

    
        
          Make Me Yours

        

        
        
          A Hotwife First Time Fantasy, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Ember Everly

        

        
          Published by Ember Everly, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MAKE ME YOURS

    

    
      First edition. August 30, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ember Everly.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232328665

    

    
    
      Written by Ember Everly.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Book 3: Make Me Yours

Sign up for Ember Everly's Mailing List

Further Reading: Make me Come Again

Also By Ember Everly

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Book 3: Make Me Yours




[image: ]


The tropical sun blazed overhead, casting its golden glow on the swaying palm trees as Emma and Nail Delaney stepped into their luxurious villa. Their hearts raced with anticipation of the adventures that awaited them on this secluded island.

"Wow, this place is amazing," breathed Emma, her eyes wide with wonder.

"Only the best for my beautiful wife," Nail replied, his piercing blue eyes meeting hers in a moment of shared excitement.

As the door closed behind them, the outside world faded away, leaving only the two of them and the electric passion that crackled between their bodies. They stood together at the entryway, unable to resist the magnetic pull.

"Emma," Nail murmured, his voice husky with desire.

"Mmm?" she responded, her breath catching in her throat.

"Let me make love to you."

Before she could even respond, Nail's arms encircled her waist, drawing her close. Their lips met in a passionate, searing kiss—fireworks igniting in the space between them. A soft moan escaped from Emma's mouth, her adventurous spirit already enveloped by the heat of their connection.

"Take off your clothes," Nail commanded, his tone gentle yet authoritative. His own hands moved quickly, discarding his shirt to reveal his muscular torso.

"Take me... please," Emma whispered, her fingers trembling as they worked at the buttons of her blouse. Her sun-kissed skin glowed beneath the island light streaming through the windows, and soon she stood before him wearing nothing but her delicate underwear.

"God, you're stunning," Nail breathed, drinking in the sight of her radiant beauty.

"Touch me," she urged, her voice low and sultry.

Nail's strong hands reached out to cup her full breasts, his thumbs grazing her sensitive nipples. She shivered with pleasure as he trailed kisses down her neck, her breathing growing heavier with each passing second.

"Tell me what you want, Emma," he whispered against her skin, his words sending a shiver down her spine.

"Your hands... your mouth... you inside me," she murmured, her voice a tantalizing mix of vulnerability and desire.

"Your wish is my command," Nail replied, his fingers working deftly at the waistband of her underwear, peeling them away to expose her naked body in all its glory.

"Take me now, Nail." The urgency in her voice spurred him on, and as they moved together, their bodies collided with an intensity that promised to consume them both.

Their lips locked in a fervent kiss, their bodies merged into one as they moved in perfect harmony. Nail gently guided Emma to the bed, their passion igniting a frenzy of sensation that left them both breathless. Their limbs entwined, they explored each other's bodies with a hunger born from their love and desire.

Nail's hands roamed over Emma's sun-kissed skin, his touch sending waves of pleasure crashing over her. He trailed kisses down her neck, the curve of her shoulder, and along her pulsating veins. He kissed her with a tenderness that spoke of the depths of his love.

Emma moaned softly, her eyes fluttering shut as she surrendered to Nail's touch. His fingers found her moist core, and he slid them inside, her muscles clenching around him like a vise. She cried out his name, her body arched into his as he pressed deeper, his thumb flicking against her sensitive nub. His other hand reached between their bodies, wrapping around the base of his erection and guiding it towards her entrance.

"Fuck me," she whispered, her eyes locked onto his as he slowly entered her. The force of their union sent shockwaves through both bodies, and they gasped in unison. Nail began to move within her, his rhythm steady and strong, matching the steady pounding of their hearts.

"Faster, Nail," Emma pleaded, her voice thick with desire. "Please, make me yours."

He obeyed, picking up the pace, their skin slapping together with each powerful thrust. Emma's hands gripped his muscles, urging him on as she met each move with equal passion.

"I'm close," she gasped, her nails digging into his back.

"Me too, baby," Nail groaned, his hips pounding faster, bringing them both closer to the edge.

As they reached the brink, Nail's eyes locked onto hers, and he thrust one last time, filling her completely. They cried out together, their orgasms crashing over them like a tidal wave. Their bodies shuddered in unison, locked together in a perfect moment of passion and connection.

"I love you," Emma whispered, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"And I love you," Nail replied, his heart swelling with emotion as he held her close.

They lay there, spent and content, the afterglow of their lovemaking washing over them like a warm embrace. The world outside seemed distant and unimportant in that moment, as they basked in the quiet joy of their new life together.

"Nail," Emma began, breaking the silence.

"Yes, my love?"

“Marrying you was the best decision I’ve ever made. And this honeymoon... this island... you... I couldn’t be happier".”

Nail's heart raced as he gazed into Emma's flushed face, her eyes locked onto his with a fiery intensity. He knew it was now or never – the moment to reveal his deepest, most secret fantasy.

"Emma," he began, his voice unsteady yet charged with passion, "there's something I've always wanted... but I've been too afraid to ask."

"Tell me, Nail," she urged, her curiosity evident in her sparkling eyes. "You know you can trust me with anything."

He swallowed hard, steeling himself for what he was about to say. "It might sound strange... but... I have this fantasy... I want... to watch you with another man." The words tumbled out of his mouth, raw and exposed like an open wound.

Emma's eyes widened, and her cheeks flushed a deep crimson. She blinked rapidly, processing the revelation. "Wait-What? Really? Are you sure?" she asked hesitantly, searching his face for reassurance.

"Absolutely," Nail replied, his voice firm despite the nerves that threatened to consume him. "It's something I've fantasized about for a long time. I love you so much, Emma, and I want to see you experience pleasure beyond our wildest dreams."

For a moment, Emma seemed lost in thought – her mind racing, grappling with this unexpected desire. But then, something shifted within her, and her natural curiosity took over. "What would it be like?" she mused aloud, her voice soft yet steady. "To have another man touch me, taste me... while you watch?"

"Exhilarating," Nail whispered, the word hanging between them like a promise. "We'd choose someone together, someone we both feel comfortable with. And I'd be there every step of the way, guiding you, supporting you."

Emma's breathing grew heavier, her chest rising and falling with each rapid breath. "And you're sure this is what you truly want?" she asked one last time, her eyes searching his for any hint of doubt.

"More than anything," Nail confirmed, his voice filled with conviction. "I want to share this adventure with you, Emma – to explore our deepest desires together."

The moonlight streamed through the sheer curtains, casting a silvery glow on Emma and Nail as they lay entangled in the king-sized bed. Their naked bodies shimmered like celestial beings, and the sultry island air wrapped around them like a lover's embrace.

Emma traced her fingertips along Nail's muscular arm, her eyes gazing into his with an intensity that spoke volumes. "Tell me more about this fantasy of yours," she whispered, her voice laced with curiosity and desire.

Nail hesitated for a brief moment, gathering his thoughts before speaking. "I've always been fascinated by the idea of watching you with another man," he confessed, his eyes darkening with lust. "Seeing your beautiful body being worshiped, hearing your sweet moans... it drives me wild."

"Really?" Emma breathed, her empathy allowing her to grasp the depth of Nail's desires. As she considered the erotic possibilities, a sense of adventure began to stir within her.

"Imagine, my love," Nail continued, his voice husky with passion, "a stranger's hands exploring your every curve, his lips kissing your soft skin, his tongue teasing your most sensitive spots... All of it happening right in front of me, making me ache to have you again."

A shiver ran down Emma's spine at his vivid description, and her arousal flared. She could feel herself getting wetter as she pictured the scene unfolding before her. "And what would you be doing while I'm being pleasured?" she asked, biting her lower lip.

"Touching myself," Nail admitted without shame, his eyes never leaving hers. "Watching you writhe and moan, knowing that I'm the one who made this happen – it's all so intoxicating. But don't forget, Emma, my love and devotion are only for you. This is just another way for us to explore our passion together."

As the reality of Nail's fantasy began to settle in her mind, Emma felt a newfound connection with her husband – a deeper understanding of his desires and a mutual sense of adventure. 

"Alright," Emma agreed, a newfound excitement sparkling in her eyes. "Let's do it."

“Really? You’re in?”

“Anything for my hubby!”

As the weight of their decision settled upon them, they found themselves locked in a passionate embrace, their bodies entwined and their hearts pounding with anticipation for the erotic journey that lay ahead.

The sun dipped below the horizon, casting a warm, golden glow over the luxurious villa. Emma traced her fingers along the silk sheets, her heart pounding as she considered the implications of the conversation they were about to have.

"Okay," Nail began, his voice steady but filled with anticipation. "Let's talk boundaries. I want this experience to be enjoyable for both of us, and that means we need to be honest about what we're comfortable with."

Emma nodded, taking a deep breath. "I want you to know that I'm open to exploring this fantasy, but only if our love and trust remain at the core of it all."

"Of course," he assured her, gently squeezing her hand. "I would never do anything to jeopardize that."

"Good," she replied, feeling a measure of relief. "As for specifics, I think it's important that we choose someone together. It should be a mutual decision."

"Agreed," Nail said, his eyes searching hers for any sign of hesitation. "And we can stop at any point if either of us feels uncomfortable."

"Definitely," Emma confirmed, her mind racing with possibilities. "If we're going to do this, it has to be on our terms, together."

As they continued discussing their
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