Sophie’s body convulsed between them, her inner muscles clenching as another orgasm tore through her. Her whole frame shook, a violent, beautiful tremor that rippled from her core outward. Temba’s voice rang out above her gasps, deep and commanding. “Two!”

But neither man slowed. They fucked her straight through the peak, their hips never faltering, and within moments Sophie was riding into her third climax, her legs barely holding her as the two young men claimed her completely.

But neither man slowed. They fucked her straight through the peak, their hips never faltering, and within moments Sophie was riding into her third climax, her legs barely holding her as the two young men claimed her completely.

Adam gasped from his knees on the tile floor, his voice cracking with desperate awe. “Three!”

Sophie’s body convulsed between them.

Kwame’s roar still echoed off the bedroom walls, that guttural, victorious sound of a man emptying himself into a woman he had no right to claim but claimed anyway. Adam watched his wife’s face contort. Her mouth stretched open. No sound came out. Just the wet, rhythmic slap of Temba’s hips against her ass as he kept driving into her rear channel, relentless and unhurried, even as Kwame’s softening shaft began to slip from her flooded cunt.

The bedroom smelled of coconut oil and semen and the salt-sweat of four bodies pushed past exhaustion. The lamp on the nightstand cast a low amber glow across the tangle of limbs on the bed, Kwame’s dark chest heaving beneath Sophie’s collapsed form, Temba’s massive frame still pistoning behind her, the sheets twisted and soaked beneath them all.

Adam knelt on the floor at the foot of the bed. His knees ached from the tiles. His pale blue speedos were a ruin, the front panel dark with pre-cum, the Lycra stretched taut over the modest bulge that had been straining for hours now. He had not touched himself. He would not touch himself. Sophie had not given permission.

“Three,” he whispered again, his voice hoarse. She’d come three times. The count was burned into him.

Temba’s hands gripped Sophie’s hips and pulled her back onto his shaft with slow, deliberate force. Her ass cheeks, still bearing the faded blooms of last night’s handprints, spread around his girth. Adam could see the tight ring of her anus stretched pale and slick around the base of Temba’s uncircumcised cock. Could see the way her body resisted and surrendered in the same shuddering breath.

Kwame stirred beneath her. His cock, still half-hard, slipped from Sophie’s pussy with a wet, squelching sound that made Adam’s stomach clench. And then Adam saw it.

The first thick trickle of semen.

It welled up from Sophie’s parted lips, her labia swollen and pink and glistening, and oozed down the inside of her thigh in a slow, pearly rivulet. Kwame’s spunk. Pumped deep into her only seconds ago, now being forced out by the pressure of Temba’s cock in her rear channel, by the way her inner muscles clenched and spasmed with the aftershocks of her third orgasm.

“Look at that,” Kwame murmured. He propped himself up on his elbows, his chest still slick with Sophie’s sweat and glanced down at the mess between her legs. A grin spread across his face, tired, satisfied, proud. “She’s leaking already.”

Temba said nothing. His jaw was tight. The muscles in his neck stood out like cables. He was still hard, still buried deep in Sophie’s ass, and he showed no sign of stopping. His thrusts were slow now, not from exhaustion, but from control. The patience of a man who understood that pleasure was not a race but a territory to be claimed inch by inch.

Sophie’s cheek was pressed against Kwame’s chest. Her eyes were closed. Her breath came in short, ragged gasps that fogged against his dark skin. Her blonde hair was plastered to her temples, her shoulders, the nape of her neck. Every time Temba drove forward, a small sound escaped her lips, not a moan, not a cry, but something smaller and more vulnerable. A whimper. A surrender.

“You feel that?” Temba’s voice was low and steady. His hand slid up Sophie’s spine, fingers tracing the knobs of her vertebrae, and came to rest on the back of her neck. He squeezed gently. Possessively. “You feel him leaking out of you?”

Sophie nodded against Kwame’s chest. Her voice was a wrecked whisper. “Yes.”

“Good. That’s what I want. I want you to feel both of us. Even when he’s done, I want you to feel him.”

Adam’s dick throbbed against the inside of his speedos. The damp patch had spread, a coin-sized stain that had grown to the size of his palm, darkening the pale blue fabric to something almost translucent. He could see the outline of himself through the Lycra. Small. Straining. Utterly ignored.

Temba pulled back. His shaft emerged from Sophie’s rear hole in a slow, glistening withdrawal, the foreskin sliding forward, the swollen glans appearing for just a moment before he pushed back in. Sophie gasped. Her fingers curled into claws against Kwame’s pectorals.

“You’re so tight,” Temba said. “Even now. Even after everything.”

Kwame laughed, low and breathless. “She’s made for it. Built for black cock.”

Sophie’s eyes opened. They found Adam’s face across the short distance between the bed and the floor, and something flickered in her expression. Not guilt. Not shame. Something closer to gratitude. To recognition. She saw him there, her husband, on his knees, small dick straining, untouched and obedient, and she smiled.

It was the same smile she’d given him on the beach that morning. Warm. Knowing. Utterly in command.

“You’re doing so well, babe,” she breathed. “Just a little longer.”

Temba thrust into her hard, and Sophie’s smile shattered into a gasp.

“Four,” Temba said. His dark eyes flicked to Adam. “She’s close to four. Count them.”

“Four,” Adam repeated. The word scraped out of him like a prayer.

Temba’s rhythm shifted. The slow, patient strokes gave way to something deeper, harder—each thrust driving Sophie forward against Kwame’s chest, each impact forcing another dribble of semen from her pussy. The sheets beneath her were soaked. Adam could see the slick trail of Kwame’s release tracking down her inner thigh, pooling on the rumpled cotton, darkening the fabric.

Kwame reached down and cupped Sophie’s chin. Tilted her face up toward his. “Look at me,” he said. “I want to see your face when you come again.”

Sophie’s eyes locked on his. Her hips were still being pounded from behind, her body jolting with each impact, but she held Kwame’s gaze with the desperate focus of a woman clinging to the only steady thing in a world that had come unmoored.

“There,” she whispered. “There. There. I’m….”

The orgasm hit her like a wave breaking against rocks. Her whole body locked up, spine snapping straight, head thrown back, mouth open in a scream that had no sound. Her inner muscles clamped down on Temba’s cock so hard that he grunted, his rhythm faltering for just a heartbeat before he drove deeper.

Adam watched his wife’s cunt spasm. Watched another gush of Kwame’s seed forced out of her, milky and thick, trickling down to join the pool on the sheets. Watched her ass clench around Temba’s shaft like a fist, the puckered ring of muscle gripping him so tight that the skin went white.

“Four,” Temba said, and this time his voice was strained. “Count.”

“Four.” Adam’s voice cracked.

Sophie collapsed forward onto Kwame’s chest. Her body was shaking, fine tremors that ran from her shoulders to her calves, the aftershocks of a climax that had wrung her out like a cloth. Sweat glazed every inch of her pale skin. Her breath came in hiccupping gasps.

But Temba didn’t stop.

He kept fucking her, slow now, deliberate, each stroke a claim. His hands moved from her hips to her ass, thumbs spreading her cheeks apart so he could watch himself disappear into her. The lotion from earlier had long since been absorbed or wiped away, but her channel was slick with her own fluids and the residual slickness of Kwame’s release.

“Almost,” Temba murmured. His voice was tight. The first crack in his composure. “Almost there.”

Kwame shifted beneath Sophie, his softening cock slipping fully free. A thick rope of semen followed it, dangling from her entrance for a suspended moment before dropping to the sheets. He reached down and stroked himself lazily, watching Temba’s face with the knowing look of a man who had already taken his pleasure and was now enjoying the spectacle of someone else’s.

Adam’s knees screamed against the tile floor. His balls ached, heavy and tight and desperate for release. The speedos were soaked through now, the fabric clinging to him like a second skin, the outline of his small erection pitifully obvious. The whole resort had watched his wife today. Now they would imagine this, her straddled between two big black men, her body leaking their seed, her husband kneeling at the foot of the bed like a supplicant at an altar.

Sophie’s hand found Kwame’s. She laced her fingers through his and squeezed. “Temba,” she breathed. “Come inside me. I want to feel you.”

Temba’s rhythm stuttered. His hands tightened on her hips—hard enough to bruise, hard enough to leave fresh marks atop the fading ones. His breath came in harsh bursts through clenched teeth.

Then he drove deep and held.

Adam saw the big man’s body go rigid. Saw the muscles in his thighs and abdomen contract. Saw the way his fingers dug into Sophie’s flesh as he emptied himself into her rear channel, thick, pulsing spurts that Adam could almost feel, could almost imagine, flooding that impossibly tight space.

Sophie moaned. A low, satisfied sound that seemed to rise from somewhere deep in her belly. Her eyes were closed. Her lips curved into a smile.

Temba held his position for a long moment, buried to the hilt, chest heaving, sweat dripping from his brow onto the small of Sophie’s back. Then he exhaled. A long, shuddering breath. And slowly, carefully, he pulled out.

His cock emerged slick and glistening. The foreskin had retracted fully, revealing the dark, swollen head still beaded with semen. A thin strand of fluid connected him to Sophie’s gaping rear hole for a suspended moment before breaking.

Sophie’s anus did not close. It remained open, a dark, glistening pit, the walls visible for just a heartbeat before the muscle slowly began to contract. Adam could see Temba’s seed inside her. Could see the creamy whiteness pooled in that stretched channel, a mirror of the mess that still leaked from her pussy.

Both holes dripping. Both holes gaping. Both holes filled with the seed of men who were not her husband.

Sophie rolled off Kwame and collapsed onto her back between the two men. Her breasts rose and fell with each ragged breath. Her thighs were slick with sweat and semen. The fluorescent green thong lay somewhere on the floor, a twisted little ruin of fabric that no longer mattered.

She turned her head on the pillow. Her blue eyes found Adam’s.

Adam watched, his breath caught in his throat. The anticipation was a live wire, humming through his veins, and then, without warning, he felt it.

A pulse. Deep and involuntary. His small dick twitched against the damp Lycra, and a hot, sudden flood surged from him, soaking the already-stained fabric. He hadn't touched himself. He hadn't even been close. But the sight of his wife, leaking and gaping and sated between two powerful black men, had broken something in him. His release pumped into the speedos in thick, helpless spurts, darkening the pale blue to a deep, shameful navy.

His knees buckled. He caught himself on the edge of the mattress, his breath ragged, his face burning.

Sophie looked down at the spreading stain, then up at his face, and a slow, knowing smile curved her lips.

“Oh, Adam,” she murmured. “You didn’t even need to be touched.”

Behind her, Temba chuckled, a low, rumbling sound. Kwame propped himself up on one elbow, his dark eyes gleaming with amusement as they took in the mess Adam had made of himself.

“Poor guy,” Kwame said, but there was no pity in his voice. Only satisfaction. “Watching too much for his little dick to handle.”

Adam’s face burned hotter. His release continued to seep into the Lycra, warm and sticky against his thigh. He had never felt so exposed, so seen; and yet, under Sophie’s gaze, he felt no shame.

Only surrender.

“Come here,” she whispered.

Adam rose on legs that barely held him. He crawled onto the bed, not walking, but crawling, because standing felt wrong, felt presumptuous. The mattress dipped under his weight. Sophie reached for him, her fingers finding the waistband of his speedos and tugging.

Adam rose on legs that barely held him. He crawled onto the bed—not walking, but crawling, because standing felt wrong, felt presumptuous. The mattress dipped under his weight. Sophie reached for him, her fingers finding the waistband of his speedos and tugging.

“Now you need to clean me,” she said.

Her voice was soft, but the command in it was absolute. Her blue eyes held his, watching for any flicker of hesitation, any trace of reluctance. She found none.

Adam’s breath caught. His gaze dropped from her face to the ruin between her thighs, the slick, swollen lips of her pussy still parted and glistening, the dark, stretched crater of her rear hole slowly contracting around the pooled seed. Both entrances were wet. Both were gaping. Both were marked.

He swallowed. His mouth was dry.

“Both,” he whispered. A question, or perhaps a confirmation.

Sophie’s lips curved into that slow, knowing smile. She reached down with one hand and swept two fingers through the mess leaking from her cunt, a thick, pearly mixture of Kwame’s release and her own arousal. She brought her fingers to Adam’s lips.

“Both,” she echoed. “I want you to taste every drop of what they gave me.”

Adam opened his mouth. Her fingers slid across his tongue, salty, rich, warm with her heat, and he closed his eyes as the flavour flooded his senses. It was sweet and bitter and overwhelmingly her but layered beneath it was the unmistakable essence of another man. Two other men.

Sophie watched his face as he licked her fingers clean. A deep, possessive satisfaction settled in her chest.

“Good boy,” she murmured. Her hand moved down, guiding his head between her thighs. “Now get to work. I want your tongue inside me until I tell you to stop.”

Adam lowered his head. His hands trembled as he gripped her hips, his thumbs pressing into the soft skin just above her mound. He could feel the heat radiating from her skin, the slickness of her thighs against his cheeks. The scent of sex and sweat and semen filled his nostrils, an intoxicating, overwhelming perfume.

He pressed his mouth to her entrance.

Sophie gasped. Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him deeper. “That’s it,” she breathed. “That’s my good husband.”

Behind her, Kwame and Temba had moved over to the kitchen to grab a beer each. The refrigerator door clicked shut, followed by the hiss of two bottle caps twisting off. Now they stood in the doorway, leaning against the frame, cold bottles in hand, and watched the dutiful husband at work.

Kwame took a long pull from his beer, his dark eyes fixed on the scene before him. Temba stood a half-step behind, quieter, his gaze steady as he observed Adam's head moving between Sophie's thighs.

Neither man spoke. They didn't need to. The smirk that played across Temba's lips said everything. The way Kwame's eyes never left Adam's bobbing head told its own story.

Sophie's fingers tightened in Adam's hair. Her hips rolled against his mouth, a slow, possessive rhythm. "Don't stop," she breathed, her voice thick with pleasure. "They're watching, babe. Don't you dare stop."

Adam didn't stop. He couldn't have stopped if he'd wanted to.

“Look at him,” Kwame said, his voice low and amused. “Lapping up our leftovers like a good little puppy.”

Adam heard the words, but they seemed to come from very far away. His entire world had narrowed to the taste of his wife’s skin, the texture of her inner walls, the soft sounds of pleasure she made as his tongue worked deeper. He didn’t care what they said. He didn’t care that they saw him like this.

All he cared about was her hand in his hair, the pressure of her hips against his face, the quiet rhythm of her breathing as she let him serve her.

Sophie’s thighs tightened around his head. Her breath hitched.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered. “Don’t you dare stop.”

Her voice was hoarse. Sated. But the command in it was undimmed.


Chapter Seven

Sophie’s fingers untangled from Adam’s hair. She pushed his head back, not hard, but with the firmness of a woman who expected to be obeyed. Her blue eyes, still glazed with the aftermath of four orgasms, found his.

“Don’t take those messy speedos off till I tell you.”

Adam’s mouth opened. A thin strand of fluid, her fluid, their fluid, still connected his lower lip to the glistening cleft between her thighs. He looked wrecked. Kneeling on the mattress, his pale chest heaving, the ruined pale-blue Lycra clinging to him like a stained second skin.

Sophie’s gaze dropped to the dark, spreading patch at his crotch.

“Cumming in them without even touching yourself.” She shook her head slowly. The gesture was almost maternal. Almost pitying. “No control. Like a child. You’ll stay in your mess till morning.”

The words landed in Adam’s gut and bloomed hot. His spent dick gave a weak, exhausted twitch against the sticky fabric. Nothing left to give. But the humiliation, that was a deeper well, and Sophie knew exactly how to draw from it.

Sophie’s thumb stilled on his lip. She pulled back just enough to glance down, her gaze tracing the ruin of his speedos with clinical detachment.

“When it’s soft,” she said, “it’s like it’s not even there.”

Her fingers drifted from his jaw to his chest, trailing down his sternum, over the dip of his stomach, until they rested at the waistband. Just let her hand hover there, a warm presence above the stained fabric.

“Cute, though.”

She gave a little, kind smile, the one that softened the edges of her cruelty, the one that made Adam’s chest ache with something that wasn’t quite gratitude and wasn’t quite love. It was closer to worship.

From the bedroom, a low laugh. Kwame’s voice, muffled by the half-closed door. “You coming, or are you gonna keep admiring the artwork?”

Sophie’s smile widened. She didn’t break eye contact with Adam. “Artwork,” she repeated, tasting the word. “I like that.”

She bent and pressed a kiss to his forehead, warm, dry, brief. Then swung her legs off the bed. Her feet found the floor, and she stood with the easy grace of a woman whose body had just been thoroughly used and thoroughly satisfied. Semen still glistened on her inner thighs. Her anus was slowly closing; a pearl of Temba’s seed caught in the tight pucker. She made no move to clean herself.

Turning to Kwame and Temba, who still leaned in the kitchen doorway with their beer bottles, she gestured toward the bathroom.

“We need to shower and then go out for dinner.” Her thumb jerked back toward Adam. “The naughty boy will stay here and change the bedding. It’s a mess.” A smile curved her lips, warm, knowing, utterly pitiless. “He’s our clean-up boy, after all.”

Kwame’s laugh was a low rumble. He pushed off the doorframe, set his empty bottle on the kitchen island, and crossed toward the bathroom. His softening cock swung between his thighs, still slick with Sophie’s juices. Temba followed in silence, his dark eyes sweeping over Adam’s kneeling form with the same patient assessment he gave everything.

The bathroom door clicked shut.

Water rushed through the pipes. Steam curled under the door.

Adam remained on the bed. His knees ached. His thighs were sticky where the speedos clung to them. The smell of sex, coconut oil, sweat, semen, Sophie’s musk, hung in the air like incense. He breathed it in and felt his chest tighten.

He looked at the sheets.

The battlefield. That was the word that surfaced. The white cotton was a ruin of damp patches and darker stains. Kwame’s seed had pooled near the foot of the bed, a coin-sized slick of pearly white. Sophie’s arousal had soaked a larger patch near the centre, where she’d ground herself against Kwame’s hips. And there, near the pillows, the unmistakable evidence of Temba’s climax, a thicker, creamier smear that had dripped from Sophie’s rear hole when she’d finally rolled onto her back.

Adam reached out. His fingers hovered over the nearest stain, Kwame’s, and then pressed down. The fabric was cool now. The semen had begun to dry, leaving a faint crust that crackled under his touch.

He pulled his hand back.

The bathroom door opened. Steam billowed out. Sophie emerged first, a white towel wrapped around her body, another twisted around her blonde hair. Her skin was pink from the heat, scrubbed clean, glowing. She moved to the wardrobe and let the towel drop.

Adam watched her dress. A simple white linen dress, sleeveless, low-cut, ending mid-thigh. No bra beneath; the fabric clung to the swell of her breasts, and he could see the faint shadow of her nipples pressing against the linen. She stepped into a pair of gold sandals and turned to face him.

“Well?” She spread her arms. “Presentable?”

“Beautiful,” he whispered.

She smiled. Not the warm smile. The other one, the one that reminded him exactly who was in control. “I didn’t ask for a compliment. I asked if I looked presentable.”

“Yes. Yes, you do.”

“Good boy.”

Kwame and Temba emerged behind her. They’d dressed in the same board shorts and loose shirts they’d worn that first afternoon on the beach, but the dynamic had shifted. Adam saw it in the way they moved through the apartment now, not as guests, but as residents. Kwame opened the fridge and helped himself to another beer. Temba checked his phone, leaning against the kitchen island with the casual ease of a man who belonged there.

Sophie crossed to the bed. She stood over Adam, close enough that he could smell the coconut body wash on her skin. Her hand came up and cupped his jaw. Her thumb traced his lower lip, the same lip that had been pressed against her cunt only minutes ago.

“I want this place spotless when I come back,” she said. Her voice was soft, almost tender. “Clean sheets on the bed. Everything washed and dried and put away.” Her thumb pressed down on his lip, parting it from his teeth. “And keep your messy panties on.”

Adam’s breath shuddered out of him.

“Say it,” Sophie said.

“I’ll keep my messy panties on.”

“Good.” She released his jaw. Her fingers trailed down his chest, over his stomach, and came to rest on the damp waistband of his speedos. She hooked one finger under the elastic and snapped it gently against his skin. “These stay on. No touching yourself. No cleaning yourself. You sleep in your mess tonight.”

Kwame appeared at Sophie’s shoulder. His hand found the small of her back—a proprietary gesture that Adam no longer flinched at. “Restaurant closes at eleven. We should go.”

Temba pocketed his phone and moved toward the door. He paused at the threshold. His dark eyes found Adam’s.

“Clean sheets,” he said. Not a question. Not a reminder. A command, delivered in that low, patient voice that expected to be obeyed.

Adam nodded.

Sophie bent and pressed a kiss to his forehead. Her lips were warm and dry. “We’ll bring you something back,” she murmured. “If you’re good.”

Then she straightened, and Kwame’s hand slid from her back to her hip, and Temba opened the door, and the three of them walked out into the corridor.

The door clicked shut.

Adam sat alone in the silence.

The apartment felt enormous without them. The living room stretched out in shades of grey and cream, the linen sofa where he’d slept, the kitchen island where he’d stood and watched his wife kiss two other men, the balcony doors beyond which the sea murmured its endless, indifferent rhythm.

He looked down at himself. The speedos were a disaster. The pale blue fabric was now a map of his shame, dark patches where the pre-cum had seeped through, a larger stain where his involuntary release had soaked the front, and a faint yellowish ring near the waistband where the fluids had begun to dry. The Lycra clung to his thighs, his groin, the modest, barely a curve, of his spent dick. He could feel the stickiness against his skin. Cold now. Uncomfortable.

But Sophie had told him to keep them on.

He swung his legs off the bed and stood. His knees protested. His thighs ached. The soles of his feet were tender from hours of kneeling on the tile floor. He crossed to the bed and began to strip it.

The top sheet came off first. He peeled it back slowly, revealing the mattress beneath, a king-size expanse of white that was, mercifully, protected by a waterproof cover.

Adam balled up the sheet and carried it to the laundry hamper near the bathroom. The fitted sheet was next, more difficult to remove, requiring him to circle the bed and tug at each corner. The fabric was damp in places, and the scent intensified as he worked: coconut and salt and the unmistakable musk of sex.

When he pulled the final corner free, something fluttered to the floor.

The fluorescent green thong.

He’d forgotten about it. The scrap of fabric lay twisted on the tile, still damp, the strings tangled. He bent and picked it up. Held it in his palm. The fabric was so small, barely enough to cover anything, barely enough to be called clothing at all. He raised it to his face and inhaled.

Coconut. Salt. Her.

He set it aside on the nightstand. He couldn’t bring himself to throw it in the laundry. Sophie might want to keep it. A souvenir. A trophy.

The mattress cover wiped clean with a damp cloth. Then fresh sheets from the linen closet, crisp white cotton, still folded in the hotel’s precise creases. Adam had never been good at making beds. Sophie always teased him about it, the wrinkles, the uneven corners, the way the pillows never sat quite right. But tonight he took his time. He smoothed every wrinkle. Tucked every corner. Arranged the pillows exactly as Sophie liked them: two against the headboard, the others stacked on the armchair for when she wanted to read.

When he finished, the bed looked like something from a hotel brochure. Pristine. Inviting. A blank canvas waiting for whatever came next.

He stepped back and surveyed the room. The laundry was bagged. The nightstands were wiped down. The coconut oil bottle stood upright on Sophie’s side of the bed, its cap screwed tight. The fluorescent green thong still lay on the nightstand. He left it there.

The bathroom was a separate task. He scrubbed the shower floor where Sophie had braced herself against the tiles. He wiped the mirror, clearing away the steam-fog that had settled. He hung fresh towels on the rack, one for Sophie, two for whoever else might need them.

By the time he finished, his body was trembling with exhaustion. The speedos had dried further, the fabric stiff and tacky against his skin. He caught his reflection in the bathroom mirror and barely recognised himself. A pale, slender man in a stained blue scrap of Lycra. His dick, small, soft, utterly spent, was a faint bulge behind the fabric.

Looking at himself in the mirror, he compared himself to Kwame and Temba. Their thick, dark cocks, even when soft, had been thicker and longer than his when he was hard and fully erect. They were men. He could barely be described as the same species. The hair on his chest was matted with sweat. His eyes were hollow.

He looked like a man who had given everything and received nothing.

He looked happy.

He returned to the living room and sat on the linen sofa. The throw blanket Sophie had given him last night was still folded over the armrest. He pulled it over his lap, not for warmth, but for modesty. The apartment was cool. The sea breeze came through the open balcony doors. Somewhere in the resort, a guitar played a slow, melancholy melody.

Adam closed his eyes.

The keycard beeped at the door.

Sophie stepped through first, her white dress luminous in the dim apartment light. Kwame followed, his hand on the small of her back. Temba brought up the rear, closing the door behind them with a soft click.

Sophie’s eyes swept the room. The straightened cushions. The clean kitchen. The faint scent of disinfectant mingling with the salt air. Then her gaze found Adam on the sofa, the throw blanket across his lap.

She crossed to him. Her sandals clicked on the tile.

“Stand up.”

He stood. The blanket fell away.

Sophie’s fingers found the waistband of his speedos. She tugged the fabric outward and peered inside, her blue eyes cataloguing the dried stains, the sticky skin, the soft little dick that had betrayed him so completely.

She released the waistband. It snapped back against his hip.

“Good boy,” she said.

Her hand cupped his jaw. Her thumb traced his lower lip. Behind her, Kwame and Temba were already moving toward the bedroom, toward the fresh sheets, the arranged pillows, the bed that Adam had prepared for them.

Sophie leaned in. Her lips brushed his ear.

“You’ll sleep here again tonight,” she murmured. “But tomorrow… tomorrow you get your reward.”

She pulled back. Her eyes held his.

“If you’re still good.”


Chapter Eight

The sofa was too small.

Adam had known this since the first night Sophie banished him to it, but knowing a thing and living it were different countries. His legs, not long by any measure, but longer than the sofa's two cushions combined, dangled over the armrest, bare feet exposed to the air conditioning's chill. The throw blanket Sophie had given him barely covered his chest and left his shins naked.

He curled onto his side. Drew his knees up toward his chest. The position was fetal, childlike, and it allowed him to fit entirely on the cushions if he didn't move.

He didn't move.

Through the thin partition wall, the same wall against which the sofa's backrest pressed, he heard everything.

The bed creaked. Not the gentle rocking of lovers, but the rhythmic, percussive complaint of a frame being punished. Each forward surge drove the headboard against the wall in a metronome of impact: thump-thump-thump in triplets, then a pause, then thump-thump-thump again.

Kwame's rhythm. Adam had learned to distinguish them. Kwame fucked in bursts, fast and hard, then slow, then fast again, as if savouring the contrast. Temba was different. Temba maintained a steady, relentless pace that built and built without variation until the woman beneath him came apart.

It was Kwame now. Adam could tell from the way Sophie's moans came in staccato gasps, each one punched out of her by a fresh thrust.

"Yes. Yes. Right there. Don't….don't stop…."

Her voice. Muffled by the wall but unmistakable. Hoarse from hours of use. Adam had heard that voice a hundred times in their eight years together, but never like this. Never so raw. Never so utterly abandoned to sensation.

His dick stirred against the sticky Lycra.

The speedos had dried hours ago, but dried was not the same as clean. The fabric was stiff in places, tacky in others, and the smell, his own spent seed, stale and sour, rose faintly whenever he shifted. Sophie had forbidden him to remove them. You'll stay in your mess till morning. He was still wearing them. It was still technically night.

Through the wall, Sophie's gasps accelerated. The headboard slammed faster. Kwame's voice, low, guttural, almost pained, joined the chorus.

"There. Fuck. Take it."

A sound Adam had never heard another man make. The sound of a climax being pushed deep into his wife's body. Sophie's answering cry was longer, higher, a descending scale of pleasure that ended in a sob.

Then silence.

Not true silence, the air conditioning still hummed, the sea still murmured through the balcony doors, but a pocket of stillness in the bedroom next door. Adam heard his own breathing. Heard the blood rushing in his ears.

His erection pressed painfully against the stained Lycra. He was fully hard now. The small, slender shaft strained upward, trapped by the fabric, the head pushing against the waistband. A fresh bead of pre-cum seeped through and joined the older stains.

He didn't touch himself.

Sophie had promised him a reward.

The thought was a mantra. He repeated it in the dark, letting it drown out the ache in his balls, the desperate throb of his untouched cock. Tomorrow afternoon. Solo time. Just the two of them. She hadn't specified what the reward would be, Sophie never specified, but the promise itself was enough. It had to be enough.

The bed creaked again.

Temba's turn.

Adam knew it from the change in rhythm. Slower. Deeper. Each thrust deliberate, as if the big Zimbabwean were memorising the interior of Sophie's body inch by inch. The headboard didn't slam now; it pressed against the wall and held, vibrating with sustained pressure.

Sophie's moan was different too. Lower. More guttural. The sound of a woman being filled past the point of speech.

"That's it," Temba's voice rumbled through the partition. "Feel me."

Adam's hand moved before he could stop it. Just to his hip. Just to the waistband of the speedos. His fingers hooked under the elastic, not pulling down, not freeing himself, just resting there. Feeling the boundary between obedience and relief.

He pulled his hand away.

Pressed it flat against the sofa cushion.

Good boy. Sophie's voice in his memory. The warm approval in her eyes when she'd inspected him after dinner, peering into his speedos at the dried stains and finding exactly what she'd ordered.

He wouldn't disappoint her.

The bed creaked faster. Sophie's voice spiralled upward, wordless now, just vowel sounds and broken consonants. Temba's rhythm remained steady—that same relentless pace—but Adam heard the strain in his breathing, the tightness in his throat.

"Come with me," Temba said. Not a request.

Sophie's answer was a scream that the wall could not fully muffle. It went on and on, modulating through octaves, until it dissolved into a series of shuddering gasps.

Temba's groan was lower. Longer. The sound of a man draining himself into a woman he had no right to possess but possessed anyway.

Adam's dick throbbed. A fresh pulse of pre-cum soaked through the Lycra and trickled down his inner thigh.

He shut his eyes.

The bedroom went quiet. Murmurs now, too soft to distinguish words, but the tones were unmistakable. Sophie's voice, warm and drowsy. Kwame's laugh, low and satisfied. Temba's rumble, calm and possessive. The sounds of three people settling into a bed that Adam had made with fresh sheets only hours ago.

He turned onto his other side. Faced the back of the sofa. The leather was cool against his cheek.

Somewhere in the apartment, a clock ticked. He hadn't noticed it before. The sound was tiny and persistent, marking seconds that stretched into minutes.

Tomorrow. Your reward.

His erection showed no sign of subsiding. It jutted against the speedos, a small but insistent demand that refused to be ignored. He tried to think of something else, work emails, the flight home, the garden that needed weeding, but the wall was too thin and his imagination too vivid.

He knew what Sophie looked like right now. Knew she was lying between them, her pale skin bracketed by their darkness, her body still quivering with aftershocks. Knew she would be smiling that smile, the one that was half satisfaction and half anticipation, the one that said she was already planning tomorrow.

Knew that both men's seed was inside her. Mingling. Taking root.

We're all in this together now. Sophie's words from the beach echoed in his skull.

His hand drifted downward again. This time he didn't hook the waistband. He pressed his palm flat against his dick, not stroking, not rubbing, just holding. The pressure was almost enough. The heat of his hand through the sticky fabric sent a tremor through his thighs.

He removed his hand.

Rolled onto his back.

Stared at the ceiling.

The clock ticked. The sea murmured. Through the wall, Sophie laughed, a low, throaty sound that made his chest ache, and then the bedroom went quiet.

Adam closed his eyes and waited for morning.


Epilogue

The aircraft had been in the air for a little over an hour when Sophie said it again.

“Best holiday ever.”

Adam turned from the window and looked at his wife.

She was curled comfortably in the seat beside him, blonde hair loosely tied back, her face carrying the faint golden tan of nearly two weeks beneath the Lanzarote sun. There was something wonderfully contented about her. She looked tired, certainly, but happy in a way Adam couldn't remember seeing before.

“You've said that about six times.”

“I know.” Sophie grinned. “Because it was.”

Adam smiled despite himself.

Only yesterday, the four of them had returned to the beach where everything had begun, with Sophie determined that there would be no more hiding or pretending about the extraordinary relationship that had developed between them. Now Kwame and Temba were back in Lanzarote, while Adam and Sophie were travelling home to England.

Just the two of them again.

It should have felt normal.

It didn't.

Sophie rested her head against his shoulder.

“I can't believe it's over.”

“Neither can I.”

“Do you regret any of it?”

That made him hesitate.

Sophie lifted her head.

“Babe?”

Adam looked into those familiar blue eyes.

“No.”

Her smile returned immediately.

“Good.”

She took his hand and threaded her fingers through his.

For several minutes neither spoke. Around them came the anonymous sounds of the aircraft: the steady drone of the engines, quiet conversations, the occasional clink from the drinks trolley farther down the aisle.

Adam looked through the window.

Somewhere during the flight, the endless blue beneath them had become broken cloud. England was getting closer.

And with every mile, Lanzarote seemed a little less real.

Their house was waiting for them.

Work.

Shopping.

Laundry.

Emails.

Friends who would inevitably ask whether they'd had a nice holiday.

Adam almost laughed at the thought.

Yes, thanks. Lovely.

How could either of them possibly explain what had actually happened?

Sophie squeezed his hand.

“Adam?”

“Hmm?”

She had become strangely thoughtful.

“Do you think I might be pregnant?”

Adam stopped breathing for a second.

Pregnant.

The possibility had been hovering around the edges of their holiday before, sometimes jokingly, sometimes more seriously. But here, thirty thousand feet above the ground with England getting closer, the question suddenly felt different.

Real.

He turned towards her.

“Do you think you are?”

“I don't know.”

Her hand moved unconsciously towards her stomach.

“It's too early to know, obviously.”

Adam nodded.

Then came the thought he had been trying not to examine.

If Sophie was pregnant, there was uncertainty about who the biological father might be.

Him?

Kwame?

Temba?

The implications were enormous.

Sophie studied his expression.

“You've gone very quiet.”

“Just thinking.”

“I know what you're thinking.”

Adam looked at her.

Sophie didn't tease him this time.

Instead, she squeezed his hand again.

“You'd make a very good dad.”

Something tightened unexpectedly in Adam's chest.

Of everything Sophie could have said, that was what reached him.

“You think so?”

“I know so.”

Her answer came without hesitation.

“You're patient. You're kind. You're dependable. You'd be the dad who remembers everything. School plays. Dentist appointments. PE kits. You'd probably have spreadsheets.”

Adam laughed.

“I would not have spreadsheets.”

“You absolutely would.”

For a moment they were simply Adam and Sophie again.

Husband and wife.

Talking about the possibility of becoming parents.

Then Sophie became serious.

“And you'd still be a wonderful dad if the baby wasn't yours.”

The smile slowly disappeared from Adam's face.

Sophie held his gaze.

“If it turned out to be Kwame's or Temba's.”

There it was.

Spoken plainly.

Adam looked down at their joined hands.

Sophie continued more gently.

“You would, wouldn't you, babe?”

He didn't answer immediately.

This wasn't a game on a beach anymore. It wasn't jealousy deliberately provoked for a few hours or some temporary holiday arrangement they could abandon when it became inconvenient.

A child would be permanent.

Sophie seemed to understand that too.

“If I am pregnant,” she said, “we'd deal with it together. Whatever the answer turned out to be.”

Adam looked at her again.

“And if it was theirs?”

Sophie gave him a small smile.

“Then we'd have a mixed-race baby.”

She glanced down at her stomach and smiled at the thought.

“And we'd love them exactly the same. I've always thought mixed-race babies can be absolutely beautiful.”

Then she looked back at him.

“But the important bit isn't what our baby looks like, Adam.”

Her fingers tightened around his.

“It's whether you could love a child knowing they might not biologically be yours.”

Adam stared at her.

That question went far deeper than anything Sophie had asked him in Lanzarote.

Because suddenly the consequences of everything they had discovered about themselves weren't waiting somewhere in the future.

They might already be travelling home with them.

Outside the window, through a break in the clouds, Adam caught his first glimpse of the English coastline.

Sophie rested her head against his shoulder again.

After a moment she whispered:

“You'll be a good dad, babe.”

Adam looked down at her hand resting protectively across her stomach.

And for the first time since leaving Lanzarote, home frightened him more than the holiday ever had.


Book Five Teaser

The holiday is over.

But what Adam and Sophie Fletcher brought home from Lanzarote is only beginning.

Back in Henley-in-Arden, everything initially looks reassuringly familiar. Their house is exactly as they left it. Work resumes. Suitcases are unpacked. Washing is done. Emails are answered. Friends ask about the holiday and receive carefully edited stories about beautiful beaches, wonderful restaurants and glorious weather.

From the outside, Adam and Sophie are once again the successful, attractive married couple they were before they left.

But behind their front door, their marriage is different.

They are different.

Lanzarote introduced them to Kwame and Temba and forced them both to confront desires neither had expected. Sophie discovered a new confidence and a determination to explore the freedom Adam had given her. Adam discovered that jealousy didn't necessarily drive him away. Sometimes it pulled him closer.

And now there is no holiday ending to reset everything.

Then comes the news that changes their lives permanently.

Sophie is pregnant.

For a couple who had already been discussing starting a family, it should be straightforwardly wonderful news.

Except there is a question neither of them can answer.

Adam could be the biological father.

But so could Kwame.

Or Temba.

Suddenly, something that belonged to those extraordinary days beneath the Lanzarote sun has followed them all the way back to England.

Adam must decide what fatherhood really means to him. Sophie must decide how she feels about carrying a child whose biological paternity remains uncertain. And together they face a choice: investigate the answer immediately, or accept that whoever the biological father may be, this is their baby and Adam intends to be its dad.

But pregnancy isn't the only unfinished conversation waiting for them.

Because Sophie remembers something else Adam agreed to in Lanzarote.

Something he might secretly have hoped she would forget once they returned to ordinary life.

Several evenings later, Adam arrives home from work to find Sophie waiting for him.

They eat.

They talk.

Everything feels reassuringly domestic.

Until Sophie puts down her glass and looks across the table.

“Babe?”

Adam recognises that expression immediately.

“What?”

“You haven't done something.”

His stomach tightens.

“What haven't I done?”

Sophie smiles.

“Jake.”

One name.

Adam's old university friend.

The man whose reputation Sophie has heard about for years.

And the man they discussed before leaving Lanzarote.

Adam tries to laugh it away.

“What about him?”

Sophie raises an eyebrow.

“You know exactly what about him.”

She reaches across the table and takes her husband's hand.

“Are you going to invite Jake over?”

Adam says nothing.

Sophie gives his fingers a gentle squeeze.

“Explain our new arrangement?”

And suddenly Adam understands.

There will be no leaving this part of themselves in Lanzarote.

Kwame and Temba may be thousands of miles away, but what they awakened in Sophie, and what they exposed in Adam, is sitting right here at their kitchen table.

Sophie is pregnant.

Their marriage has changed.

And now she wants Adam to invite another man into their home and tell him exactly how much it has changed.

The hardest part?

Jake has absolutely no idea what he's about to be offered.

And Adam has absolutely no idea what will happen when his old friend says yes.

Book Five brings Adam and Sophie home.

No anonymous resort.

No holiday rules.

No hiding behind the idea that none of this is real life anymore.

This is real life.

And Sophie isn't finished exploring it.


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

you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Truth or Dare Goes Too Far

The Taboo Story of a Reluctant Sissy!

By Emma Sluttily

One game. One dare. Everything changed.

Simon always knew he wasn’t Ellie’s type. She liked big, rugged blokes with muscles for days. He’s a 5'8" pretty boy with a slender frame, a soft heart, and a talent for making killer pasta. But somehow, somewhere between shared bottles of wine, terrible house parties, and midnight kitchen chats, they became best friends. The kind of inseparable, tell-each-other-everything, no-boundaries kind of friends.


And then came Truth or Dare. 

What started as a boozy, harmless Sunday night in quickly turned into a game neither of them were ready to play. A single drunken dare led that neither of them can forget; and now the air between them is thick with everything they’re not saying.

Ellie doesn’t want to date him. Simon doesn’t want to lose her. And neither of them knows how to go back. Now the 'dares' are being upped every time. Now He is their play thing. For them to strip, to tease, to humiliate. They now even play 'dress-up'. Nice things, pink things, pastel colours. Something skimpy. He looks feminine, now they enhance it. 

If you love very naughty, kinky, CFNM, bi-encouragement, this book takes it all to a new level. Enjoy the raw and illicit naughtiness we all love! You’ll devour Truth or Dare Goes Too Far!  The steamy, heart-twisting uni erotica you won’t be able to put down.

?? Grab it now and dive into the friend zone disaster you didn’t know you needed. One dare can change everything.


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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