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  Chapter one
Salt on the Tongue


The plane landed in Liberia just after noon, but the heat was already suffocating, thick and wet, clinging to Aurora and Valente as soon as they stepped onto the tarmac. The air reeked of salt, diesel, and flowers, sticking to their skin like a film. Aurora felt sweat slide down between her tits before they even made it to the shuttle. She liked the way it made her body feel raw and exposed, like she’d stepped into a place where she could get away with anything. 
The resort stretched out along a private strip of white sand, all expensive wood and fake island charm, the kind of place that pretended the ocean was theirs alone. Their villa was at the far end, up on stilts, with a pool that looked down on the beach and a wall of glass that never really shut. Valente dumped their bags and yanked off his shirt, tossing it over a chair. His shoulders were already turning darker from the sun, muscles shifting under his skin as he stretched, showing off without even trying.
Aurora stood in the doorway, phone in hand, thumb ready on the camera. She hadn’t told Valente how many times she’d pictured this—him stripping down, muscles flexing, her watching and getting wet just from the sight. The words she wanted to say felt like a lump in her throat, heavy and embarrassing.
They changed into swimsuits and headed down to the infinity pool. Mid-afternoon sun turned the water into liquid platinum. A handful of guests dotted the loungers: an older German couple, a pair of honeymooners who couldn’t stop touching each other, and her.
Carlie was sprawled out on her stomach a few loungers away, bikini top untied, the strings hanging loose. Her back was slick with oil, ass high and round, the bottoms wedged so far up her crack they might as well not have been there. When she rolled over, she didn’t bother covering up. Her tits settled against her chest, nipples dark and hard in the breeze. She caught Valente staring and didn’t look away, just gave him a slow, dirty smile.
Aurora’s heart hammered. She pressed her thighs together under the flimsy cover-up, feeling her pussy throb, the ache already starting low and hot.
They claimed two loungers beside the pool’s edge. Valente ordered piña coladas without asking. When the drinks arrived, Aurora took a long swallow, letting the cold sweetness burn down her throat, then set the glass on the small table between them.
"I want to watch you fuck her," Aurora said, voice flat, like she was asking him to take out the trash. "Not later. This week. I want to film the whole thing. I want to see you cum in her while I hold the phone, and then I want to watch it again, alone, knowing you emptied yourself in someone else while I just stood there."
Valente froze with the straw halfway to his lips. His hazel eyes flicked to her face, searching for the joke, finding none. The muscle in his jaw ticked once.
“You’re serious.”
"I’ve been wet for it since we booked the trip." She stared at the water, not looking at him. "Thinking about you wanting her more than me, even just for an hour. How much it would hurt. How much I want it to hurt. I need it."
He exhaled through his nose, set the drink down. His swim trunks had tented noticeably. He didn’t bother trying to hide it.
“And what if I say yes?” His voice was rougher now, lower.
"Then go flirt with her. Right now. I want to watch you do it." Aurora slid her sunglasses down so he could see her eyes. "When she’s ready, bring her to the cabana at the end of the beach tonight. I’ll be outside with the camera, waiting to film you fuck her."
Valente stared at her for a long beat. Then he looked past her shoulder to where Carlie was now sitting up, legs crossed, scrolling her phone. A breeze lifted the ends of her chestnut hair, exposing the long column of her throat.
He stood.
Aurora’s breath caught. She hadn’t expected him to move so quickly.
He walked the short distance with the loose, predatory stride he used when he knew someone was watching. Carlie glanced up as he approached, then down at the obvious outline in his trunks, then back to his face. That same lazy smile returned, wider this time.
Aurora lifted her phone, angling it to catch both of them, pretending to scroll but really filming. Her thumb shook on the record button. She hit it anyway.
She couldn’t hear every word, but she caught the cadence—his low laugh, her throaty reply, the way Carlie tilted her head when she spoke, exposing more throat. At one point Carlie reached out and trailed a single fingertip down the center of his chest, stopping just above the waistband. Valente’s stomach flexed; Aurora saw the exact moment his cock jumped against the fabric.
She squeezed her thighs together, feeling how soaked her bikini bottoms were, the fabric sticking to her pussy lips. She wanted to shove her hand between her legs and rub herself off right there, in front of everyone, but she didn’t. Holding back just made her hornier.
When Valente finally returned, his cheeks were flushed, pupils blown. He dropped onto the lounger beside her and leaned close, mouth at her ear.
“She’s meeting us at the beach bar tonight. Nine o’clock.” His breath was hot against her skin. “She asked if you’d be there too. I told her you’d be watching.”
Aurora’s nipples throbbed against the wet fabric of her top. She reached over and grabbed the hard bulge in his trunks, squeezing it until he sucked in a breath.
“Good boy,” she whispered.
They stayed by the pool for another hour. Valente kept sneaking looks at Carlie, and Carlie kept looking back, not even pretending to be subtle. Aurora filmed whenever she could get away with it: Carlie stretching, tits pushed up; Valente shifting his cock in his trunks when he thought she wasn’t watching; the sweat on her own glass matching the wetness between her legs.
When the sun started to set, turning everything gold, Aurora stood up and let her cover-up fall open. She wanted Valente to see her hard nipples and the dark, wet patch between her legs.
"I’m going back to the room," she said. "I need to cum before tonight. You stay here. Keep staring at her. Let her see how hard you are for her."
Valente’s throat worked. “Aurora—”
“Don’t touch yourself,” she added. “Save it for her.”
She walked off without looking back, knowing Valente was staring at her ass the whole way. The breeze flipped her cover-up up, showing off her bare cheeks to anyone watching.
Inside the villa, she locked the door, tore off her clothes, and stood naked in front of the mirror. Her skin was flushed, nipples hard, pussy lips swollen and shiny with arousal. She spread her legs and shoved two fingers inside herself, the wet squelch echoing in the empty room.
She pictured Valente’s cock splitting Carlie open, imagined the exact angle she’d film it from, the way he’d groan Carlie’s name instead of hers. The thought made her pussy clench and her chest ache.
She came so hard her legs gave out, vision going white, fingers still stuffed inside her while she pinched her nipple until it hurt.
When the aftershocks faded, she picked up her phone and played back the small clips she’d taken by the pool. Carlie’s smile filled the screen—knowing, dangerous.
Aurora smiled back at the image.
Tonight, she would give that smile everything it wanted.
And she’d film every second of her own humiliation, every moment she let herself be ruined.






  
  Chapter two
The First Permission


The beach bar was a pathetic excuse for a building, just a sagging thatched roof on splintered teak posts, string lights hanging like limp dicks, and a sticky slab of wood that passed for a counter. The ocean was out there somewhere, black and swallowing, except for the moonlight that made the waves look like someone had pissed silver all over them. The whole place reeked of salt, cheap rum, and the burnt stink of overcooked fish from some idiot grilling down the beach. 
Aurora showed up first, picking the shadiest table she could find, half-hidden behind a mess of palm trunks, just far enough that the pathetic string lights barely touched her, but close enough that her phone, propped up against an empty glass, would catch every filthy second. She wore a black sarong slung so low on her hips it was practically an invitation, nothing underneath, and a halter top that left her stomach bare and her tits outlined, the fabric so damp from the heat that her nipples poked through, hard and obvious. She crossed her legs, feeling the wet smear of her own cunt on her thighs, and tried not to pant like a bitch in heat.
Valente wandered in next, wearing nothing but a pair of loose linen pants that did nothing to hide the outline of his cock, his chest still greasy with leftover sunscreen, a trail of dark hair running down his stomach and vanishing into his waistband. He glanced around, spotted Aurora lurking in the shadows, and gave her a nod so small it was almost pathetic before slumping onto a stool at the end of the bar.
Carlie showed up last, making sure everyone noticed. She wore the same green bikini from the pool, but now she’d thrown on a see-through white kimono that hung open, the breeze flipping it around and showing off her tanned skin and the curve of her tits. Her hair was a mess, wild from the salt and wind, and she walked like she owned the place, every guy in the bar staring at her ass. She spotted Valente, grinned like she was about to eat him alive, and slid onto the stool next to him.
Aurora pressed record.
The bartender set two dark rum drinks in front of them without being asked. Carlie lifted hers in a mock toast.
“To vacations,” she said, voice low and smoky. “And to people who don’t waste them.”
Valente laughed, soft and rough at the edges. “To that.”
They talked easily at first—where she was from (San Diego), how long she was staying (another five nights), what she did when she wasn’t on beaches (graphic design, mostly freelance, which let her disappear whenever she wanted). Valente told her about the architecture firm back home, about how he’d been looking forward to this trip for months. He didn’t mention Aurora. Not yet.
Aurora zoomed in, watching Carlie’s fingers curl around her glass, nails short and painted a color that looked almost black in the shitty light. Every time Carlie laughed, her tits jiggled under the bikini, nipples poking out so hard you could probably cut glass with them. Valente stared at her chest, not even pretending to hide it, before dragging his eyes back up. Aurora felt the humiliation burn in her gut.
Then Carlie leaned in, elbow on the bar, closing the distance between them.
“So,” she said, voice dropping lower, “your wife really is okay with this?”
Aurora’s stomach clenched. Valente had told her.
Valente’s throat moved. “She’s more than okay. She’s the one who suggested it.”
Carlie’s eyebrows lifted. “That’s… unusual.”
“She likes to watch.” He said it simply, no apology in his tone. “And she likes to film it.”
Carlie looked past Valente’s shoulder, directly into the shadows where Aurora sat. Their eyes met. Carlie’s smile widened, slow and filthy.
“Then she’s getting quite a show already,” Carlie murmured.
She placed her hand on Valente’s thigh, high enough that her pinky brushed the seam of his pants. Aurora watched the muscles in his leg tense, watched the thick ridge of his cock shift and harden beneath the linen. Carlie’s thumb stroked once, lazy, deliberate.
Aurora slid her free hand under the table, pushing the sarong aside, her palm pressed right against her soaked pussy, feeling the sticky heat and the throb of her own heartbeat pounding through her
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