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CHAPTER I 


The sun was dipping low on the horizon as Ethan and Olivia arrived at their beachfront villa in Cabo San Lucas, a secluded spot known for its clear waters and vibrant nightlife. The villa exuded luxury with its private pool, open terrace, and a path leading directly to the sandy beach. The rhythmic sound of waves rolling ashore filled the air. 

Ethan stepped inside first, taking in the spacious interior. Wide glass doors opened to an ocean view, and a king-sized bed with crisp linen dominated the room. His gaze lingered on Olivia as she followed, her golden hair catching the sunlight. She wore a sundress that clung to her curvy frame, the fabric moving against her body in a way that made Ethan’s throat tighten. 

“What do you think?” she asked, spinning slowly, her dress flaring out to reveal more of her toned legs. 

“It’s perfect,” Ethan murmured, though his eyes weren’t on the villa. Olivia smiled knowingly and walked to the terrace, her hips swaying. 

Ethan followed her outside, where the view took his breath away. The ocean stretched endlessly, the water shimmering under the setting sun. Olivia leaned on the railing, her back arched as she gazed at the horizon. 

“We needed this,” she said softly, turning her head to meet Ethan’s eyes. 

“Yeah, we did,” he agreed, standing beside her. His hand brushed hers, and for a moment, everything felt like it used to: easy and intimate. But beneath that calm surface, Ethan’s insecurities churned. On the beach earlier, younger men, muscular and confident, had openly ogled Olivia. Their gazes lingered on her in ways that made Ethan’s chest tighten with both pride and something darker. 

They spent the next few hours settling in, unpacking their bags, and taking a walk along the beach. Olivia’s laughter rang out as the waves lapped at their feet, her playful energy pulling Ethan out of his thoughts. Yet, the nagging feeling of inadequacy lingered. He adored Olivia—her beauty, her charisma, the way she seemed to captivate everyone. But sometimes, that adoration came with the fear of not being enough. 


That evening, as the sky turned darker, Ethan and Olivia sat on the terrace for dinner. The staff had laid out fresh seafood, chilled wine, and tropical flowers. The flickering candlelight cast shadows over Olivia’s features, accentuating her full lips and sparkling eyes. 

Ethan couldn’t stop staring. Her hair fell in soft waves over her shoulders, and her dress had slipped slightly off one shoulder, revealing smooth, golden skin. She caught him staring and smirked. 

“Something on your mind?” she teased, taking a sip of wine. 

“You look amazing,” he said, his voice low. 

“Flatterer.” Olivia leaned back, her smile playful. “You’ve been quiet since we got here. What’s going on?” 

Ethan hesitated. “Just... taking it all in.” 

“Hmm.” Olivia’s eyes sparkled. “Taking me in, you mean?” 

Ethan chuckled, his cheeks flushing. “Maybe.” 

“I noticed the way you watched me on the beach,” she said, her voice dropping slightly. “Not just me. You saw how others looked at me too, didn’t you?” 

Ethan’s breath hitched. He wasn’t sure how to respond. Olivia’s gaze pinned him in place, sharp and knowing. 

“They couldn’t take their eyes off you,” he admitted. “Not that I can blame them.” 

“And how did that make you feel?” she asked, her tone curious but teasing. 

“Proud,” Ethan said honestly. “And maybe... a little jealous?!” 

“ Interesting. ” Olivia’s smile widened, and she leaned forward. “What if I told you I noticed how you were looking at them too?!” 


Ethan’s cheeks burned. “I wasn’t—” 

“You were,” she interrupted. “You noticed how they looked at me, but you also noticed them. You’ve been quieter than usual ever since.” 

Ethan fidgeted with his glass. “I guess I just...” 

“You liked it,” Olivia said, her voice soft but sure. She leaned closer, her fingers brushing his. “Didn’t you?!” 

He swallowed hard. “ Maybe. ” 

“Maybe isn’t an answer,” she said, her lips curling. She reached across the table, her fingers trailing over his wrist. “You can tell me anything. You know that, right?” 

He nodded, his heart racing. The air between them was charged, electric. 

“I think it excited you,” Olivia continued, her fingers tracing circles on his wrist. “The idea of other men looking at me. Wanting me. Maybe even...” She paused, her eyes locked on his. 

Ethan’s mind raced. Olivia’s smile softened as she leaned back. 

“It’s okay if it did,” she said. “I want you to know that. We’re here to relax and be honest. If that’s something you’ve thought about, maybe we should talk about it.” 

Ethan’s pulse thundered. He looked at Olivia, at the way the candlelight highlighted her curves. He took a deep breath. 

“I’ve thought about it,” he admitted, his voice barely audible. “I don’t know what it means, but... yeah.” 

Olivia’s smile deepened. “Thank you for telling me.” 

She stood and walked to him, her fingers trailing along his shoulder as she leaned close. 

“Maybe we should explore  that?” she murmured, her voice dripping with suggestion. 

Ethan stiffened slightly. “It’s not that simple. This isn’t just some fantasy, Olivia. It’s… complicated.” 


“I know it is,” Olivia said, sitting back down beside him. She reached for his hand, holding it between hers. “But that’s why we’re talking about it. I’m not rushing you. I want us to figure this out together. If it’s not something you’re okay with, we won’t do it.” 

Ethan looked into her eyes, searching for any trace of hesitation. All he saw was warmth and reassurance. “It’s just... what if it changes how you see me? What if I regret it?” 

Olivia’s expression softened. “Ethan, I’ll never see you differently. If anything, being open about this makes me love you even more. And regrets? We don’t have to dive into this headfirst. We can go slow, set boundaries. We’ll do what feels right for both of us.” 

Ethan exhaled deeply. “I don’t know. It’s a lot to take in. The idea of someone else…” He trailed off, unable to finish the thought. 

Olivia squeezed his hand. “You’re not losing me, Ethan. You’re sharing a part of me. But it’s always going to be our  experience. You’re still the one I come home to. The one I love.” 

Her words hung in the air, and Ethan felt the tension in his chest start to ease. “What would it even look like? How does something like this work?” 

“Well,” Olivia said, leaning forward with a teasing smile, “that depends on what we’re comfortable with. Maybe it’s just flirting at first. A little teasing. Or maybe it’s more. But only if you’re okay with it. No pressure.” 

Ethan’s mind raced as he considered her words. The thought of Olivia being admired, desired by someone else—it was both thrilling and terrifying. “I’d have to be there. I don’t think I could handle it if I wasn’t.” 

“Of course,” Olivia said without hesitation. “You’d always be there. This isn’t about shutting you out, Ethan. It’s about bringing us closer.” 


Ethan’s brow furrowed. “Have you thought about this before?” 

“Not exactly like this,” Olivia said honestly. She took a deep breath and met his gaze. “I’ve fantasized, sure. But this... actually doing it? Talking about it openly? It’s the first time for me too.” 

Ethan’s shoulders relaxed slightly. “So... it’s not like you’ve done this before.” 

“Never,” Olivia said firmly. “Ethan, you’re the only man who’s ever had me since we got together. Over a decade now.” She smiled softly. “And that’s why I trust you enough to even talk about this. Because it’s you. We’re in this together.” 

Her words struck a chord deep within him. Ethan rubbed the back of his neck, still processing. “And you’re sure you want this?” 

“I want us to try it,” Olivia corrected gently. “Together. This isn’t me running off with someone else. This is us exploring something new. I’ll always be yours, Ethan. Always.” 

He nodded slowly, the weight of the conversation settling on his shoulders. “Alright. Let’s... talk about it more. See where it goes.” 

Olivia’s smile brightened, and she leaned in to kiss him. Her lips were soft, lingering, and full of promise. When she pulled back, her eyes glimmered with excitement. 

“This is going to be fun,” she said, her voice low and sultry 

CHAPTER II

The morning sun beat down over Cabo San Lucas, warming the sands as Ethan and Olivia strolled along the beach. Olivia walked a step ahead, her sheer cover-up doing little to hide the coral blue bikini beneath. The strings tied at her hips and neck accentuated her figure, the bright fabric barely covering her curves. It was the kind of outfit she wore only when she was far from anyone they knew. Ethan’s gaze trailed her, but his thoughts lingered on their conversation from the previous night. The excitement and nerves from what they’d discussed kept looping in his mind, making his stomach flutter. 

“Do you hear that?” Olivia asked, glancing over her shoulder. Her eyes sparkled, and her hair shimmered in the sun. Ethan caught the sound of cheers and laughter carried on the breeze. “Sounds like a game. Let’s check it out.” 

Before he could respond, Olivia grabbed his hand and pulled him toward the noise. 

Ethan followed her lead, his gaze shifting between her glowing excitement and the volleyball court they were approaching. A small crowd of vacationers had gathered to watch. Players dove, spiked, and cheered, their energy palpable. Ethan spotted him almost immediately—a tall, muscular Black man in his mid-20s who towered over the others. His athletic frame moved with a grace that was impossible to ignore. Sweat glistened on his skin as he jumped to spike the ball, sending it crashing to the sand. 

“Wow,” Olivia murmured, her voice laced with awe. Her eyes lingered on the man, a flicker of something deeper crossing her face. “He’s... really good.” 

Ethan’s throat tightened. “Yeah, he is,” he said flatly, trying to ignore the faint heat rising in his chest. 

The man grabbed a towel and wiped his face before noticing the two of them standing at the edge of the group. His eyes met Olivia’s, and he smiled, broad and easy, as though he’d just found an old friend. 

“Hey,” he called out, walking toward them. His voice was deep, carrying a warmth that made it hard not to smile back. “You here to join in or just watching?” 

Olivia chuckled, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. “Watching, for now. That spike was incredible. I don’t think we’d keep up.” 


“Thanks,” he said, shifting the towel to his shoulder. “I’m Marcus.” He offered his hand to Olivia first. She took it, her smile widening. 

“Olivia,” she replied, her voice carrying a flirtatious lilt that wasn’t lost on Ethan. 

Marcus turned to Ethan, who stepped forward and shook his hand. “Ethan,” he said, meeting Marcus’s steady gaze. The man’s grip was firm but friendly, his confidence almost disarming. 

“Nice to meet you both,” Marcus said, his smile lingering. He glanced back at Olivia briefly, his eyes flicking down for the smallest fraction of a second before returning to her face. “You two staying around here?” 

“Just up the beach,” Olivia said. “It’s our first time here. What about you?” 

“Same. Needed a break from the grind,” Marcus said with a shrug. “I’m working on my MBA, so this was a much-needed vacation before things get crazy again.” 

“That sounds intense,” Olivia said, tilting her head. “What made you choose Cabo?” 

Marcus chuckled. “The beach, the weather, the energy. What’s not to love?” He gestured at the crowd behind him. “And the volleyball’s not bad either.” 

Olivia laughed, her voice light and melodic. Ethan stayed quiet, feeling a strange mix of tension and curiosity build in his chest. Marcus exuded an ease that Ethan couldn’t ignore, and the way Olivia responded to him wasn’t lost on him either. 

“You guys want to grab a drink later?” Marcus asked, his tone casual but inviting. “I don’t know many people here yet, and you seem like good company.” 

Ethan hesitated, glancing at Olivia. She didn’t miss a beat. “We’d love to,” she said, her eyes lighting up. “Why don’t you come by our villa tonight? It's that one over there, it has a great view.” 


Marcus’s grin widened. “Wow, that's a nice place. What time?” 

“How about seven?” Olivia suggested, her voice smooth and confident. 

“Perfect,” Marcus said. He gave a small wave before turning back to the game. “See you then.” 

As they walked back toward their villa, Ethan felt a knot of tension growing in his stomach. Olivia walked close beside him, her hand brushing his lightly. She seemed completely at ease, her smile lingering as if she were still enjoying the exchange. 

“You seemed eager to invite him,” Ethan said after a long silence, his voice even but probing. 

Olivia glanced at him, her smile curving into something sly. “He seemed nice. And wasn’t this exactly what we talked about?” 

Ethan exhaled. “I know. It’s just... happening faster than I thought.” 

She stopped and turned to face him, placing her hand on his chest. Her touch was gentle but firm, and her eyes locked with his. “Ethan, we’re not doing anything you’re not comfortable with. You can call it off if you want. But,” she added, her hand sliding down slightly, fingers brushing lightly against his stomach, “I can tell you’re thinking about it already.” 

He hesitated, looking down at her hand resting over his heart. “I don’t know. I guess... I wasn’t expecting him to be so—” 

“Confident? Charming?” she finished, raising an eyebrow. She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper as her hand drifted lower, grazing over the front of his shorts. “It’s okay to admit he intrigues you too. I saw how you were watching him. And I know you’re thinking about it—about how it might feel to see him with me. To see his cock sliding inside me.” 

Ethan flushed. “I wasn’t—” 

“Relax,” Olivia said, cutting him off with a soft laugh. “It’s okay. I get it.” Her hand slid lower, firmly pressing against the throbbing hardness in his shorts. “You’re already hard, Ethan. Just the thought of it is turning you on, isn’t it?” She smiled knowingly. “Thinking about watching someone else fuck me... watching his cock stretch me open. I bet that’s what’s got you throbbing right now.” 

His breath hitched as her words sent a jolt of heat through him. “Olivia...” 

She smiled, leaning in to press a kiss to his jaw. “Trust me,” she murmured. “This is going to be fun.” 

Ethan nodded, though his thoughts remained tangled as they continued back to their villa. His pulse quickened, anticipation mingling with the tension swirling between them. 

CHAPTER III 

The golden hues of the sunset poured through the villa’s open windows, painting the bedroom in shades of amber and gold as the evening crept closer. Olivia stood before the full-length mirror, her silhouette framed by the sheer curtains billowing softly in the ocean breeze. Each movement of hers was deliberate, a slow, sensual dance meant to capture Ethan’s undivided attention. She tilted her head slightly, her golden hair spilling over one shoulder, and ran her hands down her sides, pausing at her hips as she admired herself. 

Ethan sat on the edge of the bed, barely breathing. His heart pounded as he watched her, his gaze tracing every curve of her body. The tension between them was thick, his arousal almost unbearable as Olivia took her time preparing for the night. 

“What do you think?” Olivia asked, holding up a delicate piece of black lace lingerie. The fabric shimmered faintly in the light, barely substantial enough to cover anything. She turned it over in her hands, her lips curling into a playful smile. “Too much? Or just enough?” 


Ethan swallowed hard, his throat dry. “It’s... definitely enough,” he croaked, his voice hoarse with arousal. 

“Just enough to make him lose his mind,” Olivia murmured, almost to herself. She held the lingerie against her body, the sheer black lace barely concealing her golden skin. She arched an eyebrow, her tone playful yet dripping with intent. “Do you think Marcus will like this? Or maybe I should try something even bolder?” 

Ethan’s jaw tightened at her words, the mention of Marcus sending a jolt of jealousy and anticipation coursing through him. He tried to keep his voice steady. “He’ll like it,” he said, his voice low. 

“Mmm, I hope so,” Olivia said, her voice a sultry hum. She turned her back to Ethan, giving him a full view as she slipped off her robe, letting it fall to the floor in a pool of sheer fabric. Her bikini bottoms hugged her curves perfectly, the thin strings leaving little to the imagination. She bent slightly to pick up a pair of stockings, her movements slow and deliberate, the arch of her back making Ethan’s pulse hammer in his ears. 

“Black or nude?” she asked, holding the stockings up for him to see. Her voice was casual, but the way she bent her knees and leaned forward, emphasizing the curve of her ass, was anything but. 

“Black,” Ethan said without hesitation, his voice tight. “Definitely black.” 

“Good choice,” Olivia purred, her lips curving into a mischievous smile. She rolled the black stockings up her legs slowly, the sheer fabric hugging her skin in a way that made Ethan shift uncomfortably on the bed. When she reached the lace tops, she adjusted them with a deliberate snap and paused, her fingers grazing the tops as her smile deepened. 

She glanced at him over her shoulder, her eyes glinting with playful malice. “Just like his cock is,” she said, her tone dripping with seduction, “ deliciously  black.” She straightened up, smoothing the lace along her thighs as she added, “You know,” her voice turning lower, almost conspiratorial, “I couldn’t help but notice Marcus earlier today.” She glanced at Ethan, her lips curving into a sly smile. “Did you see the way his swim trunks clung to him?” 

Ethan’s breath hitched, his chest tightening as Olivia continued, her tone soft but relentless. “That bulge... so thick, so obvious. I couldn’t stop thinking about how it would look when it’s fully hard.” She dragged her hands along the tops of her stockings, smoothing the lace deliberately, her eyes locked on Ethan. “ I’m wondering if I’ll even be able to take it all.” 

Ethan’s cheeks burned a deep crimson as Olivia leaned back slightly, her eyes glittering with amusement. “What do you think, Ethan?” she asked, tilting her head playfully. “Do you think I’ll be able to handle it? Or will I have to work for it, inch by inch?” 

His mouth opened, but no words came out, his arousal rendering him completely silent. Olivia laughed softly, her tone dripping with amusement and wicked satisfaction. 

“You know,” she began, her voice taking on a soft, sultry edge, “I’ve been thinking about tonight all day. About how Marcus is going to look at me when he walks in. I want him to see me like this,” she gestured down at herself, the sheer stockings catching the fading light, “and know he’s been invited to something he’ll never forget.” 

Ethan’s gaze stayed glued to her hands as she adjusted her stockings again, but he couldn’t bring himself to respond. His breath was shallow, his chest rising and falling faster with each passing second. Olivia smirked, noticing the tension in his shoulders, the way his fists clenched the comforter. 

“Do you think he’ll be able to keep his hands off me?” she asked, tilting her head playfully. “Or do you think he’ll just pin me against the wall the moment he sees me?” She laughed lightly, shaking her head as if amused by the possibilities. “I know one thing for sure,” she said, her tone dropping to a whisper, “I’ll love knowing you’re watching every second of it.” 

Ethan’s cheeks burned, and he bit his lip, unable to tear his eyes away as she slowly slid her foot back to the floor. Olivia leaned in closer, her face inches from his now, her breath warm against his skin. “You’re so quiet,” she teased, her voice a velvety purr. “Cat got your tongue? Or are you just too busy imagining what’s going to happen tonight?” 

Ethan’s cheeks burned, and he looked away, though his body betrayed him. Olivia reached out, her fingers trailing along his jaw and forcing him to meet her gaze. 

“Don’t be shy,” she whispered, her lips curling into a wicked smile. “I can see how hard you’re trying not to touch yourself right now. You’re practically shaking with how bad you want me.” 

“Olivia...” Ethan began, his voice faltering as she pressed her hand against the growing bulge in his own shorts. He groaned, his body betraying him entirely. 

“Do you want to know what I’m thinking about?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper, her lips brushing against his ear. 

“What?” Ethan managed, his voice shaky. 

“I’m thinking about Marcus walking in here,” Olivia said, her voice dripping with seduction. “Seeing me like this, dressed up just for him. Watching his face when he realizes I chose this outfit to make him lose control. And you? You’ll be sitting right here, knowing you can’t do anything about it while he gets to take what he wants.” 

Her lips curled into a smirk as she leaned closer, whispering, “I wonder if he’ll ask you to leave the room, Ethan. Or maybe he’ll want you to stay and watch as I take him. Wouldn’t that be something?” 

Ethan’s cock throbbed painfully against her touch, and he let out a low groan. Olivia chuckled, the sound both teasing and affectionate. 

“I'm only kidding, I want you there in the room, seeing every single moment of it baby..." she looked directly at her hand working on his bulge and then quickly met back his gaze "You’re already so worked up,” she said, her voice thick with amusement. “And the night hasn’t even started yet.” 

She quickly stood and walked back to the mirror, her hips swaying deliberately. She picked up a sheer dress, a daring slip of fabric designed to tease and enthrall. The dress was almost transparent in black, with a plunging neckline that dipped dangerously low, exposing the black lace of her lingerie. The hem barely grazed the tops of her thighs, with slits running up either side that revealed smooth expanses of skin as she moved. The fabric clung to her curves like a second skin, accentuating her hips and the swell of her breasts, while the thin straps framed her bare shoulders delicately. She adjusted them with a practiced flick of her fingers, her eyes never leaving Ethan as she turned to face him. 

“What do you think?” she asked, her voice soft but loaded with intent. “Is it too much? Or just enough to drive him insane?” 

“It’s... perfect,” Ethan said, his voice thick with arousal. 

Olivia smiled, stepping closer to him. She placed one foot on the bed beside him, leaning in so her face was just inches from his. Her hand slid down his chest, her fingers tracing the outline of his waistband. 

“I want you to remember something,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his ear. “No matter what happens tonight, you’re the one I come home to. You’re the one I love. But that doesn’t mean I’m not going to enjoy every second of making my darling hubby squirm.” 


Ethan’s breath hitched as she pressed her lips to his neck, her teeth grazing his skin. When she pulled back, her eyes sparkled with mischief. 

“Be good,” she said, smoothing her hands over her hips. “I want you ready to enjoy the show.” 

She walked out of the room to the master bath, leaving Ethan trembling with anticipation and the unbearable ache of desire. The tension in the air was electric, and he knew tonight would push him further than he’d ever imagined. 

As the door clicked shut, Ethan collapsed back onto the bed, his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. His mind raced with images of what Olivia had just done and the promises her words held. He ran his hands over his face, feeling the heat radiate from his skin. The evening hadn’t even begun, but Olivia had already unraveled him completely. 

CHAPTER IV 

The night air was thick with warmth, carrying the salty tang of the sea as waves crashed rhythmically against the shore below the villa’s terrace. The flickering candlelight bathed the scene in an intimate glow, dancing over the elegant setup of wine glasses and a bottle of aged whiskey. Ethan sat rigid at the table, his fingers nervously tracing the edge of his glass as he watched Olivia move with unhurried grace. 

She was breathtaking, every step and sway of her hips a deliberate tease. The sheer dress she wore clung to her curves, revealing tantalizing glimpses of the black lace lingerie beneath. When she bent to adjust a candle, the hem lifted just enough to show the tops of her stockings, leaving Ethan torn between arousal and anticipation. 

“He’ll be here soon,” Olivia murmured, her voice breaking the silence. She glanced over her shoulder, her red lips curling into a sly smile. “You look like you’re about to jump out of your skin.” 

Ethan managed a weak laugh, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. “A little nervous,” he admitted, his voice barely audible. 

Olivia stepped closer, her bare feet silent against the tiled floor. She leaned over him, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “Good. I like knowing this gets to you. I want you to feel every second of it. Every look. Every touch. It’s all for us.” 

Ethan’s heart raced, but before he could respond, the sound of footsteps on the stone path cut through the moment. Olivia straightened, smoothing her dress over her hips as a smile spread across her face. 

Marcus appeared at the edge of the terrace, dressed casually in a fitted button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled to his elbows, revealing his muscular forearms. Dark jeans hugged his thighs, and his easy confidence was palpable as he approached. 

“Wow,” Marcus said, his gaze locking onto Olivia. “You look stunning.” 

“Thank you,” Olivia purred, stepping forward. She extended her hand, and Marcus took it, lifting it to his lips for a lingering kiss. Ethan watched, his pulse quickening as Olivia glanced at him, her eyes glinting with mischief. 

“Ethan,” Marcus said warmly, turning his attention to him. His handshake was firm, his smile disarming. “Good to see you again.” 

“You too,” Ethan replied, his voice steady but strained. 

“This is quite the setup,” Marcus said, his eyes taking in the terrace. “The view, the atmosphere... it’s perfect.” 

“It’s even better with good company,” Olivia said smoothly, her tone laced with flirtation. She poured the first round of drinks, her movements unhurried, her smile coy as she handed Marcus his glass. 

The three settled into conversation, the initial pleasantries easing into laughter and shared stories. Marcus was charming, effortlessly drawing both of them in, but Olivia guided the evening’s undertone with her subtle glances and lingering touches. 

“So, Marcus,” Olivia said, leaning forward so that her neckline dipped slightly, revealing more of the lace beneath. “What made you choose Cabo?” 

Marcus’s gaze dipped momentarily before meeting her eyes. “Needed a break,” he said, his tone casual. “School’s been intense. I wanted to just... let go for a bit.” 

“Have you managed that yet?” Olivia asked, her voice dipping lower. 

Marcus smirked, his eyes flicking to her lips. “Getting there. Tonight’s a good start.” 

Ethan’s grip tightened on his glass as he watched Olivia reach out, her fingers brushing against Marcus’s forearm. “We’re glad you’re here,” she said, her words directed at Marcus but her gaze flicking to Ethan, grounding him in the moment. 

The drinks flowed, and the conversation grew bolder. Olivia’s flirtation became more overt, her hand lingering on Marcus’s arm, her laughter ringing out like a siren’s call. Marcus leaned closer when he spoke to her, his confidence unwavering. 

“You’ve got an incredible way about you, Olivia,” Marcus said, his voice low and deliberate. “Confident. Captivating.” 

“I could say the same about you,” Olivia replied, her smile sly. Her fingers traced the rim of her glass, her eyes flicking to his lips and back again. 

Ethan shifted in his seat, his chest tightening as the tension between Olivia and Marcus thickened. She crossed her legs slowly, the hem of her dress sliding higher to reveal the delicate lace of her stockings. Marcus’s eyes dipped briefly, his restraint evident but his interest unmistakable. 

“You know,” Marcus said, turning to Ethan, “you’ve got an amazing woman here. You’re a lucky guy.” 

“I know,” Ethan said, his voice strained. He felt a mix of pride and helplessness as Olivia’s gaze locked onto his, a silent acknowledgment of his unspoken emotions. 

“We both are,” Olivia said, her voice soft but charged. She leaned back in her chair, her posture relaxed but her intent clear. “It’s rare to find someone who understands you so completely.” 

Marcus smiled, his attention fully on her now. “You’re even more stunning up close,” he said, his voice quieter, more intimate. 

Olivia’s lips parted slightly, her breath catching as she leaned toward him. But before she could continue, she glanced at Ethan, her eyes searching his with a mixture of vulnerability and purpose. “Ethan,” she murmured, her voice soft but laced with something deeper. “Are you really okay with this? I need to know you’re with me. I need to hear you say it.” 

Ethan’s throat tightened, his chest constricting with a mix of arousal and emotion. “I’m with you,” he managed, his voice barely above a whisper. “I want this too.” 

Her lips curled into a wicked smile, the tenderness in her gaze melting into fiery intent. She shifted, letting her confidence flood back into her voice as she looked at Ethan one last time, grounding him. “Good,” she whispered, her tone thick with approval. “Because I want you to see me tonight like you’ve never seen me before.” 

Turning back to Marcus, her lips parted slightly, her breath catching. “And you’re dangerous aren't you...?” she added, her tone playful but edged with something deeper. “I can see it in the way you’re looking at me.” 

Her fingers reached out, tracing along Marcus’s jawline. “Do you think you’ll make me lose control tonight?” 


Marcus’s smirk deepened as his hand slid over hers. “Only if you let me. But something tells me we’ve all already decided to.” His eyes dropped briefly to the swell of her chest, visible through the plunging neckline of her dress. “You’re not exactly making it easy for me to keep my hands to myself.” 

“Good,” Olivia replied, her voice sultry as her fingers traced down to his collarbone. “I want you to struggle. I want you to feel how badly you want it.” She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his ear as she whispered, “But don’t forget, Ethan’s watching. Isn’t that right, baby?” 

Ethan’s pulse hammered in his ears as Olivia turned to him, her eyes alight with mischief. She tilted her head, her expression feigning innocence. “You’re awfully quiet, Ethan. Is it because you like seeing me like this? With him?” 

His throat tightened, but he managed to nod, his breath shaky. Olivia’s smile widened, wicked and knowing. 

“I think he does,” Marcus said, his gaze flicking to Ethan. His hand slid higher on Olivia’s thigh, his thumb tracing slow, deliberate circles against the sheer fabric of her dress. “You’re okay with this, right? Watching her with someone who knows exactly how to handle her?” 

Ethan swallowed hard, his arousal unmistakable as he forced out a quiet, “Yes.” 

“That’s what I thought,” Olivia purred, shifting slightly so Marcus’s hand slipped higher. “But you don’t just want to watch, do you? You want to imagine what it’ll feel like. Watching me let him take control, feeling everything you’ve been fantasizing about.” 

Marcus chuckled, his confidence unshaken. “I bet you’re picturing it right now,” he said, his voice low as he leaned closer to Olivia. “The way she’ll sound when I touch her. The way she’ll beg when she’s ready.” 

Olivia’s breath hitched, her body visibly responding to Marcus’s words. She turned back to him, her lips parting as she murmured, “Maybe we should give him something to imagine.” 

Without hesitation, she closed the distance between them, their lips meeting in a kiss that was soft at first but quickly grew hungrier. Her hands slid up Marcus’s chest, fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt as his hand gripped her thigh possessively. 

Ethan couldn’t tear his eyes away, his arousal mingling with an ache he couldn’t define. The scene unfolding before him was intoxicating, every touch and sound igniting something primal within him. 

When Olivia broke the kiss, her lips were swollen, her breath unsteady. She glanced back at Ethan, a wicked smile playing on her lips. “I think he’s enjoying the view,” she murmured, her voice a sultry hum. 

“More than enjoying it,” Marcus added with a chuckle. His hand slid further up Olivia’s thigh, his fingers brushing against the bare skin beneath her dress. “I think he’s ready for more.” 

“Are you, Ethan?” Olivia asked, her tone dripping with mischief. “Or should we stop here and leave you to imagine the rest?” 

Ethan shook his head quickly, his silence speaking louder than words. Olivia leaned closer to Marcus, her voice dropping to a whisper just loud enough for Ethan to catch. “I want him to see everything tonight. Every single moment.” 

Marcus grinned, his hand sliding around Olivia’s waist to pull her closer. “Then let’s make sure he gets a show he won’t forget.” 

The night stretched ahead, heavy with unspoken promises, and Ethan knew there was no turning back. 

The villa’s bedroom was a haze of flickering candlelight and heated anticipation, the air thick with tension and the unspoken desires that had built throughout the night. Ethan sat in the chair at the foot of the bed, his hands gripping the armrests as he watched Olivia and Marcus step into the intimate glow of the room. 

Olivia moved with a deliberate slowness, the sheer fabric of her dress clinging to her curves and teasing glimpses of the black lace beneath. She stopped just short of the bed and turned to face Marcus, her lips curling into a seductive smile. The confidence radiating from her sent a jolt through Ethan—a mix of arousal, jealousy, and pride that left him breathless. 

“What do you think, Marcus?” Olivia asked, her voice a sultry purr as she slid the straps of her dress off her shoulders. The fabric cascaded down her body, pooling at her feet to reveal the full expanse of her lingerie. Black lace hugged her hips, the intricate design drawing Marcus’s eyes to every inch of her. 

Marcus’s lips parted, his voice thick with desire. “You’re... stunning.” 

Olivia’s smile deepened, and she stepped closer to Marcus, her fingers toying with the buttons of his shirt. Her nails grazed his skin as she worked each one loose, the fabric sliding off his broad shoulders to reveal his toned chest. Ethan’s pulse raced as he watched Olivia’s hands explore Marcus, her touch deliberate and unhurried. 

“I’ve been waiting for this,” Olivia murmured, her lips brushing against Marcus’s jaw. “I’ve been thinking about what it would feel like to let you touch me.” 

Marcus’s hands found her hips, his grip firm as he pulled her closer. “And now you’ll know,” he replied, his voice a low growl. 

Ethan’s breath hitched as Marcus’s lips captured Olivia’s in a deep, hungry kiss. Olivia melted into him, her body arching as his hands roamed up her back. Her moans were soft but audible, each one sending a shiver down Ethan’s spine. He shifted in his seat, his arousal undeniable as he watched the scene unfold before him. 

Breaking the kiss, Olivia turned her gaze to Ethan, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright with excitement. “Are you okay, baby?” she asked, her voice soft but edged with mischief. 

Ethan nodded, his throat dry as he managed a quiet, “Yes.” 

Olivia smiled, the reassurance in her eyes grounding him as she turned back to Marcus. She guided him to the bed, her hands sliding down his chest before reaching for the buckle of his belt. Marcus stood still, watching her with an intensity that made the air feel electric. 

“Let’s give him a show he’ll never forget,” Olivia whispered, her voice just loud enough for Ethan to hear. 

She eased Marcus’s pants down, his arousal already evident. Olivia’s fingers curled around him, her movements slow and deliberate as she explored him. She glanced over her shoulder at Ethan, her lips curving into a wicked smile. 

“Do you see this, baby?” she asked, her tone dripping with arousal. “Do you see how hard he is for me?” 

Ethan could only nod, his voice failing him as Olivia positioned herself on the bed. Marcus joined her, his hands gliding over her thighs as he leaned in to kiss her again. Olivia’s body responded eagerly, her back arching as Marcus’s lips trailed down her neck. 

When Marcus’s hands reached behind her to unclasp her bra, Ethan’s breath caught. The black lace fell away, revealing Olivia’s breasts, her nipples already hardened with anticipation. Marcus’s mouth claimed one, his tongue circling her peak as Olivia let out a low, throaty moan. 

“Tell him how it feels,” Marcus murmured, his voice rough as his lips trailed lower. 

Olivia’s eyes fluttered open, her gaze locking onto Ethan’s. “It feels... incredible,” she gasped, her voice trembling with pleasure. “He’s so good with his hands. And his mouth... oh, baby, it’s perfect.” 

Ethan shifted in his seat, his arousal painful as he watched Marcus’s hands slide to the waistband of Olivia’s panties. With one swift motion, he removed them, leaving her completely bare. Marcus parted her thighs, his lips trailing down her stomach before settling between her legs. 

Olivia’s cries filled the room as Marcus’s tongue worked her, his hands gripping her thighs to hold her in place. She writhed beneath him, her fingers tangling in his hair as her body trembled with every flick and stroke. Ethan’s grip on the armrests tightened, his knuckles white as he fought the urge to touch himself. 

“Are you watching, my darling little cucky?” Olivia asked breathlessly, her voice a mix of teasing and delicious cruelty. 

“Yes,” Ethan croaked, his throat dry, his voice trembling with arousal. 

“Good,” Olivia purred, her hips grinding harder against Marcus’s mouth, her eyes flicking toward Ethan with a wicked gleam. “I want you to see what this big black cock does to me, I've never felt like this before.” She moaned deeply, her head falling back as Marcus’s hands gripped her thighs tighter, pulling her closer to his relentless tongue. “I want you to burn this into your memory, baby—every single second.” 

When Olivia’s release finally came, her cries echoed through the room, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. Marcus lingered for a moment, his lips and tongue teasing her sensitive inner thighs, drawing out her shudders as she gasped for breath. His lips glistened as he rose, his gaze dark with desire. Without a word, he captured her mouth in a deep, consuming kiss, his hands roaming her body with renewed fervor. The sound of their mingling breaths filled the room, each one a promise of the intensity still to come. 

Ethan’s breath hitched as Marcus shifted, positioning himself between Olivia’s legs with deliberate slowness. He guided himself to her, his thick length pressing against her entrance. Olivia’s back arched off the bed, a loud, unrestrained moan escaping her lips as Marcus pushed into her inch by inch. Her nails raked lightly down his back, her body writhing beneath him as she adjusted to his size. 


The sight was overwhelming for Ethan. His grip on the chair’s armrests tightened, his pulse pounding in his ears as every slow, deliberate thrust sent a jolt of heat through him. Marcus set a deliberate rhythm, each movement measured, his hands gripping Olivia’s hips to pull her closer with every stroke. Olivia clung to him, her moans growing louder, filling the room with the raw sound of her pleasure. 

“Ethan,” she gasped, her voice trembling as her eyes flicked toward him. Her expression was one of unfiltered ecstasy, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted. “He’s so deep... I can feel every inch of him, baby. It feels like he’s splitting me open, filling me- FUCCCCKKKK... he's filling me in ways I didn’t think possible baby.” 

Marcus growled low in his throat, his hands sliding to her thighs to lift them higher, angling her hips to take him even deeper. The change in position drew a sharp cry from Olivia, her body arching further as he quickened his pace. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, each thrust deliberate and powerful, sending waves of pleasure crashing over her. 

“Tell him,” Marcus murmured, his voice rough and commanding. “Tell him how it feels to be fucked like this.” 

“It’s incredible,” Olivia moaned, her nails digging into Marcus’s shoulders as she clung to him. Her gaze locked onto Ethan’s, her eyes dark with desire. “I’ve never felt anything like this, baby. It’s filthy and raw, like he owns me completely in this moment. Can you see it? Can you see how much I’m giving him, and how much I’m taking? It’s... everything.” 

Ethan’s chest tightened his emotions a chaotic swirl of jealousy, pride, and arousal. He couldn’t look away, his body tense with the effort of holding himself still. Every movement and every sound from Olivia drove him closer to the edge, the intensity of the scene unfolding before him almost too much to bear. 

Marcus’s pace became erratic, his thrusts harder and deeper as Olivia’s cries grew louder, her body trembling beneath him. Her hands tangled in his hair, her head falling back as another orgasm tore through her, her cries reverberating through the room. Marcus groaned deeply, his movements becoming almost frantic as he chased his own release. 

Ethan’s chest heaved as he watched Marcus lean down to place a lingering kiss on Olivia’s lips, the gesture both possessive and tender. When Marcus finally rose from the bed, he glanced at Ethan, his expression unreadable but respectful. Without a word, he began to dress, leaving the two of them alone in the electrified silence of the room. 

“He’s so deep,” Olivia gasped, her eyes locking onto Ethan’s. “I can feel every inch of him, baby. It feels so good.” 

Marcus quickened his pace, his hands gripping Olivia’s hips as he drove into her. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through Olivia as she cried out his name. 

Ethan’s emotions were a chaotic swirl of jealousy, arousal, and pride. He couldn’t look away, his entire body tense as he watched Olivia lose herself completely. Her pleasure was raw and unfiltered, every sound and movement a testament to the intensity of the moment. 

When Marcus finally pulled out, his body shuddered as he finished on Olivia’s stomach, his groan low and guttural. The sight left Ethan breathless, his chest heaving as he tried to process everything he’d just witnessed. 

Olivia turned to Ethan, her smile soft and inviting as she extended a hand. “Come here, baby,” she said, her voice gentle but filled with promise. “I want you to feel how much I love you.” 

Ethan rose from the chair, his legs shaking. The night was far from over, and he knew this was only the beginning of their exploration together. 

The bedroom was a haze of heat and satisfaction, the air heavy with the mingling scents of passion. Marcus adjusted his shirt as he stood near the door, his movements calm and unhurried. His smile was genuine as he looked at Ethan and Olivia, who remained seated on the bed, their bodies still glowing with the aftermath of their shared evening. 

“Thank you both,” Marcus said, his tone warm and respectful. “That was... incredible.” 

Olivia returned his smile, her cheeks still flushed as she pulled a sheet loosely around herself. “Thank you for making it so unforgettable,” she replied, her voice soft but sincere. 

Ethan managed a nod, his emotions still tangled as he met Marcus’s gaze. “Yeah, thank you,” he added, his voice steadier than he expected. 

Marcus nodded in return, his hand resting briefly on the doorframe. “You two have something really special,” he said. “Take care of each other.” 

With that, he stepped out into the night, the soft click of the door closing behind him leaving the room in charged silence. Olivia let out a slow breath, her fingers brushing through her tousled hair as she looked at Ethan. Their eyes met, and in that moment, everything unsaid passed between them—the love, the trust, the shared vulnerability of what they had just experienced. 

Ethan moved first, His steps were deliberate as he approached the bed, his gaze never leaving Olivia’s. She tilted her head, her lips curving into a soft, knowing smile as he sat beside her. 


“Are you okay?” Olivia asked, her hand reaching out to rest on his thigh. Her voice was gentle, but there was a flicker of uncertainty in her eyes. 

Ethan exhaled deeply, his hand covering hers. “I’m more than okay,” he said, his voice low but firm. “You were... amazing. Watching you like that, seeing you so free—it was everything I didn’t know I needed.” 

Her smile widened, her fingers tightening around his. “And you?” she asked, her voice dipping. “What do you need now?” 

Ethan’s response was wordless but unmistakable. He leaned in, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was slow and deep, a stark contrast to the raw intensity of the evening. Olivia responded instantly, her arms winding around his neck as she pulled him closer. The sheet slipped from her shoulders, baring her skin to his touch. 

Their kiss deepened, growing more urgent as Ethan’s hands began to explore her body. His touch was reverent yet possessive, his fingers tracing every curve as if reclaiming what had always been his. Olivia moaned softly against his lips, her body arching into him as his hands traveled lower. 

“I want you,” Ethan murmured, his voice rough with need. “I need you.” 

Olivia’s breath hitched, her nails grazing the back of his neck as she whispered, “Then take me.” 

Ethan didn’t need further encouragement. He shifted, guiding Olivia onto her back as he positioned himself between her legs. His lips moved from her mouth to her neck, leaving a trail of kisses that had her writhing beneath him. 

“You’re perfect,” he murmured against her skin, his hands sliding down to grip her hips. “Every part of you.” 

Olivia’s response was a breathless moan, her hands clutching at the sheets as Ethan’s lips found her breasts. His tongue circled one nipple before drawing it into his mouth, his free hand teasing the other. She gasped, her body trembling as he lavished her with attention, his touches both loving and possessive. 


When Ethan moved lower, his lips trailing down her stomach, Olivia’s legs parted instinctively. His hands gripped her thighs, his thumbs brushing the sensitive skin as he settled between them. He paused, his eyes meeting hers with an intensity that made her breath catch. 

“I want to taste you,” he said, his voice a low growl. 

Olivia’s only response was a soft whimper as Ethan lowered his mouth to her, his tongue parting her folds with deliberate slowness. Her back arched off the bed as his tongue worked her, each flick and stroke drawing her closer to the edge. Her hands tangled in his hair, her moans filling the room as he pushed her higher and higher. 

“Ethan,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I’m so close.” 

Her words only spurred him on, his movements becoming more focused as he brought her to the brink. When her climax finally hit, it was with a force that left her crying out his name, her body shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over her. 

Ethan didn’t stop, his lips and tongue drawing out her orgasm until she was left trembling and breathless. He moved back up her body, his lips capturing hers in a kiss that was filled with raw passion. She could taste herself on him, the intimacy of it sending another shiver down her spine. 

“I need you now,” Ethan whispered against her lips, his cock pressing insistently against her thigh. 

Olivia reached down, her fingers wrapping around him as she guided him to her entrance. Her eyes locked onto his, her voice steady as she said, “I’m yours, Ethan. Always.” 

He entered her slowly, his breath hitching as he felt her envelop him. They both moaned at the connection, their bodies moving together in perfect harmony. Ethan’s thrusts were slow at first, his hands gripping her hips as he set a steady rhythm. But as Olivia’s moans grew louder, her nails digging into his back, he quickened his pace, his movements becoming more urgent. 


“You feel so good,” Ethan murmured, his voice strained with pleasure. “So perfect.” 

“Don’t stop,” Olivia pleaded, her hips meeting his with every thrust. “Please, don’t stop.” 

Their bodies moved together, the room filled with the sounds of their lovemaking. Ethan’s hands roamed her body, his lips finding hers again and again as they climbed higher together. Olivia cried out as another orgasm overtook her, her body tightening around him as he followed her over the edge, his release explosive and all-consuming. 

They collapsed together, their bodies tangled as they lay in the aftermath of their passion. Ethan pressed a kiss to Olivia’s forehead, his hand brushing through her hair as he whispered, “I love you.” 

“I love you too,” Olivia replied, her voice soft but full of emotion. She curled against him, her head resting on his chest as they lay entwined in the quiet of the room. 

The night had been everything they had imagined and more, their bond stronger than ever as they drifted into a contented sleep, their fantasies explored and their love reaffirmed. 

***

Enjoyed the story?

If this tale left you wanting more, I’d love to hear your thoughts! Your rating or review makes a world of difference—it not only fuels my passion for writing but also helps other readers find and enjoy these steamy adventures. Thank you for being part of this journey. 💋

— Emily Felix
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From Wife to Muse: For The Neighbour’s Lens: A First Time Cuckold Tale 

(Direct Link: https://mybook.to/YZAYUrB )

John never imagined his quiet life with Alyson would take such a thrilling turn when their charming new neighbor, Vincent, moved in. A retired photographer with a flair for capturing beauty, Vincent sees something irresistible in Alyson—and offers her the chance to become his muse. Intrigued and flattered, Alyson steps into Vincent’s studio, and what begins as a playful idea quickly becomes something far more tantalizing. 

As Vincent’s lens lingers on Alyson, John watches from the sidelines, captivated by the chemistry unfolding before him. Each session pushes boundaries, revealing layers of desire, confidence, and temptation neither of them knew existed. With every pose and glance, Alyson transforms under Vincent’s direction, while John grapples with the thrill—and the tension—of seeing his wife in ways he never expected. 

From Wife to Muse: For The Neighbour’s Lens is a sultry, slow-burn story of trust, boundaries, and the electrifying power of watching someone you love become the object of another’s admiration. As the lines blur between playful sessions and something deeper, John and Alyson’s relationship faces a test that could change everything. 

How far will they go, and what will they discover along the way? Dive in and find out. 


About the Author

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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