
    
      
        
      

    




Hotwife: The Nude Beach

Ms Naughtee





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

    
    

    
      HOTWIFE: THE NUDE BEACH

    

    
      First edition. December 12, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Ms Naughtee.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231607952

    

    
    
      Written by Ms Naughtee.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  





  	
	    
	      Also by Ms Naughtee

	    

      
	    
          
	      A History In Love

          
        
          
	          A History In Love

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      BLACKED

          
        
          
	          Blacked Friday: A Cuck/Hotwife Novel

          
        
          
	          Black Friday 2: Blacker and Darker

          
        
          
	          Interracial: One Wet Night

          
        
          
	          Interracial: Intertwined

          
        
          
	          Never Go Back: A Black/Interracial Novella

          
        
          
	          Never Have I Ever: An Interracial Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Tall Dark & Handsome: A Spicy Interracial Novella

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Collections

          
        
          
	          Cucked 2 Book Collection: Backyard Pool Party & A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Sexy St. Patrick's Day: 2 Book Collection

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Hotwife

          
        
          
	          Cuck: Backyard Pool Party

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Vacation

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Streamer Girlfriend

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Taking It All

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Firefighter Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Halloween Hijinks!

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Boudoir Photo Shoot

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: A Very Merry XXXmas

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared At Home

          
        
          
	          Cucked: A Blast From The Past

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The St. Patrick's Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Wife And Best Friend

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Age Gap Affair

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Husband Doesn't Know

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Behind Closed Blinds

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Tattoo Artist

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cool Hiking

          
        
          
	          Cheating: The Boudoir Photographer

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hypnosis Hedonism

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Neighbor's Son

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Shared at Sea

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Sexy Beach Resort

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The Shower Scene

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Dark Desires

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Cold Revenge

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Cold Winter Night

          
        
          
	          Cheating: Away At College

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: The New Year's Eve Party

          
        
          
	          Cheating: My Unfaithful Wife

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: At The Cottage

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Into His Arms

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: Hot Summer

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          Hotwife: How I Shared Her

          
        
          
	          Cheating: With The Hot New Neighbor

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Lesbian

          
        
          
	          The Christmas Party: A Lesbian Romance Novel

          
        
          
	          Lesbian: My Forever Valentine

          
        
          
	          Girls Trip: A Lesbian Fantasy

          
        
          
	          Lesbian Pool Party

          
        
          
	          The Hot Tub: A Lesbian Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Former Rivals: A Lesbian Hockey Novella

          
        
          
	          Beach Day: A Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Lesbian: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          The Italy Trip: A Spicy Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          Between Her Lips: A Spicy Lesbian Romance Novella

          
        
          
	          FFF: A Lesbian Threesome

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Love Letters

          
        
          
	          Love Letters: A Young Love Story

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 2: The Second Chapter

          
        
          
	          Love Letters 3: A New Beginning

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      MILF

          
        
          
	          MILF: Crossing The Age Gap

          
        
          
	          MILF: On The Naughty List

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Babysitter's Secret

          
        
          
	          MILF: My Busty Neighbour

          
        
          
	          MILF: No One Can Know

          
        
          
	          MILF: Books For Sale

          
        
          
	          Cougar: Single & Ready to Mingle

          
        
          
	          The Cougar and Her Cub: An Age Gap Fantasy

          
        
          
	          MILF: Eyes on the Prize

          
        
          
	          MILF: Full-Body Inspection

          
        
          
	          The MILF & The Pool Boy

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Cougar & Her Prey

          
        
          
	          MILF: An Unexpected Hookup

          
        
          
	          MILF: Public Seduction

          
        
          
	          MILF: A Wild Ride

          
        
          
	          MILF: Taken By The Fire

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Bar Pickup

          
        
          
	          MILF: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          MILF: First Time Blacked

          
        
          
	          MILF: The Secret Threesome

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Pregnancy

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Suspense and Secrets

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: The Best Christmas Present

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: A Sexy Short Story

          
        
          
	          Pregnant: Prenatal Pleasure

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Threesome

          
        
          
	          The Threesome: MMF

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: By The Christmas Tree

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: A First Time For Everything

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: The Sharing Session

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: St. Patrick's Day

          
        
          
	          Gangbang After Dark: An Interracial Smut Novella

          
        
          
	          Silent Springs Secrets

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Til Dawn Do Us Part

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Art Studio

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: At The Nude Beach

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Blacker & Darker

          
        
          
	          Gangbang: Portugal

          
        
          
	          The Blow Bang: A Group Sex Fantasy

          
        
          
	          The BBC Gangbang: From Fantasy to Reality

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Trans

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Dark First Time (M To F)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: A Friendship Gone Right (Or Wrong)

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: My Old Crush

          
        
          
	          Trans Romance: Hookup At The Party

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Genie of Love

          
        
      

      
    
    




Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Ms Naughtee

Dedication

Chapter 1: Checking In

Chapter 2: Changing

Chapter 3: The Lockers

Chapter 4: The Stroll

Chapter 5: The Men

Chapter 6: The Bushes

Chapter 7: Turned Over

Chapter 8: A Mess

Sign up for Ms Naughtee's Mailing List

Further Reading: Hotwife: Sexy Beach Resort

Also By Ms Naughtee





  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Hello to all my readers, new and old!
I wanted to say thank you so much for reading this book. It is a labour of love for me to work on my craft!
As a show of gratitude for you all enabling me to live my dream, please visit my Substack page. I often give out free e-books for my fans over there. And the best part is, there is ZERO cost. It will always be 100% free to follow me and my stories over there.
If you'd like to claim your FREE e-book, head to https://msnaughtee.substack.com/

      

    



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Checking In
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The air outside the shuttle van hit Will like a warm, damp towel, fragrant with salt and blooming things he couldn’t name. He blinked, hauling their suitcases onto the crushed-shell path, and felt Gloria’s hand slip into his. Her fingers were tight with excitement.

“Will,” she breathed, not a question, just a release of pure wonder.

Before them, the resort unfolded like a postcard that had somehow become real. The main pavilion was open-air, its vaulted roof thatched with palm fronds. Beyond it, through a frame of towering, slender palms, lay a crescent of beach so white it seemed to glow against the impossible turquoise of the ocean. The water shifted through shades of blue he’d only seen on screensavers—cerulean, aquamarine, a deep, mysterious sapphire where the reef began.

“Yeah,” he managed, his own voice sounding rough in comparison. “We’re not in Saskatoon anymore.”

They’d saved for two years for this. Two years of scrimping, of watching travel vlogs on their lumpy couch, of dreaming about a sun that didn’t feel like it was filtered through ice. Their first trip abroad had been to Seattle, a damp, cozy adventure of coffee and bookshops. This... this was a different universe.

Checking in was a smooth, smiling affair. A woman named Lea, with a melodic accent and a hibiscus flower tucked behind her ear, handed them chilled face cloths and glasses of something sweet and pink. As she outlined the all-inclusive amenities, Will’s gaze kept drifting over her shoulder to that slice of paradise.

“Your room is in the Sea Grape building, just a two-minute walk from this very spot,” Lea said, handing over two key cards. “And welcome. There is a newcomers’ orientation in the main lounge at four o’clock—just over there. It’s very helpful. They’ll explain all the excursion options, the dining times, everything.”

Their room was cool and spacious, shades of cream and sea-green. A large balcony looked out over a garden of shocking pink bougainvillea to the ocean. Gloria immediately threw the glass doors open, letting the roar of the surf and the scent of blossoms flood in. She stood on the balcony, her back to him, her shoulders already relaxing.

“We made it,” she said, turning. Her smile was wide, unguarded, the one he’d fallen for eight years ago in a university library. Sunlight caught the coppery highlights in her brown hair.

“We did,” he agreed, coming to stand beside her. He slid an arm around her waist, pulling her close. For a long moment, they just watched the palm fronds sway against the perfect sky.

—
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THE ORIENTATION LOUNGE was full of the low, happy hum of people on the first day of a holiday. Will and Gloria found wicker chairs near the back, sipping from coconuts with straws. A man named Olivier, from the activities team, bounded to the front. He was all easy charisma, his linen shirt rolled to the elbows.

He ran through the expected topics: the three restaurant options, the need for reef-safe sunscreen, the twice-daily yoga sessions on the pier. He talked about snorkelling trips to the coral gardens, the sunset catamaran cruise, the hiking trail to the island’s lone peak.

Then, a man in the front row, with a mischievous grin and a dark baseball cap, raised a hand. “Hey, Olivier. The brochure mentioned something about a... special beach? Not far from here?”

A ripple of knowing laughter and a few theatrical “Ooohs” moved through the crowd. Will felt his own eyebrows raise. He’d skimmed past that line in the brochure, his brain not quite processing it in the midst of packing winter coats.

Olivier’s smile didn’t falter; it just grew more conspiratorial. “Ah, yes. The famous Cove Beach. About a ten-minute drive north of our resort. It is a clothing-optional beach, very well-established, very popular.” He said it with the same casual tone he’d used for the spa treatments. “In fact, it’s so popular with our guests that we run a complimentary shuttle there four times a day. The first one leaves at nine in the morning. Many, many of our visitors find it... a unique and liberating experience. It’s a beautiful spot.”

More murmurs, a mix of shock, intrigue, and amusement. Will’s gaze instinctively cut to Gloria. Her cheeks were faintly pink, but she wasn’t giggling like some of the women nearby. She was listening, her head tilted slightly, her eyes fixed on Olivier. There was a curiosity there, an alertness he knew well. It was the same look she got when contemplating trying a strange new food or jumping into a cold lake.

He felt a strange, warm current in his own chest—part embarrassment, part a jolt of something else. He looked away before she could catch him staring.

Back in their room, as the late afternoon sun slanted gold across the floor, the tension of that unspoken glance still hung between them. Will unpacked his swim trunks, trying to sound casual.

“So. A nude beach, huh?”

Gloria was arranging her sunscreen on the bathroom counter. “Mhm.” Non-committal.

“They make it sound like going to the gift shop. ‘Complimentary shuttle, very popular.’” He imitated Olivier’s accent lightly.

She chuckled, coming to lean in the doorway. “Well, it is a thing people do. In Europe, it’s totally normal.”

“We’re not in Europe.” He zipped up his empty suitcase and stowed it in the closet. He turned, leaning against the wall, crossing his arms. A slow grin spread across his face. “Admit it. You wanna go check it out.”

He expected a deflection, a playful swat, a “Will, stop it!” Instead, she met his gaze. Her own smile was small, a little sly. The pink was back in her cheeks, but her eyes held his.

“So do you.”

The heat he’d felt in the lounge surged up his neck and into his face. It was a full, undeniable blush. He’d been caught. The curiosity wasn’t just hers; it was a shared, secret thing now, sitting in the lush air between them. He couldn’t lie to that look.

“Okay,” he said, his voice softer. “Yeah. I’m... curious. It’s just a beach. But, you know. A different kind of beach.”

She nodded, her expression turning thoughtful, serious. “It would feel safer to go together. On our own terms.”

An idea, impulsive and clear, formed in his mind. “First shuttle’s at nine,” he said. “We could go tomorrow morning. Get it over with. See what the fuss is about.” He paused, gauging her reaction. “If you’re serious.”

She walked over to him, closing the space. The sly smile was gone, replaced by that wide, genuine one. She put her hands on his chest, feeling the quickened beat of his heart through his thin t-shirt.

“I’m serious,” she said, and her voice was sure. “Let’s do it. It’ll be an adventure,” she stated, smiling at Will.

He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her close, and let out a breath he didn’t know he’d been holding. The embarrassment faded, replaced by a low thrum of anticipation. Outside, the waves crashed in a steady, soothing rhythm. They had the whole week ahead of them. And tomorrow, they would step into the unknown, together.

“An adventure,” he echoed into her hair, already imagining the shape of tomorrow, the glare of the sun on strange sand, the liberating, terrifying prospect of shedding more than just their winter skin.
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Chapter 2: Changing
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A thin, insistent blade of sunlight cut through the crack in the balcony door and landed directly on Will’s eyelids. He groaned, rolling away from it, burying his face in the cool expanse of pillows. Sleep clung to him, thick and syrupy. The previous day’s travel and the weight of the humid air had sunk him into a deeper, more stubborn slumber than he’d intended.

A soft click, then the scent of coconut sunscreen and hairspray. He cracked one eye open.

Gloria stood in front of the full-length mirror near the bathroom, backlit by the morning glare. She was already dressed—or rather, undressed to the precise degree required for a standard beach. Her little black bikini was simple but devastatingly effective, the ties at her hips and neck drawing his bleary gaze to the familiar, beloved lines of her. She was applying mascara with a steady hand, leaning close to the glass, her expression one of intense concentration.

“What time is it?” Will’s voice was a gravelly rumble.

“Just after nine,” she said, not turning, carefully sweeping the wand. “You conked out. The nine o’clock shuttle’s probably just left.”

He pushed himself up on his elbows, the sheet pooling at his waist. The reality of the day—their planned excursion—crashed into his sleep-fogged brain. He watched her, a slow smile tugging at his lips.

“Someone’s eager,” he teased, his voice still rough. “Got up and got the war paint on and everything. You’ve been planning this since you woke up.”

She finally glanced at him in the mirror, a flicker of amusement in her eyes before she returned to her task. “I’m just getting ready for the beach, Will. Like anyone would.” Her tone was light, but there was a steadiness beneath it.

“Uh-huh. A special beach. You’re taking this very seriously.”

She capped the mascara and turned to face him fully, planting her hands on her hips. The morning light caught the sheen of her lip gloss and the determined set of her jaw. “I am serious. We said we’d go. So we’re going. Right? Or are you backing out?”

“No,” he said, the teasing fading into sincerity. He rubbed a hand over his face, scratching at his stubble. “Not backing out. Just... you’re absolutely sure? Once we’re on that bus...”

“I’m positively sure,” she said, cutting off his hedging with a firmness that brooked no argument. “Now get up. We probably can’t make the 9:30 shuttle but there’s another at ten. We’ve got forty-five minutes to get you vertical, fed, and out the door.”

The command got him moving. He swung his legs out of bed, the tile cool on his feet, and shuffled to his suitcase. His blue swim trunks were on top, right where he’d left them. He pulled them on, then a loose grey t-shirt and sandals. A quick splash of water on his face, a frantic brushing of teeth, and he deemed himself passable. Gloria, meanwhile, had transformed a large resort tote bag into a meticulously packed beach kit: two fluffy towels, a bottle of water, two paperbacks, and the critical, high-SPF sunscreen.

“We need food,” Will stated, his stomach growling in agreement.

“Buffet. We’ll grab and go,” Gloria said, already slinging the bag over her shoulder and checking the room key.

They hurried down the winding garden path to the main restaurant. The breakfast buffet was still in full swing, a noisy, cheerful chaos of clattering plates and the smell of bacon and tropical fruit. They moved with efficient haste. Will snatched two bananas and shoved a couple of bran muffins into a napkin, while Gloria grabbed two sealed yogurts and stuffed them into the already-bulging bag. The two had made fairly good time, so they sat for a minute or two to chug down some coffee. Then, they exchanged a look—a shared, breathless acknowledgement of their rushed mission—and hurried back out into the blinding sun toward the shuttle pick-up point.

A small, open-sided bus, more of a large golf cart with bench seats, was already idling. Will’s earlier assumption that they’d be part of a tiny, daring clique was immediately shattered. The bus was nearly full. He counted quickly as they climbed aboard: only three or four empty spots left. It was 85, maybe 90 percent capacity. The passengers were a mix—couples their age and older, a few solo travellers, groups of friends. Everyone looked determinedly normal, dressed in cover-ups and hats, carrying bags just like theirs. No one looked like a libertine or an exhibitionist; they looked like accountants, teachers, and retirees on a slightly edgy field trip.

Will felt a sudden, unexpected surge of relief, followed by a spark of excitement. This wasn’t some fringe activity. This was, as Olivier had said, just a thing people did. He guided Gloria to two free spots near the back, and they sat down, the bag between their feet.

The driver, a different staff member from Olivier, gave a cheerful “All set?” before pulling away with a gentle lurch. The bus trundled out of the resort gates and onto a narrow, lushly canopied coastal road. The air rushing past was already warm and thick.

As the resort disappeared behind a curtain of dense foliage, Will looked at Gloria. She was staring straight ahead, but her hand was resting on her thigh, palm up. He slid his hand into hers, lacing their fingers together. She squeezed, hard, and finally turned to meet his gaze. There was a nervous energy buzzing in her grip, but her smile was real, meeting his own. She didn’t say anything. She didn’t need to.

The bus rumbled on, carrying them towards the unknown. Will’s earlier grogginess was gone, replaced by a clear, sharp anticipation. He squeezed her hand back, feeling the warm metal of her simple silver ring against his skin. They were really doing this. Together.
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Chapter 3: The Lockers
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The bus slowed with a gentle hiss of brakes, pulling into a rounded, paved drop-off area shaded by a stand of tall, whispering palms. The driver called out a cheerful, “End of the line, folks! Cove Beach. Return shuttles leave every half hour and on the hour. Last one’s at six!” The passengers began to disembark, the mood a quiet mix of purpose and subdued excitement. Will and Gloria, from their spot at the back, were among the last to step out into the warm, dappled light.

The first thing Will noticed was the quiet. The resort’s cheerful cacophony was gone, replaced by the rustle of leaves, distant birdsong, and the low, constant sigh of waves somewhere just out of sight. The second thing was the locker area. It sat off to the side of the clearing, a surprisingly modern structure of gleaming stainless steel and polished synthetic wood, looking more like a high-end spa amenity than a beach utility.

Holding hands, their fingers intertwined tightly, they followed the loose knot of people towards it. Their shared smile was a silent language now—a mix of “can you believe this?” and “here we go.”

As they drew closer, the signs came into focus, their bold, no-nonsense letters leaving little room for ambiguity:

“Secure Your Valuables HERE.”

“NOT RESPONSIBLE FOR THEFT.”

“ABSOLUTELY NO PHOTOGRAPHY! STRICTLY ENFORCED!”

And then, the one that made Will’s pulse jump:

“This is a Clothing-Optional Beach. For your comfort and that of others, it is STRONGLY ENCOURAGED to leave ALL clothing at the lockers.”

The message was clear. This was the point of no return. The normal world of cover-ups and swimsuits ended here. Gloria’s grip on his hand tightened briefly, a quick squeeze of shared nerves.

“One locker?” Will asked, his voice lower than usual.

“One locker,” Gloria confirmed, her voice steady.

The rental process was simple and impersonal—a few bills inserted into a machine, a click, and a numbered key on a coiled wristband spat out into the tray. They claimed their assigned locker, its door cool and smooth to the touch.

The area around the lockers was a study in focused, mundane activity. There was no leering, no awkward staring. Men and women, couples and singles, were simply... preparing. It was as utilitarian as people changing shoes in a bowling alley. A man in his sixties neatly folded a linen shirt. A woman about Gloria’s age stepped out of a sundress, folded it, and placed it in a basket before removing her bikini top with the same practical motion. Everyone kept their eyes politely averted, focused on their own small, square space of bench.

The normalcy of it was somehow the most surreal part. Will took the towels out first, then sat on the bench to remove his sandals before placing them and the tote bag inside the locker. Gloria did the same beside him. The plastic key band felt heavy on his wrist.

“Okay,” he whispered, more to himself than to her. “You ready?”

She took a deep, audible breath and let it out slowly. “I’m ready.”

He stood, his fingers going to the drawstring of his blue trunks. But before he could fumble with the knot, he saw movement from the corner of his eye. Gloria was already rising. With a resolve that stole his breath, she reached behind her back, untied her bikini top, and let it fall forward into her hand. She placed it in the locker without ceremony. Then, hooking her thumbs into the sides of her bottoms, she slid them down her hips, stepped out of them, and added them to the pile.

Just like that, she was naked. She stood there for a second, not covering herself, just existing in the dappled light, her skin glowing. She turned to look at him, her expression not defiant, but profoundly open. It was the most vulnerable and courageous thing he had ever seen her do.

It broke the spell of his own hesitation. His own disrobing felt clumsy in comparison—a quick shucking of his trunks, which he tossed into the locker beside her black bikini. The air felt different on his skin, an intimate caress he was hyper-aware of.

They were both naked now, standing in a public space for the first time in their lives. The world hadn’t ended. No one had gasped or pointed. The man folding his shirt didn’t even glance over.

Will grabbed their two towels and the water bottles, handing one of each to Gloria. It gave them something to hold, a minor prop. He swung the locker door shut with a firm, metallic clang and turned the key. The sound felt final.

Before them, a narrow, natural path wound away from the clearing, its entrance framed by dense, leafy foliage. It obscured everything beyond, creating a green, mysterious tunnel. It was a discreet buffer, a thoughtful design to protect the privacy of the beach beyond.

Will extended his hand to her, his own nudity forgotten in the face of hers. A warm, genuine smile spread across his face, born of pride, awe, and bubbling excitement.

“Shall we?” he asked.

She took his hand, her skin warm against his. Her answering smile was brilliant, chasing away the last shadows of nervousness.

“Let’s,” she said.

And together, hand in hand, carrying nothing but towels, water, and one bottle of sunscreen, they walked towards the green opening. Their grins were unstoppable, two adventurers stepping through a final, invisible curtain, ready to see what was on the other side.
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Chapter 4: The Stroll
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Stepping through the green, leafy threshold was like walking onto a movie screen. The light didn't just fall; it beamed, a brilliant, unfiltered radiance that hit their naked skin with an almost physical weight. It was a different world, elemental and vast.

The first, staggering impression was of sheer, improbable scale. The beach was unbelievably long. A seemingly endless crescent of powdered-sugar sand stretched in both directions, hemmed by a wall of lush, dark jungle on one side and the gentle, turquoise lap of the ocean on the other. It was a landscape pared down to its purest elements: sun, sea, sand, and sky.

Holding hands, their towels clutched in their free hands like flimsy banners, they walked. At first, their pace was brisk, almost hurried. A nervous energy propelled them forward, a shared desire to put distance between themselves and the entrance, with its steady trickle of newcomers. Being naked felt less like a state of being and more like a fragile, new outfit they were terrified of wearing incorrectly.

But as the treed arch of the entrance path dwindled behind them, their pace began to slow. They started to breathe, to look around. The few people they saw were becoming more distant specks, dots of colour against the pale sand, spaced out with a generous, unspoken respect for privacy. The further they walked, the fewer the dots became.

A soft giggle escaped Gloria, a release of tension. Will joined in, the sound bright in the quiet. “How far do you reckon this goes?” he asked, his voice light.

“Let’s find out,” she replied, squeezing his hand. The mission was simple now: walk.

The first encounter was a solo, older man walking purposefully back towards the entrance. As he approached, he gave them a simple, polite nod, his eyes meeting Will’s briefly before looking past them, as if they were wearing parkas. They returned the nod, maintaining their own forward gaze until he passed.

Once he was a safe distance behind them, they burst into hushed, giddy laughter. “That was so weird!” Gloria whispered. “Just... a normal hello!”

“Do you think he was looking at you?” Will asked, more amused than concerned.

Gloria shook her head. “No. I think he was just... nodding. It was just a naked nod.”

The bizarre normalcy of it was liberating.

Five minutes later, the second encounter sharpened their senses. An attractive couple, roughly their own age, was walking towards them. All four pairs of eyes remained diligently fixed on the horizon, the water, the distant trees—anywhere but each other’s bodies. It was a careful, mutual dance of avoidance. Yet, in the split-second as they passed shoulder-to-shoulder, the careful pretence cracked. Will caught the other man’s glance flicker towards Gloria. He felt his own eyes dart towards the other woman. It was instantaneous, furtive, and utterly human.

A few steps past, they giggled again, this time with a different flavour. “Okay, that was a check-out,” Will said, feeling a strange, warm flush that wasn’t entirely embarrassment.

“I know,” Gloria admitted, a sly smile on her face. “We checked them out, too, though. So I guess fair is fair!” The admission, shared in the bright sun, felt naughty and thrilling. The lingering shyness began to melt away, replaced by a dawning sense of ease. They were just people on a beach. It was that simple, and that profound.

They walked for what felt like another fifteen minutes, the world emptying out around them. The sporadic figures nearly vanished. The sounds of distant chatter faded, replaced by the solitary cry of a seabird and the endless shush of the waves. They were quite a ways down the beach, much nearer to the quiet end.

“My feet need that water,” Gloria announced, veering towards the ocean’s edge. Will followed. The contrast was exquisite—the blazing sun on their shoulders, the cool, clear water swirling around their ankles. She turned to him, her skin dewed with a light sweat, glowing. He leaned in and kissed her, tasting salt and sunscreen. It was a long, slow kiss, unselfconscious and deep.

“I love you,” he said against her lips.

“I love you, too,” she breathed back.

“Do you want to stop here? Put the towels down?” Will asked.

She looked down the immense, still-stretching beach, then back at him. “Let’s go just a little further. Until we can’t see anyone at all.”

They continued, now walking where the wet, hard sand met the water, their footprints vanishing instantly behind them. The beach began to change. A cluster of enormous, weathered grey boulders, some as large as cars, erupted from the sand near the water’s edge, creating little coves and blind spots. They provided a sudden, dramatic break in the endless vista. And they were perfect. The pair knew the other couples wouldn’t be able to see them once they’d gone around the other side of them.

As they rounded the largest nearby cluster of rocks, the view to the water opened up. And there, standing chest-deep in the gentle surf, were two men.

They were tall, both with the broad, defined shoulders and muscular builds of dedicated athletes. Their skin was a deep, rich brown, glistening with water under the sun. The sight was so sudden, so visually striking against the empty backdrop, that Will and Gloria froze for a half-step. All four of them made eye contact simultaneously.

A blush, hot and instantaneous, spread up Will’s chest and neck. He saw a similar pink flush on Gloria’s cheeks.

One of the men raised a hand in a slow, easy wave. A friendly, open-faced smile followed. “Beautiful day!” he called out, his voice carrying warmly over the water.

Gloria, ever polite, raised her own hand in a small, hesitant wave back.

“C’mon in, the water’s perfect,” the other man encouraged, his tone welcoming.

Will felt Gloria’s hand tighten in his. He leaned close, his voice a bare whisper meant only for her ear. “What do you want to do?” Every instinct in his body was sounding a low, quiet alarm. This felt different from the nods and furtive glances. This was an invitation. And Will wanted to run from it.

Gloria hesitated. She didn’t want to be rude, to seem paranoid or standoffish. They were all just people on a beach. “We should at least say hello,” she whispered back, her eyes uncertain but her voice trying for normalcy. “It would be weird not to at this point.”

Will swallowed, his mouth suddenly dry. He nodded, a stiff little motion. He knew, with a cold clarity that settled in his stomach, that this was a mistake. But her hand was in his, and she was already taking a small, tentative step forward. So he went with her.
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Chapter 5: The Men
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As they closed the distance, Will’s initial fears solidified into a cold, detailed dread. Up close, the two men weren’t just fit; they were sculpted, with the kind of physiques that spoke of daily, dedicated work. After a brief introduction, they learned the men’s names were Franklin and Tarone.

Franklin, the one who had spoken first, had a confident, easy grin. Tarone, slightly taller, had a more intense, watchful gaze. And as they shifted in the waist-deep water, the truth was unavoidably clear: both were impressively, blatantly well-endowed.

The flirtation, when it came, was disarmingly direct and aimed squarely at Gloria.

“You two just arrive today?” Franklin asked, his eyes sliding from Will’s tense face to Gloria’s flushed one.

“Y-yesterday,” Gloria answered, her voice a little high.

“Oooh, fresh arrivals I see,” Tarone said, the comment low and playful. He wasn’t looking at Will at all. “That explains the glow. And the nervous smile.”

Gloria’s blush deepened, spreading down her chest. She wasn’t recoiling, Will noted with a sinking heart. She was just... nervous. Flustered, but not uncomfortable.

“The water’s amazing here, you have to come in further,” Franklin urged, taking a step back and gesturing to the space between them. It was an invitation, a clearing of the stage.

Will felt a sharp, ugly twist in his gut—jealousy, hot and sour. Gloria’s gaze had flickered downward at the invitation, a quick, involuntary glance. Was she looking at the defined V of Tarone’s hips, the cut of his abs? Or lower? Will couldn’t tell, and the not-knowing was a special kind of torture. He stood rigidly, the water lapping at his knees, feeling suddenly invisible and yet hyper-exposed.

The men’s attention was a laser beam. They complimented the colour of Gloria’s hair in the sun, asked if she worked out (“You have a fantastic figure for this,” Franklin remarked, as if ‘this’ were a specific sport), and teased her about staying on the fringe.

“You can’t appreciate it from way over there,” Tarone chided gently, a slow smile spreading. “Come on. Don’t be shy.”

Gloria looked at Will then, her eyes wide, asking a silent question. But before he could formulate a protest, a denial, she gave a tiny, almost imperceptible shrug of her shoulders and took two careful steps deeper, until the water swirled around her thighs. It was a surrender. Small, but definitive.

Will’s role was now that of a spectator to his own relationship. The flirting escalated, losing its generic beach-banter quality and gaining a deliberate, sexual charge. The men’s questions became more personal. Their laughter at her timid replies was warm, enveloping. Gloria glanced back at Will several times, her expressions a frantic mix of ‘can you believe this?’ and ‘what is happening?’. But she never told them to stop. She never moved back to his side.

The turning point was both mundane and devastating.

“You’re getting a lot of sun, beautiful,” Franklin observed, his tone shifting to one of practical concern. “You didn’t put on any sunscreen, did you? You’ll fry.”

“We, uh, we have some right here,” Will managed to say, his voice sounding strange to his own ears. He hoped this was his opportunity to get his woman to come back to him.

“That’s no good back there,” Tarone chuckled. “We’ve got some. Right here.” He held up a small, blue bottle that had been resting on a nearby rock. “We can help. Get your back, at least.”

The offer hung in the salty air. Gloria froze. Her eyes darted to Will, pleading and unsure. This was the line. Saying ‘no, thank you’ was the obvious, necessary response. It was the door back to normalcy.

She didn’t say it.

She just stood there, paralyzed by politeness and a curiosity that was now a tangible, frightening force.

“Oh, come on,” Franklin coaxed, his voice a smooth, warm baritone. “It’s just sunscreen. We’re all friends here. Right, man?” This last part was tossed to Will, a perfunctory inclusion that felt like a mockery.

After a painful, eternal second where no one moved, Gloria gave the smallest nod. It wasn’t enthusiastic. It was permission.

She walked, as if in a trance, the few steps through the water to where the men waited near the smoother rocks at the edge of the surf. All three of them looked at Will then—Franklin and Tarone with wide, knowing smiles, Gloria with a look of stunned, guilty arousal. Then they turned their backs to him, forming a tight, exclusive circle.

The world shrank to the sound of waves and the sight of strange hands on his girlfriend’s skin. Tarone squirted a generous amount of lotion into his palm and started at the small of Gloria’s back, his large, dark hands working the white cream in slow, firm circles up her spine and over her shoulders. A soft, involuntary sigh escaped her, her head dipping forward. Franklin, facing her, began on her collarbones, his touch lighter, trailing down her sternum and then, with a deliberate slowness, sweeping over the curves of her breasts, his thumbs brushing her nipples. Gloria gasped, her eyes flying open.

Will felt like he was going to be sick. “Gloria,” he choked out.

She didn’t seem to hear him. The men guided her to sit on a flat, sun-warmed rock at the water’s edge. Tarone knelt behind her, continuing his massage, while Franklin knelt in front, his hands moving down her stomach. “Gotta get the legs, too,” he murmured, his voice thick. He spread her knees apart gently and began working lotion into her inner thighs, moving higher and higher with each slow, deliberate stroke.

The intimate, neat landing strip of hair she maintained, usually their private secret, was now on full display for these strangers. The men’s focus intensified, their breathing shallower. The sunscreen routine had shed its last pretense.

And Gloria seemed to be loving it.

“Your turn,” Franklin breathed, his own arousal evident. He took her hesitant hand and guided it to his chest, then lower. “See? It’s only fair.”

Gloria hesitated, her fingers trembling. Then, with a shuddering breath, she closed her hand around him.

That was the final straw. “Stop!” Will’s voice was sharp, cracking with panic. “Someone’s going to see! We’ll get kicked off the beach, or arrested, or—”

“Relax, man,” Tarone said, not even looking up from Gloria’s neck where he was now nuzzling. “No one can see back here. It’s private.”

“Not private enough!” Will insisted, his voice rising. “This is a public beach!”

Franklin sighed, as if Will were a child interrupting a serious adult conversation. He locked eyes with Will over Gloria’s shoulder. “You’re right. It’s not totally private here.” A slow, unsettling smile spread across his face. “But we know a spot. A real private spot.”

Before Will could process the words, the men were moving with a coordinated purpose. They stood, pulling Gloria up with them. Franklin kept a firm arm around her waist, while Tarone took her hand.

“Come on,” Tarone said to her, his voice enticing. “Just up in the trees. Real quick. So your boyfriend can stop worrying.”

Gloria looked back at Will, her face a mask of conflicted desire and fear. She was being led, but her feet were moving under her own power.

“Gloria, wait, are you sure about this?” Will pleaded, taking a step forward.

“It’s fine, Will,” she said, her voice thin, distant. “It’ll... it’ll be more private.”

Franklin and Tarone began leading her, dripping and glistening, out of the water and across the short stretch of sand toward the dense, dark wall of the jungle tree line. Will stood frozen for a horrific second, the water cooling around his legs. Then, driven by a terror that eclipsed his jealousy and anger, he stumbled after them, his heart a frantic drum against his ribs. They were disappearing into the green, and he had no choice but to follow.
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Chapter 6: The Bushes
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As they walked into the bushes, Tarone smacked Gloria’s ass. And Will had the perfect view of it.

He used the excuse of getting the remaining sunscreen off his hands, continuing to rub it into her cheeks afterwards. But Gloria didn’t seem to mind at all. In fact, she seemed enthralled with it.

“Better to use it all,” she giggled, looking up at the men as if she were completely captivated.

Will’s heart continued to race as he followed them into the woods. The longer this went, the more unsafe he felt. Both in terms of the risk to their physical safety, as they couldn’t know what lay ahead of them in these woods, but also the risk to their relationship. Yet, he was powerless to stop it. The current pulling her along was too strong, and he was caught in its wake.

The jungle closed around them, damp and cool, the air thick with the scent of wet earth and rotting leaves. They walked only a minute or two down a faint, almost invisible game trail before it opened into a small, sun-dappled clearing. A fallen log, thick with moss, lay to one side like a crude bench. It was hidden, secluded, and undeniably perfect for what was about to happen.

Franklin turned, his eyes dark with intent. “Here. This is the spot.”

Tarone guided Gloria to the center of the clearing, his hands firm on her shoulders. Without a word, he applied gentle pressure. Understanding flashed in her eyes, wide and bright with a mix of fear and raw excitement. She dropped to her hands and knees on the soft bed of ferns and moss. The pose was submissive, vulnerable, and utterly deliberate. Will’s breath hitched.

“Baby, wait,” he finally managed, the words tearing from his throat.

Gloria looked over her shoulder, her face flushed. Her expression wasn’t one of regret, but of reassurance. “It’s okay, Will. It’s just... it’s just for fun. Watch for us, okay? Make sure no one comes.”

Franklin was already stepping over to her, his gaze fixed on Gloria. “Yeah, man. Be a lookout. Keep it private.”

“I don’t want to be a lookout,” Will protested, his voice weak even to his own ears.

But Tarone was positioning himself behind Gloria, his hands on her hips. Franklin moved to kneel in front of her face, his fingers tangling in her hair. “Just relax and enjoy the view, then,” Franklin said, his voice a low rumble that brooked no further argument.

Will stood frozen, a statue of dismay at the edge of the clearing. He watched as Tarone, with a practised ease, guided himself into her. Gloria gasped, a sharp, audible intake of breath that morphed into a low moan as he filled her, stretching her open. Her eyes fluttered shut for a second before flying open again as Franklin pressed himself to her lips. She took him into her mouth eagerly, her head beginning to bob with a rhythm set by Tarone’s thrusts from behind.

The sounds were obscene and intimate—wet, sucking noises from the front, the rhythmic slap of skin on skin from behind, mingled with Gloria’s choked, guttural attempts at moans around the cock in her throat. Will felt a confusing storm of emotions: revulsion, a sickening jealousy, and a terrifying, unwelcome stirring of arousal at the sheer carnality of the scene.

He couldn’t watch. He turned away, his face burning, and stumbled back a few paces toward the trail. His assigned role was now his only sanctuary. He peered down the narrow path, his ears straining. The jungle sounds—the chirp of insects, the distant cry of a bird—were now a backdrop to the carnal symphony just feet away. Every groan, every sharp slap of Tarone’s hand on Gloria’s ass, felt amplified, a public broadcast of their private violation. This is totally illegal, his mind screamed. If anyone finds us, we’re done. Fined, arrested, thrown out of the country.

Minutes stretched like hours. He heard Tarone’s grunts grow more urgent, Franklin’s encouraging murmurs. “Take it, girl! Yeah, just like that!” Will’s stomach churned. No one came down the path. The beach, this far end, was truly deserted. Their privacy was absolute, which somehow might have made it worse. The guys were in no rush.

A final, guttural shout from Tarone broke through his spiralling thoughts. “Yeah! There!”

Will turned, compelled by a horrible fascination. He arrived back at the clearing’s edge just in time to see Tarone’s body shudder, pulling back as he spent himself in thick, pearlescent streaks across the small of Gloria’s glistening back.

“Fuck!” Tarone cried, as he continued to stroke himself, shooting more and more of it over Gloria.

The sight seemed to trigger Franklin. He gripped Gloria’s hair tighter, holding her head still. “Swallow it,” he commanded, his voice ragged. “All of it.”

Gloria’s throat worked convulsively. A moment later, Franklin pulled away with a satisfied groan, and she slumped forward, coughing, a stray trickle of white escaping the corner of her mouth onto the moss below. She was panting, her body trembling, utterly spent and covered in the evidence of the two strangers.

A heavy, humid silence descended, broken only by the men’s ragged breathing and Gloria’s soft coughs. The animal intensity of the moment evaporated, leaving behind the crude, awkward reality. Will stared, his earlier arousal shrivelled into a cold, hard lump of shame and betrayal. The adventure was over. This was the aftermath.
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Chapter 7: Turned Over
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Or was it truly over?

“Well, how about Round Two?” Tarone teased.

“Wh-what?” Will cried out. He’d thought this nightmare was finally over. He’d been very wrong.

“Yeah, I think I need to try some of that pussy,” Franklin teased.

“You’re right! And I need to see what her mouth is like,” laughed Tarone.

Before Will could form another futile protest, they were moving. Franklin, with a tenderness that felt more obscene than roughness, rolled Gloria onto her back. The ferns cushioned her as she looked up, her eyes glazed, her body pliant. Her pussy, slick and swollen and beautifully exposed, glistened in the dappled light.

“Stay just like that, gorgeous,” Franklin murmured, kneeling between her splayed thighs. He ran his hands up her inner legs, spreading her wider, his thumbs tracing her slick, puffy lips. “Damn. Look at you. All stretched out and wet. Made for this.”

Gloria giggled and blushed, unsure of what else she could possibly do.

At the same time, Tarone moved to kneel above her head. He guided his cock, already hardening again, to her lips. “Open up, baby. Show me what you’ve got.”

Gloria, in a state of dazed, willing submission, obeyed. She tipped her head back, craning her neck to take him into her mouth. The angle was deep and awkward, forcing her throat open. She gagged softly, tears springing to her eyes, but her hands came up to weakly grasp his hips, holding him there.

Will watched, paralysed. This was different. Before, it had been a frantic, animal coupling. This was deliberate. Ceremonial. They were claiming her completely, testing her limits from both ends. And she was letting them.

Franklin positioned himself, the broad, blunt head of his cock nudging against her entrance. “Here we go,” he grunted, slapping it softly against her pussy to tease her first. Hardly a few seconds went by before he pushed forward, entering her.

Gloria’s eyes flew wide, a muffled scream trapped around the cock in her mouth. Will saw her body jolt as Franklin sheathed himself inside her in one slow, relentless thrust. She was so wet, so open from Tarone, but Franklin was thicker. Will saw the impossible stretch, the way her body had to accommodate him, swallowing a girth he knew she’d never taken before. A possessive, agonized thought tore through him: I’ve never seen her stretched like that. Not even by me.

Franklin began to move, setting a deep, punishing rhythm. Each thrust rocked her entire body, forcing Tarone’s cock deeper down her throat. The sounds were filthy, profound—the wet slap of Franklin’s hips against hers, the choked, rhythmic gagging as she tried to breathe, the low, approving groans of the men.

“That’s it, take it all,” Tarone growled, his hands tangling in her hair, controlling the bob of her head to match Franklin’s thrusts. Gloria was a conduit between them, utterly filled, used, and surrendering to the sensation. Her own pleasure seemed to have transformed into something else—a trance of total submission. Her moans were strangled, her body convulsing not with orgasm but with the overwhelming reality of being taken so completely.

Will sank to his knees at the edge of the clearing, his protest dying. There was no fighting this. These men were monuments of muscle and will, and his girlfriend... his girlfriend was their eager, gasping playground. A sick, hot shame twisted in his gut, but beneath it, a treacherous pulse of arousal beat in time with their grunts. He was horrified by what he was seeing, and he couldn’t look away. He worried he secretly liked it. Why else would his cock be throbbing as he viewed every second of it?

The pace intensified. Franklin was pounding into her now, his balls slapping against her, his face a mask of fierce concentration. “Gonna fill this pretty pussy up,” he snarled. “Make a mess in you!”

Tarone’s thrusts into her mouth became shallower, faster, a prelude to his end. “Swallow it, baby! You’re gonna drink every drop.”

Gloria could only manage a weak, gurgling sound of assent. Her eyes were rolled back, tears cutting tracks through the dirt on her temples.

Will couldn’t believe what he was hearing. And he hoped they weren’t hurting Gloria.

Then, Franklin came first with a roar, slamming into her to the hilt and holding there as he pulsed deep inside her. Will saw her stomach clench, saw the faint, impossible bulge low in her abdomen as he flooded her. Franklin kept pumping, milking himself into her until he was spent.

The convulsion of Franklin’s orgasm and Gloria’s squirming body seemed to trigger Tarone. He pulled almost all the way out of her mouth, then with a final, powerful thrust, he erupted. Gloria’s cheeks bulged, her throat working frantically as he pumped his release over her tongue, across her palate. Tarone groaned, painting the back of her throat in thick spurts. “Swallow! Don’t waste it!”

She struggled, choking, but obediently gulped, a slight bob visible in her throat. When he finally pulled back, a thick, pearly strand connected his glistening tip to her bruised, slack lips before snapping and falling onto her cheek.

For a long moment, the only sounds were the men’s ragged breathing and Gloria’s wet, hacking coughs as she tried to clear her throat. She lay ruined between them, a slick, messy testament to their use—Franklin’s cum already leaking out of her well-stretched pussy onto the moss, Tarone’s dripping from her chin.

They stood up, towering over her, wiping themselves casually. They looked at Will, their expressions now one of bored satisfaction. The transaction, it seemed, was complete.

Franklin nudged Gloria’s thigh with his foot, not unkindly. “Alright, sweetheart. Show’s over. You can go clean up in the ocean now.”

Will stared, the cold, hard lump in his chest freezing into something permanent. He realized that for him, his part of the adventure wasn’t over. It had just mutated into this: the aftermath of a violation his girlfriend had begged for, and the terrifying, silent question of what came next for the two of them.
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Chapter 8: A Mess
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A mess. An absolute mess. That’s what Gloria currently was.

And Will couldn’t wait to get out of there.

They said their quick, awkward goodbyes, some ingrained politeness forcing a nod from Gloria and a stiff, wordless jerk of Will’s chin. Then he took her by the hand—her skin was clammy, her grip slack—and led her, stumbling, back down the faint trail towards the roar of the surf.

The bright, open expanse of the beach felt like a shocking return to reality. The sun was higher now, the heat a physical weight. He guided her straight into the water, not stopping until the waves lapped around their waists.

He was just glad nobody was close enough yet to see her covered in cum.

“What the hell was that?” he asked her, his voice flat, hollowed out by the adrenaline crash.

Gloria blinked, as if emerging from a deep sleep. She looked down at her own body, streaked with white, glistening patches on her skin. “It was...” she started, her voice raspy. She cleared her throat, spat a mouthful of saltwater. “They were hot. It was... fun. I mean, at first I was just trying to be polite, but then...” She trailed off, a faint, dazed smile touching her lips before she saw his expression and wiped it away. “I just couldn’t resist. It happened so fast.”

Will said nothing. He cupped a handful of seawater and gently wiped the drying streak from her cheek. She flinched, then leaned into his touch. He moved behind her, his hands on her shoulders, rinsing the evidence of Tarone’s climax from the small of her back. The salt water swirled it away in cloudy tendrils. Gloria bent her knees, sinking into the water, rinsing between her legs with a practised, pragmatic motion. She took a mouthful of water, swished it, and spat.

The mechanical, cleansing ritual gave him space to think. The sharpest edges of his jealousy and panic were blunted by exhaustion, replaced by a deep, weary confusion.

As they waded out and began the long, silent trudge back down the beach toward the distant locker area, Gloria finally broke the quiet. She bumped her shoulder lightly against his. “Are you mad at me?”

He walked for several steps, the hot sand burning his feet. “Not really,” he said, which wasn’t entirely true. “Maybe a bit. I don’t know, Gloria. I’m... conflicted. That was a lot.”

“I know,” she said softly, her fingers finding his again. “It was a lot for me, too. In a different way.”

“We are not meeting up with them again,” Will stated, his voice firm for the first time since they’d entered the clearing. “That’s non-negotiable.”

“God, no,” Gloria said, and the vehemence in her voice was a profound relief. “No, Will. That was a... a one-time thing. A crazy beach moment. It’s done.” She looked up at him, her eyes clear now, seeking his. “It was about the moment. Not them.”

He believed her. The spell was broken. The monstrous, thrilling adventure had receded, leaving behind two ordinary people walking on a beach. Or, well, a nude beach.

“Okay,” he said, letting out a long, slow breath he felt he’d been holding for an hour. “Okay. But going forward... we communicate. It has to be better. If something like... if anything even close to that ever starts to happen again, we talk first. No surprises.”

“Absolutely,” she agreed instantly. “No surprises.”

A new idea, born of the afternoon’s surreal trauma and his own lingering, conflicted arousal, solidified in his mind. “And,” he added, trying to sound more certain than he felt, “the next several sessions in our bedroom... those are mine. They revolve around my fantasies. What I want to see, what I want to do. You owe me that much.”

He expected hesitation, negotiation. Instead, Gloria stopped walking and turned to face him. There was no guilt, no defiance in her eyes. Just a bright, eager openness that took his breath away.

“Of course,” she said, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world. A real smile, the one he loved, finally broke through. “I was hoping you’d say that. Your turn.” She leaned in and kissed him, a soft, salty, promising kiss. “I mean it.”

And he knew, with a deep, settling certainty, that she did. The strange, terrifying, electrifying start to their day hadn’t broken them. It had, in some twisted, unexpected way, opened a door. The shock was fading, leaving behind a raw, new space between them, ripe with possibility.

They continued their walk, hand in hand, the vast, empty beach stretching before them. The ordeal was over. The cleanup was done. And as they made their way back to the world of towels and lockers and shuttle buses, Will realized with a jolt that the vacation, their real vacation, was only just beginning.
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