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  Private Paradise
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I pressed the book against my chest and let the sun burn into my thighs. The cushion beneath me was damp from my swim, the towel long forgotten at the edge of the lounge chair. I’d reap the regret tomorrow—red skin, sore breasts—but right now, it felt good to feel something. Even if it was just heat. 
A soft breeze carried the salt of the ocean up onto the deck. The overwater villa creaked gently under me, built on stilts above the pale turquoise shallows. All around me: water, silence, light. No neighbors. No city noise. Just sun, wood, sea, and sky.
And still, I felt like an idiot.
I’d booked the trip in a rush of false confidence. My friends had dared me. “Go alone,” they said. “You’re always the dependable one, the planner. Just once, be the girl who books a five-star escape and doesn’t ask permission.”
So I had.
I’d clicked the button. Paid in full. Selected the most decadent option on the menu: a private infinity pool, outdoor shower, a king-sized bed draped in mosquito netting, all perched on the edge of the ocean. One week. Alone.
Now here I was, on day three, and I hadn’t left my villa since check-in. Too anxious to explore. Too awkward to dine alone at the beachside restaurant. Too... myself.
I peeled the book from my chest. The pages were limp, spotted with sweat. The cover showed a couple tangled on a white sand beach, her legs around his hips, his hand buried in her hair. The story had been graphic. Hotter than I’d expected, but it hadn’t helped. It had made me ache more. Not just for sex, though God, it had been a while, but for something else. Something reckless. Something real.
My stomach growled.
I sat up slowly, adjusting the strap of my now-dry swimsuit. The book fell onto the chair beside me. The thin fabric clung to my skin, useless against the heat—my chest flushed, thighs damp with sweat and want.
I grabbed my phone from the side table and pulled up the resort’s guest app. The dinner options were extensive: spiced seafood, fresh fruit, handmade flatbreads and sauces. My mouth watered as I scrolled. I hesitated. Considered dressing, walking the long wooden path back toward the main resort…
No. Not tonight.
I tapped to place an order: dessert first, grilled pineapple dusted with chili sugar, with coconut cream and rum-laced caramel. I added shrimp skewers and lime rice almost as an afterthought, then confirmed the order.
Estimated delivery: twenty minutes.
I stood and stretched. My back ached from too much lounging. My thighs rubbed with each step as I padded barefoot across the smooth wood deck. Inside, the villa was cool and shadowed, white linens and gauzy curtains dancing in the breeze.
I caught sight of myself in the bathroom mirror. My hair was frizzed from saltwater, cheeks sunburned, eyes a little too wide. Still, there was a flush to my skin that looked... alive. My breasts looked fuller, my lips darker.
I grabbed my robe off the hook, slipped it on, and cinched it tight at the waist. My purse sat near the bed; I opened it to make sure I had enough cash to tip, then left it half-open on the dresser.
A knock sounded at the door.
Not a buzz. Not a voice.
Just two sharp knocks.
My pulse flickered.
I crossed to the door and pulled it open.
Two men stood just outside the threshold, framed by the golden light of dusk.
Both were barefoot. Both wore short-sleeved resort uniforms: cream shirts open to the chest, patterned with pale blue tropical leaves. One of them held a large covered tray. The other stood behind him, taller, broader, quiet.
I blinked.
The man in front smiled, and it was like sunlight breaking through the clouds. His skin was golden-brown, his eyes a glinting hazel-green, his hair tied back into a low bun. He looked young, maybe late twenties, but his gaze lingered just long enough to curl heat low in my belly.
"Miss Sonia?" he asked, accent warm and lilting.
"Yes," I said. My voice cracked. I cleared my throat. "That’s me."
He tilted the tray slightly. "Dinner. And dessert."
The man behind him said nothing, but his eyes—so dark they looked black—were fixed on me. He was taller, older by a few years, his skin a deeper bronze, his face more angular. His shirt hung open down the middle, exposing a sculpted chest and stomach. He looked like he could lift me with one arm and barely notice the weight.
My mouth went dry.
"Come in," I said, stepping back.
The younger man smiled again and stepped forward, brushing past me with the tray. The scent of salt, citrus, and something spicy hit me like a wave.
The other man followed without a word.
I watched as they set the tray down on the low table near the sliding doors. Neither of them rushed. The younger one poured water into two glasses, then offered me one with a slight bow of his head.
I took it.
"Thank you," I said, then realized I didn’t know his name. "I—sorry, I should’ve asked—"
"I’m Tane," he said.
"Koa," the other man said. His voice was deep, like sand and thunder.
Our eyes met. I looked away first.
"I just need to grab your tip," I murmured, turning toward the dresser. My heart thundered in my chest. I didn’t know why I was shaking. Not afraid—just exposed.
The hem of my robe brushed my thighs as I moved. I bent toward my purse. The air behind me changed—thickened.
I turned slowly.
Tane was standing just a few feet away. Close enough that I could see the gleam of sweat on his collarbone, the faint swell of arousal pressing against the front of his shorts.
Behind him, Koa leaned against the glass door, arms folded, gaze pinned to me.
"I—" I started.
Tane raised a hand. Not to stop me. Just... to test the air between us.
And when he stepped forward, brushing his knuckles along my jaw, I didn’t move.
"Do you want this?" he asked, his voice low.
I didn’t answer.
Koa moved behind me.
I felt his chest just a breath from my back, the heat of him radiating through my robe.
Tane took the cash from my hand and placed it on the table without looking.
Then he kissed me.
His lips were soft. Slow. My body lit up like a match. His hands slid to my waist, gripping tight, pulling me close.
Behind me, Koa’s fingers brushed the belt of my robe. Undid the knot. Let the fabric fall.
I gasped into Tane’s mouth.
Koa’s voice brushed my ear: "Say stop if you want it to end."
I said nothing.
Didn’t move.
Tane kissed me again. Deeper. Hungrier.
And Koa pulled the robe from my shoulders.






  
  One Taste

[image: image-placeholder]

Tane’s kiss deepened, and I forgot where I was. The villa, the ocean, my shy silence—they were gone, burned away under the press of his mouth. His lips moved slowly, then not slow at all, as if tasting me was something he’d waited for. 
I swayed into him, naked now, the robe a puddle at my feet. My skin flushed hot beneath the sweep of his hands, and my nerves buzzed like struck wire.
Behind me, Koa’s fingers brushed my hip.
He didn’t speak. Didn’t kiss. Just touched, firm, steady, and knowing. One hand curved around my waist. The other moved up my spine, pausing at the nape of my neck, then trailing down again. Possessive, not tender.
I was bracketed between them, my breasts pressed to Tane’s chest, my ass flush against Koa’s front. Both men hard. Both breathing heavier now.
Tane pulled back, just enough to look at me.
“You’re beautiful,” he murmured.
My laugh caught in my throat. “You don’t have to—”
“I’m not flattering you.”
His hand cupped my jaw. His thumb brushed the corner of my mouth.
“You’re glowing,” he said. “Burning hot. And you don’t even know it.”
My lips parted. I tried to look away, but his gaze held mine.
Koa stepped back first. The shift in heat behind me made me flinch. I turned slightly, unsure, then felt Tane’s hands guide me gently toward the bed.
“You okay?” he asked softly.
I nodded. My voice wouldn’t come.
“Say it,” Koa said from behind me.
I startled. His tone wasn’t harsh, but it left no room.
“I’m okay,” I said, breathless.
“Good.”
Tane tugged the blanket down, exposing white linens and shadowed corners. The soft hum of the ceiling fan turned overhead. I let myself be eased onto the bed, my body landing among the pillows with a slow sigh.
Tane stood beside me, eyes roaming.
“Lie back.”
I obeyed.
My heart beat so hard I felt it in my throat.
Koa moved to the other side of the bed, shedding his shirt as he came. His body was a sculpture of muscle and shadow, his skin gleaming in the low light. He didn’t perform the way Tane did. He was solid, rooted, the kind of presence that settled in the bones.
Tane slid onto the bed beside me. His hands skimmed my legs, then parted them, slow and reverent.
I trembled.
“You want us?” he asked.
The question was soft, but the tension behind it was not.
“Yes,” I whispered.
Koa’s voice, low and firm: “Say it louder.”
I blinked at him. My face burned.
Tane bent his head and kissed my inner thigh.
“Sonia,” Koa said, stepping to the edge of the bed, eyes locked on mine. “Let them hear it from the water.”
“I want you,” I gasped. “Both of you.”
Tane’s mouth met my center.
I bucked.
His tongue was skilled, no hesitation. He moved like he knew what I liked before I did, lapping slow and deep, then flicking fast over my clit until my thighs shook. One hand gripped my hip. The other flattened against my stomach, holding me down.
My hands fisted the sheets.
Koa sat on the bed behind my head. He leaned down, one arm bracing beside me, his voice barely audible.
“Good girl.”
I whimpered.
Tane didn’t let up. Every time I tried to close my legs, he pressed them wider, murmuring something I couldn’t hear. His mouth worked in tandem with his fingers—two inside me, curling just right, then pulling back to drag over my entrance.
I came with a cry, hips jerking, chest rising off the bed.
Tane didn’t stop.
The aftershocks made me twist, made me moan too loud. Koa’s hand settled over my mouth, not hard, just present. I kissed his palm, unable to stop myself.
Tane finally pulled back. His mouth glistened. He smiled—lazy and pleased—and pressed a kiss to my inner thigh before rising.
Koa brushed hair from my face.
“You taste sweet,” he said, voice low. “But you’re not done.”
I tried to sit up. My limbs felt boneless.
Tane caught me under the arms and pulled me upright. I straddled his lap now, thighs on either side of him. His cock pressed hard against his shorts. I could feel it even through the fabric.
Behind me, Koa stood watching.
Tane ran his hands up my back.
“You want more?” he asked.
“Yes,” I breathed.
“Then let us have you.”
He turned me, carefully, until I was facing Koa.
“On your knees,” Koa said.
I slid from the bed, shaky but willing. The floor was cool under my legs. I looked up at him, unsure—mouth parted, breath caught.
He unzipped his shorts.
His cock was thick, darker than the rest of him, already hard.
“Open,” he said.
I did.
He slid in slow, one hand on the back of my head, the other cradling my jaw. He didn’t thrust. Held me there, cock resting heavy on my tongue, as if claiming the space.
Behind me, Tane tugged my hips back and apart.
I moaned around Koa when I felt Tane’s fingers again, then his mouth. He licked me slowly, open-mouthed, before pushing two fingers back inside me, slick and ready.
Koa began to move. Shallow thrusts, controlled.
His voice was calm. “You take direction well.”
I flushed. The praise sank into my skin.
Tane’s free hand stroked up my back, then down my ass, squeezing tight.
We moved together—one in my mouth, the other working me open. My body trembled between them. Every nerve lit. Every thought gone.
When Koa pulled out, I gasped.
Tane lifted me easily and laid me on the bed again.
They stripped their shorts off then, revealing thick, curved cocks, flushed with arousal.
Tane crawled up between my
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