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Introduction


Dear reader,

This is book two of the Vineyard of Desires series. We highly recommend you start the series with book one:
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Surprise
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Isabelle wiped the sweat off her brow, surveying the rolling hills of grapes stretching as far as the eye could see. Her heart swelled with pride at the sight of the thriving vineyard. One year of back-breaking work had transformed Celestial Wines into a sea of lush green, heavy with the promise of a spectacular harvest.

"Great harvest and our sales are better than they've ever been. All thanks to you, my love." Alex wrapped his arms around his wife from behind and pressed a tender kiss to the side of her neck. Isabelle leaned into his embrace, covering his hands with hers. "It wasn't just me. We did it together, us and Damian."

Damian Rossi, the renown sommelier, had not only aided the couple in cultivating better grapes, but he also assisted them in increasing wine sales. He had taught them to love more than just one another. As a result, the married couple had formed an intimate connection with him.

The crunch of gravel behind them interrupted their moment of intimacy. They turned to find Damian back from his European trip, his lips curled into a knowing smile.

"Damian!" Isabelle hurried toward him and threw her arms around his neck. The scent of his musk stirred something deep inside her. "You're back! Did you miss me?"

Damian's hands slid down to cup her beautiful round ass, squeezing hard enough to make her gasp. Heat pooled between her legs, her body instantly aroused by his touch.

Damian and her had started a relationship shortly after they had invited him to help at the winery. He had guided Isabelle in discovering the true meaning of being a woman. The couple welcomed his superior masculinity and sexual prowess, which went beyond Alex's skills as her husband.

Alex cleared his throat. "It's good to see you again." He shook Damian's hand, his smile reaching his eyes. Damian gave Alex's hand a firm squeeze. "Likewise." His gaze lingered on Alex. Isabelle knew what was coming next. The same hunger that had drawn them to Damian, shattering the boundaries of their conventional marriage and awakening a primal need that could no longer be denied. Tonight, there would be no rest. Only pleasure.

Isabelle led Damian and Alex toward the winery, her heart pounding in anticipation. "We have so much to celebrate," said Damian, while his hand slid to the small of her back, his touch searing through the thin fabric of her dress. "I heard you won Best Chardonnay at the regional wine competition. And Alex, rumor has it that Celestial Wines is now the top-rated winery in the state." Alex smiled. Isabelle noticed the faint blush creeping into his cheeks. He wasn't used to being the center of attention or receiving such effusive praise.

"We couldn't have done it without your guidance, Damian." Alex replied. "Nonsense." Damian waved his hand dismissively. "You two are the heart and soul of this place. I only helped bring out its true potential." They entered the winery. The familiar scents of oak and fruity aromas instantly embraced them. This was their sanctuary, a place of creativity and passion.

Damian leaned in close, his breath hot against her ear. "I want to celebrate in a more...private setting." Isabelle glanced at Alex, who gave her a subtle nod. Her body was already thrumming in anticipation. She took them each by the hand and led them downstairs to the wine cellar. The room was cool and dimly lit, the stone walls lined with racks of aging wine.

Damian pinned Isabelle against the wall, his hands roaming over her body freely as his mouth descended upon hers in a searing kiss. She moaned into his mouth, her senses overwhelmed by his taste and scent. The ache of his absence was palpable after he left for Europe for only two weeks.

Alex pressed up behind Damian, running his hands over the man's broad chest. Damian groaned, grinding his hard cock against Isabelle's stomach. She sank to her knees in front of him, reaching for Damian's belt with trembling fingers.

Isabelle undid Damian's belt and unzipped his slacks, freeing his massive erection. She stroked him slowly, gazing up into his lust-darkened eyes. "Take it in your mouth," he rasped. She leaned forward and swirled her tongue around the swollen head of his cock, tasting the salty beads of pre-cum that had already formed. Damian tangled his fingers in her soft brown hair, guiding her as she took him deeper. She hollowed her cheeks and sucked hard, stroking what she couldn't fit in her mouth.

Alex had removed his own clothes and was caressing Damian's ass, while gently guiding him to thrust into his wife's hungry mouth. Damian rocked back and forth between them, fucking on Isabelle's tongue as Alex rutted against him.

He taught Alex how to be a cuckold a few months after their first threesome. The first time with Damian and Isabelle happened on their wedding anniversary, leaving a lasting impression on Alex. He now loved to share the pleasure of the man with his wife.

The sounds of wet sucking and groans of pleasure echoed through the cellar. Isabelle's pussy was drenched, her clit throbbing in time with her racing pulse. Damian wrenched himself from her mouth, saliva dripping from his cock. He turned and captured Alex's shoulder, pinning him against the wall. "I want to be inside you this time." Damian growled.

Alex's eyes widened, his cheeks flushing. Isabelle rose to stand beside them, her heart pounding. Alex had only sucked Damian's cock until now. The couple had discussed this possibility of more in private, but Isabelle never thought Alex would actually go through with it.

"Yes..." Alex whispered. Damian grinned, a predatory gleam in his eyes. He took Alex's hand and led him over to a large oak barrel, bending him over the edge. Alex glanced over his shoulder at his wife, desire and uncertainty warring on his face. Isabelle moved to stand in front of him, caressing his cheeks. "It's okay, I'm here, honey. We've talked about this. You know you've wanted Damian to fuck you the way he does me." Alex relaxed into her touch with a shaky nod.

Damian positioned himself behind Alex, slicking his thick cock with wine from an open cask. "Just relax," he soothed. "You'll love my cock the same way your wife does." He pushed into Alex in one smooth thrust, sheathing himself to the hilt. Alex cried out, his fingers digging into wife's hips. It surprised him how easily he had taken the man's enormous cock. Isabelle held him close, whispering words of love and encouragement as Damian fucked her husband.

The scent of anal sex permeated the cellar, underlaid with a hint of grapes. Isabelle reached down to stroke Alex's erect dick in time with Damian's thrusts, bringing him pleasure as Damian breached him for the first time. "Honey, relax and let him fuck you hard. You'll cum better." Isabelle breathed in his ear.

Damian angled his hips, searching for the spot that would drive Alex wild. He knew when he found it, as Alex stiffened and cried out, his body convulsing, cum spurting over Isabelle's hand. It was an intense climax, like none other. Damian grunted, burying himself deep inside Alex as he found his own release. For a moment they remained still, joined as one, sharing in an intimacy that transcended all else.

Isabelle smiled, her heart overflowing with love for the two men before her. This was perfection. This was everything. Isabelle kissed her husband softly, wiping away the sweat that lingered on his cheeks. "How do you feel, my love?" Alex shuddered, still impaled on Damian. "Full," he rasped. "Complete."

Damian stroked Alex's sides, a tender gesture. "You were exquisite. So tight and warm. I could stay here forever." Alex whimpered at the thought, his spent dick twitching. Isabelle chuckled, kissing Damian over Alex's shoulder. "Greedy boy. I think it's my turn now." Damian withdrew from Alex's body with a groan. Alex slumped into Isabelle's arms, sated and dazed. Isabelle guided him to a plush sofa along the wall of the cellar, helping him sit. Damian came up behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist and nuzzling the side of her neck. "What is your pleasure, mistress?" Arousal coiled in Isabelle's belly at his words.

She leaned back into his solid warmth with a throaty purr. "I want you to fuck me while I eat your cum from my husband's used hole." Alex moaned at her crude words, his spent dick giving a feeble twitch. Damian growled, desire sharpening his features. "As you wish." Isabelle positioned herself between Alex's legs, grasping his hips and tilting them up. His entrance was red and swollen, leaking Damian's release. She lapped at it eagerly, thrusting her tongue inside to scoop out his essence. Alex whimpered, torn between overstimulation and pleasure. Damian slammed into Isabelle's eager pussy, rocking her forward onto Alex's hips. She moaned encouragement, the vibrations thrumming through Alex's sensitive flesh.

It was a feedback loop of pure ecstasy, their trio moving as one to chase the ultimate peak. Love, lust and surrender wove together.

***

Isabelle pulled back from Alex's used hole, her lips glistening with cum and saliva. She grasped Damian's hips, stilling his thrusts as she looked over her shoulder at him. "I want to hear how much you love fucking my cunt while my husband watches." Damian's eyes darkened, his expression twisting with lust. He slammed into her, jolting her forward into Alex's limp form.

"Your greedy pussy is made to milk my cock, Isabelle," he growled, punctuating each word with a brutal thrust.

"You're an insatiable slut for my seed and we both know it," Isabelle moaned, rocking back to meet his thrusts as tingles raced down her spine. She fisted Alex's dick, pumping it in time with Damian's strokes. "Yes, yes, tell us both what we are to you."

"My delicious playthings," Damian groaned, "made to worship my body and satisfy my every whim." His fingers dug into Isabelle's luscious hips, pulling her back onto his cock with bruising force. "You belong to me now, bound in chains of lust and unbreakable desire." Alex whimpered under their assault, his small dick hardening in Isabelle's grip. She leaned down to lick at his nipple, scraping it with her teeth. "Do you enjoy hearing how we're his now, darling?" she purred. "How he owns every part of us, even our marriage?" "Yes," he breathed, lost in a haze of bliss. "Yours, always yours." He moaned to Damian. Isabelle smiled, meeting Damian's gaze over her shoulder.

She let out a sudden, guttural cry as her hips bucked forward and squeezed down on the massive cock that had just explored her husband. They filled the room with the sound of skin slapping against skin and the unmistakable scent of sex. Her tight walls created an intense suction that pushed Damian over the edge, causing him to let out a deep moan as he experienced his second explosive orgasm. He continued to thrust his shaft harder into her, relishing in the feeling of her warm, pulsating walls. As he finally came to a stop, he held completely still as his thick cum drained into her.

He had claimed them both. Fully.

Isabelle collapsed against Alex's chest, her heart pounding as Damian withdrew from her used pussy. An emptiness lingered inside her, as if she'd lost a part of herself in their joining. Damian stretched out beside them, pulling Isabelle into his arms. His fingers traced slow circles over her porcelain skin, igniting sparks with every touch. "You were perfect, my darling," he murmured, nuzzling her neck. "The way you move, the sounds you make...you drive me to the brink of madness."

Alex shifted closer, wrapping them both in his embrace. "I never thought I could feel this way about a man. You've opened my eyes to a whole new world, shown me what genuine passion can be." Isabelle sighed, cocooned in their warmth. This was all she'd ever wanted: to be surrounded by love, desired and cherished for everything she was.

They were bound as tightly as any lovers in myth or legend, their souls entwined for all eternity.

***

Isabelle awoke to sunlight streaming through the windows and the scent of freshly brewed coffee. She stretched languidly, memories of the torrid sex in the wine cellar flickering through her mind. A warm hand slid over her hip. "Good morning, darling." She rolled over to find Damian gazing at her with a tender smile, his green eyes glowing. "Morning," she murmured, leaning in for a slow, deep kiss. By the time they parted, her body was tingling with renewed desire. But a glance at the clock told her they'd have to wait. "We should get up." Damian sighed. "Must we? I could stay here all day with you." "Tempting as that sounds, we have a vineyard to run." She kissed him again quickly.

Damian's hand slid up the curve of her hip, pulling her back against his chest. She felt the hard, powerful length of his cock nestle between her ass cheeks and shivered, desire pooling low in her belly. "Hump my cock," Damian rumbled, shifting closer to press a kiss to her bare shoulder. His fingers trailed down her arm in a feather-light caress that made her shiver. "I'm your cumslut, Damian." She breathed, tilting her head back for a kiss. His mouth slanted over hers, slow and deep, his hand sliding up to cup her breast. Damian's lips followed the path of his fingers, scattering kisses along her shoulder and down between her breasts. His tongue flicked over one nipple before sucking it into his mouth, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her clit. Isabelle moaned, rocking her hips back against his erection. The thick head of his cock slid through her wet folds, nudging at her entrance, and she whimpered in anticipation. After years of marriage, she had found sexual satisfaction. A newfound passion and intensity that set her blood on fire. She'd thought her relationship with Alex was as close as two people could be, but Damian had shown them how much deeper intimacy could go. 


"I Have a something to tell you and Alex." Damian whispered in her ear. Isabelle's eyes lit up. "What is it?" she asked excitedly.

"I'll tell you soon, sweetheart—" He then placed his tongue in her mouth and she sucked it greedily.


Preparation
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Damian swirled the burgundy liquid in his glass, gazing into the fireplace. "Isabelle, Alex, I have a surprise for you."

"Enough teasing. Tell us Damian, please?" Isabelle pleaded.

"You've certainly heard of Xavier Servanti?" he asked.

"The man's a legend in the wine industry," Alex chimed in. "He's a titan in the European markets."

"Yes, that's correct." Damian replied. "Xavier has invited you both to visit his estate and winery in Monaco next month. He was quite taken with your Malbec and would like to discuss expanding into international markets."

Isabelle clutched Alex's arm, her heart pounding. "Really? He wants to help us go global?"

Alex blinked in disbelief. "I don't know what to say."

"Say yes," Damian purred. "This is the opportunity of a lifetime. Even though I won't be able to attend, my pilot with fly you there."

Isabelle threw her arms around Alex, heat flooding her cheeks. He squeezed her close, trembling against her. They had dreamed of something like this for years, sacrificing everything to build their winery. Now their hard work was paying off in ways they never imagined. She knew grandpa would be so proud of her.

"We'll do whatever it takes to make this work," Alex said hoarsely. Isabelle nodded, pulling back to gaze into his eyes. "We'll show Xavier that he's made the right decision."

Damian's lips curled into a knowing smile. "I know you'll make a burning impression."

Isabelle's face flushed deeper at the implication. Secretly, her loins tingled at the thought of meeting the famous multi-billionaire. She wondered if he was as charismatic and worldly as Damian, igniting forbidden desires within her.

She squeezed Alex's hand, roaring with anticipation.

***

The next morning, Isabelle meticulously prepared for the trip, selecting her dresses, heels, and jewelry to impress Xavier Servanti. She then slipped on a strapless red Dior gown she knew would highlight her ample cleavage and cinched waist, admiring her sensual figure in the mirror.

"You look so good, honey," Alex said from the doorway, eyeing her choices with a mixture of pride and apprehension.

Isabelle smiled, folding another pair of lace panties into an already stacked pile. "A woman should always be prepared."

"For what exactly?" Alex asked wryly, rubbing the back of his neck. She could tell he was anxious about her motives, but also aroused at the thought of what awaited them in Monaco. His erection tented the front of his trousers, betraying his inner conflict.

"Opportunity," she purred, sliding up to him. She cupped the bulge in his pants, massaging his shaft. "Imagine what doors might open for us in Monaco, with Xavier." Isabelle whispered, while unzipping his pants and pulling out his small hard dick.

Alex groaned as she stroked him faster. "Isabelle, I'm not sure I can handle it—"

"Shh." She pressed a finger to his lips, her other hand still working his erect dick. "You can handle anything for the good of our winery." It turned Alex on how much his wife had changed over the past year. Her new boldness excited him.

She reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone. "let's find a picture of Xavier." she said, while flipping through the online image search. "There, see how handsome he is, honey," she continued, stroking him as she showed him the billionaire's dashing photo.

His eyes fluttered shut, caught between pleasure and distress. He then focused on Xavier's handsome, distinct face and muscular body. The man's blue-grey eyes seemed to draw him in. Isabelle smiled, quickening her pace and bringing him to the edge until he spilled with a choked cry into her palm.

"There now," she crooned, wiping her hand on his shirt. "Doesn't that feel better?"

Alex glared at her, chest heaving. "You always know how to get your way."

"It's for the best," she insisted, straightening his collar.

He shook his head, pulling her close. "I hope you know what you're doing."

"Trust me, honey." Isabelle nuzzled against him, her heart light with purpose. This trip would change everything, and while the path ahead was unclear, she had never felt more sure of herself. Monaco awaited.

***

The next morning, Isabelle found Max in the vineyard, inspecting the ripening grapes. She approached him with a warm smile, linking her arm through his.

"The harvest looks to be awesome this year," he said.

"We have you to thank for that." She gave his arm an affectionate squeeze, and he gave her an appreciative smile.

"Max, Alex and I were hoping you'd join us on our trip to Monaco. You're one of the household, and we want you there to share in this opportunity."

Max blinked at her in surprise. "You're going to Monaco?"

"Yes, Xavier Servanti, Europe's wine magnate, has invited us to his estate there." Isabelle pressed closer to him like she never had before, taking him by surprise. "We couldn't have gotten this far without you. You deserve to be there."

"I don't know what to say—" Max gazed out at the vineyard, eyes shining with emotion. "You and Alex gave me purpose again after my wife passed. Celestial Wines is my home." He looked back at her, gripping her hand. "Of course I'll come to Monaco. I wouldn't miss it for the world."

"Wonderful!" Isabelle threw her arms around him in an excited hug. "This trip will be a new chapter for all of us."

She headed back to the villa, warmth blossoming inside her chest. Isabelle smiled, anticipation tingling through her veins. The future had never looked so bright.

***

After dinner, while Alex went to finish the business tax paperwork in his office, Isabelle and Damian went for an evening stroll through the vineyard. The sun dipped below the horizon, shadows lengthening between the rows of vines.

Damian slid an arm around Isabelle's waist, pulling her close as they walked. "Did you see the way Maxwell looked at you tonight?" She nodded, a flush creeping into her cheeks. "He cares deeply for me... for us. I'm glad he's coming to Monaco."

"As am I," Damian murmured. "He'll make a fine addition to your adventures."

Isabelle's breath caught at the implication in his words. Her pulse raced as Damian guided her off the path into a secluded grove of trees.

In the shadows, Maxwell followed at a distance. His heart pounded as Damian pressed Isabelle against a tree and captured her mouth in a searing kiss.

Max bit back a groan, arousal pooling in his gut as he watched Damian's hands roam over Isabelle's body. He couldn't tear his gaze from the scene. The display of raw passion unfolding before him was irresistible, as it always had been.

Isabelle moaned into Damian's mouth, her fingers working at the fastenings of his trousers. Max rubbed the growing bulge in his own pants, mesmerized by the sight of Isabelle taking Damian's thick cock in her hand.

Damian growled, spinning Isabelle around to face the tree. He yanked up her skirt and drove into her from behind. Isabelle moaned, bracing her hands against the trunk as Damian pounded into her pussy. She had become so easy to enter, he could slide his thick cock into her anytime he wanted.

Max gasped, barely stifling the desperate sounds building in his throat. His chest heaved as he thrust against his hand, chasing release as Damian slammed into Isabelle's beautiful writhing body.

Ecstasy crashed over the three of them quickly, in a tangle of muffled cries and ragged breaths. Isabelle panted, resting her cheek against the tree as Damian slid out of her with a satisfied groan.

"Did you enjoy that, darling?" Damian asked, smoothing Isabelle's skirt back into place.

Isabelle nodded, a dreamy smile curving her lips. "Very much so, love," she whispered.

"I wanted to ask you about Alex." Damian trailed his fingers down her spine. "Do you think he enjoyed being fucked?"

A flush crept over Isabelle's cheeks at the thought of her husband taking her lover's cock. "I think so," she admitted. "Although he can be shy about these things."

"Xavier will show him the ropes." Damian captured Isabelle's chin, tilting her pretty face up to meet his gaze. "He'll make sure Alex enjoys every moment. And for you, my dear, he has exquisite plans."

A spark of excitement ignited in Isabelle's eyes. "I wish you could come along with us." She whispered. "I'm afraid I'll get cold feet or something."

"You'll be fine, sweetheart." Damian's lips curled into a predatory smile. "Follow Xavier's instructions. Do everything he asks."

His words elicited a full-body shiver from Isabelle. She knew she could trust Damian and understood the purpose of the trip to Monaco. The boundaries of their relationship were shifting, and there was no turning back.

Max leaned against the tree, stunned by the conversation unfolding before him. His arousal crept up again, mixing with curiosity about what the future held. He knew this was only the beginning.

***

It was just past sunrise when Isabelle and Alex packed their bags for the trip to Monaco. Though traces of uncertainty lingered, excitement prevailed at the prospect of visiting Xavier Servanti's world renown lavish estate and expanding their wine business on an international scale.

Max helped load their luggage into the car, his usual efficiency masking the tumult of emotions churning within. His place in Isabelle and Alex's lives was changing, though he couldn't yet grasp how. He only knew that nothing would ever be the same.

They arrived at the private airfield where Damian's jet awaited, sleek and gleaming on the tarmac. "Welcome," Damian said, descending the stairs to greet them. "The flight to Monaco will be very comfortable. Please, make yourselves at home."

His eyes lingered on Alex for a heartbeat too long, a smoldering look that kindled a flush on Alex's cheeks. Isabelle noticed the exchange, a spark of heat igniting in her gaze. She squeezed Alex's hand in silent encouragement, her message clear.

"I've a business to attend to in New York. Enjoy your time in Monaco. Xavier is an excellent host." Damian said, wrapping his arm around Isabelle's waist.

They boarded the luxurious jet and soon took off, slicing through the clouds on their way to Monaco. An air of luxurious sensuality pervaded their surroundings, from the plush seats to the high-tech cabin gadgetry circling them.

Max shifted in his seat, acutely aware of the currents flowing around him, tugging him into uncharted waters. He certainly wasn't used to this level of luxury, but he already knew that he liked it.


Monaco
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When they landed Monaco, a sleek black limousine awaited to whisk them to Xavier's villa.

"Mr. Servanti is eager to welcome you," the driver said. "He has prepared a special reception and looks forward to discussing a partnership with Celestial Wines."

An hour later, the limousine pulled up to a sprawling Mediterranean villa overlooking the sea, its pristine white walls and red tile roof evoking old-world charm. Towering palm trees lined the driveway, their fronds rustling in the breeze.

As the driver announced their arrival, Isabelle's mouth fell open in awe. She couldn't believe her eyes as she took in the villa's grandeur. Indeed, this was a palace fit for royalty.

Xavier emerged from the villa, dressed impeccably in a tailored suit. He greeted them with a dazzling smile and outstretched arms. "Welcome to my home. I'm Xavier Servanti." His voice was like velvet, smooth and luxurious.

Alex grasped Xavier's hand. "Thank you for hosting us." He pulled Isabelle forward. "This is my beautiful wife Isabelle, and I'm Alex Beaumont, the proprietors of Celestial Wines. This gentleman here is Maxwell, our farm manager." He continued, as Max stepped in to shake Xavier's hand.

Xavier's gaze lingered on Isabelle, a predatory glint in his pale eyes. "Enchanted." He brought her hand to his lips, pressing a lingering kiss to her delicate knuckles. Isabelle shivered at the contact, instant heat twitched in her pussy. She noticed Alex watching them, his expression unreadable.

"Please, come inside," Xavier purred. "I have arranged a special tasting of some rare vintages along with other... indulgences I think you will enjoy."

He escorted them into a grand foyer with marble floors and a sweeping staircase. Artwork adorned the walls, vivid landscapes and provocative nudes. An air of opulence and sensuality pervaded the space, hinting at the delights to come.

Isabelle's heart raced with anticipation as she gazed around the foyer, drinking in every luxurious detail. She squeezed her husband's hand. Her loins ached with need, eager to embark on this journey into the unknown.

Xavier led them into a grand salon where several couches and lounges were arranged around a sunken living area. "Please, make yourselves comfortable." His eyes lingered on Isabelle. "The tasting will begin shortly."

She settled onto a plush chaise, with Alex and Max on either side of her. Her husband's hand trembled slightly in hers, betraying his anxiety. She gave him a reassuring smile, hoping to calm his nerves. As much as the uncertainty thrilled her, she didn't want Alex to feel distressed.

"This place is so fancy." Max whispered with a glint in his eyes.

Isabelle smiled as she nodded. "Yes."

Alex swallowed hard. "Yeah, it's like those mansions you see in the movies."

***

Xavier sat in a plush armchair and said, "Damian has told me so many good things about you." His handmade leather shoes sparkled and caught the attention of the trio.


Heat flooded Isabelle's cheeks. Just what had Damian revealed about their relationship? She glanced at Alex, noticing the bulge in his trousers. Apparently, he didn't mind whatever Damian had disclosed. 


A pretty blonde maid appeared with a silver tray laden with three wine bottles and glasses. "Please, help yourselves. We believe in indulgence here." 


Isabelle chose a full-bodied red and took a sip, savoring the blend of Black Emerald and spice. She sighed, feeling warmth spread through her limbs. 


Xavier leaned close to her, his dazzling blue eyes sealed onto hers. "There are other indulgences to be had here as well. Most of our members come to enjoy more than just the wine. Perhaps Damian has told you about our annual ball?" 


Isabelle's breath hitched. She stared up into Xavier's eyes, the blue shimmering like the azure sea. Her pulse raced. So Damian had told him. The thought of participating in one of these lavish sex parties left her dizzy with arousal. She felt Alex's hand on her lower back, a subtle reassurance. "Damian has mentioned it," Alex said. His voice was rough with desire. 


A slow smile spread across Xavier's face. He refilled their glasses, the red liquid sloshing into the crystal. "Then you'll fit in perfectly here.." He stood up and adjusted his cufflinks. "I'd like to start by getting to know you better. Please follow me."


Xavier led them down a marble hallway, past priceless artworks and antiquities. At the end of the hall was a set of ornate wooden doors. "This is the estate's private lounge," Xavier said. He ushered them inside. 


The room was lavishly appointed in jewel tones, with plush leather furniture, gilded accents, and erotic art adorning the walls. 

"Undress, Madame Beaumont," Xavier commanded, his tone abruptly stern. 


A shiver of excitement ran down Isabelle's spine. She glanced at Alex, who gave an almost imperceptible nod. 

"Should I... should I stay here or wait outside?" Max mumbled, unsure of his role in this erotic game. "Stay and enjoy your lady's show, Mr Maxwell." Xavier rasped.

Isabelle's cheeks flushed pink as she reached behind her and unzipped her dress, letting the silk slip to the marble floor. She then unhooked her lace bra and her gorgeous tits spilled out. The rose pink nipples stood erect from anticipation. She slowly peeled her scanty lace panties from the curve of her hips, standing bare before the men. 


Xavier's gaze raked over her body, lingering on her full breasts, narrow waist and the smooth plane of her lower abdomen. "Exquisite," he purred. He crooked a finger at Max. "You, come here." 


Maxwell approached. His tall and broad-shouldered body and salt and pepper hair somehow fit the suit he wore. His eyes gleamed with lust as he appraised Isabelle's nude form. He had seen her from afar, but this was something else.


"Madame requires your assistance," Xavier said. He then nodded at Isabelle. "Pleasure your employee." 


Isabelle's heart pounded as she glanced at the men. She had never thought about fucking Max. The thought of it left her dizzy with arousal. She reached out and ran her hands over Max's muscular chest, unbuttoning his shirt, her soft fingertips brushed over his nipples. He sucked in a sharp breath, cock hardening against her thigh. 


"Take her," Xavier commanded. 


Max lifted Isabelle onto the edge of a velvet chaise lounge and spread her legs wide, revealing the pussy he'd craved. Isabelle groaned out as he thrust into her without preparation, fucking her with deep, powerful strokes. His mind ran wild with pleasure. This was the moment he had fantasized about for years. Her pussy wrapping around him was more delicious than he had expected.


Alex sat transfixed in an armchair nearby, cock straining against the front of his trousers, watching his wife come undone by the man who tended his vineyard. He was in a sexual fog, mesmerized by the Max's rippling muscles as he fucked Isabelle relentlessly. His wife wailed like a banshee, her tits jittering under the force of Max's thrusts.

Xavier captured Isabelle's mouth in a searing kiss, muffling her cries of pleasure. His hands roamed over her body, squeezing her breasts and squeezing the inside flesh of her thighs. He then stroked her engorged clit as Max pumped into her. Maxwell's thrusts grew erratic, hips slamming against Isabelle as he neared his climax. The sensations were too overwhelming and with a guttural groan he emptied himself inside her, cock pulsing deep within her core. His body shook with each spurt released into Isabelle. The man's cum triggered Isabelle's, and she convulsed under him. Max caught her mouth while he was still spurting, and they kissed deeply until the very end.

***

As Max withdrew with a grunt, Xavier took his place between Isabelle's legs. "My turn," he purred, lining the swollen head of his large uncut cock up with her slick entrance. Isabelle whimpered in anticipation, eyes fluttering closed. Xavier slid into her with agonizing slowness, stretching and filling her. When he was fully seated inside, he paused. 


"Look at me," he commanded. Isabelle's eyes snapped open, meeting his piercing blue gaze. "You did well. Your worker emptied all of his cum into you." Isabelle flushed and gasped while covering her face with her pretty hands. He moved then, fucking Isabelle with deep, powerful strokes. Each thrust had purpose. Isabelle cried out, the sensation overwhelming her. She was on display, exposed, and claimed as she had never experienced before. It was intoxicating. 


Alex leaned forward in his chair, transfixed by the sight of the billionaire's massive cock disappearing into his wife's willing body. He palmed himself through his trousers, cock aching for release. Xavier noticed his rapt attention and smirked. "Perhaps you'd like a taste when I'm finished?" Alex could only nod, mouth dry. He didn't know how he had ended up here, but he didn't want it to end.

Isabelle grunted louder out as Xavier slammed into her, the fat ridge of his cock rubbing against her g-spot with every thrust. Her fingers dug into his muscular shoulders, body tensing with building pleasure. "That's it, scream for me," Xavier growled, hips pistoning like a machine. He grasped her chin, forcing her to meet his gaze. "You love being fucked like a whore in front of your husband, don't you?" Isabelle shuddered, arousal and shame warring within her. She couldn't deny how much she was enjoying this, being taken and used first by Max and now by Xavier, while Alex watched. 


"Answer me." Xavier punctuated his command with a sharp thrust into her open pussy. 


"Yes," Isabelle gasped. "Yes, I love it." 


Xavier smirked in triumph, releasing her chin to grasp her luscious hips instead. He pounded into her mercilessly, chasing his own pleasure. Isabelle groaned out again, the orgasm rushing through her in a blinding wave of ecstasy. 


Alex fumbled with the zip of his trousers, finally freeing his aching dick. He stroked himself desperately, mesmerized by the sight of Xavier fucking his wife to climax. He was so close already, pleasure coiling tight in his groin. 

Xavier threw his head back with a feral groan, spilling deep inside Isabelle's trembling cunt. His thrust slowed, rocking lazily through the aftershocks of his orgasm before pulling out entirely. He had thoroughly enjoyed cumming inside of this pretty American wife. "I certainly hope you are on birth control," he mumbled, wiping the droplets of sweat from his brow. He then turned to Maxwell, who had nearly passed out the velvet sofa next to them. "Otherwise, two heavy loads would unquestionably be noticed," he said with a grin.


Isabelle whimpered at the words, cunt clenching around nothing. Xavier's thick release trickled down her pretty thighs, a lurid reminder of what had just transpired. 


Xavier nodded towards Alex, gaze predatory. "Come and clean up our mess." 


Alex stumbled to obey, dropping to his knees between Isabelle's splayed thighs. He lapped at her tender, engorged, fleshy lips eagerly, tasting the flavors of her arousal mingled with Max and Xavier's seed. 


He took himself in hand again, stroking frantically. It only took moments before he was spurting onto the marble floor, dick pulsing with the force of his release as the powerful aroma of fresh cum dominated his senses. 


Xavier ran a hand through Alex's hair almost tenderly. "There's a good boy."



The Grand Ball
[image: image-placeholder]


After the torrid sex with Xavier and Maxwell, Isabelle and Alex retreated to the luxurious guest room in Xavier's palatial estate. They had adorned the room with silk drapes, a plush king-sized bed with high thread count sheets, and a large en-suite bathroom that boasted a marble bathtub big enough for two. 


"Let's shower together, honey." Isabelle suggested, her voice sultry and inviting as she led Alex into the bathroom. They stepped into the warm shower, water cascading down their bodies as they explored each other's skin, reacquainting themselves with their familiar contours.


"That was... indescribable," Alex murmured, his hands roaming over Isabelle's slick body. "Watching you with Max, then Xavier... God, you were incredible."


Isabelle blushed at the memory, her nipples hardening as the water pelted her breasts. "I never thought I'd fuck Max, but the way he fucked...it was both rough and tender."


"And when I licked you clean after they both came inside you..." Alex hesitated, searching for words to describe the intensity of the moment. "It was like I could taste our connection, our bond through their cum."


"Did it excite you?" Isabelle asked, her voice laced with curiosity and desire. "Tasting them on my pussy?"


"It's strange to say it, darling, but I enjoyed it more than any sex we've had. It was filthy, degrading. I loved it." Alex confessed, feeling his small cock twitch at the recollection. "I can't help but wonder what else we'll discover about ourselves in this new world we're entering."


The sound of a knock on the door pulled them from their intimate conversation. Reluctantly, they turned off the shower and wrapped themselves in thick, fluffy towels. Isabelle opened the door to find a beautiful maid holding a note with a knowing smile.


"Mr. Servanti asked me to deliver this to you, madame," the maid said, handing Isabelle the note before disappearing down the hallway.


"Let's see what Xavier has in store for us," Isabelle said as she unfolded the elegant paper. Her eyes widened with excitement as she read aloud. "He's invited us to a grand ball tomorrow night!"


"A grand ball, at a place this," Alex replied, his heart racing at the thought of attending such a lavish event. "It seems Xavier wants to show us off."


Isabelle's smile grew even wider as she shared more news from Xavier's note. "He's giving Celestial prime shelf space in his markets. Honey, our tiny vineyard is about to go global. Our dreams are becoming reality, Alex!"


"Finally, all our hard work is paying off!" Alex exclaimed, feeling a surge of pride and happiness. They embraced tightly, their naked bodies pressed together, sharing in the joy of their newfound success.


"Let's celebrate with a glass," Isabelle suggested, eyes sparkling with anticipation. They dressed in comfortable robes, retrieved a bottle of the best vintage nestled in the room's rack, and toasted to their bright future.


As they sipped their wine, they lay entwined in each other's arms, discussing their hopes and dreams for the vineyard and themselves. The excitement about the upcoming ball and their business success mingled with the lingering arousal from their earlier erotic encounter, creating a heady mix of emotions.


That night, Isabelle and Alex slept peacefully, wrapped in the warmth of their love and the promise of fresh adventures. Their journey into a world of uncharted desires and untapped potential had only just begun.

***

Isabelle stood in front of the full-length mirror, her delicate fingers carefully fastening the zipper on her elegant gown. The silky fabric clung to her luscious breasts, accentuating their fullness and the tantalizing hint of cleavage. It flowed down over her hips, hugging her firm, round buttocks before tapering out into a seductive slit that revealed her long, shapely legs. Her beautiful skin seemed to glow under the gentle touch of the bedroom's warm lighting, casting a radiant aura around her.


"Alex, what do you think?" she asked with a sultry smile, tossing her soft brown hair over one shoulder. Her sparkling eyes met his gaze in the mirror, filled with anticipation of the night ahead.


"Isabelle, you look absolutely stunning," he replied, adjusting the collar of his suit. His piercing blue eyes drank in her sensual form. "I can't wait to show you off to the at the ball."


"Thank you, my love," she purred, giving him a flirtatious wink. "But remember, we're there to promote our vineyard, not just to enjoy the decadent pleasures of high society."


"Of course, my dear," Alex said, his chubby frame slightly straining against the confines of his suit. "Our wines will be the talk of the town after tonight. I'm certain of it."


Just as Isabelle was about to reply, there came a knock on the door. As Alex opened it, an immaculately dressed black butler stood before them. His smooth dark skin contrasted with the crisp white of his uniform, and his tall, muscular form seemed to fill the doorway. With an air of calm authority, he spoke with a deep voice laced with a French accent. "Madame and Monsieur Beaumont, I am here to escort you to the ballroom."


Isabelle couldn't help but be impressed by the butler's towering height and his monumental sculpted body. She felt a thrilling shiver run down her spine as she imagined what lay hidden beneath that flawless uniform.


"Thank you," Alex said, clearly aroused by the sight of the handsome black butler. Isabelle noticed her husband's reaction and, understanding his inner desires, gave him a supportive hug. The couple followed the butler through the opulent halls of the mansion, their anticipation for the ball growing with each step.


"Tell me," Isabelle asked the butler, "what can we expect at this soiree?"


"Expect nothing short of luxury beyond definition, Madame Beaumont," he replied smoothly. "The finest wines, the most exquisite cuisine, and a gathering of influential individuals from all over the world."


"Sounds heavenly," she murmured, feeling her excitement build. She couldn't help but glance back at the butler, her thoughts lingering on the forbidden fantasies that danced in her mind.


As they entered the grand ballroom, Isabelle's breath caught in her throat. The sheer opulence of the room was astounding—glittering chandeliers hung from the ceiling, casting a warm glow over the polished marble floors and lavishly adorned tables. A string quartet played softly in the background, providing a melodious soundtrack to the evening's festivities.


"Enjoy your evening, Monsieur and Madame Beaumont," the butler said with a polite bow before disappearing into the crowd.


"Indeed," she agreed, her pulse quickening at the thought of where the night might lead them.

***

As Isabelle and Alex stepped into the lavish crowd, the intoxicating display of power and beauty instantly captivated them. The crown was a dazzling spectacle, adorned with glittering chandeliers that cast their warm light upon wine industry titans and their seductive women as they mingled throughout the grand space.


"Can you believe this?" Isabelle whispered to her husband, her eyes wide with wonder.


"Absolutely stunning," Alex replied, his gaze following the curve of a woman's body as she moved through the crowd. He wandered over to a table laden with an exquisite assortment of cheese and fruits, eager to sample the decadent offerings.


Isabelle watched him for a moment before the sudden sensation of powerful arms drew away her attention, encircling her waist from behind. She felt a familiar warm breath on her neck, followed by a gentle kiss that sent shivers down her spine.


"Welcome, Isabelle," Xavier purred into her ear. Her heart raced at the sound of his voice, and memories of their passionate encounter flooded back to her. The vivid image of Xavier cumming inside her made her wet with desire, and she struggled to maintain her composure.


"Xavier," she said, her voice barely more than a whisper. "You look... incredible."


"My dear, it is your beauty that is incredible," he replied, releasing her from his embrace and stepping around to face her. His piercing blue eyes locked onto hers, and Isabelle found herself unable to tear her gaze away. "I'm glad you and Alex could make it tonight."


"Thank you for inviting us," she said, trying to regain control of her voice.


"Of course," Xavier said, offering her a charming smile. "Now, let me introduce you to some of our esteemed guests."


Isabelle glanced over at Alex, who was now immersed in conversation with another man, unaware of Xavier's presence. She called him over and Xavier led them through the crowd as she marveled at the luxurious atmosphere, her senses heightened by the lushness of it all.


"Isabelle, Alex," Xavier began, gesturing to a cluster of influential individuals, "I'd like you to meet some key players in the global wine market. They've asked about Celestial Wines."


"Ah, Celestial Wines... We've heard great things about your recent vintages," one man said, swirling a glass of red wine before taking a sip. "I believe we can find suitable markets in Asia and South America for your exceptional products."


"Thank you," Alex replied, joining the conversation with enthusiasm. "We've been focusing on creating unique flavor profiles that cater to a variety of palates. It's exciting to think about our wines reaching new audiences across the world."


"Your Cabernet Sauvignon has garnered quite the reputation," a woman chimed in, her eyes twinkling as she studied Isabelle and Alex. "The balance of fruit intensity and tannin structure is truly impressive. I'm eager to introduce it to our European clientele."


"Much appreciated," Isabelle said, feeling a swell of pride. "It's been a labor of love, and we're thrilled with the response it's received."


As they continued to discuss the expansion of Celestial Wines, Isabelle couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement mixed with lingering lustful thoughts of Xavier. The night was proving to be an extraordinary blend of professional success and forbidden desire, leaving her breathless and craving more.

Isabelle tried to focus on the conversation at hand, but her mind kept wandering back to the way Xavier's deep voice sounded in her ear earlier. She couldn't shake off the feeling of his muscular arms around her, his warm breath on her skin, and the way he made her feel alive with just a simple touch. The memory of his forceful thrusts and the way he had expertly driven her to orgasm played out in her mind like a vividly detailed porno. She could almost smell the heady scent of their sweat mingling together, feel the heat of his muscular body against hers, and hear their moans filling the room. He had etched every sensation into her memory, every touch and every movement replaying in her mind's eye as if it was happening all over again.

Xavier, sensing Isabelle's wandering thoughts, carefully placed his arm around her waist and pulled her closer to him. He could feel her body tremble slightly as she recalled their previous day's passionate encounter. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating, drawing him in even more.


"Isabelle isn't just a talented wine entrepreneur," he announced to the group of wealthy guests they were conversing with. "She's absolutely ravishing in bed." Isabelle flushed red with embarrassment, feeling the heat of their gazes upon her. Xavier then pointed to Alex, who stood nervously nearby. "And Alex here is quite skilled in pleasuring men who are so inclined."


The room filled with murmurs of interest, and Alex felt his cock harden in his pants at the explicit conversation about cuckoldry and their sexual availability. He couldn't help but feel a mix of shame and excitement at being exposed like this.


To their surprise, the powerful and wealthy guests seemed receptive to Xavier's revelations. They eagerly expressed their curiosity about Isabelle and Alex's unconventional relationship.


A wealthy wine magnate stepped closer to Isabelle, his fingers gently brushing her soft hair behind her ear. "You're more beautiful than I could have ever imagined," he whispered, his eyes drinking her in. Another male guest, equally enthralled, moved in and pressed himself against her. She gasped as she felt his hard cock pressing into her belly.


"I will fill your tight pussy until you can't take any more," he whispered into her ear, sending shivers down her spine. The explicit conversation continued, focusing on the couple's willingness to explore cuckoldry and indulge in alternative sexual experiences.


As the guests' words washed over her, Isabelle's mind raced with conflicting emotions. She felt vulnerable, yet undeniably aroused. Meanwhile, Alex grappled with his own desires, both ashamed and excited by the prospect of watching his beloved wife with more men—or even submitting to them himself.

***

"Xavier," Isabelle whispered hesitantly, "where's Maxwell?"


"Ah, don't worry, Isabelle. He will join us later in the Red Room," Xavier replied with a knowing smile.


"Red Room?" she asked curiously, her heart pounding with anticipation.


"Indeed, my dear," he said, his eyes gleaming with excitement. "It's a special place where you'll have the opportunity to provide your talents to our esteemed guests." As he spoke, Xavier guided Isabelle into the arms of an older billionaire who stood nearby with his wife.


The man, his silver hair contrasting against his well-tailored suit, wrapped his arms around Isabelle's waist and drew her into a deep kiss, their tongues dancing together passionately. His wife looked on, urging them both with an enthusiastic grin. Isabelle found herself strangely aroused by her newfound desire to submit eagerly to any man who desired her.


Feeling bold, Isabelle let her hand drift down to the older man's crotch, feeling the weight and thickness of his erection pressing against his pants. Impressed, she couldn't help but think about how it would feel inside her.


"Let's go to the Red Room," the old billionaire suggested with a lustful glint in his eyes. He led Isabelle, his wife, and Alex toward the mysterious room.


Upon entering, the atmosphere of the Red Room dumbfounded Isabelle and Alex. It was a decadent, luxurious playground for the rich and elite to explore unadulterated sexual experiences. They had bathed the room in soft red light, casting long shadows on black and red velvet furnishings. Erotic paintings adorned the walls, and fire torches flickered, adding an element of danger to the scene. They marveled at an array of sex toys and contraptions that filled the room, some familiar and others completely foreign to them.


The focal point of the room was a round bed at its center, draped in silky crimson sheets. The old billionaire gestured for Isabelle to remove her gown and get on the round bed. She hesitated for a moment, glancing back at Alex, who simply nodded in encouragement.


As Isabelle disrobed, several men gathered around the bed, their eyes devouring her every move. Lost in a sexual mist, she no longer cared about embarrassment or her marriage vows. This new world of carnal pleasure called to her, and she could not resist.


Isabelle moved with graceful fluidity, the sound of rustling fabric filling the air as she revealed her stunning body. Her ample breasts bounced slightly as she shrugged off her gown, the scent of her perfume filling the room. The softness of her supple skin was clear as she stepped onto the bed, her firm, round ass swaying seductively with every step. As she bent over, the men were treated to a clear view of her perfectly shaved pussy, the aroma of her pussy filling their nostrils and the sight of her glistening folds sending a shiver down their spines.


Isabelle's hands roamed over the curves of her body, tracing the contours of her soft skin. Her fingers cupped her breasts, kneading them gently as she arched her back. The sound of her soft moans filled the air, and she could feel the warmth building between her thighs. As she pinched her nipples, a rush of heat shot through her body, sending shivers down her spine. She slid her hand down her stomach, tracing the line of fine hair that led to her swollen clit. The scent of her arousal hung heavy in the air, mingling with the musky scent of the watching men. They grew more excited, some openly stroking their cocks as they watched this goddess perform for them. And Isabelle, intoxicated by their lustful gaze, reveled in her newfound freedom, lost in the sensations of her own body.


"Such a beautiful sight," murmured one man, his voice thick with desire. "I can't wait to taste her."


"Patience," the old billionaire said with a grin. "We'll all get our turn."

***

Isabelle felt the heat rise in her cheeks as she put on a lewd performance for the men surrounding her in the Red Room. She glanced over at Xavier, who was stroking his enormous hard cock with eager anticipation. "Such a wanton slut," Xavier growled. His icy blue eyes bored into her, sending a jolt of heat through her core. She whimpered, fingers sliding into her dripping cunt. With a sly grin, Xavier beckoned a man with his finger, and Isabelle realized it was the black butler who had escorted her and Alex to the Ballroom earlier.


"Esteemed guests," announced Xavier, his voice dripping with authority, "Isabelle's husband will now prepare our man here to fuck his beloved wife."


The room fell silent, all eyes on Alex as he hesitated for a moment before getting down on his knees in front of the black butler. His fingers trembled slightly as he unzipped the man's pants, slowly revealing the massive black cock that lay beneath. The sight of it drew gasps from everyone present, as it was larger and thicker than any they had ever seen before. The immense size of the butler's member was almost overwhelming, with its bulbous head, thick veins running along its impressive length, and a girth that could barely be contained by even the largest of hands.

The butler's erect cock had a deep black flesh tone and stood tall, almost like it was saluting. Its veiny girth pulsated with anticipation, as if it couldn't wait any longer. Alex gently pulled back the foreskin, revealing the swollen, mushroom-shaped head that seemed to beg for attention. The sound of Alex's fingers against the skin of the member was audible. The contrast between the dark, almost ebony color of his shaft and the lighter, sensitive flesh of the glans added to its mesmerizing appearance. The smell of his inky member was musky, yet alluring, as if it was calling out to Alex. As he touched it, the feeling was smooth, yet firm, almost like black silk against his fingertips.


"Worship it," Xavier encouraged, smirking at Alex's apparent fascination with the fine specimen in his hands.


Alex gently wrapped a firm hold on the black butler's colossal erection, feeling a strange sense of excitement as he pleasured the man whose height towered over him. As he grew bolder, he pressed his lips to the tip. The butler's eyes slid shut as Alex sucked him, inching deeper with each bob of his head. He then deep-throating the butler's enormous cock, lost in the act. Guests whispered and chuckled at the sight of Alex's small penis, fully erect and dwarfed by the black butler's magnificent shaft.


"Such a devoted husband, look, he's completely taken that gigantic cock down his throat," murmured one guest.


"Preparing his wife's lover with such loving care," added another.

Isabelle squirmed, cunt pulsating at the sight. Her husband, on his knees, servicing this black man, preparing him to fuck her. She'd never been so aroused. 


Sensing that the black butler was ready, Xavier called out to Alex. "Enough. It's time he took what is his." 


Isabelle, now a wild and wanton creature, spread her gorgeous legs wide, her pussy glistening with anticipation. "Please," she begged, her voice thick with desire, "take my married cunt!"


The black butler prowled onto the bed, positioning himself at Isabelle's entrance, his massive chiselled ebony body completely shrouding hers. The tension in the room was palpable as he slowly pressed his monumental black cock into her, inch by agonizing inch. Isabelle's body responded to the entry, accommodating his sheer size until it fully sat deep within her.


"Fuck her, Kofi," Xavier commanded, his voice authoritative yet tinged with lust.


With a deep breath, the black butler stroked out, then back into Isabelle, the wet sound of their joining filling the room. He started off slowly, savoring the sensation of her tight pink pussy against his black rod, but soon picked up speed, his powerful strokes eliciting cries of ecstasy from her lips. The smell of his sweat and her candid sex hung heavy in the air, mixing with the scent of burning torches. Isabelle gasped out filthy words, her voice rising in pitch as she moaned like the lascivious slut she'd become for this black Adonis. Every thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body, and she clung to him desperately, her red nails digging into his ebony skin as she begged for more.


"Join them," Xavier offered to Alex, who hesitated only a moment before climbing onto the bed, pressing his lips to Isabelle's in a passionate kiss. As the black butler continued to piston into his wife, Alex whispered into her ear, "This is how you deserve to be fucked, my love."


"Tell him to enjoy your married pussy, Isabelle," Xavier demanded, and she did, urging the black butler on with feverish abandon.


"Fill me with your man cum!" she cried as her body shuddered with another orgasm.


The black man's thrusts grew more feral, more desperate, chasing his own release until finally, with a guttural groan, he spilled his seed deep inside Isabelle's married pussy. On the edge of the bed, Alex gripped the butler's heavy balls while frantically masturbating, his own climax washing over him in concert with his wife's pleasure.


The sight of the debauchery unfolding before them was too much for many of the guests to bear, and they too found themselves lost in the throes of their own climaxes. They filled the room with the sounds of moans, gasps, and sated sighs as Isabelle, Alex, and the black butler lay tangled together, a testament to the unbridled desires that had unleashed within them all.

***

The Red Room reeked of sex. 


Isabelle lay sprawled on the bed, legs splayed open, as another man thrust into her slick cunt. She moaned, nails digging into his back, urging him deeper. His cock slid in easily—she was so wet and open from the others. A used, sloppy mess. 


“Fuck, you’re a good little slut,” the man grunted, pinching her nipples. She whimpered, eyes rolling back. Across the room, Alex was bent over, taking it from behind, his asshole stretched wide around a thick cock. The old man riding him held on to his hips and grunted hard as he released. Alex rocked back and forth, ensuring he milked the cock until completion. 


Isabelle came again, her cunt clenching around the stranger’s dick. He groaned, burying himself to the hilt and unloading inside her. She felt the hot pulses of his cum, adding to the mess already filling her. 


The man pulled out with a wet pop and another took his place. Isabelle’s head lolled to the side, searching the room. Where was Max? She needed him, needed to feel his familiarity as he enjoyed her. 


Then she saw him, watching from the corner, eyes dark with lust. Her heart raced. “Max, please,” she whispered. 


He stalked forward and shoved the other man away. Isabelle whimpered at the loss, but then Max was over her, kissing her deeply. She tasted the tang of a woman's pussy on his tongue and moaned. 


“Max, please, I need you,” she breathed as he slid inside her, so thick and perfect. Pleasure sparked, intensifying the ache in her core. She wrapped her legs around him, pulling him close. 


Max's lips trailed down her neck, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake. He thrust deep and slow, savoring the sensation of her warm, velvety skin against his. As he whispered her name, "Mrs. Beaumont." Isabelle tilted her head back, exposing her throat. Max took advantage of the opportunity, kissing and nipping at the sensitive skin there.

"I've always wanted you," he murmured, his voice low and husky. "Watched you from the shadows."

Her finger pressed gently against his lips, silencing him. Her other hand gripped his hip, pulling him closer. "I've always known, Max," she whispered. "Now you can take me anytime you want."

Max groaned, the sound a mixture of pleasure and desire. He leaned in, pressing his lips to the base of her throat before sucking a bruise over her pulse. The taste of her skin was intoxicating, the spice of her arousal filling his nostrils. He felt her muscles clench around him, urging him on.

As he thrust into her, his movements becoming more erratic with each passing moment, he felt a sense of possessiveness wash over him. She was his, and he was hers. There was nothing else in the world that mattered to him then. 


"Yours," she whispered, her warm breath tickling his earlobe. He felt her pussy clench around him, and he groaned as she came with a guttural sound, her whole body shuddering. Max growled with pleasure, thrusting into her hard and fast until he followed, spilling deep inside. They filled the room with the sound of their moans and the slapping of their bodies. They clung together, and both panted with exhaustion. Isabelle smiled, feeling sated and complete in his arms.



Epilogue
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The sun-drenched terrace was alive with chatter and laughter over the clink of silverware. Isabelle slid into a chair beside Alex, her hand finding his knee under the table. 


"The Singapore delegation made an offer we can't refuse." Alex grinned, covering her hand with his own. "Celestial Wines is going Far East." 


Isabelle kissed his cheek, her heart swelling with pride. Her gaze drifted to Maxwell, leaning against the railing, coffee cup in hand, staring at the sea. His broad shoulders strained the seams of his shirt and her mouth went dry, remembering how they felt last night under her palms. 


Alex followed her gaze. "Should we invite him over?" 


"Please." She squeezed his knee. 


Alex waved Max over. He ambled to the table, morning coffee sloshing over the rim of his cup. Isabelle stood and raised her flute of champagne. 


"To new ventures and new connections." Her eyes locked with Max's. A slow smile spread across his face, crinkling the corners of his eyes. 


"To taking risks and embracing rewards." Alex clinked his glass against hers. 


"To living life to the fullest." Max's smoky voice followed. 


They drained their glasses. Isabelle licked her lips, tasting the tang of champagne and the promise of pleasure. Her pussy throbbed, slick and needy. A whole new world of delight was theirs for the taking. She only had to reach out and seize it.


Max set down his coffee cup and moved closer. "The only question left is, how deep do you want to dive?" 


She gazed into Alex's eyes, seeing the love and trust of years past, the passion of the present, and adventures yet to come. Her heart swelled, ripe with possibility. 


"As deep as it goes."


***


More by Ivy
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