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THE HOTWIFE COLLECTION


Every book in this collection is a standalone story, told by the husband, and each one goes somewhere different with the hotwife and cuckold lifestyles.

'Cold Feet', Book One. Everyone agrees Josh and Ellie are the perfect couple, so when he proposes, her yes should be a formality. Instead she comes home with a condition, one last taste of her single years before the ring goes on, with the exes she never quite got out of her system.

'All Inclusive', Book Two. On the flight out to two weeks in Jamaica, Millie finally tells Ryan the one thing she's kept back in five years together. She wants to try a black man, just once before they settle down, and she wants Ryan there while she does it.

'Short Changed', Book Three. After a blowjob that should have ended like any other, Lucy fetches a ruler from the drawer and finds out what four and a half inches actually means. Her oldest friend Dawn knows exactly what she's been going without, and after that there's no closing the drawer again.

'Safe Keeping', Book Four. Tracy's first husband walks out of prison and into the little seaside B&B she runs with Phil, after the money she helped him hide. Keeping him sweet falls to Tracy, and what Phil hears through those thin walls at night does something to him that shame doesn't cover.

'Open House', Book Five. Stu and Jade are two months behind on the rent, and instead of a final notice the swinging landlords next door bring round an invitation. There's just one rule for new couples. The wife joins in from her first visit, and the husband watches until they decide he's ready.

'Licking Wounds', Book Six. A husband gambles the couple's savings into a debt to the wrong men, and his wife finds out on the night they come round to collect. She pays it down the only way they'll accept, and afterwards she makes him clean up what the money cost her, and somewhere along the way she finds out she likes giving the orders.
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"So do us all a favour and get your glasses up, because I've talked long enough and this lot want feeding. To Josh and Ellie."

Lewis stood there red in the face with his cards in one fist and a pint in the other, and the whole of the Orangery got to its feet around me in a scrape of chairs. I got up with them. I had a glass of fizz I'd been nursing since the starter and I put it up over my head with everyone else.

"Josh and Ellie," the room said back, a hundred people saying it slightly out of time, and somebody down the front whooped, and Josh went the same colour as Lewis and pulled Ellie in by the waist and kissed her while the cameras went off.

It was a good speech, as they go. He'd done the bit about the two of them at school, and the bit where Josh cried proposing, and one clean joke about the honeymoon that Ellie's nan could hear without dying. He got round the whole thing without once dropping his cards, which I'd honestly have put money against. He's Josh's oldest mate. Cooks in a hotel kitchen down south now, sous-chef, up on the pass shouting at people all night, so he can hold a room easily enough. I couldn't have got up there. I'd sooner go back up the scaffold in the rain than stand in front of a hundred people with a microphone, and I do that gladly four days out of five.

"That was lovely," Millie said next to me, sitting back down. She had a bit of colour up in her eyes off it, like she always gets at other people's happy news. "The crying bit. Did you see Josh go?"

"I saw him."

"That'll be you one day." She reached over and plucked a thread off my sleeve, then left her fingers there on my arm. "Big daft Ryan up there with his cards."

"It will not."

"It might." She was grinning at me. "Get me up that aisle and I'll have Kayleigh do the speech. She's got things on you that'd finish Lewis off."

Millie had done herself up for it and no mistake. Green dress, the one that ties behind the neck and leaves her back bare nearly to the bottom of it and shows the sides of her tits when she turns. She'd had her hair put up at the salon on Thursday and left two bits loose at the front like always. She'd gone properly brown before we'd even booked the holiday, some spray thing the girls at work do on each other for free, and against the green it did exactly what she'd wanted it to. She caught me looking and did nothing to stop me. She never does. My mouth had gone dry through the main course just off the smell of her.

"Eat something," she said. "You've been on that one glass since half two."

"I'm driving."

"You're in a taxi, you daft sod. We booked it Tuesday."

I had, and all. I'd booked the taxi, and printed the invite so we didn't turn up at the wrong Oakfield, and I'd have the boarding passes done for Monday before she'd so much as found her passport. I let her put a sausage roll on my plate off the middle of the table and I ate it, and I got another glass of the fizz down me on the strength of the taxi. Then the plates went. The coordinator in the gold waistcoat had the tables cleared quietly to the walls, the lights came down blue, and the disco started up at the far end.

He'd been sat behind his decks all through the meal, this big older bloke, not doing much, letting some soft stuff play under the speeches. Now he had the mic. "Right then, ladies and gents, if the happy couple would make their way to the floor." Low easy voice, warm, been-doing-this-a-thousand-times. Black, fifties maybe, silver coming in nicely at the sides, a gold ring on a hand the size of a shovel. He put Josh and Ellie through their first dance without any fuss, some old soul number. Half the room had their phones up, and Ellie's mum was crying softly into a napkin at the top table with her mascara halfway down her face.

Denise. That's the mum. She'd run the whole day like a site foreman, Denise had, her and Martin, working the room in matching outfits, and she'd already had Millie twice by the time the tables were cleared. Once at the arrival drinks and once on the way back from the ladies. Loud woman, deep tan on her, a laugh you could hear over the band, the sort who has her hand on your arm inside a minute of meeting you.

"Come on," Millie said, up out of her chair. "Dance with me."

"I can't dance."

"You never dance with me."

"I can't dance sober. You've known that five years." I had my hand round the fresh glass and no intention. "Give us an hour and three more of these and I'll embarrass the pair of us. Go on with the girls. I'll watch the bags."

"You'll watch the bags." She rolled her eyes at me, but she was already off, because Lucy had got up over the other side and was waving her over, and there's no keeping Millie off a floor once there's a song she knows. "Get us a drink then, if you're going to be no use."

I said I would. I watched her go across, weaving through the tables in her heels, the green dress moving on her and her bare back and the shape of her arse under it. I wasn't the only one watching. A couple of the blokes down the near tables tracked her the whole way and pretended they hadn't when their wives looked. I didn't mind it. I'd got used to it years back. She was the best-looking woman in the room, my gorgeous Millie, and I'd had my hand on that bare back all through the meal and half a hard-on under the table thinking about getting her home and the dress off her. Half the room watching her cross the floor wanted her too, near enough. If they fancied a look on the way, they could have one. She'd come in on my arm and she was going home in my taxi.

I got up to sort the drinks.

Lucy caught my eye as I went and gave me a little wave, so I went the long way round by their table to say hello. Lucy's Ellie's cousin, older, works on a reception desk somewhere, and her fella Rob was sat next to her with a pint and the careful look of a man who doesn't know a soul at a wedding except the woman he came with. Small bloke, older than me, going a bit thin on top. He half stood to shake my hand and clumsily knocked his own beer doing it, and we both went for it and saved it between us.

"Sorry, mate. Sorry." He sat back down. "Rob."

"Ryan. You're all right, nothing spilled." I nodded at Lucy. "You having a good one?"

"Lovely," Lucy said. "Doesn't Ellie look a picture. I cried in the church, didn't I, Rob? Proper cried."

"She did," said Rob, and I left them to it and went to the bar.

The bar was a scrum. It always is at these, the free half of it anyway, everyone getting a round in the second the meal's done like the pumps might run dry. I stood in that bloody scrum a good ten minutes for a glass of white and a lager. Millie was out on the floor with Lucy and the bridesmaids, all of them dancing round their handbags, her tits moving under the green every time she put her arms up. I stood at the bar wanting her like it was still our first year. I had a nice enough time of it, if I'm honest, ignored by the barman with the two drinks finally in my hands.

Josh found me on the way back.

"There he is." He had his tie off already and his top button gone and a pint in each hand, and he was shining, like a man's allowed to on his own wedding day. He'd been my mate since we were eleven. "You made it. You look like you're being strangled in that."

"I feel like I am. Congratulations, mate. Genuinely. She looks unbelievable."

"Doesn't she." He looked over at Ellie without even having to find her first, straight to her, like he had her on a string. And she looked back at him at the exact same second, right across the room and all the people in it, and something went between the two of them, quick and private and shut before I'd properly seen it. Then he was grinning at me again. "You're away Monday, aren't you? Jamaica."

"Two weeks. All paid, all the drink you can neck, the lot."

"You lucky bastard." He clinked his glass on Millie's white wine in my hand, since I couldn't lift my own. "Get some sun on you, you look like a bag of flour. And do us a favour." He'd dropped his voice a bit, and there was a lad's grin coming up under it. "Get a photo of your Millie on that beach and send it us. State of her in that dress tonight, tits and arse and all. Fuck me. I'm a married man now, I've got to get it where I can."

"You're a dirty article, you. Today of all days."

"I'm only saying what every fella in here's thinking." He grinned it off, no harm in it, and clapped me on the shoulder with the back of the hand that held the pint. "Go on. Two weeks in the sun with her. I'd not come back."

He drifted off into it after that, back into his own day, and I stood a second with the two warm drinks going warmer and turned it over and couldn't quite make it sit flat. It was nothing. Blokes talk. He'd had a skinful and it was his wedding and he'd always fancied Millie a bit. Everyone did. Still, there'd been a note in his voice, and in the look him and Ellie had swapped clean over the top of the room. I put it down and picked it back up twice before I'd got the drinks across the floor.

Millie wasn't on the floor when I got there.

I stood at the edge of it with a drink in each hand like a spare part, turning round on the spot, and I couldn't see the green dress anywhere in it. Lucy was still going with the bridesmaids. I did a full circuit of the tables. Nothing. And I was starting to feel a right berk stood there holding her wine when Denise came at me out of the crowd with her tan and her laugh and a paperback book in her hand.

"You've lost her." She said it delighted, like it was the best thing that had happened all day. "She's out the back having a cigarette. She doesn't even smoke, that one, I've watched her all night, but she's out there having one with the DJ, the pair of them thick as thieves." She pressed the book flat against my chest until I got a hand up to take it off her. "Give her that when you find her. Tell her it's from me. I've read it about four times, it's proper filthy, she'll love it, and there's another five after it if she gets on with it."

I looked at the cover. Second Honeymoon, it said, over a photo of a beach at dusk, a woman's bare legs and not a lot else.

"Right," I said. "Thanks, Denise."

"You get her reading that on your holiday." She had hold of my elbow now, warm and heavy, and she was still laughing about something to herself, at me or with me I couldn't tell. "Do you both the world of good, a fortnight away. You want to make the most of it, love… you never know what a bit of sun brings out in a person." And she was gone back into her day the same as Josh had, and I was left holding my girlfriend's wine and a filthy book off the bride's mother, and I went to find the fire door.

It was round the side of the Orangery, propped with a bin, and the June night had gone cool the way they do even after a hot day. I heard Millie before I saw her. That laugh of hers, the big one, going on longer than anything's really that funny.

She was leaning against the brick a couple of feet off him, a cigarette held out awkwardly at arm's length, not really smoking it. The DJ was sat on the step with his jacket off and his big forearms on his knees, saying something up at her low that I didn't catch. And I saw it before I'd said a word to either of them. She was tipped in off the wall towards him, a foot closer than she needed to be, looking down at him while he talked. She fancied him. I'd known her five years and I could read it off her plain as day, and she wasn't hiding it, and she wasn't doing a thing about it either.

Christ.

I stood there in the cold a moment and didn't like it one bit, and I couldn't have told you the half of why.

"There you are," I said. "I got you your wine."

"Ryan." She straightened up off the wall, not guilty, just quick, and dropped the cigarette and stood on it. "This is Isaac. He's been doing weddings twenty-odd years, he did his own daughter's, he's just been telling me. He's brilliant."

"All right." I handed her the wine. "Good set, mate."

"Appreciate it." Isaac got up off the step, and he kept coming up, a big unit of a man, and put out a hand and I shook it and my hand went in his and disappeared completely. Easy smile on him. No side to it that I could find, and I was looking. "I wasn't keeping her off you. We were just putting the world right. She says you're off to Jamaica Monday."

"Negril. Two weeks."

"You'll have a time." Warm, but more to her than to me, or that's how it landed, his eyes drifting back to Millie as he said it. "Beautiful part of the world. Look after this one out there, plenty of charmers about…" He picked his jacket up off the rail and got slowly to his feet. "I'm back on, they'll be wanting the cheesy stuff. Nice to meet you, Ryan." He looked at her. "Millie."

He went back in. Millie watched him go the whole way, and I watched her watch him, and then she turned round and found me looking and gave me a smile with a bit too much in it.

"He's lovely," she said. "He's got about six grandkids. Don't be funny about it."

"I'm not being funny about it."

"You've got a face on."

"I've not got a face on." I had, a bit. "And since when do you smoke?"

"I had one cigarette at a wedding, Ryan. Come on." She slid her arm through mine and steered us back towards the doors and the noise. She was warm against my side and smelling of her perfume and, faintly, of the cigarette she doesn't smoke. She squeezed my arm into her the way she does when she wants me soft again. "Come and dance with me. You've had enough of them now. And then get me home." She dropped the rest of it low into my ear, one hand curled into the front of my shirt. "Because I've had three glasses of wine, and I want you to take this dress off me and fuck me stupid, and I don't much care how tired I am… all right?"

She put her teeth on the top of my ear, soft, and I stiffened right up in my suit trousers there in the doorway like a kid. I wanted to walk her straight out to the taxi and fuck her in the back of it and never mind the dancing. Then she was pulling me back through the door by the hand, warm and up for it and mine, and I let her, and I stopped thinking about Isaac for a bit.

We danced two songs. I was bad at it, with my cock up against her arse half the time, and she didn't care about either. We finally said our goodbyes, hugged Josh, who was crying again by then, and Denise, who winked at me over Millie's shoulder in a way I didn't understand, and we got the taxi off the rank out front at half eleven with our coats on over our finery.

Millie went quiet in the back of it almost straight away. She had her heels off and her feet up on the seat and her head back, and I thought she'd dropped off, until I saw the light on her face.

She'd got the book open on her phone. She'd found it, downloaded it, bought the thing right there in the dark of the cab off the strength of Denise pushing it on her. She was already reading it, her thumb going slowly up the screen, her face lit blue in the dark, miles away.

At a red light the screen lit brighter for a second, and I caught a couple of the words on it over her shoulder. Cock, one of them, in black and white. She tilted the phone a little away from me, not much, and kept reading.

"Good, is it?" I said.

"Mm," she said, and never looked up.
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Iwoke before her with my head split down the middle and my mouth like the bottom of an ashtray. For a second I couldn't work out why the light was wrong. Then I had it. Sunday, and the blinds we never shut. The wedding sat on me all in a lump, out of order and too loud, and in the middle of it somewhere was the DJ on his step with his jacket off. I turned over to get away from it, and there she was.

Millie was flat on her front with the duvet down round her waist and one arm thrown across my half of the bed. She still had a bit of last night's mascara on and her hair was everywhere and she was breathing slowly through her mouth, dead to the world. I lay and looked at her back, the brown of it, the two soft dips low down where the duvet started, the curve of her arse where the sheet had slipped off it. I'd not touched her when we got in. We'd fallen through the door at midnight and she'd gone straight down still half in the green dress, and I'd got her out of it and meant to and hadn't, gone under before I'd managed a thing.

I put my hand flat on the small of her back. She made a noise into the pillow.

"No," she said. "I'm dying."

"Morning," I said.

"I mean it, Ryan. My head." But she'd shifted back into my hand as she said it, only slightly. I moved it slowly up her spine and down again and rested it on her arse, and she didn't tell me to stop that either.

I don't know what got into me. I'd gone to sleep with the wedding turning over and woken up with it still going. Josh dropping his voice about the beach. Isaac's eyes drifting back to her while he told me to look after her. I wanted it gone. I wanted her awake and under me and thinking about nobody but me. I got up on my elbow and put my mouth on the back of her neck and worked slowly down her spine, and she complained about it, and then the complaining went soft and finally stopped.

"You're not right, you," she said, but she'd got her knees under her by then. She reached back and took hold of my cock, and I was already hard in her hand, had been since I'd first put my eyes on her lying there. "God. Half seven and you're stiff as a board. What's got into you?"

"Nothing." I knelt up behind her. She was wet already, half asleep and wet, and I pushed my cock into her slowly, and she dropped her forehead onto her folded arms and swore.

"Oh… bloody hell. Yeah." She pushed back onto me. "Go on, then. Fuck me properly if you're waking me up for it."

So I did. There's a lot of her at the back, always has been, and I held her by the hips and watched it move and watched my cock go in and out of her pussy, wet and shining. I got a handful of her hair off the pillow, not hard, just held it, and she liked that, she always has. She moaned into her arms, low, calling me a dirty bastard for waking her. "Harder," she told me. "Come on, fuck me." So I got a fistful of her arse and gave it her harder, my balls slapping off her every time. "Christ, yeah," she said into her arms. "Just like that. God, your cock. Fuck me." The headboard knocked at the wall. My skull banged with every stroke and I honestly did not care. I had my thumb pressed hard into the base of her spine, her back slick under it, and I wasn't thinking about anything at all now, which was the whole point of it, and it felt like winning.

I pulled her up off her arms so she was kneeling with her back against my chest. One arm round her, a hand up full of her tit, her nipple gone stiff against my palm. My other hand went down between her legs to her clit, where we were joined and slippery. She let her head fall back on my shoulder and let me hold her up and do all of it, and I felt her going tight round my cock, her breath gone short and quick.

"There. God, right there, don't move your hand." She grabbed my wrist and held it exactly where it was. "Don't you dare stop, Ryan."

"I'm not stopping."

"I'm going to cum." Her whole front pulled tight under my hands. "Don't stop, right there, right… oh, fuck."

She came hard, clenched down round me and shaking, swearing into the back of her own hand, and I fucked her through it and felt her go soft again after.

Fuck.

"Come here." She'd turned her head, one eye on me, flushed right up her neck. "Finish in me. I can't be doing with getting up, I'll never make the shower."

"You sure? You're still off the pill."

"Ryan. Come here." She reached back and dug her nails into my thigh. "I don't care. Cum in me. Go on."

So I did. She'd come off the pill in the spring with the headaches, and we kept saying we'd sort something else and never had. So half the time I pulled out and half the time we chanced it, and lately it had been more chancing it than not. I didn't think about any of that. I got both hands round her hips and hauled her back onto my cock and came in her hard, my head nearly coming clean off with it. I stayed up in her while it emptied, my cum warm where we were still joined. Then I went down over her back with the two of us stuck together and my heart going like I'd run up six flights of scaffold.

"There," she said, face-down and dead pleased with herself. "Now I really am dying."

We got a good twenty minutes before either of us could move.

By the time we'd showered and got a coffee and a fry-up down us it was gone eleven, and the case was still empty on the spare bed with a fortnight to fit into it and not much left before the taxi. That was on me. I'm the one who packs. Left to Millie we'd land in Manchester and find she'd brought nine pairs of shoes and no charger, so I'd made a list, and I stood there holding it while she sat cross-legged on the floor going properly through the ironing pile, deciding out loud what was coming.

"This," she said, holding up a little yellow thing. "And the blue. Not the green. The green's had its day out."

"You've actually got to put them in the case," I said, holding the list up between us. "That's the part that counts."

"You're better at the case." She flashed me a look. "You do the folding, you love it, I'll pick." She held up two bikinis, one in each hand, weighing them. "Ryan. Serious question. How many?"

"How many what?"

"Bikinis. Two weeks."

"Dunno. Four?"

"Four." She looked at me as if I'd told her to leave a leg at home. "It's all-in, love, there's a pool. I'll be in and out of the water all day. I need one drying while I've got one on, and one for dinner, and a nice one." She'd gone over to the wardrobe by now and pulled the drawer right out and tipped the lot on the bed, and there was a good deal more than four. "See. This is why I pick and you fold."

I'd already got the plug adaptors out of the hall drawer, three of them, because the last place we stayed half the sockets were dead. I'd done all the boring stuff quietly on my own: the sun cream, the after-sun, the little first-aid tin, the factor fifty for me, because I go the colour of a postbox inside an hour and she knows it and I've stopped pretending otherwise. She stood at the long mirror on the wardrobe door in nothing but her knickers, holding one bikini top against herself and then another, deciding.

I stopped folding and simply watched her, because she was worth watching and there was nobody to catch me at it but her.

She's not tall. She barely comes up to my chin in bare feet, and she's small with it, but there's a shape on her that stops you. A proper little waist that goes right in, and then her hips, and then her arse, which is easily the best thing about her and she knows it, round and full and high. Her tits are on the big side for how small she is, soft and heavy, and they sat lovely when she lifted her arms to hold the top on. She was brown nearly all over off the spray the girls do for each other, a warm even brown, with two thin pale lines where a smaller top had sat and a paler triangle lower down. Against all that brown her nipples were dark and stood right up in the cold of the room. Her hair was down and still damp at the ends from the shower. She caught me looking in the mirror and didn't stop what she was doing and didn't cover herself up. She never does. My beautiful Millie, stood there in her knickers picking swimwear, and I took my time over her while I had the chance.

I'd gone heavy again over a pile of folding, the blood up in my neck with it, which is a daft thing to be at gone eleven on a Sunday with a case to fill.

"You can fold quicker than that," she said to my reflection.

"I'm supervising."

"You're perving." She turned and lobbed the reject top at me, her tits swinging with it, and I caught it. "Fold. We've got Josh and Ellie's evening do… no we haven't, that was last night, wasn't it. God, my head." She dropped back down onto the floor with her phone. "I swapped my Saturday, by the way. Kayleigh's having my chair, she's made me promise her the duty-free."

"You already swapped it, you told me Tuesday."

"Did I." She wasn't really listening. She'd gone quiet, thumb moving slowly up the screen, and I took her for doing the duty-free list. Then I came round the bed with an armful of her dresses and caught the screen over her shoulder, for half a second, before she tipped it face-down into her lap. Not the notes app. A browser open on it, and it wasn't a bottle of Malibu, a flash of bare skin gone the instant her thumb found the corner. Then she was smiling up at me, bright as anything.

"What?"

"Nothing." I set the dresses down.

"You've got a face."

"I've not got a face." I had, a bit. That was twice in two days she'd said that to me. "What were you reading?"

"That book Denise gave me." She said it easily, straight back, no gap in it at all. "It's filthy, Ryan, honest to God, I don't know what she makes of me. I'll be a state on that beach." She held the phone up, and it was the book now, right enough, Second Honeymoon in white over the dark, whatever else had been there gone off it. "Listen to this bit…"

"Go on, then."

But she didn't read me the bit. She dropped the phone on the carpet and came and put her arms round my middle and her face in my chest, warm and clean now, and said she was glad the wedding was done and it was just us for a fortnight. I stood there with my chin on the top of her head and my arms round her and half of me elsewhere. It was nothing. She'd been reading her filthy book. Denise had pressed it on her herself, I'd watched her do it. I still stood there a moment too long over it, the same as I had at the fire door.

Then she peeled off to hunt her passport, which she'd put somewhere clever in the spring and not laid eyes on since, and I finished the case on my own, which was always how it was going to end. I like it, if I'm honest. There's an order to it. Heavy things low over the wheels, shoes down the sides in their bags, the folding done properly so it comes out the other end not looking slept in. I did her dresses last, laid flat across the top in a stack so the creases fall out on the hanger.

I slid my hand under the pile to press the air out and flatten the load, and my hand hit something that wasn't clothes.

It was heavy, right down under the folded dresses, wrapped in one of her sarongs. I had my fingers round it before I'd thought about it, expecting a bottle, shampoo she'd smuggled past the list, and it wasn't hard like a bottle. It gave a little under my hand, and it was heavier than it had any business being, and it was long. I peeled the cloth back off the end of it an inch, no more. Then I put it straight back, folded the dress down over it, pressed the air out and did up the zip.

I knew what it was. It wasn't one I'd seen. It wasn't the daft one in the bedside drawer she got at a hen do years back that we've used maybe twice, laughing. This was a proper thing, and it was big, and it had been packed right down under everything on her own before I'd even started.

I finished the case and stood it by the door. In the other room she found her passport and shouted that she'd got it, top of the wardrobe, she'd known all along.

That night I lay next to her in the dark with the case done and waiting by the door, her asleep again with her back to me, and I couldn't get shot of it. Two feet away, wrapped up under everything, where I'd never have gone if I hadn't been flattening the load. I lay there with it a long time. And I let her sleep.
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The plane dropped. All at once, and my stomach came up into my chest and sat there while the whole cabin shuddered and a kid a few rows back went "wheee" like it was a fairground ride.

"That's just air." Millie had her hand over mine on the armrest before I'd even known I was gripping it. She didn't open her eyes. "It's like a pothole, Ryan. You don't scream over a pothole."

"I'm not screaming."

"You've gone the colour of the sick bag." She cracked one eye and grinned at me. "There's one in the seat pocket if you need it. I'll hold your hair back."

"You're a comfort, you are." I got my hand out from under hers and made myself let go of the armrest, and my palm came away damp. It's a daft thing to be frightened of and I know it. I'll stand on a scaffold sixty foot up in a wind that'd put most men flat on their backside, and eat a bacon roll one-handed quite happily. Sit me in a padded seat at thirty thousand feet with a film on and a beer coming and I'm a wreck. Millie reckons it's because up the boards I'm holding the thing myself, and up here I'm holding nothing at all. She's probably right.

The seatbelt light went off with a bing over our heads. I let a long breath out slowly through my nose.

"See," she grinned. "Alive."

The trolley came round twenty minutes later, and I had two little tins of lager off it before the fella had got barely four rows past us. The girl doing the far aisle was worth a look, tall, dark hair right down her back. I did not look at her. I had both hands round a plastic cup and I wasn't letting go of it for a supermodel.

"You were miles away then." Millie was watching me over the top of her wine, mischief up in her. "And don't think I didn't see you clock that stewardess."

"I never. I couldn't tell you what she looked like if you paid me. I've been watching that wing for cracks the whole way."

"Ryan Croft, not looking at a pretty girl. There's a first." She sipped it and gave me a slow look over the top of the glass, enjoying herself. "You keep watching your wing, then."

She had her legs crossed towards me and the sun off the little window laid across her chest, and I'd sooner have been looking at her than at any wing in the sky.

She went quiet after that, sat back with her wine going warm in her hand, her eyes drifting off across the cabin, and I followed them. There was a bloke a few rows up on the far side, on his feet now, stretching a big pair of arms up to shove his bag into the overhead locker, a dark-skinned lad in a white vest with a lot of shoulder on him. She watched him get it stowed and drop back into his seat. She watched a moment longer than there was really anything to watch, and then she caught me catching her and turned it into nothing.

"Loo's free," she said quietly. "If your nerves want it."

"I'm all right."

I had my beer and I looked at the seat-back in front of me. Down under us, in the cold and the dark of the hold, wrapped in one of her sarongs and packed low over the wheels where I'd put the heavy stuff, was the thing I'd found under her dresses on Sunday night. I'd not said a word about it and neither had she. It had flown all this way with us, riding under the same plane, and I turned it over with my warm lager the way I'd turned Josh over, and Isaac on his step. I got no further with it than I had with them.

I got the second tin down me and made myself think about the beach instead.

We got down without me disgracing myself. I had a proper grip of the armrest through the landing and kept my eyes shut, and Millie kept up a running commentary the whole way. "Gear's down, that's the runway, that's the bump, that's it, done." Like talking a horse past a bin bag. When we finally slowed and turned off onto the taxiway, she squeezed my knee.

"Proud of you," she laughed. "You didn't even cry this time."

"I want that on record."

Off the plane and down the steps into it, and the heat came up off the tarmac and hit us both in the face like an open oven. Millie tipped her head straight back into it, sunglasses on, already going. I was sweating steadily through my shirt before we'd reached the terminal doors. There was an hour of it after that. The queue for the desk, the man frowning at my passport photo and then at me, the belt going round and round with everyone's bags but ours, mine coming off last of the lot. Then out the far doors into a car park full of white minibuses and a lad holding a sign with our name spelt wrong.

RIAN + PARTY, it said, in marker pen.

"Close enough," I said.

"Mr Croft!" He was young, this one, younger than us, early twenties if that, in a bright green resort polo with the buttons done all the way up and a lanyard round his neck and a tablet under his arm. He had a big open face and he'd already got both our cases off me easily before I'd worked out how. "Curtis. I'm your rep. Palm Grove. You're the first off this transfer, so we wait ten minutes for the others and then we go, is that all right, is that okay? You want a water? It's hot, man, I know. First time in Jamaica?"

"Anywhere this hot, more like," Millie said. "He burns. Look at him."

"Ah, we'll keep him in the shade." Curtis grinned at me warmly, like we were already old mates. He'd only been doing this a few months, he told us on the bus, up the front with a microphone he didn't really need in a bus that size. He was from up near Montego Bay, he said, and he'd wanted the airport job for the tips, but they'd put him on reps, and reps was better, he'd decided, because you got to see people happy. "Everybody's happy on the way in," he said into the mic, to the whole bus. "Nobody's happy on the way out. That's how I know I'm good at it."

Millie laughed at that, her real laugh, and I sat with her leg warm against mine and watched the island go slowly by out the window, the shacks and the goats and the water coming and going between the trees. I had my arm along the back of her seat and my hand on her bare shoulder, and for a bit it was just a holiday.

The Palm Grove was up a long drive with the sea on one side of it. A girl put a rum punch in each of our hands before we'd got through the doors of the lobby, cold, in a proper glass with a wedge of pineapple on the rim. A woman at the desk took our names and reached across with a little pair of scissors and a strip of green plastic each.

"Left or right?" she said, and she fastened one neatly round my wrist and snipped the end off, then did Millie's. "That's you now. It doesn't come off till you go home. Anything with a bar, anything with food, anything down on the beach, you just show them the band. You don't pay for a thing all fortnight." She said it like she'd said it a thousand times and still half meant it.

That green band was the whole holiday. Paid for months back, in the rain, and now fastened round your wrist so you couldn't lose it or leave it in the room. All-inclusive. Everything already bought.

Millie turned her wrist over and read the band, then looked up at me with her mouth already opening, and I got in first.

"Don't," I said.

"I never said a word."

"You were going to."

"I was going to say," she said, "that I intend to get my money's worth. That's all. You've paid for it. I'm going to drink this island dry." She clinked her glass off mine, hard enough that a bit slopped over the rim, and drank half of it standing there in the lobby. Her neck had flushed up off the heat and the punch and being here at last.

Curtis walked us over, through the middle of it all, past the big pool with the swim-up bar in the shallow end and the loungers packed round it three deep. There was a lad up on the tall white lifeguard chair over the deep end, not in a green polo like Curtis but in red shorts and nothing else. A huge unit of a man, big through the chest and the shoulders, forearms resting on his knees, watching the water. Millie's head went round to him as we passed and stayed round longer than the walking needed, her sunglasses hiding whether her eyes had gone with it.

God.

The place was full of them, men built like that, in shorts, everywhere I looked. And she'd packed that heavy thing down the bottom of our case, and I was the one who'd brought her to a place full of exactly this. I looked at the size of him up on his chair, and I didn't like where my head had gone.

"Ryan. Ryan, look at that water," she said, pointing me off past him at the sea.

"I'm looking."

Past the pool there was a terrace built out over the sand under a big shingled roof, tables laid up white, a bar down one end of it and the smell of fish grilling drifting off it even at four in the afternoon. The Reef, a sign said, in rope letters. A couple of the waiters were folding napkins and setting up for the evening. Curtis followed my eye.

"That's your seafood," he said. "That's the good one. You book it or you wait on the door, and you don't want to be waiting. I'll sort you a table one night, leave it with me." He'd got us to our door by then, down a little path off on its own with a low hedge round it. "This is you. Balcony's through the back. Anything at all, anything, you come find me, I'm on the desk mornings… enjoy, man. You made it."

The apartment was cool and dim after the outside, tiled, a big bed under a fan, and Millie went straight through it to the sliding doors at the back, pulled them open and stood there.

"Ryan."

I came up behind her and got my arms round her, my cheek against her hair, and we looked at it together. The balcony hung right out over the sand. The beach ran off white in both directions. The water past it went from a clear pale green near in to a deep blue further out where the light sat on it, and there wasn't a soul on it for half a mile.

"Bloody hell," I said.

"I know."

We stood there a minute longer, and then she turned round inside my arms and put her face up into my neck. She was warm and a bit sticky from the day, and she smelled of the punch and of herself under it. My lovely Millie held onto me with her whole body, her tits soft against my chest through the thin cotton. I was half thinking about getting her back inside and out of that dress before I'd properly taken the view in. I stood there with a fistful of her sundress and the sea over her shoulder and felt, for a minute, like I'd sorted the whole thing. Booked it and printed it and packed the case and got us both out here in one piece.

We had a shower, one after the other. I stood at the end of the bed towelling off slowly and watched her peel the sundress up over her head, drop it on the floor, and bend over the open case in nothing but a scrap of white knicker, hunting out a vest and shorts. The brown of her back. Her arse up in the air in the white. Her tits hanging loose and heavy as she rooted through the case, her nipples still tight from the cold water. There was a pull low in my belly and my cock stiffened in the towel for no reason I'd have given you, at gone four in the afternoon with a fan going and my hair still wet.

"Stop it," she said, not looking up.

"I've not moved."

"I can feel you looking, Ryan." She flashed me a grin over her shoulder. "You'll get all of it tonight, don't you worry. I've been gagging for it. Your cock and no work in the morning, getting properly fucked and sleeping in. But let me get us unpacked first, I'm not living out a case the whole holiday like an animal." She'd gone brisk of a sudden, up on her knees at the case, folding things that plainly didn't need folding, squaring the pile off, and I came round the other side to help and she got there first.

Her hand went down the side of the case, down under the folded stuff to where I'd packed the heavy things, and it closed on the shape of it through the sarong, and it stopped.

Just for a second. Her face didn't do anything. She lifted the whole bundle out in one hand, cloth and all, and stood up with it held down against her leg, and put it away in the bottom drawer of the unit by the bed, right at the back, and slid the drawer shut with her knee. None of it took her more than a breath.

"Which side do you want?" she said, already back at the case with an armful of my shirts.

"Left." I took them off her. "I'll do the folding."

"Course you will," she said.
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Iwas down at the pool with two towels over my arm before the sun was properly up. A bloke at the desk the night before had told me, quiet, like he was passing me a tip on a horse: if you wanted a lounger in the shade you were down there by seven, or you weren't down there at all. So I was down there by seven. I laid a towel out along two beds in the good spot, half sun and half under a palm, and I stood back and looked at them like I'd put up a bit of scaffold.

I wasn't the only one at it. There was a big German fella three beds down doing exactly the same, a stack of towels off his own arm. We gave each other a nod, one early riser to another. The pair of us out here bagging deckchairs in our flip-flops while our women slept. He'd got the corner with the umbrella. Fair enough. He'd probably been down at half six. You have to respect it.

Millie surfaced about half nine. She had a little blue bikini on, the top too small to hold her tits in properly and the bottoms cut high and skimpy at the back. She'd nicked a pair of my sunglasses she'd decided were hers now, and she had the book in one hand and a coffee she'd carried down from the apartment in the other.

"You actually did it," she said, looking at the two beds. "You came down here in the dark and put towels out."

"There's a system."

"There's a system." She dropped down onto hers on her front, propped the book open against the pillow of the sunbed and reached back to undo the tie of her top so it wouldn't leave a line across her back. "You're going to be one of those men. I can feel it. Forty years old, down here at dawn with a flask." She wasn't wrong and I didn't argue it.

I got the factor thirty into her back for her, which is no hardship. I worked it slowly down the brown of her spine and out over her arse where the little bottoms cut in, both hands, taking my time about it, and she lifted her hips into it just enough to let me know she knew. I'd happily have knelt there doing that all morning, my cock stiffening in my trunks over nothing more than the feel of her under my hands.

"Save some for later," she said quietly into the towel, so only I got it. "You can fuck me all you like tonight, when it's just us and there's nobody about."

Then I did my own arms and the back of my neck and the tops of my feet, because I burn everywhere the sun can find and a few places it shouldn't be able to. By ten I'd have a pink glow coming up. By the second week I might pass for a man who'd been outside before. Millie goes brown just lying there thinking about it. It's not fair and I've told her so.

"Get me a drink when you go up," she said, not looking up from the page, her voice already gone slow and happy and holiday. "One of the frozen ones. And don't have a go about it being half ten."

The swim-up bar was the clever bit of the whole place. You waded off the shallow end and there was a row of stools sunk down under the water and a bar top at chest height, and a lad behind it running the blenders all day long. I stood in it up to my ribs and got two frozen ones and a beer for me and carried the lot back over my head. The whole way across I couldn't keep my eyes off my pretty Millie. She was laid out flat on the lounger, her top untied and loose under her, the sun on her bare back. Her arse sat up round and full in the little bottoms. The sides of her tits were pushed out soft against the towel. I'd gone half-stiff in the warm water before I'd even got to her, the breath gone tight with it, which is a daft way to be at ten in the morning with two cocktails melting over my head. But there it is.

The lifeguard came round while she was three chapters into it.

He was the one from the day before, the big unit up on the tall white chair over the deep end, only now he was down off it and going along the loungers on foot, saying good morning to the new faces, a towel over one shoulder and nothing on but the red shorts. Up close he was enormous. Not gym-swollen, just built long and thick all through the chest and the arms, big the way some men just are. He moved slow and easy, like nothing on this beach was going to need him to hurry, and he probably wasn't wrong about that either.

"You put your towels out early." He'd stopped at the end of our two beds, grinning down at me, and he'd clocked which of us had done the bagging. "Seven o'clock man. I saw you."

"He's got a system," Millie said into her book, without turning over.

"Andre." He put a hand out and I shook it and mine went into his and got lost, the same as it had into Isaac's at the wedding. He'd been on this pool eleven years, he told me, in no rush to be anywhere. Swam for the parish as a young man, butterfly. Missed the trials by a hair and never quite got over it. Now he sat up on the chair and watched fat English blokes drown themselves slowly in the shallow end. He said all of it easy, laughing at himself, no side to it. Then he looked down at Millie, at the length of her laid out there brown, and let his eye go down her back and over her arse and along her legs, one slow pass, and I saw him do it. Another man having a proper look at my girl, right in front of me, and going on his way like it was nothing. I let it go. What else do you do.

"You want to get in the water," he told me, dragging his eye back up. "Not sit out here cooking. The sun here will have a man like you for breakfast." He tapped his own shoulder, meaning mine, which had already started. "Pink already. Go on, get in, cool down."

"I'll have my drink first."

"Have your drink." He was already moving off, easy, on down the line of beds. "Then get in the water."

Millie had turned her head on the pillow and watched him go all the way down the pool without lifting it off the towel. Her eyes were hidden behind the borrowed sunglasses so I couldn't get at them, only her face, still pointed after him a good few seconds past anything worth pointing at — his back, his arse, the whole slow walk of him down the tiles. Then she rolled onto her own back, quickly, did her top up over her tits under the cover of it, and got busy — the sun cream, her phone, the book, the whole lot of it shifted into a neat little row it hadn't been in a second before, her doing it fast and not looking my way.

Shit.

I had the beer and said nothing, and I made myself not do the sum I could feel starting. She'd packed that heavy thing down at the back of the drawer, and I'd flown her out to an island where the men looked at her like that, and I'd done it to us both myself, the whole of it, all paid for. That was the thought, sat right there in front of me, and I put the beer between me and it. I didn't know what to do with it yet.

"What are you tidying it all up for?" I said. "You've shifted that book three times."

"I'm making it nice." She didn't look up, and she squared the little row off one more time than it needed. "Leave me be. I'm on my holidays."

The couple two beds along on the other side made themselves known around lunchtime.

"You're never from Manchester." The woman had leaned right across the gap, deep brown, gold hoops, a drink on the go that plainly wasn't her first of the day and it wasn't yet one o'clock. She'd heard Millie on the phone to her mum and pounced. "I said to Trevor, that's a Manc, I'd know it anywhere. Lorraine. This is Trevor."

Trevor lifted his beer an inch off his belly by way of hello without getting up. He was older, comfortable, gone brown and gone soft with it. He sat well back under the shade with his hands folded on himself, a man who'd found his spot in about 1998 and saw no reason to leave it. Lorraine did all the talking for the pair of them and he didn't look like he minded. They'd been coming to the Palm Grove every June for ten years, she told us, since the year Trevor's business finally let him. She could tell us which of the three restaurants was worth the walk, and which of the reps were any use, and where the good sunbeds were. She could see I'd already sorted that last one for myself.

"Ten years." Millie had sat up for this. She'd taken to Lorraine on sight, like she does with anyone who's got a bit of front. "You must love it."

"We do the same fortnight every year and I'd not swap it for anywhere." Lorraine settled back with her drink. "You get to know the place, don't you. You get to know the staff." She said staff with the smallest turn on it, and grinned, and drank. "Ten years, you know some of them very well."

Trevor smiled at that, into his beer, and didn't look up, and didn't look bothered.

There was another pair over at the swim-up bar keeping themselves to themselves, a man and his wife stood in the shallows not talking much, the both of them gone a fierce lobster red down one side where they'd plainly slept the afternoon before in the full sun and paid for it. The bloke lifted a hand at us, careful, like moving his arm hurt. Lorraine followed my eye.

"Carla and Neil," she said, dropping her voice, delighted. "Second week. Neil got the runs off a beach shack and Carla won't let him forget it. Lovely couple. Bored to bloody tears." She said it fondly, like they were a nice bit of furniture. "Come to the pool, go to the room, come to the pool. That's their holiday. Each to their own."

"Lorraine," said Trevor, mild, the first word out of him.

"I'm being nice." She took a pull of her drink and turned her attention flat onto Millie's sunbed, onto the book laid face-down by her hip with the beach and the bare legs on the cover. "Oh, now. I know that one." She was pointing her drink at it. "Second Honeymoon. I've read all six of them. Filthy, aren't they? He hands her over to some big black fella on the beach round about book two, the husband, and just kneels there and watches the fella fuck her. That where you're up to?" She said it easily, no lower than she'd said anything else, right out across the beds in the middle of the day. "Don't let me spoil it for you."

Millie's neck had flushed up a colour that wasn't only the sun. "My mate's mum gave it me," she said, and laughed it off. "At a wedding. I don't know what she thinks I'm like."

"They all read them," Lorraine chuckled. "The mums. Where do you think they get their ideas…"

I got up to go in for a swim before I had to have any more of that, and told Millie I'd be in the pool if she wanted me, and she said she'd stop where she was, thanks, she was at a good bit. The white one was still folded up in the drawer back in the room. She'd packed a white bikini I'd never seen her wear, brand new, the tag still on it. Last night I'd gone to put it in the wash bag with the others and she'd taken it off me. Not that one, she'd said. She was saving that one. I'd asked what for. She'd said you'll see, and put it back in the drawer on its own.

The water took the heat off my shoulders. I stood in it up to my chest and watched the pool go on around me, the kids and the noise and the orange drinks going back and forth. At the far end Andre came back down off his chair for the afternoon shift, said a word to the lad at the bar, and started along the loungers again, stopping at each one long enough to leave them grinning.

Millie watched him come the whole length of it. She'd not have known I could see her from where I was, down low with the sun behind me. She had the book shut on her finger and her sunglasses up in her hair, and she watched him come and didn't stop when he'd gone past her. She's looking at him like she looks at me. That was the thought I had, stood there chest-deep with my beer going flat in my hand, and I didn't much want it. That one wanted her. They all wanted her. I'd known that about my girl for years and it had never once cost me a wink, and here it was of a sudden keeping me up to my neck in a swimming pool at gone three in the afternoon. I'd seen her do it once already this week, too, at a fire door, over a cigarette she doesn't smoke.

Lorraine saw it too. Of course she did. She leaned across the gap to Millie, and she didn't drop her voice for it, so it came clean across the water to me stood there wet to the chest with my drink held up over it.

"You have a good look, love," she said, comfortable as anything, settling back into her lounger. "Everybody has a good look, the first week…"
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Iwas showered and dressed and sat on the end of the bed with my shoes on a good half hour before Millie was anywhere near ready. There was a rule at the Reef, it turned out, no shorts after six. So I'd dug out the one pair of long trousers I'd let her put in the case and a collared shirt, and I sat there in the both of them slowly cooking under the fan while she carefully did her face at the mirror. Dressed like I was up in court, on a beach, at eighty degrees. She had a towel round her and her hair still up in a clip and she was leaning in close to the glass, working patiently at her eyes with a little brush, one foot up on the stool.

"You could put your shorts back on," she said, catching me in the mirror. "Nobody's checking your legs, Ryan."

"There's a sign."

"Oh well, if there's a sign." She smiled at herself and put the brush down.

Then she dropped the towel and stepped into the dress she'd had hung on the back of the door since the afternoon, a dark red thing that tied at one shoulder and left the other bare. She reached back to pull the zip up her side and couldn't quite get it, and I got up and did it for her. She was warm from the shower still under the cotton. I drew the zip up slowly and put my hands on her hips where the dress went in and stood behind her looking at the two of us in the glass. The red sat right on her. It gripped in tightly at her waist and let go over her arse and stopped high enough up her thighs that she'd have to think about how she sat down. Her tits were pushed up soft where the one strap crossed her, and I could see the shape of her nipples through the thin red of it, stood up from the cold of the room. She'd left her shoulder bare and brown and I put my mouth on it before I'd decided to.

"We'll never get out the door," she said, but she leaned her head over willingly to give me the side of her neck, and she shivered when my mouth found it. My stunning Millie, done up for her dinner. My cock had stiffened just from pulling her zip up and I stood there behind her with my pulse up and nowhere to put it, due at a dinner table in five minutes.

"Later," she murmured, low, watching me do it in the mirror. "Get through your dinner and you can fuck me over that balcony rail after, with the sea right there. I'll be as loud as I want. There's nobody for a mile… you said so yourself." It landed low, a twitch of it, standing there in my court trousers.

"You'll not hold me to any of that."

"Try me." She stepped out of my hands to find her shoes. "Come on. I'm starving and you look lovely."

The Reef was the terrace we'd walked past on the way in the first day, built right out over the sand under the big shingled roof, and at night they had it done up prettily with candles down every table and lanterns strung along the rail and the black water going out beyond it into nothing. You could hear the sea working under the floor. The smell of the fish off the grill came at you from twenty feet away and set my stomach going the same as it had the day we arrived. A man met us at the top of the steps with a book of bookings, saw the band on my wrist, found us quickly without any fuss.

"Croft. Two." He was big, this one, filled the steps up while he looked down his list, broad through the shoulders and the arms with it, his sleeves rolled neatly to the elbow and a white cloth over one forearm. When he'd found us he looked up and the whole of his face went into it. "Come. I've got you a good one, down the end, over the water. You want to see the sea while you eat, not the kitchen."

He took us down through the middle of the room. On the way past the pass he swung a full tray up over his head and set it down easily one-handed at another table, four drinks on it, without breaking his stride or spilling a drop, and he had us in our seats over the rail a moment later with the menus open in front of us. Delroy, he said his name was. He'd run the place nine years. His father had had a fish shack further up the beach when Delroy was a boy, gone now, washed off in a storm one winter. He reckoned cheerfully that he grilled a snapper better than the old man ever had, and he said it like it was a joke and the plain truth at the same time.

"The lady's having the snapper," he told me, "whether she knows it yet or not." Then he turned the whole of that easy warm attention onto Millie, and it stayed on her while he talked, and it had not once settled on me like that. "You let me bring you what's good tonight. You won't have eaten fish till you've had it off my grill. And you look a treat in that red, if a man can say so. There." And he was gone after another table before she'd got a word back to him.

The colour came up slowly in Millie's face. She laughed it off and looked down at her menu she didn't need any more, and told me she was having the fish, apparently. But I'd watched her eyes go after him, to the roll of his sleeves and the plates going along that forearm, and come back to the table a moment late. I'd caught that. I didn't say anything about it, but it sat there in me a second, small and cold — another man walking off, and my girl not quite able to take her eyes off his back.

"He's got some front on him," I said.

"He's just being nice." She had her chin on her hand. "It's his job, being nice. You could learn a bit off him."

"I'm nice."

"You're all right." She reached over the candle and squeezed my hand. "For a barrister."

It was worth the walk, I'll give him that. We ate half in silence over it with the sea going out in the dark, and I got a couple of cold beers down me. I had a low ache going the whole meal just from watching her mouth work on the fork, brown and easy in the candlelight, in no hurry over any of it. The one strap had slipped down off her shoulder and she'd not bothered fixing it, and I kept catching the soft top of her tit over the table when she leaned in for her wine. There was no bill to think about when we were done, there never was — the band saw to all that. Which I found I didn't like, if I'm honest. I'm the one who sorts the bill. I like a bill. I like knowing what a night cost and sorting it out and being the one who did. Here there was nothing to do with my hands after but say thanks and stand up, and it left me a bit stripped of my one trick. So when Delroy came back down to clear the plates I had a few dollars folded ready that I'd brought out for exactly this, and I put them quietly in his hand under the edge of the table.

"That's for looking after her," I said, "not the fish."

He looked at the money and then at me, and grinned, and it went in his pocket. "I'd have done that for nothing, man," he told me. "But I'm not giving it you back."

We'd not long got our coffees and a rum each when Lorraine found us. Of course she did. She'd been three tables up the whole time with Trevor and a bottle of white going down between them. She came down with her drink in her hand, pulled a spare chair over from an empty table without being asked, and sat herself easily down at the end of ours like she'd booked it.

"There you are, the pair of you. Isn't this the good one." She'd caught the sun some more since the pool, gone another shade darker, the gold hoops swinging when she turned her head. Trevor lifted a hand at us from up the row and stopped where he was with the wine, in no hurry. "We come here first night, every year, don't we. Trevor won't hear of anywhere else the first night. Delroy looking after you? Course he is. He looks after everybody." She said it and turned a small private smile onto her own glass. "Some more than others."

"Lorraine." Trevor's voice came mild from up the tables, the one word, and he settled comfortably back into his chair with his wine and left her to it, and he didn't look bothered.

"I've barely started." She waved him off without turning round. "I'm getting to know the young couple." She leaned in over the little table at Millie, warm, loose with the wine, delighted with the both of us. "You enjoying that book yet? Course you are. I'll tell you what I like about them, love, and it's not just the filth, though God knows the filth's good." She had a mouthful of the rum. "It's that the wife in it wants a big black cock and she comes straight out and asks her husband for one, plain as ordering a coffee. And he doesn't fall to bits over it. He goes and gets her one. Do you know how rare that is, a woman letting herself say the thing out loud?"

Millie had gone quiet. She'd got hold of her napkin off her lap and she was folding it, over and once more, squaring the edges of it up carefully on the table by her cup, her eyes down on the doing of it. She does that. She goes still and she goes busy with her hands, and I'd learned over the years it means there's a thing going round in her she's not ready to put down yet.

"Some people can't say the thing, though, can they," Millie said, to the napkin. "Not to their fella, anyway."

"No, they can't." Lorraine's voice dropped, and for once she wasn't playing it for the room, she was talking straight at Millie across our candle. "I couldn't. First time round. I was married before Trevor, love, years, and I had a whole list of things going round my head I'd not have said to that man if you'd held a gun on me. So I kept them shut in. And you keep a thing like that in long enough and it turns, doesn't it. It goes bad on you in there. It's not the wanting that finishes a marriage. It's the keeping it quiet." She sat back. "That's why I married Trevor. I've never once had to keep my mouth shut with Trevor. Have I, love."

"You have not," Trevor agreed comfortably, from up the tables, not needing to hear the question to know his line.

Bloody hell.

I sat there over my rum with my eyes on Millie, who'd gone rigid across the candle. Because I knew a bit more than Lorraine did, didn't I. I knew what was folded away in the drawer back in the room. I knew how long that laugh had gone on out the back of the wedding. And here was a woman she'd known two days telling her, openly, over the pudding, that the keeping-shut was the very thing that did for you. Millie had gone the wrong kind of quiet. She folded the napkin one more time it plainly did not need folding.

"Anyway." Lorraine knocked back the last of her rum and got up out of the borrowed chair as easily as she'd sat down in it, back to loud, back to the whole room, the moment gone. "Listen to me, giving it the marriage guidance over the sweet. Take no notice, love. Trevor. Are we having another or are we going up?" She patted Millie warmly on the bare shoulder on her way past, and went off to collect her husband, and left the pair of us sat there over two cold coffees with the dark water beyond the rail.

"She's a case," Millie said, after a bit. She'd got her smile back on, mostly.

"She is that."

We had one more rum against the band, since it cost nothing but the walking of it back, and we walked back the long way round the top of the beach with our shoes in our hands and the warm coming up off the sand. Millie was quiet most of the way, holding my arm, her head going out to the black water every so often. I asked her once what she was chewing on and she said nothing, the fish, she'd eaten too much fish, and squeezed my arm, and I let it lie.

In bed she lay a while not settling, on her back with the fan turning slowly over us and the doors cracked open on the sea. I'd near enough gone under when she spoke.

"What do you make of her, then?" she said, into the dark, easy, like she was asking had I locked the door. "Lorraine, I mean."

"She's a lot, isn't she." I turned over towards her. "Poor Trevor. I'd have thrown myself off the boat by now."

It was meant to get a laugh out of her. It didn't get one. She lay there quietly looking up into the dark, and after a bit she said goodnight, and turned over onto her side away from me, and pulled the sheet up over her bare shoulder.
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The key wasn't on the hook.

There's a hook by the door, a little brass thing screwed into the frame, and the first thing I'd done when we walked in that first afternoon was hang the room key on it, because that is what a hook is for. Millie thinks it's funny. She'd have the key down the bottom of her beach bag under the sun cream and a wet bikini and be turning the whole lot out on the step at midnight looking for it, and she reckons the man who puts it somewhere it can be found is the funny one. But the brass was empty, and I stood there in my trunks with a towel over my shoulder, ready for breakfast, looking at nothing.

"You've had it," I said.

"I've not touched your key." She was still in bed, on her front, one eye open. "You and that key. Nobody's had it. It'll be where you left it."

"Where I left it is the hook."

We turned the room over for ten minutes. I did the shorts I'd worn yesterday, the drawer, the fridge where I'd stood the beers, down the side of the bed with my arm in to the shoulder. Millie sat up against the headboard and watched me do it quietly, not helping, drinking the last of yesterday's water off the side.

"You're loving this," I said.

"I am, a bit," she said, pulling her knees up under the sheet. "Mr System. Down the back of the bed. Go on, is it there?"

It wasn't there. In the end we gave up and went down to the desk in yesterday's clothes, and Curtis said leave it with him, he'd cut us another, come back in an hour, no bother, did I want a coffee while I waited. I said we'd take a walk instead and give the lad his hour.

We'd gone down the far way, away from the pool and the loungers and the swim-up bar, down where the resort runs out and the beach goes on past it into the ordinary. A couple of fishing boats pulled up on the sand, nets over them, a lad or two down at the waterline doing something to a hull. Millie walked in the wet part where it's firm, her sandals hooked on two fingers, the sea coming up over her feet and going out again. She had a thin white cover-up thing on over her bikini, the sun straight through it, and one of the lads at the boat straightened up off his work and had a good long look at her as she went by, then gave me a nod after, no harm meant. She didn't see it, or made out she didn't. I let it go by the way I'd been letting them go by all week, and made nothing of it, same as always.

She'd gone quiet on me. Not sulky. She was rolling the drawstring of the cover-up between her fingers as she walked, over and over, a little cord she wasn't tying or untying, just working.

"You're miles off," I said.

"I'm not." She kept her eyes on the water. "It's nice, isn't it. Down here. No towels on the beds. No Lorraine."

"You love Lorraine."

"I do love Lorraine." A little laugh, gone quick. She rolled the cord. "She said a thing the other night. At the dinner. About keeping stuff shut in and it turning bad on you." She still wasn't looking at me. "It stuck in me a bit, that. That's all."

"What stuff?"

"Nothing. Everyone's got stuff." She bumped me with her shoulder, warm, and went to move it on. "You've got no stuff, you. You're the most sorted man I know. You hang the key on the hook."

"I've lost the key."

"You've not lost it. It'll be somewhere daft." She smiled at that, out at the sea, and it went again. She was quiet most of the way down and quiet again coming back, holding my arm, her head going out to the water, that cord going round and round her finger. I didn't dig at it. You dig at Millie and she shuts up shop for the day. She'd get to it when she was ready.

We came back an hour later, salt-dried and hot off the sand, and the key was sat in the outside of the lock where I'd left it the whole time, hanging out the door for any passing soul to help themselves. I took it off the door without a word and hung it quietly on the hook. Millie watched me do that too.

"Say nothing," I said.

"Me? Never." She was already peeling off toward the shower, pulling her top up over her head. "Working lovely, that system of yours. Really glad we've got it."

She got the water going, and I stood in the doorway of the little bathroom stepping out of my shorts, and there she was through the glass with her head tipped back into it, the water coming down over her, and I forgot all about the key.

Her hair had gone dark and flat down her back and the water ran off her, off the heavy of her tits and down the dip of her waist to her arse, all the brown of her shining wet with it. I stood and watched her a second with my cock already thickening up in my hand, at eleven in the morning, and then I got in behind her.

"Get in, then." She'd known I was there. She leaned back into me and let me put my arms round her under the water, a hand up over one wet tit, her nipple gone hard against my palm, my cock against the small of her back. "That's better. My feet were killing."

"You said there was a thing." I had my mouth by her ear. "On the walk. You went off somewhere."

She didn't answer straight away. She got the little bottle off the shelf and put some on and started washing herself, over her arms and her front, busying herself right up with it under the water, her back still against my chest, and I stood and let her.

"You know when I lost it," she said, to the glass. "First time. What I told you."

"You were eighteen." I knew that much of it. She'd told me once, years back, light, laughing, gone before I could hold it. "Just turned. You'd got your first proper ID. There was a bloke at a club."

"There was a bloke at a club." She kept washing slowly, her hands going over her tits with the soap, not looking round at me. "I never told you the whole of it, though. I only told you the bits that were all right to tell."

"So tell me the rest."

The water came down between us. I could feel her heart going, or I told myself I could, her back against my front.

"He was on the door," she said, wiping the water back off her face. "The bouncer. That's how I got in. He used to let me through, me and Nat, and we were nowhere near old enough really, the ID was rubbish, but he'd see us in the queue and just tip his head, go on. Every week. And I fancied him something rotten." She rinsed the soap off her front, her chin down. "He was old, Ryan. Older than my dad, near enough. Big. Proper big bloke, you know, filled the door up. And he was black." She said it flat, careful, like she was setting it down on a table between us. "That's the bit I never said. That he was a big older black fella and I was eighteen and I wanted him that much I could hardly look at him."

"How old was he?" I said. My voice had gone somewhere.

"I don't know." She'd stopped washing, thinking about it properly. "Fifties? Older than you are now, a lot…" She stood there under the water with her arms crossed loose over herself and told the glass what was left of it. "It went on a few weeks, him letting me in, me hanging about the door end of the night. And then one night he took me through the back, in the store bit, where they keep the barrels. And I let him. I wanted him to. It wasn't a fumble, I didn't do it because I was drunk and it happened, I'd been thinking about it for weeks, going home and thinking about it." She turned round now, finally, wet, her hair stuck to her face, and looked at me straight. "It hurt and it was quick and it was up against a stack of lager crates in a cellar and it's the filthiest thing I've ever done and I've never told a living soul the truth of it. Not Nat. Not you."

There was a lot of it at once, and my face had gone hot with it, but the one that shut the rest up was that I'd gone rock hard against her belly while she said it, and I hadn't the first idea what to do about it.

"So why now?" I said. "Why are you telling me now?"

"Because Lorraine's right, isn't she," she said, her hand going down between us and closing round me, finding me hard. "And because I can feel what it's done to you." A little breath went out of her, half a laugh, her hand moving slowly on my cock. "You've gone harder listening to that than you've been in weeks. I felt it against me while I was saying it." She looked up at my face, checking, careful. "I didn't know if you'd hate it."

"I don't hate it." I didn't know what it was, but it wasn't hate, and my body had got there first and left the rest of me stood in the shower catching up. "Christ, Millie."

"No." Her hand kept going. "You don't, do you?"

I got my mouth on her then, hard, mostly to stop myself having to say anything, because I hadn't got the words yet and my body plainly had. She came up into it, wet and open, her arms going round my neck. I had her against the tiled wall with the water still coming down over the both of us and a handful of her wet arse in each hand, and I lifted her half up onto me.

"Come here." She reached down between us and took hold of me, guiding me where she wanted me, breathing hard against my jaw. "Go on. Give me your cock."

I pushed up into her against the wall. She was hot and tight round me even under all that water, and she moaned into my mouth and bit softly at my lip and swore.

"God, yeah. Like that." Her heel dug into the back of my thigh, dragging me in. "Don't you dare go gentle on me."

But you can't do much against a wet wall without one of you going over. I reached back and shut the water off quickly and got her out of it, and we went through to the bed still dripping, not bothering with a towel. Down she went on her back with her wet hair soaking the pillow, her knees up, and I pushed slowly back into her. I took my time over it now, all the way in and most of the way out and back again, her pussy hot and tight and gripping at my cock every time I drew back out of it, watching her face do what it does. My mouth went down onto her tits, one and then the other, her nipples gone hard, and I sucked at her while I fucked her.

"God, yeah, suck them." She got a hand in my hair and held me there. "Don't stop that."

"Fuck, that's good," she breathed, her hips lifting slowly up to meet me. "Just there. Don't lose it."

This was the hardest we'd gone at it in a year, easily. And I knew, even while it was happening, exactly what had lit it.

Because it was in my head now and it wouldn't get out. Her at eighteen up against the wall in that club. The big older fella with his hand round the back of her young neck. I looked down at her under me, at my cock going into her, wet and shining, and I couldn't stop the picture coming. A bigger, darker hand than mine on her hip. A man old enough to be her father having her the way I was having her now, and her wanting it that badly she could hardly look at him. It's happening in my head while it's happening on the bed. I don't know when I started liking it, but I'm liking it, I'm going at her harder off the thought of it, and there's a part of me stood off to one side asking what the hell is wrong with me and getting no answer at all.

"You're miles away," she said, laying a hand flat on my chest, grinning up at me, flushed right up her neck. "Where've you gone? Tell me."

"Nowhere."

"Liar." She hooked her heels up over the back of me and pulled me in deeper. "I bet I know where, and all. You're thinking about him, aren't you?" She wasn't laughing now. She was watching my face while she said it, close. "Go on, then. Think about it, I don't mind. Fuck me and think about him."

So I did. I got a fistful of her wet hair and gave it to her exactly the way she was asking for it, and I let the picture run right alongside. The big older hand on her, not mine. Him having her back then and me having her now, and just then I couldn't have told you I'd have stopped him. She reached down and worked her own clit while I fucked her, quick little circles of her fingers, her mouth falling open.

"That's it," she gasped. "Oh, fuck, that's it, don't stop." She was climbing fast now, her whole front pulling tight. "That's going to make me cum, Ryan. Right there. Don't you stop."

I didn't stop. She went off under me hard, nails dragging down my back, clenched tight round my cock, shaking and gasping my name into the side of my neck. I wasn't far behind her.

"In me." She'd got hold of my arse with both hands, pulling me onto her. "I want your cum in me. Don't you dare pull out."

I was past all that anyway and so was she. I got both hands under her and hauled her onto me and emptied into her, my face down in her wet neck, the whole of me ringing with it.

Fuck.

We lay there stuck together and wet-through and getting our breath back, the sheet soaked under her hair.

"There," she said, when she could. She had her hand in my hair. "That's better than the pool, isn't it."

I said something. I don't know what. I lay there half on her with my heart still going and my head somewhere I'd not been before and didn't have a name ready for.

She dropped off after a bit, the way she does, gone in about a minute with her mouth open. I lay in the dark of the room with the shutters half down against the afternoon and I couldn't get near it. My amazing Millie, out cold and pleased with herself, still with my cum in her. And I turned the whole of it slowly over, the door, the cellar, the big old bastard behind her, and I felt myself getting stiff again in the dark just going over it. This time it wasn't her doing it to me. It was everything else. A man I'd never met having had my girl before I ever did, and her still wanting it, and me lying there in the heat filling up again over the pair of them.

Christ. So that's what that was, then.

I didn't move for a long time and I didn't wake her. I lay on my back in the dark and let it come up slowly and properly for once, instead of putting a beer between me and it. I was turned on. The thing that should have turned my stomach was the thing doing it. And I'd booked the flights and packed the case and flown us both out here myself.

She woke up as the light was going, rolled over into me warm, put her leg over mine, found me thick and aching against her hip, and made a low pleased noise about it into my chest.

"You're unbelievable, you." She kissed my chest, sleepy. Then I felt her decide something, and she propped her chin on me and looked up. "There's more than that, you know. I've not told you the half of it yet." Her thumb moved on my skin. "About all of it. What I think about… what's in my head." She kissed me once, softly, and put her cheek back down on my chest, and that was it, that was all I was getting. "But not tonight. I've said enough for one day. You can have the rest tomorrow."

And she shut her eyes, and left me lying there in the dark with the fan going, wanting the rest of it more than I've ever wanted her to just come out with a thing in my life.
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There was a knock on the door at eight with our dinner behind it. We'd not gone down. Millie had said she couldn't face putting a dress on and doing the terrace and Lorraine again tonight, could we not just get it sent up, and I'd got on the phone to the desk feeling like a rich man ordering it. Two plates of the jerk chicken, a bottle of the white, whatever came with it.

It came up on a trolley pushed by a young lad in the green polo, younger than Curtis even, who laid it all out on the little table on the balcony and would not take the coins I quietly tried to press on him. He was a big lad too, broad across the back in the polo, and when Millie came through in one of my T-shirts and not much under it and said thanks, love, that's lovely, he gave her a smile and let his eye go slowly down her once before he caught himself and got the thing turned round. She watched him wheel it back out, her eyes going after him, same as they'd gone after every one of them all week, and I saw her do it and left it be. No pretending I didn't know what that was any more.

We ate out on the balcony with the dark come down over the water and the fan going behind us through the open doors. The chicken had gone a bit cool coming all the way up the path, but I wasn't going to be the man who sent it back. Millie had her feet up on my chair between my legs and worked through hers quickly, hungry off the pool and the sun, and got half the bottle down her before I'd properly started on mine.

She'd gone quiet again by the time the plates were done. Not the tired kind. She started stacking it all back onto the empty trolley that didn't need stacking, squaring the covers up, picking at the corner of the label on the bottle with her thumbnail and peeling a strip of it slowly off. I knew that quiet, and the busy hands that came with it. She was working up to a thing.

"You said I could have the rest of it today," I said, setting my glass down on the tray. "You've made me wait all day."

"I did." She flicked the little ball of paper off the balcony into the dark. She still wasn't looking at me. "I've been trying to work out how to say it all day and I've not got it any tidier than I had this morning. So you'll just have to have it in a mess."

"Go on, then."

"It never went anywhere." She pulled her knees up under the T-shirt and got her arms round them. "The doorman. What I told you in the shower yesterday. I said it like it was a thing that happened to me the once when I was a kid, didn't I. One filthy night in a cellar and that was that." She turned her head and looked at me. "It wasn't the once. I mean it was, with him. But the wanting it never went. It's sat under everything the whole five years, and I've just never said."

"Wanting what?" I said. Though I had it. I wanted her to say it out loud.

"You know what." She held my eye steadily. "A big older black fella. Like him. That's the thing that really does it to me, Ryan, and I've been quietly getting myself off to it for years and telling you none of it."

I sat there with my glass and felt the heat come up the back of my neck. Down under the balcony the sea came in and went out. I'd gone half-hard just off the sound of her saying it, and I didn't fight it. I'd had some of this in the shower, and I'd lain awake half the night after with it, and here it was again out loud, said straight to my face over the wreck of two dinners.

"Getting yourself off to it how?" I said.

She looked at me a second longer, deciding. Then she reached for her phone off the table and thumbed it awake and did something on it, and held it out to me across the little table, saying nothing.

It was a folder. A grid of little squares, videos, and every one of them the same. I didn't scroll it long. I didn't need to. Big older men, dark, their cocks out, a smaller woman under or over each of them every single time, page after page of it. She'd saved all this. She'd sat next to me on the settee of an evening with her phone tipped away on her knee, and this is what had been on it.

"That's what's in my head," she murmured, taking the phone back off me before I got through much of it. "That's what gets me off, night after night, sat right next to you. Big older black men and their cocks, and you none the wiser. That's the ugly truth of your girlfriend."

"It's not ugly." My gut tightened and my cock had thickened up in my shorts under the table, and the picture I had was her under one of those big lads from round the pool, taking it. This time I didn't bother asking myself why. I knew why now, I'd known since yesterday. "Show me the rest."

"There's nothing else to show. That's it." But something eased in her once I'd said that. "Come inside, though. I'm not doing the next bit out here where that lad can hear us."

Inside she knelt at the unit by the bed and slid the bottom drawer open, the one she'd buried the thing in on the first afternoon and neither of us had gone near since. She lifted it out in both hands, still wrapped in the sarong, and sat back on the bed with it in her lap and peeled the cloth off it.

I made myself look at it properly. I'd got a hand on it in the dark of our own bedroom a week back and put it straight down and not let myself think. Now it was out in the lamplight in her two hands and there was no not-thinking about it. It was black. It was long, a good nine inches standing up out of her fist, and it was thick, thick enough her fingers didn't near close round the base. Nothing like me, and no point pretending it was. I'm a decent enough size and I've never had a word of complaint off her, but you'd put that next to me and laugh. And she'd bought it. She'd packed it. She'd flown it three thousand miles under the same plane as the two of us. The thought that came with looking at it was her stretched wide round a cock that size, out here, and my own gave a kick at it.

"God," I said, before I could stop it.

"I know," she said, turning it slowly in her hands, not ashamed of it now she'd got it out. "Bought it a couple of years back. Off the internet, obviously, I didn't march into a shop. And I've used it thinking about you being in the room while I do." She looked up at me. "That last bit's new, mind. That's only since we booked this place."

"Since we booked it."

"Since I knew we were coming out here." She scooted back up against the pillows and pulled the T-shirt off over her head, and there she was, brown all over bar the white where the bikini goes, her tits sitting heavy and full and her nipples already up, and that thing in her hand. "Sit on the end there. I want you watching me fuck myself with it, and I want you talking to me while I do, and I want the truth off you same as you've had it off me. All right?"

I sat at the foot of the bed, mouth dry as a board, my cock already up and aching in my shorts.

She settled back against the pillows, knees fallen loosely open, and wet her fingers and worked her pussy a minute first, slow, her eyes half on me and half gone off somewhere else. Then she put the head of it to herself and pushed. It went into her an inch at a time, easily, wet already, and her mouth fell open.

"Tell me who," she breathed, working it into herself, her hips lifting to take more of it. "Come on. You've seen my phone now. Tell me whose cock I've got in my head."

"Someone big." My voice had gone the way it did in the shower. "Older."

"Yeah." Her eyes fell shut. "Where?"

"Here." I hadn't known I'd say it till it was out. "One of the big lads off the pool. Out here, where you could actually have one."

"God, yeah." She had a good length of it in her now, fucking herself with it, slow, her other hand up working at a nipple. "A proper big cock, out here, where nobody knows us and it can't touch home." She opened her eyes and found me, and saw my own cock straining up the front of my shorts, and a filthy pleasure came up in her face. "Look at the state of you. Hard as a rock watching me. You're as bad as I am, and you've been as bad as me the whole time and said nothing."

She was right and there was no arguing it. I got my shorts off and took hold of my cock and worked it slowly while I watched her. She fucked that thick black thing in and out of her wet pussy, and I sat at the foot of the bed with my fist going, and the pictures came the way they had the day before, and I let them. A big older lad up over her. His cock going into her instead of that plastic, a real cock, out on the sand, with me sat right there watching her face take it. It's not behind us this time, that picture. It's ahead of us. It could actually happen with that band still round her wrist, and my hand moved quicker on myself off the thought of it.

"Come here," she said, pulling it out of herself and dropping it wet on the sheet. "I can't finish on my own. I want your cock in me. Go on."

I got up over her and pushed into her. She was hot and wet and loose where the thing had just been, and I sank straight in, deep, and she moaned and got her legs up round the back of me. All I could think, sliding into her that easy, was that this was the practice run. That a real cock would go into her just like that, and me sat right there watching it.

"That's it. Christ, that's better." Her nails went into my arse, dragging me on. "But it's not what I really want, is it. You know it isn't. Say it to me."

"You want a real one." I got a fistful of her hair and gave it to her exactly how she'd been asking, hard. "A big cock. Out here, where I can sit and watch him fuck you."

"Fuck. Yeah. That." Her whole front pulled tight, and she came, clenching hot round me and shaking and gasping into the side of my neck. "That's the thing… oh, God, don't stop, I need to feel you cum in me." I was past holding it anyway. She got both hands on my arse and hauled me onto her, wanting me as deep as I'd go, and I gave it up and came in her hard, my face down in her hair.

Bloody hell.

We lay there a while after, tangled and hot, the sheet kicked down off us. She had a hand flat on my chest and her chin propped on it, watching my face, sitting on something.

"So that's me asking you, then," she said, gently. "In case you've not caught up with me." She said it soft, but she said it straight. "I want to actually do it. Not the plastic. Not just talking about it in the dark and getting myself off after. I want to get it out of my system, properly, once, while we're out here where it can't hurt a thing at home. And I need you all right with it, because I'm not doing it if you're not. I'd sooner sit on it the rest of my life than do that to you."

Get it out of my system. She'd carried it round so long she'd even got a way of saying it ready.

And there it was in front of me at last, the whole of it, and I lay there under her warm weight and turned it slowly over. And the thing that came to me, of everything that could have, was Josh. The night we'd been out to sort the Oakfield, months back — the booking done, the pair of us steaming by ten. He'd got hold of my arm at the bar with that same drink-loose grin he'd have on him at the wedding, and told me a thing about him and Ellie I'd put straight down to the beer. That she'd been with other men. More than the one. That he knew, and he'd watched, and it was the best thing ever to happen to the two of them. I'd laughed it off and not said a word on it since, to him or anybody. And then at the wedding I'd caught that look pass between them across the whole room, there and gone before I could read it, and it had come back to me now. There they were. Married and shining. It hadn't finished them. It had made them into whatever that look was.

"All right," I said.

She lifted her head off my chest. "All right what?"

"All right, but we do it my way." My heart was going but the voice held steady. "Not straight to some fella out of nowhere. We do it in steps. Little ones. You have a proper flirt with one of the lads, out in the open where I can see it, and we see what that does to me. And if that's all right, next time you take your top off in front of one, and we see what that does to me. And if that's all right, you can have a kiss off one." I was building it as I said it, putting it in an order the way I do everything. "And every single one of those, I get to say stop, and it stops, and we've had a nice holiday and we go home. Three of those first. Then we talk about the rest. Not before."

She was up on her elbow, looking at me like I'd grown a second head. "You've thought about this, haven't you?"

"I've thought about nothing else since. I don't do a thing without a list, me, you know that." That got the ghost of a smile out of her. "It's a list. Flirt, top, kiss. Then we see."

"Steps." She rolled the word round her mouth. Then she reached over and picked her own wrist up off my chest, the green band on it, and turned it to the lamp, and a bit of the old devil came back up in her. "You know what this is, don't you? All-inclusive." She held the band up and read it out like the small print. "Doesn't say anywhere on here the staff aren't part of it." She dropped a kiss on my chest, grinning against my skin.

"You're a bad woman."

"I'm your bad woman." She settled back down onto me, warm and heavy and pleased with herself and mine — my wonderful Millie, with the plastic one still lying on the sheet by her hip and a real one three little steps off. "And you're worse than me, is what tonight's proved. Give you a wild thing to do and you've gone and made it into an itinerary."

I lay there with my hand moving slowly up and down her bare back, and I didn't say anything for a bit. She fit herself into my side. I thought she'd gone under.

Then she stirred and propped her chin back up on me, keen as anything, already well ahead of me.

"So when do I get to do the first one?" she said. "The flirt. Is that a tomorrow thing, or do we book it in properly?"


8




Winston had been out here forty years and looked like every one of them had gone on in the full sun. White beard, white hair stuffed up under a cap gone grey with salt, skin gone like an old saddle. He stood at the wheel of the Lady May in a pair of shorts and nothing else, a can of Red Stripe wedged by his knee. He took us out round the headland one-handed, easy as a man backing his car off the drive.

"Came out on a six-month contract," he said, when Millie asked how long. "Nineteen-eighty-something, and I never quite got round to going home…" He had a laugh on him that came up filthy out of nowhere and set you off whether you'd caught the joke or not. "You lose the thread of the time out here. First few years you count it. Then you stop. Best thing I ever did, not going home, and I'll not pretend it was a plan."

He'd got a young lad crewing for him who did the ropes and the beers and never needed telling. He took the two of us and a Dutch family out into the bay, where the water turned slowly from green to a clear deep blue you could see forty feet down through. He cut the engine over the turtles. Three of them down there, going nowhere in that lazy way they have. The lad passed round masks and snorkels and told us we could get in if we fancied it, off the back, mind the ladder.

Millie was over the side before I'd got my shoes off. She'd have swum with them all afternoon. I got in after her because I wasn't having her out there on her own, and I'm a decent enough swimmer, but I burn through water same as I burn through everything, and I knew even going in I'd pay for it later. We drifted with our faces down in the warm, watching the turtles come up for air and sink off again, her hand finding mine under the surface. One of the good hours, that. The sort you book the whole thing to get.

The lad helped her back up the ladder.

He was a big lad, eighteen or nineteen, all shoulders, wet through in his shorts. He had a hand out for her the second she surfaced and put it round her wrist to steady her onto the deck. She didn't need steadying. She's climbed worse than a boat ladder. But she took the hand and let him bring her up, laughing and pushing the wet hair off her face and thanking him warmly, and she didn't let go of him once she was up, and neither did he.

I sat back down on the bench and watched it happen.

She stood at the rail with him while I dried off, the two of them looking down at the water for the turtles, her arm brushing his, tipping in towards him like she'd tipped in towards Isaac at that fire door a lifetime ago. Only this time I sat there and made myself watch it instead of standing off in the cold hating it. She'd say a thing and he'd laugh; he'd say one back and get in close to her shoulder to line up where she should look, closer than the pointing needed, and she didn't move off. Brown legs on him, the wet shorts clinging, water running steadily off the width of his back. A flirt. A proper one, out in the open, in the daylight, with me sat six feet off with a warm beer in my hand, exactly what I'd said I wanted.

And I sat there and found out the thing I'd come all this way to find out. It didn't turn my stomach. My cock had started to thicken in my wet trunks watching another lad get in close to my girl and her not move away, and I knew now what that was, and I didn't reach for a beer to hide behind. I sat in it. This is the first one, then. We're really doing it.

She came back and sat down next to me eventually, flushed up and buzzing off it, and took a pull of my beer without asking.

"Good chat, was it?" I said.

"He's sweet." She wiped her mouth. "Nineteen. Bless him. He kept finding me turtles."

"He kept finding excuses to lean on you, more like."

"That an' all." She wasn't hiding any of it, up close, her eyes bright and a bit guilty and a bit not. "You watched, did you?"

"I watched."

"And?" She said it low, only for me, under the noise of the Dutch kids and the engine turning back over. "You said we'd see what it did to you. Well. I did one. So." Her hand went flat on my thigh, slid slowly up it, and found my cock gone stiff under the towel, and closed round it through the wet cotton. "There's my answer, then. Your cock's like iron off me flirting with a teenager. Bloody hell, Ryan."

"Keep your voice down," I said, but I didn't move her hand.

"I'm not doing anything." She gave it a slow squeeze, grinning out at the water like butter wouldn't melt, then let go and lazily picked my beer up again. My curvy Millie, wet through and salt-dried and lit right up, one off the list already and half looking round the boat for what came next. "It's easier than I thought it'd be, that's all. Doing it in front of you. I thought I'd feel like a cow. I don't."

"You don't look like you're suffering."

"I'm having a lovely holiday." She put her head on my shoulder, heavy against me and smelling of the sea. "Best one we've ever had."

Winston brought us back in mid-afternoon and wouldn't take a tip off me either, waved the note away and told me to spend it on the woman, she'd earn it. He gave that dirty cackle with it, so you couldn't take offence. The lad handed her carefully down onto the jetty, holding her hand the whole way, and Winston watched him do it. He caught my eye and said nothing, only lifted his beer half an inch, one old sod to a younger one.

We went up to the pool to sit the rest of the day out. I got two loungers in the half-shade and worked the factor thirty into my neck where the sea had cooked it, too late as ever. Millie stripped off her cover-up, laid herself out brown in the little blue bikini, and got three pages into the book before Andre came round on his afternoon walk down the loungers.

"There he is." Andre stopped at the end of ours, nothing on but the red shorts, the great width of him blocking the sun clean off me. "Seven o'clock man. You went on Winston's boat. You see the turtles?"

"Three of them," I said.

"Winston's had that boat since before I could walk." He crouched down on his heels by Millie's lounger, in no hurry. "You catch the sun out there?" He looked at my scorched neck and laughed, not unkind. "Yeah. You did."

"He burns if you leave the fridge door open too long," Millie said into her book, and Andre laughed properly at that, a big warm rumble of it.

Then she did the thing she'd plainly gone up there to do. She sat up, reached back and pulled her hair off her neck, and got the bottle of thirty out of her bag and held it up, not to me.

"Andre. Do us a favour and do my back, would you. He's next to useless once he's caught himself, this one."

I lay there and I didn't say a word. I'd said she could. I'd built the whole list myself, in my own bed, out of my own mouth. But there's a distance between saying a thing in the dark with your girl's hand on your cock and lying on a sunbed in the four o'clock sun watching a man the size of a door do the suncream for her.

"Course." Andre took the bottle, squeezed some into one huge palm, and rubbed his hands together slowly. He looked over at me while he did it, easy, straight at me, no side to it at all. "This all right with you, boss?"

And there it was. Not a threat in it, nothing behind it, a man just checking — and I had to say it, out loud, in front of her and the pool and the lad running the blenders, that another man was welcome to lay hands on my girlfriend.

"Go on," I said. My voice came out fine. I was proud of that much.

He did her back. He started high, up between her shoulder blades, and pushed the cream down her spine with the flat of both thumbs, the muscles working in his arms, and she dropped her head forward and let out a small noise into the lounger she'd not have made for me. Down over the small of her back he went, taking his time over it. Then onto the swell of her arse where the blue bottoms cut high, one thumb and then the other tracing the edge of them, not under, not quite, just along. She tilted her hips up a half-inch to it, the same half-inch she gives me. His thumbs came to rest barely off her pussy through the thin blue, and she let them sit there, and she liked it.

My cock was up hard behind my sunglasses and I let myself watch every second of it. I wasn't wondering about it any more, and there was no beer to put between me and it out here in the sun. A man I'd shaken hands with had his hands on my girl and she was pushing up into them. And the only thing in my head was what those hands would do to her if she said the word — that big body over her on some bed, his cock going into her, me sat in a chair like this one watching her face take it. I could have watched it all day. No dark to hide the wanting in this time. I wanted it.

Fuck.

"There." Andre put the bottle down on the tiles and stood back up to his full height, wiping his hands off on his shorts. He looked down at her laid out there brown and creamed and lazy, and then at me. He wasn't leering, that was the thing. He was just plain about it. "You're a lucky man. She's a beautiful girl." He said it like you'd tell a man his car was a good one, and then he was off down the loungers again, on with his afternoon, and he never once made a meal of it.

Millie turned her head on the lounger and looked at me over the top of her sunglasses, checking my face, that little worried question in it she'd had in the shower.

"All right?" she said.

"All right," I said.

"Yeah?" She smiled slowly, reading whatever was on me, and reached over and put her hand on my chest a second. "You are, aren't you? Look at you." She left it. She's not daft. She didn't push it with the whole pool sat round us. She just lay back down with the sun on her, done, easier in herself than I'd seen her the whole trip, and let me lie there beside her with the day sat quiet on my chest.

We ate at the Reef again that night. There'd been talk of trying the other place, but Millie wanted the fish, and if I'm honest so did I. Delroy had us up the steps and down to a table over the water before I'd got the band off my wrist to show him, and when he came for the order he waved the menu away.

"The snapper for the lady," he said. "You had it the first night and you've thought about nothing since, I can see it on you." He was right, and she laughed easily and gave it him. "And a cold beer for the gentleman before he asks. You see, I remember my people." He said it warmly enough, but his eyes were on Millie when he said my people. Hers came up off the tablecloth and met them and held there a second before she dropped them again. Delroy took the menus and went, and I watched her watch him go, and found it didn't sting like it would have a week ago.

"He remembered," she said, pleased as anything, turning her water glass round. "The snapper. First night, that was."

"He remembers everybody. It's his job."

"He remembered me." She wasn't going to be talked out of it. She sat there brown in the candlelight, warm off the day and the boat and the sun, being remembered by the man who ran the terrace, and she liked it more than she liked most things. A cold beer came down at my elbow a minute later without my asking for it. I drank it slowly, and let the night be an easy one, and let her have her fill of being known.

Back at the apartment she went straight in the shower to get the salt and the cream and the day off her, and I sat on the end of the bed listening to the water and the fan, tired and sunburnt and turned over in myself. She came out drying her hair, a big white towel hitched round her that didn't quite meet at the front, her tits still wet where she'd not properly dried them, and stood in the doorway looking at me.

"So that was one, then," she said. She said it plainly, not teasing now, working it out loud so it was said and couldn't be unsaid. "The flirt. On the boat, and then Andre. That was the first one off your list." She shoved the loose hair back behind her ears and looked at me straight. "That happened, Ryan. We did that today. Say it did."

"It did," I said.
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Iwas up at the pipes a third time before it was properly light, on my knees on the cold tile with my head down on my arm, and I knew by then it wasn't going to stop any time soon.

It was the jerk shack. Had to be. Winston had dropped us back on the jetty mid-afternoon, and coming up the path off the sand I was still peckish, the sea leaving you hungry for something with a bit of fire in it. There'd been a little place doing jerk chicken off a cut oil drum just up past the beach. Smoke going up, a fella with a machete, a queue of locals three deep. Busy, with locals eating at it. That's the one you're meant to trust, isn't it, that's the whole of the rule. So I'd had a great slab of it off him in a twist of foil and eaten it walking up with the fat running down my wrist, dead pleased with myself, the one properly Jamaican thing I'd done all fortnight. Millie had a chip off the bone and pulled a face at the heat of it and left me the rest, and we'd carried on up to the pool.

Her stomach and not mine, then. She slept clean through the first two trips and only stirred on the third, when I couldn't keep the door quiet any longer.

"Ryan?" A cross, thick, half-asleep sort of voice. "What are you doing?"

"Being sick," I said, from the floor. "Go back to sleep."

She didn't, of course. She came padding in wearing one of my T-shirts and nothing under it, barefaced, her hair scraped up off her neck in the clip she sleeps in, and knelt down on the tile beside me and put a cool hand flat between my shoulder blades. The T-shirt had ridden right up when she got down, and there was nothing on under it. Even wrecked as I was, some idiot corner of me clocked the bare of her arse an inch off the cold floor and filed it away for later. There's no killing that thing off, not even with a whole night spent on a bathroom floor.

She didn't say much. She's good in a sickroom, Millie, better than you'd think off her. She's had a chair full of people telling her their troubles for years and it's made her calm about a mess. She fetched me a glass of water I couldn't drink and sat with me at half four in the morning, her hand moving slowly up and down my back while the worst of it came and went.

"It's that chicken," she said. "Off that drum."

"I know it's the chicken."

"Busy shack, you said. Locals eating at it." She wasn't rubbing it in. She was near enough, but she had the hand going on my back, so I let her have it. "You'd not let me buy a sandwich off the garage at home without checking the date, and you've gone and eaten God knows what off an oil drum."

"I feel like shit, Millie. Don't."

"I'm only saying." She kissed my shoulder softly, which was decent of her considering. "Mr System."

The sun came up and I was still bad with it. I did the maths in my head, the way I can't help, and there was a whole day gone before I'd even properly lost it. The catamaran thing we'd half said we'd book. The lunch at the other place. Written off, the lot. I'd planned this holiday down to the plug adaptors and the boarding passes and the towels at seven. The one time I'd gone off my own plan and done a thing on a whim, it had put me flat on my back in a dark room for the duration. There's a lesson in that somewhere and I was too poorly to go and find it.

Millie took charge, which doesn't happen often, and she was quietly brilliant at it. She got dressed and went down to the shop by reception and came back the best part of an hour later with a carrier bag. Two big bottles of the local lemonade, warm and flat. A box of the sachets you tip in water for exactly this. A sleeve of dry crackers, and some tablets the girl on the desk had sworn by. She'd been chatting the whole time she was gone, you could tell. She came back knowing the girl's name, and that the place up the beach had done the same to a rep last season and half a rugby tour the year before, so at least I was in good company. She stood over me while I got a sachet down, arms folded, watching carefully to see it stayed there, and when it did she nodded once and pulled the shutters halfway against the noon sun.

"Right," she said. "You're not to move. I mean it. You're grey."

"I'm all right."

"You're the colour of the wall." She dropped onto the end of the bed and had a proper look at me, and her face went soft, and she reached out and pushed the hair off my forehead gently, the way you would with a kid. My Millie, no make-up on her and her hair up in that daft clip, sat in the dark with me, a long way from home. She could have been out at that pool getting looked at by every man on it, and she was in here minding me instead. "You daft article. Look at the state of you."

"You're missing your sun."

"The sun'll keep…" She got up and dragged the chair in off the balcony to just inside the doors, in the shade, where she could see me. "I'm not doing a thing today. I'm going to sit here and read my book and mind you, and you're going to lie still and stop being brave about it. Sleep if you can."

I couldn't sleep, as it went, but I could lie there and watch her, which was nearly as good. She had the book up on her phone and her feet tucked under her in the chair, gone still and easy in the half-dark, my T-shirt loose on her and slipping off one brown shoulder, her lips moving now and then over a bit of it. She read a long while without a word. Then she laughed low to herself, and looked over to see was I awake.

"You want to hear where this has got to?" she said. "Seeing as you're going nowhere."

"Go on, then."

"You'll not be able to do a thing about it in your state, mind." She was grinning at me across the room. "It's a crying shame, this. She's about to get both of them at once and you can't even manage a cock-stand, look at you."

She read me a bit of it, low and flat, no voice put on, and it was every bit as filthy as she'd promised. The wife had ended up out on a beach at the finish of the day, her and two lads off the resort who'd been circling her all week, the husband stood off to one side with her sundress folded over his arm. Millie read the worst of it straight out. How the first lad had her down on her knees in the sand with his cock in her mouth. How the second got in behind her and slid into her while she was still working the first one with her lips. She went slowly over it and didn't skip the dirty words, said them plainly, one clean after another. The wife took the pair of them at once, moaning round the both of them, loving every second, and her own husband stood there in the warm dark and watched and never once lifted a finger.

And it was in my head before I could stop it, and it wasn't the woman off the page I was seeing. It was Millie. Out on some sand at dusk with two lads going at her like that, one in her mouth and one behind, and me stood off in the dark holding her dress and watching her take the both of them. Even then, grey as death off that bloody chicken, I felt my cock give a doomed little twitch down there, trying to get hard off it and getting nowhere, sick as I was.

God.

For some reason it's never needed a working body, this thing.

"He just watches," she said, marking the spot with her thumb, quieter now. She'd stopped teasing. "Holds her dress and watches the pair of them have her. Doesn't say a word the whole way through." She read the line over again to herself. "There's two of them in this bit. I thought there'd only ever be the one."

"And she's all right with it? Two of them?"

"She's a damn sight more than all right with it." She let the phone drop into her lap and looked over at me, half a laugh still in her. "Christ. Imagine writing all this filth down and then handing it to somebody's daughter at a wedding."

She came and lay down next to me after that, careful of me, on top of the sheet, her head on my chest and one warm leg hooked over mine. Her tits were soft against my side through the thin cotton, one nipple gone stiff against my ribs where the cool of the shop run still hadn't left her. We lay looking at the strip of light move on the ceiling through the half-shut shutters. The tide was right out. It carried a long way off, the small drag of it, and nothing under it but the fan.

"Can I ask you a thing?" I said. My voice had gone low with the low light. "About all of it."

"You can ask me whatever you like. You've earned it, being sick on my holiday."

"When you think about it. The real thing, I mean." I had my hand moving slowly in her hair. "Is it the fella that does it for you, or is it me watching? Which is the bit you actually get off on?"

She thought about it properly. She didn't rush it and she didn't put a laugh on it to duck out of it.

"Both," she said in the end, into my chest. "But it's you watching, mostly. It's you knowing. Some big older fella can have his cock in me every which way he likes, and it's still you I want in the room while he does it…" My chest pulled tight to hear her lay it out like that, flattened as I was and no use to anyone. Her hand spread flat and warm low on my sorry stomach. "That's the bit I could never get out. Because it sounds like you're not enough, and you are, you always have been. It's just this one filthy thing sat next to that the whole time, and now it's out, and you didn't hate me for it." She tipped her head up and looked at me in the dark. "That's the best bit of this holiday. Not the boats. That."

I hadn't anything clever to say to that and I was glad of it, because it didn't want anything clever done to it. I just held her. My stomach rolled over once more and I breathed it back down, and we lay there out of the sun with the book gone dark on her phone. She dropped off after a while, a warm dead weight on me, and I lay under her not moving so as not to wake her, which was about all I was fit for anyway.

By the time the light started going for real I could sit up without the room tilting. I got a couple of the crackers down me and kept them, and Millie woke and carried on like I'd run a marathon. She picked the book back up while I chewed, thumbing back to find her spot. And then the book stopped her. She read the same bit twice over. I watched her eyes track back across it. She put her thumbnail to the corner of the screen and picked at it slowly, not turning the page, gone quiet all of a sudden in a way that had nothing to do with me being poorly.

"Ryan," she said. "Denise gave me this. Ellie's mum. At the wedding."

"I know she did. She near enough put it through my chest."

"Read it four times, she said. And there's five more after it." She wasn't looking at me. She was looking at the little lit screen, and the beach, and the two lads, and the husband with the dress folded over his arm. "Why would somebody's mum press this exact one on me, off all the books there are?" She turned it over another second, the corner of the screen going white under her thumbnail. "What do you reckon she thinks I'm like?"

I thought about Denise. The deep tan on her, the laugh you could hear over the band, her hand warm and heavy on my elbow, and the wink she'd given me clean over Millie's shoulder that I'd not understood at the time. I understood it a good deal better now. I said none of that.

"No idea," I said. "Go to sleep."
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"Thirty for the pair, and I'm cutting my own throat."

He wasn't cutting his own throat. He'd have taken fifteen and slept fine, and the both of us knew it. I like a price. I do the money in our house, I'll have a tenner off a bloke selling a fridge and lie awake pleased about it, and I'd not properly had at anyone since we landed. So I stood in the heat and worked him down slowly to twenty for the two carved turtles Millie wanted for the girls at the salon, and paid it, and felt more like myself than I had all holiday.

She had a straw bag over one shoulder, already half full of tat, and the sun was straight through the thin yellow sundress down one side of her, so I could plainly see she'd next to nothing on underneath.

"You're loving this," she said, watching me pocket the change. "Look at you. Made up because a man let you save a fiver."

"It's the principle."

"It's a fiver, Ryan." She slid her arm through mine. "Come on. I want the far end."

The market ran the length of a back street off the strip, both sides, stalls jammed up under bits of tarpaulin against the sun. Wood carvings, the same three T-shirts on every rail, pepper sauce in unlabelled bottles, a woman quietly plaiting hair off a plastic stool with a queue on her. It was hot down there off the sea. Every man behind every table looked up as Millie went past, and most of them said a thing to her. Pretty lady. Nice dress. Come and see what I got for you, sweetheart. She took the lot of it easily, with a laugh and a shake of the head, never stopping, and I walked a step behind her with the bag and watched the whole street have a go at my girlfriend and found I didn't mind a bit of it. A week back it would have sat wrong on me. Now half of me was idly totting up which of them she'd have looked twice at herself, and the other half was just warm about her, and neither half was jealous of anybody.

Then the strap on her sandal went.

She'd stopped at a table of silver, turning a ring over, and stepped back off the kerb and the strap tore clean out of the sole. She went over on the side of her foot with a yelp and grabbed my arm.

"Ow. Rotten thing." She got the shoe off and looked at it, the strap hanging useless. "That's had it. Two years I've had these." She tried her bare foot flat on the road and snatched it straight back up. "I can't walk on that. It's a griddle."

There was a stall three tables down with the strappy leather sort hung on a board, a young lad running it. I got her to it half carrying her, hopping and laughing off my arm, and sat her on the stool he pulled out, and he crouched down readily in front of her with a pair to try.

He took her foot in his hand to size it, her heel sat in his palm, and turned it, and ran his thumb slowly up under the strap where it crossed her ankle to check it sat right. He worked at it longer than the sizing needed, turning her foot this way and that in his hands, in no hurry to hand it back. He'd have done the same for a woman of sixty, it's how they shift them, but she wasn't sixty. She was Millie, brown and laughing on a stool with her dress up over her knees and a young fella holding her bare foot in both hands, and the low warm thing I've given up arguing with came up heavy in me, and I didn't bother killing it. Right there in the market I had the picture, easy as breathing. Another man's hands on her, and me stood off to one side with the bag, watching him do it. He did the other foot the same. She walked a little turn on the hot road and they were grand, and I paid him without a word of a haggle, because I wanted out of it.

"He was thorough," I said, once we were clear.

"He was making sure they fit." She smiled at the road ahead. "You've gone a funny colour, and it's not the sun. I saw you, stood there like it was Christmas morning off a lad holding my foot." She bumped me with her hip. "We're going to have to see about getting you a proper look at one of them before we fly home, aren't we. At this rate."

We took a taxi back for the afternoon, and that's where the day got away from the pair of us.

Millie went for the bathroom the second we were in, the way you do after an hour in a cab, and I heard her go "Oh. Ryan," in a particular voice. I went through. The loo was full to the brim and rising with it, grey water and paper sat right up under the rim and going nowhere.

"That's blocked solid," I said, and put the lid down on it. There was no plunger in the place and I wasn't going in after it on my holidays. And a thought ticked over at the back of my head. She'd been in and out of that bathroom half the morning before we went out, up before me for once, running the tap, faffing quietly at nothing I could see, and I'd thought she was only doing her face. I looked round at her now. She was leant on the doorframe with her arms folded, not looking anything like a woman whose loo had just packed in on her.

"Ring down," she said. "Get Curtis."

"Curtis is a rep, Millie, he carries the bags. He's not a plumber."

"He'll know who is." She reached her phone off the side. "Go on. I'm not sat looking at that all afternoon."

I rang the desk and they said they'd send him round with the maintenance. And the moment I was off the phone, Millie went and got in the shower.

"You're never getting in now," I said. "He's on his way up."

"I'm sweaty. I've been round a market in this heat." She was already pulling the yellow dress off over her head, and there was next to nothing under it, and she gave me a look over her shoulder going in that I should have read a good sight faster than I did. "Let him in when he comes. I'll only be a minute."

Curtis was ten minutes, and he came on his own, no maintenance man behind him, a plunger and a coil of wire in one fist and that big open face on him.

"Boss." He came in and looked round, all business, dead keen to be needed. Then he clocked the bathroom door shut and the shower running behind it, and dropped his voice, decent about it. "The lady's in there? I can come back after, easy."

"You're all right. It's this one." I walked him to the blocked one off the bedroom. "No plunger in the place or I'd have sorted it myself."

"You wouldn't want to." He got down to it, sleeves shoved up, and talked cheerfully the whole while, telling me the drains this side of the resort were older than he was and half the rooms had done the same, it was the paper, you couldn't put much down them. I stood in the bedroom doorway, half watching him and half listening to the water shut off through the wall, and I'll be honest that I still hadn't the first idea what was coming. I thought my loo was blocked. I thought a nice lad was fixing it.

Then the bathroom door went, and Millie came out.

She came out with a little towel wrapped round her wet hair and nothing else on her whatsoever. Brown all over bar the white where the bikini sits, still wet, the water not properly towelled off her, her heavy tits and her hard nipples and her bare pussy and the whole of her out in the flat light of the room. She got three steps in towards the pair of us before she "saw" Curtis and stopped dead.

"Oh my God." She got one arm up across her tits and her other hand down over her pussy, a shade too slow with the both of them, so Curtis down on his knees by the bowl had the full of her bare first and the covered-up version after. "I'm so sorry," she gasped. "I thought it was only Ryan in. God, I'm sorry."

Curtis had come up off his knees fast.

"No, miss," he said, scrambling quickly to his feet, "my fault, honestly." He'd landed somewhere between mortified and made-up and couldn't get his face to settle on either. His eyes went down the length of her the once, openly, before he got hold of them and stuck them up on the ceiling. "I should've knocked, I, Ryan, man, you never said. I'll wait out front…"

"Don't be daft, you're mid-job." That was Millie, of all people, not budging for the door, in no rush to cover herself up. She stood there with the one arm laid loosely across her chest doing hardly a thing. "Finish it. I'll get out of your way." And she turned, slow as you like, to go back in, and turning gave the whole of her bare arse to the two of us for a long second, round and still wet, before the door shut on it.

I stood in the bedroom with my heart going and my cock stiffening in my shorts, throbbing against the seam of them. A lad I'd said good morning to twice had just seen every inch of my girlfriend, and my breath came quick with it. This is what she wanted, then. Another man's eyes all over her, and me stood there watching him take his fill, and the picture was running before I could stop it. Him not stopping at looking. Him standing her back up against that wet wall and having her. And under all of it the plain fact that she'd bunged a loo up and got herself caught naked on purpose, and I was harder for it than I'd been all week.

Christ.

Curtis got the block cleared in under a minute once his mind was back on it, and flushed it through twice to be sure, and stood up with his gear, still pink under the brown of him, still not able to look straight at me. And I did a thing I'd not planned, that was out of my mouth before I'd decided to do it.

"She knew you were coming up," I said.

He stopped with the plunger in his hand. "Sorry?"

"Millie. She knew you were on your way." I kept it easy, the way you'd tell a man the time. "She blocked it herself this morning. I've only this second worked it out, stood here. She did it on purpose."

He looked at me a good second, working out was I going to go for him, and then the whole of that big face split into a grin he couldn't have held back with both hands.

"On purpose." He wasn't asking. He just liked the sound of it. "Your girl."

"My girl."

"Boss," he grinned, shaking his head and gathering up his wire. "Best call-out I've had all season, I swear." He said it going out the door, and I heard him laugh once to himself on the path, quietly pleased. He had the phone out of his pocket before he was through the hedge. From the balcony I watched him thumb it up to his ear and walk off down towards the pool, telling somebody, and my gut went cold and hot at once, that whoever he told, the telling wasn't going to stop with them.

Millie came out dressed for the evening while I was still on the balcony, doing an earring, lit up and knowing it.

"Well?" She got the earring in and started on the second. "Did he sort it?"

"He sorted it." I turned round. "You blocked that loo."

"I did." She'd no shame on her at all. "Did it this morning while you were snoring. Half a roll and a prayer. I nearly gave it away when it didn't overflow before we left, I thought I'd have to go again." She grinned. "It held, though."

"That wasn't a flirt, Millie. That wasn't a top off on a sunbed." I'd built the list myself and I could count it. "That was you stark naked in front of a lad off the staff. You've jumped about three of my steps in one go."

"I know I have," she said, coming over and putting her hands flat on my chest. "He saw everything, Ryan. My tits, my pussy, the lot of me, and I stood there and let him have a proper look." She checked my face, close. "Was it too much? Tell me straight and I'll behave the rest of the week, I mean it." But she'd felt me hard against her going past, and there was a filthy little knowing coming up in her. "Only you don't feel like a man who thought it was too much. You looked like you'd have sat in that chair and watched him fuck me on the bathroom floor and thanked him for it."

"Get your shoes on," I said. "We're late."

"That's not a no," she laughed, kissing me quick and smug on her way to the new shoes. "Feel free to correct me, but I don't think that was a no."

We ate at the Reef, because Millie wanted the fish and because Lorraine and Trevor were down there already when we came along the terrace. Lorraine was up out of her chair waving us over before we'd got to the top of the steps, so that was that decided.

"There they are." She had us sat and a cold bottle ordered for the table before I'd got Millie's chair pushed in, deep brown in a gold dress, the hoops swinging. "Come here, the pair of you. We've heard all about your afternoon, we have."

Millie went a bit still. "Heard what?"

"Oh, don't." Lorraine flapped a hand, delighted. "Curtis. Lovely Curtis. He's told half the bar staff you had him up to fix a loo that wasn't broke, and came down with your kit off." She said it flat across the table, with Trevor sat right there and a waiter two feet off. Millie's neck went red, and Lorraine watched the colour climb it and looked more pleased with every inch of it. "Don't you go shy on me now. You've done the thing. Good girl."

Delroy brought the fish over himself and set it down and had a quiet word with Millie, and went, and her eyes stayed on him the whole way to the kitchen while I sat and watched her do it.

"Right." Lorraine got her elbows on the table once the plates were down. "You're past the messing-about stage, the both of you," she said, and topped Millie's glass up without asking. "So I'll stop telling you how nice it all is and tell you how it actually works. There's a right way and a daft way, and I've watched a lot of couples do the daft way. You don't pick one up in a bar. You don't know a soul in a bar. You use the fellas here. They're clean, they're careful, half of them have done it before for the guests that come back, and they know how to fuck a girl properly and keep their mouths shut where it counts."

"Curtis hasn't kept his shut," I said.

"Curtis is a puppy, and that's staff having a laugh, not your business getting round the wrong ears at home. Different thing." She pointed her fork at me, not unkindly. "Delroy's your man, when you're ready…" She leaned in over the fish, her voice going down. "He's the one runs that end of things down here, he thinks the world of your girl, and he'll take his time with her. You want a big careful cock your first proper go, love, not some lad in a rush who can't find it. Trev?"

"She's right," said Trevor, from behind his beer, which was about the most I'd got out of him in three dinners.

Millie said little through the rest of it. But she'd stopped being red now, and she hung on every word of it. She had a hand on my knee under the table the whole time, and pressed it gently now and then. I sat there with the fish going cold in front of me, picturing Millie taking a big careful one while a whole terrace of them looked on, and I ate hardly any of mine.

We said our goodnights after the fish and took the long way back along the front, warm and full, her new shoes swinging off two fingers. And it was on the path down to our end that I caught the thing that stayed with me.

A waiter I'd never once spoken to came the other way with a tray and gave me a nod. Not the general kind. A nod straight at me, a bit of a smile under it, the sort you give a man you know a thing about. Thirty feet on, one of the ground staff having a smoke on a low wall lifted his chin at me the exact same way and said "Evening, boss," not bothering to take the cigarette from his mouth, as if we went back years. I nodded back at the both of them. And walking on with Millie's hand warm in mine, I finally understood that Curtis's phone call that afternoon had never really been the one call. Every man on this end of the resort had the picture of my naked girlfriend off somebody by now, and knew me for the fella who'd let them. They'd nod me goodnight like an old mate every night we had left.
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The lookout sat at the top of a hill the minibus had spent the best part of an hour grinding up in second gear. The pair of us stood at a low white wall with the whole west end of the island laid out under us. Green going down to a rim of white sand, then the sea in three colours out to nothing. It was worth the drive, I'll give it that.

Millie had me stand up on the wall with the sea behind me and took about nine photos. Then she handed her phone to a Canadian woman off the bus so she could get in next to me, and we did the pair of us squinting into it with an arm round each other while the woman told us to say cheese like we were eight.

"That's a lovely one." Millie took the phone back and thumbed slowly through them. "Look at us. You've gone brown, you know. Bit of colour on you at last."

"Don't. I'll pay for it Thursday when it peels."

She laughed and put the phone away and leaned on the wall next to me, and for a minute neither of us said anything, just looked at it. There's not a lot up a scaffold beats a view, and I've had some. I'd never had one like that. All that sea and the heat coming off the road and my girl's shoulder against mine. I'd gladly have stood there an hour. We had eleven minutes, because I'd read the itinerary and the driver had said back on the bus for half twelve, and it was gone that already. Half our lot were still off buying carvings. I was the only soul on the trip who seemed to know we were running late or care.

There was a run of craft stalls in the shade behind the lookout, and Millie went along them slowly while I fretted about the time. She stopped at a rail of little dresses hung out on wire hangers, thin cotton things in bright colours, and pulled one off and held it up against herself.

"For tonight," she said. "What d'you reckon?"

Deep blue, short, thin little straps. The sort of thing that would sit on her and leave most of her out in the air. I knew exactly what she reckoned. I knew what she'd bought it for before she'd said the word tonight, and so did she, and she watched me work it out with a look coming up in her that wasn't far off the one she'd had over the shoe lad in the market.

"Get it," I said.

The woman running the stall wanted twelve hundred Jamaican for it, which is about six quid. Any other day of the holiday I'd have had her down to eight hundred out of principle and enjoyed it properly. I paid the twelve without a word. It felt wrong not to have a go, like leaving money on the table. I just hadn't the stomach to stand there haggling over the dress my girlfriend was going to get herself picked up in that night, and Millie clocked that too, and said nothing, and folded it quietly into her bag, pleased with the pair of us.

They got us back on the bus eventually. We did a rum place at the bottom of the hill, a tin-roofed shed where a man poured us thimbles of about nine different rums off a plank counter and told us cheerfully which ones would blind us. Then a river where you could stand in it up to your knees under the trees, cold as anything off the mountain. Millie held her new dress up out of the water and shrieked, and I got the bottom of my shorts soaked. It was a good day. The sort of day you'd book and be glad you booked. But the whole of it had the night sat under it, the pair of us thinking about it between the stops whether we said so or not, and by the time we were heading down to the coast in the late gold with everybody gone quiet and sunburnt, it had come up between us properly.

"Can I ask you something," Millie said, low, her head tipped in near mine, "and you not go weird."

"Go on."

"If I'm going to do it properly tonight. Not just have a dance, but let a fella actually come on to me. Buy me a drink, all that." She had her hand on my leg, on the wet bit, not moving it. "He's going to see you stood there. Any lad worth flirting with, first thing he does is clock whether I'm with somebody. And he sees you next to me and that's it. He's off, or he keeps a polite yard back all night and nothing happens, and I've bottled it without even bottling it." She tilted her head up at me. "How do we do that bit?"

I looked out the window at the sea going by and thought about it, and the thing came to me plain and tightened my chest to say it, which is how I knew I meant it.

"Then tonight I'm not with you," I said. "You go in single. Anyone asks, I'm your brother, over on the same holiday. You're on your own."

She stopped dead against me.

"You'd do that."

"I'd do that." Somewhere down under my ribs the plain fact of it was already going to work on me. I'd stand in a club and be nobody to her. The brother at the bar, while another man bought my girlfriend a drink and found out she was single and up for it, and I'd have to smile at him about it. My cock had a slow think about that against the wet seam of my shorts, forty minutes out from the strip with a busload of pensioners round us. This thing has stopped needing a reason off me. It just gets on with it now.

"God." She breathed it out and squeezed my leg hard. "Listen to you. You're getting good at this."

"Don't push it."

"I mean it, though. My brother." She turned the word over, half laughing, half not. "That's clever, that. That's proper filthy, saying it on a bus." She dropped her voice right down, warm and close in my ear. "So you're going to stand there with your cock like a rock in your good jeans, watching some lad you don't know feel me up, and you can't do a thing about it, because you're my brother. Aren't you." She sat back, satisfied, before I could answer, and looked out at the road with her eyes bright, working it in her head the whole way down the hill. I sat there trying the part on already. Neither of us was cool about any of it.

Back at the room she was an hour getting ready, and I sat on the end of the bed with a Red Stripe and watched most of it, because there's nothing on this earth I'd rather watch. She did her face at the mirror with her tongue in the corner of her mouth. Then she stood up out of the towel and got the new dress on over nothing, no bra, the little straps up over her brown shoulders, and turned round for me.

It sat on her exactly the way it had threatened to. Short enough that if she bent for a dropped earring the whole game was up. The thin blue went in tight over her arse and hung loose over her tits, so the shape of them moved when she moved, and her legs were brown all the way up out the bottom of it. She'd caught the sun another shade darker off the boat and there wasn't a mark on her anywhere. I was stiff in my shorts before she'd finished her turn on the tiles, off nothing but the sight of her got up for somebody else.

Bloody hell.

"Well?" She did a slow turn on the tiles. "Will I do?"

"You'll do." My mouth had gone dry, looking at my girl done up head to foot for another man to have a look at, and it came out of me thick.

"That's the idea." She came over between my knees and put her hands in my hair and looked down at me, openly pleased with the effect. "You've got a stiffy sitting there. I can see it." She was right. I had. Half of one, off nothing but watching her dress to be somebody else's for the night. "You're going to sit in that club and watch a stranger chat me up in this. Buy me a drink. Get his hand on my leg." Her voice went right down. "You'd love it, wouldn't you. Your sister letting some big lad finger her on the dance floor while you sit there with a stiff cock and a drink you can't taste." She was near enough right. I had the picture of it going already, her mouth open under a face I'd never seen, another man's hand up under the blue while I watched from a stool ten feet off and did nothing, and my cock gave a hard flex in my shorts to say so. "And you can't do a thing but watch." She kissed me on the forehead and stepped neatly back before I could get a proper hold of her. "No. You'll ruin my lipstick and we are not being late. I'm starving."

I sat there a minute after she'd gone through to do her hair, hard as a bar in my jeans, and made myself think about the price of decking timber till it went down enough to walk out in.

Santino's was up the strip a way, the Italian, done out with fishing net and candles stuck in bottles and Sinatra going quiet under the fans. Tables out front under a canopy where you could watch the whole street go by. The man who ran the floor was on us the second we sat down, a big older bloke, sixty-odd, silver stubble and reading glasses shoved up on his head and a belly on him a lifetime in the making, an apron tied round it.

"Good evening, good evening." He shook out two menus and laid them down like he was dealing cards. "You are with us tonight, lovely. Errol. Anything you want that is not on there, you ask me, I make it happen." He had a warmth on him that came straight at you, nothing under it, a granddad's warmth. He'd been at Santino's since the day it opened, he told us, thirty years near enough. Cooked on the cruise ships up and down the islands for twenty before that, till his knees told him to find a chair. He looked Millie over the once, warmly and with no want in it, all approval. "You are eating properly before you go anywhere, yes? Not a little salad. You are going dancing, I can see it on the pair of you, done up like this. You dance on an empty stomach, you are on the floor by eleven." He tapped the menu. "Eat the ragù. Trust Errol."

We ate the ragù. We'd have eaten whatever Errol told us to.

We were halfway down it when Lorraine and Trevor turned up, because of course they did, Lorraine spotting Millie's bare back from clean across the road and coming over with Trevor towing along behind her.

"Look at you." She stood over the table and took Millie in, the new dress, the lot. "Oh, look at you. Turn the lights off, somebody. Errol, love, couple of chairs, we're only stopping for one." She sat herself down before the chair had properly arrived and got Trevor parked beside her. "Rockers, is it. Tonight."

"We thought we'd have a look," Millie said.

"You'll get more than a look in that dress." Lorraine leaned in over the candle and dropped straight into it the way she does, no run-up, Trevor sitting mild beside her with his hands folded on his belly. "Right. Listen to me, because I've done that club a hundred times and you've done it none. You don't go chasing. You get a drink, you get on that floor with your arms up, and you let them come to you. And they will, love. They'll be queuing." She ticked it off on her fingers, quick and certain. "When one does, you don't have to decide a thing. It's a dance. It's a snog, if you fancy it. That's all tonight is. A bit of a kiss off a fit lad, seeing what it does to the two of you." She flicked a look at me, and there was something kinder in it than the words. "It is not the main event. The main event you do properly, somewhere private, with a fella we know, when you're good and ready. Not a dark corner of Rockers with a stranger who's had eight beers." She sat back. "So have your fun, have your kiss, and whatever anybody says to you at two in the morning, you do not go home with a soul. You come back to your brother."

Trevor's beer stopped halfway to his mouth. "Her what."

"Long story," Millie said, going a bit pink.

"It's a good story, that." Lorraine looked delighted with the pair of us. "You'll have to tell me it Sunday." She got up, brushing crumbs off herself. "Corner of your ring, love, that's me. Now eat your tea."

"She's had this speech loaded since lunchtime," Trevor said, to nobody in particular, and finished his beer.

"I have not."

"You have, though."

Millie was laughing, but she'd taken every word of it in. I watched her filing it away. And I sat there with my thumb going slowly on her knee under the table and got the picture off what Lorraine had just been so casual about. My girl's mouth open under some fit stranger's in a dark booth. His hands on her, up under the blue. I was hard in my jeans over a bowl of ragù, with Lorraine two feet off and Trevor asking for the bill. That's the state it puts me in now. Nobody had laid a finger on her yet.

Lorraine had them up and gone in under a minute, off to their own dinner further up the front, one hand trailing warmly across Millie's shoulders on the way past, and left the two of us with the candle and the last of the pasta and the night properly on us now.

We walked it after. Down the road in the dark, the bars all open to the street, the music coming out of each one and changing as you passed, jerk smoke and diesel and the sea somewhere off to the right. Millie got looked at the whole way. It wasn't the market kind, the calling out and the sweetheart. This was quieter, and it went a good deal deeper. Men sat out front of the bars went still as she came into their light and turned to keep her as she passed. A fella on a stool went right round on it. A pair of lads at a rail went quiet, and one said something low to the other that got a laugh. She had her chin up and her new dress on and she walked through the middle of it easily, like it was the most ordinary thing going. I walked half a step off her being nobody, a good yard back, and I felt every one of those looks find her, and my stomach dropped with it, and I got the picture off each of them, one after another, the whole strip. That one, taking her off into the dark. That one, up against her in a booth with his hand where mine goes. That one, her on his lap. Every one of them wanted her, and I handed her over to all of them in my head, one after the next, the whole dark length of the road. I was half-hard in my jeans and said not one word about any of it.

Rockers we saw from a good way off. A low wide place with its name up in red over the door, a queue backed out onto the street, the bass of it coming up through the pavement and into your feet. The man on the door was the size of a fridge, black vest, a gold rope round his neck, working through the queue slowly with a rubber stamp and a bored look on him. When we got to the front he looked at Millie a long second, top to bottom, not minding who saw, his eyes going down the front of that little blue dress and back up while she stood there and let him. Right in front of me. And even that, a doorman on a step giving her the once-over, set my pulse going, because I was nobody tonight and there was nothing for me to do about it but wait to be told my place. Then he looked at me.

"Together?"

"He's my brother." Millie said it easily, first go, not a flicker on her. "Same holiday as me. I'm on my own tonight."

The bouncer looked from her to me and back, and something shifted at the corner of his mouth. He took her wrist in one big hand and pressed the stamp onto the back of it, then reached for mine and did the same.

"On your own." He said it to her, but he was watching me while he said it, and he let a slow grin come up. "All right, sister. In you go, then." He tipped his head at the dark doorway and the noise pouring out of it, and as I went by him he leaned in and said it quietly, just for me, out the side of his mouth. "You'll want to mind your sister in there, boss. Girl like that, on her own… plenty in there'll be after a dance."
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Inside, Rockers was all noise and no air. The bass came up through the floor and into your chest, loud enough there was no point trying to talk over it. It was dark bar the lights swinging colour over everybody, and hotter than the street had been, packed body to body all the way back to a low stage where nobody was playing. I got us two drinks off a bar three deep, shouting my order twice and holding the notes up like a flag before the girl behind it finally clocked me. Rum and Coke for Millie, a Red Stripe for me. Then Millie put her mouth right on my ear so I'd hear it properly.

"I'm going to dance," she said. "You're my brother. Go and stand somewhere you can see me."

And she was gone into it, drink held up over her head to keep it, easing her way out to where the floor was thickest. I took my beer off down the far side and found myself a bit of wall I could lean on, where I could watch the whole room and not be in anybody's way. Being nobody, over at the edge, while she was out in the middle. I've had five years of practice at that and never once minded it. Tonight it caught me different, a pull low in the gut, standing there with my drink watching her disappear into a crowd as a single woman.

It didn't take her long. It never does. She got herself a yard of space and put her arms up and her eyes shut and moved the way she does when a song's properly got her, the blue dress going with her, and inside two songs there were three of them circling her working out which one was going to try it first. I watched them decide. It was the tall one that won it.

He came in off her shoulder and said something down at her, and she turned round to look at him and plainly liked what she saw. I could read that clean across the room. Young. Younger than her, early twenties, in a white vest with his arms bare and a body on him like he did something with it for a living, dancing or diving or hauling boats up a beach, lean and cut and loose through the shoulders. He moved easily, like the floor was his. When he grinned at her there was a gold tooth up near the front of it catching the light. He put a hand light on her hip, testing it, and Millie let the hand stay, and that was the pair of them away. His name I got later, off her. Jerome. All I had of him then was the back of that white vest and my girlfriend's arms going up round his neck.

They danced two or three like that, close, her spine against his front, his hands spread flat on her belly and his chin down by her ear. I drank my warm beer and watched a lad I'd never met move my girlfriend round a dance floor by the hips. And it started up in me low and certain, no argument left in it anywhere. Somewhere in the second song she turned in his arms to face him and went looking for me over his shoulder. Found me over at the side. Held it a second, checking, a question in her face plain as if she'd shouted it the length of the room. I lifted my beer to her an inch off my chest. Go on.

I don't know what I thought that would feel like to do. It felt like putting my name to something. She took it in, and something eased in her, and she turned back and wound her arms up round his neck again and stopped looking for me at all.

They ended up in a booth back in the dark behind the stage. I moved round quietly to keep them in sight, not close, just enough. He sat, and she went down onto his lap facing him with a knee either side of his thighs, her dress already up round the tops of them. His hands went straight to the bare, sliding up under the hem a way, and she didn't reach down to move them. She had her fingers up in his vest. And then she leaned in and kissed him.

I'd known all week it was coming and it still went through me like the floor dropping out. My girlfriend, kissing a man I'd not so much as shaken hands with, properly, her head tipped and her mouth working openly against his while I stood thirty feet off and watched her do it, a warm bottle going warmer in my fist. His hand came up off her thigh and slid into her hair at the nape. For some reason it was that that did it, the nape of her neck, where she puts my own hand when she wants holding there, handed over to a stranger without a thought in it. My cock was throbbing in my jeans. It had got there on its own, ahead of me, and left the rest of me to catch up.

Fuck.

Then she started to move on him. Slowly, a roll of her hips down onto his lap, his hands helping her do it, her mouth never once leaving his. She was grinding herself down on a stranger in a dark corner of a club. His cock was hard underneath her, it had to be, and she'd feel the shape of it up through her knickers and his jeans and be rolling down onto it anyway. The thought of her feeling it and doing it regardless set an ache going in my balls that hurt. I had the whole picture running easily now. Another man getting her knickers pulled aside in that booth. His cock up into her right there, the room ten feet off and none of them the wiser. My own girl taking another man inside her, and me stood by doing nothing about it, because that was the whole of what I was there to do tonight.

"That your girl?" A bloke had rolled up at the wall beside me, English and sunburnt, a lager going in either hand, and he nodded over at the booth with his chin. "The one on that lad's lap. She's a bit of all right, mate."

"My sister," I said, and it came out flat and easy, no snag on it at all. Saying it out loud sent the heat crawling up my neck, the being-nobody of it. "Over on the same holiday as me."

"Oh, aye." He had another look at her, freer now he knew, up her bare legs and back. "She's having herself a good night, your sister." He grinned at me sideways, like we were in on something together. "Lucky lad, whoever he is…"

"He is," I agreed, and drank my beer, and never corrected a word of it.

She let it run a good while longer than I'd thought she would, long enough that I lost the feel of the hand round the bottle. Then she eased herself up off his lap, laughing, saying a thing to him with her palm flat on his chest to keep him sat where he was. He tried to pull her back down. She wouldn't come. She left him there and came back over to me with her cheeks gone high, her lipstick worked to nothing, her eyes lit right up.

"Hiya, brother." She got in against me and put her forehead on my jaw, breathing hard off it. "God. Right. Okay. Tell me my face isn't a state."

"Your face is fine."

"He's asked me back to his." She dropped it low into my neck, not looking up. "Got a flat up the strip with a couple of lads he works the boats with. Wants me to come back with him now, tonight." She pulled away and searched my face, want all over her and something steadier sat underneath. "I said no."

"Did you, though."

"I did." She wound her arms round my middle and held on tightly. "It's not that I don't want to. You watched the state I got in on him, I'll not stand here and pretend I didn't. But not like that. Not some lad in a hurry with his mates the other side of a plasterboard wall and us flying home Sunday." Her voice went right down and certain. "When I do the whole thing properly I want it worth doing. Somewhere nice. A fella we've both had a proper look at first. And I want you close enough to see me when it happens, not stuck the wrong side of a bedroom door missing all of it." She put her mouth up under my ear. "Tonight was only the kiss. That's your list done now, that is. All three of them."

It was, and all. Three rungs I'd sat and written out in a hotel bed the week before, flirt and topless and a kiss, and she'd gone and had the last of them off a stranger with a gold tooth while I stood off at the edge and gave her the nod for it. I was that stiff in my jeans by then it was an effort to stand up straight.

We went out through the smoking yard for some air before the taxi, a scrappy bit of concrete round the back full of people bawling into each other's faces under one dead strip light. Jerome had followed us out. He caught her lightly by the arm as she passed, not rough with it, and said a thing to her I didn't catch, and she went up on her toes and gave him one more, brief, a hand laid on his jaw, then a shake of the head, laughing softly. No. He looked at me over her shoulder while she did it. I looked levelly back. He worked out whatever he worked out, let go of her arm easily, and put his hands up grinning like a man with nothing in the world to complain about. Then he went back in to the noise. That was the last I ever saw of Jerome.

The taxi rank out front was chaos at gone two, a scrum of sunburnt holidaymakers and one lad with a clipboard pretending to run it. I got us to the front of it eventually, which is the one job on a night out I'm actually good for, and we climbed in the back of a rattling Toyota with the windows down and the warm night blowing past. Millie had her hand high up on the inside of my thigh the whole drive, not once sitting still.

"You've gone quiet on me," she said.

"I'm all right."

"You've a stiffy on you the size of Blackpool tower, is what you are." Her hand pressed right down on it now through the denim, and she watched my face while she did it. "Don't tell me you're all right. I'm that horny I can't see straight. Are you going to sort me out or what?"

I didn't say a word back to her. I made her wait the length of the drive with her hand where it was, got us in through the apartment door, and had that blue dress up over her head before it was properly shut behind us.

I got her onto the bed and put my mouth on her in the dark before I'd said one word. Her tits first. Heavy and full in my hands, the nipples gone hard the second the air found them, and I had my mouth all over them, sucking her hard while she moaned and pushed her fingers into my hair and lifted up into it. She still had the club on her, the heat and the smoke of it and, underneath, the smell that's only hers. I worked slowly down over her belly and the soft of her, got her knickers off and my mouth on her pussy, and she was soaked, properly, running wet with it, and I knew clean well before I asked her what off.

"Look at the state of you," I said, up at her from between her legs. "You're dripping. That's not off me, that."

"You know it isn't."

"Say it, then."

"It's off him. Off doing that to him…" Her hand fisted tight in my hair. "You're dying to hear it, aren't you. Go on, ask me. Ask me what it was like."

So I asked her. I asked her what it was like kissing him, and I slid two fingers slowly up into her while she told me, and she told me the lot of it.

"He's a filthy kisser," she gasped, working herself on my hand. "None of the polite stuff. He just went straight in like he knew fine well he was allowed. And his hands were everywhere on me, up my dress inside a minute, and I let him, never stopped him getting right up to my knickers." I got my tongue back on her clit and she moaned and kept going, because I'd asked her to and now she wanted me to have every last bit of it. "And I could feel his cock. Right under me. Hard as a rock, up against me, and I ground myself down onto it slow and I didn't stop. I sat on a stranger's cock through his jeans in front of a whole room and got myself off on it, and you stood there and watched me. I was that horny I could've cum right there on his lap. Christ, Ryan. I've never been so wet in my life."

"I know. I watched every second of it."

"I know you did." She was rocking hard on my fingers, her breath gone to pieces. "I felt you watching me the whole while. Get up here now, I want you in me, come on."

I came up over her, and she reached down between us and put me at her, and I pushed up into her in one go, all the way. She was so wet I went in like nothing and we both made a sound at it. Then I fucked her. Her legs came up and locked round the back of me, her heels dug in and hauled me deeper, and I gave it her the way she likes it when she's lit right up like this. Hard and deep, not letting up for a breath, the headboard knocking the wall and her tits going with every stroke.

"That's it," she got out, "that's it, don't you dare stop now." Her nails were set into my back. "I was thinking about you the entire time I was on him. His hands all over me and you down that bar watching me, both at once, and I couldn't have told you which one had me wetter." She dragged my head down and got her mouth by my ear. "Are you going to cum in me?"

"You want it?"

"I want it. Give me all of it, deep as you can get it, don't you hold a drop back." Her hand was down between us working herself now, fast, chasing it. "God, I'm close, I'm going to go, Ryan, I'm—" and she went, clenching hard round me and shaking with it, her mouth open and soundless on my shoulder. The grip of her took me over the top right after her, and I came up inside her, pumping my cum into her with my face buried in her neck and the whole of me gone. The pair of us past caring what came of it, and neither of us shifted to stop it.

We lay a long while after, tangled and wet through and getting our breath back, her leg thrown heavily over mine, my hand going up and down her spine on its own. My girl. Barefaced now, another man's whole night still on her and my cum still up inside her, and I lay there perfectly easy with all of it. She'd gone slow and heavy against my side, close to under.

I turned my mouth into her hair to tell her a thing. About the door. That back in the club, when she'd told me she'd said no to him with her arms round my middle, there'd been half a second before the relief landed where a part of me had wanted her to say the other thing entirely. Had wanted the door to go the other way and her gone through it into the dark with him. It was right there in my mouth.

But she'd gone warm and heavy and all but under against me, and there was no earthly sense saying a thing like that out loud at half three in the morning. So I kissed the top of her head, gently, and kept it to myself.
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The resort put a fire on the beach the second Friday, down past the last of the loungers where the sand went cool once the sun was off it. It was going properly by the time we got down. A great heap of driftwood cracking sparks up into the black, half the resort staff down there with it, one beating slow on a drum while another turned foil parcels on a grill over the coals. Fish, and breadfruit, and something that smelled of jerk and lime. They'd stuck torches in a ring round it and put a table of rum out, and forty-odd guests stood about it, brown and burnt and easy after a week of it.

Millie had a rum punch in her before we'd been down there ten minutes, and another one soon after. She'd caught the sun all day and she was loose with it, warm against my side, her feet bare in the warm sand, her sandals hooked on two fingers. She'd worn a thin cotton thing that tied at the neck and went see-through where the fire got behind it, so you got the shape of her tits through it and the dark of her nipples whenever she turned the right way to the flames. I stood there with my beer and watched the light move on her, and I wasn't the only one doing it. Half the men round that fire had their eyes on her the minute she came down. I felt every one of those looks find her and settle low and warm in me.

Five years, and I'd never once got used to the look of her, and going off the faces round that fire, neither had anybody else.

Delroy was down among the staff, out of his terrace whites, a shirt open over his chest and a bottle going lazily round his fingers, seeing everybody had a drink and the fish came off before it caught. He lifted a hand to us easily when he saw us come down, and went back to turning the parcels. Lorraine had a spot staked out near the rum with Trevor parked in a low chair beside her. Carla and Neil were a little way off, both of them gone the colour of corned beef down one side and sat there like they'd been made to come.

"There she is." Lorraine had Millie by the arm and pulled her in the second she was close enough. "Come and stand by me where it's warm, love, never mind that lot round the fish. Trevor, get the girl a drink. Get me one and all while you're up."

"I've barely sat down," Trevor said, and got up.

We stood about with them a good while. Lorraine was three or four ahead of the rest of us and going strong, loud and filthy and funny, the fire doing her jewellery no end of favours. Carla told us at some length about Neil's stomach, which had never come right since the beach shack, and Neil sat and quietly took it. The drum went on slow under all of it. Every so often the young lad on the grill called out a name and handed a foil parcel off into the dark, and somebody carried it away to eat down by the water.

Andre was down there too, when I looked. Off the edge of the light, a bottle in his hand, that great width of him easy in the black past the edge of the firelight. I'd shaken hands with him at the pool a week ago and had his thumbs come to rest a half-inch off my girlfriend's pussy four days back, and here he was with a beer like any other man off shift. Lorraine kept drifting off to have a word here and there and coming back. At some point I clocked she'd drifted over near him and stood a good while, her head tipped up laughing at whatever he'd said, and then I lost the both of them when a group came down the beach between us. I didn't think much of it. There was a lot of that going on. Some picture of the two off in the dark turned over low in my gut anyway, quick, and my blood stirred at it before I even knew I'd had the thought.

Millie had got herself stood in front of me by then, her back against my chest and my arm round her middle, and she'd had enough rum in her to go bold with it. "Would you look at this lot," she said, low, only for me, tipping her head at the men round the fire. "Half of them built like Andre. It's not decent, Ryan, is it?" She pushed her arse back against me, slow, and found what was already going on there, and her voice dropped another notch. "You're stood at a barbecue with a stiffy on you. Filthy sod." She wasn't wrong. I had my chin on her shoulder and my cock thickening against her arse and a picture in my head of half the staff there taking a turn on her, and she knew every bit of it, and pressed back into it.

"I'm too warm," she said, up close in my ear, a while after. Her hand had found mine and her thumb was going slowly on the back of it. "Walk me down the beach a bit, away from the fire. I want the sea."

We left our drinks on Lorraine's table and went off along the beach into the dark, out past the ring of the fire to where you couldn't see your own feet. Behind us the fire dropped to a glow and the drum went thin. In front there was nothing but the water finding the beach and going back off it, over and over, and the sky gone thick with more stars than I'd known were up there. Millie dropped her sandals down somewhere and walked slowly in the wet edge of it, her cotton thing stuck to her legs where the sea caught it, holding my hand and saying nothing. I'd have walked to the end of the island like that. I was heavy in my shorts the length of it and had been since the fire, off nothing but her wet through that thin stuff and the rum in her and where the night was plainly heading.

We'd got a fair way down, past the end of the resort's beach and up where the dunes started and the marram grass came nearly to the tide line, when she stopped dead and put her hand flat on my chest.

"Listen," she said, low.

I listened. Water. The frogs going in the grass. And under it, once I'd got my ear in, a woman. Not hurt. The other thing. A steady, climbing sound of a woman being properly seen to, coming down off the dunes on our left, close.

Millie's hand closed on my shirt. She looked up at me, her eyes gone wide and her mouth open, and then she was moving, easing off the wet sand up into the soft with her finger at her lips. I went after her, because there was nothing else I was going to do. We came quietly up the back of a low dune and looked over the top of it.

It was Lorraine. On her back in a flat scoop with her dress shoved up round her middle and her legs up and open. Andre over her, down between them, still in his shorts round his knees and nothing else, that huge back of him working slow and heavy. His cock came near all the way out of her every stroke before he put it back. I could see the size of it going in, thick and dark and shining wet off her in the little light there was, more of it than ought to have fit anywhere. Lorraine took every inch and called steadily for the next one. She had her heels up round the small of his back and her hands hauling him down, and she was not being quiet about any of it.

Christ.

And a few feet off, sat back on the slope of the dune with a beer pushed upright into the ground beside him, was Trevor.

Just sat there. Watching them. His hands folded easy on his belly the way they always were, his face turned to the both of them, and on it a look I'd not seen on a man before. He wasn't eating himself up over it. He looked like a bloke watching the racing with a good horse in, pleased right down to the floor of him. When Lorraine turned her head and found him there and said something I didn't catch, he lifted his beer to her an inch off his belly, and went back to watching his wife get fucked in the sand by a man half his age.

For some reason it was Trevor that did it to me and not the two at it. The pair down in the scoop I'd have got hard at anyway. It was the plain, easy happiness on the old fella up the dune with his beer, glad of it, that set the ache up hard in my groin till I had to shift where I knelt. And it wasn't Lorraine I had down there in my head. It was Millie. My girl on her back taking a cock that size, her heels up round him, begging him for more, and me sat off to the side like the old man, a warm beer in my fist, glad of every second. I was hard as a bar in my shorts and I'd not put a finger near myself.

"Look at her," Millie breathed. She had hold of my arm with both hands now, her whole self pressed tightly up the side of me, not taking her eyes off it for a second. "Ryan. Look at the state of her. The size of the cock he's got up in her." Her voice had gone right down to nothing. "She's taking the whole of it. God, she's loving it… she's absolutely loving it."

"Trevor's sat right there," I said, into her hair.

"I know." She said it like it was the best part. "I know he is."

We should have gone. We didn't. Millie wasn't going anywhere and I wasn't leaving her up a dune on her own, and if I'm dead honest I couldn't have made my legs carry me off if I'd tried. So we knelt in the marram and watched Lorraine get seen to, the two of us, my girl's breath gone short against my arm and her fingers dug in through my shirt. Andre pulled out of her slow and turned her over onto her hands and knees at some point, no fuss. He got back into her from behind with one big hand spread flat between her shoulder blades, holding her exactly where he wanted her. Lorraine put her face down and took it. Trevor watched all of that too, and never once looked like he'd rather be anywhere on earth.

I had my cock in my hand through my shorts by then without any memory of putting it there, gripping it hard, not working it, just holding the ache of it while I watched a man that size go in and out of her. Millie felt me at it and pushed her face harder into my shoulder and said nothing.

It was Millie that clocked the other pair. She squeezed my arm and put her mouth right on my ear and pointed with her chin off further along the dune. I looked, and it took me a second to make out, and then I had it and near laughed out loud.

Carla and Neil. The corned-beef couple, bored to bloody tears, pool to room to pool all fortnight. Carla had her sundress up and Neil going at her against the low side of the next dune along, his sunburnt behind shining in what light there was, her braced on her forearms and taking it. Both of them were going at it a good deal harder and happier than either had managed to look about a single other thing the whole holiday. I'd not have put money on Neil having it in him.

Millie shook against me, trying not to laugh and not quite managing it, her face pressed into my shoulder. "Even them," she got out, barely a breath. "Ryan. Even them."

"Come here," I said.

I couldn't wait to get her back to the room and neither could she. We slid quietly back down the seaward side of the dune, out of sight of the lot of them, down to where the ground went flat and cool and the grass gave out. I had that cotton thing untied at her neck and off over her head before we'd stopped moving. She came at me with her mouth open, both hands fisted in my shirt, dragging me down onto the sand, and there wasn't a scrap of the nervy left in her tonight. She was lit right up. She'd have had me standing.

I got her down and got my mouth on her. Her tits first, gone heavy in my hands, the nipples up hard against my tongue, the salt of the sea on her and under it the smell that's only ever hers. She arched up off the ground into it, her fingers raking my hair, and made a sound she didn't bother keeping down out here. There was nobody to hear her but a beach already full of people at it.

I sucked her nipples hard, taking as much of each into my mouth as it would go, my cock aching hard against her thigh, and she reached down and got a hand round it, giving it a slow pull, holding it while I worked.

I went slowly down the wet of her belly, the fire a far-off glow up the beach, and got my tongue on her pussy. She was soaking. Running with it, before I'd properly got there, wetter than I'd ever had her, and I knew exactly what off. She'd got that wet watching another man fuck a woman out in the dunes, and I licked it off her and loved her for it.

"Don't you come up off me," she said, up on her elbows, watching me do it. "God. Right there."

I didn't stop. I got two fingers up into her, slow, and worked her with my tongue, my cock so hard by then it was pushing into the sand, and I asked her, because I was dying to hear her say it and she was dying to say it.

"You watched all of that," I said, up at her. "Watching her get fucked got you this wet."

"Course it did." No shame on her at all now, gone clean past it. "I couldn't have moved off that dune if the resort had caught fire. Did you see the cock on him? What he was putting up into her?" She dropped her head back and pushed herself greedily up into my mouth. "That's it. That's the exact thing I want, Ryan. A cock like that going into my pussy nice and slow while you sit and watch me take every inch. I could feel how much she was loving it, I could feel it in my own fanny. I wanted to be her… I wanted it to be me down there in the muck getting fucked stupid."

She pulled me down onto her and lined me up herself, and I sank in to the root, slow, till my hips were hard against hers. We both made a noise at it. She was running wet and gripped me tight the whole way down all the same. Then I gave it her the way she was after, hard and deep from the off, her legs locked tightly round me and her heels working me deeper, the sand shifting under us and the sea going in and out just below us. She got her hands on my arse and hauled.

And the whole time I had the other picture running under it — a cock as big as the one we'd just watched going up into her instead of mine, her taking the whole length of it, me sat off to the side glad to be watching. It didn't put me off my stroke. It drove it.

"Turn over," I said, into her ear. "Like she did. On your hands and knees."

She was moving obediently before I'd finished saying it. She got herself up onto all fours and pushed her arse back at me, looking round at me over her shoulder, and I got hold of her hips and pushed back into her. I put a hand flat between her shoulder blades the way I'd watched Andre do it not twenty minutes since, and she dropped her face and moaned and shoved herself back hungrily onto every stroke. And bent over like that it was the easiest thing in the world to put another man behind her instead of me — some big lad off the beach with his cock in her, my girl shoving back onto it and taking it, and me the one sat off watching for a change. I fucked her harder for it, the slap of my hips off her wet arse loud in the dark, my cock in her to the root every stroke.

"Like that," she got out, "God, just like that, don't slow down—" and then she was talking again over her shoulder, the whole picture pouring out of her because I'd asked for it and now she couldn't not. "That's going to be me on Saturday, isn't it? Bent over on some beach with a cock like that in me, taking it just like this, and you sat watching me take it like Trevor was watching her, happy as anything. And I'm going to fucking love every inch of it, and so are you." She shoved back hard onto me. "Aren't you. Tell me you are."

"I am." And I meant it. The picture of her under a man that size, me sat back like the old fella, glad of every second, ran hot down my spine as I said the words. "I am."

"Then fill me right up." She'd got a hand down under herself, working her clit fast, chasing it, her breath gone to nothing. "Don't stop, I want to feel your cum go in me, come on—" and she went, clamping down hard round me and shaking with the whole of her, her face dropped into the sand, no sound coming out of her. The grip of her took me straight over after her.

God.

I shoved in deep and came, everything I had, bent right over her back with my mouth at her shoulder, emptying up into her to the last drop, and neither of us minded where it went.

We lay there a long while getting our breath, tangled up on the cool sand, her leg thrown heavily over me and the sky enormous over the top of us. My girl. Sand all up her back, another couple's whole night still going on down the dune, warm and heavy and loose against my side and not a nerve left in her. She turned her face into my chest and laughed softly at nothing, just pleased, and I held onto her and let her.

"We're disgusting," she said happily, into me. "The pair of us. Down here in the muck like a couple of animals."

"You started it."

"I did an' all." She didn't sound the least bit sorry about it.

We got ourselves sorted, shook the worst of the sand off, and walked back up the beach the way we'd come, her cotton thing back on and her hand in mine. She had sand up her back and my cum still in her and I was walking her straight back into the light of the resort like it, and there was a low pull in that too, in not one bit of it being cleaned off or hidden before we got there. The fire had gone right down by the time we came into the light of it. Most of the guests were off to bed, a couple of the staff moving about knocking the torches out and stacking the folding chairs. The drum had stopped. Delroy was down on his heels by the embers, poking the last of it apart with a bit of driftwood so it'd die out safe, alone down there now the crowd had thinned.

He looked up when he heard us coming. He took us in — the sand we'd not got off, Millie's hair, whatever else was still all over the both of us — and didn't make a thing of it. He just smiled, easy, and stood up.

"You went for a walk," he said.

"We did," Millie said, straight back at him, bold as you like, and the look the two of them traded over the embers pulled tight in my chest.

"It's a nice beach, at night." Delroy dropped the driftwood onto the fire and dusted his hands slowly off on his shorts. "This one's all right. Bit busy." He looked out down the way we'd come, then back at her. "There's a better one. Down the coast, where the boat goes. No resort on it, no lights, none of this. The tourists don't get to it. Just sand and the water and whoever I bring." He said it easily, like offering a top-up. "Saturday. I've the day off. Come out on the boat and I'll cook for you properly, not this…" He tipped his head at the dead grill. "Bring your wife."

"She's not my wife," I said.

He smiled at that, but he'd stopped looking at me to do it. He'd turned it warmly on Millie. She looked back at him across the dead fire and didn't say a word, the both of them easy in it, and I stood there a foot off the pair of them, having gone and answered a thing the man had never once asked.
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Winston cut the engine a stone's throw off the sand and the world went quiet with it. No drone under us any more. Just the water slapping the hull and the birds going up the back of the beach. The Lady May sat and rocked. Ahead of us was a crescent of sand a paler colour than anything on the resort side, backed with black rock, a wall of green coming right down to it, and not a soul on the length of it bar three men and a grill smoking sideways in the breeze.

"There she is." Winston hauled himself slowly up out of his seat, the old cackle starting. "Told you. That beach isn't on any map. You'll not get a lager on it either, mind, so I hope somebody brought some."

Somebody had. Delroy was down at the water's edge before we'd got the anchor over, out of his terrace whites, just shorts and his chest bare and a cloth slung on his shoulder, wading out to his knees to meet the boat. Andre stood up at the grill with a bottle going in one hand. And crouched over a cool-box in the shade, cap on backwards, grinning up at the pair of us, was Curtis.

Getting the two of us and the food and the drink off that boat and up the sand with no pier to tie to was the sort of job I'd normally have taken clean charge of. I did the bits I could, mostly because it gave me something to do with my hands. I got the cool-box down to Delroy over the side and went in after it up to my chest, shorts soaked through, sun straight down on my head. Millie went off the ladder into Winston's hands and then Delroy's, laughing, holding her cover-up up out of the water and getting the hem wet anyway. The barrel of punch floated, which was the one bit of luck in the whole business. I pushed it in ahead of me through the warm shallows while the men saw to my girlfriend.

They'd made a proper camp up past the tide line. Mats down, a bit of shade rigged off a pole and a tarp, the grill built on the flat rocks with fish and a couple of foil parcels going on it, the whole place smelling richly of woodsmoke and salt. It was, and I'll say it plainly, one of the best spots I'd ever stood in. Left to myself I could happily have stood in it an hour and just been glad.

I didn't get the chance.

Millie got her cover-up off over her head and dropped it on a mat, and all four of them stopped what they had in their hands to look at her.

She'd saved the white one. It had gone in the case back home under everything and stayed down the bottom of it. I'd not once seen it on her the whole holiday. She had it on now. Two little triangles of white over her tits, tied behind her neck and her back with thin string, and a scrap of the same across the front held on with strings at either hip and next to nothing behind. Against the brown she'd gone it barely read as being there at all. Everything it wasn't covering was out in the flat light of that beach. The whole length of her legs. The dip in at her waist and out again. The tops of her tits over the little triangles and the curve of the underneath of them where the white cut short. She stood there on the sand and let them have all of her, and did nothing to hurry it along.

"You kept the best of it in the bag, then." Delroy wiped his hands slowly on the cloth, well after they were dry, his eyes on her. "You were right to."

"And I've seen her tits and her pussy already, up close," Curtis said, cheeky, down by the cool-box, "so I don't know what you're all gawping at like it's your birthday."

"You had one look at her, boy." Winston lowered himself onto a mat with a grunt, his old knees cracking. "Let a man who's waited enjoy his."

Millie laughed and took it easily, warm and brown and in her element. Andre never said a word. He just looked, slow and steady, from the grill, like he'd let his eye go down her back at the pool a week back. Taking his fill and not minding who saw him take it.

Delroy poured the punch out of the barrel into plastic cups. It came out blood-red and sweet and strong enough that the first mouthful made my eyes water. Millie had one and had a second before I'd got the bottom of my first. She sat herself down cross-legged in the middle of them, her cup in her hand and her brown legs out in front of her, and got straight into the drink and the lot of them. Laughing at Winston. Giving Curtis back as good as she got. The sun on her bare shoulders. She'd caught the rum now on top of the heat and she was lit right up with it, loose and bold and happy, and every man on that beach kept letting his eyes drift back to her between words.

I sat a bit off and drank mine faster than I meant to, because I didn't rightly know what else to do with myself. I'd told myself I'd keep a count of what she was putting away. I lost it round her third cup. I lost the count of my own not long after.

It was Andre that turned it in the end. Easy about it, no rush on him.

"Your fella got hard the day I did your cream." He said it straight to Millie, not to me, tipping his bottle over at where I sat. Flat, no edge on it, like he was telling her the time. "Back at the pool, when I done your back. Stood there behind his sunglasses with a stiffy on him watching me do it. I saw. Never said nothing."

Millie's head came round to me, delighted. "Did you, though?"

"He did." Andre had a slow pull on his beer. "Nothing wrong in it. A man watches somebody see to his girl, sometimes it does that to him." Then he looked levelly at me, friendly and not letting me off it. I understood I was being talked about over the top of my own head, four to one, on a beach I could not have walked off if I'd tried. "That right, boss? You like to watch? Like the idea of a proper cock getting put to work on her?"

The beach had gone quiet on it, waiting. Millie and all, her cup halfway to her mouth.

"It's not," I started, and let it die, because whatever I'd had lined up wasn't true and every man there knew it wasn't, and so did she. My cock had made its own mind up about the day a good while back. It made it up again then, filling out in my wet shorts off nothing but the sight of her sat in that white nothing with the four of them ringed round her.

"Leave the man be." Delroy said it easily off the grill, not even turning to do it. "He's all right. He's here, isn't he." And that shut it. Decent of him, and the plainest true thing anybody had said all afternoon. I was. I'd got on the boat and come.

Winston shifted himself round beside me while the talk started up again. One old man and one young one looking at the same thing.

"You want to marry that girl," he said quietly. "Get her home, put a ring on her, get her pregnant before some other fella works out what you've got hold of. I've been out here forty years. I've watched a lot of pretty girls come off that boat. Not many like that one." He had a pull on his beer. "You'll not do better."

He wasn't wrong, and the word went into me sideways. The pregnant one. On a trip where we'd chanced it the whole way through.

The sun came round and the drink went round with it and the talk got dirtier as it went. At some point Millie set her cup down in the sand and reached both hands up behind her neck.

"I'm getting a proper line in this," she said, to nobody, to all of them, looking straight at me the whole time. "You don't mind."

"When have I ever," I said, which wasn't a no and wasn't quite a yes and was the truth of it.

She pulled the string. The two triangles came away off her tits. She dropped the top on the mat with the rest of it.

She sat there topless in the middle of them in the full sun. Tits out, heavy and full and gone the same even brown as the rest of her bar the two paler bands where the string had sat, her nipples up hard in the heat. Not one of them made the smallest pretence of not looking. Curtis said a low thing I didn't catch and Winston wheezed a laugh at it. Andre took in her tits slowly and said nothing, same as he did everything. And Millie lay back on her elbows in the sand and gave the sun and the four men the whole of her front. I'd not once in five years seen her as easy in her own skin as she was on that beach.

She went in the sea after, bottoms on and nothing else, wading out to her waist and dropping under and coming up with her hair slicked back. Curtis and Andre went in after her, mucking about, splashing her, and I sat on the mat with Winston and watched. When she came back up the sand dripping and dropped down by me, the white of her bottoms had gone see-through with the water. Stuck flat to her. The whole of her pussy showed through it plain as if there was nothing there, the shape and the shaved bare of it. She knew it and she left it. I watched Curtis clock it and go quiet. They were all thinking the same thing I was, every one of them. Her flat on her back on this sand with the four of them taking a turn on her.

The rum had her fully by then. She lay back with her cup balanced on her belly and looked round at the lot of them, bold and easy with it.

"Go on. Which of you's got the biggest?" she said, and laughed at the noise it got out of them. "I've not come all this way to be polite. I've wanted a proper big black cock for the longest time and my Ryan knows every bit about it, so don't you go being gentlemen on my account."

Delroy came and sat with them once the fish had rested, handing the plates round, and it was next to him Millie had ended up. I watched her clock what I'd already clocked. He'd sat with one knee up, and the loose leg of his shorts had fallen open down the inside of his thigh, and he was a big man and it told. Even soft. Even sat dead still. Her eye went to it, and came off it, and went back, and she was not near drunk enough to think I hadn't seen her do it. Or she was past minding. One of the two.

"You're staring, love," Delroy said. Mild. Didn't move.

"I am." She didn't take it back. "I've been good all holiday, me. I've earned a proper look, I reckon."

"Go on then." He looked at her a moment, in no hurry over it, the ease still on him even here. Then he reached down and pulled the front of his shorts aside and let her have the look she'd said she'd earned.

Jesus.

I'd known it was coming. I'd knelt on a dune the night before and watched Andre put one the like of it in and out of Lorraine, and the knowing did not take a thing off it. He wasn't even hard yet. Soft, laid over his thigh, it was longer than most men manage stiff and thick to go with it, dark and heavy and blunt at the end. Millie made a small sound in her throat at the sight of it that I felt land in my own chest.

"God, look at your cock." She said it softly, right down at it. "That's not real, that."

"You can touch it if you want," Delroy said. "No rush, love."

"Can I?"

"You can do what you like."

She put her hand on it. Her fingers didn't get near round it. She weighed it in her palm, just feeling the size of the thing, and then she started to work it slowly, and I sat there and watched my girlfriend's small brown hand go up and down a cock that big with three other men and me sat round her doing nothing but watch. It stiffened up under her working. Thickening, rising, until she had both hands round it and still couldn't cover the end, the head of it standing up dark and wet out of her two fists.

That's going in her. That size, into my girl, and I'm going to sit here on the sand and watch it happen.

"I can't even get my hand round it," she breathed. "Feel how heavy it is. That's not fair, that isn't." She looked up the length of it at him, her eyes gone huge. "There's no way this is fitting in my pussy, is there? Look at the size of it."

"It'll fit," Delroy said, easily. "They all think it won't."

"Fuck. It's still getting bigger." She laughed, low and shaky, and kept working it. "God, a cock that size. I don't even know if I could get it in my mouth, never mind…" Half a laugh in it. Half something near fright, and she didn't finish it.

She bent her head down over it instead and tried, her lips stretched wide round the top of it, taking what she could take and nowhere near all of it. Delroy laid a hand into her hair. Gentle. No push in it. Just resting it there, where she'd gone and let a stranger's hand go.

I had a cock of my own gone hard as iron in my wet shorts, and my own hand pressed flat down on it through them before I'd told it to. There wasn't a scrap of me trying to stop any of it now. The whole picture I'd carried out of those dunes was sat in front of me in the daylight. My girl on her knees, tits out in the sun, her mouth stretched round another man's cock and both hands still working the rest of it. And I wanted it. Plain as that. Past the back of her head I watched Curtis staring hungrily at her, and Winston with his old face gone slack, and my own cock throbbing steadily under my hand, and I wanted every last bit of it.

Down the sand, Andre set his bottle down, got up off the rock he'd been sat on, and started slowly towards us.
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Andre came up the sand and crouched down into the ring of us and had a look at what she had hold of. Millie had Delroy's cock still in her two hands when he did it. She'd taken her mouth off it to get her breath and she was working it lazily, up and down, her eyes going from what she was holding to the four of us sat round her and back again, and she never stopped for Andre sitting.

"Don't mind me, love." He had a long look at it. "You carry on."

"I can't get my mouth round it," she told him, like it was a thing worth reporting. There was rum all through her voice and none of the nerves left in it. "I've tried. Look at the size of it."

"You'll not get your mouth round that." Curtis had come up close on her other side now, no cheek left in him, his eyes down between her legs and staying there. "Question's whether you get it anywhere else. That's a lot of cock for a little pussy like yours."

"There's one way to find out, isn't there," Andre said.

Millie looked from one of them to the other, and then she looked at me. She'd made her mind up. It was on her plainly, the same as it is across a party when she's decided a thing and is only letting me know after. She reached down and pulled the knot at her hip, and slid the wet white bottoms off, and dropped them on the mat.

"Go on, then," she said. "See if it even goes in. I've been dying to know that since I first clapped eyes on it."

Curtis got a hand between her thighs and pushed them open, wide, so all of them could see, and put two thick fingers down either side of her and held her spread. She was soaking, the shine of it clear from where I knelt, her clit stood up out of her and her slit slick and open and ready.

"She's wet as anything," Curtis said, over his shoulder, to the men. "Feel that. She's gagging for a proper cock."

"Course she is." Delroy shifted himself round on his knees between her legs, and there was no hurry in him even now, and took hold of his cock at the root and laid the fat wet end of it against her. Against my girlfriend, held open by another man's fingers. "Little bit at a time, love. I told you it fits. They all think it won't."

I had a hand on myself through my wet shorts, gripping it hard enough to hurt, and I'd not felt myself put it there. My heart was going hard. Part of me was screaming that this was it, this was the whole thing, the thing I'd been frightened of without ever once letting myself know it. And it was happening in the sun with me sat two feet off it doing nothing to stop it. Under the screaming, steadier and far louder, my cock throbbed in my grip and I wanted to watch it go in more than I'd wanted anything.

Delroy pushed. It didn't take, the first go, only bent up off her and slid over her clit, and she gasped and grabbed his wrist. He put it back and pushed again slowly, watching her face, and this time the thick tip of it went into her with a give I felt in my own chest. She stretched wide round the fat of it and made a noise low in her throat I'd never once had out of her.

"Oh. God." Her head went back. "Oh my God, it's too big, it's..."

"It's in," Delroy said. "That's the worst of it done. You want the rest?"

"Wait." She had a hand flat on his belly, holding him off, her chest going fast. Then she moved the hand. "No. Don't wait. Give me it. Slowly."

I watched it go into her, inch by inch, her small and stretched round it and him going in carefully, an inch and a stop, an inch and a stop, more of it feeding into her every time than had any business fitting anywhere. Then he was right up against her, none of it left to see, and she had both hands fisted in the mat.

Christ. "Hang on," I heard myself say. It came out before I'd decided to say it. It wasn't the old reason, though. Just the plain size of what sat in front of me, the realness of it, my girl with a stranger's cock buried in her to the root. "Hang on a minute, that's..."

Andre turned his head to me. Nothing else in him moved at all.

"It's not me you want to be asking, boss." He tipped his chin at Millie, at where the two of them were joined. "It's not my say. It's hers. Ask her." And he left it at that and looked back at her, and so did the rest of them, and there was nobody on that beach going to argue the point with me, because there was nothing to argue. Nobody was taking it off her. It was hers, and she was handing it over gladly.

"Millie," I said.

She turned her head and found me, and her face was open and gone and glad. She wasn't sorry, and she wasn't asking to be let off. She reached a hand out off the mat toward me and left it there for me to take or not.

"I know, love," she said quietly, low, just for me, with him still in her. "I know. But I've got it now, haven't I. I've finally gone and got it." Her voice hitched as Delroy moved in her. "And I want you right where you can see me have it. Don't go anywhere on me. Stay close."

I took her hand. I don't know what else I'd ever have done. That was the last of the arguing out of me, if you could call it arguing at all, and Delroy started to fuck her properly then, and I knelt a foot off it, holding my girlfriend's hand while another man did it.

He wasn't gentle with her once she was open. That was the thing of it. All that restraint he'd carried round the terrace nine years, the ease of him gone, and the moment she pushed back onto him and told him she was ready he gave it to her hard. Long deep strokes that shoved her up the mat and had her grabbing for purchase, the wet slap of the two of them loud over the water. She took every stroke of it and asked greedily for more, her tits going with each one, her mouth open, one of my hands still caught in both of hers and squeezed white every time he drove up into her.

"Fuck. Ryan, look at it." My cock was leaking in my fist, and this was doing it: she had to say it, all of it, out loud, to me. "Feel how deep he's got it in me. God. It's so much, it's so much bigger than... I've got the whole of his cock right up in my belly." She turned her face into my arm, cried out, and pushed back onto him. "You were right. You said it'd fit. It fits."

He's got it all in her and she's telling me about it, right now, while it's happening. That's my girl on her back with a cock that big going into her to the root, and the one thing she wants is me here to hear her say how good it is. My own cock jumped at the sound of it.

She came on him not long after, hard, all of her going tight and shaking, her heels kicking up, her hand crushing mine, a long broken sound coming out of her with no shame left anywhere in it. Delroy fucked her through it and never stopped and never finished. He eased slowly out of her when she'd gone limp, his cock come away wet and dark and still hard, and sat back on his heels.

"There's plenty of that left in me yet," he said, mildly.

Andre took his place before she'd hardly come down. He was bigger even than Delroy, or looked it going into her, and he didn't do the careful part; she was open now and slick with it and he pushed the whole of himself into her in one long shove and set to. Different from Delroy. Heavier. One big flat hand spread on her belly, holding her down where he wanted her, working steadily up into her, deep, with no give in him at all.

"That's it," he said, low, the only thing he'd say the whole time. "Take that cock."

Millie's eyes rolled and she took hold of his forearm with both hands and let him.

I had my shorts shoved down and my own cock out in my hand by then, working it, not caring who saw, past all of that. Winston had lowered himself onto a mat a little off and watched the pair of them with his old face slack and his beer forgotten in his hand. Curtis knelt in close, staring, working himself slowly through his shorts. And I knelt there and wanked myself, aching with it, watching a man that big fuck my girlfriend, my fist keeping time with every stroke he put into her.

He came in her. I saw it take him, his back going tight, his rhythm going short and hard, and then he shoved deep and held there, and I knew what was happening before Millie's face even changed. The pill went through my head once, a flash and gone, and I let it lie. She wasn't on it. We'd been careless the whole holiday, careless for months at home before it. A big older man was emptying himself up into her on a beach and it was the exact thing that had her going, and it had me going too, and there was no room left in me anywhere for the sense of it.

"He's... oh, he's cumming in me." She said it to me over Andre's shoulder, wondering, needing me to know it. "Ryan. He's... God, I can feel his cum. He's filling me right up."

"I know," I said. It was all I had.

Andre pulled out of her heavily and there it was in the daylight. My girl on her back, her thighs fallen open, another man's cum sliding out of her onto the mat. Curtis moved to go next, and Millie put a hand up and stopped him.

"No. Ryan." She was up on her elbows, red and wrecked and looking straight at me. "Come here. I want you in me now, in the middle of it. I want to feel you while it's happening. Come here."

I was up off my knees and going to her before I'd told my legs to do it. Nothing in me was deciding anything any more. She got herself up and pushed me down onto my back where the men had had her. She swung a leg over me, reached down and put me at herself, and sank down onto me in one go. The heat of her about took the legs off me, the loose slick wreck of her round me where two men that size had just been, still full of one of them. She got her hands flat on my chest and started to move.

I'm not built like what she'd just had. I knew it the second I was in her, and I didn't care, and neither did she. She rode me slowly and looked down into my face the whole time, and it wasn't a show for the men; she'd turned her back on the lot of them. It was for me. Only for me. My girlfriend riding my cock in the middle of all of it with another man's spend still warm in her and her eyes on mine.

"There you are," she said softly, down at me, moving on me. "That's what I wanted. Your cock in me, and you where I can feel it." She bent and kissed me, filthy and slow, the rum and the sun and the salt of her, and against my mouth she said, "I love you. This doesn't touch it. You know that, don't you." And I did know it. I lay there with my girlfriend riding me and the men she'd just had stood watching, and I knew it clean through.

Curtis got in beside us while she was on me. He was young and couldn't wait, and I felt the mat shift and looked up to see him feeding his cock into her mouth. She took it, her lips stretched round it, sucking him hungrily while she worked herself on me, and it was the filthiest thing I'd ever seen and I was buried in it up to the neck. She got him off fast. He grunted and pulled back and finished half on her tongue and half up her cheek, and she laughed round it, wildly, and it was that, her laughing with it half up her cheek and me still up inside her, that finished me. I got a hand on her hip, shoved up, and came, everything I had, up inside her on top of what was already there.

"God, yes," she breathed, feeling it. "There. Go on. All of it."

She lifted off me gently when I was done and I slid out of her, wet and spent, and lay there looking up at the sky with my heart still going. She stayed up on her knees, catching her breath, and looked round the ring of them, flushed and used and buzzing with the lot of it.

Delroy had got up. He came and stood over her, his cock hard again in his fist, and she went to it without being asked, up on her knees, and got her hands and her mouth back on it, working the length she couldn't cover and taking as much of the fat end of it as she could go down on. He put one hand in her hair, easy, no push in it.

"Look up at me, love," he said. She did, her mouth full of him, her eyes gone huge. "There you go. Good girl." And he worked himself in her hands and her mouth a minute more, and then he said, "Here it comes," and she stayed right where she was and took it, most of it in her mouth and the last of it striped up across her cheek and her nose. She knelt there after with it all over her face, and swallowed, and licked her lips, and looked round at all of us, brazen and glad, a woman who'd finally got the thing she'd been hungry for. Spent as I was, my cock gave a kick at the sight of her.

Fuck.

Nobody said anything for a moment. The fish had gone cold on the rocks and the sea kept coming up the beach and sliding back off it, the same as it had all day.

Then Winston hauled himself up off his mat with a grunt, his knees cracking, and took Millie's cup out of the sand, and went to the barrel and filled it, and filled his own, red to the brim, and pressed hers into her hand.

"Get that down you, girl. You've earned it." He had a long pull on his own and looked out at the empty water. "Boat's not back for us till six. Whole afternoon yet." He cackled, low. "No rush on any of it."
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It was a while before I clocked she'd gone quiet on it.

The men were still going round the barrel, Curtis telling some long story about a girl off a stag do last season, Winston wheezing at it, Delroy turning the last of the fish over on the rocks though nobody was going to eat it. Millie had got up off the mat at some point and taken herself off into the shade under the tarp, and she was sat there with her knees pulled up and her cover-up back on over the white bikini, and she wasn't in the talk any more. I watched her a minute. She had a corner of the beach mat between her fingers and she was folding the edge of it over and over, small and quick, working at it, not looking at any of us.

I got up and went over and sat down beside her.

"You all right?"

"Mm." She didn't look at me. She had her chin on her knees and her eyes out on the water, and she kept working that corner of the mat. Then her face did a thing, went tight round the mouth, and she put her forehead down on her knees and I heard her breath go, and she was crying.

"Hey." I got an arm round her. "Hey. Come here. What's this."

She shook her head into her knees. I sat there with my arm round my girlfriend on the sand, three men she'd just had sat twenty feet off, and I thought I knew what it was. I thought the drink had worn thin and the thing had gone and landed on her all at once, the size of what we'd done, and she was sorry. I got ready for that. I'd have said it was all right. I'd have got her on the boat and taken her home and never said another word about any of it if that was what she wanted.

"Come on," I said, low. "Talk to me. If it's too much, we're done. We'll go. Nobody's going to⁠—"

"It's not that." She got it out wet and cross, lifting her head, her face gone red and streaked, a bit of sand stuck to her cheek where her knee had been. "God, Ryan, it's not that. That's not why I'm—" She scrubbed the heel of her hand under her nose. "I knew you'd think that. I knew you'd sit there and think I'd gone and ruined it."

"Ruined what?"

"Us." She said it and her chin went again. "Us. That's the thing I'm frightened of. Not them. You." She turned and looked at me straight, wrecked and streaming and dead earnest. "I've been sat here watching you not look at me, and I've been thinking, that's it, he's seen it now. He's seen what I really am, and it's done. You did all this for me and now you've got to get on a boat with me and go home and spend the rest of your life knowing your girlfriend's the sort that'd—" She stopped. Her mouth worked. "That'd do that. On a beach. With all of them. And love it."

"Millie—"

"I did love it." It came out of her low and fast, like a thing she'd had her thumb held over. "That's the bit. That's what I can't— I didn't do it for the holiday, Ryan. I didn't do it to get it out of my system so it'd leave us alone after. I've been telling you that since the room-service night because it was the only way I could ask you for it." She had a fist knotted in the front of my shirt now, up close to my throat. "The truth is I've wanted all of this since you sat there and made me a little list of three things. I wanted all of it. I've laid next to you every night out here hoping it'd go exactly where it's just gone, and being ashamed of myself for hoping, and now it has, and you've seen me have it, and I don't know how you look at me tomorrow."

There it was, then. The whole of it, out on the sand between us. She'd not been talked into a single bit of it. She'd wanted it more than I had the entire time, and hidden that harder than she'd hidden any of the rest, and the thing that had her in tears wasn't shame at what she'd done. It was me. What I'd think. Whether I was still here.

I didn't know if I'd loved it.

That's the honest thing, and I'll not dress it up. I'd been hard the whole afternoon. I'd wanked myself raw watching another man fuck her, and I'd gone to her when she called me, and I'd meant every second of it while it was happening. But sat there now, with the drink going out of me and my girl in bits beside me, I genuinely did not know what I'd feel about the whole of it in a week. In the taxi off the plane. At work Monday with it in my head up the scaffold. I didn't know.

I said it anyway.

"Hey. Look at me." I got a hand round the side of her face and turned it up to me and thumbed the wet off it. "I loved it. You hear me? Every bit of it. I'm not sat here regretting a second of it and I'm not going to be tomorrow either." Her eyes went over my face, quick, going for the lie the way she can, and I held still and let her look and gave her nothing to find. "I did the list for you the first time, aye. This I did because I wanted to watch you get the thing you've been dying for, and I did watch it, and it's the hottest thing I've had in five years, and I'd not take it back if you paid me. All right? So don't sit there telling me I've seen something that changes it. I've seen the whole of you this afternoon and I'm still here, aren't I."

She searched me another second. Then it all went out of her at once, whatever it had been, and she came in against my chest and let go softer this time, her fist still knotted in my shirt.

"You mean it."

"I mean it," I said, over the top of her head, out at the water, and got my arms right round her.

Whether I did or not was a thing I could sort out later. She needed it now, and I'd have told her a great deal worse than that to stop her crying, and it wasn't even a proper lie, not really. Part of it was true. I was working out which part when she tipped her head up and kissed me, salt and rum and snot and all, laughing a bit now, wiping her face on my shoulder like a kid.

"Look at the state of me," she said. "Crying on a beach with your cum in me. Denise'd have a field day."

"Denise gave you the book."

"She did an' all." She laughed properly at that, the wet gone out of it. And she looked over my shoulder at the men round the barrel, and I felt the change go through her before she said anything, the upset burning off her, the other thing coming back up now she'd let it out. "They're still here," she said, quieter. "Winston's not had a go yet."

"No," I said. "He's not."

"And there's hours yet till the boat." She was up on her knees now, her thumb going slowly on the back of my neck, her eyes gone from red to bright. She was horny again already, the fright barely off her, warm and loose against my side. "I want you to watch me take the rest of them," she said, low in my ear. "I want all their cum in me before we go home. You'd not mind."

"When have I ever," I said, which was our line by now, and it got the last of the sad off her face.

She got up and went back down the sand to them, and I sat where I was in the shade and watched her go.

I'll be straight about the rest of it. The rum had gone out of me. I'd stopped drinking round about the time she started up, and I sat there stone cold sober and watched her walk back into the middle of them. There was no soft edge on any of it now, nothing left to blur it. The Lady May sat quietly at her anchor off the sand. The fish had gone black on the rocks. Delroy had wandered back up to the grill and left the other three to it. Millie dropped her cover-up in the sand a second time, and she stood there in the white with the men getting slowly up off their mats for her, still wet and streaked from the first go, and I felt my cock start to fill where I sat, the same as it had all afternoon. Cold sober, clear as glass, with nothing left in me to lay it on.

Curtis got to her first. Young and back for more, no cheek left in him, only want. He got a hand round the back of her neck and kissed her roughly, and put the other straight down between her legs, working two fingers up into her wet pussy till she gasped. Andre came in behind her. That big flat hand of his went round her belly and up to cup a heavy tit, and she leaned back into the size of him and let the two of them handle her at once, her head tipped back on his shoulder and her mouth open. She found me over the top of it. She did it deliberately, and she kept her eyes on me while they saw to her.

"You watching this, Ryan?" It came breathy and pleased out of her. "Don't you go looking away now. I want your eyes on every bit of it."

"I'm watching," I said. It came out rough.

I'd have thought, sober, I'd feel it turn in me. That I'd want the drink back to keep it going. That clear-headed the lot of it would shrink down to what it plainly was, my girl in the sand with two strangers' hands all over her and a third one waiting his go. It didn't shrink. It got bigger. My cock had gone hard and aching in my dried salt-stiff shorts, and I got a hand down over it through the cloth before I'd properly thought to. I watched Andre lay her down and feed his cock slowly back into her. I wanted it exactly as much as I'd wanted it drunk. More, if anything, for being able to see it clearly. There wasn't a corner of me left waiting to sober up and go sorry over it. This was me. Sat on that sand with a clear head, watching my girlfriend take a man twice my size, and wanting nothing else on earth.

Christ.

So there was the answer to what I'd told her in the shade. I hadn't lied to her after all. I'd only said it a bit before I knew it was true.

Andre worked her a long while this go, in no hurry about it. He had her hips pulled up onto his thighs and the whole of his cock driving into her deep, one big hand spread flat on her belly. And she talked to me the whole time he did it, turning her head round in the sand to find me, needing me to have all of it.

"God, his cock's so deep. Feel how deep he's got it, Ryan... he's right up inside me." Her breath kept catching on the words, her tits going with every stroke. "You can see it going in me, can't you? You can see him doing me properly."

"I can see it."

"I want you to. I want you sat there watching another man's cock go up me and loving it as much as I am." She grabbed the far edge of the mat over her own head and pushed herself down greedily onto him. "Oh God, he's right there. Ryan... he's going off in me. I can feel his cum pumping up into me."

He came in her, deep, his back gone tight and his rhythm gone short, and she moaned and gasped under him and took the lot of it. Then his cock slid wet out of her, and he sat back on his heels, spent, her pussy running with his cum. None of the men there paid it the slightest attention. I could look at nothing else.

Curtis had her mouth while she got her breath, up on his knees by her head. She took his cock in and sucked him hungrily, her hand working the root of it, her eyes still cutting sideways to me to be sure I had it. I had it. She got him off fast. He pulled back with a groan and his cum striped her chin and her throat, and she laughed low round it and smeared it away with two fingers, and never once took her eyes off mine while she did.

Then she looked past Curtis, brazen and buzzing and streaked with the pair of them, and grinned.

"Come on then, Winston. Your go."

He'd got himself up off his mat with his knees cracking, the old sod, forty years of sun baked hard into him, all white hair and white beard and a filthy grin splitting the middle of it, and he stood over her working himself in one brown fist. He wasn't a big man. Old, and gone soft round the belly, and what he had in his hand was nothing like the pair that had just been in her. Shorter. Thinner. Standing up hopefully out of a grey bush at a game old angle. He knew it, too, and there wasn't a scrap of shy in him about any of it.

"You'll not feel much off an old man after that lot, girl," he said, lowering himself carefully down between her knees, the cackle going. "But I've sat and waited all afternoon like a gentleman, so shift up and let a man have his."

"Have you now." She was up on her elbows, and she opened her legs for him easily and reached down and helped him to her. "Go on, then. Show me you're not past it, Winston. Get that old cock in me and make it count."

"Cheeky cow." He pushed slowly into her, his old face going slack and daft with it, and got himself right up her and held there a second with his eyes shut, easing himself into the heat of her. "Oh, that's the stuff. Lovely tight little pussy on you, girl, after all that. Worth every minute of the wait, that is."

And he took her gently, which was the thing of it after the other two. Andre had held her down and driven deep and Curtis had grabbed and rushed. The old boy just laid himself over her soft and rolled slowly into her, more a man making love to her than taking his turn, his hand cupped round her jaw and his forehead dropped near hers. Millie took it kind. She could easily have laughed him off, and she didn't. She put her arms round his old back and moved gently with him and let him have it his own slow way. When he finally shoved deep and shook and spent his cum up into her with a long wheezing groan, she held him through it and patted his back like she was gentling a horse.

"There," she said softly. "There you are."

"By God." Winston rolled heavily off her onto his back in the sand, blowing, grinning up at the tarp. "I'll feel that one in the morning. Worth every ache of it." He turned his old head and looked over at me, sat there in the shade with a hard cock and my hands gone still on it, and gave me the same half-inch lift of nothing he'd give a man off the boat. "You want to marry that one," he said. "I keep telling him."

"You do," I said.

Delroy called down from the grill that the punch was gone and the sun was getting on, and that was the afternoon ending itself the way afternoons do. Nobody made a thing of it. Millie lay a minute longer in the wreck of the mat, the three of them run out of her, catching her breath and looking up at the underside of the tarp with a little private smile on her. Then she got herself up on her knees and had a look round for her cover-up, and it was over. It was as ordinary as the end of any other day out here. Curtis packing the cool-box. Andre kicking sand over the grill. Winston hunting his other sandal.

I gathered our stuff. Somebody had to, and it was always going to be me. I found her sunglasses and her phone and the book she'd not opened all day, and I put them in the bag while she rinsed herself off in the shallows. I got the both of us squared away for the boat the same as I'd squared us away for every other leg of the holiday, and there was a small ordinary comfort in it. Doing the one thing I was good for, while my girl washed three men out of herself twenty feet off.

We waded out to the Lady May in the low gold light with the water gone warm as a bath, Winston up front hauling himself over the side and getting behind the wheel, the engine turning over and settling to its drone. Millie came up the ladder last, and I put a hand out and she took it, and she settled close against me on the bench along the back with a towel round her shoulders, and Winston brought the boat round and pointed her home.

Neither of us said anything the whole way back.

There wasn't a bad thing in the quiet. She had her head down on my shoulder and her hand in my lap holding mine, her wet hair drying stiff with salt against my neck. The coast went by gold and then pink on our right, the resort somewhere up ahead of it. The two of us sat there in the wind off the water not needing to put a word to any of it. I had my arm round her and I watched the sea go by under the old man's easy hand on the wheel, and I was easy the whole way in.

We got off at the resort jetty in the last of the light and thanked Winston, who cackled and told us both to sleep well. We walked back up through the gardens to the apartment the long way, past the pool gone still and the bar lit up, past the couples coming out to dinner all showered and pressed. Nobody looked at the pair of us twice, salt and sand and all.

I got the door open and we went in out of the warm dark into the dark of the room, and neither of us reached for the light.

Tomorrow the case would want packing.
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Delroy came and found us on the last morning, down by the pool, still in his terrace whites though the place wasn't open yet. He had two coffees in his big hands. He gave one to each of us and pulled a lounger round to sit on the end of ours.

"So," he said, settling himself, forearms loose across his knees. "You'll be wanting the same week next June. I'll tell them to hold the apartment." He said it plainly, a man confirming an order, not asking a thing. "Saturday's a good day for me. You know that now."

"We'll see," I said.

"You'll see." He grinned at that and had a slow pull of his coffee. "You've had a fortnight of me telling you a thing and being right about it every time, and now you'll see." He got up and put his hand out and I shook it. He did the same with Millie, only he held onto hers a second and looked at her steadily over the top of it, and whatever was in the look, she took it easy and gave it him back. "Look after yourself, love. You know where I am."

He went off up to open up, hands in his pockets, and Millie watched him go with her coffee under her chin and said nothing, and I sat and let her have her look.

We did the rest of them over the morning. Andre lifted a hand off the arm of his chair and called something down about me catching the sun at last, and I had, a bit, gone brown enough that I'd not frighten anyone at home. Curtis carried a bag he didn't need to carry and told us proudly he was the best rep on the strip and we were to say so in the review, and I said I would, and meant it. Lorraine had Millie's phone off her at the swim-up bar and put her own number in it, thumbs going quickly, her sunglasses up on her head.

"There." She handed it back. "Now you can't lose me. I'll want to know how you go on." She had a mouthful of something orange and frozen, and she looked at the pair of us over the straw, at Millie and then a good long beat at me, pleased about something she wasn't saying. "First week's the worst, love. When it's all still on you and you're back doing the big shop… you'll see."

"Everybody keeps telling me I'll see," I said.

"That's because you will." Lorraine laughed, and Trevor lifted his beer half an inch off his belly, the only goodbye he'd give anybody, and she leaned over and kissed Millie firmly on both cheeks and told her to text her, and that was them seen off.

We checked out at eleven. The girl on the desk turned my hand over and cut the green band cleanly off my wrist with a little pair of scissors, then Millie's, and dropped the two of them in a bin under the counter without looking. That was that. A fortnight gone in a snip. My wrist had a white band round it where the sun hadn't got, and Millie's was the same. She turned hers over, had a look at it, then pulled her sleeve carefully down over it, and we caught the bus to the airport.

I'm the one who does the airport. I had the boarding passes printed and folded in the front of the case where I always keep them, and the passports too. Millie slept most of the flight with her head on my shoulder and her mouth open, brown and freckled across the nose, still faintly smelling of the coconut stuff off her skin. I didn't sleep. I sat there with her weight on me and eight hours of dark ocean under us, and I went back over the whole of it. Somewhere over the middle my cock stiffened up quietly in my jeans, over a picture of her on that sand with the four of them. I sat with it. I didn't ask myself what was wrong with me any more. It hadn't stayed on the island. I'd brought it home with me, same as the tan.

We came down into Manchester at seven in the morning into rain, cold and wet and grey after the heat. The whole plane came off the airbridge quiet and deflated in its summer clothes. We stood at the carousel a long while. A big lad three down from us with his arms folded had a proper look at Millie in her little holiday dress before he'd clocked I was with her, and I took it off him easily, thought about where she'd been on the Saturday, and said nothing.

Ours came round nearly last. I hauled the both of them off, stacked them on a trolley, and we pushed out through the doors into England, and Millie put her arm through mine and shivered.

"Home," she said, into my arm, not sounding sure it was a good word.

We got back to the house late morning and slept the afternoon flat out with the curtains shut, both cases stood unopened in the hall. I unpacked them that evening, because they'd sit there a week otherwise. There was sand gone down into the bottom of the both of them, fine and pale, worked right into the corners of the lining. I tipped it into the bin and ran two washes, and put her white bikini through with the darks by mistake and got told off for it, and it was the most ordinary I'd felt in a while, stood in our own kitchen with the machine going round.

She came down in one of my T-shirts while I was pegging the wash out on the airer, her legs still brown under the hem of it, and put her arms round me from behind, her tits soft against my back through the thin cotton and her face between my shoulder blades.

"I'm not right yet," she said into my back. "My body reckons it's teatime and it's gone eleven at night."

"Mine an' all."

"Come up, then. I'm not after anything." She yawned the whole way through it. "I just want you in the bed with me." She turned me round by the hip and looked up at me a second, tanned and tired and home, and reached up and kissed me once, slow. "We'll be right in a day or two."

So we went up. I lay in our own bed with the rain going at the window and my girlfriend gone heavy and asleep on my arm inside two minutes, knackered and wide awake at once, the body still on beach time. I didn't mind it. I lay there with her breathing slow against my side and the pair of us home, and let the night go by.

The Tuesday I was back up the scaffold.

A school extension out past the ring road, wet, the boards greasy, my hands gone soft off the holiday and complaining about it. I stood up there at half seven in the drizzle, thirty foot up and freezing, bolting standards together with my breath going in front of me. Down on the ground the lads were on about their weekends and somebody's match. And I had a picture come up out of nowhere. A man's cock going slowly into my girlfriend on a beach while I sat and watched, clear as if it was up on the boards in front of me. It just arrived, same as they'd been arriving all flight. I put a bolt through and thought, nobody down there has the first idea, not one of them. I stood in the cold with a spanner in my hand and my cock stirring in my work trousers, and got on with it. There's no place for it up a scaffold and it came anyway. It didn't need the weather to be right, this thing. It never had.

She went back to the salon on the Wednesday.

I picked her up at six and she got in the van still buzzing off a day of it, the heater going full, the windows steamed. She told me about her day, same as she always does, every head she'd done and every bit of gossip off every chair. And then she told me about telling them about the holiday.

"They were all round me at dinnertime," she said, doing up her seatbelt, then leaving her hand on my knee. "Wanting to know everything. Kayleigh especially, she's not been anywhere in two years, she was dying." She looked out the wet window at the traffic. "So I told them. The resort, and the food, and Lorraine and Trevor, and the boat trip with the turtles. Delroy's fish. All of it."

"All of it."

"Well." She turned and looked at me, and there was a thing come up in her face, a grin she was holding down. "Not all of it. I told them we met a lovely couple, had some lovely meals, and I got a nice tan." The grin got away from her. "I did not tell Kayleigh I let half the staff fuck me on a private beach while you sat and watched. She'd have had it round three salons by Friday." She laughed and squeezed my knee, faced front again, warm and pleased with herself. "Some things are just ours. Aren't they."

"They are."

"Good." She kept her hand where it was the whole way home, and I drove us back through the rain with my ears warm, and neither of us said the rest of it out loud.

We did the big shop on the Friday.

That's the one Lorraine had put money on, and I'll give her it, she was right. There's nothing further off a beach in Jamaica than a superstore on a Friday night under all that white light, the two of us pushing a trolley round with a list I'd written, back to me minding the money, my job in our house. Millie went slowly along the aisles in her leggings and one of my hoodies, still holiday-dark out the top of it, her arse moving in the thin cotton, loose and half asleep. There wasn't a better-looking woman in the whole building, and I wasn't the only fella who'd noticed. A big lad at the deli counter, my sort of age, built, watched her stretch over the chiller for a pack of the good ham and nearly forgot what he'd come for. My cock went heavy at that, stood there by the yoghurts with the list in my hand.

Fuck. Him and all. He'd have her if she wanted. And one day she might want, some big lad off a counter or a night out. I'd be sat up for her when she got in, or I'd be in the room while she had him, and it would be as ordinary as this. The shopping list. The bags to pack at the till. I caught her up.

"You all right?" she asked.

"Grand," I said, and I was.

We were unloading the bags onto the kitchen side when her phone went on the counter, buzzing round in a little circle on the marble. Her hands were full of bread and tins, so I turned it over to see who it was.

Lorraine. A photo first, then the words under it. The photo was an estate agent's one, a semi with a bay window and a For Sale board out front, and the message came in in a burst, same as she talked.

that's it. me and trev put an offer in this morning. guess where [image: smirking face]

3 streets back from the retail park love. we looked it up. that's YOUR town isn't it x


EPILOGUE


The scan photo had been stuck to the fridge a few weeks, held up under a magnet Millie had brought back off the airport at the far end, a little wooden parrot with PALM GROVE burned into the belly of it. A grey smudge on a black square, our whatever-it-was, four months on and stuck up there between the takeaway menus.

We'd been home since the back end of June. She was showing properly now, a firm little curve on her under her work top, her tits gone heavier and sore with it, so she said, if I so much as looked at them. She'd kept a bit of the island into October, or the memory of it, gone gold rather than brown.

I'd done the sum more than once, stood at that fridge with a brew going cold in my hand. She'd been off the pill since the spring and neither of us had ever been careful with it, months of it at home and then not a thought given out there. So the sum came out more ways than one. There was me, plenty of times, in our own bed. And there was a Saturday on a beach with four of them taking their turn in her, more than one spending up inside her, nobody there minding where it went. The dates sat square in the middle and wouldn't come down on a side. I'll be straight and tell you it got me half-hard more than once, stood at that fridge, and I'd stopped bothering to be ashamed of that a good while back.

"You're doing your sum again," Millie said. She'd come up behind me quietly with her tea. "I can see you stood there at it."

"I'm not."

"You are. Does it bother you? Not knowing whose."

"No." And it didn't. "Does it you?"

"Not a bit." She had a slow drink of her tea. "Bit of me hopes it's one of theirs, if I'm honest with you… I keep picturing it come out big and dark and everyone cooing over the pram. Is that a terrible thing to say?"

"Probably, aye."

"I'd love it just the same. So would you."

"I know."

She kissed the side of my neck and took herself off to put her feet up, and I stood there a minute longer, stiffening in my joggers off my own pregnant girlfriend telling me she hoped the baby wasn't mine, and got on with the pots.

We'd sorted the story out early, the two of us, calm as anything over a Sunday morning. If it came out looking like none of mine, then Millie had got drunk on the last night of the holiday and gone off with a fella off the resort, and been sorry about it ever since, and I'd been upset and got past it. That was the line. We'd walked both sets of parents up to it gently across the summer, her mum and mine, and they'd taken it the way people take a thing they'd sooner not look at head-on. Her mum cried a bit and then put the kettle on. Nobody brought it up again, in the end.

Lorraine and Trevor had been in the town since August, the semi three streets back off the retail park, exactly where she'd texted us it'd be. Sunday dinners round ours or round theirs every other week now.

"Have you thought," Lorraine said, one of those Sundays, her fork going the whole time, "what you'll do if it comes and it's obvious." She never once dropped her voice for a thing like that. Trevor carried on eating, easy in himself, long past caring who heard what. "You want it straight in your heads before, love. Not after."

"We've thought," Millie said, her hand flat on the curve of herself. "We've told everyone what wants telling."

"Good girl." Lorraine pointed the fork at me. "And he's all right about it."

"He's all right about it," I said.

Because she'd never once gone back in her box after the island, Millie, not for a day of it. She still saw black men. I still watched. Neither of us made a thing of it any more. A couple of weeks back she'd had a big lad round of an evening, Marcus, a mate of Trevor's off the darts. I sat quietly in the chair by the window with a beer. He bent her over the back of our own settee and fucked her slowly, and the both of them kept looking round to be sure I had it. "God, I love a big cock in me," she said once, not to me and not to him, just out into the room, grinning daft with it while he worked away behind her. My cock ached the whole time in my jeans and I never touched it. Other nights she'd go off to a fella's on her own. I waited up with the telly on low and had her when she got in, still warm off him. She'd tell me all of it in the dark, my hand down between her legs where he'd not long been.

"His cock was massive, Ryan," she whispered one of those nights, easy and pleased, moving on my fingers. "I could still feel where he'd had me the morning after."

I'd stopped counting it. I'd stopped weighing it up. It was ours now, plain as the big shop.

The do was the pub on the green, the function room up over the top of it, a big birthday for one of Millie's regulars off the salon chair.

I saw the decks before I saw the man, and then I saw the man, and my chest went tight. Silver coming in nicely at the sides. A gold ring on a hand that could have palmed the whole mixing desk. That low warm voice going out over the room, been-doing-this-a-thousand-times. The same man. Off a June wedding and a lifetime back, sat out the rear of the Orangery with a cigarette he'd had my girlfriend holding, and here he was again, running some birthday do in our own town.

Bloody hell.

A picture came up on its own. Millie out the back of that wedding with him. Then the beach, the four of them at her. Then a couple of weeks back, bent over our settee for Marcus. The whole run of it came back at once, and I felt myself thicken, stood there in a pub with a warm pint in my hand. Some fella over the far side was looking her over too, showing and all, clocking me clock him, not much minding. I paid it no mind, same as I paid the rest of them none now.

Millie saw Isaac the same second I did. She laughed, that big laugh of hers, the one that goes on longer than a thing's ever really that funny, and put her hand over her mouth, and turned and found me. And up on the decks he lifted his head and found her in the room easily, and then found me stood at her side, and he gave me a nod. Slow. One man to another. I've wondered a fair bit since how much the old sod knew, that first night out the back, what it was he was lighting when he made her laugh like that. His face gave off nothing either way. Just the nod.

I'd had the ring in the inside pocket of my coat the best part of a month, holding out for a moment that seemed like the one. Stood in that function room with the whole of it spinning records twenty feet off, my girl laughing with her hand on the baby, I reckoned I'd not get a better.

I got her over by the door to the smoking yard, off away from the tables a bit, and got the box out.

"Ryan." She'd gone still. "What are you doing, what's…"

"Hang on." And I got down slowly on one knee on the sticky carpet of a pub function room, forty-odd people's night going on round the two of us, and had it open in front of her. "Millie. Will you marry me."

She didn't make me wait and she didn't hang a single condition off the end of it, none of the things she could have. She went straight down onto both knees in front of me so we were the same height, took my face in her two hands, and said yes, and said it again into my mouth.

My lovely daft Millie, carrying a baby that might be no relation of mine, saying yes on the floor of a pub with her mascara going. I'd not have swapped her for anything walking.

And I knew what I was getting down there for. The whole of her. Her and the men she'd want and the ones after them, the baby coming in the spring whoever it took after, Lorraine saying the unsayable over our gravy till we were old. All of it, and not one bit held back off me. All inclusive, she'd called it once, in bed with the band still round her wrist. She'd not been far wrong. I was signing on for the entire lot of her, everything she came with thrown in, and I wanted every last thing on the list.

Somebody near us had clocked it and set the rest of the room off, the cheer and the clapping going round, Lorraine's voice up over the top of all of it. And Isaac leaned into his mic and got the room's glasses up for us, warm and easy, and put a slow one on under the noise. It was the same old soul number he'd stood Josh and Ellie up to dance to, back in the summer, the night he'd lit the whole thing without a soul in the world knowing. He looked over at me while it came in. He nodded, the once, and I got my arms round the pair of them, her and the baby both, on the floor of that function room, and let it play.


A NOTE TO THE READER


Thank you for reading all the way to the end. I'll assume you didn't skip straight here, and if you did, go back, you missed the best bits.

I'll keep this short. If you enjoyed the book, the single most helpful thing you can do is leave a review on the product page, even if it's only a star rating and a line. Books like mine don't get put in the shop window, reviews are how new readers find them, and every single one makes a difference.

If this was your first book of mine, there are more, all on Amazon Kindle and Kindle Unlimited.

Thanks again. It really is appreciated.

Jack
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