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Chapter One
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The invitation arrives in an envelope so thick and creamy, it feels like it should come with a side of caviar on a silver tray.


Mr. and Mrs. Dylan Carter

You are cordially invited to

The Azure Cove Experience

Malibu’s most exclusive adults-only retreat

All expenses covered. Discretion guaranteed.



Dylan holds it up between two fingers, eyebrows climbing toward his hairline. "So, uh. Guess we’re going to Malibu?"

I snatch it from him. "Your boss is thanking you for closing the Henderson deal with a weekend getaway?" I squint at the fine print. "Adults-only?"

We’ve been married for a few years now, and while things are good, they’ve started to feel a little... beige. Comfortable, predictable, maybe even a bit stale. So an invitation for a weekend in Malibu feels like a much-needed spark.

I toss the invitation onto the kitchen counter. “Dylan, are we about to become extras in a B-grade movie or something?”

He chokes on his coffee. "What? No! I mean—I don’t think so? Richard only mentioned in passing that it was... unconventional."

I grin. I’ve met Richard, his boss, and Elena, his wife. They’re the type who drink their coffee black and pronounce “schedule” with a crisp sh. Definitely not the kind of couple you'd expect to moonlight in risqué weekend hobbies. “Adults-only” must’ve just meant bottomless prosecco and no screaming toddlers.

"Relax. If this turns out to be some kind of Eyes Wide Shut situation, I call dibs on the mask with the feathers."

Packing is a debate in itself.

"Do I bring the sensible one-piece or the bikini I’ve never had the guts to wear?" I call from the closet.

Dylan’s voice floats back from the bathroom. "Bring both. And maybe that black lace thing from our honeymoon."

I peek out. "Do you think that still fits?"

He pops his head around the door, toothbrush dangling from his mouth. "Only one way to find out."

Wrong answer. I throw a sock at him.

Azure Cove is the kind of place that makes you question whether you belonged there, and it’s not just because of the armed guard at the gate. The main villa is all sleek modern lines and floor-to-ceiling windows, with the ocean glittering beyond like a postcard. A hostess in a crisp white dress greets us with champagne flutes and a tray of cool towels.

"Welcome, Mr. and Mrs. Carter," she says. "Mr. Thorne is expecting you. For now, I will be taking you to your designated suite."

The suite is bigger than our apartment, complete with a private terrace, a hot tub, and a minibar stocked with bottles that probably cost more than our rent. I am elbow-deep in the complimentary chocolates when Dylan nudges me. 

"Let’s go explore.”

Even under the darkening sky, the grounds are immaculate, stocked with manicured gardens, a stunning infinity pool, and discreet little nooks with posh loungers. We follow the sound of laughter to a terrace where a small group of guests mingles under strings of delicate lights.

That’s when we see him.

Richard Thorne is standing near the railing with a drink in one hand, the other tangled in the hair of a woman who is definitely not Elena. She’s bent over the balcony ledge, her pastel sundress slipping low enough that her breasts are bouncing with each motion, teasing the edge of the fabric like they’ve got minds of their own.

"Oh my God," I hiss, grabbing Dylan’s arm.

Standing beside Richard is his wife, elegant as ever in a silk slip dress, sipping a martini and chatting amiably with another guest as if her husband isn’t currently—

"Are you seeing this?" I whisper.

Dylan’s face has gone through approximately twelve shades of red. "I’m trying not to."

Then Richard looks up and smiles.

He’s a damn fine man in his mid-forties, dressed like he lives perpetually on a yacht and only comes ashore for sport. “Ah, the Carters!” he calls out, not even slowing his stride. "Don’t mind us. Just enjoying the evening." 

The woman bending beneath him gives us a cheerful wave then her breath comes in ragged gasps. Richard's eyes are dark with desire as his hands slide forward to cup her tits, his thumbs circling the hardened nipples, sending waves of convulsion coursing through her.

His wife waves. "The canapés are divine, darling. Try the truffle ones."

Dylan makes a noise like a deflating balloon.

Richard chuckles. "I see we’ve caught you off guard. Azure Cove is a free-use resort. All guests are welcome to participate. Or not." 

Words completely abandon Dylan and me, leaving us standing there like two awkward mannequins at a party we’re clearly overdressed for.

“I’ll explain everything over dinner,” Richard says, breathless. “Bit tied up at the moment, as you can see.” His grip tightens in the woman’s hair as his hips stutter with a final thrust, a low moan escaping him right as his wife carries on comparing salad dressings with the woman.

I grab my husband’s elbow in a not-so-subtle yank and steer him toward the rose bushes. “Babe, are you aware we’ve just RSVP’d to an orgy?”

Dylan laughs. "It’s not an orgy. It’s just... options."

"Options," I repeat.

"Options.” Dylan shrugs, though the tension in his shoulders gives him away. “Like Richard said. We can join in, or not. No pressure, no expectations. Just adults having a good time... I guess.”

Before I can respond, a tanned server materializes behind us, linen pants so sharply pressed they could double as origami. “Mr. and Mrs. Carter,” he says with a polite nod, “Mr. Thorne requests your company in about half an hour at the cliffside pavilion for dinner.”

The pavilion is only a ten-minute walk, so we stroll at an easy pace, the warm evening air wrapping around us like silk. The path winds through lush greenery, leaves whispering in the breeze, while the distant hum of laughter and music builds a buzz of anticipation.

We don’t make it far before the tone of the weekend becomes unmistakable.

Just ahead, on a park bench, a platinum-blonde woman with a pixie cut kneels between a man's legs, her blouse rumpled around her waist as the man’s hands grope her tits with casual ownership. The setting sun glints off the tip of his cock as it slips in and out her pouty lips, and they don’t even glance our way.

Farther along, a golf cart sways gently. A topless redhead, her back to us, straddles a man with tousled, long hair. Their kiss is all heat and hunger, like they’ve forgotten there’s a world around them.

I catch Dylan glancing and then trying very hard not to glance. His pants, however, are less discreet, already tenting in betrayal. I laugh, and he raises a brow like, What, you’re immune? I’m not. My body’s already heating, my panties damp from the atmosphere alone.

We finally reach the pavilion, and the place looks like a lifestyle magazine spread collided with an illicit dream with willowing white curtains, golden lanterns glowing softly, and a long table that looks like the Oscars after-party has a baby with a seafood boil.

We descend on the buffet like starved wolves, half from hunger and half from sheer overstimulation. Richard arrives moments later with a glass of something golden and undoubtedly overpriced in hand.

“There they are!” he announces, eyes twinkling. “The Carters! Come, sit with us. We don’t bite.” He winks. “Unless asked.”

I promptly choke on a grape. Dylan? He just grins.

“Cora.” Richard turns to me. “Why don’t yachts ever get lost?”

I blink at him, caught off guard. “I... have no idea.”

He pauses, all dramatic flair. “Because they always stay current!”

I sputter into my drink, coughing and laughing at the same time.

Richard grins, clearly pleased with himself. “I like seeing you laugh. You’ve been awfully quiet. Not intimidated by all this, are you?”

I glance at Dylan, expecting him to bristle. Instead, he just watches, amused, his fingers drumming idly on the stem of his glass.

Something warm and reckless curl in my stomach. I take another sip of my wine—because free Bordeaux—and shrug with a smile. “Just observing. Like a wildlife documentary.”

His laugh is low and knowing. “Trust me, it’s going to be exciting.” He leans in and produces two small boxes, each holding a delicate gold necklace that catches the light with a subtle glint. “If you’d like to opt in, just wear one. They’re our little... signal.”

I blink. "So the necklaces mean...?"

“A proof of consent,” Richard says smoothly. “Easy as that.”

Dylan leans in, seemingly as intrigued as I am.

“Here’s how it works: You say yes, you get the necklace.” He flicks the delicate gold chain around his own neck. “Then you get to play. And don’t worry. All the guests here have been thoroughly vetted—looks, wealth, credentials, discretion, and yes, signed NDAs.”

I eye the necklace. “And if we change our minds?”

“No changing your mind once the necklace is on,” he says, grinning. “But trust me. You won’t want to.”

“Sleep on it,” Richard adds. “Tomorrow’s the deadline. If you opt out, we’ll move you next door to a similar resort, just without the... extracurriculars. Once you decide, there’s no going back.”

By the time Dylan and I get up to dance, everyone around us is fucking everyone else. One couple is going at it against a marble column, while another pair seems to be trying to eat crème brûlée off each other. Just a few feet from us, a brunette in a crimson dress whose tits defy both gravity and modesty is bent over a table, being pounded from behind by a man with a goatee sharp enough to cut glass.

I glance at Dylan and catch the exact second his Adam’s apple bobs up and down. Yep, he’s such a boob guy. Honestly, it’s like his Achilles’ heel, but way sexier. 

“You’re obvious.” I elbow his rib.

He grins, doesn’t even bother denying it. “And you’ve been laughing at Richard’s jokes like they’re actually funny.”

I roll my eyes. “But still. You’re surprisingly chill about all this.”

Dylan leans in, voice low. “And surprisingly, so are you. Admit it. We’re both a little curious.”

We lock eyes for a long, charged moment. Then, without a word, we each reach for the velvet boxes on the table and fasten the necklaces around each other’s necks.

Suddenly, Richard materializes behind us, like the scent of possibility summoned him. He eyes the necklaces. “Ah,” he says, clapping Dylan on the back. “The Carters have officially joined the party.”

I glance at Dylan, who shoots me an awkward wave before heading straight for the brunette. She smiles as he approaches. Then, with zero small talk, he lifts her dress and slides into her from behind. Damn. Not even a drink first.

Richard, unfazed, hands me a glossy brochure listing the resort’s amenities: sunrise yoga, sunset golf, live music at every meal. I skim it. 'So, is golfing skill required, or can total beginners humiliate themselves too?'"

“All skill levels are welcomed,” Richard says, his fingers toying with my gold necklace, then trailing down, skimming the ruffled neckline of my sundress. I gasp when he tugs the fabric aside, baring my breasts completely.

His fingers tease the peaks until they harden, and before I can say anything clever, he catches my moan with a kiss. “Mmm. You should try the yoga class tomorrow,” he murmurs against my lips. “The teacher’s amazing.”

Then he’s dipping down to take a nipple into his mouth, then the other, leisurely, like we’ve got all night.

“Sure,” I manage to stutter, fisting his hair with one hand because, gods, his mouth is incredible. Every flick of his tongue sends sparks straight to my core, and I’m barely holding it together. “Um... so the sauna is open 24/7?”

“Mmhmm,” he says, mouth still very much occupied. “And we’ve got massage therapists on call around the clock.”

Next thing I know, his hands are on my hips, guiding me onto the edge of the table. My sundress rides up as he peels off my panties with zero ceremony. He glances down and gives a wicked grin. “Already wet?”

He unzips just enough to free himself. Dylan might have him beat on girth, but there’s something about Richard’s veined and flushed cock that’s mesmerizing.

He lines himself up, slides in slowly but confidently, and I have to bite back a cry as the stretch sends sparks through me. One strong thrust and I’m full, the rhythm quickening as he sets the pace. My brain short-circuits somewhere between yes, please and Jesus, take the wheel.

His mouth finds my breast again, biting lightly before sucking deep, and I let out a squeal that is part shock, part pleasure.

“Sorry,” he grins against my skin. “You’ve just got the juiciest tits. Impossible to resist.”

Heat flushes through me. I arch into him, watching the way his eyes darken, like he’s teetering on the edge of control. Then he moves insistently, and my thoughts scatter. Pleasure curls tight in my belly, winding with every thrust until I’m clinging to him, breathless. My climax hits hard, a cry ripping from me. He follows with a groan, pressing his forehead to mine as we ride the wave together.

We’re a mess of limbs and blissful silence in the aftermath. He brushes a kiss to my lips and adjusts my dress with surprising tenderness before asking me, “Have you seen the bonfire?”
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​Chapter Two
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I hazily answer, “There’s a bonfire?”

A glance across the room finds Dylan grinning at me, his eyes dark with arousal. He’s got the brunette pinned beneath him now, his shirt ripped open, his movements rough and possessive. 

Richard and I straighten our clothes before stepping outside, following the trail of lights that leads to the resort’s private beach. A bonfire crackles in the distance, casting a warm glow over a dozen or so guests mingling, each one wearing the same delicate necklace.

Low couches and plush blankets are arranged around the fire with a food station nearby, and a few of the guests are already tangled up in ways that makes me glad I’d worn the dress with the good straps.

Richard asks, "Hungry?"

"Starving," I admit. "I think I burned off breakfast, lunch, and dinner."

He smirks. "The food station's still open. Go refuel. I'll catch up."

The buffet by the bonfire is a decadent spread of cheeses, fresh fruit, and bite-sized desserts that look too pretty to eat. (I eat them anyway.) 

But what's truly impressive is the staff. While guests tangle in shadowy alcoves and a woman two platters down rides her partner with her dress still half-buttoned, the servers glide through the chaos like Swiss watchmakers. A butler refills a champagne flute without blinking at the couple grinding against his serving tray. A bartender shakes a martini while politely sidestepping a hand creeping up a guest's thigh. Their professionalism would be eerie if it wasn't so damn convenient.

I’m mid-bite into a chocolate-covered strawberry, the kind so decadent it should come with a warning label, when a warm sensation slithers up the inside of my thigh. I freeze, the berry still poised at my lips, and turn my head.

Behind me, leaning against the buffet table like he owns it, is a guy who looks like he wandered off an NBA draft board. Tall, unfairly symmetrical, with the light from the bonfire reflected off his gleaming dark skin.

Without preamble, his fingers hook into the lace at my hips. The berry's sweet tang bursts across my tongue just as he yanks my panties aside, the cool air a sharp contrast to his burning touch.

"You gonna eat that," he murmurs, nodding at the half-eaten strawberry while nudging his cock against my entrance, "or just flirt with it?"

I swallow hard, the fruit's sweetness suddenly cloying as my body adjusts to him. "I'm... savoring," I manage, gripping the table's edge as he presses his thick, big cock forward in one smooth motion that steals my breath.

His grin is slow and lethal, watching my face closely as he withdraws almost completely. I’m about to say something when he drives back in, my moan drowning out whatever witty comeback I'd planned. His hands go up to my front, thumbs tracing circles on top of my nipples over the flimsy fabric of the dress. 

“Still hungry, sweetheart?” the NBA guy murmurs, nibbling at my earlobe. He plucks another strawberry from the service table, bites into it once, then brings it to my lips. Just as I’m about to take a bite, he drags the fruit lower. With his free hand, he tugs down the neckline of my dress, baring my breasts to the warm air. The strawberry makes a slow circle around my nipple, the cool, wet fruit drawing a gasp from me as sensation crackles across my skin.

I grab the hand holding the strawberry, guiding it to my mouth and taking a defiant bite, juice running down my chin. His eyes darken as he leans in, licking the juice away from my chin and down my neck, never missing a beat.

“Save some for the rest of us,” a familiar voice murmurs in my ear. I turn to see Richard smirking, his thumb brushing my cheek. 

“But where’s the fun in that?” I respond.

I don’t hear his reply. Any coherent thought slips away the moment the NBA guy sets a relentless pace, his powerful frame driving into me with precision that borders on artistry. The world shrinks to a blur of sensations of the sharp slap of skin against skin, the primal slickness between us, the distant crackle of the fire mixing with our ragged breaths.

"Fuck," he growls. His rhythm stutters, grows more urgent. "So fucking perfect."

I arch against him, meeting each thrust as my body tightens around his girth. The delicious drag of him inside me, the way my clit catches on each pass, it's all overwhelming in the best way. My tits sway and bounce with our movement, and he doesn't hesitate to claim one in his broad hand, calloused thumb circling my nipple with just the right pressure.

The contrast is exquisite. The roughness of his palm against my softness, the controlled strength in his touch. A moan escapes me as pleasure builds to that familiar, unbearable peak.

When he comes, it's with a guttural shout that echoes off the surrounding cliffs. The feel of him pulsing inside me pushes me over the edge moments later, my climax crashing through me in waves that leave us both trembling.

I somehow find one of the low couches by the bonfire and drift into a light sleep, my dreams a hazy blend of the sensations coursing through my body. But my slumber is short-lived, as I sense a soft, insistent pressure of lips against mine. 

I blink awake to find a blonde, surfer-type guy kissing me. The kiss starts tender and exploratory, and then quickly deepens, growing hungrier with each pass of his lips. My body’s still sore from earlier, but he’s ridiculously easy on the eyes, and I melt into him without protest.

As awareness sharpens, I realize there’s someone else. Another presence. Another touch.

Rougher and more calloused hands part my legs, followed by the warm, wet press of a mouth on the delicate skin in between my thighs. The contrast jolts through me: one kiss slow and coaxing, the other bold and unrelenting.

I glance down and spot him—dark, glistening, focused. His mouth trails kisses up my inner thighs, inch by torturous inch, until I’m trembling. The tease of his tongue, the heat of his breath, the firm pressure of his hands, every inch he claims ratchets my desire tighter.

Between the surfer’s kiss on my mouth and the other man’s relentless worship between my legs, I’m caught in the sweetest kind of overwhelm. 

Surfer guy’s hands slide up my body and cup my breasts, his thumbs playing with my nipples like he's trying to tune in to a very naughty radio station. Jolts of pleasure shoot through me, and I arch into his touch with a soft moan, the sensation exquisite. Meanwhile, the man between my legs continues his slow, torturous exploration, kissing his way higher, his tongue flicking out to tease the soft skin of my inner thighs like I’m dessert.

Then, without so much as a warning, Surfer Guy straddles my head and nudges his cock against my lips. It’s huge. Like, movie-prop huge. I moan softly as I wrap my lips around him, savoring the stretch of it in my mouth. It's a mouthful, literally, but I’m nothing if not ambitious.

At the same time, I feel a new pressure between my thighs. Firm, deliberate, yet patient. The second man eases into me slowly, carefully, and for a moment, all I can think is: Wow. He might actually be bigger than the first. I gasp at the sensation, the stretch a perfect blend of pain and pleasure, blurring until I can’t tell where one ends and the other begins.

They fall into rhythm: one rocking deep inside me, the other filling my mouth, and somewhere in all this glorious chaos, the second guy finds my clit and circles it with maddening precision. My hips buck instinctively, chasing the pressure. Then the first guy’s fingers join the party, sliding through my folds and adding to the sensory overload.  
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