

The Room Next Door

Hubby Watches His Wife’s Vacation Fantasy Become Real… With Four Men

Emily Felix

In The Mood Press


Copyright © 2025 In The Mood Press & Emily Felix

All rights reserved.  This work, including its text, characters, and storyline, is the intellectual property of Emily Felix and publisher - In the Mood Press. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without prior written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or articles.  Unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this work is prohibited and subject to applicable laws.  Thank you for respecting the creative work of the author! 


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Disclaimer 

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Epilogue

Books By This Author

About The Author


Disclaimer 

This story is a work of fiction intended for mature audiences only. It features explicit content, including but not limited to: voyeurism, cuckolding dynamics, power exchange, dominance and submission, and consensual exploration of intimate boundaries. All characters depicted in the story are consenting adults over the age of 18. 

Please note that this story is only for entertainment purposes. Readers are encouraged to explore their fantasies responsibly and ensure open, honest communication in their personal relationships. 

Reader discretion is advised. If you are uncomfortable with any of the above themes or are under the legal age in your jurisdiction, please do not read further. 
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He said yes with his silence.

She answered with a moan, and four men inside her.


Chapter 1

The sun hung high, bleaching the stone walls of the seaside resort in a hazy gold. Bougainvillea spilled like wine over white balconies. Somewhere nearby, a wind chime clinked lazily. Daniel stepped out of the cab with a grin, already loosening his shoulders as the salt air filled his lungs.

He turned toward Kate. She was still in her seat, scrolling through her phone, thumb gliding in slow, distracted strokes. She had one leg crossed, the hem of her slate-colored sundress riding up just enough to expose a soft triangle of thigh. Her sunglasses slid slightly down the bridge of her nose, catching the light. She didn’t notice. Or didn’t care.

He waited a second longer than he should have before she looked up and offered a faint smile. Not tired. Not annoyed. Just... somewhere else. Daniel held her hand a little tighter than usual, like he could anchor her back into the moment. He was trying. Excited. Hopeful. They hadn’t had sex in nearly four weeks, and part of him believed—needed to believe—that this trip might bring her back to him.

He extended a hand. "Come on. We're officially on vacation."

She slid her sunglasses into her hair and took it, letting him help her out. Her grip was soft, but there was something warm in her fingers, like she wasn’t entirely gone. As she stood, her dress caught a breeze, pressing against her body for half a second. No bra. He could see the faint outline of her nipples, the natural curve of her breasts—high, full, unfairly perfect. Daniel looked away too quickly, like it was wrong to notice.

As they crossed the open-air lobby, she walked a step ahead, glancing at the framed black-and-white photographs on the walls. Her hips moved with unthinking ease, the kind of sway that didn’t ask for attention but pulled it anyway. A young guy in board shorts and no shirt passed them, doing a double take. Daniel saw it. And then saw Kate’s lips twitch, just slightly, into the ghost of a smile. She glanced at Daniel and squeezed his hand this time. Just once.

At the front desk, the receptionist handed over their keys. An old-school brass set with leather fobs.

"Early check-in. Can you believe our luck?" Daniel said, chuckling.

Kate turned to him with a small, sincere nod. "It’s beautiful here."

They stepped into the elevator. Daniel tried to brush his knuckles against her waist, casual and light. She didn’t lean in—but she didn’t pull away either. Her eyes lifted to the mirrored wall, fixing her hair absently.

The suite was on the third floor, corner unit. Daniel pushed open the heavy wooden door, greeted by a soft whoosh of cold air. Inside, the space was bigger than he expected. Terracotta tiles stretched across the floor, warm and clean beneath their sandals. A canopy-draped king bed stood in the center, draped in gauzy white linen that swayed in the breeze. Beyond it, a set of arched glass doors opened to a wide balcony overlooking the sea.

There was a mirror—tall, antique, angled toward the bed. A complimentary bottle of wine sat on the nightstand, beads of condensation sliding down the glass like sweat.

Kate wandered in behind him, slow and quiet. She ran her fingers along the edge of the bedframe, touched the curtain with a barely-there sweep. Like she was in someone else’s dream.

"It’s perfect," he said.

"Mhm," she replied, eyes on the mirror.

Daniel lingered for a second, watching her drift across the room, not touching much. Just looking. Then he turned into the bathroom, the need for cool water sudden.

Cold water hit his face, but didn’t dull the pulse behind his eyes. Through the vent, he heard it—bass-heavy music thudding faintly from next door. Then laughter. Male voices.

"You said she was married. That don’t mean off-limits, though."

Daniel froze. A flush spread down his neck. He turned off the faucet, heart thudding.

When he stepped back into the room, towel in hand, he saw Kate standing still. Her hand rested on the edge of her suitcase, her head slightly tilted toward the wall.

She didn’t look angry. Not even annoyed. Her eyes were narrowed, curious. There was a ghost of a smirk at the corner of her mouth—like she was amused by something only she understood.

Daniel cleared his throat. "Hear that?"

She glanced at him, then shrugged. "Walls are thin, huh."

Later, he’d remember that exact shrug. How it wasn’t disapproval. Just a pause. A breath held. Then released.

Daniel stood alone for a beat, listening to the far-off call of gulls. He smiled to himself, forcing hope into place like a picture frame that wouldn’t quite hang straight.

Vacation had just begun.

***

Daniel leaned against the doorway, arms crossed, watching her. She'd barely said a word since that voice next door, but something had shifted. Her focus now was sharp, intentional.

Kate unzipped her suitcase slowly, not rummaging, but choosing. First came the basics—cotton sleep shorts, a rolled-up tank top. Then something darker. She pulled out a pair of sheer black mesh panties—so thin they looked almost illegal, with scalloped edges and a center seam that would hug her pussy like a secret. She smoothed them out on the bench with two fingers, her touch soft, almost reverent.

Daniel blinked.

Next, a strappy black bodysuit. The kind that looked stitched from temptation—thin glossy lines that would trace her curves like scaffolding, leaving nothing to the imagination. It would frame her breasts, cage her waist, and vanish between her legs. He’d never seen it before. She didn’t explain. Just folded it flat like it was nothing. Then came the thong—blood red lace, whisper-thin, the fabric so delicate it looked like it might dissolve on skin. A tiny gold charm dangled from the waistband, shaped like a heart or maybe a flame—it winked when it caught the light, shameless and pretty.

He wanted to ask. When did she buy these? Why here, now, like this? But the way she moved – quiet, focused, unhurried – kept the words lodged in his throat. Asking would ruin it. Or worse, make it about him when it clearly wasn’t.

She wasn’t performing. She wasn’t hiding. She was simply doing.

Kate laid the lingerie out on the edge of the bed like offerings. Then stood back, hands on her hips, eyes on the display.

The room felt too still. A shaft of sunlight spilled across the tile, cutting through gauzy white curtains that barely moved. The scent of salt and warm linen hung in the air. The bed, moments ago untouched, now looked staged—like a set for something Daniel wasn’t invited to yet.

Daniel’s heart was beating too fast. He shifted his weight, suddenly aware of his erection, of how stupid it would feel to adjust himself like a teenager. He said nothing.

Daniel didn’t dare move. She was still in her own world, but somehow, he was in it too, just on the outside of the glass.

She turned and walked to the balcony doors. Opened them. The sea breeze rushed in again, catching her dress, lifting it just enough to show the faint shape of her ass beneath the cotton. No underwear. Just soft curves under light fabric.

His breath caught. The way her hips moved. The sway. There was nothing deliberate in it, but it worked on him anyway. Like gravity. Like truth.

He tried to sound casual. "That one’s new."

Kate glanced over her shoulder. Her hair caught in the breeze. “Mhm. Figured I’d treat myself. If you get something out of it too… lucky you.”

She smirked and just turned back to the ocean like she hadn’t said anything suggestive at all.

Daniel stayed where he was, mouth dry, pulse loud in his ears. That little line, half tossed-off, half barbed, lodged under his skin. The lingerie might not have been for him. But the way she'd look in it? The way she'd move, like she knew he was watching and didn’t care? That would work on him. Too well.

***

The breeze was saltier now, thick with sun and something faintly herbal from the resort garden below. Kate stood barefoot on the balcony, one hand braced lightly against the railing, her gaze unfixed. The ocean stretched out in front of her, glittering like broken glass. But she wasn’t really looking at the water.

Below, scattered along the beach and poolside loungers, were bodies—lean, tan, young. Their laughter floated up in patches, unrehearsed and careless. One of them tossed a football back and forth. Another tipped a beer into his mouth, arm flexing as he leaned back. They moved like they’d never questioned their place in the world.

Kate let her head tilt slightly, one hip cocked, eyes shaded by her lashes. A strand of her hair blew across her lips. She didn’t brush it away.

She lit a cigarette.

She’d quit two years ago. Hadn’t even missed it. But the moment her thumb struck the lighter, it felt like waking up into her own skin. Just one. Just to feel the bitterness bloom again.

The first drag burned her throat in the best way. She held it, eyes on the curve of some stranger’s shoulder down by the beach.

She wasn’t angry. Not really. Not sad, either. Detached, maybe. Like she’d slipped into some slow-motion layer of herself. She loved Daniel. She did. But she didn’t want to talk about love right now. She didn’t want to be anyone’s anything. Not a wife. Not a woman trying to reconnect. She just wanted to be.

Inside, she could hear him moving. The gentle tap of his fingers on the tablet screen. "Hey babe," he called from the couch, cheerful, "This seafood place has crazy reviews. Right on the boardwalk. Might be perfect for night one."

"Sounds nice," she said over her shoulder, her voice soft, smoky.

She didn’t turn around.

He kept talking. Listing things on the menu. Octopus carpaccio. Some grilled snapper dish with chili oil. She half-listened, nodding at intervals. His voice made her feel warm in a way that didn’t quite reach the surface.

Another sound carried up from next door. This one closer. A deeper laugh—low, slow, almost a growl.

Kate didn’t react. Her fingers tightened just slightly around the cigarette.

She stood still, not posing, not planning. Just present.

But something about that voice made a warmth creep up the back of her neck. Not desire. Not yet. Just a shift. A flicker of attention, like a light being tested.

Young voices. Strong bodies. Cocky men. The kind who look at you like they already own your mouth.

She exhaled slow, the smoke curling past her lips.

She stayed where she was.

She didn’t want to move. Because for the first time in weeks, her body felt like it was hers again.

***

Later that day, they walked side by side down the curved path toward the boardwalk, the light fading into gold around them. Daniel held her hand, fingers laced tight, thumb brushing idly across her knuckles. The stone path was still warm beneath their sandals, each step echoing softly against the hush of approaching night. It felt romantic. Or at least, he told himself it did.

She was quiet, eyes fixed on the horizon where the sun was dissolving into sea. The breeze stirred her hair, and she tilted her face into it, lips parted like she was letting something go.

He looked at her sideways, searching for an opening. A flicker. Something.

She looked beautiful. She always did. Tonight it was that knee-length black backless slip-dress—the one with the satin sheen that caught every last ounce of sunlight, clinging to her hips and swaying around her thighs like it had a rhythm of its own. Thin straps framed her bare shoulders, and her skin practically glowed against the dark fabric. Her lips were painted wine-red, her eyes subtly smoked. No jewelry, just confidence.

Daniel hadn’t seen her dress up like this in weeks. But the truth was—she looked like this four weeks ago, too. Same dress. Same skin. Same curves. He just hadn’t felt it then. Hadn’t noticed it the same way. And now it hit him like a punch to the chest: how much he’d missed wanting her. Not out of duty, not out of routine. Out of awe.

But there was something unreachable about her now, like she was behind glass. Close enough to see, but impossible to touch.

They’d been married seven years. She was thirty-two now, he thirty-four. Met at a summer wedding in Montauk—she wore a blue dress, danced barefoot in the sand, and made fun of his tie. He proposed two years later, after she landed her first big interior design client and they’d scraped enough together to get out of the apartment with the crappy heating. Their life now? Comfortable. Predictable. Two decent incomes. A condo with mood lighting. Brunches with friends. Sex that had grown... infrequent. Polite. Safe.

But there were good things too. Always had been. Quiet rituals. In-jokes. The way she used to steal the blanket then pretend it wasn’t on purpose. He still loved her. That hadn’t changed. He just wasn’t sure if she felt any of it the same way anymore.

He leaned in for a kiss. Not dramatic, just a simple brush of the mouth. She returned it, gently. But it was like kissing a memory—soft and present, but already fading.

He ignored the hollow space it left.

This trip was about reconnecting. They’d needed it for months. He’d even packed the massage oil she liked—the one from last summer, the one with the orange label that always got on the sheets.

“She just needs time,” he thought. “Sunlight. Wine. A few good nights.”

They kept walking. Her hand was still in his, but her gaze never left the sea.

***

Dinner had been good. Easy, even. They’d talked about nothing and everything—old movies, a weird waiter, the kind of nonsense they used to get lost in without trying. For a little while, it felt like it used to. Like something familiar still lived between them, flickering quietly beneath the surface. The walk back was quiet, their footsteps softened by sand and the wine settling in their blood. She’d peeled off her heels the moment they entered the suite and vanished into the bathroom. By the time she reemerged, the mood had changed—calmer, quieter, and harder to read.

The room was dim, lit only by the soft blue cast of the moon filtering through gauzy curtains. The sea whispered beyond the balcony doors, low and rhythmic. Occasionally, a burst of laughter floated in from the room next door—muffled, but unmistakably young. It cut through the quiet like static, distant but intimate. Daniel heard it. So did Kate. Neither said anything.

Kate wore a pale mint satin sleep set—camisole and shorts, both impossibly soft-looking and trimmed with sheer embroidery. The top hugged her chest with delicate lace that dipped between her breasts, scalloped and teasing, barely hiding her nipples beneath the cool fabric. The thin straps cut elegantly over her shoulders, and the matching satin shorts clung high on her hips, hemmed in a translucent mesh that revealed more than it covered. From behind, the fabric cupped her ass like a whisper, tight, gleaming, and designed to be looked at. She hadn’t worn anything like this in weeks. Not at home. Daniel couldn’t stop looking. She looked unreal. Like a fantasy with a pulse. Everything he’d missed, wrapped in mint and moonlight.

"I’m really tired," she said, soft, almost apologetic—then she stepped in close, slow and silent, she leaned in without another word, her hand resting for a beat on his chest as if deciding something. Then she kissed him, long and slow, deeper than he expected. Then she’d whispered "Goodnight," turned away, and slipped beneath the covers. Now they lay on their backs, side by side on the king-sized bed, a few inches of quiet distance between them.

Daniel stared at the ceiling. Wide awake.

She breathed evenly beside him, one leg folded over the other, her hair spilling across the pillow. He hadn’t dared reach for her. Not yet.

His mind wouldn’t stop. It circled—her lingerie, the sheen of her dress earlier, the breeze lifting it just enough to show the curve of her ass. And the voices next door. That laugh.

He swallowed. Under the sheet, his fingers moved slowly, lightly. Just a touch. Not full strokes. Not need. Just... tension.

He wasn’t even sure what he was thinking about anymore. Her, yes. But also her being seen. Being watched. The idea that someone else might have seen her tonight. Or wanted to.

His breath hitched.

Kate stirred. Rolled slightly, not fully awake. Her voice came soft and low: "What are you thinking about?"

He hesitated, then: "You."

"Mhm," she murmured.

She rolled over again, her back now to him, but closer than before. Her body brushed his lightly, just enough to be felt. She pulled the sheet up, then down again, exposing one bare shoulder. The moonlight caught it.

Daniel stayed still. Didn’t press into her. Didn’t chase. He just let it burn. That tiny space between them. That unbearable near-ness. He wanted to believe that kiss meant something. That she still let him in. But her back said otherwise. Her shoulder said otherwise. Everything lately said otherwise.

He closed his eyes. And kept thinking of her in that red thong, folding it like it wasn’t dangerous.

The ceiling stayed blank.

Sleep didn’t come.


Chapter 2

The sun was already high by the time they made it to the balcony. Late morning. The kind that tasted like too much wine the night before and nowhere to be. Daniel carried the tray, two coffees, two croissants, a little bowl of butter with one of those tiny wooden knives. Kate followed, barefoot, hair tied up in something loose and lazy.

She wore one of his old white button-downs, the sleeves rolled sloppily up to her elbows. It hit mid-thigh and shifted with the breeze. Her legs were bare, smooth and crossed at the ankle, stretched toward the sunlight like a cat waking up.

Daniel tried not to stare. Or maybe he didn’t try that hard.

Her thighs shifted as she reached for her cup, the shirt falling open just enough to flash the curve beneath her hip. It didn’t look intentional. But somehow it always didn’t. The light caught the sheen of her legs, and Daniel had the strange sense he wasn’t the only one who might’ve seen her like this. She saw him looking. Didn’t fix the shirt. Just kept buttering like it was her right.

The balcony overlooked the beach, but the real noise came from the suite next door; music, low and bass-heavy, and the occasional burst of laughter that pushed through the walls like it was meant to be shared. Their balconies were practically touching, divided only by a short waist-high railing, easily hoppable, like something meant more to suggest separation than enforce it. Someone shouted something about tequila. Someone else laughed so hard it cracked.

Daniel glanced sideways. Kate was buttering her croissant like none of it existed.

"They’re not quiet," he said, trying to keep it light.

Kate didn’t look up. Just bit into her breakfast, chewed, and then—like she’d been waiting for the setup—said, "Think we should introduce ourselves to the frat house next door?"

Daniel snorted. "Only if I can supervise."

That got a smirk out of her. Quick and dry. Not dismissive, not sweet either. Her eyes flicked toward his, and for half a second, he caught it… that look. The one that wasn’t exactly teasing. The one that saw through the joke, peeled it open, and left the meat of it exposed.

She knew. She’d heard what he heard yesterday when they arrived. Maybe more.

He thought about the laugh last night. The way her body shifted when it came through the wall. Not a flinch. Not disgust. Just stillness. Attention. Was she listening? Was she curious?

He kept thinking about the kiss before bed. How deep it was. How she’d slipped away after like it meant nothing.

Daniel sipped his coffee. It was already going cold.

She leaned back in her chair, knees falling apart slightly, her foot brushing his shin under the table.

"Besides," she added, reaching for her mug, "you supervise like a man who wants to be overruled."

He didn’t answer.

Because maybe he did.

***

Three months earlier.

The breakroom smelled like reheated noodles and old lavender hand lotion. Kate sat on the edge of the desk, sipping coffee from a chipped mug while Tanya paced in front of the window, phone in one hand, the other gesturing mid-story like she needed air to land her point.

"Bar bathroom," Tanya said, like she was dropping the title of a movie. "Twenty-one. Tightest body I’ve ever seen. Asked if he could taste me before even buying a drink."

Kate choked slightly on her coffee. "Jesus, Tan."

But the image landed fast and hot. The thought of being pinned against a bathroom wall by someone too young and too confident. The idea of being looked at, not like a wife or a project lead, but like a prize. Like a problem someone wanted to solve with their mouth. It was absurd. She knew that. And still, her thighs pressed together on the desk, involuntarily. A tiny shift. Just enough to ground the flicker before it got dangerous.

"Swear to God." Tanya raised both palms. "He had this dumb little mustache and a six-pack you could bounce a nickel off. And zero shame. Looked me dead in the eye and said, 'You came in here for me, right?'"

Kate laughed. She had to. It was ridiculous. But something in her belly tugged. A quick flash of heat that came and went too fast to name.

Tanya flopped into the chair across from her, skirt hiking up. She kicked off her heels and leaned forward, elbows on knees. "Girl, I’m telling you, the boy just dropped to his knees. No warning. Pulled my panties to the side like he knew I wasn’t going to stop him."

Kate’s breath caught. Not visibly. But she felt it. A catch at the base of her spine.

"Married sex is fine, hun. Safe. Sweet. But 20-something cock? That’s cardio with benefits. And you don’t get it to last, you get it to ruin your afternoon and make you think about it in staff meetings."

Kate smiled but didn't answer.

Her mind was still stuck on that bathroom. That look Tanya described. The hunger. The absolute certainty.

She hadn’t been touched like that in months. Not wanted like that. Not in a way that made her feel lit up from the inside, like her body was a need instead of a familiarity.

Daniel still kissed her goodnight. Still said he loved her before shutting off the lights. But that fevered urgency, that rough grip on her hips in the hallway, the whispered filth against her neck while dinner burned, that had slipped away so quietly she hadn’t noticed it was missing until Tanya described its return.

And now, she noticed. All of it.

Not grabbed by the waist in the hallway. Not kissed before the groceries were put down. Not pressed against a cold surface because someone couldn’t wait. No. Lately it was schedules. Blankets. Mutual tiredness.

And now Tanya, with her divorce swagger and unapologetic smirk, had reminded her of something sharp. Something alive.

"He was a personal trainer, by the way," Tanya added, smirking. "Said my thighs were too good to keep to myself. I mean, what was I supposed to do? Disagree?"

Kate laughed again, a little too loud. Then stared into her coffee like it held a secret.

The present slipped in sideways. Light poured across the table in long, warm lines, catching the curve of her thigh where his shirt had ridden up. The spoon in her cup made soft circles, slow and absent, the kind that belonged to a woman who hadn’t tasted her own coffee in minutes. Across from her, Daniel was still talking, something about fire jugglers and overpriced oysters, trying to make her smile.

She did. Automatically. Then nodded, eyes flicking to his mouth, not because of what he said, but because it felt polite. Expected.

But her mind hadn’t followed him there.

Her body was here, on the balcony. Bare legs, oversized shirt, warm mug. But her thoughts were tangled in another moment entirely, back in the breakroom. Back in Tanya’s voice, low and laughing. The way she described being taken apart in a bathroom stall like it was a reward, not a risk.

Back to the raw hunger behind someone else's eyes.

She could feel it now… just a whisper of it, low and sharp. The idea of a hand closing around her wrist, of a stranger tugging her into a wall like she was the answer to a problem he hadn’t known he was asking. The thought made her thighs shift slightly beneath the table. She uncrossed and recrossed them, the movement small but deliberate. A faint heat bloomed there—one she didn’t want to name. She caught the edge of it in the breeze, something warm and slightly musky rising from between her legs, subtle but real. Her breath slowed. She pressed her thighs tighter, clenching around the tension like it might keep her grounded.

Still wondering, not idly, but with a heat that refused to settle, what it might feel like to be wanted like that. To be touched like it wasn’t a request but a need. To be asked, not sweetly, but shamelessly: Did you come in here for me?

And if she answered honestly, if she whispered yes with her breath already caught in her chest, what then?

Her coffee had gone cold. Her cheeks hadn’t.

Daniel looked at her then. Tilted his head slightly.

"You okay?"

She smiled. Soft. Automatic.

"Yeah. Just thinking."

He nodded and went back to talking—something about renting bikes, or a flea market.

He didn’t press.

He didn’t know.

***

Daniel was still drying off from the pool when she mentioned it.

"I made a dinner reservation," Kate said casually, flipping through something on her phone, legs stretched across the hotel bed. "Someplace local. Romantic. You’ll like it."

He blinked. "You made a reservation?"

She looked up at him then, expression half-hidden, like she was holding back a smirk. "Surprised I’m planning things now?"

"No, I—" He smiled, pulled a towel around his waist. "Just surprised in a good way. That’s all."

She didn’t respond. Just smirked to herself and kept scrolling.

Later, as the sun began to sink low and the sky softened to a dusky orange, she disappeared into the bathroom. Daniel sat on the edge of the bed, freshly showered, unsure if he should dress up or keep it casual. He checked the time. Then checked again.

The door was cracked slightly, steam curling out. He could hear her humming something under her breath. The sound of perfume being misted. Fabric sliding over skin.

When the door finally creaked open, he looked up—and forgot how to breathe.

Kate stepped into the room slowly, adjusting one of the thin straps on her shoulder, and the world tilted. The dress was deep red—sultry, unapologetic, sleeveless and backless, dipping low between her shoulder blades like a whispered secret. The front hugged her chest with just enough slack to draw the eye, the fabric skimming her breasts with nothing underneath. Her nipples pressed lightly through the satin, two perfect shadows that caught the light when she moved.

The slit climbed high, high enough to show the delicate edge of her upper thigh with each step. The dress shimmered like wet heat with every movement, clinging in some places, gliding in others, like it knew exactly what parts of her to frame and which to leave to the imagination.

She didn’t walk. She glided. Like the dress wasn’t clothing, but choreography.

Her hair was down. A soft wave. Barely touched. Her lips matched the dress.

Daniel stood without meaning to. He didn’t say anything. Couldn’t.

His cock stirred beneath the towel, embarrassingly fast. He felt it thicken before he even registered the thought, just from the way she moved, the way the air seemed to follow her. Shame and awe folded into the same breath.

She looked like she belonged to another world. One with velvet ropes and sharper men. Daniel felt underdressed just breathing the same air. His cock stirred just from watching her adjust a strap, the faintest flicker of silk sliding over her skin like permission he hadn’t earned.

She turned to check herself in the full-length mirror and adjusted an earring. Then bent slightly at the vanity to fix the strap of her heel, her ass pushing against the fabric as the hem rose another inch. Her entire body looked like it had been carved from devotion and fire—taut and honed from all those almost-killed-me Pilates classes she committed to like ritual, grinding through sweat and burn three times a week without missing a beat. It wasn’t just her thighs. It was everything—her tight arms, the high curve of her ass, her toned back, the soft lines over her stomach that flexed with even the smallest shift. She moved like a woman who knew what her body could do—and deep down liked what it made other people feel.

Every hold, every pulse, every shake on the mat had brought her here: a body sculpted by effort, lit by confidence, and now gift-wrapped in wet-red silk.

Daniel’s throat tightened. In the reflection, she ran her hands slowly down her sides, smoothing the fabric across her hips, then over her stomach, pausing just above the fabric's dip at her pelvis. A tiny shift in her stance widened the slit, revealing the bare sweep of her inner thigh. No underwear. Definitely none.

"You gonna get dressed, or are we eating in?" she asked.

He swallowed. "Right. Yeah. I—just give me a sec."

She caught him watching her. Didn’t hide the way she smiled.

When she turned again, the dress shifted just enough that the shape of her breasts pressed clearly beneath the fabric. The nipples. The curve.

She hadn’t dressed like this for him in a long time.

He remembered when she used to, three years ago, maybe four. At a wedding. At that rooftop place in LA. But this was different. This didn’t feel like remembering. This felt like something dangerous.

She looked like a woman you couldn’t touch. Not without permission. Not without consequences.

Daniel pulled on his shirt with shaking hands.

He didn’t know whether to be grateful or scared.

A flicker crossed his mind: what if someone else saw her like this? Not in his memory, but now. Here. What if one of the guys next door stepped into the hallway at the wrong moment and caught the curve of her ass, the sway of her hips as she walked ahead of him? Would she pretend not to notice? Or would she glance back, just to see if they were still watching?

***

The hallway was quiet at first. Somewhere down the hall, a door thudded shut. Then nothing. Just the soft whisper of her heels, the brushing sound of her dress moving like water. The air was still. Too still. Daniel’s throat felt dry, like the moment was waiting to be interrupted. Their footsteps padded softly over the tile, the walls lit with amber sconces that gave the corridor a kind of glow. Daniel walked just half a step behind her, eyes locked on the sway of her hips as the slit in her dress teased open and closed with each motion. He kept catching glimpses of her upper thigh, the soft flash of skin between stride and slit. He wasn’t sure if it was worse that she didn’t seem to notice... or that she did. Every man they passed tonight would see her like this. Not his wife. Just a woman who looked too good to belong to anyone.

The door next to theirs clicked open.

Voices. Laughter.

Four guys stepped out. Young. Mid-twenties, maybe. Two in tank tops, one in a hoodie, one shirtless. All cologne and swagger. The one in front had dark hair, sharp cheekbones, and the kind of smirk that usually meant trouble. Confident. Built like he spent his mornings lifting and his nights being lifted. His hoodie sleeves were pushed up, revealing lean arms covered in tattoos that made your eyes wander. Jordan.

His eyes found Kate instantly.

"Damn," he said under his breath, then louder: "Hope the food’s not as hot as your dress."

Daniel’s chest tightened. He didn’t know what he expected, maybe a frown from Kate, a polite smile, something.

Instead, she laughed… soft, breathy, like the compliment caught her off guard but landed somewhere deep. Her laugh wasn’t polite. It was real. Familiar. The kind she used to give him, back when the tension between them was playful instead of strained. Her body tilted slightly toward the sound. Just a hair. Not enough to be obvious, but enough for Daniel to feel it.

She glanced at Daniel.

Didn’t bristle. Didn’t defuse it. Just looked at him with a calm that said everything, like she was waiting to see what he’d do with it.

And then her hand—light on his arm, like she remembered it should be there—squeezed. She didn’t reach for him right away. It came a second later, like the thought trailed behind the moment. Her fingers barely pressed into his sleeve before letting go again. Not grounding him. Just reminding him he was still there. An afterthought.

Jordan was still grinning as the guys shuffled toward the elevator. One of them looked back. Just for a second. Then Jordan glanced back again too, not at Daniel. At her. Like she’d left a scent in the air he wasn’t done chasing.

Daniel looked at Kate, and she was already facing forward again, like nothing happened. Like it hadn’t mattered.

But it had.

He didn’t speak. Couldn’t. The worst part wasn’t the flirt, it was how easily she absorbed it. How natural it looked on her. Like she could’ve slipped into their group, and none of them would question it. And maybe… just maybe, she wouldn’t hate it either.

He knew it had. And that was the part that scared him most.

***

The restaurant sat tucked into the curve of the beach, open-air, but intimate. Candles flickered on every table, the white linen catching a faint breeze from the sea. A jazz trio played something low and slow from the far end of the patio, just enough to set a mood without demanding attention.

Daniel sat across from her, the hallway encounter still clinging to his nerves. His shirt clung to his back with leftover adrenaline. She, on the other hand, looked unruffled. Untouchable, even. Legs crossed, one heel swinging gently, one arm resting on the chair beside her like she owned the night.

She ordered the wine. Then the shrimp tartare. Her voice had a kind of casual elegance he hadn’t heard in a while. And when the waiter nodded and turned away, Daniel didn’t miss the quick double-take he gave her figure before disappearing into the kitchen. He stumbled slightly when his hand brushed a fork off the tray, muttering an apology before vanishing.

It wasn’t just him.

The older couple two tables down had been glancing over every few minutes. The wife, trying to hide it. The husband, not even pretending.

Daniel tried to focus on the menu, but kept looking up at the way her neckline dipped forward as she leaned to reach for her glass. At the slight shine of her skin from the candlelight. At the bare stretch of her back when she shifted in her seat. She lifted her wine glass slowly, lips parting as she took a sip. Not showy. Just… elegant. Unhurried. The kind of sensuality that didn’t need to try because it had already won.

He felt proud.

And stupidly jealous.

She noticed him watching.

"What?" she asked, not unkindly.

He shrugged. "Nothing. Just... you look amazing tonight."

Kate smiled, slow and private. Then she leaned in, lowering her voice.

"I think that boy at the next table just came in his pants."

It was said lightly, almost amused. Like a private joke. But the way she said it—like she knew the effect she had—tightened something in his gut.

Daniel tried to laugh. He did. But it stuck a little halfway up his throat.

He didn’t look at the kid. He didn’t need to. The idea of her being seen like that felt like a current running up his spine. Would she let them? Would she like it?

She sipped her wine. Didn’t look at him again.

***

They barely spoke on the way back to the suite.

He wanted to reach for her hand. Thought about it twice. But the way she moved—calm, just ahead of him, like she’d already closed the night behind her—made it feel like touching her might break whatever spell kept her near.

The elevator ride was quiet—Kate humming something under her breath, Daniel still trying to read her mood. By the time they reached their door, the hallway was empty, the music from next door replaced by the hush of waves.

Her dress hit the floor without a sound the moment their suite door closed.

Daniel didn’t say anything. Didn’t dare. He watched her bare back arch slightly as she stepped free of the fabric, like she wasn’t just undressing, but reminding him she could still do this. Not for him. For herself.

Kate stood in the soft golden light from the bathroom, framed like something out of a painting. She didn’t say anything—just peeled the fabric down inch by inch, letting the straps fall from her shoulders before stepping out of it completely. No lingerie. No jewelry. Just the clean, uninterrupted curve of her back as she slipped beneath the covers.

Daniel lay still, eyes wide open, watching every second like it might be the last.

She faced away from him at first, sheets rustling as her bare skin met cotton. Her foot brushed his calf. A small touch, but deliberate.

Silence stretched.

Then, her voice—soft, curious:

"You think I’m too old to be noticed like that?"

He blinked. Turned slightly toward her.

"You’re the kind of woman who makes them forget their age."

She didn’t answer right away. Just let the words settle between them like smoke. Then she moved—slowly, deliberately—turning toward him in the dark. One arm draped across his chest, fingers drawing a lazy line down his stomach. Then lower.

"You still want me?" she asked. Her voice didn’t tremble. It was low. Direct. Like a dare.

Daniel’s breath caught. He nodded.

Her lips curved slightly. Not a smile—something quieter.

"Then let me remind you how lucky you are."

She slid under the sheets.

His breath faltered when her lips wrapped around the tip of his cock—slow, intentional, like she was easing into something she already owned. Warm, wet, the soft drag of her tongue tracing under his shaft before she took him deeper. Her mouth moved with a kind of reverence, not rushed, not performative. Just smooth, skillful glides that made his spine arch and his thighs tense.

She didn’t use her hands at first—just her mouth and her tongue, lips wrapped snug around him, the suction subtle but firm. She set a slow rhythm, teasing the sensitive underside of his tip each time she slid back. Her cheeks hollowed slightly with each pull, her jaw opening wider as she eased down on him again.

Daniel’s stomach clenched. He watched the sheets rise and fall with the movement of her shoulders, her hair spilling forward like a curtain around her face. She looked almost serene. Controlled. Like she wasn’t doing this for effect—she was doing it because she wanted to.

When her hand finally wrapped around his base, her thumb stroked the underside gently, syncing with her mouth. The pressure made him groan, low and breathless. She didn’t look up at first, just kept her pace. Then her eyes opened—slowly, lazily—and locked onto his.

That look? It melted him. He felt seen. Owned. Worshipped. And completely undone.

He reached down, needing to touch her—her hair, her cheek, something. But she pushed his hand away. Gently. No anger. Just a quiet reminder: Her pace. Her terms.

Another laugh drifted from next door. Closer this time. Like someone leaning too far into a story.

Daniel heard it. And something about that sound—those young men, just a wall away—sent a flush down his chest. Kate didn’t flinch. Didn’t stop. Maybe she wanted them to hear. Maybe that was the point.

Her head dipped lower, throat relaxing as she took him deeper. He gasped—sharp, helpless. The tip of his cock nudged the back of her throat, and she held him there for a beat, tongue still swirling.

The sea whispered through the open balcony door.

Daniel’s body jerked. His legs tensed. He could feel the orgasm building, inevitable and panicked and white-hot.

He came too fast. He always did when she took control like this—when she acted like his body was hers to use, to drain, to savor.

She stayed with him through it. Swallowed everything. Then let him fall from her mouth with a wet sigh. Her tongue flicked lazily over the tip, almost like punctuation.

She wiped her lips on the edge of the sheet and crawled back to her side of the bed without a sound.

No kiss.

Just, "Sleep. Big day tomorrow."

She turned her back to him. Again.

He wanted to say something. Reach for her. But the space between them felt too full of her silence, of everything she hadn’t said tonight. He didn’t know if she was giving him comfort… or just returning to routine.

Daniel lay there, cock still twitching, the air around him thick with salt and something heavier.

Loved.
Spent.

And still not sure who she gave that to.

She shifted in her sleep. Her thigh hooked over his. Soft. Familiar.

But she was already somewhere else.


Chapter 3

Daniel woke with his arm outstretched, reaching for the body that wasn’t there.

For a moment, he thought she might still be beside him, the faint dent in the pillow, the heat in the sheets. But the soft hush of the shower had long gone quiet, and the scent of mint and steam had already faded from the room.

He sat up slowly. His body was loose. Spent. Still humming with the echo of her mouth on him. Last night, she’d reminded him, touched him like she meant it, like she remembered.

It had to mean something.

He smiled to himself, the kind that felt private. Reached for the sheet, tucked it around his waist. He still felt warm where she’d been. Still stunned by how fast it happened. How she’d kissed him, slid down the bed, and taken him in her mouth like it was hers to use. And when she’d finished—God, when she’d swallowed without a word and rolled over like it was nothing—he’d just stared at the ceiling, breathless.

But now she was already dressed.

She stood by the sliding balcony doors, backlit by sun. The robe was gone. In its place: one of her flowy cotton dresses, the pale yellow one with the open sides. She held a mug in both hands, steam curling around her cheekbones as she sipped, one hip tilted into the light.

She didn’t look back when he stepped out of the bedroom. Didn’t speak. Just scrolled, thumb moving slow over her screen.

"Morning," he offered, clearing his throat.

"Hey," she said, without looking up. Her voice was soft. Neutral.

He moved toward the kitchenette, glancing at the teapot. Still warm. She’d made enough for both.

That had to be a good sign, right?

He poured himself a cup, shirtless, still a little dazed. He stood there, trying to read her. She was close, but she felt far again. Like last night had folded into her sleep and vanished.

She took another sip and set her mug down on the counter, eyes flicking briefly to his chest, then away.

"Sun’s stronger today," she said absently.

Daniel blinked. "Yeah?"

"Mhm," she murmured, reaching past him for her phone charger. Her arm brushed his shoulder.

Warm. Smooth. Real.

His pulse stuttered. He almost leaned into it. His hand twitched, lifting slightly, but he stopped himself. It would have been so easy to place a palm on her waist, to kiss the back of her neck. But she was already stepping away.

And then she paused.

Just for a second. Not long enough to mean anything. Not short enough to mean nothing. Her eyes caught his, unreadable, then drifted back down to her phone.

She was here. Present. But already somewhere else.

Daniel lingered by the sink, sipping slowly. Watching her from the side. The tension in her shoulders. The way she kept her weight on one foot, casual but alert. Not closed off. Just—not his, either.

He thought about stepping closer. Wrapping his arms around her from behind. Kissing the back of her neck.

But he didn’t.

Instead, he stood quiet, mug warming his hands, waiting for a moment that didn’t come.

Maybe last night had meant something. Maybe it hadn’t.

Maybe she’d just needed to come back into her body.

And maybe that had nothing to do with him at all.

***

The second glass of wine tilted a little too close to the edge of Kate’s lounge tray, but she didn’t flinch. She just lifted it, swirled, and sipped, gaze skimming lazily over the sea.

Mid-afternoon. Room service trays pushed to the side,some grapes, a half-eaten croissant, two empty butter cups. The sun was lower now, warm but not punishing. A breeze rolled in steady from the coast, stirring the curtains and lifting the edges of her robe.

Daniel filled her glass again. Carefully. A little domestic ceremony. He sat beside her, wearing nothing but swim trunks, chest still damp from their earlier dip in the pool. She wore a sheer, pearl white beach cover-up, the kind that clung slightly to damp skin, thin enough to hint at the bikini beneath, loose enough to sway when she shifted. One strap had slipped off her shoulder, exposing the warm line of her collarbone. Bare legs stretched over a cushion. Not posed. Just comfort.

She didn’t thank him for the refill. But she didn’t move away either.

He watched the way the fabric shifted when she crossed her legs. The way her fingers lingered on the stem of the glass. Maybe she’d take his hand after lunch. Maybe they’d nap together, tangled up, like before. The thought made his throat catch.

There was a time she used to curl into him after two glasses. Slur her words, tease his chest hair, slide her hand down his waistband just to feel him harden in her palm. Once, in Miami, she’d straddled him in a lounge chair and whispered dirty things until they had to run inside before she left a stain. He’d laughed the whole way up to the room.

He wanted this to mean something. The quiet. The wine. The fantastic blowjob last night.

"We could just stay here all day," he said. Voice low. Testing.

Kate's lips curled faintly around the rim of her glass. "You’d get bored."

He blinked. "You wouldn’t?"

She tilted her head, sunlight catching in the strands of her hair. "Not if the wine holds out."

It wasn’t a jab. Not exactly. But it nudged something quiet inside him—a reminder that they were still finding each other again, still suspended between past comfort and whatever came next.

Still, he smiled. "I like this. You. Relaxed."

She took another sip. Didn’t argue.

He watched her for a beat longer, then rose. As he stepped past her chair, he let his hand drift down, fingers brushing her ankle. A light, tentative touch. Not asking for anything. Just reminding her he was there.

She didn’t react. Didn’t flinch. Just reached for her phone and murmured, "Shower's all yours."

His hand hovered in the air for a second longer, then dropped.

"Right," he said. "Shower."

***

Steam licked the mirror as Daniel stepped under the water. The tiles were cool beneath his feet, the heat making his skin buzz. He lathered slowly, savoring the small luxury of time, no meetings, no phones, no chores. Just her. Just now.

Maybe things were turning. Last night, she’d blown him. This morning, she didn’t shrink away. That little smile. Those looks she gave. The wine. All of it felt... warmer.

He tilted his face into the spray, letting the thought stretch. What if this trip was working? What if she was coming back to him?

He pictured it:

He’d towel off. Step into the bedroom. She’d be there, still barefoot, lounging with a smile that told him to come closer. He’d kiss her neck from behind. Maybe she'd press back into him, soft and warm, letting him feel her through the thin cotton. Maybe she’d whisper something low, teasing. Let his hand drift under the hem.

Maybe they’d fuck right there. Slow. Unhurried. Just to feel each other again.

The steam thickened. Hope curled in his chest like warmth in a mug.

***

He was drying off when he noticed it.

Not a noise. A shape. A shift in light through the curtain.

At first, just a silhouette. Soft and distorted through the misted glass. A woman’s shape. Long legs. Hips angled lazily. One arm raised.

Then… her bare feet. Pale against the sunlit tile. One toe painted red, flexing slightly as she shifted her weight.

Next came the glint of a wine glass. Her fingers wrapped around the stem. Then the hem of something red, short, fluttering where the breeze caught it. Satin, maybe. Or something thinner.

And then her laugh.

That open, unguarded laugh.

"Vacationing with your husband," came a voice, smooth, low. Eli, maybe. "Or with that body?"

More laughter.

"You lightin' all of us up or just your cigarette?" Darnell added, grinning as he handed her the wine bottle. "Top-up, goddess?"

Kate didn’t answer. Just smiled, half amused, half lazy, and extended her glass without a word.

Jordan leaned in to light her cigarette, letting the flame hover a bit too long. "That robe’s going to start a fire if you’re not careful," he said, smirking.

Kate exhaled slowly, the smoke curling off her lips like punctuation. "Good thing it’s a vacation, then."

Daniel’s fingers tightened around the curtain.

Did Jordan's hand linger on hers when he lit that cigarette? Did Darnell brush her thigh while offering the wine?

She hadn’t pulled away. She hadn’t looked uncomfortable. If anything, she looked... right there. Settled into it.

Backlit by sun. Standing on the balcony, the robe shorter than the ones she usually wore back at home. Deep red satin. Bare legs. Bare shoulders. Her hair twisted up in a lazy knot. One hand cradled a wine glass. The other held a cigarette.

Daniel froze.

She hadn’t smoked in years.

Wind tugged at the hem of her robe, parting it just slightly along her thigh. She stood loose-limbed, almost statuesque, her head tilted back as she exhaled.

And she wasn’t alone.

Three of them. The guys next door.

He recognized one of them now—tall, tattooed, cocky smile. Jordan, he’d overheard someone say near the elevators yesterday.

The other two were close behind: Darnell, broad-shouldered with a casual, almost lazy confidence, and Eli, shorter, leaner, with a quiet gaze that lingered a second longer than it should.

They looked like they didn’t ask for attention. They expected it. And they had it, especially now.

Jordan was closest. Sleeveless shirt, beer in hand. Darnell and Eli beside him, leaning over the railing. A shared balcony, practically. Just a gap between them and her.

One of them lit her cigarette. Daniel couldn’t see which; he was too far, too fogged in steam. But he saw the motion. The spark of the lighter. The way her eyes softened for a moment as the flame met the tip.

"You must be the hottest woman here," one of them said.

Laughter. Easy. Not crude.

Another chimed in: "That robe should be illegal."

Kate laughed. Really laughed. Head tilted back, that throat-bare, wine-in-hand kind of laugh. The kind she used to give him when they were drunk and barefoot and couldn’t stop touching each other.

She wasn’t flirting.

But she wasn’t closing it off either.

She was glowing. At ease. Her body angled toward the sun, open. Breasts shifting subtly under the satin. She leaned a little on the rail, one foot crossed over the other. Her elbow brushed Jordan’s bicep as she shifted, and she didn’t move away. At one point, she clinked her glass softly against Eli’s, their fingers briefly touching around the rim.

Daniel stood motionless, towel slack in one hand.

He should call her. Say something. Step out and joke about the smoke.

But he didn’t.

He just watched.

His cock stiffened without warning. Pressed against the inside of the towel.

He hadn’t even touched it.

This was wrong. He should stop watching.

But he didn’t.

He couldn’t.

The shape of her legs, her posture, the way she held her glass, not guarded. Not performative. Just alive in her body. For the first time in days, she looked like she belonged somewhere.

And it wasn’t inside with him.

He didn’t say her name.

Didn’t interrupt.

If he did, she’d come back inside. Probably offer him the rest of her wine. Smile like nothing had happened.

But something in him didn’t want her to.

Not yet.

He just stood in the steam, towel slowly tightening around his waist, watching the way she looked freer out there than she had with him all week.

And when she finally stepped back in, cheeks pink, eyes distant, her glass empty, she didn’t mention them.

He didn’t ask.

She walked to the bathroom, unhurried, her cover-up clinging damply to her back. It shifted as she turned. Just enough to reveal the deep curve where hip met thigh. He saw the edge of red satin riding high. A shadow that might have been a handprint, or just the light playing tricks.

Probably nothing.

But maybe.

***

Kate stepped back inside like nothing had happened.

Her cheeks were pink, but maybe it was the wine. Or the breeze. Or the heat from three young men watching her like a shared fantasy. She walked past him barefoot, glass in hand, and set it down on the counter with a soft clink.

Then, without looking at him, she wiped the rim of her glass with her thumb. A quick, unconscious gesture. Like she’d done it a hundred times.

"Refill?" she asked, voice even.

He blinked. "No, I’m good."

She nodded. Turned away. That was it.

He stood frozen for a beat, towel still clutched around his waist, chest prickling with steam and questions.

"Looked like you were enjoying yourself out there," he said finally, aiming for lightness.

Kate glanced back. One brow raised. "Just being polite. Don’t be weird."

She said it breezily. No edge. No guilt. Like it was obvious. Like he was the one making something out of nothing.

Maybe she was right.

Maybe she wasn’t.

He watched her walk to the bathroom. She didn’t close the door behind her.

The faucet turned on. Water rushed. Then quiet. Then the soft clack of a cabinet.

He stared at her half-finished glass. Red lipstick on the rim. But he swore she had taken a different glass outside. Or was that Eli’s hand brushing hers when they traded bottles? He pictured the lighter again, the way Jordan had hovered too long, Kate’s smile catching the edge of it like sunlight. A moment that lingered.

He lay back on the bed. Stared at the ceiling.

He should be angry. Or at least confused. But all he felt was heat low in his belly. The kind that pulsed in rhythm with the memory of her legs catching the light.

He slipped a hand beneath the sheet. Just to adjust himself.

But his cock was already hard.

He left it alone.

Then he poured himself something stronger. Not wine. Bourbon.

And waited.

***

She didn’t say anything when she came out.

She just untied her robe. Let it fall from her shoulders in a slow shrug, pooling at her feet.

Red thong. No top.

She walked to the bed with casual grace, as if this was just what happened next. Her breasts moved naturally with each step, unbothered, unhidden. Her nipples were dark and firm. Her eyes locked on his, expression unreadable.

Daniel didn’t speak. Didn’t move.

She climbed onto him like she already owned the space between his legs. No foreplay. No words. Just one kiss… low and firm, and then her knees straddling his hips, the mattress dipping under her weight.

He tried to sit up, to touch her more fully, but she pressed a hand to his chest. Light. Controlling.

"Let me."

She reached between them and lined him up.

Daniel gasped when she sank down.

Warm. Slick. No hesitation. Like her body had already made the decision.

She rode him with control, not frantic, not affectionate. Just steady, intentional rolls of her hips. The kind that made his breath catch and his thighs tense. Her thighs flexed with each motion, rhythm slow but powerful.

Her breasts bounced with every grind, full and high, right there. He reached up to cup them, to feel the weight, but she didn’t lean in. She just watched him touch her. Eyes locked on his.

Not soft.

Hungry.

Daniel moaned her name once. A whisper. Almost reverent.

Kate leaned forward, lips close to his ear. Her breath was warm.

"Tell me you didn’t like it. Watching."

His breath hitched. "I—what?"

Her hips moved faster now. Not wild. Focused.

"The balcony," she said. Her voice was velvet and sharp. "You watched. I felt you."

Daniel swallowed. His hands gripped her thighs now, barely holding on.

She kept going.

"You liked it when Jordan lit my cigarette. When Darnell poured me wine. When Eli called me goddess."

She ground down harder.

"Say it. Say you liked it."

He broke.

"I did."

She grinned. Not sweetly. Like she’d just won something she hadn’t even been chasing.

"Of course you did."

She adjusted her angle, grinding deeper now. Her clit catching just right. Her thighs trembling slightly. The friction was intense, the pressure brutal in its precision.

He moaned again, louder now. Tried to thrust up to meet her, but she held him down with her palms flat on his chest.

"You’re gonna come just from watching me, aren’t you?"

He nodded, eyes wide.

"Good," she whispered. "Do it."

He came fast. Buried deep. Hips jerking, muscles locking, cock pulsing helplessly inside her.

She didn’t stop. She rode through it, working herself over his spent body until she came too.

Not loud. Not shaking. Just a long, quiet breath. A final roll of her hips.

She stayed there for a moment, his softening cock still inside her. Her chest rising and falling calmly. Her hair stuck to her neck. She looked down at him like she was studying the aftermath.

Then she leaned forward and kissed his chest. Soft. Absent.

"That’s more like it," she whispered.

She slipped off him, padded to the bathroom. The door clicked but didn’t shut.

Daniel lay there, dizzy.

Drained.

Still hard.

His hands twitched at his sides, unsure if he wanted to pull her back or beg for more.

He touched the spot where she kissed him.

Then stared at the ceiling, wondering if she came for him.

Or for what he let her do.

He didn’t fall asleep.

He just kept feeling it—her hips, her words, her weight.

And when he finally closed his eyes, it wasn’t her smile he remembered.

It was the way Jordan held the lighter.

Too long.


Chapter 4

The box was white and square, tied with a ribbon that looked too fancy for something casual. Kate dropped it on the bed like it weighed nothing. She looked weightless too, fresh from her spa appointment, skin glowing, robe half-tied over a one-piece black swimsuit. Her legs glistened slightly, still damp from the walk. The scent of eucalyptus and massage oil trailed behind her, subtle but unmistakable.

She pulled her sunglasses off with one hand and tossed them onto the dresser. Her eyes were bright. Cheeks flushed. Hair up in a lazy twist. She looked relaxed in a way that made Daniel’s chest ache.

"From next door," she said casually, tugging her hair free from a clip. "Chocolates. Said I looked too serious for a spa girl."

Daniel looked up from the balcony doorway. He tried to keep his voice steady. "That was nice of them."

She shrugged. "Spa people are always chatty."

But this wasn’t from the spa.

She walked barefoot to the bathroom, robe fluttering open at the thigh, and disappeared inside without looking back.

Daniel stepped toward the bed. The box sat there like it dared him to touch it.

He opened it slowly. Six dark chocolates. Neatly arranged. One bitten, the bite shallow, clean. One missing entirely.

He stared at the bitten one for a long second. His stomach tightened. He almost picked it up. Almost tasted it. Just to know what her lips had touched.

Instead, he closed the lid halfway.

Underneath, a folded square of paper.

Smile more.

No name.

***

They ate lunch by the pool. The sun high and harsh above, glinting off the water. Kate wore the same sunglasses, a loose wrap dress that barely covered her bikini, and she sat sideways in the lounger like she owned the view. Her legs crossed, toes tapping idly, barely touching her salad. She sipped rosé like it was a secret she wasn’t ready to share.

"That masseuse was magic," she said, absently. "Her thumbs knew things about me that even you don’t."

Daniel chuckled, trying to match her ease. "Sounds like I’ve got competition."

She didn’t bite. Just stretched slightly, arching her back. "You’ve got no idea."

He tried to segue into a compliment. "You look... incredible today. Spa glow and all."

She smiled. Once. Brief. Then went back to her wine.

Daniel tried not to read into it. Tried not to watch her lips as they touched the rim of the glass.

She smiled again, this time, at her phone.

He hated how much he noticed that.

“Good spa?” he asked.

She nodded. “Hot towels. Quiet music. A woman massaged my calves for twenty minutes. Might’ve moaned.”

He smiled again, trying to stay playful. “Glad someone’s making you feel good.”

Kate didn’t look up. “Mmm.”

Then, with perfect timing:

"Jordan gave me his number. As a joke."

He blinked. “What?”

She shrugged. “Said I should have it. In case I got bored.”

He tried to laugh. “What is he—twenty-two?”

"Probably," she said, unfazed.

“Did you give him yours?”

“Nope.”

“Did you keep his?”

She tilted her head. “What do you think?”

Daniel swallowed. Tried to smirk. It came out hollow.

He turned back to his drink. What if she did? What if she texted back? He imagined her phone lighting up late at night. A grin she hid from him. Would he even blame her?

They finished eating. Back to the room. More silence. More wine.

***

Twilight fell heavy and pink.

Kate’s legs were curled under her on the lounge chair. A second glass of wine tipping lazily in her fingers.

Daniel sat across from her. Pretending to read. Watching her mouth more than the words on the page.

She licked the rim of her glass. Smirked slightly.

"Jordan gave me his number. As a joke."

He looked up. “What?”

She shrugged. “Said I should have it. In case I got bored.”

“Did you give him yours?”

“Nope.”

“Did you keep his?”

She tilted her head. “What do you think?”

Daniel tried to laugh. It came out thin. “I think you’re glowing.”

She stood up. Walked barefoot to the railing. “It’s the rosé.”

Then she stepped outside. Left the door open.

Daniel turned a page he didn’t read.

***

Minutes passed. Too many.

A second voice drifted through the crack in the sliding door. Deeper than the first. Familiar. Darnell? Eli? It carried that casual confidence, the kind Daniel didn’t have.

He stood up, book hanging limp at his side.

Kate’s sandals were still by the door. Neatly placed. Waiting. He stared at them too long. Imagined her feet now—crossed at the ankle, dangling from a deck chair. Maybe tucked beneath her while she laughed. Maybe resting gently against someone else’s leg.

Another low laugh. This one closer.

Daniel took one step toward the glass. Stopped. His hand twitched at his side. The curtain fluttered, lifted just enough for a shadow to shift. He could pull it back. He could see.

He didn’t.

Because something in him already knew he didn’t want to.

He looked down. His cock was hard. Achingly so. Pressed against the inside of his shorts like it didn’t care what was happening.

He should be furious. He should be protective. He should be anything but this.

But he was hard.

And that scared him more.

A door clicked closed. Not theirs.

Daniel froze.

The breeze stirred again. The curtain shifted.

Her sandals stayed where they were.

***

She returned thirty minutes later.

Her dress was slightly twisted at the waist, one strap slipping off her shoulder. Her lips were bare now, and her mascara looked smudged under one eye. There was a faint sheen of sweat along the curve of her back. A pinkish stain dotted the hem of her dress. Her lipstick—reapplied, maybe—sat slightly crooked. Like she’d done it in a hurry. Or with someone watching.

She didn’t look at him. Just walked past, picking up her wine glass, sipping as if she'd never left.

As she brushed by, her thigh grazed his arm. Warm. Too warm. Like her skin had been close to someone else’s.

She disappeared into the bathroom. The door didn’t quite latch.

Daniel sat still. Then stood. Quietly.

He moved to the balcony, heart hammering.

He looked over the partition.

Two wine glasses on the ledge. One with red smudged around the rim. One half full.

No one else there. Just the scent of wine and the sea.

He stepped back.

Inside, the faucet turned on. Then silence.

He sat again.

And waited.

***

She came out wearing the same red silk robe from last night. Short. Nothing underneath.

Daniel sat up slowly, watching her in the low light. She didn’t speak. Just stood there for a moment, barefoot, flushed, her hair a little messy in the sexiest way. The robe clung to her thighs and framed the soft swell of her breasts.

She untied it slowly, letting the fabric fall open with no urgency. Her nipples were already hard. Her eyes never left his.

She walked over and stood beside the bed. "Lie down," she said.

He obeyed without thinking. She knelt beside him and ran a finger down his chest—light, barely there. Then she wrapped her hand around him.

One stroke. Then another. She watched him the whole time.

"Already hard," she murmured. "Didn’t take much, did it?"

He didn’t answer.

She swung her leg over and climbed on top, settling onto his lap with deliberate weight. The heat of her made him flinch.

Her thighs straddled him, her palm still wrapped around his cock. She pressed the head against her entrance, rubbed herself along it once—twice—before slowly lowering down with a breathy exhale.

He was already hard.

She kissed him once—deep, open-mouthed—then lined him up and sank down with a slow exhale.

He gasped.

She moved slowly at first. Grinding in long, deliberate circles. Her robe fell open, baring her breasts. They bounced lightly with each thrust. Her eyes didn’t close.

They stared into his.

Not affectionate.

Hungry.

He reached for her. She let him. Hands on her waist, then her hips, then her breasts. She didn’t respond. Didn’t react. Just kept moving.

He moaned her name.

She leaned down.

“Wanna know what I did?” she breathed, her breath warm against his cheek.

He blinked. Mouth dry. “Out there?”

She rolled her hips, grinding deeper. Her eyes didn’t soften.

“You didn’t stop me. That’s the part you liked, isn’t it?”

He swallowed.

She leaned closer. “You let me walk out that door. And now you want me more than ever.”

She kissed him, then pulled away just far enough to whisper:

“Or do you just want to feel it?”

He didn’t answer. Didn’t want to.

She grinned. Pressed harder. Faster.

Her breasts swung in rhythm. Her thighs slapped against his hips. Her nails dragged down his chest. She was riding him like she knew he couldn’t last.

And she was right.

“Say it,” she whispered.

He gasped. “What?”

“That you like not knowing.”

He hesitated. Shame coloring his face. Then, in the smallest voice:

“I do.”

She clenched around him. A sharp exhale. Her orgasm rolled through her, quiet and tight.

His followed seconds later. Explosive. Full-body. A surrender.

She stayed on him. Breathing evenly. Sweat cooling between them.

Then she leaned forward and kissed his jaw. Light. Pleased.

“You’re welcome.”

She rolled off and turned away.

Daniel stared at the ceiling.

Still inside her. Still unsure.

But more alive than he’d felt in months.

***

He thought about asking what she did out there.

Did he touch you? Was his hand on your thigh? Did you laugh into his neck?

The questions hovered, bitter on his tongue, but never made it past his lips.

He turned his head, watching her breathe, slow and content.

Her wine glass still sat on the nightstand, nearly empty now. A faint lipstick smudge still curved around the rim, not from their room service. Her hair was still damp from her shower. Her skin still flushed.

And on her thigh, just below the hem of the robe, he saw it.

A faint mark. A bloom of pink.

It could’ve been from the robe bunching. From the edge of a chair. From anything.

Or from fingers.

He stared at it too long.

He didn’t want to know.

He already did.

And that scared him more than anything.


Chapter 5

It came back to her sometimes, usually at odd hours—Rachel, older, cooler, always in control, swirling her glass on that rooftop dinner months ago. Laughing first, then serious.

"You don’t leave your husband, babe. You just... borrow someone else’s dick sometimes."

Kate had laughed then, sharp and a little drunk, but Rachel wasn’t done.

She had leaned in, eyes locked, lips glossy under string lights. “It’s not cheating if he makes you wetter than your husband ever did.”

Kate had rolled her eyes, but the line stuck. So did the next one:

"It’s not about sex. It’s about remembering you could still get anyone. That’s power, sweetheart."

Kate remembered the way Rachel crossed her legs after that, as if she’d just dropped a lit match and walked away from the fire.

It felt like a line from a movie. A line you weren’t supposed to use in real life.

And yet.

Now, as she stood in front of the bathroom mirror brushing out her damp hair, that sentence drifted back like a tune she couldn't shake.

She was humming. Not loud. Not for anyone. Just content.

She moved to the closet and stood there for a while, longer than usual. Fingers tracing each hanger, pausing over a black maxi dress before choosing the sundress. Pale peach, soft fabric, short hemline. The kind of thing that fluttered when she walked.

She held it against her body and checked the mirror. Smoothed her hands over her hips. Then turned slightly to the side, appraising her profile. A tiny smile played on her lips. Like she approved of herself.

She didn’t see Daniel watching from the bed, eyes barely open, breath slow like sleep. But he was. Taking in every detail. A voyeur in his own marriage.

She slipped the dress on, tied the waist. Touched up her lipstick. Spritzed perfume lightly over her collarbone.

Her phone lit up.

Jordan 🥃: You still want that second drink?

She read it once, didn’t reply, then flipped the phone over again.

Daniel’s chest tightened. No sound. No movement. Just a slow burn under the ribs.

Kate tapped her hair into place, spritzed perfume lightly over her collarbone, and slid into a sundress… short, loose, with a tie around the middle. Casual. Sexy without trying.

She didn’t say where she was going.

"Back in a bit," was all.

Daniel waited three minutes after the door clicked. Then grabbed his keys.

***

The air clung to him, thick with salt and heat, that unmistakable summer humidity that turned every movement into a slow stretch of skin. The boardwalk buzzed with low chatter, couples strolling, sandals slapping lazily against pavement, but Daniel didn’t hear any of it. Not really.

He moved with false purpose, like a man heading somewhere but not in a hurry to arrive. His eyes swept the benches instinctively, and then—

There she was.

Tucked into a secluded corner of the boardwalk, shaded by palms and mostly hidden from foot traffic, Kate sat in Jordan’s lap like she’d claimed the spot hours ago. Her legs were lazily draped across his, toes brushing the wooden bench slats. Her head tilted back in an easy laugh that melted into the air like smoke. One hand toyed with the chain around his neck, fingers slow and knowing, like they’d done this before.

Jordan looked every bit the king of this moment—shoulders relaxed, hand sprawled boldly on her thigh, fingers teasing just under the hem of her dress. She leaned into it. Into him.

Then came the kiss.

Not rushed. Not hesitant. Just… slow. Certain. Familiar.

Jordan cupped the back of her neck like it was his right. His other hand slid from her hip to her ass, squeezing, owning, while she tilted deeper into him like she'd been waiting all day.

He pressed his palm against her breast, a firm pass through the fabric, testing, claiming. Kate didn’t flinch. If anything, her hand rose to his chest, bunching into his shirt like she needed to hold on.

Daniel froze mid-step. Breath caught halfway.

Then she slid off his lap.

He thought—hoped—she might walk away.

But she didn’t.

She knelt.

Jordan leaned back, lazy and expectant, like a man waiting to be entertained. His arms stretched along the backrest, casual, ready.

She didn’t look around. She didn’t need to. She knew he might see. And maybe, she wanted him to. She didn’t hesitate. She brushed her hair over one shoulder, smoothed her skirt with one hand, and reached for his belt with the other. The dress slipped forward just slightly as she bent, the neckline dipping enough to make Daniel feel sick.

He couldn’t see everything, but he didn’t need to.

The way her elbow moved, the deliberate dip of her head, the shift in Jordan’s posture—legs spreading, chest rising with a sharp breath—it all painted the rest.

Her hand gripped his knee, grounding herself. The other vanished from view. Her rhythm wasn’t rushed. She took her time. Like this wasn’t a new act. Like she'd done it for him before.

Jordan’s head tilted back. His mouth parted, and he let out a breath that wasn’t quite a moan, but close.

Daniel’s heart raced. His stomach flipped. And still—still—his cock hardened like it had a mind of its own.

He should’ve turned around. Should’ve said something. Should’ve done anything but just… watch.

But his body betrayed him.

He stayed where he was, muscles locked, breath shallow.

Each bob of her head felt like a punch and a caress at once. He wanted to be sick. He wanted to come.

He didn’t blink. Couldn’t.

Her. On her knees.

Jordan. Relaxed. Loose. Smiling like he’d earned it.

Daniel just stood there, anchored by shame, and something worse.

Need.

He didn’t interrupt.

Didn’t speak.

Didn’t move.

Just watched. And hated that he wanted to.

***

He didn’t go back to the room right away. Instead, he walked along the beach, barefoot on the cooling sand, the ocean dark and loud beside him. The boardwalk scene played on a loop in his head—her lips, her knees, the slow, shameless rhythm of it all. He kept thinking if he’d imagined it. But no, it was real. Too vivid to be anything else.

By the time he finally returned to the room, the lights were off and the place felt hushed, like she’d gotten there first and erased any trace of what had come before.

The bathroom door was closed. Water ran behind it.

Her bikini—still damp—hung from the balcony railing like it had been left there without thought, but perfectly placed. A tiny triangle top. Bottoms tied at the hips. Dark red. It shimmered in the soft light from outside.

He stepped toward it, drawn like it meant something. His fingers brushed the fabric. Still wet. Still warm.

It clung to his skin for a moment. Slick with seawater and maybe something more. The knots still shaped from hands—his or someone else’s. The inside held the scent of her: salt, sunscreen, sweat, and a little perfume. He didn’t pull away immediately.

He stared at it, hanging there like proof. Proof of something he didn’t know how to ask about.

The water kept running.

He let go. Sat down. Waited.

When she finally emerged, steam rolled out behind her. A towel was wrapped loosely around her chest, her hair dripping and clinging to her collarbone. Her skin flushed in patches from the heat—or from whatever came before it.

A faint mark rested under her collarbone. Too wide for a wrinkle. Too soft-edged for a seatbelt.

She was humming. That same lazy tune from earlier.

Her eyes met his briefly. Saw him staring at the bikini. She said nothing.

And that silence felt like a door closing gently, firmly.

He smiled. Reflex. Like nothing had shifted.

That night, he didn’t ask.

He lay beside her, eyes open, body still, while her breath moved steady and slow beside him. Already asleep.

His hand hovered just above the sheet, twitching against his waistband. He tried not to. Then gave in.

He jerked off quietly, staring at the ceiling, his mind playing the same loop. Her knees on the pavement. The bob of her head. Jordan’s hands relaxed, fingers loose, as if he’d earned it.

He bit the inside of his cheek when he came.

His heart was pounding. Not from guilt. Not anymore.

He used to be afraid of being replaced.

Now he was afraid of being forgotten… and he still couldn’t look away.

He didn’t know what he was becoming.

But he knew this much: he wasn’t going to stop her.

And the worst part was, he didn’t want to.


Chapter 6

The morning sunlight spilled across the suite in warm ribbons, glowing off the tile floor and the linen sheets tangled around Daniel’s ankles. Somewhere in the haze between sleep and wakefulness, he felt movement—a whisper of soft feet padding across the room, the faint clink of ceramic.

Then the smell hit him. Coffee. Strong. Fresh.

He blinked one eye open.

Kate stood by the table in nothing but a loose tank top and panties, pouring a cup with unhurried ease. She turned when she noticed him stirring, smile warm, eyes soft.

“Morning,” she said. “Made yours the way you like it.”

She brought it over, the ceramic warm in his hands, and leaned down to kiss his temple. Her fingers slipped into his hair briefly, tenderly. Then gone.

He watched her walk away, hips swaying under the cotton. The hem of her tank top brushed just below her ass. He couldn’t remember the last time she’d kissed him first thing in the morning. Or made coffee. Or hummed that soft little tune under her breath like she had nothing in the world to worry about.

He remembered last night.

He remembered standing frozen on the boardwalk, watching her kneel between another man’s legs like it was the most natural thing in the world. The rhythm of her head, the way Jordan had leaned back, satisfied, casual.

He remembered how he walked the beach for what felt like hours, and then came back to find her humming in the shower. Her bikini damp on the railing. A mark on her chest that hadn’t come from him.

He remembered jerking off in silence while she slept beside him.

Now, she was bringing him coffee.

She was different today. Not just relaxed. Radiant. Sweet. Playful.

It was easy to believe that something between them had shifted.

In the bathroom, he was brushing his teeth when she stepped in behind him. Met his eyes in the mirror. No words. She leaned forward and kissed his cheek, toothpaste be damned, then smirked and padded away, humming again.

Daniel spat, rinsed. Still staring at himself, trying to process the moment. That kiss felt... normal. Domestic. Almost loving.

She bent down to pick up her towel off the floor, and her thong rode up just enough for him to see the curve of her ass. He stepped closer, reached out. His fingers found her hip.

She didn’t pull away. Didn’t say anything. Just let it sit there.

Then she stood upright and walked to the closet like it hadn’t happened at all.

He lingered.

Watched her sort through swimsuits and coverups. She tried on one top. Then another. Checked herself in the mirror. Frowned. Changed again. He watched her slide a hand under her bra to adjust something twice. It didn’t seem like vanity. It felt... loaded. Intentional.

She caught his eye in the mirror once, smirked, then went back to adjusting a strap.

Daniel leaned against the doorway, coffee cooling in his hand.

He felt closer to her than he had in weeks.

And yet, the closer she got, the less he understood what she wanted.

***

They stepped out just before eleven, beach towels slung over their shoulders, the sun already heavy in the sky.

Kate walked just ahead of him, hips swinging with an easy rhythm. The yellow bikini she wore rode up with each step, the fabric disappearing deeper between her cheeks. The bow on her right hip kept loosening slightly, and Daniel couldn’t tell if it was on purpose. He wanted to fix it. Or maybe untie it altogether.

A guy on a beach cruiser rolled by and gave her a second look—slow, appreciative, open. Daniel saw it. So did Kate. She didn’t react. She didn’t need to.

There was something about the way she moved this morning—relaxed, yes, but almost performative. Like she knew she was being watched and had quietly decided to make it worth their time.

He followed her down the steps toward the sand, his eyes locked on the sway of her ass. His mouth was dry and he hadn’t said a word yet. The sun was casting bright patches over the sand, the kind of light that made everything sharper—colors more saturated, bodies more naked.

The yellow bikini, was low in the front, tied at the sides, the color making her skin look darker, glossier. Daniel hadn’t seen it before. She hadn’t mentioned buying it. It clung in all the right places, and something about the way she adjusted the straps as they walked—slow, almost absent—made his stomach tighten.

They found a spot near the wooden walkway, just a few towels down from where Eli, one of the guys from the room next door, sat half-reclined with a paperback, sunglasses on, shirt off. He wasn’t built like a gym rat—no shredded abs or puffed-up chest—but his body had that natural, effortless strength. Long limbs, lean muscle, skin sun-kissed and confident. He sat with his legs wide, elbows resting comfortably, the book balanced on one thigh. Everything about him looked easy. Comfortable. Like he belonged here more than Daniel ever had. Even from a distance, he radiated a kind of stillness that didn’t ask for attention, but got it anyway. Kate gave him a small wave, casual, like she did it without thinking. He raised his hand in return, nodded.

Daniel laid the towels down. Kate slipped off her wrap with a single motion, not dramatic, but not shy either. She stretched, arms overhead, then lay down on her front, legs parted slightly, ankles crossed. Her skin glowed.

He sat beside her, fumbling with the sunscreen bottle. “Want me to get your back?”

She turned her head. Smiled.

“You go swim. I’ll ask Eli in a sec.”

His hand froze mid-cap twist. She was already turning away, settling into her towel like the matter had been decided.

He stood, robotically. Walked to the shoreline. The ocean felt cold and pointless.

He floated a little beyond the shallows, just far enough to watch.

Eli stood and walked over. Bent at the waist. Said something—Kate laughed.

Then he knelt beside her, unscrewed the bottle, and squirted a line of lotion into his palm. The slick sound of it squirting out cut through the soft murmur of the beach. He rubbed his hands together first, warming it, then pressed his palms to her bare shoulders.

Daniel watched from the water as the first touch landed. Kate's shoulder flinched—barely—then settled. Her head turned slightly to the side.

Eli moved slowly. Deliberately. Gliding his hands in wide, confident strokes from the tops of her shoulders down to the middle of her back. The lotion left a faint shimmer on her skin that caught the sun, glistening.

Kate’s bikini top was still tied. But then—quietly, almost without motion—he reached to the bow at the center of her back. Tugged. Let it fall open.

Daniel didn’t realize the straps were gone until they lay loose on either side of her towel.

Eli’s hands moved lower, spreading the oil across her back with slow, circular motion. When he got to her lower back, he adjusted position, sliding one hand lower until it landed on the curve of her hip. His other continued up between her shoulder blades. Smooth. Unhurried.

Her eyes remained closed. But her lips parted slightly. A small breath escaped her, soft and satisfied.

Daniel gripped his forearms under the water. He was hard, stiff beneath the surface, but didn’t adjust himself. Just watched.

Eli’s fingers didn’t leave her when he moved from hip to the top of her thigh. They slid. Testing. Like they were looking for a boundary. There wasn’t one.

The top of her breast peeked out to the side. Daniel wasn’t sure if Eli saw it or brushed it by accident. Either way, Kate didn’t react.

And neither did Eli. . One rested on her hip as he worked the other across her shoulder blades in slow, circular strokes. Her body didn’t flinch. She looked serene. Maybe even pleased.

Daniel stayed in the water, chest submerged, cock hard and pulsing under the surface.

What if Eli was hard too? What if Kate could feel it?

Maybe she wanted to.

From the beach, the two of them looked peaceful. Like they belonged there. Like this was normal.

Someone walked past Daniel’s spot in the surf and said, just loud enough for him to hear: “They look good together.”

He didn’t know if they meant Kate and Eli.

But it felt like they did.

He didn’t swim back right away.

He wanted to be mad. He wanted to storm up the sand, drag her towel back up, demand to know what the hell she thought she was doing. But even now—even soaked to his chest—his cock was hard. Not just hard. Owned. Owned by what he was watching, owned by the sound of her breath, the way her lips parted, the soft arch of her back beneath another man’s hands.

That part scared him the most.

And just before Eli stood up, Kate lifted her head slightly. Just enough. Her chin tilted toward the ocean, toward him. Her eyes met his for a second, maybe two. No surprise in them. Just calm recognition.

Then she closed them again.

And laid her head back down.

***

Back at the suite, the air felt thicker. Post-lunch heat settled in through the sliding doors, and the cold from the AC was barely winning the battle. The three of them entered with a lazy kind of energy, the way people did when the sun had baked them just enough to blur time.

Kate was still laughing at something Eli said. Something about yoga. Something Daniel didn’t catch.

“You’re good at stretches?” she asked, pulling her hair up off her neck, twisting it into a loose knot.

Eli shrugged. “I can follow instructions.”

Daniel mumbled something about his charger and slipped into the bedroom.

He was gone less than two minutes.

As he stepped into the hallway, he heard nothing at first. Then… something low. A murmur. Not laughter. Not words. Just sound.

He rounded the corner slowly, expecting them out on the balcony or still chatting by the couch.

Instead, the sight hit him in a single, silent impact.

Kate was bent over the back of the couch, her palms flat against the cushions, fingers stretched wide like she was anchoring herself. Her toes curled slightly into the carpet, knees loose, parted in a way that felt less accidental the longer he looked. The yellow string of her bikini bottoms had disappeared into the cleft of her ass, the knot barely visible now, nestled where her cheeks met.

Her back rose in a deep arch, like she was offering it—like her whole body had melted into that position from muscle memory. The curve was obscene and perfect. Each breath she took deepened it, the motion soft and slow, like a sigh blooming across her skin. It didn’t feel like stretching. It felt like foreplay. Like this wasn’t her first time holding that pose for someone else's benefit.

His pulse jumped. His fingers tightened around the charger. Something kicked low in his gut—equal parts threat and arousal.

The air in the room felt still, thicker somehow.

Eli knelt behind her.

One hand was on her inner thigh. The other pressed gently on her lower back, coaxing her hips into a deeper fold. His lips were close… too close, to the curve of her upper thigh.

Neither of them moved when Daniel entered.

No scrambling. No apology. Just a frozen frame, like a photo caught mid-motion.

Daniel stopped. One step into the room.

The air between them all vibrated with something unspoken.

Kate turned her head. Her hair was falling loose again, sticking slightly to her cheek from the humidity. Her eyes met his. Steady.

“We were just stretching,” she said, soft, almost amused. “You can watch if you want.”

She held the eye contact.

Daniel didn’t speak.

He walked over to the charger in his hand. Set it down on the edge of the counter without plugging it in.

Then pulled out a dining chair. Turned it toward the living room. Sat.

Eli didn’t speak either.

His hands started moving again. Slower now. Not hurried. Not unsure.

One traced the length of her thigh, then swept gently up to the dip of her waist. The other glided from the top of her spine down to the swell of her ass.

Then lower.

Eli’s hand didn’t just rest on her thigh now. It moved. Slow. Upward. He pressed along the inside, stopping just short of the crease where her body began. Testing. Feeling. His thumb dragged gently along the line where skin met suit.

She didn’t flinch. She didn’t correct him. She adjusted slightly, tilting, parting just a little more. Subtle, but deliberate. Like a woman giving silent permission.

His other hand returned to her back, broader now, more certain. Fingers spread like a man mapping out what was his.

And still, Kate didn’t blink. Didn’t look away.

Kate exhaled softly.

Daniel sat completely still.

He could say something. Ask what the fuck this was. But his mouth was dry. The words didn’t form.

He could walk over and pull her upright, demand answers, pretend this still meant something he controlled. But his legs stayed planted. He didn’t move.

He just sat there, the chair creaking beneath him, watching another man’s fingers glide across his wife’s skin like it belonged to him.

And the worst part—worse than the heat in his throat or the sting in his pride—was knowing he didn’t want it to stop.

Not really.

She wasn’t asking if Daniel was okay. She wasn’t apologizing.

She was offering him a seat. To watch.

And he took it.

Eli’s hand lingered near the tie of her bikini, fingers hovering just close enough to brush fabric.

Kate’s voice broke the quiet, soft, steady, still watching Daniel.

"It’s fine," she said. "He’s good with his hands."

And watched.

***

Daniel didn’t know what this was anymore. A stretch? Foreplay? A test? Every breath felt like a negotiation.

Kate dropped lower, her elbows replacing her hands on the cushions. Her back dipped even deeper, the new position drawing the fabric of her bikini tighter, higher, until the bottoms looked like they were holding on by a thread.

Eli adjusted again, almost naturally. His hands slid lower, down the backs of her thighs, lingering there, shaping the muscle with slow pressure. She let out a soft sigh—barely a sound. It sent a throb through Daniel’s cock.

He hadn’t touched himself. His thighs twitched, muscles clenched tight from holding still too long. The armrest dug into his palm, fingers tense. The ache in his cock had gone from sharp to dull and maddening.

She shifted again. Her knees widened, opening just slightly more, and Eli’s hand rode the motion like he’d been expecting it.

Kate’s voice floated out, almost casual. "It’s good to stretch like this. Opens everything up."

Daniel gripped the armrest of the chair, knuckles paling. His cock pulsed against the inside of his swim trunks. Still untouched. Still hard. His entire body tuned to their energy.

He didn’t know if Eli was hard. Didn’t know if he’d pressed against her while adjusting her hips. Didn’t know if Kate was wet.

But he felt like he knew.

Felt like all of it had already happened in some shadowy corner of this room that didn’t belong to him anymore.

Eli’s hands slowed. One last glide down the line of her leg. Then he pulled back and stood.

Kate stayed in place for a breath. Two. Then straightened.

She didn’t rush. She adjusted her bikini casually, pulled the top tight, and re-tied the bottom with a flick of her fingers.

She looked over at Daniel, almost playful. “You should try it sometime. Feels really good.”

Then she turned. Kissed Eli’s cheek—soft, slow, like it was earned.

He didn’t kiss back. But he didn’t need to.

“Thanks,” she said.

Eli nodded, grabbed his shirt, and left without a word.

Daniel stayed seated.

Kate walked past him slowly, towel tossed over one shoulder. The edge of it brushed his arm. Her thigh grazed his as she passed. The heat of her skin lingered.

He stared at the curve of her ass as she disappeared into the bathroom. His body tense. Drained. Strung up between desire and disbelief.

Then he heard the water running.

The bath.

He imagined walking in. Joining her. Touching her the way Eli had. But the image felt foreign. Like someone else’s fantasy.

So he didn’t follow.

Didn’t call out.

He sat there, replaying everything. Her voice. Eli’s touch. The way she adjusted her hips. That towel slung over her shoulder like nothing had happened.

His cock was still hard.

He thought about Eli’s hand on her thigh. Wondered if it had slipped beneath the strap—just a little. Wondered if he’d touched her where Daniel couldn’t see.

The water in the bath sloshed as she stepped in.

Still, he didn’t move.

A few minutes later, she stepped out in a robe, towel-drying her hair. Her cheeks were flushed from the heat.

She passed him again, heading toward the closet, and said—casual, effortless—“He’s gentle, isn’t he?”

Like she expected him to agree.

He opened his mouth. Closed it. There was nothing to say that wouldn’t sound pathetic.

He didn’t respond.

She didn’t wait for one.

He didn’t know what had just happened. What had been happening since they arrived here.

He’d had more sex in the last few days than the last few months. He’d seen his wife on her knees, sucking a man younger than him. He’d watched her open her body under the hands of another like it was the most natural thing in the world.

And yet, none of it felt wrong. Or forced. Or even shocking anymore.

What scared him was how much he wanted more.

If she’d told him to leave the room, he would’ve.

If she’d told him to stay, he would’ve done that too.

She was opening everything.

And Daniel? He didn’t want to stop her.


Chapter 7

The light came in slow through the thin linen curtains, warm and colorless, casting soft stripes across the floor and their bed. Daniel woke without an alarm. No sounds from outside. No gulls. No hallway noise. Just that strange, hush-drenched quiet that only came with places you didn’t live in.

Kate was still in her sleep.

She lay on her side facing the window, one bare leg draped outside the sheet, her thigh caught in the sunbeam. Her back rose and fell in slow rhythm, hair half-stuck to her cheek, lips slightly parted. The sheet had shifted in the night—her tank top rucked high, panties twisted, one strap falling off her shoulder. Everything about her looked relaxed. Open.

Her breast rose and fell with each breath, the tank top barely clinging to the soft underside. One nipple outlined against the thin fabric, dark and relaxed. A smudge of mascara still lingered under one eye like evidence.

But not toward him.

Daniel lay still, careful not to move the mattress. He stared at the back of her neck. That soft curve between shoulder and jaw. There was a time he would’ve rolled into her without thinking. Kissed that spot. Pressed his body against hers and waited for her to make a sound.

But now? Now he just watched.

Her breathing changed slightly. Deeper. Then shallower again. Not waking up. Just shifting into some lower, slower dream.

He wondered if she was dreaming of him.

And then, as if the morning didn’t already have a pulse of its own, her phone lit up on the nightstand. No sound. Just the screen flaring to life with one line.

Malik: You sure you’re ready for me today?

Daniel didn’t touch it.

He read it twice. Three times. The words didn’t change. But the feeling they sent through his chest did hot and cold at the same time.

He hated that Malik could just say it like that. That he could assume she’d be ready. That maybe… she already was.

And what stung worse was the twitch in his cock when he imagined it. Her already knowing. Her already planning.

Ready for me.

He didn’t know what that meant. Not exactly. Not yet.

But he knew enough.

He glanced back at Kate.

She was deep in it still—some slow, private sleep he wasn’t part of. Still beautiful in the way only distance could make someone feel.

He thought of how she’d gasped the night before, hips grinding down, hands pressing into his chest like she was holding him there. Not his name. Just breath. Just pressure. And that mark on her thigh—that wasn’t his.

His cock stirred—slow, unsure—caught somewhere between guilt and heat.

He lay there for another minute.

Then he rolled onto his back, stared at the ceiling, and tried to remember when exactly his marriage had become this.

And why he didn’t want to change it back.

Maybe he didn’t want to stop it. Not really. Maybe he wanted her to come back to him drenched in someone else. Wanted to kiss her after. Ask her how it felt. Or maybe—maybe he didn’t want to ask. Just feel it. Taste it. Wonder.

He used to wonder if she was slipping away. Now, it felt simpler than that. He’s not the first. He won’t be the last. And maybe that’s the part that keeps me here.

Then she murmured something. Soft. Incoherent.

But the name wasn’t his.

***

The afternoon settled around the suite like steam. Heavy, slow. The kind of heat that softened time and quieted thought. Daniel stepped out onto the balcony with his coffee, freshly poured but already too warm to be comforting. He took a breath. The salt in the air coated his tongue.

The ocean murmured somewhere below, but it wasn’t the sound that stopped him.

Kate stood near the railing. Her body faced the water, but her head was tilted down, gaze fixed on her phone. The black one-piece clung to her in a way that made movement unnecessary. Wet from a recent dip, it rode up high on her hips, dark fabric cutting into the soft line where ass met thigh. The low back framed her spine, catching little drops of water that hadn’t quite dried. Her hair was up, a few tendrils curling from humidity, clinging to her temples and neck.

She looked untouched. Except she wasn't.

Her skin gleamed in the light, heat-kissed and loose. One hand cradled her wine, stem between fingers like she’d been holding it for hours. The other thumbed her screen slowly, lazily. Not texting. Just browsing. Or maybe waiting.

Daniel stood there, watching the play of light on the swell of her ass. The way the curve of her shoulder caught a shadow. He hadn’t spoken yet.

She didn’t acknowledge him at first. Just kept scrolling. Letting him take her in like she was part of the landscape.

Then her head turned. Not fully. Just enough to catch him in the corner of her eye.

"Malik said he might swing by," she said. Voice casual, like she was asking if they were out of ice. "Wants to talk about surfboards. That cool?"

The words landed, but the meaning was secondary to the tone. It was too light. Almost playful. Like they were in on a joke he hadn’t been told yet.

She didn’t wait for his answer. Didn’t turn fully. She looked back at the water, sipped her wine.

Daniel stepped forward, just one pace.

The coffee in his hand was already cold.

He opened his mouth. Closed it.

There was nothing to say that wouldn’t sound like permission.

So he stayed quiet.

And watched her scroll.

***

Daniel was still drying his hair when Malik found him.

Malik and Kate had been talking for nearly an hour, drifting easily between flirtation and conversation, low murmurs that floated through the air like secrets. Laughs that didn’t sound like his wife’s. The kind you lean into. The kind you don’t expect to end. When Malik had arrived, he wasn’t even wearing a shirt, just a pair of dark swim shorts that sat low on his waist, clinging to his hips in a way that made it hard not to look. His torso was cut tight, lean muscle roped under smooth skin, glistening with sun and sweat. And just beneath the fabric, there was no hiding the weight between his legs; thick, outlined, shifting slightly as he leaned into one hip. Daniel had watched from the couch as Malik leaned into the balcony rail, towel slung casually over his shoulder, body language relaxed but charged. Like he already knew the answer to questions he hadn’t asked yet.

He hadn’t heard the words, not clearly. Just the tone. The occasional lilt of her voice when she said something she wanted him to hear. And Malik’s deeper reply, smoother, slower.

Whatever it had been, it was enough to change the temperature of the room.

Midway through the conversation—flirty, quiet, occasionally punctuated by Kate’s laugh—Daniel had given up pretending to read. The throb in his cock had been building since the first murmur. So he walked down to the pool, hoping the cold water would cool him off. It hadn’t. His erection didn’t listen to reason.

After about thirty minutes, Daniel had just stepped out of the pool, towel slung over his shoulders, chest still wet and glistening in the evening sun. He hadn’t noticed Malik approach at first, just sensed the weight of someone watching.

Malik stood nearby, bare-chested, skin slick with sweat, the towel around his neck darkened with heat. He wiped his face, then dragged the edge of the towel across his chest, slow, casual, like he had all the time in the world.

He glanced toward the direction of their suite. Then back at Daniel.

"She looked like she needed to cool off," he said, voice low, easy. "Hope you don't mind I helped."

Daniel let out a short breath of a laugh. It didn’t reach his eyes. "She, uh... she’s been enjoying the sun."

Malik nodded once. Smirked. "She’s got a way of drawing heat, man. Thought I’d give her a proper rinse."

There was a pause. A long one.

Nothing about the words was crass. But they landed like pressure.

Malik turned and started walking.

Daniel didn’t think. He followed.

Late afternoon light filtered through the poolside cabana, the sun already beginning its long stretch toward evening. Daniel was shirtless, a towel around his waist, half-distracted by the slow drip of water tracing down his chest. He turned when he heard the voice.

"She said she needed a rinse."

Malik stood a few feet away, barefoot on the tile. No shirt. Towel slung over his neck. His skin gleamed with heat and salt, chest cut in that effortless way that didn’t need announcing. The kind of build that lived in the space between tension and ease. His voice was calm. Deeper than it needed to be.

Daniel blinked. “Sorry?”

Malik’s mouth curved just slightly. "The shower. She’s in there now."

Daniel’s gut tightened.

It took a beat to realize what was happening, not because he didn’t know, but because he couldn’t believe how naturally it was unfolding. How mundane Malik made it sound. As if she were a shared room, a casual thing being passed between friends.

Malik didn’t wait for permission. He turned. Walked.

Daniel followed.

Not because he had to. Because he couldn’t not.

The corridor back to the suite felt longer than it should have. Malik walked ahead, loose-shouldered, towel swinging low against his hips. The fabric barely clung to his waist, threatening to slide. Daniel's eyes traced the water dripping down Malik's back, catching on the dark curve of a tattoo inked across his shoulder blade, something abstract but aggressive. The muscles beneath it shifted with every step.

He wasn’t walking like a guest. He was walking like he already belonged.

Daniel tried to look away. Failed. His mind filled in too much. Malik's body wasn’t just stronger. It moved differently. Purposefully. Daniel felt like a ghost behind him.

“She wanted that,” he thought. “Not just the body, his presence. His command.”

He remembered how Kate used to sound with him. Back when things were simpler. Familiar. Quieter.

She never gasped for him like that.

Now he was trailing the man who did.

He didn’t speak. Didn’t dare. Just walked through the slow throb of jealousy and something deeper.

A need he couldn’t name.

By the time they reached the suite, the door was already cracked open. Steam pulsed softly from inside, curling into the hallway like breath.

Malik stepped through first.

Daniel froze.

The sound hit him almost instantly. Water. Full, high-pressure, splashing against tile. But it wasn’t just the water.

It was her.

First came the soft thud… a shoulder, maybe her back, against the wall. Then the slippery shift of feet against wet tile. The sound of spray bouncing sideways, catching on skin.

She giggled. Loose. Breathless. The kind of sound that belonged to a different woman. A freer one.

Another thud. Closer now. A suction sound, obscene in its intimacy, like wet mouths finding wet skin. Then came the slow grind. Flesh on flesh. Heavy. Intentional.

Her breath broke on a vowel, something between "Malik" and a moan she couldn’t finish.

Daniel’s throat tightened.

A laugh. Not polite. Not performative. A laugh with her throat open. Warm and loose and wet.

Then came the gasp. Sharper. Faster.

Then nothing but water for a moment.

Then skin. The smack of it. Wet, heavy, obscene. Like flesh meeting flesh with force and rhythm.

Daniel’s throat went dry.

He moved one step closer. Just enough to see the bathroom door—not shut. Not even trying to be.

And just inside, through the crack in the hinge, he could see shadows moving.

Kate’s voice. High. Tighter now. Borderline pleading. Her tone cracked with something sweet and desperate. "God… Malik…"

Then the scrape of tile. Her bare foot, slipping or shifting. Followed by Malik’s voice, low and slow:

"Keep that leg up. I said hold still."

Daniel gripped the wall.

The steam was rolling harder now. And in it, her moan rose—not loud, but real.

Not his wife’s voice. Not the one she used with him.

It was deeper. Rawer.

Like something had been unlocked inside her and poured out into the air.

"Yes," she breathed. Then again. Louder. "Yes. Yes."

Malik made a sound then not words. Just breath. A command. It rumbled.

Daniel pressed his hand flat to the wall.

The door cracked more as someone inside shifted. Daniel didn’t move. Didn’t speak.

His cock was already hard. Painfully.

The next moment came in pieces: a new angle of the water spray, redirected. The wet slap again. A sharper one. A squeal. Her giggle—spilled laughter, bouncing off tile.

Then the sharp inhale that followed it. Her breath catching like she couldn’t contain any more.

Kate’s voice: "Harder, Malik. Right there."

Daniel shut his eyes.

Malik replied, his voice like gravel warmed in the sun: "You want them to hear you, don’t you?"

There was no reply.

Just the rise of her moan. Open. Shameless.

Daniel could picture it. Her leg hooked high, Malik’s hand gripping her ass. Water pounding over her chest. Hair soaked. Her mouth slack, open. Body arched in that way that looked like offering. Looked like ownership.

The sound came again. Skin against skin. Palm on ass. Hard. Followed by her fuck, whispered but shattering.

Daniel didn’t move.

He wanted to interrupt. But what would he say? That he’d heard too much? That he hadn’t heard enough?

His legs trembled slightly, the effort of holding still becoming unbearable. He could feel the towel darkening with pre-cum, warmth spreading beneath the fabric like a confession. His hand tightened around the doorframe, knuckles whitening with restraint.

His hand twitched at his waistband. His cock pressed harder against the towel. He didn’t stroke. Didn’t dare.

He thought about the way Kate used to whisper his name in bed—soft, loving, like she needed it to come. And now, listening to her gasp someone else’s... it wasn’t just betrayal. It was transformation.

He pressed his forehead against the wall. Closed his eyes. Thought:

If I say her name, will she stop?

Or will she moan his louder?

He just stood there. Listening.

Frozen.

Owned.

Then, a gasp… not sharp, but shaking. Then silence. Then the thud of her back hitting tile. And his grunt… low, feral, final.

Daniel’s hand slipped slightly against the wall. The sound of her breathing filled the silence again. Slower now. But not done.

Then came her voice… softer, almost a whimper:

"Malik... don’t stop..."

It wasn’t for him.

The shower kept going.

So did they.

And he stayed there. Hard. Forgotten. And needing more.

***

The water stopped. Just like that.

Silence came next, not sudden, but slow. It dripped. Cooled. Spread.

Daniel moved fast. Quiet. Careful. He backed away from the wall like he hadn’t been leaning into it, like he hadn’t pressed his forehead against the plaster just to stay upright.

He wiped his forehead with the back of his hand. Adjusted the towel over his lap. It was damp—too damp—and he couldn’t tell anymore what was pool water and what was pre-cum.

She’ll know, he thought. She’ll smell it on me. Taste it on herself.

He crossed the room on steady legs that still shook and sank into the closest chair. Picked up the book he hadn’t opened in hours. Flipped to a random page. He didn’t even know what chapter he was on. Let his eyes glaze over the words. They didn’t matter. Nothing mattered but the sound of the bathroom door creaking open.

She emerged barefoot. A soft slap of her foot against tile. Then another. Her shadow crossed the doorway first, thick with steam, bending around her curves before she appeared fully. Steam followed her out like it was still clinging to her.

Daniel's gaze dropped. Her calves flexed with each step, smooth and gleaming. Her nipples bounced slightly with every movement, still wet, brushing the air like they didn’t care who saw.

She didn’t wrap herself up. She let herself be seen.

The towel around her hips was barely holding. Her chest was bare. Her nipples flushed, tight from heat or friction or both. Her hair was soaked and wild, strands curling around her face, dripping onto her collarbone.

Water trailed in slow beads between her breasts, catching the light as it slid down the plush curves. They swayed slightly with each breath, heavy, glistening, flushed from the heat and what had just been done to them. Her nipples were hard and ruddy, the kind of stiff that begged to be bitten or sucked. The water curved beneath them, rolling down her stomach like it had memorized her body. Her skin still glistened. Her breath was slow and steady, like nothing about this was unusual.

Her thighs were damp. One of them—the left—bore a bloom of red just under the curve of her ass. A handprint. Bold and unmistakable.

Daniel didn’t breathe.

She didn’t speak.

She didn’t have to.

Kate walked past him like the room belonged to her. Like she hadn't just been transformed into something he couldn't touch. Like she wasn’t soaked in someone else.

She paused only to lean down.

Daniel leaned in, just slightly—instinct more than thought. A need to feel something, anything. She hesitated for a breath. Her eyes flicked to his. And then she kissed him.

Soft. Quick. On the mouth.

Her lips were damp. The heat of her still rising off her skin. The taste that hit his tongue wasn’t just mint, though that was there. It lingered just long enough to taste like someone else. Like something earned by another man.

His cock twitched under the towel, hard and needy. Her hand brushed against it—casual, unhurried, like she was checking he was exactly as turned on as he should be. Like she already knew. Her fingers lingered just a moment too long, pressing against the shape through terrycloth.

He stayed still. If he moved, he’d lose it… his control, his story, maybe even his marriage. His legs trembled again. His lips tingled with the taste.

His stomach twisted.

She exhaled first, just a small breath, soft and satisfied, like the air carried memory.

She whispered, low enough that it almost didn’t register:

"Thanks for waiting."

Daniel gave a half-nod—reflexive, wordless. The kind you give when there’s nothing left to say.

Then she turned.

Walked to the bed.

Didn’t look back.

Didn’t need to.

The towel shifted higher on her thigh with each step. The red mark peeked out again.

She pulled back the covers like it was any other night. The towel shifted again. The red mark flashed one last time, not fading. Just waiting. Like the man still in her skin didn’t matter.

Daniel sat there. Book open. Pages blank.

Every word he read tasted like someone else.

***

Daniel didn’t go to the bed right away.

The air felt too thick. The silence too sharp.

He poured himself a drink instead. Not because he wanted it, because he needed something to do with his hands.

The bottle he chose was heavy. Familiar. He stared at it for a few seconds before uncapping it, watching the amber liquid settle. He poured like he was being watched… slow, controlled, like any spill would say too much. The neck clinked against the glass once. Then again. His fingers trembled just enough to spill a few drops onto the counter.

The glass shook in his hand as he raised it. He took a long sip. Then touched his lips.

They still tingled. Still carried the taste. Not just mint. Not just her. Something heavier. Faintly salt. Faintly him.

He didn’t want to name it. That would make it real.

Daniel walked to the balcony and slid the door open. The night air came in like a slap. Cool and thick with sea salt and distance. It didn’t clear his head. It widened it.

He stepped out. Let the breeze settle over his bare chest. The glass in his hand dipped slightly as he scanned the dark.

Then he saw it.

A towel. Folded neatly over one of the chairs. Not his. Not hers. Bigger. Darker. Damp.

Malik’s.

It sat there like it had been placed with purpose. Like a calling card.

Daniel stared at it for too long. Imagined Malik drying himself off with it, slow, sure strokes, muscles flexing under dark skin. He imagined her watching. Or helping. Or laughing.

It was still wet. Soaked in the heat of someone else. It probably smelled like ocean. Like sweat. Like her.

The drink in his hand warmed and stayed full. He didn’t sip again.

He went inside eventually. Quiet. Careful.

Kate was already asleep. Or pretending to be.

She lay on her side, facing away from him, the sheet draped low across her back. One leg kicked out, bent at the knee. Her thigh was bare. Exposed. The same bruise—not quite a handprint now, more like a claim—rested bold against her skin.

Her breathing was soft. Rhythmic. Oblivious.

He stood by the bed for a while. His towel still hung loose around his waist. He didn’t remove it. Didn’t move.

He didn’t want to wake her. But part of him hoped she would wake. Roll over. Whisper something that would make this feel like less of a fall.

She didn’t.

Daniel slid into bed beside her.

He didn’t touch her. Not at first.

He lay there. Eyes open. Cock hard.

His hand moved before his brain did.

Under the sheet. Slow. Silent. He wrapped his fingers around himself and stroked in shallow, trembling pulls. Eyes wide. Mouth closed. Every nerve screaming quietly.

The sheet rustled with the motion. Subtle. Just enough to feel real.

She shifted in her sleep. The sheet dipped lower. One breast slipped into view. Heavy. Relaxed. Glowing faintly in the ambient light.

He didn’t look away.

His mind turned in loops:

She’s not just mine anymore.

But she still comes back to me.

He made her moan like that… and she kissed me after.

Is that what freedom feels like? Letting go... and being touched by the fallout?

He didn’t stroke to finish. He stroked to remember.

When he came, it wasn’t loud. It wasn’t even visible. Just a sharp flex down his spine, a flicker behind his eyes, and then the warmth spilling over his hand.

It soaked his palm. His belly. The sheets.

He didn’t wipe it. Didn’t shift.

He felt it cooling on his skin. And still, he was hard.

He just lay there.

Still watching her sleep.


Chapter 8

The suite smelled like sea salt and sunscreen and the faint trace of rose from Kate’s lotion. She stood near the window, one leg propped on the low table, slowly rubbing the cream into her shin with long, casual strokes. She was humming some low, off-key tune that had no rhythm but made her seem impossibly calm.

She moved slowly. Like she had nowhere to be. Like the moment was hers alone.

The red satin robe hung open down the middle, clinging loosely where it still touched her hips. The way she lifted her leg let the fabric slide higher, baring the soft inside of her thigh. Her fingers circled the skin there, gentle, lazy, like she was enjoying her own body more than anyone else's presence.

The robe had no belt. Just two corners lazily drawn together and crossed at the front. When she leaned forward to switch legs, the silk gaped open just enough to reveal the curve of her breast, a heavy, perfect swell that jiggled slightly with the motion. Her nipple wasn’t visible, not yet, but it pressed against the fabric like it wanted to be.

She shifted and massaged the lotion into the top of her other thigh, closer to the crease. The bruise—fainter now, but still visible, peered out like a kept secret. She didn’t touch it. Didn’t avoid it either. Just let her knuckles skim past it, slow and unbothered.

Daniel sat in the corner chair, book in hand. He’d been on the same page for twenty minutes.

The smell of her lotion mixed with salt and skin and something else… something warmer, almost too intimate to name.

Every time he blinked, his eyes landed somewhere new: her shin, the arch of her foot, the sway of her breast beneath the satin when she leaned forward.

He adjusted his grip on the book. His fingers felt slick against the cover. His cock twitched once, then again, as if trying to decide whether to rise.

He read the same paragraph five times. Nothing stuck. Except the image of her breast catching the light.

Her hair was still damp. Tied loosely. Wet strands stuck to her shoulder. From the morning swim? From a shower?

He didn’t ask.

Because she hadn’t said a word about yesterday. And he wasn’t sure what would happen if he did.

"We should do drinks today," she said suddenly. "With the guys. Eli and Jordan. Just chill."

Daniel didn’t answer right away.

He wanted to ask: Why them? Why now? But the words stayed in his throat like stones.

She looked at him over her shoulder. Not waiting for agreement, just confirmation.

Their eyes met.

Just for a moment.

Long enough for him to feel something shift. Like she already knew he wouldn’t say no.

"I’ll text them," she said. And she did.

***

It was close to eleven when the knock came.

Daniel looked up from the small bar area. He’d opened a bottle of wine. His hand still gripped the neck.

He almost stepped toward the door.

Then he remembered it wasn’t for him.

His heart thudded. Just once. Loud enough to feel in his fingertips.

Kate didn’t move. Didn’t flinch. Just called out:

"It’s open."

Eli walked in first. Polished. Courteous. A bottle of white in hand, beads of condensation running down the label. He gave Daniel a polite nod.

Kate’s face lit up. Not exaggerated. Just... bright.

"Perfect timing," she said.

Jordan followed right after. Shirt half-unbuttoned. Smile already playing at the edge of his mouth.

"Hope we’re not overdressed," he joked.

Daniel had poured two glasses. He hesitated, then opened a third.

Kate shifted on the couch to make room. The robe rode up again. Higher this time.

The silk clung to the bottom curve of her ass as she settled in, one hand smoothing the edge like she was daring gravity to take it further. Her bare thigh gleamed. The bruising showed faintly again, so faint it could be missed unless you were looking for it.

She didn’t fix the robe.

"Come on," she said, patting the space beside her.

Eli took it. Smooth. Quiet. Close.

Jordan grabbed the chair opposite her but leaned forward. Eyes on her legs.

Daniel sat off to the side. Not quite part of the group. Not quite apart.

Jordan raised his glass. "To married life," he said. "Guess the others have been doing it all wrong."

Kate clinked her glass against his. Laughed.

Then she glanced at Daniel. Just once. Just long enough.

The look wasn’t playful or apologetic. It was knowing.

Like she was checking whether he was still watching.

Eli didn’t toast. He just watched her. Eyes locked like he was trying to memorize how she moved.

Kate leaned back. Crossed her legs. The robe parted more. One breast peeked loose now, half-shadowed in the low light, nipple soft and visible for anyone looking.

No one looked away.

Not even Daniel.

***

Kate poured the drinks herself.

She didn’t ask Daniel to help. She didn’t even glance at him. Just uncorked the second bottle with a practiced twist and bent forward deliberately, letting the red silk slip off her shoulder.

The robe dipped low. Her cleavage deepened.

She picked up the first glass and filled it slowly, the liquid swirling like blood in the dim light. As she leaned forward again for the second glass, the silk tugged farther down, the fold of fabric barely containing the heavy rise of her breast. A flush of pink peeked along the edge—enough to freeze Daniel mid-breath.

Jordan whistled softly. "Red wine and a red robe? You’re killing us."

Kate smiled without looking up. The pour was slow, generous. She handed his glass to him last, fingers brushing his.

Eli’s voice was softer: "You’re art. I hope you know that."

She looked at him. Eyes narrowed with something close to appreciation. Or challenge.

She blushed faintly. Then she adjusted her posture, sitting up straighter, letting the robe fall a bit looser. Like she wanted to be seen—clearly, fully.

Daniel noticed the shift. She never blushed like that when he complimented her. She never adjusted herself to give him a better view.

That part was new. She didn’t pull the robe up. In fact, she adjusted her seat slightly and let the silk shift again, letting the fabric mold to her skin like a second thought.

Daniel sat stiffly on the edge of the couch’s armrest, hands clenched together in his lap. He had started to speak—to offer to get something—but stopped when no one turned his way. The wine in his glass had gone untouched.

Kate moved back to the couch, settling between them. The robe slid as she did. Her thigh met Eli’s with a subtle press. She didn’t shift away.

Her other hand found Jordan’s knee, resting there like she’d done it a hundred times.

They kept talking. Light, teasing. She laughed often. Touched their arms when she spoke. Tilted her chin back when she listened. Every movement felt intentional, languid. Measured.

Daniel sat angled just outside their triangle. He tried to interject once—something about the type of wine or the view—but Jordan kept talking, and Kate laughed louder. No one turned to him.

The couch had become its own center of gravity. He was orbiting it, no longer part of the constellation.

She was five, six feet away. But she might as well have been across the room.

Then it happened.

Jordan told some half-dirty story about a surf instructor with too much confidence. Kate laughed, loud and unguarded, and the robe slipped.

Time stilled.

The silk caught just atop her nipple, swaying with her breath. Daniel held his own, waiting to see if it would fall. The fabric hesitated, as if deciding whether to reveal her fully. Then, finally, a hard, blushed nipple winked out before the robe clung again against her ribs.

Jordan saw it.

Eli definitely saw it.

But no one reached for it. Not yet.

She didn’t fix the robe.

Instead, she turned her head—just slightly—and locked eyes with Daniel.

It wasn’t coy. It wasn’t cruel. It was acknowledgment.

Then she said, calm as ever: "Daniel, could you get the other glasses? The good ones."

He stood quickly. Too quickly. He grabbed them from the shelf near the sink, his hands shaking just enough to clink the rims.

He lingered there, caught between watching and pretending not to. His eyes tracked Jordan’s hand, now gliding slowly along Kate’s thigh. Eli’s head had tilted, leaning closer.

Daniel shifted his weight. Thought about clearing his throat. Thought better of it. The sound felt louder than it should’ve been.

As he turned back, he caught it—Jordan’s hand inching higher on her thigh. Eli’s gaze dropping. And Kate, unmoved.

Eli’s hand rose behind her neck, brushing a strand of hair back.

Then a kiss. Soft. Right at the base of her jaw.

She inhaled, slow. Her lips parted but no words came.

Daniel paused halfway back to the couch. Two glasses in hand. Unsure if he should keep walking.

"That okay?" she asked. But not to Daniel. Not really.

To the room.

Daniel opened his mouth. For a second, he thought she meant him. That she wanted his permission.

Then closed it. She wasn’t looking at him.

Nobody answered.

Kate moved Jordan’s hand higher. From her knee, to her thigh. Just enough to settle under the hem of her robe.

Then she turned her body, just enough to guide Eli’s face lower.

Her breast pressed to his mouth.

Eli didn’t rush. His lips parted over her skin, warm and slow, dragging across the curve of her breast before closing around her nipple.

Kate’s back arched almost instinctively. Her lips parted in a breathy sigh, head tipping back as her fingers wove into his hair. She held him there, not just guiding but keeping him, pressing him closer with a softness that felt possessive.

His tongue flicked, then flattened. One of his hands settled at her waist, fingers splayed against the silk, anchoring her.

Jordan shifted closer. His palm lifted slowly and cupped her free breast, thumb circling the nipple in slow, lazy swipes. She gasped… quiet, breathy, but didn’t stop him. Her head tipped toward him as his mouth found the soft skin of her neck.

He kissed up, just beneath her ear. Then lower again, jawline to earlobe, biting gently. His other hand stroked her thigh.

Between them, Kate’s chest heaved. Her mouth was parted, breath uneven, face turned to the ceiling. Fingers still twined in Eli’s hair, her back arched into both men’s hands and mouths.

From Daniel’s vantage, she was framed perfectly—his wife, caught between two young, hard-bodied men. Their mouths on her. Their hands claiming her. And she... yielding.

Her robe shifted more. The fabric pooled at her sides now, baring both breasts to the air, but her attention stayed on the heat of Eli’s mouth and Jordan's hands.

She exhaled again. A slow, controlled sound. Daniel could see her nails flex against Eli’s scalp as she whispered something he couldn’t hear.

Her other hand still rested on Jordan’s thigh. Higher now.

Daniel stood frozen. Watching his wife offer herself like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Like she’d already forgotten he was there.

Daniel's cock throbbed beneath the fabric. A pulse he couldn’t control. His legs ached with the effort to stay still.

He could almost feel it—what Jordan must be feeling. The weight of her breast in his palm. How warm her nipple must be against his skin. That softness Daniel once knew, now belonging to someone else.

And Eli—Daniel watched the way his mouth worked, slow and deliberate, lips tugging and teasing. He imagined the heat of her breast inside that mouth. The way her skin must taste, must smell. Her fingers clenched in Eli’s hair, holding him there like she needed it.

She never held Daniel like that.

And yet this was real. This was her. And he had no say in any of it.

His heart ached with it. His cock twitched again. He stood still not because he chose to, but because moving might shatter something delicate. Something sacred. Or something already broken.

And still... he watched.

But he hadn’t forgotten. Not one second of it.

Kate’s moan was soft but unmistakable. It vibrated low in her throat as Eli suckled gently at her breast, lips closed around the swollen peak, tongue working in slow, deliberate flicks. Her hand slid higher up Jordan’s thigh, fingers tracing the line of his shorts until they found the unmistakable ridge of his cock.

Jordan hissed through his teeth. "Fuck, you’re something else."

She smiled faintly, eyes half-lidded. Her hand didn’t stop. It stroked the length of him through the fabric, slow and teasing. Then—without warning—her fingers slipped under the waistband.

Daniel stood abruptly. The air felt thick. His vision pulsed.

He didn’t want to leave. He wanted to watch. He hated that he wanted to.

Her eyes met his. Not pleading. Not apologizing. Just... permissionless.

"I… I’ll step out," he managed.

Kate didn’t flinch. She didn’t even look at him.

"Leave the door open," she said, her voice velvet-wrapped steel. Light. Final.

His knees nearly buckled. That was it—his place, assigned in four words.

Daniel hesitated a beat too long, then walked out. The door creaked but didn’t shut. He didn’t let it.

***

The hallway was cooler, but not enough. Daniel’s skin still burned. He gripped the wall, heart thudding in his chest. His erection pressed uncomfortably against his shorts, and the taste of her kiss from earlier still lingered on his lips—ghostly and sweet.

He tried to steady his breathing.

But then he turned.

Just once.

The door was still ajar. A crack wide enough to tempt him.

His hand hovered near the frame. His breath hitched. One step. Two.

The air leaking out was thick, humid with sex, like walking past a sauna just as someone moaned inside.

He stepped closer. Just a glance, he told himself.

Inside, the lights had dimmed further. Shadows danced across the walls before the picture became clearer and lit by the afternoon glow.

Kate knelt between them now. Her red robe was gone, discarded somewhere out of view. Her body was bare, skin glowing in the harsh light. Her ass was high, perfectly arched, and her back slightly curved as she looked up at the two men.

Jordan stood to her right, his cock thick and long, flushed a deep pink, already leaking precum down his shaft. Eli stood to her left, his dick slightly slimmer but beautifully curved, the head already glistening and sensitive. Both cocks looked massive in contrast to Kate’s delicate hands—her fingers couldn’t quite wrap all the way around either.

Kate’s palms glided in slow, alternating strokes. Her grip was wet, eager, confident. She leaned in, her tongue flicking out to tease the underside of Jordan’s cock before dragging a slow stripe along Eli’s. Her lips parted, but before taking either, she let her tongue run along her bottom lip, savoring the moment.

She giggled softly, spit already dribbling down her chin. She caught the head of Eli’s cock and smeared the slickness along his shaft, then turned back to Jordan.

Her lips wrapped around him, slow, deep. She closed her eyes as she sank down, the tip pressing to the back of her throat. She looked blissed out, like this was her escape, not her performance. Her head bobbed once, then again, her hand stroking Eli with steady rhythm. When she pulled off Jordan, her mouth made a wet pop, and her tongue swirled teasingly over the tip before she licked her lips again, ready for more.

Daniel’s breath hitched. He couldn’t tear his eyes away. This wasn’t just sex—it was theater. A performance. And Kate was the star.

She made eye contact through the crack.

Not a flinch. Not a smirk.

Just full awareness. She knew.

Her lips returned to Eli’s cock, wrapping him in a wet kiss before she jerked Jordan harder with her free hand. Her spit coated them both now. Her jaw worked, gliding and stretching, wet sounds echoing in rhythm.

Jordan grunted, his hand finding her chin, tilting her up so she could take more of him. "You like putting on a show, don’t you?"

Kate moaned in response, shifting her weight slightly so her breasts pressed against his thighs as she leaned deeper.

Jordan's fingers slipped into her hair, brushing it back from her face so he could watch her lips stretch around him. "That's it," he muttered, almost reverent.

Eli, still silent, placed his hand gently on the back of her head. "Open wider," he said, the first word from him that night—low, commanding, impossible to ignore.

She pulled off Jordan with a pop and turned to Eli. “You taste different,” she murmured, tongue flicking at his tip. “But I want both.”

Eli’s breath was shorter, quieter—he didn’t talk, but the way his hips moved forward, slow and aching, told her everything.

Kate’s hands kept moving, slick and confident. Her grip changed on Jordan, tighter now, twisting at the top. Then she leaned down again—this time taking Eli deeper, her mouth stretching wide, her cheeks hollowing.

Daniel saw her hands flex as she held the base of both cocks, stroking one as she swallowed the other.

Then she switched—her mouth sliding from Eli to Jordan in one slow, deliberate arc. She spit into her palm and jerked both shafts side by side, dragging her tongue between them.

“You’re so hard for me,” she whispered to no one in particular. Or maybe to both. “You like using my mouth, don’t you?”

Neither answered.

They didn’t have to.

Daniel stood frozen in the hallway, pulse racing, body aching.

His hand gripped the wall for balance. His cock throbbed inside his shorts, pre-cum already darkening the fabric. His legs trembled beneath him. He didn’t dare touch himself. Not yet. Not like this.

She looked up through the crack, past both cocks—and found Daniel.

Her tongue was still pressed to Eli’s shaft. She didn’t blink.

He gasped softly.

This was real. This was her. And he had no say in any of it.

And inside, his wife kept going. Owned the moment.

Completely.

He could almost feel it—what Jordan must be feeling. The weight of her breast in his palm. How warm her nipple must be against his skin. That softness Daniel once knew, now belonging to someone else.

Eli, more composed, was still—his face flushed, his jaw tense, letting her take from him with a reverence that felt deeper than lust.

Daniel’s cock throbbed again. A cruel, aching pulse.

And he hadn’t even seen the best part yet.

Kate didn’t stop.

For a moment, Daniel thought she might. That she’d freeze, that she’d remember he was there and pull away.

But she didn’t.

Her mouth was stretched around Eli’s cock, lips shiny and parted, her eyes still locked on Daniel through the crack in the door. Her tongue flicked once, almost playful, and then she sank deeper, taking him in with slow, rhythmic effort.

Daniel couldn’t move. His breath stuck in his throat. He hovered by the door for a few seconds longer, fingers grazing the edge of the frame.

She shifted slightly on her knees, adjusting to take both cocks, her back curving into something obscene and elegant all at once. One of her knees was slightly red from the rug. She didn’t shift. She wanted that sting.

The air smelled like sweat and sex, and Daniel noticed the smallest thing: the way a strand of her hair clung to her cheek, dark with spit. That mundane detail hit harder than anything else.

Then she pulled back just enough to speak.

“You wanted to see what it looked like, didn’t you?”

Her voice wasn’t cruel. It wasn’t even teasing. It was acknowledgment—soft, brutal, inescapable.

She didn’t wait for an answer.

She turned to Jordan, opened wide, and took him into her throat, thicker than Eli, stretching her lips more. Her jaw trembled slightly at the width, but she didn’t stop. Her eyes fluttered closed for a second, then opened again with something between surrender and hunger. The taste hit her tongue—salt and musk—and she let her lips seal tighter around him, like she wanted to feel every inch. No hesitation. No apology. Just a wet, messy sound that echoed like thunder in Daniel’s skull.

Jordan’s head tilted back. One hand in her hair. The other braced on the couch.

The sound was obscene. The kind of slick, guttural suction that sent a jolt straight through Daniel’s core. His knees nearly buckled.

Kate moaned around him. Deep and dirty. Daniel’s thighs tensed. His cock twitched, unbidden, straining against the fabric. A wave of heat pulsed up his neck, and he reached for the twitching in his groin to control himself, lightheaded, trembling, completely undone. She pulled back only to catch her breath, then dragged her tongue down the underside of Jordan’s cock with a reverence that made Daniel ache. She stroked Eli like he was breakable—fingers soft, almost tender, tongue flicking along his length like a secret. But she took Jordan like he owed her something—hungry, wet, letting the mess coat her lips without care. Jordan groaned, pushing deeper. Eli gasped, his breath held. The contrast made Daniel dizzy.

She stroked Eli again, hand gliding with practiced rhythm, before shifting her mouth back to him. "I love how different you taste," she murmured between licks, her voice low and wicked. Then she turned, dragging her tongue along the head of Jordan’s cock. "I could spend all day between these two cocks..."

She looked through the crack in the door again, locking eyes with Daniel. "You like watching me filthy, don’t you, baby?" Her pace wasn’t frantic. It was deliberate. A dance. She knew exactly how she looked. How she sounded. How much he was watching.

And then—

Jordan's breath hitched. "Gonna come, fuck—" he muttered, voice thick and trembling.

Kate jerked faster, her strokes tightening, tongue swirling over Eli’s head while her fist pumped Jordan with urgent rhythm. She leaned in, one hand gripping the base of each cock, her wrists slick and straining.

The muscles in their thighs flexed. Their breathing turned ragged. She adjusted her angle, tilting her head to kiss the underside of Eli’s shaft while her thumb smeared precum over Jordan’s tip.

She braced herself—hands wrapped around both cocks, cheeks flushed—ready to take it. Her grip was firm, her strokes practiced, each movement slick with spit and cum. Her breasts pressed together slightly as she leaned in, the flushed skin gleaming under the dim light. The spit on her chin caught the glow, shimmering, obscene. Her eyes flicked between both men, then back to Daniel, almost as if daring him to blink. Pumping them with rhythm, her knuckles slick, her breathing shallow.

Jordan groaned, voice jagged and desperate. “Don’t stop. Don’t even blink.”

Eli’s tone followed—cool, silky, almost amused. “Let him watch.”

Kate didn’t look away. She smiled.

Daniel stood frozen, barely breathing.

The door stayed open. The moans inside got louder. The light was dim now, but not enough to hide what was happening. Not enough to hide her body—bared, used, radiant. Her skin glowed under the pressure of hands and mouths. Her hair clung to her shoulders in wet tendrils. Her lips glistened with spit and precum.

Jordan twitched first, his thighs flexing, breath catching. A groan ripped from his chest as thick ropes of cum splashed across Kate’s cheek, her lips, and the curve of her jaw. She giggled softly, like it delighted her.

Seconds later, Eli came with a grunt—quieter but no less intense. His cock jerked against her palm, painting her chest in milky spurts that dripped down between her breasts, pooling at her sternum.

Kate exhaled slowly, her hands still stroking them both through the aftershocks, her face and tits glistening with it. It was hot on her skin, sliding down her jaw, clinging to her nipples like it belonged there. Her lips parted slightly as she caught her breath, the taste still fresh. Then, slowly she wiped her cheek with the back of her hand, then licked it clean, slow, unapologetic.

Daniel’s cock throbbed inside his shorts. He didn’t dare touch it. Not yet. Every pulse from them echoed in him. He staggered a step backward, barely catching himself on the wall. His chest rose and fell like he’d run a mile. A tremor raced through his thighs. He was aroused, wrecked, and nowhere near release.

And—he didn’t know if he was allowed back in.

Or if he wanted to be.


Chapter 9

Kate didn’t announce it. Didn’t tease. She just got up after breakfast, kissed Daniel’s cheek, and disappeared into the bathroom for a few minutes. When she emerged, she was in a short, light sundress, thin, clinging, the kind she only wore when she wanted to be looked at. Her skin glowed faintly from lotion, and he caught a whiff of her perfume, jasmine and musk, not the kind she wore for him. A hint of gloss on her lips. She wasn’t dressed for errands. She was dressed for something else. Then, without another word, she slipped into the room next door.

The door shut. Quietly. That made it worse.

Daniel sat there for several minutes, staring at his half-eaten toast, the sound of waves hitting the shore in the distance. The coffee had gone cold in his hand. Something inside him had gone cold too… but not completely. Not where it counted.

He stood eventually. Walked to the window. Watched the sea for a long time.

That day, it was the red thong that undid him.

Not the fact that it was drying on the balcony, dangling lazily from the clothesline, catching the breeze. Not even the lace, or the small damp spot near the crotch.

But the fact that it wasn’t his.

It wasn’t from anything they had done. Not that day. Not even close. He hadn’t touched her. Hadn’t even seen her undress.

And now it hung there. Like a flag. A claim. It fluttered like it was waving at him. Or mocking him. He imagined how it came off… was it peeled slowly down her thighs, teeth maybe tugging at the waistband? Or yanked impatiently by someone else, crumpled and tossed aside? The thought lodged in his chest, sharp and undeniable.

He tried to read. He tried to watch TV. He even tried masturbating, but nothing landed. Nothing scratched the itch. The ache kept growing inside him, spreading across his chest, tightening his lungs.

Then came the sounds.

Low at first. Laughter. A man’s voice, low, rich, relaxed. Hers too… soft, melodic, breathless, like it was happening into someone’s neck.

He could hear someone breathing hard. Not her. Lower. Male. Then her again… sharp, clipped, like a cry bitten off too late. A pause, then the rhythm. Skin on skin. The slap and drag of bodies meeting. A grunt.

"Take it," someone said. Muffled. Commanding.

Her response came broken, half a moan, half a whimper. A choked sound Daniel had never heard from her before.

Daniel’s fingers trembled at his sides. His cock ached, untouched and pulsing, as if his body was reacting without permission.

He didn’t move.

The wall felt warm beneath his palm. It was too thin.

He pressed his ear against it anyway.

He could almost hear her name, maybe not fully spoken, but broken across someone’s tongue. There was a thud. Something hit the wall… headboard or shoulder, maybe. Her laugh followed, blurred by the plaster.

Daniel’s hand drifted between his legs without thinking.

He stopped himself. Stared at the ceiling. Then at the door.

He didn’t open it. Didn’t walk out. Just sat there, letting the noise fill him up, letting it vibrate in his bones.

The moan cracked into a laugh. The wall pulsed against his temple. Then— Bzzzz. Kate’s phone lit up on the nightstand. Rachel.

He answered it without thinking.

"Hi Kat—"

"Hi Rachel," he said, his voice rough.

"Oh. Hey Daniel."

Rachel’s voice was warm, knowing.

“You sound wrecked,” she said. “She finally do it?”

Daniel didn’t lie. “Yeah.”

“Who?”

“Does it matter?” he asked.

“No,” she said. “I guess not.”

He almost said more. But Rachel beat him to it.

“You gonna tell me what she’s doing, or do I have to imagine it?” she teased, voice warm and wicked.

Daniel let out a shaky breath, lips parting, but no words came. Just a flush that started in his chest and crept up his neck.

His breath caught. That made it worse. Or better. He wasn’t sure anymore.

Then Rachel's voice slid in again, soft but firm: “So why haven’t you stopped her?”

He swallowed. Let the question hang for a moment.

“Because I don’t want to,” he said.

There was silence on the other end.

Then Rachel exhaled long and low. “God, Daniel. You’re not even jealous anymore, are you?”

“I don’t know what I am,” he replied.

“Yeah, you do,” she said gently. “You’re alive.”

And God help him, he felt it.

He didn’t say anything. Just stared at the wall. Listened.

The rhythm was back. Slow. Unrelenting.

He closed his eyes.

And let it all in.

He didn’t picture them. He didn’t need to. The sounds were enough. The knowing was enough.
And the ache—God, the ache—felt like being touched from the inside out.

The lace would still be drying by morning. A trophy. A truth.


Chapter 10

The sky outside their suite had shifted to deep violet. That kind of bruised twilight that softened the corners of everything it touched—walls, window glass, bed sheets. It poured in from the balcony, spilling across the tiled floor like a silent invitation. The sea was a dark smear on the horizon. And the whole room felt paused.

Daniel lay on his back, half-dozing, still in yesterday’s clothes. His breath moved slow and shallow, chest rising just enough to prove he was awake. A glaze of sweat lingered on his neck, a trace of the afternoon heat that the AC now fought to tame. The wine had dulled his edges. The silence, sharper than ever, scraped gently at his skin.

Later, much later, she came back to their room yesterday.

He didn’t hear the door open—just the sound of her heels. The soft thud of her bag hitting the floor. The rustle of skin against fabric as she slipped her wrap off and climbed onto the bed like she already owned it.

Her thighs were still trembling. Her hair was a mess. Her skin smelled like sex and salt and other men. She straddled him without a word, silk still clinging to the sweat on her inner thighs. She rode him like she needed to—fast, slow, biting her lip, watching his face. He felt the slick heat of her, still stretched from someone else. No teasing. Just taking.

He didn’t ask. He didn’t speak. He just let her use him, hold him, finish what the others had started. She moaned against his mouth, shivered once hard, and collapsed on top of him. They didn’t talk about it.

Since then, they’ve been easy. Casual. But the energy between them has shifted entirely.

She hums more in the mornings. He touches her less out of habit and more out of need. There’s laughter sometimes. But more than that: there’s this crackle in the air, like something dangerous and beautiful lives between them now.

Whatever they came here looking for, this wasn’t it.

But it’s what they’ve found.

He hadn’t meant to fall asleep now. Just a few minutes of quiet. Eyes closed. Mind blank. But the bed was soft. Too soft. The sheets still smelled faintly like her shampoo, lotion, something floral he couldn’t name. He listened. No music. No TV. Just the bathroom door cracked open, and the familiar, faint click of lipstick being uncapped.

She was in there. Moving slow.

Kate stood at the mirror, one hip cocked, her back half-turned to him. A short silk wrap clung to her like vapor. Dark and expensive. Tied just loose enough to sway when she walked, flutter when she shifted. Beneath it, sheer black thigh-highs hugged her legs, the lace hugging high on her thigh. A slim garter strap looped just above her knee, delicate and unnecessary. Her skin glowed in the mirror light.

She applied her lipstick with precision. That deep shade she only wore when she wasn’t interested in being sweet. A slow, even drag. Blotted it softly. Then turned her head one way, then the other, studying the effect. No rush. Like she had all the time in the world.

Daniel watched her through the mirror, eyes heavy, heart rising. His cock twitched beneath the sheets, slow but definite. He didn’t move. He didn’t speak. Just watched. Let the tension coil. Let the silence breathe.

Then—

A knock.

Three taps. Light. Familiar. Confident.

Then a voice through the shared door.

Jordan’s voice. Low, casual. Like they were late to something he was looking forward to.

“Everything ready?”

Kate didn’t flinch. Didn’t adjust her robe. Just glanced over her shoulder at Daniel.

No smirk. No question. No theatrics.

Only: “They want us now. Let’s get going.”

Daniel sat up. Breath caught in his throat. The room tilted a little. He braced a hand on the bed.

Kate didn’t wait for him. She moved to the door, heels silent but certain on the tile. She opened it with one hand, fingers loose around the knob. Didn’t look back.

The robe shifted as she walked, parting at the thigh, flashing bare skin where the garter dipped beneath the hem. Then the door clicked gently behind her—not closed, not wide. Just enough for Daniel to know he could still follow.

He stood.

Wiped his palms on his pants. Felt the tremble in his fingers. His mouth was dry. His chest too tight. He crossed the room slowly. Stopped in front of the door.

Paused. Just one breath.

Then followed.

He left the door ajar behind him.

The room next door was dim—lamplight only. Low, golden. The kind of light that made shadows stretch long and bodies glow like they were painted in wet oil. It was the light of intention, of hunger kept warm but not yet unleashed. Music hummed softly from a speaker tucked into the corner—lofi jazz, understated and slow. A beat that didn't call attention to itself but pulsed through the floorboards like a second heartbeat.

The scent met him before anything else. Thick and layered. Sex, sweat, incense. Something floral and heady, the aftermath of a candle burned too long in a room with no open windows. Beneath it: lotion. Bourbon. The faint salt of dried skin. The smell of a woman who’d been worshipped and taken.

Daniel stepped in. The door behind him eased shut with a sigh.

His chest tightened. His cock twitched. His whole body knew where he was before his mind caught up.

The four men were already there. They didn’t look at him. They didn’t need to.

Malik stood by the window, shirtless, barefoot, a dark shadow against the dusky light. Built like he had never once been unsure of his strength. Arms folded across his chest. A muscle twitched along his jaw as he watched the door.

Jordan sprawled on the edge of the bed, one leg up, the other hanging loose. Shirtless too. A drink in his hand, condensation sliding down the glass. He was already half-hard beneath his shorts, the outline of his cock impossible to ignore. He looked amused. Like he’d been waiting for this to start for hours, and now the main act had finally arrived.

Darnell was in the corner, back in an armchair with one ankle resting on his knee. He sipped from a glass of bourbon, rolling it slow in his grip, eyes shadowed but alert. The way he watched Kate was different. Not hungry, not playful. Devotional. Like she was both flame and altar.

And Eli—Eli knelt on the floor on a thick folded towel. He’d lit candles. Three. Maybe four. Tiny tea lights that flickered like offerings around him. His shirt was unbuttoned, chest exposed, lips parted slightly. Like prayer lived just behind his tongue.

Kate didn’t say a word.

She stepped in without hesitation. The wrap clung to her for a second as she moved, the hem brushing her thighs, then lifting just enough to reveal the straps hugging her hips. Her heels clicked once against the floor, then again, quieter.

She paused in the middle of the room, her back to the others for half a breath.

Then untied her wrap.

One motion. Fluid. A slip of fingers and the silk gave way.

The robe hit the floor without a sound.

No bra. No panties. Just the black thigh-highs clinging to her legs like they were molded there. And the garter—thin, elegant, jet-black satin hugging her hips like lingerie meant for worship. The straps drew the eye up to her waist and down again to the dark triangle between her thighs.

She stood there. Not modest. Not performative.

Her body caught the light in pieces. A gleam on her collarbone. A shimmer across the slope of her breasts. A glow along her thighs. Her nipples were already tight, and a faint sheen of sweat shimmered beneath them. Her lips were parted just slightly, breath even, chest rising slow.

She didn’t cover herself. Didn’t ask for permission.

She just stood. Naked. Exposed. Unapologetic. Like this was her space now. Like she’d invited them in.

Daniel froze.

She was breathtaking. Terrifying. Sacred.

None of the men rushed her. Not a single one moved toward her too fast. They came forward in slow, syncopated steps. Like it was a ceremony. Like she was the center of gravity, and they were orbiting.

Malik peeled away from the window first, slow and deliberate, eyes locked on her.

Jordan stood, still sipping, smirk fading into something quieter.

Darnell set his glass down gently and rose with a grace that didn’t match his size.

Eli stayed kneeling, head tilted back, hands resting on his thighs, waiting for her signal.

They moved toward her, not as men eager to touch, but as men summoned.

Like choreography.

Eli moved first.

Still on his knees, he crawled forward—slow, reverent—until he was just in front of her. His hands came up carefully, like he was afraid to break something holy. He touched her thighs, just the outer edges at first, thumbs gliding in slow half-circles. Then he leaned in and kissed her knee.

Just once. A soft press of lips.

Then the other.

His hands slid upward, cupping the backs of her thighs, pulling her slightly closer. He kissed higher now, inner thigh, then the top of one stocking where lace met skin. His mouth opened slightly. Tongue warm. A wet drag. He didn’t rush.

Kate exhaled. A quiet sound. Not quite a moan. More like approval.

Eli’s hands moved to her hips, fingertips tracing the curve where garter strap met skin. His eyes never left her body. He kissed again, just beside the crease of her pussy, not touching it. Not yet. Just close enough for heat.

His breath was hot against the crease of her sex, but he didn’t touch. Not yet. He lingered there, just breathing her in like he was memorizing her scent. Daniel saw her hips shift—just slightly—like her body knew it deserved more.

Then Eli leaned in fully.

His tongue met her slowly, a soft lick that made her knees tremble. He started at the bottom, dragging upward through her folds, parting her just enough with his thumbs to open her. He licked again—firmer this time—pressing his mouth to her like he needed her taste.

Kate let out a breathy moan. One hand came to rest lightly on Eli’s head, not pushing, just there. His mouth worked slow, deliberate, tracing her with his tongue like he was writing love letters into her skin.

Daniel stared, frozen. Her legs widened slightly. Her thighs flexed. And Eli just kept worshipping her with his mouth—small flicks, deeper strokes, lazy circles that made her belly tighten and her breaths turn into soft, high whimpers.

She was dripping, and he drank from her like it mattered.

Kate's eyes fluttered closed.

For a moment, no one moved.

The music played on, just a little louder in the silence—a lazy rhythm that throbbed against the walls. The candles flickered. Daniel’s gaze dropped to the rise and fall of her chest, the way her ribs expanded, her breath catching and releasing like waves hitting shore.

It felt like the whole room exhaled with her.

Then Darnell stepped in. Behind her,

His presence was heavier than the others. Solid. Commanding. His broad hands came to her shoulders, warm and firm, spreading across her skin like he meant to own it. He rubbed in slow, deliberate circles, thumbs working into her muscles until her knees softened. Then he moved lower, tracing the length of her spine, settling on her waist.

His grip tightened.

Then lower still.

He cupped her ass in both hands, full and possessive. Spread her open just slightly, just enough. Let her breathe into it. Let her feel how held she was.

“That’s it,” he murmured near her ear, voice like gravel over velvet. “Just stay open for me.”

Daniel saw her back arch. Saw her exhale like she’d been granted permission to fall apart. Her spine curved into the space between them, thighs loosening, tension slipping from her shoulders.

She let him.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t even blink.

Jordan approached from the front. His drink was gone. His gaze was lazy, confident. He ran a knuckle down her sternum first, slow and light, before reaching up to cup her breast. His palm was rougher than Eli’s. He rolled one nipple between thumb and forefinger, watched her mouth part.

Then he bent and kissed it.

Once. Then again. Then sucked it—soft at first, then harder. Her nipple stiffened under his tongue, and Daniel knew that reaction. He’d done it to her and seen it a hundred times before—but never like this. Never with her chest offered to another man.

Kate’s breath caught. Her back arched deeper, her spine pulling her forward as if her body was chasing the sensation. Jordan’s mouth stayed latched on, sucking slow, then faster, letting his tongue tease the tip while his other hand came up to squeeze her other breast. Her legs shifted again—just a little—but it was enough to make Daniel feel like the floor beneath him wasn’t steady.

Still, Malik didn’t move.

He stood with arms crossed, watching. Not bored. Not eager. Just focused. His stare burned hotter than hands ever could. He hadn't so much as taken a step forward, and yet Daniel could feel the pressure of him in the room—dense, undeniable.

Kate felt it too. Daniel saw her glance over her shoulder at him, just a flick of her eyes, a quiet plea. Not desperation—something deeper. A need she wasn’t voicing.

Malik smirked. Shook his head once, slow.

Not yet.

Daniel swallowed hard. The others were already on her. She was being kissed, licked, held. But the one man she hadn't touched—the one she might want most—was still just watching.

He wanted her to feel it.

The weight of his gaze. The promise of what hadn’t touched her yet. And the permission he hadn’t given her to break.

She hadn’t even felt his hands—and already, she looked half-wrecked. Like her body was unraveling from nothing more than the idea of his touch.

Daniel was frozen.

He stood near the door, one hand clenched at his side, the other limp. His cock was already hard—had been since she dropped her robe—but now it ached. There was a heaviness in his gut. A pulse in his throat. He didn’t know where to look, or whether he should even be in the room.

Then Kate glanced at him.

Not inviting. Not cold. Just present.

Her voice came soft. Measured.

“Sit. Watch. Be still.”

Daniel obeyed.

She didn’t smile. Just gave the faintest tilt of her head—like a queen acknowledging the servant who'd taken his proper seat.

He sank onto the chair like his legs might not hold him any longer. His heart thudded against his ribs. He told himself he was just watching. That it didn’t mean anything. That she was still his wife. That this was still his marriage.

But his hand trembled.

His cock throbbed in his pants, full and pulsing and desperate. He didn’t move. Didn’t reach for it. Just let it ache. Let it sit heavy between his thighs while he stared.

He told himself he wasn’t enjoying it. That it was just a phase. Just a performance. That it wouldn’t change anything between them.

But none of that held.

She was in the center of the room—glowing, claimed, worshipped.

And he didn’t move a muscle when she said it. He just sat. Watched. Stayed still.

Eli moved with a kind of quiet certainty.

He guided Kate backward, hands at her hips, until the backs of her thighs touched the bed. She let him. Her knees bent, and she eased down, silk-clad legs spreading slightly as she lay back.

She lay back slowly, her eyes flicking to Daniel once before closing. Not shy. But not untouched, either. Her breath caught in her throat. She spread her legs wider.

A queen opening herself to be worshipped. Her calves dangled off the edge, toes pointed, the garter straps stretching across her thighs like thin black silk reins.

Eli knelt.

The air felt thick with heat and scent, like her arousal had seeped into the walls. The kind of room that wouldn’t forget what happened inside it.

He kissed her navel first, then lower, down the soft line of her stomach. Each kiss was a sentence, each pause a breath. His hands slid up along her ribs, thumbs brushing just beneath the curve of her breasts, before gliding back down to her hips.

Kate moaned softly.

She let out a soft moan—one Daniel had heard countless times in their bed. But this one felt different. There was no whisper for him. No reaching hand. Only pleasure—pure, undivided—and it wasn’t his doing.

Her hands gripped the sheets beside her. Not balled into fists, not desperate yet—but grounding herself.

Eli's tongue found her again. Slower this time. More deliberate. He licked up through her folds and stayed there, mouth open, tongue moving in slow, perfect strokes.

She sighed.

"He's so gentle," she whispered.

Daniel felt the words in his chest like a bruise.

Jordan moved next. He leaned over her from the side, one hand on the bed beside her head. He kissed her mouth, deep and open. She kissed him back. Their tongues met, messy and hungry, and his other hand rose to her throat.

Not tight. Just there. Possessive. A reminder.

Her eyes fluttered as his fingers settled at her throat. Not in fear—but in surrender. Her mouth opened wider, and she kissed him deeper, arching up between him and Eli at once. One man holding her throat, the other devouring her pussy.

Kate moaned into his mouth.

Daniel watched, breathless. He’d held her throat like that before—felt her pulse under his palm—but she’d never melted into it like this. Never moaned like that.

Darnell dropped to his knees beside her chest. He didn’t speak. Just watched her, hand already on his belt. She turned her head, reached up. Unbuckled him with one hand.

His cock was thick and heavy in her palm, already hard. She held it in both hands first, slow and reverent, thumbs gliding over the warm skin. She ran her finger along the thick vein underneath, as if learning its shape. Then she leaned in and whispered something Daniel couldn’t hear—something that made Darnell’s jaw clench, his hand dropping to her hair.

She licked him then. From base to tip, tongue flat and slow. Then again, slower. Her mouth opened wider, taking just the head in, tongue swirling around the crown like she was savoring him.

Daniel stared.

His mouth was open. He didn’t breathe.

She was being kissed, eaten, and now sucking. All at once. Her body a temple, every part of her being touched, worshipped, claimed.

Her back arched.

She was panting now.

"More," she gasped.

Her fingers gripped the sheets tighter. Her legs widened. Her hips rolled up into Eli’s mouth, then back down.

"Take me," she said.

He didn’t know which one she meant. Maybe all of them. Maybe none of them. Maybe it didn’t matter anymore.

She didn’t say who to.

Darnell stood beside the bed now, his cock heavy, flushed, and glistening. He didn’t speak. Just looked down at her—like he already knew what she was going to do, and exactly how good she’d make it feel.

She wasn’t in a hurry. Not anymore. She licked her lips, tasted the salt of him still there. Her eyes trailed up his body, then past him, to Daniel. She held his gaze for a beat. Silent. Electric. Then turned back, slowly, to the task in front of her.

Her hand rose—not to touch, not yet—but to trace the air beside his cock. A ghost of a caress. Like she was memorizing it without contact.

Then she leaned in.

Her mouth opened near his thigh, and she kissed just beside it. Then lower. Then again. A string of soft, reverent kisses up along his shaft without ever fully taking him in. Each one deliberate, like a promise.

Only after all of that did she finally let her lips graze the head.

Her lips parted, brushing against the swollen crown like she was testing the temperature of something dangerous. She flattened her tongue and dragged it across him—once, twice—then circled it slowly around the ridge, letting her spit coat him. Her breathing grew slower, deeper. Focused.

She kissed the tip once, then again. Her mouth opened wider, and she let just the head in—warm, wet, welcoming. She held it there for a moment, not moving. Her cheeks hollowed slightly, tongue flicking gently beneath.

Then she pulled off with a soft pop and kissed the head again, slower this time, like she was savoring it. The sound was low and thick—her spit stretching in a thin strand before snapping loose, pooling on her tongue.

She blinked, exhaled, and went back in. Deeper.

Her lips slid farther down his shaft. Her jaw stretched. Her tongue worked the underside with practiced rhythm.

When she pulled off again, her chin was slick.

She wiped her mouth slowly, like she knew Daniel was watching. Her mascara had already begun to run. She tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, then dropped to her knees—not like a slut, not like a wife. Like a woman who knew her worth, even with someone else's cock on her lips.

She moved slowly. No hesitation. Just a calm grace, like she’d been here before. Like she knew exactly what she was about to do.

Her hands came up first. Both of them. She wrapped one around the base, then the other. She needed both—he was that thick.

Her wrists moved in slow tandem, twisting in opposite directions like she was wringing pleasure out of him with each pass. Her fingers stretched, barely meeting around the girth. Each stroke made her elbows dip slightly, her shoulders roll forward with focus.

Daniel noticed it instantly.

She’d never needed both hands with him. Not even close.

That thought landed like a punch to the chest. He watched her palms glide wetly over another man’s cock, watched her work it like it was a skill she’d always had but never used with him. Like she’d been waiting for the right one.

She stroked him slowly, twisting a little at the top, her thumbs pressing into the sensitive ridge just below the head. The room was quiet except for the wet slide of her palms—slick, gloppy, obscene. The kind of sound that made Daniel shift in his seat. The kind that didn't belong to porn but to something deeper. Something hungry.

Then her tongue.

She leaned in and licked the crown, slow and wide, letting her spit pool over the tip. Her lips pressed to it, then parted. She kissed down one side. Then the other. Her mouth found his balls, and she sucked one in, slow and deliberate.

Darnell grunted. A deep sound, from the chest. “Fuck, girl.”

She smiled with her mouth full.

Daniel couldn’t move. He was sitting, but it felt like falling. His hands clenched the edge of the chair. His thighs burned. He was hard—aching, and the heat in the room felt unbearable.

Kate looked up at Darnell again. And then she opened her mouth wider.

The head disappeared first. Then more. She pushed down, slow at first, until her lips met the middle of his shaft. Then she gagged.

But she didn’t stop.

She pulled back and went again. Deeper this time. Her throat stretched, slick and straining. Her mascara ran, black streaks blooming down her cheekbones.

Daniel saw her blink the tears away. Saw her drool spill from the corner of her mouth and drip down her chin.

Darnell grabbed her hair.

Not yanking—just firm. He held her there, gauging her breath, the flex of her neck, the tremble in her throat. He fed her a few inches. Then pulled back. Then deeper. Her gag came sharp—a wet choke that made her eyes flutter—but she didn’t pull away. She blinked up at him, gave the smallest nod.

That’s when he started to fuck her mouth in earnest.

Slow, but relentless. A steady rhythm. He used her head like he owned it—hips rolling forward, back, forward again. Her nose met his pelvis, her throat widened to take him. Each pass dragged saliva across her lips, down her chin, onto her tits.

Her hands gripped his thighs tighter, not bracing, participating. Letting him own her pace.

Her nose bumped his pelvis with each pass. Her gagging softened into wet, rhythmic sounds—loud, slurping, indecent. Each thrust filled the room with gloppy echoes, a filthy applause that made Daniel’s pulse thunder in his ears.

Behind her, Jordan stood. Stroking himself. Watching.

He didn’t say a word. But he looked right at Daniel as he did it, slow, deliberate strokes in time with Darnell’s thrusts. A smirk pulled at one corner of his mouth, not mocking, just knowing. As if to say—You seeing this? You letting this happen?

Kate's hands gripped Darnell’s thighs now. She wasn’t pulling away.

Daniel was sweating. His skin felt too tight for his body, like it couldn’t contain what he was feeling. His stomach clenched. His throat was dry. His cock twitched in his pants—helpless, aching, untouched.

She used to gag brushing her teeth.

Now she was face-fucking herself on a stranger. And smiling.

Every inch of him burned. He couldn’t tell if the room was hot or if it was just him.

Her throat kept opening. More. The sound of it—choking, slurping, breathless—was unrelenting. Her spit coated everything. His cock, her chin, her chest. It dripped down to her garter belt.

Then she looked up at Daniel.

Right into him.

Her eyes were glassy, shimmering with tears that didn’t fall. A single strand of drool clung to her lower lip. She blinked once, slowly, almost gently. Then her throat flexed again, swallowing more of Darnell inside her.

And then—she smiled.

Slow. Filthy. Unapologetic.

While choking on another man’s cock.

The sound of it filled the room now—wet, gloppy, obscene. It didn’t sound like porn. It sounded like need.

Darnell pulled out slow, wet and heavy, a thin string of spit still tethering him to her lips before it snapped. He stepped back, breathing hard, cock twitching as it left her mouth with a final shiver.

Kate stayed where she was—on her knees, drool on her chin, hair tousled, her chest rising and falling like she’d just run a marathon. But her eyes weren’t dazed. They were clear. Ready.

Jordan moved behind her.

No hesitation. He pressed a palm to the small of her back and nudged her hips forward. She obeyed without a word, rising to all fours.

The moment he entered her, she sighed. A soft, drawn-out exhale like slipping into a hot bath.

“This pussy missed me,” Jordan muttered, his tone low and cocky as he bottomed out.

He started hard. Quick. His hips slapped against her with sharp, wet sounds that echoed off the walls. The bed frame groaned. Kate grunted into the mattress, her hands fisting in the sheets. But she didn’t ask him to slow down. If anything, she pushed back into him.

Eli came forward again—quiet, watchful. He didn’t say anything. Just knelt beside her, stroked her cheek, kissed her neck. Gentle. Anchoring. Like a balm against Jordan’s rough rhythm.

Daniel couldn’t look away.

Then Malik stepped forward.

He was the only one who hadn’t touched her yet.

Kate looked up at him, eyes flicking from his face to what hung heavy between his legs.

She gasped. A flash of nerves? Or excitement? Maybe both.

“You sure?” Malik asked, voice deep and even.

“I want it all,” she said.

Her breath caught on the last word—half anticipation, half hunger.

She wasn’t rushing. She wanted to remember this part. Wanted him to take his time. Daniel saw her shoulders rise with a breath—and then relax, like her body had already said yes.—half anticipation, half hunger.

Malik didn’t move right away. He just looked at her, like he was reading her body, memorizing every breath, every shift.

Then he knelt behind her. Calm. Confident.

He opened the lube slowly, slicked himself with care, then rubbed more into his fingers. He didn’t rush; he warmed his hands first, then placed one on the curve of her ass. His thumb stroked along the crease gently, coaxing her to breathe deeper.

Kate moaned into the sheets, back arching slightly.

Malik brought his fingers to her ass, circling, testing. She twitched once, but didn’t pull away. He pressed, worked her open gradually—one finger, then another.

Daniel had never seen her touched like this. Prepared. Worshipped. Split open for someone else, with no fear, no shame. Just desire. His hand gripped the edge of his chair like a lifeline.

Malik leaned in. His cock pressed against her, just the tip at first. A pause. A breath. Then more.

Kate moaned. Long. Trembling.

“Yes,” she said.

She turned her head sideways, cheek pressed to the mattress, mouth open.

“Fill me. Make me feel it tomorrow.”

Malik sank in, inch by inch, and Jordan didn’t stop moving.

Jordan’s strokes stayed sharp and hungry, snapping against her with greedy precision. Malik’s entry, in contrast, was slow, claiming her inch by inch like he had all the time in the world. One used her. One filled her. And somehow, she wanted both.

Kate gasped, her body caught between the two rhythms. Her back arched hard, her moan rising raw from the center of her chest. Her fingers clawed at the sheets.

Then, between moans, she turned her head slightly—just enough to look toward Daniel.

“You watching, baby?” she whispered, her voice slurred with heat. “Watch what they do to me.”

Daniel saw it all—how easily they handled her, how her body took them like it was made for this. Like they knew things about her he didn’t. Or maybe things she’d only just discovered herself.

When both of them were fully inside her—filling her, stretching her—Kate’s head fell back.

Daniel’s thighs twitched. His breath came ragged. Shame curled hot in his chest, but so did something else—something dark and blinding. He used to be enough. Used to be the only man who made her gasp, moan, beg. Now she was split wide on two cocks, and she looked like she was being reborn.

And the worst part?

He didn’t want it to stop.

He wanted more.

He wanted to thank them. Wanted to see how far they’d take her—how far she’d let herself go. Wanted to see what she became next. Wanted to see how far she’d let them take her.

Her eyes fluttered. Her mouth hung open.

She was glowing.

The rhythm was slow but relentless. Two sets of hips meeting her from behind, rocking her forward and back like a tide.

The room was thick with it—squelching lube, the slap of wet skin, Kate’s moans swallowed between gasps. It was a sound that clung to the walls, that settled deep in Daniel’s chest. His breath matched the rhythm—slow, shaky, shameful.

She was being fucked. Taken. Owned.

And it didn’t stop.

Jordan pulled back, slow and deliberate, leaving just the tip inside her before driving forward again. Malik held steady, thick and unrelenting in her ass. The back-and-forth rhythm stretched her open with each shift, her body caught in a tug-of-war between hunger and fullness.

Kate gasped, then whimpered, a high-pitched sound that barely sounded human.

"Danny..."

She didn’t finish the sentence. Didn’t need to.

"F-fuck," she breathed, voice cracked and trembling. "I can't—"

Malik leaned down, mouth near her ear.

"Yes, you can," he whispered. "You're already doing it. Taking us like you were made for it."

Jordan reached forward and slapped her ass, the crack sharp and echoing. She cried out—not in protest, but in something deeper. Pleasure laced with surrender.

They moved in rhythm now. When one pulled back, the other pushed forward. Her body rocked between them, anchored only by her grip on the sheets and the breath she tried to keep steady.

"So fucking tight," Jordan grunted. "Like she’s never been stretched before."

Daniel’s hand was still gripping the chair, knuckles white. He felt like he couldn’t breathe—like the air in the room had thickened with every slick, gloppy thrust.

Kate’s words started to fall apart. Moans broke into nonsense syllables, vowels stretched into helpless cries. Her thighs trembled. Her jaw slackened.

She turned her head again, barely lifting her cheek from the mattress.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered—barely audible, but Daniel heard it like it was meant for him. “Please don’t stop.”

She was undone. Unraveled. Filled completely.

And still, she asked for more.

She looked holy for it.

And Daniel finally understood.

This wasn’t her changing.

This was her becoming.

Jordan was the first to pull out.

He did it slow… like he wanted her to feel every last inch slide free. A wet, satisfied sound followed. Her body rocked forward from the absence, trembling on hands and knees, breath stuttering.

Malik didn’t stop.

He stayed buried deep in her ass, his hands tight on her hips, the base of his cock glistening with lube and her slick. He moved slow now, crushing and deep, every stroke a deliberate drag through the tightest part of her.

Kate’s thighs quaked. Her jaw hung slack. Her eyes stared somewhere beyond the mattress, glazed and open.

She looked ruined.

Her body shook beneath Malik’s weight. Her lips parted, soundless. Her eyes fluttered open like they didn’t want to.
Then—soft, wrecked, beautiful—she said: “Come here.”

Eli moved instantly.

He crawled forward, between her shaking legs, settling just beneath the place where Malik stretched her from behind.

Then his tongue touched her clit.

Kate arched so hard she almost collapsed.

“Oh—fuck—”

Eli licked slow at first, methodical, patient. His hands gripped her thighs—not to control, but to hold steady. His tongue moved in lazy circles, pausing to kiss her clit like it was sacred.

Daniel had eaten her like that once. Tender. Patient. But it had never made her hips buck like this. Malik kept moving, each thrust pushing her forward into Eli’s mouth, grinding her cunt against his tongue. The rhythm wasn’t perfect, but it didn’t need to be. It was carnal. Instinctive.

“Don’t stop,” she whimpered. “Don’t stop, don’t stop—please, don’t stop.”

Daniel had moved without realizing it.

He was off the chair. Kneeling now. Not close, not part of it—but closer than before.

His hand wasn’t stroking. Just pressing.

He was on the floor. Hard and aching. Kneeling like he belonged there. Like he didn’t deserve more than to watch her be made holy. Palming his cock through his pants like it might make the ache less unbearable. It didn’t.

Her body bucked. Her thighs clamped around Eli’s head. Her voice broke into a scream—and then shattered into sobs. Not from pain. Not from regret. From the unbearable fullness of being seen and used and adored all at once.

Kate was coming apart.

Her thighs tightened around Eli’s head. Her spine arched like a drawn bow. She moaned—long and broken—and then her whole body jerked forward as the orgasm ripped through her.

Malik groaned, hands digging in. His thrusts turned short, clipped, rough. He gave a final push, then held. Deep. Still.

He came inside her with a low, guttural noise.

Eli didn’t stop licking.

Even as she shook, even as her body trembled from the release, his tongue stayed on her clit—soft now, soothing. Worshipful.

Kate gasped through it, riding aftershocks like waves. Her head dropped. Her arms gave out. She collapsed onto the bed with Malik still buried in her, with Eli still nestled between her thighs.

“Jesus,” Eli whispered, looking up at her. His mouth was shiny, lips red.

“You’re unreal.”

She didn’t reply. Couldn’t.

Her thighs twitched. Her breath came in shudders.

Malik eased out of her slowly. Eli kissed her inner thigh.

Kate lay still, filled and wrecked and glowing.

Then her eyes opened.

She turned her head.

Met Daniel’s eyes across the room.

“This is who I am now,” she said, voice quiet but clear. “Do you see me?”

This was her world now. Her pleasure, her ruin, her kingdom. And he was just a man on the floor, kneeling at the edge of her becoming.

Daniel’s chest cracked open. All the shame, the hurt, the lust, the hunger—it spilled into one thing:

Yes.

“Yes,” he said, barely more than a breath. “You’re everything.”

He didn’t move.

He watched the cum drip from her.

Watched her smile through it.

And he stayed there, on his knees, until her breath evened out. Until the room stopped shaking.

And for the first time, Daniel didn’t feel like he was losing her.

He felt like he’d finally found her.


Epilogue

The morning after didn’t feel like an ending.

It felt like surf on bare feet. Warm sun on skin. Coffee on the breeze. A body that ached in places you couldn’t see. His thighs still trembled when he walked. His cock hadn’t softened until hours after it was over. Even now, he could still feel the ghost of arousal in the pit of his stomach—shame twisted with something holy. He hadn’t come. She hadn’t let him. That felt... right. A mind still reeling from everything it had witnessed—and craved more of.

Daniel and Kate walked the shoreline in silence, their sandals swinging from their fingers, their steps soft against the sand. The tide rolled in slow, playful waves, licking at their ankles like the ocean had its own kind of afterglow.

She was wearing one of his old T-shirts, stretched slightly over her hips, and nothing else. Her hair was tousled, her eyes still lined faintly with last night’s mascara. She looked undone and divine.

He was wearing a smile he hadn’t felt in years—something quieter than joy, but deeper. Like peace with a pulse.

He’d woken up before dawn. She was curled beside him, on her stomach, one leg bent, her skin still slick in places that made his chest clench. There was cum on her thighs. He hadn’t wiped it off. Just watched it glisten in the soft light, like it belonged there. Like she did.

He could still hear her laugh from hours ago—hoarse and high, her head thrown back as Jordan poured them another round. The way she leaned into Malik’s shoulder, like she’d known him forever. Like Daniel wasn’t losing her. Just learning to share what he could never own.

Neither of them had spoken about the night.

Not yet.

But it was there—in the way she leaned into his shoulder, in the way his thumb brushed hers when their hands met. In the pause before each breath, like their bodies were still waiting for the next command.

Kate stopped near a driftwood log and looked out over the horizon. The sea glittered like it knew something they didn’t. Like it had watched through the walls.

Then she turned to him.

She kissed the back of his hand, slow, like she meant it.

“You looked at me last night,” she said, "like I was made of fire."

Daniel didn’t hesitate.

"You were."

Her smile came soft, but steady. Not coy. Not proud. Just... full. Like the space inside her had been emptied and refilled with something real. Something hers. Something earned.

He watched her for a second longer. Watched the way her body moved now—looser, lighter. Like a woman who had stepped fully into herself. Not changed, but clarified.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. He ignored it.

Then hers buzzed too.

She checked the screen.

A message from Jordan:

Same suite, next summer?

Kate didn’t say anything right away. She just turned the screen to show Daniel.

He read it.

And for a second, the old Daniel flickered—the one who would’ve flinched, who would’ve asked if she really wanted that again.
But he was gone now. Burned away somewhere between the first slap of skin and her second orgasm.
This Daniel? He just smiled. Saw the words. Saw the smile already threatening to pull at the corners of her mouth.

Paused.

And then smiled back.

Not forced. Not pretending.

Real.

A smile that said: I know.
A smile that said: I want it too.

She slipped her hand into his again.

They kept walking. Slow. Barefoot. The sun rising higher above them.

No tension in the silence. No questions in her eyes.

Whatever they were now—husband and wife, fire and kindling, witness and worshipper—it was honest. Fierce. Unshakable.

They were new.

Reborn.

And this time, it would burn the way it was always meant to.

Together.

Even if the room next door was never empty again.

Especially if it wasn’t.

And maybe next time, he wouldn’t sit on the edge. Maybe next time, he'd be on his knees from the start. Waiting. Ready.

***

Enjoyed the story?
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— Emily Felix
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Double-Booked, Deeply Cucked: A Beach Vacation First Time Hotwife Tale

When Zack and Emily arrived at their luxury beachfront villa, they were ready for a romantic weekend of sun, sex, and silence.

They didn’t expect it to be double-booked.

And they definitely didn’t expect Marc and Lena.

If you told Zack that another man would undress his wife with a look, he might have believed you. If you said Emily would end up wearing Lena’s bikini—barely more than strings and suggestions—he could’ve swallowed that too.

But if you told him that, two days later, he’d be naked, leaking, and listening to his wife moan another man’s name through the wall while a different woman rode him mercilessly?

He would’ve laughed.

And then Lena kissed his wife in the hot tub.

Just like that, the tension snapped.

Tequila turned into tongue. Moans turned into music. And Zack’s quiet fantasies of watching… turned into a front-row seat he couldn’t escape.

He thought it was just a game.
Until his wife whispered, “Next time, we do it in the same room.”

His Boss, His Wife, And The Cuckold Club: A Menage for a Hotwife infront of her Cuck

Daniel always believed hard work and loyalty would secure his place in the corporate world. But when his boss extends an invitation to an exclusive club—one reserved for men at the top—he quickly learns that success comes with its own set of rules.

At the heart of it all is Julia, his devoted wife. The offer is simple: step into a world of power and privilege, where submission is rewarded, and boundaries are meant to be pushed. What begins as a calculated decision soon transforms into something neither of them expected. Each visit to the club deepens their desires, challenges their limits, and strengthens their bond in ways they never imagined.

With each passing month, Julia becomes more deeply entwined in the world of wealth and influence, receiving lavish gifts and special treatment. And Daniel? He watches, knowing that every moment brings him closer to everything he’s ever wanted.
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Emily Felix loves writing stories that push boundaries, ignite fantasies, and leave her readers breathless. With a knack for capturing raw emotions and steamy moments, she creates characters who aren’t just exploring their desires—they’re living them fully, unapologetically, and with just the right mix of teasing and passion. Emily’s writing comes from a deep fascination with the complexities of intimacy, power, and trust. She’s all about celebrating the thrill of connection and the magic that happens when people embrace their desires without hesitation. Her stories are for anyone who loves characters who dare to take risks and savor every moment of the ride. When Emily’s not diving into her next sizzling scene, she enjoys sipping wine, getting lost in classic romantic movies, and dreaming up scenarios that blur the line between playful and provocative. She believes life is too short not to enjoy every indulgent moment, both on and off the page. Emily Felix writes to make you feel, blush, and come back for more. She hopes you enjoy the journey as much as she loves creating it.
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