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CHAPTER ONE

Joel

As he passed between the rows of tables and approached the bar, he looked up and hesitated.

What the…?

Some guy was leaning over his empty bar stool and chatting up his wife, Kelly. And she was flirting right back.

Joel knew the typical man in this situation probably would have been over there like a shot, made a point of introducing himself as her husband, and taken back his seat. He knew it was what a guy is supposed to do if someone ever tries to move in on his wife—especially when the guy in question has seen the couple together, and knows exactly what he’s doing. And not just this evening at the bar, enjoying a drink together, but earlier in the day when he passed them on the beach.

They were staying at an overseas resort miles from home, with no one but each other for company. There was no room for misinterpretation here. So what was this guy trying here?

The thing was—if he really was trying what Joel thought he was trying—then the last thing Joel wanted to do was stop him.

Because he had a fantasy about Kelly. A fantasy about her being with another man. A fantasy bordering on obsession, really. He couldn’t think of anything hotter than that beautiful, petite yet busty body, the body she had committed to him, wrapped around another man in the throes of passion.

And she knew all about it.

He had told her about it before they were even married. He felt he had to get it off his chest, partly out of a kind of guilt, and partly out of the tiniest crumb of hope that she would be into it, that maybe it could become a reality. She had been mystified by it, but she seemed to understand the appeal somewhat after he showed her some online ‘content’ about it in a panicked attempt to prove his sanity.

Still, she didn’t intend on doing anything like that—she was the serial monogamist type, with no real history of ‘hook-ups’, so on reflection he didn’t really know what he was thinking trying to talk her into it. He supposed it was because Kelly was such a devoted, loving partner, a woman who would always put those closest to her before herself, and would do almost anything if it made him happy.

That’s why it was for the best, he had decided. It was supposed to be about her pleasure more than his, so it would have felt forced if she had only done it for him. But she had met him in the middle and they had sporadically engaged in a little dirty talk and roleplay; he had left it there and taken what he could get, knowing better than to push it.

So now, with this stranger unwittingly trying to bring his twisted thoughts to life, he took out his phone to pretend to be occupied and approached as slowly as he could. When he glanced up he saw that Kelly had that twinkle in her eyes that she got whenever she was excited. As she talked she actually patted the guy’s chest with a light, lingering touch. And she watched him reply with real interest, her eyes flitting down to his lips.

Was she into this guy?

Joel was reluctantly drawing closer to them now. He sensed eyes on him, whether they were real or not; he couldn’t just stop here in the middle of the busy bar area, and he certainly couldn’t just turn and head back to the bathroom, or even go outside. He shuffled towards his seat and she did a little double take as she spotted him.

But she wasn’t uncomfortable. She actually beckoned him over and introduced him.

“Luke, this is my husband Joel. Honey, Luke was just telling me about how he went shark diving today.”

He shook the man’s hand. Luke had the kind of enviable energy about him that he never really knew what to do with: a calm, slightly over-confident smile, a firm handshake, perfect posture.

“Shark diving,” Joel repeated, as a question. “That whole thing where you go down in the cage?”

“No, he was right there with them!” she exclaimed, genuinely impressed.

Luke affected some modesty, though he was clearly enjoying her reaction. “They’re bull sharks, so they’re not really a threat. The females come here to give birth.”

“Still, they’re big, right?” she asked.

“Bigger than humans, sure.”

“I don’t think I could ever do that,” Kelly said, pretending to shrink out of fear. “I’d be way too scared.”

She was a lot more animated than usual, her voice a little higher in pitch as they talked over the music. Joel realized this was the tipsy, flirty version of Kelly, one he had only seen a couple of times—the early dates where they had been building up toward sleeping together for the first time.

“It’s not dangerous. As long as you’re certified in open water, it’s nothing.”

Oh, this guy was good.

“Listen, I’ll get out of your hair,” he said, briskly patting Joel on the elbow and then touching hers—for longer, and much more gently. “Enjoy the rest of your night. It was nice chatting with you, Kelly. Good to meet you, Joel.”

“Have a good night!” she called out, giving him one last touch on the shoulder as he left them.

Joel sat in his bar stool, then cocked his head questioningly.

“Yes?” she smiled, doe-eyed and feigning ignorance.

“What was that, lovely wife?”

“Nice guy, wasn’t he?”

“Nice enough to keep you company as soon as your husband stepped away,” he said through a forced smile, watching the stranger walk through the double doors into the warm night.

“I thought you liked that kind of thing,” she said, a little loudly, making him flinch and quickly look around to make sure no one had heard her.

“Maybe we should talk about this back at the villa.”

“Maybe we should,” she said, smiling coyly to herself and taking a sip of her wine.

The pair sat mostly in awkward silence as they finished their drinks, making stilted conversation about their plans for the next day. Joel’s remaining half pint of beer was gone pretty quickly, but Kelly nursed the rest of her wine for so long that he wondered if she was drawing it out on purpose.

Maybe she had seen the bulge he was failing to suppress in his shorts.

Once they had made the short walk across the resort and returned to the air-conditioned cool of the villa, Kelly kicked back on the couch, her body language slightly more guarded now, while he called room service to order a bottle of Malbec.

“A whole bottle?” she asked after he had hung up.

“I think we have lots to talk about.”

She watched him wide-eyed, looking a little skittish now. “I think we do.”


CHAPTER TWO

Joel

While they waited for the wine, he took a moment for himself in the kitchen to get a glass of water for each of them and to clear his head.

He tried to plan what he was going to say to her now. What game had she been playing back at that bar? Had she been playing a game? Or had she just had a little too much wine and been a little too friendly with a good-looking guy who tried his luck?

And what was Luke thinking? He must have been by her side within seconds of Joel leaving—there was no coincidence there, and no chance of a simple misread.

Maybe she had just got a little carried away, over-excited. Maybe a day in the hot sun and a couple glasses of wine, that heady feeling that came along with it, had got to her, and she’d feel foolish in the morning.

But the way she was acting… that was something. She had blurted out that line about his fantasy. She seemed as willing to talk about this as he was—more so, even.

He had to be transparent, and hope that she would be too.

The door buzzed only a few minutes after he had called room service. He tipped the waiter and took a seat next to Kelly, and they each took their first sips in fraught silence. He knew his wife well enough to know that this conversation was only going to start with him.

“Talk me through what happened back there.”

She took a deep breath, and as she started Joel could sense that she had been steeling herself for this as much as he had. Her words sounded almost rehearsed—in the cautious way of someone who wanted something.

“After you went to the bathroom, I just took out my phone to keep busy. But he blind-sided me. Straight away… I hadn’t even unlocked my phone yet.”

“Blind-sided you how? What did he say?”

She shrugged. “He just… said hi. He introduced himself and made small talk about the resort. He dropped in the shark thing soon after that, and honestly that was most of what we talked about.”

He felt vaguely ridiculous now for interrogating his wife about a conversation about bull sharks. But they both knew it was more than that. There was a tacit yet physical subtext to that whole exchange.

She was a married woman who knew her husband fantasized about her sleeping with another man.

Luke was seemingly a single man who had beelined for her as soon as her husband had stepped out of the room, swiftly showing off about his diving with sharks.

She had entertained it like a giddy schoolgirl and touched him in ways that she never touched men.

And before Luke left he had returned that physicality, right in front of Joel.

“That was all you talked about,” he repeated as he thought this through. He decided to be blunt. “Do you think that was all that interaction was really about?”

She paused.

“No.”

“So, because I don’t want to make any assumptions,” he continued slowly and gently. He was careful not to sound like he was accusing her of anything, instead being as open and encouraging as he could—because, ultimately, that was how he felt. “And because I especially don’t want to get anything wrong here… What do you think it was about?”

“I think he was interested in me,” she said, in a deliberate, measured tone. “And… I was interested in him.”

It felt like all the blood drained from his stomach—and flooded his groin. Pain and excitement swirled through him, supplementing one another rather than being canceled out.

So this was how it felt. Seeing her behave like that at the bar, hearing her talk like this—it was like a drug, and with that came a need for more.

He decided to play this carefully now. He didn’t want to force the matter, and if she was serious about this, she could connect the dots out loud.

“You don’t think that was kind of… inappropriate? For him to hit on a married woman, and for you to flirt with a stranger in front of your husband?”

She took a deep breath and touched his knee. It sent a ripple of desire through him.

“Okay, let me back up. There was probably a little more context to why he came over.”

“‘Probably’?”

“He passed us while we were sunbathing this afternoon. You saw that, right?”

He nodded, his heart beginning to beat faster now. Where was she going with this?

“Well, I have a small confession to make. While you went back to reading your book, I stole another little peek at him.”

He remembered the man strolling past through the sand, all tan and muscles. He was tall, and he had the kind of healthy, well-worked body that suggested he looked after himself with ease; a relaxed diet and a couple of good all-body workouts a week, rather than the overdone physique of an insecure gym bro. Joel had briefly wondered what he was doing out there alone, and assumed he just had a significant other waiting for him further down the beach.

“Okay… that’s not a big deal, though. I steal a look from time to time if someone catches my eye.”

“I know you do. But he caught me looking, and he stared back and gave me this… smile.”

“A smile?”

“Yeah. I know it sounds crazy, but just for a second there was this tension between me and him. I could feel an attraction. Then he gave me a wave, all subtle, like he knew he shouldn’t. I was kind of stunned, so I just smiled back. I thought that would be an innocent response, but straight away I realized it didn’t look that way. That was all that happened, but I guess when he saw me at the bar he decided to act on it.”

“And then you did too.”

“I did,” she sighed. “I just found it exciting. I thought he would move on before you came back, and I would tell you about it afterwards. Because I’m honest with you, and also, you know… because I thought we could have some fun with it.”

He felt jitters now, and he was struggling to keep a calm appearance.

“Some fun with it?”

“Don’t play dumb, Joel. I remember everything you told me about those thoughts you have.”

She pressed her legs together coquettishly and leaned towards him, an aroused glow in her eyes now. This was her end game.

But it wasn’t his.

He smiled and shifted, trying to keep his hard-on from pressing up at his shorts and making itself known. “Is that all it was? You just said you were ‘interested’, and there was an ‘attraction’.”

“Well, sure,” she said, looking a touch frustrated that he was still pulling at this thread instead of just yanking off her clothes. “He’s an interesting, attractive guy.”

“What would you have done if that exact scenario just happened at the bar but you were single?”

She bit her lip in thought. “I’m not the type for hook-ups. But I would have probably thought ‘this could turn into a really fun vacation’.”

“Like a vacation fling kind of thing?”

She nodded.

He knew everything he needed to know now, and he felt emboldened.

“Would you like to do that anyway?”

She tilted her head in confusion.

“A fling. With him. On this vacation.”

She looked like her bluff had been called. “Look, I just wanted to turn it into some fun for us tonight.”

“And I’m saying: he’s interested in you, you’re interested in him, and I’m interested in you doing something with him.”

Her eyes widened, and it looked like she was now both turned on and a little afraid. He was aware now of how much closer she had scooted while she was trying to turn this conversation into something physical, and she had stayed put even though he had kept pressing the matter. A little confused laugh escaped her lips.

“Joel…”

“I’m serious.”

She processed this for a moment, and she didn’t say anything else. Her eyes flitted between his, then down to his lips.

He reached down and scooped her towards him, and they kissed with raw passion. She pressed herself to him breathily, her tongue wrestling with his, and she clawed at his shirt to pull it up his torso.

He found himself looking at her and holding her body as if for the first time. He saw her the way that Luke must have seen her: a beautiful woman on the beach, sweet and married, yet hinting at a temptation to explore a different side of herself.

The little curve of her hips, her slender, shapely legs, the eye-catching but natural cleavage that always formed between her ample round breasts. She had a body made for straying from her husband, but she was just too nice, too innocent, too committed.

Until now. Until Luke.

Joel flung his T-shirt off and then pulled hers up and over her head, leaving just her bra and her flared little skirt. He picked her up and carried her as she grasped at his back and kissed him with need. He had never seen her this horny. Not once.

He brought her to the bed and flung her on the mattress, yanking the skirt off, and then his shorts. He climbed on top of her, their bodies pressing together through their underwear, her arms and legs folding tight around him.

He squeezed his hands between her and the mattress and scrabbled to unhook her bra. She tugged at his boxers, pushing them the few inches that she could before leaving him to handle the rest. Within moments of reaching the bed, they were completely naked, writhing together as they kissed, and reaching for each other.

He felt a shiver as her hand wrapped around his rigid cock. And he found wetness between her legs that was rarely there without needing his coaxing first. She slid her hand down her slit, past his, and then pressed a finger inside herself with a sigh.

“Fuck me.”

She brought his cock closer, and he took it from her and pressed the tip between her folds. She raised her butt and squeezed her thighs around him hungrily. When he started to slip inside her he found no resistance. His member was bathed in the heat of her tunnel, coated in her fluids, almost instantly.

He gently pumped his full length in and out of her and she moaned sultrily, sliding her body against his, high-pitched moans in his ear. He felt like he could come soon, too soon.

He backed up and pulled her body to the edge of the bed as he stood. She was taken off guard but she closed her eyes and gasped as he slid deeper inside her. He distracted himself by ramping up his thrusts, fucking her hard from this position. She raised her eyebrows and cried out, gripping his hands where they lay against her hips.

“Harder, harder.”

He fucked her faster now, trying to ignore the exquisite friction along his shaft to stave off his release. She was close, he could feel it.

“You want to sleep with him, don’t you?” he grunted.

Her eyes still closed as he pounded her body, she reached down and slid her fingers over her bud.

“Don’t you?”

“Yes,” she breathed. “I do.”

He couldn’t believe what he was hearing, and he was having to fight back the need to come. He sped up more, feeling sweat break out all over his body, watching her gasp and flick her fingers faster still.

Her chest heaved with a building rhythm.

“Yes… yes…”

And then she cried out and bucked up off the bed. As she rose and fell with her waves of pleasure he felt her contract around him, as though milking his shaft.

He erupted and came with her. As the final ebbs spilled out of him and the surges of her body began to relent, he let himself collapse against her, and she pulled him into a sensuous, loving kiss.


CHAPTER THREE

Joel

When they woke, the hot sun already beating through the thin blinds, she nuzzled against him and rested her head on his chest. Neither of them spoke.

He enjoyed the feel of her nude body pressed to his. He felt lucky, strangely. Lucky to have her, more than ever. But also lucky that she would be so transparent with him.

Between the restaurant and the bar, they had enjoyed a few drinks. In the light of day he wondered if everything they had said and done had been nudged along by the booze, whether her behavior at the bar, their conversation back at the villa and what followed it, had all been a tipsy mistake.

“How are you feeling?” he asked her after some time had passed, unable to find any better words than that.

She turned, so that she was lying sideways across the bed with her head still on his chest, looking up at him.

“A little embarrassed.”

“Why?” He was curious to know specifically what she was embarrassed about. That might tell him something.

“I was silly last night.”

She only ever used that word in certain contexts, usually about the behavior of one or two of her single friends when they were around guys.

“Silly with who?”

She smiled bitterly. “With that guy. I shouldn’t have flirted with him.”

He couldn’t quite get a read on her. Was she actually regretting her actions? Or, given the risks she had taken, was she simply putting on an act and looking for reassurance from him? Because she had a habit of doing that after smaller transgressions.

“I disagree.”

She scrunched her brow and waited for him to go on.

“We’re on vacation. He flirted with you. You flirted back. Who cares?”

She bit her lip in thought. “How much of what you said last night did you mean for real?”

It was a make or break moment. He could back out now and save face, and they could pretend it had never happened. Or he could take the plunge.

“All of it.”

She stared at him. She was still naked, her body still as pleasing as it had looked last night, but she was curled up next to him now, looking timid, apprehensive. He saw her eyes glisten.

“Shit, Kelly. Are you crying?”

She dabbed at her eyes with the back of her hand and laughed with a little sob.

“Yeah. I was a really horrible wife last night.”

He wrapped an arm around her and rubbed her shoulder.

“No, you weren’t. Really. I know why you did what you did.”

“I didn’t have to do that. I could have just gently turned him down and talked about it with you afterwards.”

“You didn’t have to, but you wanted to.”

“That’s what’s so bad about it,” she sniffed, wiping at a tear.

“No, it’s not. Call it weird, but I kind of want you to want another guy—as well as me, that is. That’s why I told you those things all those years ago.”

“It doesn’t matter, Joel. I’m a bitch for even wanting to do what I did.”

He sat up and pulled her up with him, and then took her in his arms and kissed her on the lips, one of her tears smearing against his cheek.

“Last night, you told me that you would be interested in pursuing something with this guy if you were single.”

“I did, but I’m not.”

“And I told you, I want you to pursue it anyway.”

She laughed out loud. “But this is crazy, Joel. Even if I did… who says he wants that? He knows for sure that I’m married, now. He’ll probably be freaked out and think I’m a weirdo if I ‘pursue’ him. And you too, if he knew all this.”

He shrugged.

“So? We’re here for three more nights. And after that we’ll never see him again, or anyone else in this place.”

She wiped at her eyes and sighed. “But still…”

“Still what? As far as I can see, it’s the perfect time and place for something like this.”

“You say that as if ‘this’ is normal.”

“Well, both of us are into it, and it seems like he might be, too.”

“I’m having a hard time believing that.”

He thought about it for a moment. Despite his encouragement, he was still struggling to believe that part too.

Would this stranger be into it? Or had he really just misunderstood something when he hit on Kelly, and somehow missed that she was there with her husband until she introduced him?

“I have an idea,” he said.


CHAPTER FOUR

Kelly

Kelly glanced back one last time past their private swimming pool and towards the sliding glass doors of the villa. All she saw was a reflection of the piping hot sand beyond the surrounding shrubs, the waves gently breaking in the shallows, and her on her sun lounger.

She lay back on the lounger and adjusted her bikini.

What was she doing?

This was not what she had signed up for when she got married. It wasn’t even what she had signed up for in her single days. All she had ever really known was the security of a relationship—whether or not it was the right relationship—and safety in the knowledge that she didn’t have to put herself out there like this, and look for the crazy adventures that some of her girl friends had seemed to relish. It just wasn’t her.

But something about this Luke guy had gotten to her. That breezy smile as he passed her and her husband. That bold approach at the bar as soon as Joel had stepped away. The way he had teased her with those subtle touches… the way that had made her do it right back! She had never acted quite like that, even with her own husband.

Joel. She knew he had ideas about this kind of thing. She knew he thought he would like it to be real. She didn’t know if he really would. He wouldn’t know that either, until it was too late.

He had really persuaded her to go ahead with this. But as loving and as giving a wife as she was, she was not a pushover. She didn’t agree to things that he or anyone else asked of her unless she felt it was right… or she felt there was a benefit.

She could pin this on him all she wanted, but she was the one who had made this decision. She was the one sitting out here, alone, in the smallest bikini she had brought with her—a little polka dot number that gently squeezed her boobs together and made them really pop, the bottom half leaving much of her butt cheeks uncovered. She was the one waiting to see if Luke would pass by again.

“He’ll come back,” Joel had said. “Trust me.”

“How would you know?”

“It’s just what a guy would do, if a girl was on his mind.”

“I’m not a girl. I’m a married woman.”

“That didn’t stop him at the bar.”

It hadn’t. What was he thinking, sidling up to her like that as soon as Joel had gone to the bathroom? To say that could have backfired was an understatement. She was thankful her husband wasn’t one to cause a scene.

She laughed to herself. His reaction last night couldn’t have been further from that.

She took out her book and slipped on her sunglasses. They might give her the smallest advantage, if she did find herself face to face with Luke again.

“Hello again,” a voice said above her.

She woke with a start. She had rested her eyes just for a moment. The first thing she saw was her book lying in the sand.

She looked up, her glasses deflecting the harsh glare of the sun as it peered over the man standing by the foot of her lounger.

“Hi,” she said, sitting up, painfully aware that he had found her slouching low in her chair as she slept. “How are you?”

“A little rusty, truth be told,” Luke said with a light chuckle, rubbing at his hair with one hand, the other on his hip. As she surreptitiously admired his rugged good looks and his sun-kissed muscular body she noticed that he actually looked self-conscious, a far cry from his confident swagger the night before.

“I know the feeling, unfortunately.” She glanced over at her phone screen and wanted to kick herself as she realized that she’d been dozing out here for about half an hour. She knew Joel would have been keeping an eye on the beach, but from behind the lounger he probably wouldn’t have realized that she was asleep.

“I wanted to, uh, apologize.”

Her eyes shot up at him.

“Yeah,” he said. He glanced at the lounger beside her, the other assigned to their villa, and looked around. “Are you here alone?’

“Yes,” she said, and she grabbed the sarong she had left folded on the lounger. “Take a seat.”

“Thanks.”

He seated himself there next to her, delicately positioned on the side of the chair, facing her side-on. She felt a little disappointed that he was clearly just briefly stopping by.

“What do you want to apologize for?”

“My behavior last night… it wasn’t appropriate,” he said, his eyes fixed on hers. She pulled her glasses up onto her head out of politeness, and suddenly felt naked and vulnerable beneath his gaze. “I shouldn’t have come over to talk to you like that. I know you’re here with your husband. I shouldn’t really be here now.”

He glanced at the villa. She knew Joel must have been closely watching them from behind one of those windows. She wondered if Luke somehow sensed it.

“You were just being friendly,” she shrugged with a sweet smile, pretending not to know what he was getting at. “I didn’t mind.”

He gave her a be serious look. “I was being a little too friendly. I think I missed having some company, and I kind of went the wrong way about it.”

Now, that was interesting.

“You’re out here alone?”

He nodded. “I’m a travel writer. Technically, I’m here for work.”

“Oh… wow. Now I’m starting to think you came over here to make me feel jealous.”

“Don’t be,” he said. “It doesn’t pay much. But it’ll do for now.”

She gestured to their surroundings. “Yeah, I guess it’ll have to do.”

He laughed, and she joined in, enjoying this openness. She had felt daunted thinking about the next time she would see him, perhaps building it up a little too much in her mind, and was pleasantly surprised to find herself relaxed in his company.

The moment turned to companionable silence, but soon became a more pronounced lull. He hadn’t come over here to flirt some more.

“You don’t have to apologize,” she said, waving a hand breezily.

“It wasn’t cool of me. I just wanted to get that off my chest. You’re here on vacation…” He waved in the direction of the villa as he stood up, and she wondered if he was reluctant to mention her husband out loud again. “So, anyway, I won’t bother you again.”

“You didn’t bother me,” she said with a shrug and a warm smile, feigning naiveté.

“Still…” He shifted uncomfortably and looked out over the water as he found some parting words. “Look, have a great time, and… yeah. It was nice talking with you.”

“But I’m still having a nice time talking with you.”

He stared down at her uncertainly.

“I feel bad that you’re beating yourself up like this,” she said, sitting up and bringing her knees to her chest. Here goes. “You did nothing wrong. Hey, what are you doing later?”

He blinked back at her. “Just… dinner and an early night, probably. I have another excursion booked tomorrow morning.”

“Well, if it isn’t too late for you, let me buy you a drink to put your mind at ease. Meet me at the bar at nine?”

He looked like he was trying to figure out if this was some kind of trap.

“But… are you sure that’s—”

“I’m positive. Nine?”

With a dazed expression, he nodded. “Okay… sure. Nine it is.”

“See you there,” she said brightly with a wave, and he returned it, backing away before he turned and strode down the beach. She thought she saw him throw one last glance at the villa.

She collapsed back on her lounger and exhaled.


CHAPTER FIVE

Kelly

“So? What happened?” Joel asked, as she slid the door closed behind her and kicked off her sandals.

She shook her head, still trying to make sense of it all.

“I think I have a date tonight.”

He burst out laughing. “He said yes?”

“Yeah… you were right.”

“I still can’t believe it.”

He came over and wrapped an arm around the small of her back. She reached up and hugged him around his neck and they stood there holding each other close in silence for a moment. He kissed her on the cheek.

“How do you feel?”

“A little shocked, to be honest. But I’m excited.” She pulled away and smiled conspiratorially, wrinkling her nose. “I’m going on a date.”

“I don’t know what I’m gonna do with myself this evening.”

She didn’t know what she was going to do with herself for the rest of the day. The initial thrill gave way to a realization that this could be heading for something much more than flirting over a drink.

Could she actually end up in bed with Luke? The idea of that body on top of hers sent a tingle through her; it felt like she was discovering a hidden naughty streak for the first time.

But what if this was all in her head? What if all he wanted was a friend to talk to?

“You okay?” Joel asked.

“What if it isn’t a date?”

He scoffed. “What makes you say that?”

“Well, the reason he came over in the first place was to say sorry for being so forward last night. He said something about wanting company because he’s here alone.”

“I’m sure he does,” he said with a dry smile.

“No, really. I think he meant it.” She talked him through the conversation, how contrite and vulnerable Luke had seemed, how he looked taken aback at first by her invitation.

“Well, either way, he said yes.”

“But maybe he just wants someone to hang out with?”

“That’s not how it works, Kel. A guy doesn’t just ‘hang out’ with a girl.”

“A married woman.”

“Well, in any case,” he smiled. “You’ll find out.”

The rest of the afternoon was a slow-moving haze. For long stretches both she and Joel were lost to their thoughts, the reality of the situation sinking in. Neither left the villa or their private pool for the rest of the day, but she spent a long time wallowing in the water out there, trying to wrap her head around the events of the last twenty-four hours.

As she relaxed in the pool and stared through the narrow gap in the greenery towards the slice of beach beyond their villa, she considered what she knew about Luke’s motives.

He had flirted with her, undeniably. He had smiled at her when she was sitting next to her husband, and later that evening he had approached her the moment she was alone. He had even kept flirting in front of Joel.

So there was some level of interest from his side.

But now she knew a little more about his circumstances. He was here alone, on assignment no less, and was probably very cognizant of the fact that almost everyone else here was visiting with their significant other. There were a few sets of friends around the place, certainly, but they were largely couples staying with other couples, or small groups of a certain age.

If he was looking for female company and more than just a friendly chat, did that really mean he would think of an evening with Kelly as a date?

She climbed out and watched her reflection as the water sluiced down her body. She liked how she looked: the slight tan she had developed over the last few days, the little smattering of freckles that had come out around her nose, her hair that had lightened in the sun to a dirty blonde, the way that little bikini now showed off her physique.

She had grown so accustomed to her conservative work attire, to the months of layered clothing since the fall, that she had almost forgotten how she looked on a beach vacation. When she and her friends took regular girls’ trips, before life got so serious, they had often made a big deal about her bikini body. A ‘little hottie’, one friend had called her. She had scoffed and just figured she was trying to bring Kelly out of her shell.

But maybe that was what Luke saw in her. She looked back at her reflection one last time as she dried herself off with a towel, and she tried to get into his head.

Maybe he did desire her. But even if he did, what did he think could really happen between them?


CHAPTER SIX

Kelly

They ate their dinner on their private patio. Joel had suggested they go to the restaurant like the other nights, and enjoy dressing up a little, as though having a date of their own before she went to the bar. He figured it would be a gentler way for her to ease into an evening with Luke. But she was too self-conscious, too nervous—and besides, what would people think if they saw her with one man in the restaurant, then another at the bar?

It was bad enough that at least someone in the bar area would surely recognize her enough to notice she was there with a different man. Joel had been right, though, when she had voiced that and he had reminded her of the impermanence of it all. It might be an uncomfortable thought, but it was a small price to pay for a chance of something happening with Luke, here in paradise where no one from her real life could see her.

Joel gave her some privacy to get ready and used the time to go for a jog. Or he went for a jog to use the time. She wasn’t really sure what was going on inside his head right now—he had seemed quiet and distant for much of the day, but then he was so enthusiastic when they talked about this. The way he looked at her and held her was suddenly brimming with passion. At least in a physical sense, she liked this side of him, and she couldn’t wait for a repeat of the previous night with him.

What she wore tonight would be nothing special—she could only wear what she had brought with her, after all—but she made it work as best she could. She wore her little floral blue and white mini dress, but instead of pairing it with flip-flops or sandals as she often did, she took out the pair of strappy high heels that she had worn with a maxi dress when they went to the higher-end restaurant.

She wasn’t one for using much make-up and she wasn’t about to start now, but she wanted to add a little something. She applied a simple ring of eyeliner to go with her nude lipstick, and the regular bronzer and blush on her cheeks.

This combination of clothes and make-up was not like her at all, but neither were her plans for the evening. She admired herself in the mirror, oscillating between feeling empowered and sexy, and considering chickening out and resorting to flip-flops. That was when Joel walked in, puffing and drenched in sweat from jogging in the humidity.

“Fuck,” he panted, his mouth hanging open. “You look… incredible.”

“Thank you,” she smiled, feeling somewhat embarrassed. “I hope it’s not too much.”

“Not a chance.” He took in the sight of her for a moment longer, then glanced at the time. “I’d better take a shower before I see you out the door. On the coldest possible setting.”

Leaving him at the door—with a long hug and a brief kiss on the cheek—felt like launching into a skydive. Her stomach lurched as she walked away. This was all becoming real now, and the solo walk from the villa to the bar through the pitch dark and the chorus of crickets seemed endless.

She was already beginning to feel self-conscious, as though anyone in this resort would be bored enough to be sitting by a window watching the path and now judging her. She tried to ignore it. She needed to forget all of that if she wanted to do this.

Her heart thumped as she took the last few steps towards the entrance to the bar. Once she was inside she began to feel a little light-headed. And then she saw Luke, sitting at a quiet end of the bar next to an empty bar stool and giving her a subtle wave. Seeing him here grounded her somehow; she wasn’t alone in this crazy plan anymore.

He smiled and stood, and she followed his lead in a friendly hug, each of them offering a quiet “Hi”. He kissed her on the cheek, the same cheek that Joel had just pecked, and then they sat together.

“You drink white, right?” he asked.

“How do you know that?”

“Last night I sat next to you while you were drinking a glass of white.”

“Oh…” She wanted to slap herself on the forehead, but she laughed along with him, trying to shake off her nerves. “Yeah… they do a nice Sauvignon Blanc here.”

Before she remembered her offer, he was ordering a glass for her along with a Cabernet Sauvignon for himself, all charged to his room.

“Hey, I was meant to get you a drink.”

He gave her a playful grin. “You still can. I’m just making sure you join me for more than one drink.”

She shook her head and pretended to be affronted through a wide smile. She admired the forethought, and it gave her a little thrill to know that he was planning to spend more of the evening with her. And his confidence was back—somewhere between his pained apology on the beach and meeting her now, he seemed to have gotten on her wavelength.

But she needed to be sure.

“And why would you want that?”

His face twitched as he tried to figure out her game. “Why would you want to be here, even for one drink?”

“Oh, just keeping you company so you aren’t alone in paradise.”

And now his face seemed to fall a little, and she realized that could have been misinterpreted. She reached out a hand and jerkily touched his forearm.

“I didn’t mean it like that. I’m here because I want to be with you.” Panic washed through her, hearing those words come out so wrong. “I want to be here for a drink with you.”

“A married woman like you?” he grinned, enjoying seeing her fall so easily into his trap.

She sighed.

“Yes. A married woman like me.”

“Maybe we should talk about that up front.”

The bartender came back with their glasses, and they paused the conversation for the brief moment while they had company. He clinked his drink against hers and they sipped; meanwhile she rushed to find her words, so carefully planned out while she got ready, and now collapsing into a scramble of thoughts when it mattered.

“Okay,” she said. “My husband and I have an arrangement.”

“An arrangement?”

“I’ll spare you the details, but if you and I want to have a drink together, that’s okay.”

“An open marriage? Swingers?”

“I’m not a swinger,” she said, unable to stop herself from snorting with a genuine laugh. “Just… don’t worry about it.”

He squinted, calculating, and she wondered if he knew about the kind of thing Joel was into. She didn’t want to talk about that; she didn’t want to embarrass her husband, and she certainly didn’t want it to look like she was here for someone else’s reasons and not her own.

“Okay.” He sipped his drink, relaxed his shoulders, and seemed to draw a line under the matter. “I won’t ask.”

“Does that change anything? You still want to have a drink?”

“I already knew you had a husband, didn’t I?” he shrugged, and then tapped his glass with a playful smirk. “And we already have our drinks.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

Kelly

The conversation shifted to less weighty matters. They talked of his work assignment, the activities and the parts of the island that he had experienced all on his magazine’s dime. She kicked herself for not even knowing she and Joel could have gone swimming with turtles, or horseback riding further inland. She had been so set on relaxing in the confines of the resort that she didn’t know about the most basic tourist expeditions available.

He asked her about life back home—where she had grown up, her studies, her work, life in an unfamiliar small city. After an awkward start and a glass of wine, they had become more relaxed, and this had started to feel like a real date.

And it was all out on the table, she thought to herself, while he told her about some of his other trips down the years. He was interested in her, she was interested in him, and her husband didn’t mind, to put it one way. She ordered another glass for each of them, and he didn’t stop her.

Her worry—her assumption—that this drink wasn’t going to lead to anything was giving way to a creeping realization that it almost certainly was. She felt a flutter of anticipation and apprehension. It had been so many years since she had been on an actual date, and that was with Joel. Every date before him had been with the unspoken motive of looking for a long-term partner, at least as far as she was concerned. This was new.

The second drink went down surprisingly quickly. She felt herself getting very comfortable with him. The flirtatious touching from the previous evening, when she had been just as buzzed, had crept back in. As they spoke, his knee came into contact with her thigh and settled there.

Forgetting everything else, she was now officially being physically inappropriate with a man who wasn’t her husband. What would her friends say if they knew? She could hear them now: “It’s always the quiet ones.”

With both of their glasses sitting there empty, there was a tacit uncertainty as to whether or not they would stay for one more. But she was having fun, too much fun to risk letting him call it a night just yet. He needed to be awake early, after all.

“One more?” she asked, tapping her glass. “Tonight was supposed to be on me, anyway.”

He pretended to mull it over, checking his watch with a sigh, his grin giving the game away. “Sure. I don’t love letting the girl order more of the drinks though.”

“That’s okay. You can get them next time.”

He widened his eyes at her in genuine surprise.

Who am I right now? she thought.

The third drink went even more quickly. The flirting and the touching was relentless now.

She had shared some of the embarrassing moments that had left her branded as a klutz by her friends, and he had taken a few chances to josh her about it, pretending to monitor her for her safety when she got down from the bar stool to go to the bathroom. She had later touched his thigh and given him a window to reciprocate, which seemed a hell of a lot more significant given that her thigh was bare. She liked his playground teasing, and she especially liked the feel of his large, tanned hand against her skin.

If this was any other date, everything was set for one of them to make a move and kiss. But this wasn’t exactly any other date. Her nervous glances from time to time around the bar had told him enough to know this wasn’t the place, and she was grateful for his awareness. Still, that built up some uncertainty. Would he want something to happen now?

He looked at his watch for real. “I’d better get to bed soon. Tired and hungover is not how I want to be for a morning of paragliding. But this has been really fun. Maybe you can have your ‘next time’.”

“Oh, I’d better. Otherwise I’ll worry that I made you run away.”

“And leave myself all alone in paradise again?” he said, holding out a hand to help her down. “Let me walk you back to your room while I think about it.”

He let her lead the way out of the bar and into the night.

That flutter was back now.

They walked along the pathway, a pronounced silence falling between them. She could almost feel him thinking the same thought: what now?

“Oh, wow,” he said, stopping at a convenient spot along the walk: there was a tiny paved courtyard here, with an alcove that housed a stone bench. He was pointing up at the night sky peppered with stars, so clear that they could see the faint band of the Milky Way over their heads.

She looked up and wondered if he had planned this in advance. As his hand wrapped around the small of her back, her mind emptied of all thought other than what she hoped he would do next.

She sensed him lower his head and look at her rather than the sky. She turned and found herself face to face with him, just a few inches apart.

He leaned in and hesitated. She leaned forward, looked at his lips, and gently nudged her head to coax him.

He moved in and pressed his lips to hers. Her body tingled with the weight of what she was doing. She wrapped her arms over his shoulders and pressed a hand to his nape as they kissed, his tongue teasing hers out. His hands took her by the hips and she let herself fall against him, feeling his lean, muscular build that had beguiled her on the beach pressing against her body.

He guided her to the bench, where they could continue with a little more privacy behind the poinsettia that enshrouded the courtyard. Her legs slid over his thigh, and she was soon sitting on his lap. She wriggled a hand into the gap between the buttons of his shirt and wriggled her hand inside, grasping at his chest. He wrapped his hand around her butt and gently pressed against it; she breathily twisted her tongue against his to encourage him, and he squeezed firmly now.

After a while, she pulled away from him. This was as far as she would go tonight. She needed more time before she was sure enough to go further.

“I’d better get back too,” she said, quickly adding: “but don’t forget, you owe me a drink.”

“Ah, I thought I’d gotten away with it.”


CHAPTER EIGHT

Joel

The front of the villa only had one window, a thin strip that sat above the console just inside the front door. It made sense, because there wasn’t much out there to see—just the path, the canopy of the palm trees that straddled it, and the front of the villa opposite—until now.

Joel had waited by that window for over an hour. He had no idea what time Kelly would be coming back. All he knew was that her date was clearly going well, because she had been gone for over two hours and she hadn’t sent him any messages, and that she should be coming back regardless. She had stressed that she had never done one-night stands, and that wasn’t going to change.

As the wait had dragged on, he had wondered if she was going to renege on that. Maybe this far from home, after a few drinks with the man she found so attractive that she was willing to finally test the confines of her marriage, the circumstances were right for her to throw all her old rules out the window.

So his feelings were mixed when he saw two figures approaching, half shrouded in shadow, but Kelly’s heels catching the light of a nearby lamp. In all that time waiting alone in the chair he had dragged over to the window, he had gotten his hopes up that she would really sleep with Luke tonight. But the visual gave him a jolt of exhilaration; he was really seeing her on a date with another man.

They stopped in the middle of the path, not coming down the short line of stepping stones that connected it to the front door of the villa. They were still mostly in shadow, but the distant lamps cast streaks of light through the vegetation that would partly illuminate them depending on how they moved.

So Joel had only tantalizing glimpses as they embraced and kissed. He couldn’t quite believe that everything between Kelly and Luke up to this point had really happened, until he saw it for himself. That was unmistakably her hair, the back of her head, with his hand gently wrapped against it; that was her dress with his other hand tightly pulling the small of her back so that she was pressed up against him.

From this angle he couldn’t see what her hands were doing. He could only see the fervid movements of her head and her waist as she made out with her would-be lover.

He stared unblinkingly, waiting for those fleeting peeks when their passionate kissing brought them into a patch of light, and committing them to memory. He could think of nothing more thrilling that could happen in his marriage with Kelly than this, other than the inevitable next step—and it didn’t even involve him.

The pair parted with a squeeze of hands and one last kiss, which this time caught the light. A stunning peek at his wife slipping her tongue against someone else’s. He burned with lust now.

The other man turned and disappeared back down the darkened path, and she strode toward the front door alone. When she turned the latch he was already waiting for her in the little entryway, and she gasped and clutched her chest.

“What did you think I’d be doing?” he laughed.

“I was just distracted.”

“I bet you were.”

She gave him a coy smile and kicked off her heels. “Do we have any of that Malbec left?”

He had finished a full glass by the time she finished her account of the night. She had barely touched hers, but she was a little tipsy and he didn’t want her to tip herself over the edge now. Not with what he hoped to do next.

His mind was foggy, his body almost shaking with arousal. What had happened this evening was serious stuff. A foray beyond her marriage. The prospect of real adultery. Words and fantasies were fleeting, but even if they stopped this now, they could never take back what had happened tonight.

“What happens now?” he asked.

“We just talked about going to the bar again tomorrow night. I said I’d confirm it with you first.”

He shook his head, buzzing with anticipation now. “You don’t need to confirm anything with me. Do it.”

“I think we should sleep on it first. Just to be sure.”

“Sure, we can sleep on it. I won’t be changing my mind, though.”

He pressed his hand to her thigh to test the waters. He knew her well enough to know that she would be wrestling with the jump from making out with a stranger to being back with her husband so quickly. She seemed to stiffen up for a second, and then she sank against the couch and ran her fingers through his hair.

“Are you okay?” he asked.

“Yes. Keep doing that.”

He leaned in to kiss her neck, and then slid his fingers up to the hem of her dress, then beyond. She smelled vaguely of white wine, and even more faintly of men’s cologne. Her skin was still so warm after being in the bar, and then outside in the courtyard. All physical reminders that made her retelling of the night feel so much more real.

He slowly brought his hand up the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, making her shiver and breathe a little harder, until it was right between her legs. He pressed it to the front of her panties and found the heat of her arousal.

“Yes,” she sighed. “Please.”

He was finding it harder and harder to drag this out. He hooked a finger around the top of her panties and tugged them down until they hit the floor. Then he brought his face down to hers. He saw her hesitate for just a moment, before she pulled him down by the collar of his T-shirt and thrust her tongue into his mouth.

She had the flavor of wine, but the unfamiliar tang he was expecting was there in the aftertaste. The lingering evidence of her infidelity.

He slid a finger to her folds; she was so wet that it sank in almost unwillingly. She moaned into his mouth and squirmed to take in his finger. She had never seemed so eager to have him, and he wondered how much this came down to the situation rather than Luke himself; was she joining him to bask in the aftermath of this fantasy come true, or was he merely a proxy right now for the man who had just walked her here?

Even that doubt excited him. He pulled away against her forceful grip and stood, ignoring the flicker of concern in her eyes. Then he scooped her up, his hands pressed around her bare buttocks, and brought her up so that she could envelop him between her legs. He carried her over to the bed, flung her down, and peeled her mini dress up to reveal her glistening wet sex.

She watched him breathlessly, and he could tell she was unsure what his next move would be. But he had known all night. He flung his shirt aside, tugged her forward so that her entrance was at the edge of the bed, and then he kneeled in front of her.

She twisted her fingers into his hair as he brought his face to her sex and slipped his tongue up between her lips. Her knees bent over his shoulders and her ankles crossed against his back, firmly trapping him in place. He rested a hand beneath her, enjoying the feel of her ass squirming over his palm, and pressed two fingers now into her entrance. They plunged into her sopping tunnel, and with the pulsing of her hips she led him into a rhythm so that soon they were quickly thrusting in and out of her.

He lapped between her folds, deliberately avoiding her bud for as long as he could, but her movements overcame that resistance quickly. When she had him where she wanted him, she held herself there until his tongue was committed to her clit, swirling against it in time with her writhing.

Her juices soaked his lips and chin. He had never experienced her quite like this; he felt like he was immersed in her, barely breathing as her hot pussy surged against his mouth and her thighs smothered his face. Perhaps on any other night his patience and willpower might have been tested, but not tonight. He felt compelled to make her come; not just out of the need to assert himself, but a real desire to grant her the release that she needed after an evening of mounting arousal, in the company of this new man.

Her movements quickened to a dizzying pace that he fought to match with his tongue. His fingers pounded her in time. He had to remind himself to take breaths.

“Oh, oh…” she whimpered. He sensed her abdomen and her glutes tensing up beneath him, and then abruptly her thighs squeezed his head between them. His eyes flicked up and saw that hers were scrunched shut, and her mouth flapping open noiselessly.

Then her silence broke into a deep, sultry moan, and her muscles contracted rhythmically against him. Her feet arched and she dragged her toes up his back, her fingers jerking at his hair. He watched rapt as her chest, still wrapped in that mini dress, heaved up and down with each wave of her release.

“Oh, my god,” she sighed, eventually falling still after long moments had passed. She lay there, wiping her brow and slowing her breaths, and then took his hand in hers and tugged at it until he climbed up to his feet.

Before he could get onto the bed with her, she reached out and took the waistband of his shorts and boxers, then pulled at them until he understood. She pushed back and lay against the mattress while he undressed, and when he climbed on top of her she gripped his hard member steeped in pre-come and pulled it until the tip touched her folds.

He gripped her thighs and entered her. She was so tight, yet so wet that he sank deep inside her with one slow push. His cock throbbed and tingled at the sensation, heightened by the whirl of emotions he had endured this evening.

“Yes, Joel,” she moaned, running her hands lovingly down his torso and staring into his eyes. “Come for me.”

He thrust into her and stared down at his beautiful wife, still wearing that dress and the extra touch of make-up that she had tried for her date with another man. That alone stimulated him in ways he had never felt before. Savoring the feel of her, the sight of her there on the bed, the security of simply being inside her after the risk they had taken tonight, he could soon feel his orgasm building.

“I’m gonna come,” he breathed.

“Come inside me,” she whispered, wrapping her legs around him with her heels pressed to his lower back.

He thrust faster as his arousal swelled. Then there was a prolonged pause, where for a moment it felt as though he might black out from the overwhelming sensations surging through his body and mind, and then he gushed inside his wife and made her his—at least for one more night.


CHAPTER NINE

Joel

They lay together for a long time, just holding one another, enjoying the warmth and comfort of the other’s body. They talked for a while, sharing what insecurities and worries they each had, but ultimately now feeling more assured than they had been. It wasn’t long before he was all over her once more, and soon she was riding him to orgasm before he came into her again.

The night had been a success: Joel could not have imagined in his wildest dreams that Kelly would have ever done this, and for it to have gone so well; and he was spellbound by this state of lust that seemed to now possess her. She was clearly attracted to Luke, yet she was also palpably aroused by the rest of it—her, a married woman, having some kind of affair on vacation, all with the encouragement of her husband and his now insatiable desire for her.

They fell asleep, but he woke at some point in the middle of the night to find her jerking his cock back to life and kissing him. She rode him again, coming powerfully in his lap, before she knelt between his legs and hungrily pumped and sucked his cock until he came inside her mouth.

She seldom went down on him for anything more than foreplay. He suspected he was being used for some kind of practice, not that he had any objections. Because of that rarity, the thought of her going down on Luke hadn’t crossed his mind, and realizing what she was planning triggered a powerful orgasm within just a few minutes. Even more surprising to him, she gulped the whole thing down.

They fell asleep once more, and woke late, the sun already high and the hours for breakfast almost over. They ordered a generous selection from room service, refueled, and spent the rest of the morning fucking and lying in bed. Neither cared about going outside—Kelly wasn’t sure what time Luke would be back at the resort, and she wasn’t ready for any more ‘chance encounters’ on the beach, while Joel was more than happy to have her to himself in the confines of their villa.

He reassured her that he wanted her plans for the evening to go ahead, and she texted with Luke to confirm their next rendezvous. When the reply came back and the date was on, Joel dragged her back to bed for another round.

Between her return the previous night and mid-afternoon, they had each come at least a half dozen times. They had a lengthy nap and woke to find that it was already nearing dinner time.

After ordering a salad and eating on the patio while there was still daylight to enjoy, Joel left her to get ready.

She appeared wearing another uncharacteristic combination of her existing clothing: her white, pleated linen mini skirt, one of the shortest she owned, along with a spaghetti strap top that revealed her midriff. Each was usually paired with a more conservative piece of clothing, for the kind of balanced look that Kelly adhered to. And to give Luke the impression that this outfit was casual and everyday for her, she simply wore it with flip-flops.

Her make-up was pared back from the previous night, but she had focused all her efforts on a thicker application of eye liner, giving a dark, smoldering look to her gaze.

As he stared at her, stunned, she shrugged and said, “I’m on vacation.”

“So tonight,” he said, still struggling to form the question even though they had started to talk about it in between their earlier romps. “You’re planning to…?”

“If it’s what you want me to do,” she said, applying lip gloss in the mirror.

“But is it what you want?” he asked.

In the reflection she caught his gaze, gave him a soft, earnest smile, and nodded.

“Then it’s what I want you to do.”


CHAPTER TEN

Kelly

“You look great,” Luke said, embracing her in front of the same two bar stools at the end of the room. After a moment’s hesitation, defying his instincts and remembering that anything more would be inappropriate here, he pecked her on the cheek and they sat.

“Thank you. I just threw together what I brought… I didn’t exactly pack expecting to be going on a first and second date while I was out here.”

“Me neither,” he said, gesturing to his own outfit. It was a variation on that of the previous night: chino shorts, a smart pair of sneakers, and a casual shirt with the sleeves rolled up and the top button undone.

“It must cross your mind,” she teased. “Flying out to the tropics alone, all expenses paid, the world as your oyster… surely it’s a great time to meet someone.”

“You’d think so. But a place like this—it isn’t exactly a draw for the single crowd.”

“Well, that’s just not true,” she said, flicking her head in the direction of three women in their sixties sipping cocktails further down the bar, apparently on a girls’ trip.

“Oh, Sharon and I had our fun last week,” he said dismissively.

For a second, it sounded sincere, and she stared back at him with her mouth hanging open.

“I’m kidding.”

“Hey, you told me how lonely you were feeling. I won’t judge.”

Conversation with Luke was effortless, especially when they started on their second glass. She found herself sharing more with him than she had expected: her peculiar family dynamic, oriented around her over-achieving, overly-praised sister; the difficult career change a year ago, which she was only just now starting to feel comfortable with; the adjustment to life on the West Coast after being raised in the north-east.

He talked of his parents’ bitter divorce, the years he had gone without seeing his father, his time jumping around the country going through a surprising array of jobs—she hadn’t put him down as the chef type, nor the kind for work in a call center. She suddenly felt a little embarrassed to have complained about so much less.

“Don’t be,” he told her. “I lasted five minutes on the West Coast. And my answer to a tricky career change has usually been to just find an even worse one.”

“But your travel writing… that doesn’t seem so bad,” she said, gesturing around them.

“True, except for the quiet spells in between, when I can barely make my rent. Oh, and the time they sent me to Alaska. That’s a story for another time.”

They ordered a third drink. Kelly knew how she wanted this night to end, and she didn’t want a fuzzy head for any of it. She ordered a vodka coke this time, watching him for a reaction.

He simply smiled and ordered a light beer, and she knew she wasn’t going back to Joel that night.

“Would you like to go for a walk?” he asked a little later, finishing his lager and nodding towards the door.

“If you mean anything like that rainforest trek you told me about, I’m not sure I’m very well prepared. Or very keen, at eleven thirty at night.”

“I was thinking more along the beach and under the stars. It takes just as long to get to my villa on the path, anyway.”

A shudder of anticipation ran through her. It had all suddenly become so real at the end of the previous night. But that was nothing compared to where they were headed now.

“Sure,” she replied, her mouth feeling a little dry and her mind unable to conjure up any more teasing responses. All she could focus on now was getting down that beach and into his room. “That sounds nice.”

He led her down to the sand and kicked off his sneakers, picking up her flip-flops along with them and taking her by the hand. As they quietly strode down to the surf, she tried not to feel overwhelmed by the moment and simply enjoy it.

Look where I am, she thought. On a beautiful island with my husband, and now walking along the shore with some other hot guy, about to get into his bed.

The gentle crash of the surf and the low rumble of approaching waves, the distant whir of the crickets in the long grass beyond the beach, the gentle sea breeze… the muscular presence beside her.

He glanced at the spectacular array of stars overhead, and she wondered if he was about to stop her again and kiss her here on the sand. But he didn’t break his stride. This wasn’t supposed to be romantic, after all. They both knew what they wanted, and not only was there no need for any soppy pretense first, it would have been inappropriate.

They passed the clusters and pairs of loungers until he pointed at a particular recess in the shrubbery, and led her through the gap into a small courtyard with a pool. Both seemed a little bigger than what came with her villa; and looking at the building beyond, she realized this was one of the premium options.

“Your magazine spared no expense, huh?”

“You mean the resort,” he winked, leading her to the back door and turning on the low faucet so they could rinse their feet. “Good publicity doesn’t come for free.”

“Of course,” she sighed, annoyed with herself. “And I literally found this place in a travel article.”

“Which one?”

“You aren’t getting information out of me that easily.”

He smiled with a mischievous glint in his eyes, taking out a key and then unlocking the door. He leaned in to flick a light switch and then stood back to let her enter first.

The villa was a clear upgrade on hers and Joel’s. The lounge area was much more spacious, the furniture luxurious yet cozy, and the decor elegant. The light fixtures alone looked more valuable than anything in her own living room back home.

“So this is how the other half lives.”

“I’ve spent months in this job staying in tents. I think this is the least I’m owed.”

“I bet you were taking girls back to those tents, too.”

“Surprisingly, no. The last time I was sleeping in a tent, my best chance at female company would have been getting eaten alive by a local polar bear.”

She laughed and shook her head. “Yeah, but you don’t know what I’m about to do.” And then she pulled his arm around her and leaned in to kiss him.

She surprised herself at being this forward and blunt. Maybe she could only have acted like this with a guy while in the safety of her marriage to someone else. At times, it was almost as if she was playing some kind of character—and why not? Here with Luke in the privacy of this villa, she felt like she’d cast herself free of all social rules and obligations beyond building intimacy with him.

His tongue slid against hers. His hands had spent much of the walk testing out little touches of her exposed lower back, each time giving her a little twinge of excitement, and now they wrapped around it. She felt so naked in his hands, suddenly so aware of how little she was wearing, how so much of her flesh was pressed against this man.

She fumbled between their bodies to release his uppermost button. He pulled his hands back to help but she slapped them back into place against her waist and continued to undo the next one down as he laughed against her lips.

Eventually she had opened out his shirt and she shoved the two sides out of her way to reach between them. The feel of his torso seemed so alien—not only was this the first new male body that she had touched since she had married Joel, it was nothing like any that she had touched before.

Joel was in decent shape, and most of her exes had been, too—though a couple of them had simply relied on the fast metabolism of youth, which had caught up with them eventually. This guy, though… He had found the perfect balance between maintaining his body and living a good, healthy life without overdoing it. She could feel the strength in those dense pectorals and the hands currently stroking her back.

He flicked his shirt off one arm and then the other, let it fall, and picked her up. She crossed her legs around his waist, dragged her fingers through his hair and continued to lash at his tongue as he carried her; his palms were now supporting her half-bare ass cheeks, his fingers so close to her burning sex. They were moving through and out of the lounge.

He was carrying her to bed.

As they entered a sprawling and well-furnished bedroom with a king-sized bed, she felt him growing against her, a surge of his thickness that rubbed at her folds between their thin layers. He dropped her to her feet just in front of the mattress and gently tugged at her top; she eagerly held up her arms and watched breathlessly as he slid it up and over her chest, and then quickly swept it over her head and across the room.

His fingers converged upon her back and unhooked her bra in one fluid movement. That, too, flew out of sight, and she stood before him with her breasts exposed for him.

He let out a sigh of appreciation, and pulled her back to him before wrapping his hands around each one. She shivered at his touch and kissed him hungrily, while his fingers deftly glided over her soft flesh and her hardening nipples. She might have been happy to simply stand there and enjoy his attentions upon her chest, but her hands were on a mission of their own now, almost driven by temptation alone instead of conscious thought as they unfastened his belt, tugged it loose, and freed the button of his shorts.

Time seemed to slow as she lowered the zip, feeling the weight of his bulge on the other side.

She pulled the shorts until they fell, and he stood before her wearing only a pair of boxers. His package swelled and extended against the constraints of the fabric. She had to see this.

Her heartbeat throttling her chest, she reached forward. She could free it now, but she couldn’t resist touching it through the material first. Her fingers felt the outline and wrapped against the underside of his member. He felt hefty. She became much more conscious of the heat between her legs.

She slid her fingers between the waistband and his pelvis, brushed the light stubble above his manhood, and then pulled the boxers to hook them over it. Suddenly she was face to face with it. She let the boxers snap back into place at his base and for a second she just stared.

He was big. A little longer than what she was used to, and a little thicker too. It made sense—her dating history was dominated by a type of physique, and that was not Luke’s. He was taller, and he was built bigger. She had wondered if she would have ever found herself with a man like this were she single, and somehow that seemed even less believable now.

She didn’t see herself as a girl who slept with guys this well-endowed. Then again, she didn’t always feel like herself around him, and that wasn’t necessarily a bad thing.

She held him and tightened her grip into a gentle squeeze, and then she directed him to turn so that his back was to the bed. Then with a push she had him sit on the edge; he stared unblinkingly at her, and then the sight of her hand around his shaft, and her ring hand pressed to his hip bone mere inches away.

She lowered herself to her knees and stared up at him. He didn’t seem so cocksure now that this was really happening; she sensed that this new territory was as daunting for him as it was for her. But she didn’t want to dwell on it, and she didn’t want him to either. She just wanted to enjoy his body, and she desperately wanted him to enjoy hers.

Holding his gaze she pointed his shaft towards her with a tight fist, and she slipped her lips over the head.

This is so wrong, was the thought that looped through her head as his rigid manhood filled her mouth and she sucked her cheeks in. But she liked doing something wrong for a change. And she liked that it was so much more wrong than the things she would judge her friends for: like the one who so often lapsed back into party drugs, or the one having a secret relationship with one of the management team at work. This was so much naughtier.

The feel of him focused her on the present. Her mouth had never felt so full when going down on a guy. She lightly twisted her fist up and down the lower half of his length and fought back the urge to gag as she sucked up and down the upper half. There was no way she was taking all of this thing this way, and she started to worry that she might not be able to take all of him in the way that mattered.

“Fuck, you’re good at this,” he groaned, lightly pressing his hand to the back of her neck, his eyes flitting between the sight of her face bobbing against his cock and her naked breasts jiggling with her movements. At one point, they drifted to her lower half, where that little pleated mini skirt fanned out over her thighs. She felt a little odd to still be wearing that and only that, but it added a little bit of playful femininity to her appearance right now that she liked.

She sensed his body language becoming tense, and not in the sense she would have wanted. She hesitated and looked up.

“I want to be inside you,” he explained.

Her frustration at not making him come was outweighed by her relief and exhilaration at what came next. In her attraction to him she had felt an uncharacteristic desire to go down on him, and she had enjoyed it—she wanted to do it again—but not as much as she wanted that bulky cock inside her.

He helped her to her feet, and then gently tossed her onto the bed. She giggled as he tugged her mini skirt off, and then her panties, leaving her suddenly prone and naked under his admiring gaze.

He climbed on top of her, kissed her once more, and then pulled away. She was expecting him to sink inside her—she worried that something was wrong—but he quickly slid down the bed, took her hip in one hand, and dragged the other softly down her abdomen.

“Change of plans,” he smiled, and then, infuriatingly slowly, his fingers slid down her navel, over her mound, and finally to her folds.

He pressed a finger against them, and she felt the cool air of the villa against her wet arousal. She saw his eyes blaze with lust, then his face drop between her legs, and the next thing she knew the tip of his tongue was gliding the length of her slit.

She sighed contentedly and allowed herself to relax against his bed, to just enjoy this. It would have delayed the next part of their evening somewhat if he had come in her mouth, but she didn’t have that problem.

“Yes,” she breathed as his finger joined his tongue. “That feels so good.”

It felt strange to say that, to a man who wasn’t her husband.

He carried on, his tongue drawing tantalizing lines over her sex and then dancing dizzyingly across her clit. That heat she felt between her legs seemed to grow and encompass her piece by piece, flaring up violently whenever he played with her bud. After a time she realized she was moving, flailing even, without meaning to. It felt as though he had full control over her.

Her breathing raced, and he was sensitive to it, matching her rhythm. That control seemed to bounce between them now. That heat was becoming a steady simmer that spread through her body, through her mind, through each limb. And then, through every part of her, it exploded.

“Oh, my god,” she cried out, her hips grinding back unwittingly against him, his tongue darting across her clit and intensifying this fire. “Oh, fuck…”

She moaned in bliss. For a while it felt like it would never abate. She had never come so powerfully, and on the comedown she wondered if the twisted decadence of this situation was the cause, or if Luke was just that good.

She immediately decided that she would never know… if it was just this one time.


CHAPTER ELEVEN

Kelly

While she recovered, her eyes still closed with the aftermath of her release smoldering through her, she felt the mattress move beneath her and looked up to see him climbing back along the bed. He sank down against her, his hard cock pressing near her folds, and he kissed her slowly.

She languidly dragged her tongue against his and slid her fingernails along his back with what little energy she could muster. He was patient, observing her as her body and her breath still shuddered, but his dick was anything but, twitching pointedly between her legs.

“Do you have a condom,” she breathed.

“Of course.” He leaned across her and reached down to his shorts, then came back up with a square foil wrapper.

While he opened it and prepared himself, she closed her eyes for a moment and thought of Joel.

She hoped this was what he really wanted. There was no going back, now.

When she looked back down, Luke’s member was sheathed, bulging through the latex. It looked so big, so intimidating, in contrast to her petite frame. The thought of not being able to take him still worried her—but the prospect of being able to thrilled her immensely.

He mounted her and she spread her legs, running her hands encouragingly against his torso. She wondered what Joel would think if he could see her right now.

As his head pulsed against her folds, all thoughts of anything beyond that room, beyond Luke and his cock, fell away.

She felt it push inside her, and straight away came with it a sensation of being filled like never before. She flinched at first but then relaxed into it, squeezing her legs against him reassuringly as he hesitated. She allowed herself to sink back against that huge shaft, and the pressure against her sex turned to a pleasurable tingle.

“You feel amazing,” he breathed.

“You have no idea how good you feel,” she said. “I’ve never had someone so big.”

He fell silent as he continued to gently pulse his member in and out of her, and she could sense him absorbing what she’d said, his cock twitching in response.

She folded her arms around his shoulders and his legs behind his buttocks, letting him in deeper. She felt stretched, impaled, as he sank the rest of the way in, and a shuddering sigh came out of her as if she’d been winded.

“Are you okay?”

She nodded, eyes squeezed shut, her face relaxing in a smile.

“Fuck me.”

He withdrew, leaving only the tip, paused, and then shoved all the way back inside her.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasped. “Again.”

He repeated the move. She bit her lip and moaned, digging her nails into his back, and he did it again, a little harder.

Steadily he built up a rhythm, each time teasing and teasing and then driving her wild with one deep thrust, and then he began to quicken the pace. She hadn’t even known whether she could fit a cock like this inside her, and here it was fucking her deep and fast.

She felt something building within her again, and she told him not to stop. She guided his movements, pressing him back down forcefully with her hands when he pulled out, squeezing back against his cock each time it pulsed inside her. The release was quicker this time, and she shook and cried out, holding him inside her and coming hard around that hefty shaft.

She kissed him fervently, gratefully almost, and then she let him go so that he could chase his own satisfaction.

He leaned against one forearm, gripped her in place with his hand enclosing one side of her ass, and then he thrust back into her. He went less deep but he went faster, staring down at her face, her bouncing breasts, her tight sex wrapped around him. She loved the feel of him, but all she cared about right now was the sight of him enjoying her body, and she fixed him with a sultry stare and waited for the moment to arrive.

His thrusts quickened, his breathing stopped entirely, and his eyes seemed to glaze over. She felt like he was growing even harder, if such a thing was possible.

And then, to her relief and delight, he exhaled hard, and she felt him spasm forcefully inside her.


CHAPTER TWELVE

Joel

The previous night had been something he had imagined, fantasized about and even wished for over the last few years, but when it came to fruition, it hadn’t been easy.

Thank God we are where we are, he had thought, sluggishly swimming lengths of the private pool in the early dawn, his eyes itching with exhaustion. A gentle breeze was picking up over the ocean and filtering past the vegetation into the courtyard. He realized how much harder this would have been at home; he would have been out of whack for days if not weeks after this.

But a couple more hours and the wait would finally be over. It was going to be another day in bed with Kelly, fucking and napping and fucking again. Maybe eventually he could calm down enough to sleep this off.

His phone buzzed at the side of the pool. He had taken it outside with him in case she might message him at this crazy hour, and in a rush he clambered inelegantly up the steps to towel himself off and check the screen. It was her.

He opened it, read the message, and read it again.

He wants to take me out on a boat for the day…

He fumbled to reply.

What do you mean? And did you sleep with him??

The wait, watching those dots fading onto the screen and then disappearing as she paused, was torturous.

Yes…

We’ll have breakfast here, and then I’ll swing by quickly to get ready for the boat. He already booked it for the day. Is that okay?

He had already been all but certain that she’d had sex with Luke, but seeing it confirmed gave him a jolt all the same.

His wife had really slept with another guy. Kelly, of all people—a woman who had barely kissed any guy unless she thought it would lead to a relationship.

And that’s what made this boat thing a little concerning.

He haltingly typed out a reply. He had so many questions, some significant, some utterly trivial, but he wanted to know everything to piece together an idea of what was happening. Thankfully, Kelly knew what he was like, and continued before he could compose his panicked message.

He’s got a boating license, she continued. He was gonna go do some fishing and stuff alone, but now he wants to tour the island with me before I go home. Don’t worry though, it doesn’t mean anything. It’s just a bit more fun before the trip is over. And I’ll be back tonight.

It wasn’t at all what Joel had expected to happen next. He thought she’d be as eager to get back to him as he was to have her back.

Then again, he wasn’t the one currently enjoying another person’s bed and now being offered a boat trip.

Did it mean anything? They were going to leave the next day, and he knew the guy lived on the other side of the country, when he was even in the country. He had to trust her—and Luke—not to want any more out of this than what was allowed.

Plus, a day on a boat away from prying eyes and wearing only their swimsuits gave them the opportunity to do much, much more together.

Okay. If you’re sure it’s just for fun and nothing else, then do it. I want you to enjoy yourself.

I love you :) Gotta go, but I’ll see you around eight.

For those remaining hours, he was back to square one, a basket of nerves and worry. Now that he knew when to expect her, he couldn’t help but wonder what was happening in any moment.

What happened after she sent those texts? Did she sleep with him again? Was she going to shower there—and if she did, was she going to shower with him?

When the door finally unlocked, he hurried over to meet her. Of course, she was wearing last night’s outfit, that bold combination he’d almost forgotten about. It was still an arresting sight.

The damp of her hair and the faint smell of the hotel soap gave away that she had showered. Her eyes looked a little tired, but she seemed surprisingly energetic. He remembered the buzz after a good one-night stand back in his single days—it was surreal to see Kelly now experiencing that.

“Are you okay?” she asked, gingerly approaching him.

He nodded and wrapped his arms around her. She blinked up at him, a loaded smile, and then nuzzled against his chest as she hugged him back.

“Do you have time to tell me what happened?”

She pulled back and shook her head. “I don’t. I need to get changed and then I need to get to the boat. I’m sorry, but don’t worry, I’ll—”

“It’s okay,” he said, rubbing her arm soothingly. “I didn’t think you would. A guy’s gotta try.”

“That sounds more like something Luke could say.”

He laughed and let her go, then trailed her as she strode to the bedroom. While she picked out a bikini and stripped, he stood in the doorway and watched her naked figure, imagining all the things it had done last night, all the things Luke had done to it.

Her body looked the same—he didn’t know what difference he had expected to see—but it was even more attractive to him now. Kelly would forever be the cutesy, quiet girl, but now there was another side to her that would always be there, even if this trip would be the only time it ever came out. He would never be able to look at her the same way, and that was a good thing.

It would be a good thing, when he could finally get his hands on her again.

But for now he could only watch her, as she slipped into her little pink bikini, wrapped herself in the sarong, and stuffed a sun dress and hat into her bag. She checked herself in the mirror one last time before she went back to him.

“We’ll be out until dinner time,” she said, standing on her tip-toes and pecking him on the cheek as she passed. “And then you’ll have me all to yourself for our last night.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Kelly

She sat on the passenger bench as Luke turned the boat, the engine gently rumbling. She didn’t know anyone who could drive a boat, and it felt like a bigger deal than she knew it was; she couldn’t help but stare as he maneuvered past the buoys marking the reef and headed for the open water, his open shirt now billowing in the breeze.

“I’ll take you to a swimming spot I heard about,” he shouted over the engine and the crash of the bow against the oncoming waves.

“Sounds good to me,” she called back, her hair snapping behind her. She peeled off her sarong and stuffed it into her bag before the wind could take it.

He glanced over at her in her bikini and smiled, his sunglasses masking his eyes so that she wondered exactly what he was thinking.

She relaxed and enjoyed the morning sun already warming her skin, the wind and gentle sea spray keeping her cool, and listened to the acoustic track he had left playing through the speakers behind them. She enjoyed the creature comforts of the resort, but she was really relishing this.

This was a real getaway—everything starting from the moment they had walked down the beach toward his villa the night before.

But a nagging doubt had crept in when she left Joel. She was having fun, but she wasn’t used to that and that alone. For her, there had always been strings attached—she didn’t just sleep with someone. And now she was out here spending the day with Luke.

Did that have to mean something? And even if it didn’t, did he think it did?

They followed the curve of the island at a distance, and she stared out at the other resorts, waving when other small vessels passed by. The beach ended in a jagged lip, the rocky hillside interrupting the long line of hotels and small hamlets.

They passed the tip and turned inward, and she saw he was taking her to a secluded cove. Deep within the sprawl of cliffs and boulders was a small white beach, the water ahead of them a rich turquoise beyond the abrupt end of the shelf of sand. Luke brought them to a stop in the deep blue waters just before that and dropped the anchor.

“There’s no one here,” she said, amazed to have a place like this to themselves.

“For now,” he said, pulling off his shirt and sunglasses, and then climbing onto the edge of the boat, making it lean in the water. “I suggest you enjoy it while you can.”

And then he dived straight in, resurfaced with a roguish smile, and began swimming for the shore.

She quickly ditched her hat and glasses and jumped in after him.

When she reached the beach, he was already lying against the white sand. Breathless and feeling her face flaring pink, she took her time to wade through the shallows, letting herself recover before he could see her.

“That was a harder swim than it looked,” she said as she reached him. “How are you just chilling here?”

“I’m not… all I could do was lie down,” he groaned.

She laughed and collapsed next to him, then squinted over at him and thought for a moment as he lay there with his eyes closed.

“What?” he grunted, sensing her watching him.

She flipped over, swung a leg across him, and straddled him with her hands planted against his chest. His eyes snapped open and he smirked up at her.

“You won’t kiss me in a bar, but you’ll mount me on a beach?”

“There’s no one else on this beach.”

“Like I said, for now.”

She leaned down and kissed him, pressing her warm body against his, only her little bikini and his swimming trunks between them. She could feel him swell between her legs, and she slowly turned her hips over him until his manhood throbbed up against her.

With one last glance around them—she saw there was no way in except for the way they had come, and there was no sign of other boats around them—she untied her bikini top, hung it between her fingers to one side with a smug grin, and let it go.

“Risky,” he smiled, staring at her naked chest.

“I suggest you enjoy it while you can.”

He scooped her up in his arm and rolled on top of her, kissing at her neck as he pressed his growing shaft between her legs through their remaining clothing. She sighed and lost herself in the moment, feeling that heat build again—though on the boat she had already felt herself getting wet, simply from knowing it was only a matter of time before he tried to have her again.

His hands enveloped her breasts and she closed her eyes, savoring the still foreign sensations that he gave her, feeling the soft tickle of a lone finger from his other hand meandering down her torso. It hooked over the edge of her bikini bottoms and tugged them down in a flash. He then sat up on his knees and dragged them down over her legs, until she raised herself and let him pull them off entirely and cast them aside.

She was completely naked against the sand, warm but not yet hot in the early morning sun. She fixed him with a hungry stare, gripped his package through his swimming trunks, and simply said: “Off.”

As he loosened them, pulled them over his jutting cock and dragged them off, she ran a finger along the length of her slit. She couldn’t believe how wet she was, so soon after their final romp at breakfast time, the third time he had been inside her since the bar.

The time pressure aside, she wanted him inside her again as soon as possible; there had been something about the way he had sat at the helm of that boat, and the way his long, lean body had made light work of the swim up to the beach, that had made her need him all over again as if that last night had never happened.

She gripped his cock and spread her legs, feeling so crude, though she liked that for once she could be. Her gesture seemed to throw him, and he rushed to climb back on top of her. This time, he was the one to cast a wary look back at the water. They were alone, though for how long was anyone’s guess.

He focused on her again, pressing his lips to hers and rolling his tongue against hers. He followed her lead, her hand still wrapped around his shaft as he pushed it between her thighs and then parted her folds with the thick exposed head, already glistening with pre-come.

She hadn’t had unprotected sex with many men; and never with a man who she wasn’t serious about. Even though she had been on the pill throughout her adulthood, she had always insisted on a condom, until she felt like she could trust a certain partner enough to forego them. She had known Luke for only a few days, and in a couple more days she wouldn’t see him again, but somehow she felt like she could trust him.

Maybe it was just the temptation getting the better of her. But he seemed safe. She would allow herself, just today, to feel what some of her friends did in their wilder moments.

His naked cock pushed inside her, and as she felt it fill her up she also imagined that pre-come mixing with her juices, nothing to separate them now. It was a sordid but exhilarating thought.

He pressed all the way into her and she felt her breath catch in her throat, unprepared to take all of that manhood so quickly.

“Are you okay?”

She nodded. She was eager to get straight to it, just this once, and seemingly so was he.

Within moments he was fucking her fast and hard, and the feeling of that weight withdrawing and slamming back inside her was overwhelmingly pleasurable. She relished the feel of his skin against hers beneath the sun and the gentle breeze; it was surreal, so risky, to be doing this here, and she found that intensely erotic.

As he pumped faster, his breaths became shaky, and she watched him and braced herself for the moment. He paused and kneeled, and for a second she was worried. But then he took her legs, flung them up over his shoulders, and held her up so that her butt was elevated over the sand, her body sloping up slightly toward his where she was impaled on his cock. Then he began to fuck her hard again, and so much deeper.

She let out a whimper in spite of herself, surrendering to these sensations, and the feeling of being overpowered by him. Squinting through the glare of the sun and watching that muscular body pound her out here in the open, her mind melted into lustful oblivion, and without warning pleasure surged through her.

“Oh, God, yes,” she cried out, her words echoing against the surrounding rocks. She squirmed and panted as each wave flashed through her body, almost unaware that she was still part suspended, still being fucked powerfully by that huge cock.

Until he bellowed and squeezed his eyes shut, and she felt the hot gushes of his come flow up inside her.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Joel

Joel hadn’t exactly planned on losing Kelly for a whole day on top of her night in another man’s bed, and certainly not the last day of the trip. But he tried to make the most of it. He didn’t tend to get this much time to himself, and certainly not in a place like this. If he could allow himself some quality alone time—and not that kind of quality alone time—he could maybe enjoy this, and save the distracting dirty thoughts for Kelly’s return.

He took out a kayak and went along the shore for a little while. The fresh sea air and the exercise felt good. But he couldn’t quite take his mind off Kelly’s day date, not with all the small boats passing by a little further out. One or two would stay stationary and make him wonder: is that their boat? Have they stopped because they’re fucking right now?

When he had passed far enough along the shore—trying to shut out those thoughts by observing the surrounding resorts, the idyllic landscape, the blurry hints at the marine life in the water below—he turned back around and headed home. His muscles had the welcome ache of a gentle workout, and he felt that contented tiredness, the kind he would reward by relaxing, eating and doing something less productive.

He ate at the poolside bar, indulging in the burger he’d been eyeing but had been reluctant to try until the week of sunbathing was out of the way. He would glance at those lounging by the pool from time to time, each couple making him wonder: what would they think about a situation like ours? Would she be interested in another guy enough to stray from her husband? Would he allow it, enjoy it even?

Back at the villa, he lay on the bed and idled on his phone, then was surprised to wake up a couple of hours later. Sleep had eluded him the previous night given the circumstances, but he supposed that was exactly why he could fall asleep now. Feeling drowsy yet refreshed, he took a leisurely dip in the private pool, alternating between swimming slow laps and sitting back, listening to some tunes, and enjoying the slice of a view across the beach and the water, when he would let himself think about Kelly and her lover.

It was late afternoon. She would be back soon.

But when his phone buzzed, he sensed something had changed again before he even saw the message.

Is it okay if I stay out for dinner? He wants to try a nice seafood place near a spot where he can dock. I promise, I’ll be back with you tonight.

OK, but seriously, no more delays after that?

Serious. Thank you, Joel. I love you so much.

I love you too.

It was a good thing he had spent so much of the day out and about, and eaten at the bar, because there was no way he was going to any of the restaurants for dinner. It would be bad enough sitting there alone—sure, Luke had done that, but he didn’t seem to like it, as evidenced by the fact the guy was now bringing his wife to dinner. But to be among that many people and know that some of them would recognize him as part of a couple, wondering where his wife was… there was no way. Room service it was.

He never watched TV on vacation. It seemed so wasteful to be paying so much just to sit there and stare at a screen as if he was at home. But he could make an exception now. He found a decent movie, sat back, and enjoyed a pasta dish.

It wouldn’t be long, now. He would have Kelly back in this bed soon, and he would reap the rewards for his patience.

Again, he had unintentionally fallen asleep, this time for about an hour and a half. He was glad he didn’t have to endure the wait awake, and was feeling better for it. The rest would pay off once he got his hands on Kelly.

Speaking of which, his phone was buzzing. That’s why he had woken up. He looked over and saw she was calling him.

He snatched it up and answered.

“Yes?”

“Go sit in the lounge, keep the lights off, and look outside,” she whispered. He could hear the crickets and the gentle breeze against the microphone. “Don’t come outside or anything.”

“Why, what are—?”

“Just trust me. Promise to stay inside until I come in?”

“Okay,” he said, uncertainly. He suspected that he knew what she was up to, but it seemed fanciful. Would she really do that? Would Luke?

“I love you,” she said again, and her tone carried so much more weight than usual.

“I love you, too.”

She hung up and he carefully walked through the darkened villa until he reached the couch. He opened out the blinds, revealing the still pool, glowing from the uplights spaced out among the tiles at the bottom. The surrounding patio was empty, and all he could see beyond the shrubbery was the glint of moonlight upon the slow procession of waves.

He sat down and waited.

Five or so minutes passed. With each moment he grew antsy, his imagination starting to mess with him. Where was she? Was she supposed to be here by now? Was she safe?

There was movement at the entrance to their private yard, and he exhaled heavily with relief at the sight of Kelly striding up the path in her sun dress, her bag slung over her shoulder. She stopped by the outdoor furniture and placed the bag on a chair, and then she glanced over at the villa, her eyes searching the darkness of the lounge. Her eyes never landed on him—she couldn’t see him. But she gave an uncertain smile and wave, and then she stood at the edge of the pool.

She dipped her toes in, and then stooped to try a hand. Seemingly satisfied, she shook the water off and stood tall. Then, facing the villa, she pulled her dress up and over her head until it was off completely, and she threw it on top of her bag.

She was naked. Completely naked.

Had she gone to dinner with Luke like that, nothing beneath her dress at all? Was that just to spice up the meal, or because of what they had done just before it… or what they were about to do?

He admired her body as she stood confidently on the patio, staring back at the window. This was unlike Kelly on so many levels. He craved her desperately now—but even more so, he craved what he hoped would come first.

She languidly walked over to the step ladder and lowered herself in, her slight curves and her shapely chest accentuated by the gentle lighting beneath her. Then she let herself fall back and kicked off into the water on her back, her naked breasts peeking out through the surface, her shaved mound just about visible through the ripples.

He watched her floating there, slowly gliding from one end to the other and turning. It was a calming sight. He watched her face when it caught the light, and realized that effect wasn’t entirely for him. She was trying to let herself relax. In her eyes he saw a flicker of something—she was self-conscious, maybe even anxious, and fighting it—but then it went away and she exhaled with a serene, almost dreamy smile.

The bushes towards the back shook, and Luke emerged. She stopped at the end of the pool, beckoned with one finger, and then pushed off again, her body spread out before him. Luke glanced over at the villa for just a split second, and Joel knew now what was about to happen—and, of course, that her new lover knew he was inside.

Luke unbuttoned his shirt, revealing that enviable torso, and then shimmied out of his shorts and boxers. He stood naked at the edge of the pool, and Joel was struck by the size of his member—it wasn’t partially erect, but it wasn’t exactly limp either, hanging there looking slightly swollen as though it was ready and waiting.

He smirked down at her as she drifted past, and then he leapt in feet first, grabbing her at the same time. She laughed and screamed, as they splashed around, and for a moment Joel lost track of their two bodies, just a mass of flailing limbs amidst the frothing water. When the pool settled back into a fizzing, gentle swell, they emerged clutching one another, Kelly draped against him and being carried.

The image made him feel a sort of sting in his stomach, counteracted by a warm, heady arousal that buzzed through the rest of him. His cock hardened at the sight of his wife and another man pressed together, naked. The realization sank in that he was really about to see them for himself.

Her lover held her gently against the side of the pool. Joel couldn’t see much below the undulating surface, but his hands seemed to be holding her up, wrapped around her ass. Her thighs were squeezed tightly around him, their crotches out of sight but almost certainly in contact. That cock was probably already touching her pussy.

They kissed, and he saw glimpses of their tongues clashing passionately whenever their lips parted. Kelly’s hands gripped the man’s shoulders and upper back like claws, and her chest squeezed against his. There was no love or tenderness here, but there was an animalistic lust in his wife right now that he had never witnessed; all at once, he felt both reassurance and an intense jealousy.

He was so distracted watching his wife that until she closed her eyes and gasped over Luke’s shoulder, he didn’t realize that her lover’s arm had moved some time ago, now directed squarely between her legs.

He raised her up and placed her onto the side of the pool, so that she was sitting at the very edge. He then lowered himself where he stood, raised her legs, and flung them back over his shoulders. Joel watched rapt as he caressed her breasts, her hips, her ass, and lowered his face to her folds.

Kelly had never looked so desirable, so majestic, as when she leaned back on one hand and let her head fall back, her wet hair dangling across her shoulders and down her back, and savored his tongue against her pussy, his hands roaming her body. He had never thought of his wife as being quite so sensual, and he would never make that mistake again.

She was pure, unadulterated sexuality. He itched to have her.

He had to be patient as he watched, but not as patient as he might have expected. She was so worked up, squirming against Luke’s tongue and fingers, her breasts heaving in the soft light emanating from beneath her, that it quickly became clear that she was close.

Luke pressed his hands to her buttocks and pinned her tighter to him; her legs fidgeted, sliding up and down his shoulder blades. She breathed faster, her chest lurching. Then she tossed her head back and cried out into the night, and Joel watched stunned in his hiding place as his wife came against another man’s face.

When she was done she slid back into the pool and kissed him some more, flushed and breathless as if she had just swum a hundred lengths at pace. This was only a temporary reprieve, though. She whispered conspiratorially with him, goading him with her wandering hands and her body squirming against his, until he did as he was told. He pushed himself up with his hands and twisted as he jumped, so that he landed effortlessly in the same position she had just sat in.

That sizeable dick that had swung loosely between his legs the last time he was outside the pool was now rigid and upright, and it was striking to see. The contrast with Kelly’s small frame was vulgar, jutting out hard and veiny over her as she swam over to join him.

She pushed herself up and leaned her elbows against his parted thighs, gave him a sultry smile, and then gripped his shaft with her fist. But that discrepancy was almost laughable now—she couldn’t even close her fingers all the way around him.

Time seemed to slow as she parted her lips and lowered her face down towards the head. It didn’t even look possible. But as she flashed one last mischievous look up at him and wetted her lips, Joel saw her confidence and realized that, at least once in the last twenty-four hours, she had managed this. He watched her lips wrap around Luke’s thick cock and her pretty face begin to slide down it.

Inch by inch it disappeared into her mouth. Her cheeks were taut around it, her lips stretched. Her fist began to bob up and down below. She couldn’t go all the way down him—maybe two-thirds—but it was a staggering thing to see nonetheless.

He freed his own straining cock and slowly jerked it to the sight of his wife giving head.

It was a quicker affair this time. She couldn’t sustain this position for long, holding herself up against Luke, half out of the water. But that was never the plan.

When she pulled up off him and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, he reached down, grabbed her by the waist, and hauled her up out of the water and onto his lap. She straddled him and sighed as he manhandled her breasts with one hand and her ass with the other, and then the latter shifted around and slid against her slit.

She gripped his shoulders tightly and ground her hips against his fingers for a moment, biting her lips to suppress her moans of pleasure. After a few moments she reached behind her and took hold of his member, and then she raised herself and pressed it to her folds.

She delicately swirled her hips and teased it. He let her go and savored the feel of her tight pussy lightly squeezing the tip of his cock, but his patience ran out soon after. He gripped her by the hips and began to press her body down over his shaft.

She eagerly sunk herself against it, and Joel watched stunned as she took that massive thing inside her, unprotected. He had no idea this was coming, and he was so turned on that he could come right now. He released his cock and just watched as that bare member slipped inside her.

He wondered if this might go the same way as when she had gone down on Luke, only able to take some of him, so it came as a shock when after just a few thrusts her folds completely enclosed his huge cock and she sank flush against him, a cry of bliss escaping her lips.

How the hell could she take a thing like that? It was clear how it must have felt for her—her eyes glazed over in lust as she bounced hungrily against it, her grasping hands wandering across Luke’s muscles—but Joel found himself fearing how it would feel for her the next time he was inside her.

He had no idea his petite wife’s pussy was apparently made for cocks that big.

Her bounces became deeper, more focused, until she was just grinding against him. Willed on by his hands around her tight ass, she came again, bucking violently against his cock and covering her mouth with her hand.

The orgasm went on and on. The feeling of that cock must have been intense, but he could tell this scenario—her clandestine second lover, her husband watching, this uncharacteristic outdoor romp by the water—was all augmenting her release. She writhed and panted as she slowed, and when she was finished she just fell against him and gently rocked back and forth on his cock.

Luke took her hand and guided her up and off him, and they both stood. Joel couldn’t tell what he was planning—and seemingly neither did Kelly—until he directed her towards the grass area directly behind them, softly illuminated by the pool lights.

He watched as his wife got down on all fours and presented her pussy to him. He kneeled behind her and slid that huge member back inside her. Joel had a side-on view now, and could clearly see Luke’s cock being swallowed up inside his wife’s eager pussy, and the way she quivered and gasped as he filled her.

He gripped her hips and plunged powerfully into her, leading her to bite down on her knuckle, her other hand clenching the turf. Within seconds he was bouncing her back and forth across that small strip of yard, her stifled moans reaching Joel in the lounge. His own cock throbbed and ached, as though literally pained by the thwarted need to be inside her.

Luke’s thrusts gathered momentum, her lithe little body flailing beneath it. Her pussy was taking a hammering by that huge thing, and Joel would have thought it painful were it not for the surprising ease with which it glided in and out of her, the way her ass jutted out and she arched her back as she received it.

Without warning, Luke pulled her torso up against his and secured her to him with one arm. He continued to hold her ass in place as he fucked her, his body stiffening, and then Joel knew it was happening.

Luke gasped and bit her shoulder, gripping her quivering body against his, and with a series of slow upward pumps he filled her pussy with his seed.


EPILOGUE

Joel

Nearly a year had passed.

That was the last Joel had seen of Luke. Once he had come inside Kelly, the pair had quickly dressed themselves, and she had walked him out onto the beach and out of sight. They were gone for a few minutes for their private goodbye, which might have worried Joel more were he not at the same time jerking his cock over what he had just witnessed his wife doing. He came hard and heavily, but not enough to cause him any issues for the rest of the night.

He and Kelly had fucked for hours, and no number of orgasms was enough. His need for her had been insatiable for weeks after that, thankfully matched by her heightened libido, an unlocking of some raw sexuality that even she had never really felt before.

But that goodbye hadn’t been quite so conclusive for her. Earlier that day they had swapped contact details, both knowing that anything more was unlikely, but tempted by the thought that some kind of opportunity might arise if they could get in touch with one another.

When Joel had found out about this, he had eventually encouraged her to reach out to Luke. Not for any sustained interaction or to make any plans, but merely for a flurry of dirty reminiscing that gave their own sex life another huge boost.

But he, too, quietly hoped that somewhere down the line it could pay off to a greater degree.

“Joel,” Kelly called out, striding into his office while he caught up on paperwork late one evening.

He looked up. She was clutching her open laptop, and she looked flustered, her cheeks pink.

“What is it?” he asked, but she simply placed the computer in front of him and pointed to the screen.

He was looking at her chat exchange with Luke. It was sporadic—he could see their last two exchanges at the top of the screen, each of them many weeks apart—but a new message had just come in.

Hi Kelly, it’s been a while. I hope you’re doing well…

And I hope it’s not too much—for you, or for your husband—but something came up that gave me an idea. And, well, it’s a long shot, but I just had to ask.

My magazine has given me a new assignment, a couple of months from now. They don’t give me many luxury trips like the one I met you on, but this one is as good as it gets.

It’s a new resort in the Seychelles that’s only just opened. It’s beautiful, it’s fancy… and it caters mostly to honeymooners.

They’re giving me ten days in their best honeymoon suite. And as it stands, I have no one to share it with.

So, with no strings attached, and no motive other than looking for a little bit of company and a lot more fun… do you wanna come join me?

If it’s too much, that’s okay, and if this upsets anyone then I’m sorry and won’t ask again. But if I understood everything right the last time I saw you, I figured maybe I’m not the only one who would like this.

Anyway, no pressure. Just let me know.

Joel turned to Kelly, and tried to gauge her reaction: she was pretty worked up, in an anxious way. He couldn’t tell if she was into this.

“What are you thinking right now?” he asked.

“Me?” she blinked. “What are you thinking? I’m being propositioned for a week and a half of sex in a honeymoon suite halfway around the world by a guy who isn’t my husband. This is crazy.”

She actually looked a bit shaken. She scratched at her chest just above her cleavage, as she sometimes did when she was worried. After everything she had done, and all this time, the reality seemed to have hit home.

He took her hand and held her gaze.

“You’re freaked out about this.”

“Of course I am. When I did what I did, it was because it was something I could just leave behind me, and keep as a secret between me and you. Even a few dirty messages with him were okay, because it’s in my DMs, in an account that no one can really tie back to me.

“But this… this is real. He doesn’t want to leave it there, he wants more with me. Alone. This isn’t some spontaneous thing on vacation anymore, this is my real life, your real life. I’m a married woman!”

He stared back at her and processed this.

“A married woman who… wants more with him?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t rule that out.”

She ran her fingers through her hair, exasperated.

“Of course I’m ruling it out, I can’t do that! It’s crazy!”

He sat back and suppressed a smile. “It sounds like you’re only ruling it out because you’re supposed to.”

“Well, yeah—wait, what do you mean?”

“I mean, do you want Luke again?”

She lowered her brow. “Are you seriously entertaining this?”

He shrugged. “I think it’s really hot.”

She looked from him to the screen and back again.

“Even if you do, I can’t actually go off and do that…”

He pulled her hand and met some gentle resistance. But when he tugged her hand again she watched him warily and took his lead. He pulled her down onto his lap and softly ran a finger along her thigh.

“Who says you can’t,” he whispered, and placed a kiss against her neck.

“Joel…”

“We have no responsibilities other than work right now. And you have all those vacation days.”

“That is not a reason to—”

“And you have a sexual past with this guy. One that only ended because of a flight home.”

“And, you know, a marriage.”

“As far as I’m concerned, the marriage isn’t an obstacle.”

He pressed a kiss to her lips now, and she didn’t return it. When he pulled away she was just staring back at him.

Once again, he couldn’t read her.

But he wouldn’t give up here. He leaned forward and kissed her again, more slowly this time. He felt a jolt of excitement as her lips pressed back against his.

He wrapped an arm around her waist and gripped her thigh. She sighed as she sank into the kiss and slid her fingers through his hair.

“You can do this,” he said, before flicking his tongue out and finding hers. And then a moment later: “I want you to do this.”

She kissed him breathily now, turning her body inward towards his. He took her leg and pulled it down over him so that she was straddling him, causing her to gasp a little in surprise. As he kissed down her neck, she sighed deeply, trying to bring herself back to reality.

“It’s an exciting thought but… I can’t do a thing like that.”

“Why not,” he breathed, scooping her up now and carrying her out of the room.

She laughed wearily. “If we were ever in the same town, and it was a night or two in a hotel, then okay, maybe I could say yes. But this...”

“You could do that, too,” he smiled as he kissed her. “To break the ice after all this time.”

“The Seychelles, Joel. For all that time. There’s no way.” She was arguing against it, yet the arousal in her voice was clear now.

He carried her down the corridor and stopped at the threshold of their bedroom, gripping her butt cheeks and sliding his tongue against hers. She sank down against his growing hardness and whimpered, passionately returning his kiss.

“Take me to the bed,” she moaned.

“Not until you say you’ll think about it,” he smirked.

“Just fuck me.”

“Kelly.” He held her gaze to show that he was serious. He saw in her expression that she was realizing that he wasn’t messing around; that she really did have permission to do this. “Say it.”

She stared back at him wide-eyed, took a deep breath, and pressed her body against his.

“I’ll think about it.”
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