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The sun bled out behind the cliffs of Mykonos, dyeing the sea a gorgeous fierce orange that refused to fade, a moment trapped in time. Slowly, regretfully, she turned away from the stunning sight.

The party had metastasized along the beach, clusters of half-naked bodies sprawled on towels, chaises, and sagging plastic loungers imported for the American tourists. The air tasted of sea salt and sweat and ouzo, the latter spilled liberally from the makeshift bar beside a lopsided volleyball net. Tara found herself at the edge of it all, unable to enjoy the moment, standing at the edge of the group.

Her boyfriend’s laugh, that sharp, barking “ha!” audible even over the tinny Bluetooth speakers, cut through the chatter. Kyle held court near the bar, tan, shirtless, the bulk of his swimmer’s shoulders and corded abs somehow unspoiled by three days straight of sun and liquor. He was flanked by Chris and Zach, their fraternity-bonded loyalty clear in the way they orbited each other, always a drink or an insult within easy reach. Her friends—Megan and Rachel—were stood at their boyfriends’ sides, Megan in a micro-bikini that showed off every inch of her generous curves while Rachel had opted for a flowing silk pants and a top tied off to expose her bare midriff, curly hair held back with a leather headband, looking like a hippie from the seventies, only sexier.

Tara watched Kyle, the bottle at his lips, Adam’s apple working. The flare of sunset caught the blond of his hair, rimmed his jaw in gold. Picture-perfect, if you ignored the possessive grip he had on Megan’s thigh. Not that it meant anything. Megan was with Chris, but Megan enjoyed the attention.

Chris said something, his cheeks red with drink and a suppressed anger that always threatened to boil to the surface. Megan laughed and sashayed away from Kyle, wriggling her lush, half-naked body into Chris’s arms. Rachel and Zach stood, arms around each other’s hips, and laughed at the familiar game. Tara paused, considering joining her friends, instead turning back to the water, only to find that the orange had faded and sun had dropped below the edge of the water.

The sand here was soft, dotted with broken shells and the occasional beer bottle from last night’s party. She sank into it up to her ankles, pulling her down and making her steps slow. She trudged along, trying to ignore the way her body hummed with apprehension. Kyle had insisted this trip would be the last trip “before their life began,” though he hadn’t been specific about just what the life would be. Graduation from college happened next year, and it signaled an ending, but it was also a beginning and she feared for Kyle that meant marriage.

She edged up to the water, the liquid oddly warm as it lapped seductively at her ankles. A hand clapped her shoulder from behind and she let out a cry.

“Jesus, Kyle!”

“Sorry, honey,” he said with a sloppy grin that told her he was not at all sorry. “Just didn’t want you to go swimming after three mojitos.”

“I wasn’t,” she said and sounded like a little girl. “I was just thinking.”

“About me, I hope,” Kyle smiled, a smile she still found boyishly handsome. He smelled like sunblock and sweat and the raw metallic sweetness of cheap Greek beer.

She let him pull her close, his fingers slipping from her shoulder down to the narrow of her waist, thumbs tracing a lazy circle over her exposed skin. She was dressed a little more conservatively than Megan; her round breasts held aloft by a blue bikini, her hips and legs covered in a white linen skirt that brushed her ankles. Kyle’s hand slid down over her buttock possessively, a finger slipping through the thin cloth to play with the bikini bottoms underneath.

He squeezed her, staring out past her at the horizon, at the ocean that seemed endless. “Could get used to this, couldn’t you?” He gestured with his chin at the collapsing sun, the way it made the water look like molten glass.

“Yeah,” she said, not quite lying.

“We could come back, you know. Every year—fuck it, every summer. Once things settle down. Once we’re, you know—” He let the words trail off, but his thumb pressed harder into her flesh as if the silence alone would complete the sentence. Married. Mortgage. Maybe even kids.

He didn’t say the words, didn’t need to, because they were already living in the air between them, thick and sticky like the salt mist. That was Kyle’s way—force the shape of the future by acting as if it had already happened, as if inertia alone would carry them into the life he imagined. The strength in his hand was comforting and claustrophobic at the same time.

She imagined it. Summers on this island, the “real world” bracketed away, them returning to the same rented villa with ever smaller suitcases, maybe a pair of little arms wrapped around one of their legs, maybe two. A clutch of sunny memories—kayaking, the whitewashed churches on the hill, Kyle’s beer-glazed smile, the easy sizzle of meat souvlaki, the occasional reckless midnight swim with friends. A life, neat and scripted. The notion wasn’t unpleasant, exactly. And yet—

He squeezed again, earnest. “Seriously, Tara. Why not? Once I get the job at my Dad’s company and you finish your book—hell, we could even get married right here, in one of those little blue churches. Wouldn’t that be a story?”

She laughed. It came out sharp, but Kyle didn’t notice. “You, in a church?”

He grinned, his blue eyes narrowing. “I’d wear a suit for you. Rachel and Megan could be bridesmaids. Zach and Chris would get absolutely annihilated at the reception, embarrass themselves—like always.” He lowered his voice, conspiratorial: “But the wedding night’s for us. Nobody else.”

Tara watched the way his face tightened, the joke hiding something harder underneath. That was the dangerous part of Kyle—the way he could shift, instantly, from the promise of good times to a kind of absolute certainty that left no room for doubt. She let herself lean against his chest, feeling the slow, deep breaths, matching her inhale to his. She could almost believe it—the rituals, the friends, the storybook, the continuity. But the certainty scared her more than it reassured.

She wished she could want it the way he did, purely, without the gnaw of restlessness beneath her ribs.

“Maybe... maybe tonight we just go back to the party?” she said. “Tomorrow we can figure out the future.”

Kyle grinned as if he had scored a point. Tara searched her words and wondered if there had a been a promise in them she didn’t see. She hadn’t said no, didn’t want to say no. But she hadn’t said yes either. And she was happy to just stay in that moment, like the sun frozen on the burnished surface of the sea.

Chris and Zach offered a toast when they returned to the group. “To the last summer before the real world swallows us whole,” Zach intoned, voice mock-solemn, before upending his glass with the efficiency of a man who calculated consequences only after the fact. Kyle matched him drink for drink, every sip an assertion of leadership over the group.

Tara perched at the edge of a faded striped beach chair, crossing her legs and pulling the hem of her dress low enough to maintain some mystery. Megan immediately flopped beside her, her exposed flesh glistening with coconut oil. “So, are you going to let Kyle drag you into that whole ‘family empire’ thing, or what?” she asked, voice pitched low for intimacy but loud enough to broadcast to the rest of the group.

Tara grimaced. “I don’t know. I can barely imagine tomorrow, let alone the future.”

Megan rolled her eyes. “Come on, you could be the queen of the Hamptons if you wanted.” She reached over and plucked a strand of hair from Tara’s shoulder, tucking it behind her ear. “Or you could just marry him, force him to settle down somewhere cool. Like, I don’t know, here.”

Chris overheard and snorted. “They’d last one winter before the old man cuts off the inheritance. Then they’re living in a tent, eating feral cats.” He winked at Tara, who smiled politely.

Kyle squeezed her hand, then leaned in. “Hey. Ignore them. It’s our trip, not theirs. We can do whatever we want.” His gaze was intense, pinning her in place. “We could stay. Hell, I bet my dad would go for it if I said we were serious.” There it was—the word, heavy and final. Serious.

Tara felt her skin tighten, as if she’d been wrapped in plastic and left to sweat. She forced herself to laugh, but it came out brittle. “Don’t threaten me with a good time.”

Zach raised his glass again. “To serious. May it always be someone else’s problem.” They all drank, the liquor burning its way down like penance.

Conversation shifted to some story about Megan and Chris’s disastrous fishing trip, which spiraled into a group retelling of their worst dates. Tara tried to contribute, but her mind drifted, eyes drawn again and again to the flicker of the sea, the darkening sky, the way the light curled over the crest of a distant wave. The music changed—something throbbing and sad—and the world felt suddenly distant, as if she were underwater, watching the party unfold through ten feet of surf.

She finished her cocktail in three greedy swallows and stood up, wobbling only slightly. “I’m going to get a refill,” she announced, voice carrying more certainty than she felt.

Kyle caught her arm, gentle but insistent. “You okay?”

She looked into his eyes—blue, sharp, hungry. She knew she should say something real, but the words tangled in her throat. “Yeah. Just need a sec. I’ll bring you one?” She forced a smile.

He held her gaze a moment too long, then let go. “Rum, if they have it.”

She nodded and slipped away, past the huddled clusters of bodies, the stuttering pools of firelight, the sticky-fingered children ignored by parents in full hedonist mode. The makeshift bar was a battered folding table stacked with mismatched bottles, guarded by a local kid who looked fifteen, maybe. He grinned at Tara with that universal understanding of female tourist loneliness, already pouring before she even asked.

She took the drink, cold and sticky, and downed half of it in one go. The vodka hit her fast, sweet and dangerous. She set her drink aside and pressed both hands against the table, bracing herself against the dizziness. The party behind her raged on, oblivious.

She inhaled the briny air, tried to focus on the moment, the now, but all she could think of was escape. And as she leaned against the bar, gaze fixed on the horizon, she had the distinct sense that the future was waiting for her, hungry and full of teeth.

She barely noticed him at first—just another shadow in the sweltering dusk, backlit by an unsteady hurricane lamp and the blue ghost-glow of a phone screen. But as she steadied herself, knuckles pressed to the slick surface of the bar, she sensed the new arrival’s attention before she saw his face. It was a trick of the air, the way his gaze snagged on her and refused to look away, even as he placed his order with the bartender in a whisper that sounded like silk tearing.

He was young. Younger than her by a couple years, though his posture suggested an older confidence: spine straight, jaw sharp, shoulders filling his crisp white shirt as if he were on loan from a more glamorous time. His skin had the golden luster of olive oil, and his hair—black, unruly—coiled around his ears and the nape of his neck in a way that made Tara’s own scalp prickle with envy. She caught the scent of something floral beneath the vodka and salt, a trace of jasmine or sandalwood, and for a wild second she wondered if he was wearing perfume, or if it just rose off his skin like heat.

He waited until she’d finished her drink before speaking, and even then, his opening line was not a line at all. “Are you American?” he asked, voice lilting with an accent she couldn’t quite place—maybe Athens, maybe somewhere older. His eyes, black as volcanic glass, did not flicker away. They watched her as if waiting for a confession.

“Guilty,” she said, trying for breezy, failing. “Is it that obvious?”

He smiled, and the expression was so slow and deliberate it felt obscene. “Your friends. The way they laugh.” He gestured at her small group. “They laugh like they own the world.”

She bristled, surprised by his insight. “Do I laugh like that?”

He considered, then shrugged, a movement elegant in its restraint. “I have not heard you laugh at all.” He reached past her, too close, and lifted her empty glass. Their fingers brushed—just the ghost of contact, but Tara felt it all the way down her spine. “So, I guess I don’t know.”

She laughed then, or more of a snort, and immediately wondered if it was too loud. She was unsettled by the way her body responded to the young man—stomach fluttering, throat dry, skin hypersensitive. She watched as he spoke to the bartender in rapid, lyrical Greek, his hands moving in precise, economical gestures. When he turned back, he offered her another drink with both hands, eyes lowering in a gesture of respect—or maybe he was just mocking her.

“You have a beautiful... laugh?” he grinned as she took the offered drink and she laughed again, louder this time. “Ah! Yes! A beautiful laugh from a beautiful woman.”

“Stop it!” she said, but didn’t really mean it. Jesus! When did she start sounding like Megan?

He watched her drink, then said, “I understand. You are here with the blond one, yes? The loud swimmer.”

It was not a question, but Tara answered anyway. “Kyle. He’s... my boyfriend.” She hated the word, how adolescent it sounded.

“Ah.” The stranger tilted his head, as if inspecting a puzzle. “You love him?”

The directness made her blush. She tried to laugh it off. “Are you always this forward?”

He grinned, white teeth flashing in the gloom. “Only when something is interesting.” He leaned in, close enough that Tara could see the gold flecks in his eyes. “You did not answer.”

She held his gaze, refusing to look away. “I do, yes,” she admitted, voice low. “Does it matter?”

“Of course. Everything matters.” He said it softly, as if revealing a secret. “Especially things you love.” He sipped his own drink, then extended his hand across the narrow bar. “I am Anteros.”

“Tara,” she replied, letting her hand linger in his a beat longer than necessary. His grip was cool, firm, and when he released her, her skin tingled as if she’d touched a live wire.

They spoke in fits and starts, the conversation looping between shallow banter and sudden plunges into deeper water. Anteros asked about her life—what she did, where she went to college, what she wanted to be. She tried to explain, but found herself flustered by the intensity of his listening, the way he made each answer feel significant, as if she were confessing something sacred. He never looked away, never glanced at her lips or her cleavage the way most men did. His focus was total, unbroken, and Tara felt herself drawn forward, unspooling with every question.

She tried to return the favor, asking about his life, but he deflected with an expert’s ease. “I am from here, and not from here. I study. I watch.” He smiled, a flash of teeth. “Sometimes I interfere.”

She laughed, a real one this time. “That sounds ominous.”

He shrugged. “Depends who is being watched.” He traced a finger along the rim of his glass, eyes never leaving hers. “Sometimes people like to be seen.”

The implication hung in the humid air, sticky and undeniable. Tara felt her pulse in her throat, her chest. She glanced over her shoulder, toward Kyle and the others. They were nowhere near, lost in a raucous drinking game, oblivious to her absence.

Anteros noticed. “You are worried he will come?” His tone was teasing, but the edge was sharp.

Tara hesitated. “No. I just... he gets jealous, sometimes. He thinks every guy wants to—” She cut herself off, embarrassed.

“Does he?” Anteros leaned in, his voice velvet. “Does he have reason?”

She swallowed. “I don’t know what you mean.”

He smiled, his grin making him look even younger. “I think you do.”

It was too much. She set her glass down, hard enough to slosh vodka over her fingers. “I should get back. They’ll wonder where I am.”

He nodded, but did not move away. Instead, he held out his hand, palm up. “Will you walk with me? Just for a moment. There is something I want to show you.”

Tara hesitated. Every cell screamed at her to say no, to run. But the thought of returning to Kyle, to the laughter and the expectation and the heavy certainty of the future he wanted, made her stomach clench. She wanted, more than anything, to disappear for a little while. To be seen, as Anteros had said, by someone who understood the value of living in the moment.

She took his hand. It was warm now, the pulse of his thumb steady against her wrist. He led her away from the light, down the narrow strip of sand that curved behind the party and vanished into darkness. She glanced back, once, at the riot of color and noise they’d left behind. But then she was swallowed by night, following this man-child, her own footsteps silent in the shifting grit.

They walked in silence at first, the night swallowing them whole. Only the moon watched as Tara and Anteros left the ruckus behind, the party’s laughter dwindling to a hum against the steady hush of surf. The sand cooled quickly, biting her bare feet, but she didn’t flinch. She let herself be led, a moth in the drag of some bright, unseeable light.

With every step, she felt the tension wind tighter in her core. The wind snaked up her skirt, raising goosebumps along her thighs. The world seemed to shrink to a tunnel: the broad, dark shoulders of the young man beside her; the feel of his warm hand pulling her; the taste of vodka and salt she licked off her teeth with restless tongue. She tried to calculate what she would say if she saw Kyle, or even Megan or Chris—how she could explain this late-night walk with a stranger, how she could justify needing it more than anything else in the world. But the words failed her, the logic collapsed. She just kept moving forward.

“Do you always run away from parties?” Anteros said. The moon caught his smile and made it gleam.

“I don’t run,” Tara said. “I drift. There’s a difference.”

He nodded as if she’d said something wise. “You drift very well.”

They came to a spit of sand where the tide licked at their ankles, turning footprints to nothing within seconds. Tara stopped and turned, looking back toward the party. From here, the sprawling villa glowed like a wedding cake on a black tablecloth, every window ablaze, laughter and light spilling over the railings in liquid streaks. She imagined Kyle up there, hunched over the balcony, scanning the dunes for her silhouette. For a second, she felt the sting of guilt, sharp as a jellyfish burn. But then Anteros stepped close—so close she could feel his body heat, smell that heady, herb-laced cologne—and the guilt evaporated, replaced by something greedier, hotter.

They stood in the hush, eyes locked. Tara saw the invitation there, the pure hunger. She’d felt this before, with Kyle, but never so cleanly—never without the fog of performance, the need to impress or outmaneuver. With Anteros, it felt as if he saw past all the roles she played, straight to the live wire of her wanting.

She wet her lips. “What did you want to show me?” Her voice was smaller than she expected.

He didn’t answer immediately. Instead, he reached up and brushed a damp curl from her cheek, fingers lingering just long enough to make her breath hitch. “You already see it. The difference between what you want and what you are allowed to have.”

She couldn’t look away from him. “That’s a heavy line for a beach hookup.”

“Who says it is a hookup?” he said, smiling. “Maybe I just like to walk. Maybe I like to watch you decide.”

She laughed, half daring him, half pleading for relief. For a second, she wondered if he was as young as he looked. “Is it always this intense with you?”

“Only when there is something I really want.”

He bent then, just a little, so his lips hovered a whisper above hers. His hand rested on her hip, feather-light, not pushing, only promising.

Tara felt something snap inside. All the pent-up longing, the months of suffocating under Kyle’s future plans, the hours spent pretending to be satisfied—it all came undone at once. She grabbed Anteros by the front of his shirt, twisted her fingers in the linen, and pulled him down to her mouth.

The first kiss was savage. She tasted salt and wine and a faint trace of something floral—jasmine, maybe, or wild honey. He opened to her instantly, tongue bold, hands sliding down her spine, gathering her against him as if she weighed nothing. The pressure of his body, the certainty of his touch, made her head spin. She moaned softly, surprised at her own urgency, but not embarrassed.

He let her set the pace, his mouth yielding until she wanted more. When he broke away, it was only to rest his forehead against hers, breath hot and uneven. “You are not like the other girls,” he said. It sounded like an accusation, or maybe a prayer.

She grinned, teeth sharp. “Thank god for that.”

He kissed her again, and this time he pressed her back toward the dunes, hands moving with purpose. The sand gave under her heels, cool and slick, and she let herself fall, dragging him down with her. He caught himself on one arm, the other already pushing up her skirt, fingers skating over her bare thighs with shocking tenderness.

Tara gasped when he found the edge of her underwear and tugged, not rough but insistent. She arched up, helping him peel it down and off, the fabric damp with her own anticipation. He slid his palm up the inside of her leg, slow as sunset, then cupped her with a reverence she’d never known from Kyle or anyone else. His fingers were deft, unhurried, drawing tight spirals around her clit until she thought she would come just from that.

She reached for his waistband, found him hard already. She wanted to taste him, to swallow all of this madness, but he stopped her with a shake of his head and a finger pressed to her lips. “Let me,” he whispered. “You deserve to be worshipped.”

She laughed at the cheesiness, but then his body slid down hers with a predatory hunger that made her breath hitch. His lips brushed her belly, warm and wet, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. He kissed her hip bones, his tongue flicking out to taste the salt of her skin, and she shivered, her body already trembling on the edge of something she couldn’t name.

When his mouth found her thighs, she let out a low moan, her fingers clawing at the sheets. He didn’t rush like a young man, didn’t hurry like Kyle—he took his time, his tongue tracing lazy circles on the soft, sensitive skin of her inner thighs. She could feel his breath, hot and damp, so close to where she needed him most. And then, finally, his tongue found her pussy, and she almost sobbed.

He licked her slowly at first, savoring the taste of her as if he liked it, his tongue flat and broad as it dragged through her slick folds. She was already dripping, her cunt swollen and aching, and he groaned against her, the vibration sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. He teased her clit with the tip of his tongue, flicking it lightly, and she gasped, her hips jerking off the sand.

“Fuck,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “Oh, fuck.”

Her fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him closer, and he growled against her, the sound sending a shiver down her spine. Her hips moved without shame or apology, grinding against his face as he devoured her. He sucked her clit into his mouth, his tongue flicking over it rapidly, and she felt the first wave of her orgasm crash over her, her body convulsing as she came hard.

But he didn’t stop. He kept licking, kept sucking, his fingers still pumping inside her, and she felt another orgasm building, even stronger than the first. She was lost in it, lost in the feel of his tongue and his fingers and the way he was making her body sing. She forgot about about Kyle, the future. She forgot about everything but the moment, the pleasure, the way he was making her feel.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her voice breaking. “Oh God, don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

He didn’t. He kept going, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony, driving her higher and higher until she was screaming, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. He didn’t stop until she was completely spent, her body limp and trembling, her cunt still pulsing around his fingers.

He pulled back, his lips glistening with her juices, and looked up at her with a wicked grin. “You taste so fucking good,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

She could only moan in response, her body still trembling with aftershocks. He crawled back up her body, his cock hard and throbbing against her thigh, and she reached for him, pulling him down for a kiss. She could taste herself on his lips, and it only made her want him more.

“Fuck me,” she whispered against his mouth. “Please, fuck me.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. He positioned himself between her legs, his cock pressing against her slick entrance, and she gasped as he pushed inside her, filling her completely. He moved, his hips slamming into hers with a desperate urgency, and she wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper.

She felt every inch of him inside her, stretching her, splitting her, making her so fucking full that every thrust jammed the air out of her lungs and left her gasping, desperate, alive. She wrapped her legs tight around his waist, pulling him deeper with every thrust, feeling the heat and weight and animal insistence of his body. The sand ground against the bare skin of her ass and thighs, but she didn’t care, didn’t notice—every nerve was tuned to the motion of his cock driving ruthlessly inside her, the friction slick, the fullness divine, his hips slamming against hers with a power and purpose that made her forget her own name.

He fucked her savagely, and his youth finally showed in the way his hips kicked forward with more eagerness than precision. It didn’t matter. Her entire body was in the moment, this moment. She clawed at his shoulders, raking her nails down his back, wanting to mark him, to leave a record of herself on his flesh. He didn’t flinch, didn’t slow. If anything, he pressed in harder, growling as he pounded into her with selfish lust. Each time he bottomed out, a shock of pleasure snapped up her spine and made her toes curl, her vision sparking with stars.

She bit his shoulder, hard enough to bruise, and he groaned, a feral sound that sent another rush of wetness between her legs. His hand slid under her ass, lifting her up to meet him, tilting her just right so that every stroke battered her g-spot, making her whimper and beg. She could feel another orgasm mounting, a white-hot pressure in her belly, winding tighter each time he hammered into her. He was relentless—a perfect, merciless machine, drilling her over and over, as if he were determined to ruin her for anyone else.

Tara sobbed his name, words dissolving into ragged breaths and animal noises, nonsensical prayers to a god of pleasure. He dipped his head and bit her jaw, his teeth scraping her skin with exquisite cruelty, then kissed her fiercely, tongue invading her mouth as if he could fuck her in every way at once. The taste of herself on his lips, the tang of salt and sex, sent her reeling. He rocked his hips in a brutal cadence, changing rhythm just enough to keep her dizzy, lost, straining for release.

Tara’s back arched like a bowstring as her pussy clamped down on his cock with the force of a vice. Her cunt was a wet, pulsating inferno, milking him with every spasm, her juices gushing out in a shameless flood that soaked the sand beneath them. Her screams were raw, primal, and fucking deafening, tearing through the night like a banshee’s wail.

Even as the after shocks ratcheted through her body, Tara had a sudden urge to taste him, to return the pleasure he had given her. With a feral growl, she rolled him onto his back. She gripped his dark, beautiful cock, stroking him eagerly, enjoying the wince of pleasure on his face. Then her mouth descended on him, her lips wrapping around the swollen head of his dick. She sucked him deep, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside, her cheeks hollowing as she took him to the back of her throat. The younger man groaned, his hips bucking involuntarily as she worked him with a skill that came from years of sucking Kyle’s cock.

No, don’t think about Kyle, how mad he would be with her lips around another man’s cock. Enjoy the moment.

Tara was relentless, her mouth a vacuum as she sucked and slurped and gagged, her tongue flicking over the slit to taste the salty pre-cum that leaked from him. She could feel his cock twitching in her mouth, the veins pulsing as he neared the edge. She moaned around him; the vibrations sending shivers up his spine, and that was all it took. With a guttural cry, he came, his cum shooting down her throat in thick, hot ropes. Tara swallowed every drop, her throat working to take him in, her tongue lapping at the tip to catch every last bit of his salty essence.

When she finally pulled away, her lips were swollen and glistening, a trail of cum still clinging to the corner of her mouth. She licked it away with a wicked grin, her eyes dark with satisfaction. “Fuck, you taste good,” she purred, her voice husky with desire. She leaned down to kiss him, letting him taste himself on her tongue, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her own orgasm.

The younger man was spent, his cock softening but still twitching with the memory of her mouth. Tara rolled off him, her body slick with sweat and cum. She could still feel him inside her, still feel the aftershocks of her orgasm rippling through her body. She tried not to think about Kyle, instead focusing on the way he had made her feel.

Stay in the moment, she thought.

And she did, knowing it was a moment she would never forget it.
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Kyle didn’t plan to follow her. He’d meant to grab a smoke, maybe piss into the Mediterranean and cool his head. But when Tara drifted off, eyes wide and lips tight, Kyle tracked her out of the light on impulse. He’d done it before, usually as a joke—skulking behind his girlfriend for a few minutes until she turned around, hands on hips, and scolded him for being a “stalker.” Tonight, the air had a charge in it. The old tricks felt necessary, even urgent.

Kyle wasn’t stupid. He’d seen the way Tara looked at the kid at the bar. Not a kid, not really, but that’s how Kyle’s brain filed him: the curly-haired pretty-boy with the olive tan and the tight ass. European, probably Greek, maybe a local parasite hanging around American girls for easy pussy or free shots. The guy was a joke, an insect, and Tara had just been humoring him. That’s what Kyle told himself, every step down the dune’s backbone as he followed the two shadows along the sand.

But when he reached the top of the ridge—when he crouched behind a wind-bent stalk of scrub and stared down, his breath stalled in his chest—he saw something else.

The moon was a searchlight on the sand, and Tara was lit up like a trophy. Her skirt bunched around her hips, tits out, knees splayed, her bare ass in full display to the sea. The kid had her pinned, his dark body glistening against her pale skin, and Kyle saw, without possibility of misreading, the way Tara’s face was twisted up: the mouth open, the eyes shut tight, the tendons in her neck hard as cables. She was gasping. She was gone.

He froze. For a long, dumb minute he just knelt there, watching. His jaw set so hard he could feel the molars creak. Sweat oozed down his spine and pooled under his waistband. He waited for the old caveman instinct to kick in, to leap down and tear the little shit apart, but his feet stayed rooted, heavy as concrete. Instead, his cock stirred in his shorts, a mutinous animal, and the flush that crawled up his face made him sick.

Below, the kid was eating Tara out. Not just doing it, but making a goddamn art of it, like it was the only thing that had ever mattered. He had her legs hooked over his shoulders, his face buried in her pussy, and Kyle could hear the wet sounds even over the slap of the tide. Tara’s fingers were in the kid’s hair, yanking and twisting, her voice coming in ragged whimpers. Kyle could barely remember the last time she had sounded like that for him.

He squeezed his hands into fists, nails carving half-moons into his own palm. He didn’t remember unclenching his jaw, but suddenly his teeth were chattering. The breeze at the top of the dune was cold, or maybe it was just him. His cock was hard and aching, and he wanted to rip it off, wanted to vomit, wanted to scream her name so loud the whole party would hear.

She was coming. Kyle could see the way her body seized up, her heels digging into the kid’s back, her breath spiking into a shriek. She slapped at the sand, clawed at the kid’s neck, her tits bouncing with every shudder. The moonlight caught on her nipples, small and pointed, and the sight just made everything worse. Kyle wanted to hate her, but mostly he hated himself, for watching, for being hard, for not doing a goddamn thing.

When Tara finally slumped back, the kid crawled up her body, slow and catlike. He kissed her hard, hand on her throat, and she moaned into his mouth.

“Fuck me!”

Kyle heard it: the words strung raw, bright, and urgent across the wind, as though the night itself were amplifying them to pierce him. "Fuck me." He knew her voice, even strangled through lust and desperation, even warped by the salt and echo of the surf. Maybe it was a trick, a suggestion planted by the writhing silhouettes below, or maybe some animal part of him could feel her need vibrating through the earth. She could have whispered it, and he’d still have heard her from half a mile away.

But the kid heard too, or maybe he’d already decided. He moved with the certainty of a thief, sliding up over Tara’s body, his hand bracing her thigh, thumb digging possessively into the flesh just below her ass. Tara’s legs curled around him, locking him in, and Kyle saw the exact second the kid lined up and drove himself forward. He could see the ripple run up Tara’s body, a total opening and surrender, her hips arching off the sand, back bowed, arms flung out as if she were nailed to the beach. He blinked, and the kid was fucking her, not tender or slow, but with a relentless, piston rhythm, his ass clenching, the muscles in his back flexing, pure animal drive.

Kyle’s mouth went dry, and he licked his lips, hating himself with each involuntary swallow. He could see everything. The way Tara’s hands clawed at the kid’s back, nails raking trails down his skin; the way her head thrashed from side to side, hair stuck to her sweaty forehead; the raw, ugly sounds that floated up over the sound of the sea. Her voice didn’t sound like her at all. It was guttural, almost a howl, begging for more, for harder, for god’s sake don’t stop. Every thrust jostled her bones. The kid’s cock was thicker than Kyle’s. He could see it—each time the stranger pulled out, there was a flash of slick, glistening shaft, wet with Tara’s cunt, before it disappeared again inside her. And Tara, holy shit, Tara was loving it. She egged him on, hurling curses and filthy encouragements, her voice high and wild.

Kyle gripped the tuft of scrub so hard he thought he’d uproot it. He wanted to tear the kid’s head off, or maybe his own. His entire body was an ache—the blood in his temples, the burn in his forearms, the hard, traitorous throb between his legs. He tried to stand up, to make his presence known, but found himself frozen, pinned in place by the gravity of the scene below. He didn’t dare breathe.

He watched, helpless, as Tara’s hands slid down to cup the kid’s ass, pulling him deeper, grinding her hips up to meet every brutal thrust. Her voice climbed, breaking, a string of incoherent syllables punctuated by the full, shuddering collapse of her body. She came again, and this time there was no question, no pretense: she arched so high her head slammed back against the wet sand, her thighs clamping around the kid’s waist, her nails digging bloody crescents into his skin. The kid groaned, a low, guttural sound, and drove in so deep that Kyle wondered if he’d come inside of her.

His worry was answered a moment later when Tara suddenly came to life underneath her lover. She rolled the olive-skinned kid onto his back, and Kyle saw her grip his dick, using her juices to stroke him hard and fast. Then, Kyle watched in anguish as his girlfriend, the woman he wanted to marry, opened her mouth and shoved the kid’s cock in deep.

He squeezed his eyes shut, but the sound didn’t go away. Wet, needy, obscene. The kid’s ass bucked off the sand, and Tara pulled him in, swallowing his dick like she’d been waiting her whole life for it. Kyle watched, hands shaking so badly he nearly lost his balance, as Tara worked her mouth up and down that cock, tongue swirling, spit running down her chin. She’d sucked Kyle before, but never like this. Not hungry, not wild. Not like she needed it.

The kid’s face twisted up. He grabbed Tara by the hair, fucked her mouth rough, and Kyle thought for sure she’d gag or choke, but she took it. She kept going, deeper and deeper, until the kid tensed and made a weird, whimpering sound—then came, his hips jerking. Tara held him in place and Kyle was shocked to his core as her throat worked and he knew, he fucking knew, that Tara was swallowing every drop of that kid’s jizz.

He felt the world tilt. His vision fuzzed out at the edges, and he nearly blacked out.

When it was over, Tara kissed the kid with his cum still on her lips. She collapsed next to him on the sand, both of them catching their breath, bodies tangled. He kissed her shoulder, her neck. She smiled. Not a fake, selfie smile. Something real. Something that stabbed Kyle right in the chest.

He watched them dress in silence, watched Tara wipe the sand from her thighs, tug her skirt down, and stand over the kid, looking down at him like he was something precious. She leaned in, whispered something into his ear, and the kid laughed—an easy, unashamed sound. Then, as if nothing had happened, she turned and walked back toward the party.

Kyle stayed crouched on the dune, body boiling and frozen all at once. His heart was a fist, punching holes in his ribs. His dick was limp and shriveled, disgust burning through the last of his arousal. The air tasted like battery acid.

He didn’t move until Tara was a speck in the distance, swallowed by the glow of the villa. The kid lingered on the sand, staring up at the moon, looking for all the world like he’d just scored the game-winning touchdown.

Kyle stood, nearly losing his footing, and let out a sound he’d never made before—a mix of a growl and a sob. He flexed his hands, opening and closing them, the nails leaving bloody crescents in his skin. He wanted to punch something, to smash the world to pieces, but all he could do was stand there and stare at the empty beach, the imprint of Tara’s body already filling with shadow.

For a long time, he just stood there, letting the wind whip his sweat-drenched shirt against his back, listening to the sound of the waves grinding away at the shore. The party behind him was a distant hum, a joke he didn’t get anymore.

Finally, when he couldn’t stand it, he turned and trudged down the dune, each step sinking him deeper into the cold, unsteady sand. He wiped the sweat from his forehead, licked the salt from his lips, and started planning.

He was going to find the curly-haired prick. He was going to make it right. He was going to show Tara, and the whole goddamn world, what it meant to cross Kyle Thompson.

He staggered back to the party like a man walking into a war zone, every muscle in his body strung tight. From the dark, the villa’s lanterns looked cheery, such a stark contrast to his own mood, it made his guts churn.

Tara was already there.

He spotted her at the edge of the deck, a glass of white wine in her hand, her hair still damp from a shower. She wore a sundress Kyle didn’t recognize, something thin and floral that clung to her in all the right places. She looked radiant. The perfect girlfriend, all fresh skin and easy smiles.

She caught his eye and beamed. “Hey! You vanished!” The smile was so warm, it pierced his pounding heart despite what he had just seen on the beach.

He forced a grin. “Needed a walk.”

She wrapped an arm around his waist, pressed her body close. He could smell the shampoo, sharp and sweet. He wondered if she’d washed the taste of the kid out of her mouth before she’d come back here.

“Get me a drink?” she said, squeezing his side.

He nodded, willing his hands not to shake as he picked his way through the crush of people to the bar. The bartender was a local—dark hair, quick hands, no eye contact. Kyle ordered two shots of ouzo, downed his before the second even hit the counter. The burn was harsh and cleansing, washing down the bile in his throat.

He turned and watched Tara mingle with Megan and Rachel, laughing like she hadn’t just fucked a stranger in the sand. He wondered if the other girls knew, if they could see the flush in her cheeks and guess what it meant. He doubted it. Hell, if he hadn’t just seen her, he wouldn’t have believed it himself.

He took her wine, brought it to her, and watched her sip it without a word. She pecked him on the cheek, her lips soft, the heat of her skin making him so hard he wanted to puke.

After a while, she leaned in. “I’m tired. Going to crash early. You coming?”

He stared at her, searching for a crack in the mask, but there was nothing. Just the same Tara as ever, pretending everything was fine.

He shook his head. “Gonna hang for a bit. I’ll be up soon.”

She smiled, kissed him again, and slipped away into the villa.

Kyle waited a full minute, letting the sting fade from his eyes, then hunted down Chris and Zach. They were parked on opposite ends of the deck—Chris holding court near the fire pit, Zach hovering at the snack table, picking at a bowl of pistachios like they might explode. Kyle dragged them both to the edge of the patio, out of earshot.

“What’s up?” Chris said, eyebrow cocked. He was already a dozen drinks deep, which made him unpredictable and, for once, useful.

Kyle cut straight to it. “I saw something.”

Chris grinned. “Finally catch Tara naked on the beach? About fucking time, bro.”

Kyle’s mouth twisted. “No. She was with some guy. Curly-haired, Greek-looking. I saw them. Fucking. On the sand.”

Silence. Chris’s smile evaporated. Zach’s hand froze over the bowl, pistachio shell poised mid-air.

“You’re shitting me,” Chris said. But it wasn’t a question.

Kyle shook his head. “Full-on. She was into it. Didn’t even try to hide it.”

Zach swallowed. “Jesus. Maybe you misread—”

“I didn’t misread.” The words came out sharper than intended, and Zach flinched. Kyle lowered his voice. “I watched. I saw her.”

Chris let out a breath, slow and controlled. His face changed—cheeks red, eyes narrow. The drunk frat-boy melted away and what was left was pure linebacker, fists already balling up. “You want me to fuck him up?” he asked, as casual as asking for another beer.

Kyle hesitated. The part of him that wanted to be above this, to be cool and rational and better than the stereotype, shriveled and died. “Yeah,” he said. “I want him gone.”

Zach looked sick. “Dude, are we talking like... fighting? Or are you—”

Chris cut him off. “You in or out, man?”

Zach looked at Kyle, then at the villa, then back at Kyle. He shrugged, defeated. “Yeah. I’m in.”

They stood there, three statues in the blue-dark, not moving. The air between them thickened, every second another brick in the wall of what they were about to do.

Kyle tried to remember the last time he’d fought anyone. Middle school, maybe. Or that night in college when some asshole grabbed Tara’s ass at a bar and Kyle blacked out, woke up in a holding cell with blood on his hands. He’d always told himself it was justified. This time, he didn’t care.

He turned to Chris. “You know the guy?”

Chris thought for a second. “Think I saw him at the bar earlier. New face. He might still be around.”

“Let’s go,” Kyle said.

But Zach held up a hand. “Wait. We can’t just beat the shit out of some local. What if—”

Chris rolled his eyes. “Jesus, dude, don’t be a pussy.”

Zach bristled, but didn’t push it. “Fine. But if cops get involved, I’m not covering for anyone.”

Kyle wanted to snap at him, but forced himself to stay cool. “No one’s getting cops. We just scare him. Make sure he knows she’s off-limits.”

Chris cracked his knuckles, his whole body vibrating with anticipation. “Now you’re talking!”

They left the deck, sliding past the crowd, moving as a unit. The party behind them was still in full swing, everyone too drunk or too self-involved to notice three American guys marching into the dark.

The walk to the beach felt different this time. Not a drift, not a party-game, but a mission. Each step chewed up the distance, feet digging in, muscles running hot. Kyle felt alive—more than alive. He could taste the blood in his mouth, could hear the pulse in his ears even over the crash of the tide.

They fanned out without speaking, slipping around driftwood and clumps of grass, their phone flashlights slicing jagged paths through the dark. Kyle led, Chris close behind, Zach bringing up the rear and glancing over his shoulder every few seconds. The moon painted everything in sharp relief; the world was bone-white and blue and nothing in between.

It didn’t take long to find the kid.

The young bastard sat on a slab of volcanic rock, head up, looking out at the black water with a contented smile that made Kyle’s blood boil. For a moment, he could imagin how it felt, inside Tara on the sand, her nails raking down his back. His cock was hardening again, against his will, but he no longer felt sick. He was expectant, perched on the balls of his feet, ready to destroy. Then Chris felt it, too, because he stepped forward and snapped a stick in half under his heel. The kid’s head jerked up.

Kyle motioned: left and right. Chris peeled off, circling, his bulk almost silent in the sand. Zach hung back, but Kyle could feel his presence, a tension rope ready to snap. Kyle crept forward, every nerve humming.

He must have recognized them. He stood up, slow and careful, hands held in front of him, palms out. “I am not looking for trouble,” he called, voice clear, no accent now. Just fear.

Kyle spat in the sand. “You already found it, asshole.”

Chris came in from the side, blocking retreat. The kid looked between them, weighing the odds. There weren’t any.

“I didn’t—” he started, but Kyle didn’t wait for the rest.

He was on him in three steps, hands bunched in the kid's shirt, slamming him back against the rock. The sound was a gunshot. Kyle felt something give in his shoulder, but didn’t care. He cocked his fist and drove it straight into the kid’s jaw.

The impact was electric, better than sex, better than winning. It rocked the kid’s head to the side; a thin spray of blood painted the air. Kyle followed with a left, then a right, every punch fueled by the memory of Tara’s thighs, her hungry mouth, the way she’d moaned for this piece of shit.

The kid crumpled, but Chris caught him by the arm, hauling him upright like a punching bag. “You like fucking other people’s girls?” Chris sneered, voice thick with bourbon and hate. He drove his knee up into the kid’s gut. He folded, coughed, tried to suck in a breath.

Zach hovered behind, white as a ghost, his hands balled up but motionless. Kyle didn’t blame him. The kid wasn’t fighting back, wasn’t even trying. It was too easy.

Kyle let Chris take over, watching as he battered the kid’s ribs and kidneys, every blow a dull thud. Chris was grinning now, eyes wild, sweat flying from his brow with every swing. The kid slumped to the ground, face in the sand, and Chris kicked him once, twice, in the side.

Zach finally spoke. “Enough. Jesus. He’s done.”

But Kyle wanted more. He grabbed the kid by the hair, yanked his head up so they were face to face. He felt a surge of triumph as he looked at the beautiful thing they had crushed. Blood poured from his nose, his lips were split, and his eyes—one already swelling shut—looked past Kyle, unfocused.

“You ever look at Tara again,” Kyle hissed, “I’ll kill you. Understand?”

The kid swallowed and hung there for a moment, then his open eye rolled in its socked and focused on Kyle. He smiled, actually fucking smiled, blood drooling down his lips.

“Fuck you.” He bubbled, then hocked a glob of blood and spit directly into Kyle’s face.

Later, Kyle would tell himself he didn’t know that they were that close to the edge, that it was an accident, but he knew. He felt the warm blood dripping down his face, like the kid’s cum had dripped down Tara’s lips. Then, he planted his foot, braced, and shoved the kid—hard—straight toward the edge.

For a split second, the kid tottered. He tried to clutch at the air, but there was nothing. His body sailed backward, weightless, arms pinwheeling.

Then he vanished, a blur of white shirt and red blood arcing over the lip of the cliff.

There was no scream. Just the faint, sickening thud as he hit the rocks below. Then nothing, just the churn of the waves and the taste of copper in Kyle’s mouth.

Chris staggered back, eyes huge. “Shit. Shit, shit, shit.”

Zach turned away, bent over, and vomited onto the gravel.

Kyle stared at his hands, at the blood that wasn’t his. He looked down, searching for a sign, but the body was already gone, claimed by the black water.

For a long, long time, none of them said a word.

Finally, Chris muttered, “We should go.”

Zach wiped his mouth, nodded, didn’t look up.

They barely made it past the first dune before Zach broke, stumbling to his knees, dry-heaving into the sand. Chris kept moving, but the swagger was gone; his shoulders curled inward, jaw tight, every few steps he shot a look back at the cliffs like the ghost of the Greek kid might come sprinting after them.

Kyle forced himself to keep pace, to not let the tremor in his legs show. His hands still dripped with blood—some dried, some fresh—and it stung where his knuckles had split open on the kid’s face. Every nerve screamed to run, to keep running until the end of the island, until he was out of breath and out of memory.

But he stopped. Pulled Chris and Zach off the path and into the brush, out of sight. "Get yourselves together," he snapped, voice brittle as glass.

Chris glared at him. "I am together."

"Yeah? Then stop looking like you pissed yourself."

Zach spat, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. "Jesus, Kyle, what the fuck are we supposed to do now?"

Kyle looked him dead in the eye. "We do nothing. We were never here. No one saw us leave the party. No one saw us with him. If anyone asks, we went for a walk, got lost, and came back. That's it."

Chris nodded, slow, picking up the rhythm. "Right. A walk."

Kyle checked his shirt—white, now smeared red and brown. He peeled it off, tossing it into a scrub bush. "Sand. Water. We clean up, get our shit straight, go back in separately."

They trudged down the slope to the waterline. Kyle plunged his hands into the surf, the sting of salt driving him nearly to his knees. He scrubbed until the skin was raw, until the blood was nothing but a faint, pink cloud in the water. Chris and Zach did the same, wordless, faces shut tight as trapdoors.

Back on the beach, they inspected each other—no obvious cuts, no blood on shoes, nothing to tie them to anything. Kyle swiped a handful of wet sand and ground it into his knuckles for good measure, erasing the last of the evidence.

Zach stared at his hands. "This doesn't just go away, man."

Kyle put a hand on his shoulder, squeezed. "It does if we say nothing. Ever."

Chris squared his shoulders, gave a little half-smirk. "I can live with that."

Kyle nodded, tried to believe it himself. "If one of us talks, we all go down. Remember that."

They split up at the edge of the villa, each heading a different direction. Kyle cut through the pool area, straight to the room he shared with Tara. The door was cracked; she was inside, asleep on the bed, hair spread out on the pillows, lips parted in a soft, oblivious smile.

He stood in the doorway, watching her breathe, the scent of her skin mixing with the ocean breeze. He wanted to climb in beside her, to lose himself in her warmth, to pretend nothing had happened. But the memory of the kid’s face—crushed, bleeding, gone—wouldn’t let him.

He shut the door, soft as he could, and went to the shower. Let the water run scalding hot, let it peel the night off his skin.

Tomorrow, he thought, they would all pretend. They would wake up and laugh about too much ouzo, about sunburns and bad choices and wild summer nights. They would bury this thing, deep, and hope it stayed dead.
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The villa looked exactly the way Tara remembered it, which was to say: completely beautiful. Someone had carved it out of an ad for vacation insurance—the white stucco walls, the blue shutters, the jungle of bougainvillea knifing over the railing and spilling onto the sand. The patio faced the sweep of private beach, the same beach she had strayed from that night. Strayed, not just from the beach, but from Kyle, too.

A year ago, Tara might have called it paradise. Now it felt like a crime scene, perfectly reconstructed to remind her of what she had done. Every tile on the patio, every warped deck chair, every loose grain of sand had survived the long winter untouched, as if waiting for the guilty to return.

Which, of course, she had.

Tara tried to hide her disappointment at the sameness of it all as Kyle lugged their suitcases up the stairs, both arms bulging under the weight of her overpacking. He grunted, kicked the door open, and let their bags thud into the foyer with enough force to make the light fixture rattle. Then he grinned at her, wiped sweat from his brow, and looking so pleased with himself.

“Jesus, Tara, what’s in this thing? All of Sephora?”

“Just the essentials,” she laughed. “You know, in case we get stranded for a month. Or forced into a pop-up wedding.” She tried to match his playfulness, but the words landed with a weight she hadn’t meant.

He set the bags down, came up behind her, and slipped his arms around her waist. His hands found the curve of her hips with the accuracy of long practice, then drifted lower to cup her ass, pulling her hard against him. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” he murmured into her ear. “Not having to wait six more months. Just doing it. Right here. Right now.”

She tensed, not because she didn’t want it, but because she did. She wanted nothing more than to let Kyle’s certainty bulldoze over all the chaos inside her. But being back here brought back all the doubts she had been hiding all year.

And suddenly, in her mind’s eye, she saw the olive-skinned Greek boy, his eager hands, his beautiful cock, feeling taken yet somehow free...

She twisted in Kyle’s grip, gave him a quick peck on the lips, then slipped away. “First, let’s unpack,” she said, deflecting. “Then you can ravish me all you want.” She offered a smile, and hated how false it felt.

Kyle took the loss in stride, hauling the bags to the bedroom and tearing into the zippers. She drifted toward the glass patio doors, watching the others trail up the beach from the rental van: Megan and Chris locked in a mock-wrestling match over who got to carry the cooler; Rachel plodding behind with an overstuffed tote and a look of weary amusement; Zach, already shirtless and, as always, chasing the others.

Inside, Kyle had lined up their suitcases on the edge of the bed like troops for inspection. He tossed her the smaller one—bright pink, as if she were still nineteen—and she caught it awkwardly, almost dropping it on her foot.

“Let me,” he said, already unzipping the case. “You organize, I’ll handle the heavy lifting.” His eyes lingered on her face, trying to gauge her mood. She gave him nothing, just turned away and started sifting through the bag: sundresses, swimsuits, a triple-armload of bridal magazines, three boxes of sample invitations, a zippered pouch of Sharpies and highlighters. Buried at the bottom, wrapped in a sweatshirt, was her battered old writing notebook, the one she’d once thought would change her life. She touched it, just for a second, then snapped the bag shut again and pretended not to notice.

She stacked the magazines on the dresser, careful to arrange them with the spines out, the cover models all staring in the same direction—toward the sea, away from the bed.

From the patio, Megan’s voice rose above the wind. “MONTGOMERY! Get your ass out here. You are missing the view. And the cocktails.”

Tara ducked into the bathroom to pee, half-hoping she could hide there long enough to claw her way back to neutral. The mirror caught her: Brown hair flowing down over her sun-kissed shoulders, already tan from a week of obsessive sun-bathing sessions, eyes bright and green and sparkling with an excitement she struggled to feel. She looked like someone’s dream fiancée.

She washed her hands, then pressed them to her cheeks to cool the heat. Then she was back in the main room and letting Kyle herd her toward the sliding doors.

The others were already sprawled across the patio, legs draped over chairs, shoes kicked into the shrubs. The cooler, now open, was ringed by cans of beer and an open bottle of the local ouzo. Zach had taken over the grill, and the smell of charred lamb floated along with the sound of the surf lapping at the beach.

Megan wore a swimsuit that made Tara blush: black, high-cut, with mesh panels that barely concealed the lush, golden curves of her breasts, firm belly, and round, firm ass. She had a neon-pink scrunchie in her hair and looked at Tara with a mocking smile.

“You’re late,” she said, and handed Tara a plastic cup sloshing with ouzo. “Kyle holding you hostage already?”

“Just getting settled,” Tara replied, taking a cautious sip. The drink burned but tasted like a dare. “You guys waste zero time.”

Chris, already on his way to buzzed, lifted his glass. “To the bride and groom!” he bellowed. “May their first fight lead to makeup sex!”

Zach hollered, “And may Kyle not embarrass himself in the sack on the wedding night.”

Everyone laughed. The sound was fun and familiar, and for a second Tara was grateful for the distraction.

Rachel, perched delicately on a wicker ottoman, sipped her wine and gave Tara a gentle smile. “We’re so happy for you,” she said. “Really.”

Tara tried to believe her. She smiled back, and Megan, sensing a lull, immediately pounced.

“Yes, dah-ling!” Megan gushed with false pretentiousness. “We’ve been waiting for you and Kyle to get married for ages! Maybe it’ll give these other losers a hint!”

Everyone turned as one to Chris, who was half-reclined in his chair, a beer at lip level and mouth set in his best impression of innocent surprise. “Hey, don’t look at me!” he protested, eyes wide—then he broke into a wolfish grin that bared the crooked edge of his canine. “I’ve been asking for ages!”

The table erupted with the kind of laughter specific to close friends and escalating intoxication. Megan rolled her eyes so dramatically, Rachel snorted into her wineglass.

“Yeah, right,” Megan drawled. “Tell that to the last three years of commitment-phobia. He’s allergic to the word ‘fiancée.’ He sneezes whenever my mom comes up.”

Chris shot back, voice rising with each syllable: “That’s because your mom hates me!”

“She’s just jealous, babe,” Megan rose from her seat, her form a sensual sway of curves and indecent movements. Her suit clung to her like a second skin, the fabric so sheer and tight it seemed to meld with her, leaving almost nothing to the imagination. And she put that body to good use, draping her voluptuous form onto Chris’s lap and arched her back like a cat, her full, round breasts thrust forward for all to admire, but most importantly for Chris, who couldn’t tear his eyes off her. “She’s just mad that I get to have your big, strong body all to myself!”

The group all groaned collectively, but all eyes were on Megan, just the way she liked it. She took advantage of the moment, hooked a tanned arm around Chris’s neck and pulled him into a deep kiss.

“Ugh! Get a fucking room!” Kyle laughed, and Megan turned, leaving Chris bemused.

“You know you all like to watch,” she said, and they fell back into old patterns. Megan was Megan, Chris was Chris and for a moment they could all get drunk and forget that they were no longer in college, no longer carefree.

Life was knocking at their door, but this weekend, no one wanted to let it in.

The party rolled on until the food was gone and the drinks were warm. By then, the sun had dipped below the horizon, painting the villa in a succulent orange light that gave everything a dreamy, fiery glow. The others drifted off to their rooms, couples peeling away like the aftermath of a high school dance.

Tara lingered on the deck, her bare feet numb from the chill of the flagstones, looking at the sunset. She remembered that sunset, and the dark-haired young man who had taken her hand. Suddenly, she felt Kyle’s warm arms slipping around her waist and she closed her eyes and leaned back into his warm body.

She had almost told Kyle about Anteros, but she knew it would crush him. Instead, she had used the experience to convince herself of how much she had to lose. Anteros was a dream. Kyle was here, solid, and he loved her with a strength that bordered on possessiveness. But that was OK. She wanted to be needed.

As if reading her mind, Kyle pressed his lips to her shoulder, his breath hot on her skin. “Come up with me,” he murmured into her neck, sending a shiver down her spine. “Let’s go to bed.”

She let him guide her inside. The villa was dim, the only light seeping in from the edges of the patio door, turning everything blue and gray. Kyle’s hand was large and insistent on the small of her back, steering her up the spiral staircase to the master suite. She could feel the want rolling off him in waves, and she let herself be swept up in it, hoping that the simple act of making love could wipe out everything else, at least for a little while.

Kyle led Tara to the edge of the bed and she let him peel the straps of her dress down her arms. His kisses were hungry, like he wanted to leave a mark on her golden skin. She wasn’t sure if it was the ouzo or the wedding pushing him, but when he bent her over the mattress, she didn’t fight him.

“God, Tara. I want you so fucking bad,” he growled, face buried in her hair, voice hot and wet against her scalp. He pressed her down into the mattress, a low, involuntary growl rumbling through his chest as lifted her hips and dragged her ass flush against him. He always wanted her like this: bent over, presented, open in a way that left nothing concealed and everything available for the taking. Tara melted into the familiar brutality of his hands—how they clamped around her hips, splayed her ass cheeks, dug half-moons into the pale flesh as if staking a claim. The air went electric with their hunger; Kyle’s cock, thick and already leaking, nudged at her entrance and shoved inside in a single, arrogant stroke.

She gasped. The first hard thrust punched the breath from her lungs and banished rational thought. This was exactly what she needed to root herself at the moment. To forget.

And Kyle provided. He pounded her relentlessly from behind, the wet slap of bodies filling up the room and drowning out the ocean outside. Kyle hammered at her with brute force but also purpose, his rhythm punishing and perfect, landing just right against the spot that made her see stars. His hands slid around to crush her breasts, twisting her nipples until she whined for mercy, then slapping one side just to make it sting for him again.

Her own hands clawed helplessly at the sheets—crisp white cotton going gray beneath the sweat of their bodies—and Tara let herself be used in whatever way he needed. She didn’t have to think; she didn’t have to worry about invitations or flower arrangements or the future. All that existed was the animal thump of his body behind hers, fucking her into submission and making her own arousal pool beneath them on the bedspread.

And yet—

A strange shift teased at the back of Tara’s mind, even as she rode wave after wave of sensation. The hands on her hips were not Kyle’s: they were darker, leaner, with a thumb that traced lazy circles on her skin, no less hungry, but patient. The smell in the air changed, sweat and sex giving way to the salty tang of the ocean, laced with jasmine.

She gasped, and Kyle mistook it for a compliment.

“Yeah?” he panted, picking up the pace. “You like that?”

She nodded, but her mind’s eye was elsewhere. She remembered—so vividly—the way Anteros had looked at her, the way his eyes never blinked, the way he’d made her come with just his tongue and his hands. She remembered the feel of his cock, thicker and longer than Kyle’s even, the way it had stretched her open and made her scream. She remembered the shame, too, the way her body had betrayed her, the way she’d begged for more even as her heart hammered out a warning in her chest.

Now, with Kyle slamming into her from behind, Tara’s body responded the same way: her back arched, her breath came in ragged gasps, her cunt clenched tight around him, milking him for every inch. She dug her nails into the bedspread, then into Kyle’s forearms when he flipped her over and pinned her wrists above her head. He kissed her, tongue hot and urgent, and she let him, let him own her, let him think he was the only one in her head.

But behind every flash of pleasure, Anteros waited, patient and smiling, as if he knew she’d never really banish him.

She hated him for that. She hated herself, too.

Kyle pulled her up onto his lap, her knees straddling his thighs, her tits pressed tight to his chest. He bit at her nipples, sucked them until they were raw, then buried his face between them, groaning like a dying animal. She rode him hard, bouncing up and down, grinding her clit against his pubic bone, chasing the orgasm that she already knew wouldn’t belong to him.

When it hit, it was savage. Her entire body went rigid, every nerve singing, every muscle locked and shaking. She clamped down on Kyle’s cock, milking it, wringing every drop of sensation from the moment. She saw stars, then the blank, open face of Anteros, then nothing but white noise.

She collapsed against Kyle’s chest, shuddering, mouth open but silent.

He wrapped his arms around her, holding her so tight it almost hurt. He kissed the top of her head, the curve of her neck, the sweat-sticky line of her jaw. “God, I love you,” he whispered. “You’re fucking perfect.”

She wanted to say it back. She tried. But the words caught in her mouth and died there.

He rolled her onto her back, lined up again, and thrust into her, this time slow and deliberate. His eyes searched hers, looking for something—approval, forgiveness, she didn’t know. He fucked her with a steady, grinding rhythm, every stroke like a promise, every shudder of his hips a plea for connection.

“You’re mine,” he said, voice hoarse and earnest. “Forever. You know that, right?”

She nodded. “Yes.” It came out as a breath, not a word.

“Say it,” he demanded, speeding up, cock battering at her insides.

“I’m yours,” she said, louder this time.

He smiled, triumphant, and fucked her harder, his hands braced on either side of her head. She stared up at the ceiling, at the faint ripple of heat where the sun met the whitewashed plaster, and tried to lose herself in the sensation. But the ghost of Anteros was still there, still watching, still wanting. She squeezed her eyes shut, but that only made the memory sharper: the taste of him in her mouth, the slick, wet sound of him fucking her, the way he’d looked when he came, his whole body shuddering like it might fall apart.

Kyle’s breath hitched. He was close. He grabbed her face, forced her to look at him. “I love you, Tara,” he said, every word a punch to the gut.

She opened her mouth, but what came out was a sob.

He took it as passion, as surrender. He drove into her one last time, his cock pulsing against her heated walls, then spilled inside her, his whole body seizing up, his eyes rolling back in his head. He collapsed on top of her, panting, then rolled to the side, pulling her with him so that her back was pressed against his chest, his arms caging her in place.

They lay there for a long time, sticky and tangled, sweat drying on their skin.

Tara stared at the wall, at the wedding binder balanced on the dresser, at the heap of bridal magazines and sample invitations. She felt Kyle’s heartbeat slow against her spine, felt the weight of his arm pinning her to the mattress.

For a second, she thought she might cry. But nothing came.

“Hey,” Kyle murmured, nuzzling her ear. “You okay?”

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak.

He kissed her, then drifted off, his breath going soft and even within minutes. Tara eased out from under his arm, sat on the edge of the bed, and walked to the bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror above the sink. Her hair was wild, her lips swollen, her skin marked with bruises and bite marks. She looked alive. She looked fucked. She looked nothing like the woman Kyle wanted her to be, and everything like the woman she’d tried to forget.

The memory of Anteros lingered in her body like a fever. She wondered if he was still in the area, if he’d ever thought of her again, if he even remembered what happened that night. She wondered if he hated her, or if he’d loved the spontaneous intensity of it, the way she sometimes did.

She was going to marry Kyle. She was going to do it right, and clean, and with no more ghosts. She was going to be the perfect wife, the perfect partner, the perfect everything.

She stepped into the shower and cranked the temperature as high as it would go. She braced both palms against the slick wall, letting the heat pound away the top layer of her skin. She didn’t want to think about Kyle, or Anteros, or the way her cunt still ached for something she’d never have again. She didn’t want to think at all.

She squeezed her eyes shut and tried to vanish, but the heat only made her more present. She felt her body, every inch of it, the way it refused to be erased.

After a long time, she turned off the water and stood motionless, waiting for the world to re-solidify around her. She toweled herself off, then wrapped the towel around her chest and stepped out onto the marble, toes leaving wet prints on the slick stone.

She reached for her toothbrush and turned back to the mirror. At first, she didn’t see the words. The mirror appeared opaque with fog. But, as the steam cleared, they came into focus.

Written in the condensation, jagged and wet, were six words:

I KNOW WHO DID YOU LAST SUMMER
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The letters ran with moisture; the words streaking down the mirror in uneven rivulets. For a second, Tara’s brain refused to parse it, as if the message were in a foreign language. Then the words clicked into place, and her heart slammed against her ribcage so hard she thought it might actually break through the bone.

She staggered backward, knocking her hip against the counter, the towel slipping a little lower. Her skin erupted in goosebumps. The room spun. She forced herself to stare at the writing, to memorize every drop, every word. Maybe it was a joke. Maybe it was Chris or Zach or even Megan, fucking with her.

But they didn’t know! No one knew! And if they did...

She backed up to the wall, knees weak, the towel falling to her waist. Her mind raced, cycling through suspects and motives and scenarios, but every thought ended at the same blank wall of dread.

She fumbled the lock, hands slippery, and flung the door open so hard it ricocheted off the opposite wall. Her feet left a wild spray of water across the wood floor, towel clutched under her arms. She stood panting, heart knocking in her chest so hard it made the room pulse. The towel was too small; it barely covered her hips, and the shock of open air on her wet legs made her teeth chatter. Water ran down her spine, cold as panic.

Kyle had been sprawled on the bed, still in his post-orgasm doze. Now he sat straight up, head cocked, his hair a blond tangle and eyes blurry with sleep.

“Jesus, Tara—what’s going on?” He swung his legs off the bed, reaching for her, like she was about to faint.

She flinched back, arms locked around her chest, and the towel started to slip. “Did you do it?” The room smelled like sex and sun and ouzo, and the world had narrowed to the seven words still burning inside her skull.

“What?” Kyle’s voice was soft, careful. The tone he used when his mother threatened to cry on the phone. But his jaw was working under the stubble.

She pointed, finger trembling, to the bathroom. “Did you... do you know?”

He frowned. “Know what?”

“On the mirror,” she said. Her voice cracked, making it sound both furious and pathetic. “You want to scare me? Or—fuck, is this, like, your idea of revenge?” The towel slipped again and she yanked it higher, fingers whitening at the clutch.

Kyle got up, still naked. His body was cut—six months of wedding-prep protein shakes and gym hours—and the movement was intimidating, even though his face said confusion. “Tara. I don’t know what you’re talking about.” He started toward the bathroom, but she blocked him, body rigid, like she was guarding a bomb.

A thud on the landing, then voices. Megan’s first: “Jesus, who died?” Then Chris, already irritated: “What the hell, guys?” The footsteps were heavy, the kind that came with an audience. In two seconds flat, the rest of the friend group had clustered into the master suite: Megan wearing a thin nightie, that barely covered her lush body; Chris in gym shorts, shirtless, his arms crossed over his chest in a challenge; Rachel trailing behind, her petite body covered in a giant boyfriend T, black curls a wild halo around her round face; Zach, as always, in last place, still tugging a pair of cargo shorts over his boxers, hair sticking up like he’d licked an outlet.

“Can you guys wait to get married before you have screaming matches?” Megan laughed, but the laugh died when she saw Tara’s face.

“What’s going on?” Rachel stepped forward, concerned.

Tara scanned the wall of faces, eyes wild, breath coming in short, barking gasps. She knew she looked crazy, but couldn’t stop. “Someone wrote on the mirror,” she said, louder now. “Like a psycho. ‘I know who did you last summer.’ You think that’s funny?”

Chris snorted. “Wait, like, in lipstick?” He grinned at Megan. “Nice one.”

Tara whipped on him so fast the towel almost flew off. “Did you do it?” Her finger jabbed at his chest. “Was it you? You think it’s funny to make me feel like shit?”

Chris raised his hands, palms out. “Whoa, whoa, time out. I didn’t even go in there.” He looked at Megan for backup, and she stepped between Tara and Chris.

“Chris was with me all night, Tara. This big lug wouldn’t leave me alone.” It was an attempt to lighten the mood, but the joke fell flat.

Kyle had whipped the sheet over his lower body when everyone barged in and was now staring at Tara like he was seeing her for the first time. “Tara. I didn’t do anything to the mirror. I literally woke up, and you were in the shower.”

The room started to tilt. Tara felt the sweat breaking out along her hairline, mixing with the damp of the shower. She looked to Rachel, hoping for a witness, for someone to say: Yes, this is real, I saw it too. But Rachel only stepped forward, gently, like approaching a wild dog.

“Tara,” Rachel said, her voice a silk rope, meant to calm. “Babe, can you just... maybe let’s look at it together? We’ll all look, okay?” She reached out, and Tara let her, the hand on her shoulder anchoring her.

She let Rachel guide her back to the bathroom, everyone else following like it was a crime scene. The suite was small, and with all six of them packed inside, the heat and the smell of so many bodies made Tara’s head spin. She pointed at the mirror, expecting to see the words again, carved in wet, accusing lines.

But the mirror was clean. Just steam. The letters were gone.

She froze. “It was here. I swear to fucking god, it was here.”

Chris frowned, more serious now. “You want us to check the rest of the house?”

Megan rolled her eyes, but not unkindly. “Maybe it was just the steam, babe. Or your shampoo. Sometimes it leaves a film or whatever.”

But Tara knew what she saw. She looked at each of them, desperate for one of them to betray some flicker of guilt, a smirk, a glance away.

But there was nothing. Just concern. And, on Chris’s face, a tiny, growing worry.

Kyle moved up behind her, put his hands on her arms. His touch was gentle, and it made her want to sob. “You okay?” he whispered. “You want to lie down?”

She didn’t want to lie down. She wanted to scream. To tear her own skin off and run out into the salt and wind until she could forget everything she’d ever done.

She turned to the others, voice strangled. “Did any of you do it? Seriously.”

Zach shook his head, looking more awake now, fear in his eyes. “No. Not me.”

Rachel: “I just got up when I heard you.”

Megan: “I was with Chris all night, ask him. And we didn’t leave the room.”

Chris said nothing, just kept his hands up, gaze flicking between the girls and Kyle.

Tara wrapped the towel tighter, the cotton now plastered to her skin. She felt utterly naked, exposed in a way she’d never been before. “Okay,” she said, her voice so small she barely heard it herself. “Okay.”

She felt their stares, a wall of eyes, but couldn’t summon shame anymore. The air was thick with the scent of sweat and soap and too many bodies. She stumbled to her from the room, still clutching the towel, and made it to the bed before she collapsed on it. She stared at the brown lines of the polished wood floor, and let the words fall out of her, too heavy to hold. “There was a message on the mirror,” she said. “It said ‘I know who did you last summer.’ Like, a joke or maybe... a threat?” Her voice barely carried. “And I thought—I thought someone was fucking with me.”

No one said a word. Even Megan, always the first to fill a silence, kept her mouth locked shut.

Tara clutched the edge of the towel, knuckles white. “I wasn’t going to say anything. I thought I could just... get married and forget about it. About him.” The “him” was a sharp stone in her throat. She wondered if any of them knew. If they could even guess.

She shivered. “Last year—on the beach—I slept with someone. One night. It didn’t mean anything. But he’s gone. He’s fucking gone and now there’s this message on the mirror and I just—” She lost the thread, breath hitching in a sob that sounded more like a cough.

Rachel sat beside her on the mattress, put an arm around her bare shoulders. The warmth helped, but didn’t reach the marrow. Rachel’s voice was quiet: “Tara... who?”

She laughed, short and ugly. “Some local. Dark hair. Gorgeous. I don’t even know his real name. He called himself Anteros.” She didn’t dare look up, afraid to see the disgust—or worse, the pity.

Chris frowned, his face pinched with something like confusion, or maybe fear. Megan’s eyes glittered, but she said nothing. Zach shuffled from foot to foot, hands jammed into his pockets.

“It just happened,” Tara said. “I was drunk. It was late. And I hated myself for it, but then I came home and Kyle—” Her words dissolved into ugly sobs. “Oh, God, Kyle!”

Now Kyle did move, slow and deliberate, the way he crossed a pool deck before a race: gathering force, feet braced, body set. He came to her side, dropped to his knees. She could feel the heat rolling off him, could see the muscle tensed in his jaw. But when he touched her, it was gentle. He took her hands in his, held them tight. “I know,” he said.

It took her a moment to register the words.

She blinked, startled. “What?”

Kyle nodded, squeezing her fingers until they ached. “I know. I’ve always known. I saw you.” His smile was sad, but not cruel. “I figured you’d tell me if you needed to.”

Tara’s heart jackhammered, but now the fear was something else—more raw, more clean. “Why didn’t you say anything?”

He shrugged, the movement huge with effort. “Because I love you. And I’m not perfect either. Everyone does stupid shit when they’re scared.” His thumb stroked the back of her hand. “I thought it was just cold feet about the wedding. That you’d get over it.” His eyes flicked up to hers, blue and cloudless. “Are you over it?”

She didn’t know how to answer. She searched his face for anger, for the vengeance she knew she’d deserve. All she found was exhaustion. All she felt, for the first time, was the brutal luxury of forgiveness.

“I’m sorry,” she said. The words fell out soft, almost weightless.

He leaned in, pressed his forehead to hers, and for a long second they just breathed each other’s air.

Megan cleared her throat, voice shaky. “Well. Fuck.”

Chris coughed. “So, the message on the mirror. You think it was the dude from last summer?”

Tara shrugged, wet hair dripping onto her shoulders. “I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t know how he would have gotten in. Or why he would even want to. It was just one night.” She squeezed Kyle’s hand. “A mistake.”

A silence fell, not hostile but not warm either, the kind of silence that felt like a scab. The others shifted, uncertain what to do. Rachel kept her arm around Tara. Megan stared at her as if she didn’t recognize her anymore. Chris looked at his feet, hands balled into fists.

“I’m sorry,” Tara repeated, softer this time, but Kyle heard it.

He squeezed her hands, then wrapped his arms around her, pulling her tight to his chest. He held her there until she stopped shivering, until her breathing slowed, until the towel dried against her skin.

Tara clung to Kyle, exhausted, his forgiveness washing over like a lifeline. She didn’t deserve it, didn’t deserve him, but she clung to him anyway, grateful for his solid presence. For his love.

She pictured the words on the mirror again, but now she could push them away. Maybe they were a dream, like Rachel said, a manifestation of her guilt. Now, safe in Kyle’s forgiving arms, that guilt receded to nothing but a dull ache, an echo.

A ghost.
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The sun had just climbed above the sea, casting its golden light across the villa. With the windows wide open, a gentle breeze drifted through, offering a brief respite from the heat. Yet, despite the refreshing air and the bright Mediterranean sun, the atmosphere inside felt dark and oppressive.

Kyle sat slumped on the arm of a leather chair, fingers digging deep into his temples. He hadn’t slept, or if he had, the dreams were a stew of guilt and fear rising like bile in the back of his throat. Out on the patio, the girls were sunbathing or pretending to. He could hear the occasional burst of Megan’s laughter, brittle and sharp, followed by Rachel’s quieter, apologetic voice. Tara hadn’t made a sound since sunrise.

Inside, the only sounds were Zach’s footsteps—pacing, never stopping, as if the moment he did the world might tip over and dump them all into the blue nothing outside.

“Statistically,” Zach said, for the fifth time in as many minutes, “I’m telling you, the odds are just—” He broke off, fingers tapping out a code against his eyes big and round behind his wire frames.

Kyle grunted, digging his fingers deeper into his temples, wishing he Zach would shut up for a minute and let him think.

Zach spun and pointed at Kyle, like a software engineer pitching a deadline extension. “Look. I’m not saying it’s probable, but you have to admit it’s possible. Even a low probability event still happens one in a million times. Maybe the rocks were loose, maybe the tide was up, maybe—”

Kyle cut him off with a flat palm. “He’s not alive, Zach. We saw it.” His voice came out dry, like he was talking through a mouthful of sand.

Zach kept pacing, every step more agitated. “No, we didn’t. We heard a thud. That’s it. We didn’t see the body.”

“That’s because there was nothing left to see,” Kyle said, louder this time. He regretted it instantly, the anger, the way it made his head throb. “Can you let it go? It was a year ago.”

Zach’s jaw clenched. “You don’t know physics. Bodies bounce, especially off rock. You don’t know what the drop was. You don’t know—”

Chris stormed through the living room at that point, barefoot, wearing nothing but shorts and a vengeful energy. He was dripping sweat, even though the air conditioning was on full-blast. He ignored both of them, then peered through a slit in the curtain at the patio. His nostrils flared.

Kyle watched him. He’d seen Chris like this once before, at a swim meet when a rival had tried to throw elbows underwater. That time, Chris had broken the guy’s nose and had almost gotten him benched for the entire season. The mood in the living room was like that: one wrong move and blood would fly.

Chris shut the curtain and turned. “If that fucker is out there, I’ll find him.”

Zach snorted. “How? You’re just going to attack every Greek in a five-mile radius?”

Chris glared. “I’ll know him. He’ll show up. They always show up.” He wiped his face, smearing sweat across his forehead. “Anyway, I thought he was dead.”

Zach’s eyes darted from Chris to Kyle and back, looking for a referee. “I said he’s probably dead. It’s not the same thing.”

Chris flexed his hands, pacing now, matching Zach stride for stride like two sharks in the same tank. “I don’t care. If he is alive, he’s got balls coming back here. We’ll handle it.”

Kyle raised a hand. “There’s nothing to handle.” He turned to Zach. “What’s your big theory? The guy survived a three-story drop onto volcanic rock and then what—hid in the fucking bushes for a year, waiting to write a note on a bathroom mirror?”

Zach shrugged, but the tremor in his voice betrayed him. “Weirder things have happened.”

Chris’s voice went low, almost a growl. “Not to us. Until last year.” He started toward the kitchen, then thought better of it and came back, looming over Zach. “Let’s just say he did survive. Say he’s here. What’s he want?”

“Revenge,” Zach said, not missing a beat.

Chris grinned like a wolf. If the wolf was crazy. “Bring it.”

The silence that followed was ugly, all three of them trapped in a room they had painted shut with their own guilt.

Kyle tried to remember if he’d actually looked down over the edge, if he’d seen a body, any body. He remembered the sound, the sickening crunch, but after that it was just blur: Chris’s hand on his shoulder, Zach’s voice stuttering in the dark, the three of them stumbling back to the villa and never mentioning it again.

He stared through the window at the girls, at the way Megan flopped back on the towel with no shame, her bikini top already untied, or the way Rachel hunched over her phone, screen glaring in the sun. Tara was a silhouette, back to the house, sitting perfectly still. A chill went through him, out of place in the heat.

He needed to reset the conversation, and maybe himself.

“Look,” Kyle said, steadying his voice. “I know everyone’s on edge. But it’s just a message on a mirror. Rachel was right—it’s psychology, not real. Tara’s been stressed. Hell, we’ve all been stressed. Let’s just—” He made a fist, the words failing for a second. “Let’s just focus on our vacation, alright? We have a million things to worry about with the wedding and—” He stopped, realizing no one was listening.

Chris had started prowling again, this time checking the back door and rattling it, as if expecting the Greek kid—Anteros, the name burned into their memory like a tattoo—to just stroll in and ask for a beer.

Zach hovered over the kitchen counter, pouring sugar into a cup of instant coffee, the spoon clattering against the sides like the inside of a ticking bomb. “You don’t get it,” Zach said, finally. “You never have. You think if you just push through, force it, everything works out. But this isn’t a race, Kyle. You can’t just outswim a problem. If he’s alive—if he’s out there—he’s not going to go away because you pretend he doesn’t exist.”

Kyle let the words hang in the air, heavy as stone. He didn’t want to fight. He just wanted to go back to when the only thing that mattered was the next party, the next swim meet, the next chance to prove he was better, stronger, more alive than anyone else. He wanted to be the guy Tara needed, the guy who could shrug off mistakes and move on. But the memory of last summer was a tumor, growing larger with every excuse until all that was all that was left.

Chris spat into the sink, then wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “If he comes for us,” Chris said, “we end it. For good this time.”

Kyle stood up, straightened his shirt. “No one’s coming for us, man.” He tried to smile, to project some confidence, but it felt like a mask. “You hear me? It’s over. We agreed never to talk about it again.”

Zach just looked at him, tired, the dark under his eyes so deep it seemed like he’d been awake for a month. “Yeah,” he said. “We agreed.”

The three of them stood there, none moving, the Mediterranean light slicing through the blinds and making striped, prison-bar shadows across the rug and their faces.

They stayed that way for a long, long minute, listening to the sea, to the girl’s brittle laughter outside, to the click of the clock counting down the hours until they’d have to face whatever was really waiting for them out there.

Then Chris said, “I’m gonna go check the beach.”

And Zach said, “I’m going to check the security cameras.”

And Kyle just nodded with a sigh and watched as they each went their separate directions, then let himself sag back into the chair, the weight of the last year finally settling on his shoulders. He closed his eyes and tried not to see the beach, the moonlight, the blur of a body falling into the dark.

He tried not to see Tara crying in the bathroom, or the look in her eyes when she’d said the kid’s name.

Anteros.

So that was his name, Kyle thought. Well, Anteros is dead now, and he’s never coming back.

But, over the sound of his thoughts, Kyle heard the sea lapping at the beach and he wondered what other secrets might wash up on shore before this trip was over.
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BY LATE MORNING, THE beach was a display of skin and sun, three women splayed across a raft of clashing towels, bikini straps and bright prints and loose linen in careless heaps. The villa’s ancient plaster baked in the heat, reflecting light so harsh that even closed eyelids turned blood orange. Somewhere beyond the tile and grapevine, the Mediterranean glittered and waves broke with a calming swish upon the sand. There was no one else on the beach except, apparently, God and the girls.

Tara sat cross-legged at the end of a chaise, fingers wound tight in the knot of her sarong. Every few seconds she let go to smooth it, then wring it tighter, as if she could compress her shame into a small enough bundle to fit inside the polyester.

Megan was already two cocktails deep and half out of her bikini, her breasts blushing under the mesh triangle and threatening to slip free with each roll onto her stomach. She made no effort to hide them; in fact, she seemed to dare the other girls to comment. Rachel, for her part, wore a modest black one-piece, but the plunging back and the way the fabric clung to her curves made it less modest than she probably realized.

They had all heard Tara’s confession the night before. Now it seemed Megan wanted an encore.

“So,” Megan said, shading her eyes with a manicured hand, “was he, like, really hot? Or was it just the foreign accent thing?”

Tara blanched, scanning the patio for an escape route, but there was nowhere to go. “I don’t—It was just one night. We were both really drunk.”

“Which means you don’t remember or you don’t want to remember?” Megan said, grinning with the precise cruelty of someone who’d never lost a game of truth or dare in her life.

Tara tried to laugh it off. “Why does it matter?”

Megan rolled onto her back, stretching like a cat, her abs catching the sun in hard little ripples. “Because, babe. If you’re going to risk it all for a one-night stand, it better be legendary. If you said he was, like, a solid seven, I’d tell you to pack up your shit and fly home right now.”

Tara felt the heat in her face, a flush that crept down her neck and disappeared under the sarong. “He was... different,” she said at last, the words sticking to her teeth. “He was younger. Not like a freshman or anything, just... young. And intense.”

Megan cackled, rolling her head toward Rachel. “Hear that? Intense. Bet he was a biter.”

Rachel giggled, but her voice was kind. “Were you scared?” she asked.

Tara considered it. She remembered the walk on the beach, the way the world had shrunk to the boy’s hands on her, the hunger, the thrill. She remembered the guilt afterward, the desperate hope that she could just go home and forget it happened. Fear never entered it.

“Not scared,” she admitted, voice barely above the whisper of the surf. “It felt like a dream.”

Megan pouted, poking at Tara’s bare foot with her own. “Sounds like you need to get laid more often, hun. God knows I do.”

This time, all three laughed, the tension evaporating for a moment. Tara dared to lean back, lifting her face into the sun, letting it burn her clean.

But Megan wasn’t finished. “I still can’t believe Kyle just let it go. If Chris ever caught me cheating, he’d probably murder the guy. And me.”

Rachel tsked, setting down her book. “Don’t say that.”

Megan shrugged, unfazed. “It’s true.” She plucked her drink from the sand, took a deep swallow, and stared out at the sea. “Is that love, or what?”

Tara looked at her, really looked, for the first time that morning. Megan’s beauty was surgical, so practiced it almost looked painful: lashes curled up, lips a perfect pout, teeth blinding even after two mimosas. But her eyes were cold, the blue so light it seemed unfinished, like someone had forgotten to color them all the way in.

“I don’t think it is,” Tara whispered.

Megan snorted, flicking a wet strand of hair over her shoulder, and grinned at her friend.

“It is to me!”
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By the time Megan staggered into the villa, every cell in her body was screaming for a fuck or a fight. Preferably both. She could already feel Chris behind her, big and red-faced and a little too loud, trying to keep up as she wriggled ahead, flinging her towel and the remains of her drink in two separate directions. She’d pushed the party hard, and the buzz in her blood felt like a warm, happy fever.

Inside, the cool stone floor was heaven on her bare feet. She kicked her sandals off so they clattered across the entryway and spun toward Chris, who was already groping for her waist. The man was drunk, but his hands still found her ass with military precision. He pulled her in, crushing her body against his chest, his cock hard and already outlined against her belly.

“Jesus, Meg, do you even know what you’re doing to me?” he slurred into her neck, voice thick with ouzo and beer.

She rolled her eyes, biting her lip to suppress a laugh. “Me? You’re the one who can’t keep his hand off me.”

His hands slipped down, sneaking under the band of her bikini. His fingers were rough, warm, insistent. “So? You wanted me to admit it.”

She did. She always did. There was a reason she’d spent an hour this morning picking out the tiniest, most indecent suit she could find. The kind that turned every head at the beach, and had prompted at least three “wardrobe malfunctions” before noon. All to make Chris notice, make him remember why he’d bagged her in the first place, back when they were nothing but college kids with too much time and no shame.

She let him back her toward the bedroom, the one with the French doors and the silly pink canopy above the bed. She giggled, pretending to resist, until he scooped her up by the backs of her thighs and hoisted her onto his hips, carrying her like a sack of flour. She nipped at his ear, then sucked on the lobe until he shivered. He always said she could make him hard just by looking at him, and she’d made a point of proving him right at every opportunity.

He dumped her on the bed, then crawled up after, planting a hand to either side of her head. His face was already flush, sweat beading along the hairline, eyes a little wild. He kissed her, deep, tongue pushing past her lips, tasting of sweat and sweet Greek liquor. When she bit him back, he grunted, a sound halfway between a laugh and a threat.

“Fuck, you’re bad,” he said.

She grinned, cocking her hips. “Yeah? You want it?”

Chris snorted, thrusting his hard-on against her with all the finesse of a battering ram. “Try and stop me.”

He pinned her wrists above her head, hands huge and sure. She loved it, loved the feeling of him, the way he took up all the space in the room and made it so she didn’t have to think or care about anything but the way he’d fuck her into the mattress. He was an asshole, but he was hers. That still meant something, even after two years.

But, tonight, something was different. The air had a charge to it. Megan tasted it in his mouth, felt it in the pulse of his cock and the way his hands shook, just a little, on her skin. She pushed back, breaking his grip, and stared him down.

“What’s up with you?” she asked, trying to read his eyes. “You’re acting like it’s our last night on earth.”

Chris laughed, but it was the brittle kind. He flopped beside her, then tugged her into his lap. “Just... crazy day, you know? Tara’s meltdown, all the old shit coming up.” He pulled her close, then ran his hands over her ass, squeezing, hard.

Megan wasn’t stupid. She knew exactly what he meant. She’d seen the way Chris watched Tara at the pool, the flash of anger when Kyle draped his arm around her, the way Chris’s mood soured whenever talk turned to the previous year. Chris wasn’t jealous of Kyle, and why would he be? Megan had a body that beat Tara hands down and Chris had never shown any interest in his best friend’s girl. But, something had set Chris on edge.

“Babe,” she whispered, “are you seriously mad about Tara and that Greek kid? It’s not like she cheated on you.”

He went stiff, jaw tight. For a second she thought he’d push her off, but then he exhaled and let his head fall back. “It’s not that,” he said, but his fingers dug into her thighs until it almost hurt. “Just hate feeling like we’re all back in college again, you know? Thought we were grown-ups now.”

Too much thinking is never good for Chris, Megan thought and twisted, straddling him. Her hair—damp from the sea, wild and gold—fell over her eyes. She leaned in until their noses brushed, her large breasts straining against the confines of her bikini, almost spilling out as she moved closer.

She kissed him, rough and hungry, then licked the sweat off his upper lip. “You know what grown-ups do?” she purred, grinding her cunt down on his cock until she felt it twitch through his shorts. “They deal with their shit, and then they fuck it out.”

He barked a laugh. “Yeah? You gonna fuck me into therapy, Meg?”

“I could try,” she said, and with one quick jerk, she shimmied the strings of her top down her back and let it fall to her waist, baring her full, golden breasts, pink nipples swollen and begging for attention.

Chris’s eyes locked on them, pupils dilating so fast it made her feel powerful, dangerous. He grabbed her by the hair and kissed her again, biting her bottom lip until she tasted copper. Meon loved when he got like this: feral, half out of control. She dug her nails into his chest and dragged them down to his abs, scoring red tracks that would be there in the morning.

He ripped off her swimsuit with both hands, snapping the cheap strings so it coiled to the floor like a dead snake. Then, with a grunt, he hooked his fingers under her panties and yanked them down. Her cunt was already slick, heat pulsing out of her, and she could see the hunger in his eyes as he spread her open with his thumbs.

He didn’t waste time. He pushed her back, lined up his cock, and thrust inside, stretching her so hard and fast she cried out. It hurt, but in the best way. She arched her back, grinding down to take him deeper. He started fucking her in earnest, both hands on her hips, moving her up and down like she was just a toy for him to use.

Megan let him. She let herself be used, her whole body tuned to the rhythm of his cock pounding into her. She rode him hard, her hands in his hair, her teeth at his shoulder, biting him when the pleasure got too much to hold. The room was loud with the sound of bodies colliding, the slap of skin, the slap of her tits against his chest every time he bottomed out inside her.

For a second, she thought she might come, the familiar heat building at the base of her spine. But then Chris’s hands tightened on her ass, and she knew he was already close. He always got off too fast when he was angry or drunk— or both. It was like his body couldn’t hold onto anything good for long.

He came with a snarl, jerking inside her, his cock pulsing so hard she felt the warmth of it spurt deep in her cunt. He slammed her down on him one last time, so deep it almost hurt, then collapsed backward, dragging her on top as he panted for breath.

Megan lay there, pinned to his sweaty chest, her pussy still clenching and aching for an orgasm that wasn’t coming. Chris’s cock softened inside her, and she felt the sticky drip of his cum leaking out and cooling on her thighs. She almost laughed, but didn’t have the heart.

Chris wrapped his arms around her, holding her like a lifeline. “You good?” he mumbled, already halfway gone.

“Yeah,” she lied, “so good.”

She knew he’d be asleep in sixty seconds, so she just lay there and let him snore into her neck. His breath was hot, a little sour, but familiar. She ran her hands over his back, feeling the muscle and the soft edge of flab that had crept in over the years. She remembered how it used to be, back when he could fuck her for hours, when she’d pass out with her legs still shaking, when she could still believe he was all she’d ever want.

Now, she wondered. She wondered a lot.

When she was sure he was dead to the world, she wriggled free, peeled herself off his body and slipped into the bathroom. She wiped the mess off her legs, checked her face for makeup streaks, and stared at herself in the mirror. She looked good: flushed, lips swollen, hair wild. She looked like a girl who’d just been fucked hard, but not nearly enough.

She sat on the toilet, spreading her legs and slipping a hand down between them. Her clit was hard and sensitive, the hood pulled back from how rough Chris had been. She rubbed it, fast and hard, trying to chase the orgasm she’d lost, but it felt like nothing. The itch was still there, deep and unsatisfied, and the more she touched herself, the emptier she felt.

Megan grunted, frustrated, and slammed her thighs together. She knew this feeling. It was how she felt every time he came too soon and left her hanging. She hated herself for it, hated him for it, but she always came back.

She stood, wiped her hands, and looked back at the bedroom. Chris was snoring, mouth open, the line of drool already darkening the pillow. He looked like a little boy. She wanted to throw something at him, or wake him up and make him finish what he started, but she knew it wouldn’t work. It never did.

Instead, she grabbed her thinnest sundress from the closet, the one that clung to her tits and barely covered her ass, and slipped it on without bothering with underwear. She cinched it tight at the waist, then let the skirt swirl around her bare legs. Her skin still buzzed, every inch alive and wanting.

She crept out of the room and padded down the stone hallway to the patio. The moon was a fist of silver over the sea, the beach empty except for her own shadow stretching ahead. She stepped onto the sand, letting it suck at her toes, and headed for the water, hoping the cool surf might wash the frustration off her skin.

Behind her, the villa was silent except for the echo of her own breathing. She glanced back once, half expecting Chris to follow, to drag her back and finish what he started. But there was nothing, just the dark and the sound of the waves, and her own arousal prickling at every nerve.

She walked down to the water’s edge, the hem of her dress already damp, the sea breeze licking the sweat off her skin. She stood there, staring at the horizon, feeling the ache between her legs sharpen and deepen until it was all she could think about.

She thought about Chris, about Tara, about the Greek kid who’d fucked Tara. She wondered what it would be like, to cheat on Chris, to be so caught up in something you threw away everything.

She closed her eyes and let the thought wash over her. It was almost enough. Almost.

The wind lifted her hair, and she stood there, alone, until she realized she wasn’t alone at all.

There was someone else on the beach. Watching her.
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THE FIGURE AT THE WATER’S edge wasn’t Chris. It wasn’t Kyle, or Zach, or any of the American boys with their cargo shorts and pre-dad bods and the desperate, clumsy energy of men constantly trying to prove themselves.

This man stood so still he could have been a statue, backlit by the hard white moon. Megan’s first, instinctual thought was that he was waiting for someone. Waiting for her, maybe. But even in the dark, she saw the way his shoulders squared, the line of his neck, the precision of his jaw. He had the body of a swimmer, or maybe a runner—long and lean, but every inch carved, every muscle defined. His hair was a dark, wild tangle, and the skin of his chest and arms glimmered like hammered gold under the stars.

He didn’t move when she drew closer. He just watched, hands tucked into the pockets of linen pants that rode low on his hips, bare feet braced in the surf. His shirt was white and unbuttoned, letting the breeze whip it open to the waist. It wasn’t until Megan was almost even with him—ten feet away, the wind wetting her dress to her skin—that he turned to meet her gaze.

His eyes were the first thing she noticed. They were black, or maybe just very dark, but the closer she got the more they changed. There was a ring of amber around the iris, and when he smiled, slow and deliberate, they seemed to flicker with gold.

“You are not afraid,” he said, in perfect English but with an accent that curled around the words and made them taste exotic. “Most girls would run.”

Megan snorted, folding her arms under her chest. She made a point of sticking her tits out, just to see if he’d look. He didn’t, not yet. “Maybe I should be,” she said, scanning the horizon for any sign of Chris or the others. There was nothing but the hush of the waves and the moon staring down like an unblinking eye. “Are you dangerous?”

He grinned wider, a flash of white teeth in the dark. “I can be, yes.” He turned his full body to her now, and she felt it—his attention, the way it landed on her like a physical thing. “But only when I am provoked.”

She shifted her weight, feeling the sand squish between her toes, the sea breeze tugging her skirt up along the backs of her thighs. She fought the urge to cover up. If anything, she wanted him to see her—really see her, not the way Chris did, always through a haze of booze and routine.

“Who are you, then?” she asked.

He shrugged, a movement so graceful it felt choreographed. “Just a man. Or something close to it.” He stepped closer, and the scent of him hit her: salty, masculine, but with the hint of jasmine floating around the edge of his musk.

She held his gaze, refusing to blink. “That’s a line. You have a name?”

“Many. But tonight, you may call me Anteros.”

Anteros? Like Tara’s Anteros? But this couldn’t be him! This was no boy in front of her, but a man. All man. And he was at least ten years older than her, not that that was a bad thing. An older man after Chris’s chidishness...

She shook off the thought. What was she doing? She wasn’t Tara. She had a good man waiting for her back at the villa. If she woke Chris up and told him about a guy flirted with her on the beach? He might just give her the fucking she deserved.

“I could give you exactly what you deserve,” he said, as if reading her mind. “I know your man cannot give you what you need.”

She jerked back, heart hammering. “Were you—what the fuck? Were you watching us?”

He just smiled, neither apologizing nor denying. “Would a beautiful woman be on the beach late at night if she was getting what she needed, Megan?” he asked, pronouncing her name with a subtle twist, a softness she’d never heard before. “Your whole body is begging for what your loud boyfriend cannot give you.”

She was about to tell him off, to storm back to the villa, but instead she felt a heat bloom across her chest and down into her belly. She was wet, she realized. Soaking, and it wasn’t just from the sea. She crossed her arms again, but it was pointless.

Anteros stepped closer still, until their bodies were almost touching. He smelled like sex, and honey, and salt. “Do you want to go back to him?” he asked, nodding up at the villa where she could still see the faint glimmer of light from the master bedroom. “Do you want to finish yourself alone, while he sleeps?”

She shook her head, wordless.

“Or,” he said, taking her chin in his hand, “do you want to know what it feels like to truly come undone?”

She tried to speak, but her throat was dry. Instead, she just looked at him, at the perfect line of his mouth, the impossible warmth in his eyes. His hand was still on her face, his thumb stroking her cheek in tiny, hypnotic circles.

He leaned in, lips barely grazing hers. “You have to say it,” he whispered.

She swallowed, her whole body trembling. “I want it,” she said. “I want to feel it.”

“Even if it means cheating on your boyfriend?”

More slow circles of his thumb, his eyes grew large, like golden suns burning deep into her. She felt her cunt spill juices down her bare legs, washing away the last of Chris’s spilled seed.

She let out a small whimper, then nodded into his palm.

“Yes. I—I want to cheat. Please, make me cheat!"

He grinned, teeth sharp and bright in the moonlight. “Good girl.”

She closed her eyes, waiting for him to grab her, to haul her into the sand and take her the way Chris always did.

Instead, he circled her, slow, taking in every inch. “You like to be seen,” he said, “but you want to be devoured.” He paused behind her, so close she felt the heat of his skin without even touching. “You need someone who will not just fuck, but take.”

She shuddered. He was right. She’d always wanted that—someone to break her, to own her. Chris had been that, once, back when he was still wild and new. Now he was just another guy, another pair of hands, another cock that came too fast and left her wanting.

The stranger’s hands slid up her arms, hovering, not quite touching. “He does not deserve you,” he said. “He never did.”

She twisted, wanting to argue, but his eyes pinned her in place, his intensity making her cunt pulse.

“Stop it,” she whispered. “You don’t know me.”

He smiled. “But I do. I know all of you. I know the way you arch when you’re about to come, the way you clench your fists when you want to scream. I know you ache for something more.”

He brought his mouth to her ear, breath hot and wet. “And I can give it to you.”

She whimpered. Her legs shook. She was so wet it was running down her thighs, cooling on her skin in the night air. She tried to reach for him, but he caught her wrists and held them behind her back, so gentle she could have pulled away but so firm she didn’t dare.

He licked the line of her neck, then kissed it, teeth scraping down to her collarbone. She gasped, hips jerking forward, desperate for friction. He pinned her wrists with one hand and traced a single finger down her chest, circling her nipple, teasing it until she nearly cried out.

“Is this what you want?” he murmured, eyes never leaving her face.

She nodded, breathless.

He pressed closer, cock hard against her ass, grinding slow and sweet until she was panting.

“Beg me,” he said.

She thought of Chris, sleeping in a drunken stupor, no idea his girlfriend was about to submit to another man. The same way Tara had submitted.

A sudden thought occurred to her. Was that why Chris was so on edge, because he feared the exact thing that was about to happen would happen?

Anteros gripped her chin and twisted her head so she could feel the hot, wet hiss of breath in her ear.

“That’s exactly what worries him. That he isn’t man enough to keep you. And you know what?” Megan gasped as Anteros tore off her light dress, leaving her completely naked, exposed, an offering for a Greek god. “He’s not! Now, beg me to fuck you, Megan, or you can go back to that idiot and live your life grunting under his drunk fat body while you pop out his stupid children.”

Megan whimpered, a sound she had never made in her life. Thoughts of the future stretched out before her. Married, Chris’s body, fat with middle age, humping uselessly on top of her. Tow-headed children with dirty faces and snotty noses, little clones of Chris, clamoring for attention. Attention that belonged to her.

All of it crashed together, a bleak future without the pleasure she craved. A pleasure that only Anteros could give.

“Please,” she whined, turned in his arms and clawed desperately at his white linen shirt, exposing glorious golden muscles. “Please fuck me. I need it. I need you.”

He smiled, kissed her mouth, and it was like nothing she’d ever known. His lips were soft, but the hunger was all there, biting and consuming. She opened for him, let his tongue fill her, let his hands roam everywhere at once. It was like he had more hands than a man, more mouths, more heat.

She moaned, loud, not caring if the whole island heard.

“Don’t stop,” she managed. “Please, don’t stop.”

He smiled, all teeth, and bent to kiss her again. The kiss was brutal, greedy, and Megan melted into it, letting her legs buckle. He caught her, one arm around her waist, the other snaking up her back to tangle in her hair. She wanted to wrap herself around him, to drown in him. When he lifted her—literally swept her off her feet—she gasped, legs flailing, but he just carried her a few steps up the beach, into the shadow of a boat flipped on its side.

He laid her down in the sand, then knelt between her legs and stared at her. A cat with a wounded bird. She trembled, every nerve raw and exposed. She reached for his cock, needing to feel it, to see if it was as real and as huge as she expected. It was: thick and heavy, the skin stretched taut, the tip already leaking and slick. She stroked it, twisting her palm the way she’d learned to with Chris, but Anteros just grunted and pinned her wrists above her head, holding them with one hand.

His other hand explored her body, fingers gentle but relentless. He teased her nipples, making them ache, then trailed down to her cunt and played with her, slow at first, then hard and fast, never letting her rest. He slid two fingers in, then three, stretching her wide, hooking them just right to make her squirm and cry out. She was so sensitive now it was almost pain, every touch lighting her up from the inside.

He watched her the whole time, his gaze never leaving her face. “You like that?” he asked, low and husky.

She nodded, grinding her hips up into his hand. “More,” she pleaded. “Please, more.”

He bent down, sucked one nipple into his mouth, biting it until she screamed, then licked a wet trail down her stomach and buried his tongue in her cunt. She shrieked at the first touch, the jolt so sharp her vision whited out. He licked her like he was starving, tongue fucking her, then flattening and lapping at her clit, sometimes slow, sometimes brutal, always just right.

She tried to pull away when it got to be too much, but he just pinned her hips down and kept going, eating her out until she was sobbing with pleasure, until she thought her heart might stop.

He didn’t let her come.

Every time she got close—so close she could taste the electric snap of it—he slowed, then stopped, leaving her writhing and empty, desperate for more. He did this again and again, bringing her right to the edge, then denying her. After the third or fourth time, Megan was shaking, her whole body slick with sweat and need.

“Please,” she begged, tears streaking the sand on her face. “I’ll do anything, just let me—please—”

Anteros leaned up, wiped her cheeks with his thumb. “Say you want me more than him,” he whispered.

She didn’t even hesitate. “Yes. More than anyone. I need you, please—”

He smiled, satisfied, and lined up his cock with her cunt, teasing the tip just inside. He looked her dead in the eyes.

“Tell me what you are,” he said.

She blinked, lost. “What?”

He shoved in, just an inch, just enough to stretch her wide. The sensation made her scream.

“Say it,” he demanded. “Say what you are.”

She moaned, tears coming again. “Yours. I’m yours, I’m nothing, just use me, please—”

He thrust in, all at once, burying himself so deep she thought he might split her in half. The pain and pleasure mixed until she couldn’t tell them apart. He pulled out, slow, then slammed back in, harder, setting a rhythm that drove the air from her lungs. His cock was a weapon, fucking her open, every stroke lighting up her insides and sending aftershocks through her whole body.

He fucked her for hours. Or maybe it was only minutes. Megan lost time, lost sense, lost everything but the animal need. She came, again and again, sometimes from just the feel of him inside her, sometimes from his hand on her throat, or the way he twisted her nipples until she thought she’d faint. He whispered in her ear the whole time—filthy, beautiful things—telling her how good she was, how tight, how perfect. Telling her how she was made for him.

When she couldn’t take anymore, when her body was spent and her cunt so raw she thought it might never close again, he finished with a savage burst, cock pulsing deep inside,filling her with so much cum that it expelled any remnants of Chris's seed, leaving it to mix with the sand and dissolve into a soupy puddle.

He wrenched himself from her spasming cunt, leaving her gaping and empty on the sand. Hot, slick cum spilled out after, pooling at the seam of her thighs, mixing with the brine and the grit. She whimpered, lips numb, nerves dancing. Before she could catch her breath, Anteros knelt astride her chest, his cock a column of flesh glazed in a milky mess. It bobbed above her mouth, glistening like a wound in the moonlight, veins stark and angry along the shaft.

“Clean me,” he commanded. “Worship me.”

She opened for him, greedy now, wanting to taste what he’d left inside her. He fed the head between her lips, slow at first, letting her tongue circle the swollen tip, gathering the oozing cum and her own juices. The taste was thick—bitter, almost metallic—and it made her dizzy, drunk all over again.

She pulled him deeper, feeling the ridges and the hard pulse beneath the silk, the vein bulging against her lips and, just for a second, he let her take control. She cradled the shaft in both hands, squeezing and massaging, coaxing more of the thick, white ooze from the slit. It rolled onto her tongue, a mouthful of heat. She lived for that taste. The smell, too—musky and dense, spiced with the ghost of her own cunt, and underneath, the sharp perfume of sweat and man. She ran her nose along the length, breathing him in, letting it fill her head, so dizzying it almost hurt.

“You are perfect,” he murmured. “You are mine.”

She nodded, dazed, ruined, blissed out of her mind.

He rolled to his side, and pulled her into his arms. She lay there, limp and trembling, her head on his chest, listening to the wild drum of his heart. She felt his cum leaking her cunt and mouth—sticky,hot, salty—and she never wanted to wipe it away.

After a long time, when the moon was almost gone, she spoke.

“Who are you, really?” she whispered.

He stroked her hair, fingers gentle. “I already told you,” he said. “My name is Anteros. And you... you will come with me.”

He stood, pulled her up beside him, and held out his hand. She took it.

She glanced back, just once, at the villa on the hill. The light was still on in the bedroom. Chris was probably still asleep, dreaming of something bland and easy, never knowing what he’d lost.

Megan didn’t care.

She let Anteros lead her down the beach, into the dark, into whatever future waited for her.

And for the first time in her life, she felt absolutely, completely, perfectly satisfied.
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Rachel wore a path through the villa’s living room, her bare feet whispering over cool tile. Every turn sounded louder in the emptiness, each step punctuated by the slam of a distant door or the ricochet of men’s voices calling Megan’s name from somewhere out in the dusk.

They had all woken up that morning to find Megan gone: her side of the bed cold, her clothes still half-in, half-out of her suitcase, her phone plugged in and untouched on the charger. Rachel had watched Chris’s realization dawn in real time, watched him storm every square foot of the villa like he could brute-force Megan back into their lives.

Kyle tried to get in his way at first, tried to hold him by the arm and talk him down, but Chris shrugged him off with a snarl.

“It’s your fucking fault!” Chris hissed. Rachel had no idea what that meant, but both Zach and Kyle looked stricken.

Kyle got that grim, set-jaw look and called the group together for a “goddamn search party, now.” He laid a heavy hand on Chris’s neck as he laid out the plan, assigning Zach to the east side of the island with Chris, and taking the west himself. It was the only thing that made Chris pause: the idea of a mission, a job, something to do with his knotted hands and boiling blood.

The men left in a flurry of angry energy, slamming the front door so hard Rachel felt it vibrate in her teeth. After that, the house fell into a strange, echoey hush, as if the air had been sucked out by the force of Chris’s rage. Time stretched and warped in the vacuum they left behind. Minutes pooled thick as honey, refusing to budge. Rachel wandered from room to room, unable to sit still, searching for any hint of Megan’s presence: her voice, her cruel laughter, her scent. She kept opening her mouth, poised to call out for her, but the name stuck in her throat.

She made her way to the couch and perched at the edge, hands knotted in her lap. Tara didn’t move, knees drawn up, arms wrapped around her shins like she was holding herself together through sheer muscle. Her eyes were open but not seeing, locked on the dark line where the patio became beach. She had been like this for twenty minutes—maybe more—silent, sweating, staring through the walls like she could conjure Megan back with enough concentration.

Rachel slid closer. The couch groaned under the shift, the only sound in the room. She reached out and rested her hand atop Tara’s trembling arm. The skin was clammy, electric.

“Hey,” Rachel said, soft but insistent. “She’s okay. They’ll find her.”

Tara flinched, as if the words had struck her. She turned, eyes wide and glazed, and tried to smile. It didn’t work. “You think?” Her voice sounded hollow, scraped out from the inside.

Rachel squeezed, gentle but sure. “Megan’s fine. She probably got bored, found a bar, and convinced some dumb guy to buy her drinks.”

Tara managed a weak laugh, but it collapsed fast. She shook her head, buried her chin in her knees. “It’s my fault,” she said, barely more than a whisper. “This is all my fault.”

Rachel frowned. “Tara—don’t.”

But Tara pressed on, words tumbling over each other, brittle as glass. “It’s because of what I did.” Tara’s hands flexed, nails gouging her own arms. “I fucked everything up. If I hadn’t—if last year—”

Rachel cut her off, voice firm. “One night doesn’t make a disaster, Tara. Life doesn’t work like some teen slasher movie. People don’t just get—” She caught herself, teeth snapping shut. The villa had gone cold all at once. Even the air from the sea seemed to retreat, leaving behind only the sour tang of old sweat and the dense, metallic taste of fear.

Tara looked up. Her face was raw, cheeks flushed red and streaked with snot and tears. She didn’t wipe them away. “I can feel it,” she said. “The words were there, Rachel, on the glass. I didn’t want to believe it, but now...”

Rachel let her hand fall away. She didn’t know what to say. Every instinct told her to comfort, to pull Tara close and pet her hair, but something—primal and ancient—whispered that touch wouldn’t help. It would only transmit the panic, make it real. She let the space grow between them, hoping silence might absorb some of Tara’s dread.

Out on the patio, a breeze kicked up, slapping the sliding glass doors hard enough to rattle them in the frame. For a second, Rachel thought she saw a face in the glass—a flash of Megan’s features, pale and wild, pressed against the window. Then it was gone, and the only reflection was Rachel’s own haunted eyes, wide and rimmed with fatigue.

She hated the quiet. Hated the way the absence of Megan’s voice made everything feel slow and fake. Megan was a force, the sun to their little planetary system; without her, everything was out of orbit. Rachel tried to remember the last thing Megan had said to her, but all she got was the echo of a laugh, echoing up from the sand, and the memory made her chest ache. She missed Megan. Missed her mean, wild energy, her habit of pulling Rachel into adventures she’d never dare alone.

The sound of the front door banging open snapped Rachel out of her trance. Footsteps thundered up the stairs, and then Chris’s voice—low and ragged—cut through the air.

“Tara? Rachel? You here?”

They both shot to their feet. Chris strode in first, shirtless and sweating. Kyle was right behind, shoulders hunched, face set in a grim, closed line. They reeked of salt, cheap beer, and defeat.

Chris raked his hand through his hair, then eyed Tara with a mix of anger and concern. “She’s not out there. We checked the whole beach, up to the marina. Nothing.”

Kyle didn’t look at Tara, just stared at the rug, fists opening and closing at his sides. He looked like a man who’d been gut-punched and was still waiting for the pain to hit.

A third set of footsteps trailed behind—slower, less sure. Zach appeared last, clutching a half-empty bottle of ouzo and blinking like a bat in daylight. His shirt was stained, his shorts caked with wet sand. He paused in the doorway, swaying, then offered Rachel a crooked, drunken smile.

“Hey, Rach,” he slurred. “Miss me?”

She didn’t answer. The silence felt heavier now, charged with a sick tension. Chris kept pacing, shoes squeaking on the tile. Kyle hung in the background, unmoving. Zach wandered to the kitchen, poured another slug of ouzo, and knocked it back, eyes fixed on the ceiling like he was waiting for it to cave in.

Rachel noticed the way Tara shrank, folding in on herself as the men entered. She knew that posture: the shape a body took when it needed to disappear, to become invisible and invulnerable. Rachel wanted to shield Tara, to step between her and the mess, but something kept her rooted.

“Any word?” Rachel asked, voice thin as paper.

Chris shook his head, jaw clenched. “Cops don’t care. Said she’s probably shacked up with a tourist. Not their problem.”

Kyle finally looked up, blue eyes empty. “We’ll look again in the morning. Maybe she’ll turn up.”

Tara let out a low, strangled sound. Rachel turned to her, alarmed, but Tara just shook her head, tears streaming again.

Rachel reached out, this time daring the touch. She slid her hand behind Tara’s back and let her collapse into the contact, let her cry until her whole body shook.

The men started to drift away. Chris stomped to the deck, cursing under his breath. Kyle mumbled an excuse and vanished upstairs. Only Zach lingered, swaying in the kitchen, pouring glass after glass.

Rachel sat with Tara until the tears ran out, until Tara’s breathing evened and she lay, limp as a rag doll, across Rachel’s lap. The comfort felt right this time, a rhythm as old as childhood.

When Tara finally straightened, she wiped her face and managed a weak smile. “Thank you,” she said, voice barely there.

Rachel hugged her, held her tight, then let her go. “You should try to sleep,” she said. “Tomorrow’s going to be...long.”

Tara nodded, but didn’t move. She just stared into the dark, eyes fixed on some distant point beyond the wall.

Rachel left her there, and made her way to the guest suite. She wasn’t surprised to find Zach already sprawled across the bed, one arm flung over his face, the ouzo bottle propped on the nightstand like a shrine. She stripped off her shorts and tank top, slid into the big, cold bed.

He shifted, sensing her presence. “This is so fuckded up!” he mumbled.

She stared at the ceiling. “I know.”

He rolled toward her, face flushed and eyes bloodshot. “I know you’re scared, Rach. But she’ll be fine.”

Rachel said nothing. She could smell the alcohol on his breath, sharp and oily, a stinging mask over his usual scent. She wanted to tell him everything: the way Tara was falling apart, the way she herself felt raw and exposed, the terror that Megan might never come back. But the words stuck. She couldn’t open up, not when she’d just spent hours stitching herself shut.

In his drunken state, Zach misread her silence. He slid closer, hand fumbling for her hip. He pawed at her nightgown, fingers clumsy and rough. “Let’s just...hold each other. I need you.”

She felt his need, in his voice, in the way his shorts were bulging. Zach was dealing with his fear in his own way, anf he wanted to use Rachel’s body as a balm. And, normally, she would have given in, to please him and, in doing so, please herself. There was no greater turn on then watching Zach give her everything he had, his whole being suffused with need for her. She loved it. Needed it. Craved it.

But now, it felt wrong. Megan was gone possibly hurt, maybe... no, she wouldn’t let herself think like that. Megan was missing and the whole house was heavy with a tension that nearly overwhelmed her.

“No, baby,” she said, stroking his cheek, wiping away a bit of drool. God, he was drunk! “Not tonight. Not with Megan gone.”

“C’mon, Rach,” he whispered. “You know it’ll help. Just let me—” He pushed the hem of her nightgown up, palm hot and sweaty on her thigh. “Let me make you forget.”

She flinched, hard. “No,” she said. “Please. I can’t.”

“Please, Rach. I need you.” Zach’s voice took on an unpleasant whine as he pawed drunkenly at her breasts.

Rachel curled away, arms wrapped tight around herself. “It’s the house, Zach. It’s Megan missing. It’s—everything is so tense! Just—please. Not tonight.”

“You’re so fucking emotional!” Zach muttered and rolled away from her.

That had always been the problem. Rachel had always been emotional. That’s how she knew her parents were divorcing even before they did. And that’s how she knew Zach was hurting. She could feel the anger and fear rising off his feverish skin in waves. She wished she could give him what he wanted, what he needed, but it was all too much.

She shut her eyes, counted her breaths, tried to drift. But the house was alive with noise—footsteps, the wind, the constant, endless hush of the sea.

She was wide awake for hours, the weight of Zach’s resentment crushing against her spine. When she finally slept, it was a thin, restless thing, fractured by dreams of voices calling from the beach, of Megan laughing in the dark, her voice echoing all the way up to the villa.

Sometime between midnight and dawn, Rachel woke in the absolute dark, convinced she was suffocating. Her body jerked upright, nightgown sticking to her with sweat, pulse hammering against her ribs. For a moment, she couldn’t tell if she was still dreaming. The room was thick with moonlight, everything glazed in blue-white, every shadow sharp as a blade. Beside her, Zach snored, heavy and wet, his arm thrown across the pillow where her head had been.

Then she heard it: a voice, thin as a needle, threading through the silence from somewhere far away and yet right next to her ear.

Raaaachel.

She froze, every muscle electric. The voice wasn’t loud, but it drilled straight into her skull, familiar and wrong at the same time. She pressed her hands to her ears but it didn’t help; the sound came from inside, vibrating in her bones.

“Rachel. Rachel, wake up.”

She blinked, unsure if it was the old echo of her own thoughts or an actual whisper. She rolled onto her side, fumbled for Zach’s shoulder, and shook it, hard. “Zach. Zach, wake up.” Her voice came out a raw croak, like she’d swallowed a glass of sand.

He groaned, rolled away, his face squished into a mask of irritation. “Whuh,” he mumbled, “time is it?”

“Listen,” she whispered. “Do you hear that?”

He sighed, deep and theatrical. “Hear what?”

Rachel sat up, heart racing. The voice was gone now, but something else was there: the slow, syrupy sound of the sea, the hush of wind through open windows, the tick of the hallway clock counting down the moments between panic and relief.

“Nothing,” she said, but her own voice betrayed her. It was all nerves and edge, every syllable trembling.

Zach didn’t bother to respond. He just dragged the sheet over his head and groaned, “You’re imagining things, Rach,” before dropping back into a snore.

Rachel lay on her back and stared at the ceiling. The voice had been so real, so sharp, she almost expected to see Megan standing at the foot of the bed, grinning that mean, beautiful grin. But the room was empty, save for the swells of moonlight and the sound of Zach’s breathing, growing heavier with every second.

She counted to a hundred, waiting for the voice to come back. When it didn’t, she tried to settle. But her body wouldn’t let her; her skin itched, her thighs pressed tight together, her whole self alive with a nervous current that refused to subside. She rolled out of bed and tiptoed to the bathroom. She splashed water on her face, stared at herself in the mirror.

Her reflection looked haunted, big-eyed and pale, lips parted in an O of confusion. She wiped at the fog, then frowned at the words that flickered across the glass, here and gone so fast she couldn’t be sure she’d seen them:

RACHEL. COME TO ME.

She backed away from the mirror, then spun and grabbed her robe from the hook behind the door. It wasn’t modest, but it was better than her sweat-soaked nightgown, and she cinched it tight, savoring the bite of the fabric at her waist.

The house was dead silent. No TV, no music, just the slow drone of the fridge and the occasional creak of old wood settling. Rachel crept down the hallway, past the closed doors of the other bedrooms, past Tara sleeping on the couch, and out the sliding glass door that led to the deck.

At the threshold, she hesitated. The moon had turned the world to silver, the beach glowing in a way that made it look fake, like a movie set. She stepped onto the cold tile, then down the steps to the patio, and from there onto the sand.

Her feet sank in, cold and wet. She felt the chill through the thin sole of her slippers, but the cold was nothing compared to the wild, bright energy that buzzed in her chest. It was like she’d been hooked up to a battery. Every step sent a tiny jolt straight to her core.

Rachel walked toward the water, squinting through the dark, and that’s when she saw them.

Megan knelt on a beach blanket, naked as a myth, her skin white-hot against the night. Her hair was wild and gold, catching the moon in a corona of tangled light. In front of her stood a man, tall, lean, and unreal. His skin was dark as oil, shimmering with sweat and sea spray, and his eyes—impossibly wide and black—locked on Megan like she was the only thing left in the world.

The man’s hands cradled Megan’s face, thumbs stroking her cheeks with an intimacy that made Rachel’s own skin prickle. Megan looked up at him, mouth open, eyes glazed with a devotion so absolute it bordered on worship.

Rachel should have run. Should have screamed. Instead, she stood rooted to the sand, unable to look away. The world narrowed to the line of Megan’s spine, the arc of her shoulders, the heavy swell of her breasts swaying as she leaned forward, lips parting.

The man guided her with both hands, gentle but relentless. Megan opened for him, mouth stretching wide, and the man slid his cock between her lips. He didn’t thrust, not at first. He just let her take him in, inch by inch, until her nose was buried against his belly and she moaned low and loud, like she was starving.

Rachel felt it—the hunger, the need—like it was happening to her. Her whole body lit up. Her knees went weak and her thighs trembled. She felt her cunt clench, wetness pooling so fast it soaked straight through the thin fabric of her underwear. Shame hit, fast and sharp, but it did nothing to douse the fire.

She watched, hypnotized, as Megan’s head bobbed, the man’s hands holding her in place. He never broke eye contact with Megan, her wide blue eyes wide and wet with reverence as he used her mouth. His hips moved slow, then faster, and Megan matched his rhythm, taking him deeper every time, throat working to swallow every inch.

Rachel felt every sensation, every pulse, every wet, filthy sound. It was as if the world had gone quiet except for the slap of skin and the gurgled whimpers coming from Megan’s mouth.

She realized then: Megan wanted this. Wanted it so badly it radiated off her in waves, the energy rippling through the air and sinking into Rachel’s bones. The man fucked Megan’s mouth with a slow, measured power, and Megan never pulled away, never gagged, never even hesitated. Her hands were locked behind her back, her knees spread wide, her lush body straining forward, eager and desperate.

Rachel’s own hands drifted down, one gripping the hem of her robe, the other brushing lightly against her thigh. She bit her lip, hard, to keep from crying out.

The man sped up, his breath coming faster now, voice a low, ragged growl. He said something to Megan—words Rachel didn’t understand, thick and guttural—but Megan nodded, eyes shining.

He didn’t say a word. He just pulled suddenly from Megan’s mouth, standing tall and imperious above her as she gasped for breath, spit and pre-cum glistening on her lips and chin. For one flicker of a second, Megan looked up—straight past the man, straight into the night, her eyes clouded with worship and something else, something feral and electric. The man’s cock, slick and throbbing, hovered in front of her face as he gripped it with both hands, squeezing from root to tip, the veins running up his shaft so swollen they cast shadows in the moonlight.

Rachel’s knees nearly gave out as she watched him stroke, watched Megan’s tongue dart out eagerly, lapping at the swollen head each time it bobbed close enough. It was a vulgar, hungry gesture—animal, almost, except for the trembling reverence in Megan’s posture, her back arched, her hands still locked behind her, her round, golden breasts thrust forward in offering. The man’s breathing got ragged, each inhale a rasp, each exhale a groan. He leaned over Megan, cupped the back of her neck, and pulled her in closer, as if he needed her heat to anchor him through the violence of his own need.

“Pretty girl,” he said, his voice almost cruel in its calm. “You want it, don’t you?”

Megan nodded so hard her hair whipped around her face. “Please,” she whispered. “I want it. I want all of it.”

He smiled, slow and wolfish, and let go of her neck just long enough to raise her chin with the tip of his cock. Megan’s mouth opened obediently, tongue flat and ready. The man jerked himself with quick, brutal strokes, and Rachel could see the tension bunching in his thighs, saw his whole body tense with the impending release.

At the last second, he dragged the head of his cock along Megan’s cheek, painting a slick, glistening stripe all the way to her temple. Megan’s eyes locked on his face, and she stuck out her tongue, waiting for the reward.

The first spurt landed hot and thick across her cheekbone, a stripe of white against her flushed skin. The next hit her lips, dribbling down in a slow, obscene ribbon. Megan opened wide, and the third shot went straight into her mouth, spattering across her tongue and splashing onto her chin. She didn’t flinch, didn’t even blink. She just swallowed, then licked her lips, desperate for more.

The man wasn’t finished. He gripped himself harder, milking everything he had, pumping out ropes of cum that spattered Megan’s face, her hair, the globes of her breasts. Rachel watched, breathless, as Megan clamped her lips around the head and sucked for every last drop, her whole body trembling from the force of her own need. The man let her, his head thrown back, jaw clenched, a low, guttural moan pouring from his chest.

Rachel felt the pressure in her own body build to a fever pitch—her hand had somehow slipped under her robe, fingers moving in frantic, desperate circles over her clit, her pussy so wet she could feel the fabric stick and peel away with every pulse of her heartbeat. She felt every jolt of the man’s orgasm as if it detonated in her own core, her nerves on fire, her breath coming in ragged sobs.

She watched as Megan finally pulled back, face ruined and beautiful, streaked with cum, her eyes glazed over with a look of perfect bliss. She licked her lips again, then tilted her head back, mouth open, tongue flicking at the air for any taste that might have escaped her. The man traced a thumb down her cheek, gathering a smear of cum and pressing it to her tongue. Megan sucked it clean, moaning softly.

Rachel felt the climax tear through her at the same time—a wild, feral orgasm that caught her off-guard. She staggered back, hand jammed between her legs, the robe bunched up at her hips. She came hard, biting her own fist to keep from screaming. The sensation was so raw, so total, she nearly collapsed onto the sand.

When she opened her eyes again, the man was kneeling with Megan, one hand tangled in her hair. He kissed her, slow and deep, not caring about the mess on her face, and Megan moaned into his mouth. The sound drilled straight into Rachel’s cunt, making her ache for more.

She wanted to move, to run, to do anything but stand there and watch. But the voice from earlier came back, low and insistent, rooting her in place.

Raaaachel.

The man looked up, eyes locking onto Rachel’s in the dark. He smiled—a slow, sly grin—and beckoned her forward with a single finger.

She stepped forward, the sand cold and slick under her feet, the night air biting at her bare legs. She walked toward them, unable to stop, even as every logical thought in her brain screamed to turn and run.

When she reached the edge of the blanket, Megan looked up at her, face shining with cum and joy. She licked her lips, then reached for Rachel’s hand, pulling her down to kneel beside her.

The man cupped Rachel’s face, just like he had with Megan, and leaned in until their foreheads touched. She felt his breath on her lips, sweet and intoxicating, a hint of jasmine wafting off his skin. Then she was kissing him, mouth open, tongue seeking, hungry for whatever he would give.

He tasted like salt and honey, like sex and sunlight. Rachel melted into it, her whole body shivering with pleasure. She didn’t care about Zach, or the house, or anything else. She just wanted this—wanted him, wanted Megan, wanted to feel the way they felt, if only for a second.

He pulled back, eyes searching her face. “You want more?” he asked, voice thick with accent, but perfect and clear.

Rachel nodded, unable to speak.

He grinned, then kissed her again, harder this time. Megan pressed in from the side, her lips tracing Rachel’s neck, her hands sliding up the inside of Rachel’s thighs.

Rachel moaned, and this time she didn’t bite it back.

“Touch him,” Megan purred, voice thick with pleasure. “He wants you.”

The man stood, looming above her, and Rachel’s hand slid reflexively up to his cock. It was huge, even harder than she’d imagined, the head slick with Megan’s spit and the man’s cum. Megan guided Rachel’s hand, wrapping her fingers around the shaft. It was like holding a living thing, pulsing and straining against her grip. She felt the heat of it travel up her arm and straight to her core.

She stared at it, at the beautiful veins and the perfect cut of the head, then met the man’s eyes again. He smiled, slow and knowing, then reached down and brushed a thumb over her cheek. The touch was electric, short-circuiting everything else in her brain.

She started to stroke him, slow at first, then faster, mimicking what she’d seen Megan do. The man let out a low growl, deep in his chest, and then Megan was right there, sucking the head while Rachel worked the base. Their hands tangled, their lips met on the slick flesh, and Rachel moaned—actually moaned—when Megan slid her tongue against hers, tasting the salt of the man’s cum.

“You like that, don’t you?” Megan teased, pulling back just long enough to look Rachel in the eye. “You want to be a good girl. You want to please him.”

Rachel nodded, all her sense burnt away by the need in her cunt. “Yes,” she whispered, “please, I—”

“Tell him,” Megan insisted. “He likes to hear it.”

Rachel turned to the man, who watched her with those bottomless eyes. “Please,” she gasped. “I want you. I want you to use me.”

He didn’t answer—not with words. He lifted her by the shoulders, strength effortless, and bent her forward until her face was inches from his cock. “Show me,” he commanded.

She opened her mouth, let him slide in. He was even thicker than Zach, but her jaw relaxed, her tongue eager. The taste was wild: musk and and woman and the sharp tang of his cum. She gagged once, then steadied, swallowing him down as far as she could. Megan cheered her on, licking up the shaft alongside her, kissing her between strokes.

Rachel lost herself in it. Her entire world narrowed to the cock in her mouth, the heat of Megan beside her, the hand that tangled in her hair and pulled her deeper, rougher. She didn’t care if she choked. She wanted to drown.
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He let them, let both girls lavish him with their mouths and hands and the tremulous heat of their bodies, until he began to tremble—shoulders flexing, thighs tightening, every muscle straining against its own limits. Rachel could feel the pulse of his cock through her palm, the way it thickened and hardened further with each passing second. She and Megan had settled into a rhythm, trading kisses along the shaft, licking and sucking at the swollen head together, Megan’s tongue sometimes brushing up against Rachel’s, their mouths colliding on the slick, trembling flesh.

When he finally let go, it was with a violence that startled her: the first rope of cum shot straight down the back of Rachel’s throat, so hot and thick she nearly gagged, but Megan was there immediately, licking the rest off Rachel’s lips, then diving for the second spurt as it splattered across Rachel’s chin and her own cheek. The taste was wild—bitter, musky, but tinged with something sweet and dizzying. Zach had never tasted like this, never cum with such force. It was if the man’s very soul had turned liquid and was being sprayed onto her cheeks. Rachel felt her own body clench with the power of it, the lewdness of it, a surge of heat radiating from her cunt to every nerve in her body.

Megan moaned again, hungry, and licked the mess off Rachel’s face in long, deliberate strokes. She didn’t stop at the lips. She traced the splatter down to Rachel’s jaw, then up to her cheekbone, nuzzling against her, purring with satisfaction. The man watched them both, eyes half-lidded, breathing hard. He stroked the last drops from his cock, letting them dribble onto Rachel’s tongue, and she swallowed without thinking, hungry for whatever he would give. Megan caught a bead of it on her finger, then sucked her own finger clean, slow and lascivious, never breaking eye contact with Rachel.

Then Megan kissed her, full and deep, all tongue and heat and the wild, animal flavor of their shared treat. She pressed their bodies together, skin sliding over skin, hands wandering—one tangled in Rachel’s hair, the other sliding down her back to cup her ass, squeezing hard enough to bruise. Rachel melted into it, lost in the taste, the sensation, the dizzy feeling of being wanted—wanted by both of them, needed, filled up and then emptied, over and over. The kiss went on forever, until Rachel’s legs began to tremble and she thought she might actually come again just from the sustained friction of Megan’s thigh pressed between hers.

The man let them go, at last, only to draw them both up to him by their hair, one in each hand. He kissed Megan first, biting at her lower lip, then turned and claimed Rachel’s mouth, devouring her with his tongue. She let him, helpless to resist, and felt the shock of recognition—the sense that in this moment, she belonged to him, and to Megan, and to whatever force had pulled them out here into the darkness. She could taste the raw need on his breath, the certainty that he would not be finished with her until there was nothing left to take.

When the embrace broke, Megan was panting, her face shining with sweat and semen, eyes wild and bright. She nuzzled Rachel’s neck, then whispered, “You’re so beautiful. He loves you.” The words made Rachel shiver. She didn’t know if she was supposed to believe it, but right then, she needed it to be true.

She let Megan guide her down onto the blanket, lay back and let the man kneel over them both. Rachel felt the heat of his body, the latent power simmering in his arms and chest, and she realized she was completely, utterly at his mercy. She looked up and saw the moon reflected in the whites of his eyes, a fleck of silver that seemed to pulse with every beat of her heart.

They took turns then—Megan milking the last drops from the man’s cock, Rachel kissing and licking them from Megan’s lips and fingers, their mouths constantly joined, chaining the taste of him between them. The man watched, utterly still, his expression a strange mixture of triumph and awe, as if he could not believe what he’d conjured from their bodies.

In that moment, Rachel felt the world contract down to a single point: the space between her mouth and Megan’s, the heat of the man’s gaze on her skin, the taste of his essence living on her tongue.

For a moment, Rachel was delirious. She was floating, weightless, caught between Megan’s arms and the man’s hands, the orgasm still echoing through her nerves. She felt the power shift—he wasn’t done with her yet.

He bent Rachel backward, slow but forceful, until her head touched the sand. He parted the nightgown, baring her completely, and Megan helped, pulling it over her shoulders and tossing it aside. She felt the night air on her bare skin, the sting of sand on her ass, the wicked smile on Megan’s face as she spread Rachel’s legs wide.

“He’s going to fuck you now,” Megan whispered, breath hot on Rachel’s ear. “He’s going to give you what Zach never could.”

Rachel could only whimper, Zach’s name dredging up a bubble of guilt that was quickly drowned by her lust. She wanted it, needed it more than she’d ever needed Zach. More than she’s ever needed anything.

The man knelt between her legs and dragged his cock up her slit, teasing the soaked lips, nudging the swollen clit. Rachel bucked her hips, desperate for him, and he laughed—a low, mean sound. “You are ready,” he said. “You were always ready for me.”

He drove into her, slow at first, splitting her open inch by inch. Rachel gasped, the stretch almost too much, but her body gave, her cunt sucking him in, hungry for every bit. He set a rhythm, deep and savage, and Rachel lost all sense. She was screaming, or maybe sobbing, or maybe just babbling words she didn’t understand.

Megan leaned in, kissing her, licking the tears from her cheeks, biting her nipples until they throbbed. Rachel arched into the pain, into the pleasure, her whole self burning with need.

He fucked her hard, harder than anyone ever had. Every thrust pounded her deeper into the sand, every slap of flesh against flesh sent shockwaves through her. Her clit was a live wire, every nerve ending begging for more.

Megan slid down, tongue flicking Rachel’s clit as the man pounded into her. Rachel’s brain exploded, lights flashing behind her eyes. She came, again and again, body shaking so hard she thought she might break apart.

He didn’t slow; he didn’t even falter, his hips pistoning, working his cock in and out of her spasming cunt as she trembled and howled beneath him. He treated her like a ragdoll, folding her nearly in half, grunting with every thrust, his cock hitting deep, so deep she thought it might punch through her spine. Rachel’s mind was gone, burned away to a hollow core of sensation—stretch and fullness and the shocking, stinging pleasure every time he bottomed out. Her skin felt raw, hypersensitized, every slap of body against body sending fresh sparks up the nerves of her spine. Her breath stuttered and caught, little hiccupping moans escaping every time his cock thudded into the softest part of her.

She had no idea how long he used her. She was aware, dimly, of her thighs locked around his hips, of her own fingers digging bruises into his back; of Megan’s voice, somewhere just above her head, stoking her with filthy encouragements: “Take it. Just like that. Oh, he’s making you his, isn’t he?”—and later, “You’re so wet, Rach, you’re dripping, he’s stretching you open, fuck, he’s going to ruin you for Zach!” Rachel believed it. She felt ruined—unmade, rewired, addicted to the sensation of being filled so brutally, so completely.

The world shrank to what she could see and feel: the huge, gorgeous cock working her over; Megan’s hands and mouth alternating between her breasts and her lips, slipping down to rub her clit while the man pounded her; the cool rush of night air on her sweat-slick skin, the wild tangle of hair around her face, the taste of salt and sex on her tongue. At some point Rachel realized she was chanting “please, please, please” again, a prayer or a spell or just a plea for mercy. The man gave her none, not even when her whole body went rigid with a fresh, blinding orgasm.

He just kept going, relentless, savage, until at last he groaned, his whole body tensing. Rachel felt a flash of fear—he was going to cum inside her and she wasn’t protected—but Megan was there, her love washing away the fear.

“He’s going to fill you, Rachel. He’s going to make a baby and then you’ll be his. Forever.”

The words echoed Rachel’s ears, adding to the deep throb of pleasure. Yes. His. Forever. Isn’t that what she really wanted? To feel this pleasure, to please him, forever?

Rachel felt the impossible surge inside her as he came yet again—hot, thick, endless, flooding her until the heat spilled out around his cock and trickled down between her cheeks, pooling in the sand and mixing with her own juices. She felt every twitch of his cock, every pulse, every glob of cum. She couldn’t stop shaking.

He pulled out, but Megan dove in, licking the cum from Rachel’s slit, swallowing every drop, moaning with delight. Rachel watched, dazed, as Megan cleaned her, then crawled up to lay beside her, wrapping her arms around her, kissing her lips, her eyelids, her hair.

The man stood over them, eyes bright with triumph. “Good girls,” he said. “My perfect girls.”

Rachel reached for him, desperate for his touch, but he stepped back, smiling. “There is more to come,” he promised. “You will see.”

Megan held Rachel close, rocking her gently, and Rachel clung to her, feeling the heat of their bodies, the wild, perfect ache between her legs, the echo of the man’s cock still inside her.

She remembered, dimly, that Zach was waiting for her. That there was a house, a bed, a life. But it all seemed like a dream now, unreal and far away.

All that mattered was Megan’s mouth, the taste of cum on her tongue, the feel of his heat in her belly, and the certainty that she would never be satisfied again by anything less.

She closed her eyes and let herself drift, feeling Megan’s hands and the stranger’s gaze, knowing she was lost but happy, hungry for whatever came next.
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Kyle counted the seconds in his head, each one weighted by the absence in the villa’s air. By nine a.m. the house should have been awake: Megan’s fuck-you laugh echoing off the walls, Rachel and Tara in the kitchen, Zach and Chris scrapping over the last cold cut in the fridge. But there was nothing. Just the stutter of Zach’s bare feet on floor, and the wet, meaty sound of Chris pounding the counter with his fist every twenty seconds.

It had been a day since anyone had seen Megan or Rachel. Kyle tried to convince himself this was fine, that girls disappeared to local bars or stripy lounge chairs all the time, but the memory of Tara’s sobs, the words on the bathroom mirror, and—above all—the realization that maybe the past wasn’t as dead as they’d agreed to pretend it was.

Zach wore a groove into the kitchen floor, each revolution shaving another layer off his calm. “We’re not thinking clearly,” he muttered, voice cracking as he spoke only to himself. “Not logical. Two gone at once. It’s a pattern.”

Chris snorted, but it sounded sick. “Megan didn’t just leave.” He thumped the counter again, this time hard enough that something rattled inside the drawer. “She’s never done this before. She didn’t even take her phone!”

Zach held up Rachel’s phone and Kyle saw he was close to tears. He wondered what had happened between them last night, but Zach had reverted into the hyper-analytical place he went when he was upset. And he was as upset as Kyle had ever seen him.

“What if...” Zach started, then stopped. He bit his lip, face pale and shining with sweat. “What if he didn’t die?”

Chris whirled. “Don’t start that shit again.”

Zach kept pacing, eyes never meeting either of them. “Bodies bounce, Chris. You said it yourself. We didn’t see it hit. We didn’t see a body. If there’s no body, then it’s not... statistically, it’s not—”

“Don’t!” Chris slammed the counter again, the heel of his hand making a wet thud. He looked seconds from putting it through the marble. “We pushed him off a fucking cliff, Zach. Nobody survives that.”

The word “we” cut through the kitchen like a snapped guitar string. Kyle felt the knot in his chest cinch tighter.

Zach turned on Kyle now. “You were the last one to touch him. Maybe he was alive. Maybe he crawled out. What if he’s been here, watching, this whole time?”

A chill ran up Kyle’s neck, the kind that didn’t go away no matter how much you sweated. He wanted to tell Zach to shut up, but the words came out different: “It can’t be him.”

He wanted to believe it. Needed to believe it. But the memory of the dark, the weight of the kid’s head in his hand, and that last smile—spattered in blood, not fear—never faded.

Chris snatched up his phone, thumbed the screen until it nearly broke, then hurled it at the wall. It smashed against the plaster, a rain of plastic and glass tinkling on the floor. “If this is him, we end it. For good this time.”

The air got heavy, thick with something ugly and unspoken. Kyle watched the way Zach shrunk under Chris’s glare, the way Chris’s hands kept flexing, like he was trying to squeeze the breath out of someone. He knew that if he didn’t get control, now, Chris was going to do something that could threaten them all.

He grabbed the edge of the counter, knuckles whitening. “Enough,” Kyle said, voice flat as the countertop. “None of this helps. The girls are missing. That’s it. So, until they show up, we keep our shit together. We don’t talk about last year, we don’t talk about cliffs, we don’t talk about...anything but getting Megan and Rachel back here.”

Zach froze mid-step. Chris ground his teeth, but didn’t argue. Kyle breathed, just once, and tried to let his own words settle him.

That’s when he saw Tara.

She stood in the doorway, backlit by the sun, hair wild and eyes so wide they looked like a different species. She wore only a sleep shirt, nothing underneath, legs braced like she might need to run. She looked at them, at each of them, and for a second Kyle thought she might scream.

Instead, she whispered: “You killed him?”

The question hung in the air, soft and lethal.

Zach looked at the ground. Chris looked away. Kyle felt every muscle in his body lock up, then go dead.

She stepped forward, one foot at a time, as if crossing a field of glass. Her voice didn’t rise, but got flatter, deader. “All this time, I thought it was just me. That he’d left, or gotten scared. But you—” She pointed at Kyle, finger trembling. “You said you didn’t care. That it was nothing.”

Kyle tried to speak, but there was nothing in his mouth but acid.

She turned to Zach. “Is he alive?”

Zach tried to answer, but the words tangled in his throat. He shook his head, hands up as if fending off blows. “He went off the cliff. He might have gone into the ocean. We don’t know. We just—” He shut his eyes, jaw trembling.

Chris tried to move, tried to be a wall, but Tara pushed past him like he was nothing.

She looked at Kyle again. “Did you do it? Did you push him?”

He wanted to say no. Wanted to say it was an accident, that it was all a blur, that he’d just wanted to scare the kid, not—

“Yes,” he said. His own voice startled him.

Tara blinked, and her face crumpled, just for a second, before it reset into something harder.

She spun on her heel and bolted, bare feet slapping the tile, then the deck, then she was in the sand and stalking down the beach.

No one moved. No one breathed.

Finally, Chris spoke, voice shredded. “Fuck.”

Zach stared after her, mouth open. “She can’t leave. It—it’s not safe.”

Kyle closed his eyes and tried to feel nothing, but the guilt, the terror, the memory—all of it—pulsed louder than his own heartbeat.

He didn’t make the decision to go after her. His body just did it—legs moving out of fear. Kyle tore across the living room, knowing he was the last one Tara wanted to listen to, but Zach was right, it was dangerous.

The sun was low, bleeding out behind a bank of dirty orange clouds, throwing the world into that bruised, almost-night where everything looked fake. He scanned the beach for Tara, caught sight of her hair streaming behind her like a battle flag as she pounded down the beach, barefoot and reckless.

Kyle didn’t yell at first. He just followed, feet pounding on the deck, then sinking ankle-deep in the cold sand. Tara was fast—faster than he remembered—but he closed the gap, adrenaline eating up the distance between them. “Tara!” he finally called, his voice cracked and shredded by the wind. “Wait! Let me explain!”

She didn’t stop. If anything, she ran harder, stumbling once but catching herself before she hit the ground. The beach was empty, the town’s lights a sickly yellow smear in the distance, and the only sound was the rush of blood in Kyle’s ears and the slap of Tara’s heels as she sprinted along the hard-packed strip near the water.

He reached the edge of the property, where the stone path bled into beach grass, and screamed. “Tara! Please!”

He never saw the blow coming.

One moment he was standing, the next there was a blinding pain at the base of his skull—a bright white hot that eclipsed everything. He heard a sound, sharp and clean, like a bat cracking a ball. Then the world spun and he dropped, face-first, into the sand.

He tasted blood. Felt grit in his teeth. Heard a footstep, somewhere behind him, then saw a dark, bare foot press into the sand in front of eyes.

Then everything went black.
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TARA RAN UNTIL HER lungs shredded and her calves locked up, until the salt wind clawed the last gasp of air from her chest. She ran past the comfort of porch lights and the low, humming villas, past the scrubby dunes and the sleeping fig trees, out onto the hard, shell-littered flat where the surf came in angry, black, and infinite.

The sky above was bruised with cloud, the moon a sickle that flashed and vanished, flashed and vanished, the only real thing the cold sand grabbing at her feet and the raw animal thud of her heart. Her arms ached. Her teeth hurt from clenching. She barely knew where she was going—just away. Away from Kyle, from the villa, from the memory of what she’d heard, what she’d done. From the knowledge, now, that she wasn’t the only monster in the house.

She didn’t hear Kyle behind her. She kept waiting for his heavy footfalls, his voice rising out of the dark, the weight of his hand on her shoulder, but there was nothing. Maybe he’d given up. Maybe he was dead. The thought was a relief, and then a guilt, and then a relief again.

When she finally stopped, her knees buckled and she went down hard, skinning the palms of her hands on the sharp, ground-up shell. She lay there, chest heaving, forehead pressed to the cold, gritty surface.

After a while she sat up, knees drawn in, arms around her shins, hugging herself tight enough to bruise. The wind sucked the sweat from her skin, leaving her shaking, hair plastered to her cheeks and shoulders. She stared at the line of foam where the sea met the sand and let the chill in, welcomed it.

Her hands wouldn’t stop trembling. She dug her nails into her thighs until the shuddering turned to pain, then waited for the pain to settle her.

The memories wouldn’t. Kyle’s face, Zach’s whimpering, Chris’s anger, Megan’s laughter, Rachel’s eyes—all of them looped and replayed and echoed until she couldn’t tell if she was breathing or drowning.

She didn’t notice the figure at first. The dark on the beach was absolute except where the moon caught the water, but this shape didn’t shimmer or flicker or move at all. He was just there, a single upright shadow against the froth and tumble of the sea.

She wiped her face with the back of her hand, then squinted, trying to focus. The man stood perfectly still, like a statue, arms at his sides. She saw the curve of his jaw, the slope of his chest, the impossible, symmetrical beauty of his features and for a second she thought she must be hallucinating.

But when she rose—slowly, hands braced in the sand, body aching—he stepped forward, and the world contracted around that single point. Each stride was easy, effortless, but he covered the distance so quickly she thought the earth itself must be moving him.

Tara’s throat went dry. She felt every nerve light up, first with fear, then an undeniable heat.

“You,” she gasped. “You’re—” She stopped, brain refusing the evidence of her own eyes.

The man smiled. It was not the soft, amused smile she remembered from the bar last year; this was wider, sharper, as if his teeth had grown since then. He wore white linen pants that flared in the wind, and a sleeveless shirt that clung to a torso so sculpted it could have been chiseled from marble. His skin was dark, golden, utterly hairless. His hair was longer, wilder, and the light caught in it in ways that defied explanation.

But his eyes were what did it. They were black. Not just dark, but black, with a rim of gold that shimmered and pulsed, alive with something she couldn’t name.

“Hello, Tara,” he said.

Her knees almost buckled again. She found herself backing up until her heels hit the waterline and the first icy wave licked at her ankles. “You’re alive,” she managed.

The man cocked his head. The gesture was curious, almost gentle. “Am I?” he said, and she felt the sound of it in her pelvis, a vibration more than a word.

She stared at him, trying to reconcile the memory of the boy she’d met last summer—Anteros, he’d called himself—with the man standing in front of her now. The old Anteros had been beautiful, yes, but in the way of a model in a cologne ad: real, but airbrushed, safe. This version was different. He was taller, broader in the shoulders, his neck thicker, hands larger. Every part of him looked exaggerated, like a comic book hero or a Greek statue, only real. Only alive. Warm flesh and hot blood.

Alive.

But it was the way he stood—the way he filled the space around him, demanded every ounce of her attention—that terrified her most.

She realized she was shaking. Not from cold. Not even from fear. It was something deeper, primal.

She tried to find her voice, but it was gone. Her lips parted, but nothing came out.

He stepped closer. She felt it this time: the heat of his body, the impossible pull of his presence. The air went thick, then thin, then thick again, her lungs struggling to keep up. Jasmine and masculine musk filled her senses, lifting her on a cloud of memory and lust.

“You don’t have to run anymore,” he said, his tone low and almost kind. “It’s over.”

She opened her mouth, tried to say she didn’t know what he meant, tried to say she had nothing to do with what happened. But the words caught and choked her.

He took another step, until the gap between them was only a few feet, and she could see the ripple of his muscles, the shine of sweat on his skin, the inhuman perfection of his teeth.

“You’re not real,” she whispered. “You can’t be.”

He smiled again, and for a moment she saw the old Anteros—the one who’d made her laugh, the one who’d known exactly how to touch her, how to make her want, how to make her forget the rest of the world. But it flickered, and the smile turned savage.

“I am what you made me,” he said.

Tara found herself crying, silent and sudden. She didn’t even realize the tears were there until the wind iced them to her cheeks.

She wanted to turn, to run, to vanish. But her feet would not move.

He stretched out a hand, not to grab her, but as if offering help. “You look tired,” he said, voice softening. “Come with me.”

She stared at the hand, at the long, elegant fingers, the fine-boned wrist, the way it seemed to vibrate with a light just under the skin.

She took it.

His grip was warm, not cold, not clammy or dead, and sent a hot throb through her body. He squeezed, just enough to remind her that he was real. That this was real.

That there would be no running away.
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THE HOUSE WAS HIDDEN from the beach, tucked behind a row of olive trees and a low rock wall, its plaster white even in the thickening dusk. Anteros guided her up a narrow path, through the gap in the wall, between beds of night-blooming flowers. The air was full of scent—jasmine, honeysuckle, the sharp green of leaves. It was all tangled, white and purple, alive even in the faint torchlight burning on the patio.

Inside the house, the air wrapped around her like a warm embrace. The entryway glowed softly, a cluster of candles on a rough wooden table by the window throwing gentle light across the walls, shadows flickering and dancing. The floor was polished wood, smooth beneath her feet. To the right, a small kitchen nook held a basin and a shelf of mismatched plates, the imperfection only adding to its charm. Across the room, a plush, well-worn couch with overstuffed cushions waited, facing the fireplace. The fire crackled, sending heat and comfort into every corner.

Anteros gestured her to a handcrafted chair with a sturdy build, the seat worn smooth by generations of sitters. He moved around her with an easy grace, the flickering candlelight casting a warm glow, sometimes illuminating his kind features, at other times creating a shadow that hid everything but the gold glint of his eyes.

He offered her a glass of homemade wine, a chunk of crusty bread, and a dish of olive oil. She hadn’t noticed her hunger until the earthy taste of the oil burst on her tongue. She tore into the bread, not caring about manners, and followed it with a gulp of the wine’s berry sweetness.

Anteros sat across from her, the candlelight casting shadows that highlighted the sharp lines of his face. His features seemed more pronounced than ever: the curve of his lips, the bold sweep of his cheekbones, and his intense, black-gold eyes fixed unwaveringly on hers.

“Do you know what happened?” he asked.

She nodded, but wasn’t sure she did.

He didn’t start with the beating. He started with the party, the beach, the way she’d smiled at him.

“You were the only one who was honest,” he said, and she didn’t know if it was a compliment or an accusation. “You wanted me, but you never pretended it was for love. You knew what it was. Hunger. Curiosity. The need to be undone.”

She wanted to argue, to deny, but the words tasted like lies.

“The others—your friends, your fiancé—they wanted control. They wanted to own you, to own each other, to own everything. That is what ruined them.”

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, and for the first time Tara saw the scars. Just above the elbow: a pale, knotted rope of tissue, pink against the dark. Across the knuckles: white lines, too many to count. Down the throat: a single, perfect crescent, as if someone had tried to unbutton him all the way down.

He noticed her staring. He smiled, slow and predatory.

“They came for me just after midnight,” he said, voice low. “I was alone, looking at the moon. Thinking about how lucky I was to have met you.”

He smiled at her as if to say, ‘do you see the irony?’

“I didn’t fight,” he said. “I didn’t even run. I thought if I let them break what they needed to break, they would be done.”

She pictured it: Kyle’s face, red with fury; Chris’s hands, so big they looked like weapons; Zach’s wild, darting eyes. They cornered Anteros, forced him to the ground, and the beating started slow—slaps, shoves, a kick to the ribs—but then it escalated, the way things always do. She heard it in his voice: the thud of fists on flesh, the taste of blood in the mouth, the ringing in the ears when the world narrows to just pain and breath and the knowledge that, at any moment, it might stop.

“They were angry at you,” he said, and Tara felt her stomach drop. “They wanted to show you they could protect you. That you belonged to them, not to anyone else.” He looked up, and his eyes caught the candlelight and threw it back in gold. “But you never belonged to them, did you?”

Tara felt a sharp heat rise in her chest, a mix of anger and shame.

She tried to imagine the moment, the sound of flesh hitting flesh, the smell of blood and sweat and brine. She tried not to imagine Anteros, curled up on the stones, arms protecting his head, the men she thought she loved taking him apart piece by piece.

He paused, letting her sit with it.

“They dragged me to the cliff,” he said. “I was barely awake. But I saw you, Tara. You were there, standing in the moonlight, watching.”

She shook her head, the movement violent, desperate. “No,” she said. “I—I didn’t know. I didn’t see.”

He smiled. “Maybe not. But you were there. You watched, the same way you watch everything. From a distance.”

She wanted to scream. She wanted to take it back, to go back to last summer and run into the dark and pull them all apart. But she did nothing. She always did nothing.

Anteros stretched out his hands, palms up, showing her the scars. “They threw me over the edge. I remember the fall. I remember the cold. And I remember the sea.”

He closed his eyes, lashes so long they touched the tops of his cheeks. “I would have died, if not for him.”

Tara’s body went cold, then hot, then cold again.

“Him?” she whispered.

Anteros opened his eyes, and this time they were not human at all. The black was gone, replaced by a molten gold, a light that didn’t belong in this world.

“The real Anteros,” he said. “The God of unrequited love. The God of revenge.”

He laughed, and it was beautiful and awful. “He found me in the water, where no one could ever love me again. He offered me a choice. To die, or to become something else.”

Tara’s breath caught. She saw the shape of it now—the way he moved, the way he spoke, the way his body seemed to eat up the light and bend it around him.

“What did you choose?” she asked, though she already knew.

He smiled. “What do you think?”

The room went still.

Tara’s hands were numb. She looked at them, unable to feel her own skin. The world had contracted to just this room, this man, this impossible story.

She didn’t want to believe it. But every part of her body screamed that it was true.

Anteros leaned forward, elbows on his knees, and the muscles of his shoulders flexed under the thin fabric of his shirt. “I could have let go,” he said. “But that’s not the kind of love that I am.” He reached out, not to touch her, but to let his hand hover just above her thigh. She felt the heat, the static, the wild, alive current that ran between their bodies.

He didn’t move closer. He didn’t have to.

Tara felt the heat rise in her body like a fever, a flushing wave that raced up the insides of her thighs, set her belly aching and alive, radiated out from her nipples—so tight they ached. Her heart was a riot in her chest, her legs trembled with every pulse, and her mouth was suddenly bone dry. But her lips, traitorously, parted and reached for air, for him—she tasted him in the air, the salt and fire and bitter metallic wine that seemed to bleed from his very presence.

She had not realized, until this moment, how weak her body really was: how little control she had over the muscles that were supposed to make her move, to flee, to defend herself. Some ancient part of her—the primal, animal part—was already on its knees before him. Whatever rage she’d been holding onto, whatever loyalty she’d pretended to feel for Kyle, or for herself, was crumbling away, replaced by a crawling, electrified anticipation that radiated out from her sex and left her spine slack and useless.

The air around them was alive, thick with an electric charge that raised the tiny hairs on her arms, that made her breasts heavy and her whole body ache to be touched. Tara tried to turn her head away, to look at the fire, the candles, the night outside the window, anywhere but directly at him. But Anteros drew her eyes back, over and over again, as if he were gravity itself.

She could not will her feet to move. She could not summon even the tiniest ember of willpower. She was his, and she knew it, and the knowledge made her sick and horny and helpless all at once.

He rose, and the movement was smooth and slow, as if the air thickened to let him pass. He circled the table, coming to stand behind her. She could feel his breath on her neck, warm and scented with something both sweet and sharp—jasmine and salt, honey and iron.

He placed a hand on her shoulder. The touch was feather-light, but it anchored her to the chair, to the world, to him.

“I don’t want to hurt you, Tara,” he said, and she almost believed it. “But I do want you to understand.”

She closed her eyes.

He bent down, mouth at her ear, voice so low it was almost a vibration: “This is what happens when love is not returned. It grows. It festers. It becomes a weapon.”

Her whole body went rigid.

He pulled back, releasing her, and in the absence of him she felt herself collapse—first inside, then out, shoulders slumping, spine curling in on itself. She covered her face with her hands, breath coming in short, animal pants. She had never felt so empty and she realized that there was only one man, one god, that could fill that space.

They were quiet for a long time.

When she looked up again, he was sitting across from her again, watching her with an expression she couldn’t name. Not pity, not lust, not anger—something deeper, sadder, almost tender.

“You know how it feels now,” he said. Not a question, a statement. “You know how I can make you feel.”

She nodded, once, and the motion was final. It felt like the last decision she would ever get to make.

He came to her, slow and measured, and this time when he touched her face, she didn’t flinch.

She leaned into his palm, closed her eyes, and waited for the rest of the story.
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Anteros guided her up a narrow staircase, the wood smooth beneath her feet. At the top, he guided her down a short hallway adorned with flickering candles—orange, gold, and deep red, their flames dancing gently, beckoning her forward.

The bedroom was a dream: the walls, warmly rough-plastered and whitewashed, were adorned with flowing strips of red satin, and the floor was covered in soft lambskin throws. At the center stood a bed—no, more than a bed, an altar, grand and enveloped in sheets of creamy silk. The air was rich with an alluring blend of jasmine mingled with wild earthiness, sweet honey, and ancient stone. It enveloped Tara in a gentle, intoxicating embrace, heightening the rhythm of her heartbeat to a resonant, electric hum.

She stopped dead on the threshold, breath bottling up in her chest. She wasn’t alone.

Megan and Rachel were already there, waiting.

They looked like priestesses, or sacrifices, or maybe both. Megan was stretched across the foot of the altar-bed, wearing nothing but a translucent white gown, her body sprawled out like she’d been poured there from a bottle. Her hair was loose, gold as sunlight in the candle glow, her lips wet and parted. Rachel stood behind, hands folded across her stomach, the drape of her gown so thin it was almost a rumor, her black curls floating around her face like a storm cloud. Both women stared at Tara—Megan with a wolf’s open hunger, Rachel with an ache that was so soft, so patient, it made Tara want to run to her and sob until her ribcage splintered.

“Hi,” Megan breathed, and the word fluttered in the dark.

Rachel stepped forward, bare feet silent on the wood. She reached for Tara, hesitation on her face, like she was afraid the contact would shatter them both. Tara flinched, but Rachel only smiled—sad, sweet—and let her fingers brush the back of Tara’s hand. The touch was enough to make Tara’s skin erupt with goosebumps, the tiny hairs on her arms standing at full attention.

Megan rolled off the bed in a single, fluid move. Her slip rode up to the top of her thighs, baring the curve of her ass, the lower half of her body more shadow than substance. She crossed to Tara, her gait lazy and predatory, and ran both hands up the sides of Tara’s arms, from wrist to shoulder, then down again, as if measuring her, or memorizing her shape.

Tara’s voice was somewhere far away, but she found it: “What is this?”

Megan grinned, teeth white as bone. “You made it, babe,” she said. “Welcome to your new life.”

Rachel pressed up behind Megan, her hand finding Tara’s jaw and turning her gently to face her. Rachel’s brown eyes were huge, filled with a need that echoed deep in Tara’s core.

“Don’t be scared,” Rachel said, voice barely a whisper. “You’re with us now.”

Tara shivered, and she realized her whole body was vibrating, a nervous tremor that started at her knees and ran up to her teeth. She looked to Anteros for rescue, for explanation, for anything—but he only watched, his black-gold eyes alight with the pleasure of a man who knows the outcome before the game is played.

She tried to step back, but Megan’s arms were already around her, crushing her against the warmth of her skin. Megan’s breasts were soft and impossibly firm, nipples hard and poking through the filmy slip. She smelled like salt and sex and primal musk. Tara’s knees buckled at the sensation and she let herself fall backward, her back pillowed on Megan’s breasts.

Rachel held Tara’s other hand, lacing their fingers together and squeezing once, twice, as if grounding them both against what was coming.

“You want this, don’t you?” Megan whispered into Tara’s ear, her breath wet and hot. Her hand slid possessively up Tara’s body and pinched the nippled poking through her nightshirt. “You’ve always wanted it.”

Tara gasped. She had thought about it, of course, but Megan had never seemed interested and Tara wasn’t even sure she was bisexual. But her cunt throbbed and her whole body was pressing into Megan. This wasn’t just about attraction, this was about lust, and love, and giving into the moment.

She swayed on her feet, eyes darting from Megan’s hands on her breasts to Rachel’s eyes to Anteros’s silhouette, his body haloed in flame.

Megan took her hesitation as acceptance and slid her hands down Tara’s body, hooked them under the hem of her shirt, and lifted. Tara fought the urge to cross her arms, to hide herself, to run. She stood motionless, every muscle a live wire, as Megan tugged the shirt up and over her head, tossing it aside. The room was cold, or maybe she had a fever—her nipples stood out, hard enough to hurt, her ribs fluttered beneath the thin membrane of skin.

Rachel ran her palms up Tara’s bare arms, then cupped her face, thumbs stroking her cheeks. “It’s okay,” she murmured, voice thick with emotion. “We’re here.”

Megan dropped to her knees, fingers curling around the waistband of Tara’s sweat-shorts. “May I?” she asked, grinning up, and Tara felt her knees lock.

Rachel answered for her. “Yes,” she said, and the word buzzed through Tara’s bones.

Megan yanked the shorts down in one quick jerk, underwear and all, and Tara stepped out of them without thinking. She was naked now, naked in a room full of people who had seen her every version—happy, angry, ashamed, desperate, but never like this.

She covered herself, arms across her chest, but Megan only laughed, stood, and pressed her own body flush against Tara’s. Megan’s lips found her ear. “You are so fucking beautiful, Tara,” she said, and then her hands slid down Tara’s back, squeezing her ass, drawing her closer.

Anteros moved then, just a fraction, and the room tilted. Tara felt his gaze sweep her, felt the heat of it pulse against her skin like sunlight through a magnifying glass.

Rachel stepped behind Tara now, her body soft and yielding. She wrapped her arms around Tara’s waist and pressed her lips to the nape of her neck. Her touch was reverent, almost worshipful.

Megan took Tara’s face in both hands, kissing her softly at first, then deeper, tongue prying Tara’s mouth open, breath sweet with wine and want. Tara moaned into Megan’s mouth, her body humming with the newness of the kiss, the taste of Megan's lips lingering on Tara's tongue, a mix of wine and the natural sweetness of her saliva. It was a taste that Tara couldn't get enough of.

Rachel’s hands stroked Tara’s stomach, then drifted down, tracing the edge of her pelvis, fingertips brushing just above her mound. Tara’s body arched back into Rachel’s touch, her nipples brushing Megan’s as their bodies pressed together.

She should say no. She should say this was too much, too fast, too everything, but the words were gone, replaced by the ache, the heat, the need.

Megan broke the kiss, her eyes glazed with lust. “Let’s get you comfortable,” she said, and together they led Tara to the altar-bed, Megan on one side, Rachel on the other.

They laid her down, limbs arranged on the cool silk. Megan straddled Tara’s thighs, grinding her own wet slit down against Tara’s skin, moaning at the contact. Rachel knelt by Tara’s head, stroking her hair, kissing her forehead, her cheeks, her eyelids.

Anteros watched from the foot of the bed, arms folded, his gaze possessive and proud.

Tara felt her heartbeat slow, then surge. She was terrified, but the fear was delicious, like the moment just before the plunge on a rollercoaster. She didn’t know what she’d become, or who she was supposed to be. She only knew she was wanted, and the wanting was a drug stronger than anything she’d ever tasted.

She didn’t resist when Megan pulled her arms above her head, or when Rachel knotted her fingers in Tara’s hair and drew her in for a kiss. The bed was a raft, and Tara drifted on a sea of silk, body flushed and trembling as Megan and Rachel continued to kiss and stroke, their energy doubling, tripling, as Anteros approached.

He undressed with the same calm power he brought to every movement. First his shirt, pulled off in a clean sweep, muscles flexing and rolling beneath skin so smooth and golden it looked poured from the sun itself. The fabric dropped, forgotten, and Tara saw his chest—wide, impossibly defined, each ab and pectoral a separate planet in his own private solar system. The hair on his body was just a suggestion, the shadow of masculinity, darkening where his arms met his torso and leading a fine line down to the v where his pants hung, low and inviting.

This was not the young man she had met on the beach what seemed like ages ago. This was a man...

more than a man

Exquisite, beautiful. Dangerous.

He slipped the linen pants down, and the room held its breath. His cock was a fucking monument: thick as her wrist, straight as a ruler, veins running like blue fire beneath the surface, the head blushed and leaking just a bead of clear pre-cum. Megan’s eyes lit up at the sight—hungry, greedy—and Rachel let out a gasp that was half awe, half fear.

He stood at the foot of the bed, looking down at his three worshippers, and there was no arrogance in his gaze—just the patient certainty of a god what is his.

Megan moved first. She crawled to him, hair falling in a wild sheet over her bare shoulders, and wrapped both hands around his shaft. It took both to close around him. She stroked, slow and reverent, thumb tracing the slick bead at the tip, then licked it off with a tongue as pink and clever as a cat’s.

“Jesus,” she whispered, but the word was worship, not blasphemy. “I can’t believe I ever thought Chris was big!”

The mention of Chris was blasphemy, a reminder of Tara’s own betrayal. She whimpered helplessly as Rachel flanked Megan. Her hands were less greedy, more loving, which seemed even more intense. She stroked Anteros’s thighs, the muscles iron under her palms, then leaned in and kissed the hollow above his hip, her lips soft and trembling. She worked her way up, tasting the trail of his skin, then flicked her tongue along the line where abs met cock, shivering at the taste.

They took turns, first Megan then Rachel, mouths and hands and tongues never still. Megan sucked the head, her cheeks hollowing, saliva leaking in glistening threads down the shaft. Rachel stroked the base, then cradled his balls, rolling them in her hands, then buried her face between his legs, feasting on his balls, drowning herself in Anteros’s flesh until her face was shiny with spit and sweat.

Tara watched, frozen, unable to breathe. She felt wetness pooling beneath her, soaking the silk, her thighs slick and desperate, her nipples aching with every breath. She wanted to touch herself, but the need to watch, to memorize every second, was stronger.

Anteros didn’t close his eyes. He watched them both, his face open, every ripple of pleasure passing across it like a storm cloud. But often—too often—his gaze drifted to Tara, pinning her, holding her to the bed with nothing but the force of attention.

Megan turned her head, lips still wrapped around the tip, and spoke to Tara, voice thick with need: “Come here. Don’t just stare. He wants you too.”

Tara shook her head, but her body moved without her. She slid to the edge of the bed, knees hanging over, her skin electric where the air touched it. Megan guided her hands to the base of Anteros’s cock, covering her own fingers with Tara’s, showing her how to squeeze, how to stroke, how to worship.

Rachel kissed Tara’s cheek, then her mouth, sharing the tang of Anteros’s skin and pre-cum, her tongue a soft probe that left Tara dizzy and panting. The three of them knelt there, hands and mouths and breath colliding, the heat of bodies melting whatever had remained of Tara’s old self.

“Beautiful girl,” Anteros said, and Tara felt the words land between her thighs. “You know you belong here, don’t you?”

She nodded, unable to speak, her fingers sticky and slick as she pumped his cock in rhythm with Megan’s mouth and Rachel’s hands. The three of them worked together, a single organism, a worship machine, designed to please and be pleased.

Megan sucked harder, her throat working, spit leaking down her chin. Rachel reached under and cupped Anteros’s balls, then trailed her fingers down his perineum, making him groan, low and feral. Tara leaned in, her face beside Megan’s, and together they licked the head, tongues tangling, the taste salty, earthy, perfect.

Megan pulled off, gasping, and grinned at Tara. “He’s yours,” she said, “if you want him.”

Rachel nodded, her brown eyes wide and shining. “He wants you to try.”

Tara’s body felt hollow, a shell vibrating with want. She opened her mouth and took the head between her lips, shocked by the heat, the weight, the sheer mass of him. So much bigger than she remembered, bigger than Kyle. She gagged a little, but Megan’s hand was in her hair, steadying her, and Rachel stroked her back, whispering encouragement.

She took him deeper, until her lips stretched wide and her jaw ached, her tongue lapping at the slick, bitter taste. Anteros moaned, his hands threading through all their hair, not pulling, just holding, steadying. He let her work at her own pace, let her find her rhythm, and soon she was lost in it—sucking, bobbing, her nose pressed to the root as she inhaled his scent, sweat and incense and the wild, feral ozone of a lighting strike.

Megan dropped lower, licking his balls, her mouth soft and greedy. Then, her friend shocked Tara when she shoved her beautiful face between Anteros’s firm ass cheeks, snuffling and slurping at his crack like she was eating a delicious melon. Meanwhile, Rachel gently kissed Tara's cheek, then her neck, wrapping her arms securely around Tara’s waist from behind, holding her, grounding her.

Tara felt herself coming undone, a liquid need boiling up from the base of her spine. She wanted him to fuck her mouth, to split her in half, to pour himself into her and through her and make her forget everything that came before.

Anteros pulled her off, gently, and cupped her face in both hands. “You’re perfect,” he said. “All of you.”

Megan grinned, ass sweat and spit streaked across her chin. “Show us what you want,” she said, and then she dragged Tara back onto the bed, spreading her legs, the cool air igniting every nerve.

Rachel joined them, hands roaming over Megan’s hips, her mouth finding Tara’s nipples, sucking them until they ached. Anteros climbed onto the bed, his cock standing up, monstrous and beautiful, ready for whatever they offered.

And then Anteros finally touched her.

Her mind broke open as he trailed a single finger up the inside of her thigh, slow as a threat, then pressed it against her clit. The touch was too gentle, almost mocking, but it sent a shock through her that burned up her nerves and scattered her thoughts. Tara moaned, hips jerking, and his finger drew lazy circles, teasing, never quite giving her what she wanted.

Megan was on Tara’s left, mouth locked to her nipple, sucking hard enough to bruise, one hand kneading Tara’s ass while the other pulled Anteros’s cock between her tits and rubbed the slick head across Tara’s stomach. On the right, Rachel straddled Tara’s arm, leaning in to kiss her mouth with a hunger that made Tara dizzy. Her lips were soft, her breath shaking, and when she pulled back, Rachel bent to whisper in Tara’s ear: “Let yourself feel it. Let it all in.”

Tara was about to snap that she didn’t know what that meant—how could she possibly feel more, when every cell in her body was already at full scream? But then Anteros slid two fingers into her, curling them just so, and a new wave of sensation rolled up and detonated behind her eyes.

She saw Megan—saw, felt her—splayed and writhing, grinding her clit against Anteros’s thigh, needing more than she’d ever needed anything. But more than that: she felt Megan’s hunger, the frantic, bottomless certainty that nothing in the world would ever satisfy her except this man. Chris was gone; his existence burned away by Anteros’s power.

She felt Rachel’s pulse, too. The soft, fluttering heart of a girl who’d always given more than she got, who lived to be wanted and now, finally, was wanted completely. Zach had never made her feel this way and how could he? Only Anteros could get inside mind and stroke the places Rachel needed touched. Tara felt Rachel’s cunt pulse as she experienced her friend’s thoughts and emotions. Anteros’s other hand slid between her legs, fingers moving in perfect counterpoint to what he was doing to Tara. Rachel’s pleasure hit like static in Tara’s own clit, and for a second she couldn’t tell whose body was whose.

Most terrifying of all, Tara felt Anteros: the dark, bottomless joy in him as he manipulated them, the way every gasp and shudder fed his pleasure, the way his cock twitched and swelled with every whimper. He wanted them all, wanted to consume them, to break them and build them back up in his image. The knowledge was horrifying, but also the hottest thing Tara had ever felt in her life.

She realized, in some distant, clear-eyed part of herself, that she could stop any of this with a word. She could break free, flee the house, return to the world of men and reason and guilt and pretend none of this ever happened.

But she didn’t want to. She never wanted to leave this bed, this night, this universe of touch and sound and skin.

Sorry, Kyle, she thought with only a touch of sadness. You just CANNOT compare to this!

Megan let go of Tara’s nipple with a loud, obscene pop, and grinned down at her. “You like it?” she asked, then bit Tara’s lower lip, hard enough to sting. She dragged the tip of Anteros’s cock across Tara’s chest, leaving a trail of slickness, then leaned down to lick it up, her tongue slow and taunting. “God, you taste so good with his cum on you,” she said, eyes rolled up in ecstasy.

Rachel straddled Tara’s face then, planting her knees on either side of Tara’s head, her pussy bare and open and trembling above Tara’s mouth. Rachel reached down, threading fingers through Tara’s hair, and lowered herself onto Tara’s lips with a moan.

Tara hesitated only a second, then let her tongue flick out, tasting the wet, salt-sweetness of Rachel, the musky tang that was so much like her own desire. Rachel rocked her hips, grinding down, and Tara licked and sucked and buried her face in it. She had never done this before, but it didn’t matter. She felt Rachel’s nerves, her skin, the desperate want in her clit felt it all as if it were her own. Tara used it that connection to adjust with a hunger and precision, pleasuring Rachel in a way that Zach could only dream of.

While Tara ate Rachel, Megan leaned down, biting at Tara’s nipples, her nails digging crescents into Tara’s breasts. Anteros’s cock pressed against Tara’s thigh, hot and throbbing, leaving sticky trails as it slid up and down. He never stopped fingering her, the rhythm changing, accelerating, always just one step ahead of her own pleasure. He knew exactly what she needed, even when she didn’t.

Megan pulled Tara upright, smashing their mouths together, Rachel’s taste smeared between their tongues. Then Megan twisted, spinning Tara onto her stomach, ass up, and climbed on top, grinding her pussy against Tara’s ass, rubbing her tits up and down Tara’s back. Anteros knelt behind Tara, spread her cheeks with one hand, and fucked her with his fingers, slow at first, then hard, then impossibly gentle.

Rachel lay in front of Tara, face inches from hers, eyes wild with love and lust and gratitude. She kissed Tara, moaning into her mouth as Megan ground harder and harder from behind.

Tara was the focus, the center, the toy, and she didn’t care—she wanted to be used, wanted to be filled and wrecked and left for dead. Every touch was a circuit, every kiss a feedback loop, every thrust sending ripples of pleasure through all of them at once. She could feel Megan’s orgasm rising, sharp and sudden; she felt Rachel’s, softer but deeper, a wave that rocked her from inside. And she felt Anteros, the steel restraint in him as he kept himself just at the edge, savoring their helplessness, their surrender.

He pulled out, flipped Tara onto her back, and pressed his cock to her lips. She took him in, barely able to wrap her mouth around the head, tasting her own slickness mixed with his salty, masculine musk. He fed it to her slow, one inch at a time, until her lips split and her jaw ached, but she wanted more, wanted all of it. Megan helped, one hand tangled in Tara’s hair, the other stroking Anteros’s balls, coaxing him deeper, harder, making Tara choke and gag and moan.

He let them feast on him for a minute longer—a minute that stretched out in Tara’s consciousness, a kaleidoscopic loop of slick tongues, greedy lips, and the relentless pulse of her own need. Then, with a sudden, liquid strength, he pulled away, gliding his cock from her mouth so that a glistening strand of spit and precum snapped between them. Still gripping her hair, he hauled Tara up the bed so her ass jutted right over the edge, legs splayed shamelessly, every inch of her exposed to the cool air and the ravenous stares of the two women flanking her.

Rachel and Megan moved as if on instinct, each taking a side, their hands and mouths and hair tangled up with Tara’s. They draped themselves over her body, pinning her arms, nuzzling her neck, worshipping her breasts with hungry, urgent mouths. Rachel, delicate and intense, pressed her palm to Tara’s sternum and held her down like she was a prize animal on a sacrificial altar, whispering soft encouragements between nips at Tara’s earlobe. Megan, wild-eyed and panting, latched onto Tara’s nipple and bit hard, sending a bolt of pleasure-pain straight through her. Both women stroked and fondled and squeezed, like they were sculpting her out of flesh and heat and trembling readiness.

She writhed against the sheets as Anteros stood between her legs, his hands spreading her thighs, exposing the pink flesh of her pussy to him. She felt the blunt head of his cock tracing lazy circles against her opening, smearing her wetness everywhere, teasing her with the promise of being filled—finally, completely, utterly ruined. Every muscle in her body clenched with anticipation, a tension so high it threatened to tip over into pain.

Megan dug her nails into Tara’s thigh, holding her steady, while Rachel bent down and kissed Tara’s eyelids, her lips soft and trembling. “You’re so beautiful,” Rachel murmured, almost reverent. “He’s going to take you apart.”

Tara couldn’t respond. She could only pant, her breath ragged, as Anteros lined up and pressed the massive head of his cock against her entrance. The stretch was shocking, almost unbearable, but also exactly what she’d been craving. She braced herself for the invasion, heart hammering, every nerve ending lit up and screaming for it.

He drove into her with a slowness that was almost cruel, the thick head of his cock stretching her so wide she whimpered, then sobbed, then moaned. She clawed at the silk sheets, at Megan’s arms, at anything she could reach. He was enormous—not just big, not just long, but shaped to ruin her for anyone else, to make her feel the invasion in every cell of her body. He filled her in ways Kyle never could—ways she didn’t know were possible.

He took his time with her, moving with a deliberate patience, every stroke slow and sure. Each thrust felt like a lesson, a promise. With every movement he claimed her, inch by inch: her spine, her breath, her mind. It burned through her, sharp and bright, a splitting sensation that left her legs trembling and her eyes rolling back in her head.

The deeper Anteros drove, the more the feedback loop accelerated. Tara felt not just her own pleasure but Megan’s—every jolt, every surge, every quivering spike of ecstasy. She felt Rachel’s, softer but no less profound. And she felt Anteros, the raw, howling hunger that made him grind his teeth, the way his whole body shook with restraint.

But it was more than that. With every thrust, Tara felt her sense of self erode. She wasn’t just Tara anymore. She was Megan, she was Rachel, she was Anteros, all of them swirling together in a cyclone of shared sensation.

She thought, for one panicked second, about Kyle.

How he’d fucked her—possessive, rough, selfish, always focused on his pleasure, his need to control. He’d loved her, yes, but loved her as a possession, as something to protect and keep and show off.

Anteros’s love was not like that. His love was a force of nature, a fire that didn’t just burn—it transformed, melted, re-formed. It didn’t matter if she was consumed. She wanted to be unmade, to be rebuilt in this image, in this bed, under these hands.

He fucked her harder; the room filling with the slap of flesh, the groans, the breathless, wordless songs of pleasure. He folded her in half, his hands pinning her thighs to her breasts, his cock pounding so deep she saw flashes of white behind her eyelids.

Megan bit Tara’s shoulder, hard enough to mark, and Tara screamed, the pain mixing with the pleasure until she didn’t know which was which. Rachel sucked at her neck, her tongue tracing the frantic pulse, her hands stroking Tara’s ribs, her thighs, her face.

Tara felt herself go up—not climb, but get hauled, yanked, like the whole bed, the whole room, the whole damn house had been tipped up on its end and she was being pulled by the hair, by her nerves, by that pulsing, soaking heat between her legs. The orgasm was coming on, not a wave but a quake, a rupture that would split her right down the middle. Anteros drove into her, thick and hard, a battering ram, and she broke on him, cracked wide open, like the earth at the fault lines. She screamed. Again, maybe for the tenth time, maybe the hundredth, she couldn’t keep track. The sound came out raw, animal, and there was something else in it now—a hunger she’d never known before. The bedposts creaked. The silk sheets bunched in her fists. Rachel and Megan held her down, bodies slippery with sweat, limbs tangled, hands everywhere, and Tara’s vision blurred out: reds, blacks, gold burning around the edges.

Anteros fucked her right through it. He didn’t slow down, didn’t even blink. He thrust even harder, his fingers digging bruises into her thighs, until her first orgasm was torn out of her like a confession. Tara sobbed with pleasure, her body jerking under Anteros, and the next one followed on its heels, and the next, and the next, each one a spike of white-hot electricity tearing through her every time the head of his cock rammed the end of her, every time his balls slapped against her ass, every time Megan twisted her nipple or Rachel kissed her throat.

She thought she might die. She wanted to die. She wanted to stay in this moment, this howling, impossible moment, forever. Her body convulsed, and she realized too late that she’d soaked the sheets, that her thighs and ass and the inside of her knees were slick and dripping and that Megan was moaning in pure delight at the mess Tara was making of herself. Rachel’s hands framed Tara’s face, and the look in her eyes—wild, grateful, unhinged—told Tara she wanted exactly this for her, wanted her to lose herself, to dissolve.

But Anteros was tireless. He was inhuman. He pistoned into her, never faltering, never giving her a second to come down. The pleasure went beyond pain, wrapped around it, squeezed it until the two were indistinguishable. It was more than just sex—Tara felt her consciousness tear away from her body, felt herself become a conduit for something vaster and darker and more ancient than any human longing.

She didn’t care. She’d never cared less about anything in her life. All that mattered was the pounding between her thighs, the veins of magma shooting up her spine, the helpless slavish sounds she was making as the orgasms came in a rapid-fire barrage that left her limp and spasming, gasping for air.

When Anteros finally came, he came with a roar that shook the walls. He buried his cock all the way inside her, the blunt head pressing up against her cervix, and the heat of his release poured into her in a flood, thick and burning and endless. She felt it, felt the spurt after spurt painting the inside of her, overflowing, dripping out to mix with her own fluids, and Tara screamed again, her whole body singing with the shock of it.

She was nothing but need, nothing but pleasure, nothing but wild, reckless abandon.

He stayed buried in her for a long, still moment, his chest pressed to hers, their hearts pounding in a perfect, matching rhythm. Megan and Rachel wrapped around them both, arms and legs tangling, hair damp and wild and sticking to everything.

Tara felt herself dissolve, felt the boundaries of her own skin vanish. She was part of them now, part of him. There was no going back. There was only this—this love, this lust, this impossible, holy union.

They should have collapsed, drifted off into the warm dark, but Anteros didn’t let them.

He pulled out of Tara, and she felt every millimeter, the drag of his cock leaving her body stretched and aching and open. She expected him to soften, to sag, to bask in the pleasure like any other man. But instead, his cock stayed hard—got harder, if anything—veins bulging, the head purpling with a new rush of blood.

Megan noticed first. She scrambled to kneel at his feet, her mouth open, tongue out, waiting for more. Rachel followed, her hair wild and cheeks flushed, eyes shining with a kind of religious awe. Tara couldn’t resist—she crawled between the two of them, the three of them crowding at Anteros’s lap, their faces pressed close as if worshipping at an altar.

He stroked himself, slow and controlled, the motion hypnotic. Each pump made his cock throb, the head shining with pre-cum, the shaft slippery with the combined juices of all three women. Megan licked the tip, lapping at the slit, her lips coated with every pass. Rachel sucked the side, kissing it up and down, humming with pleasure. Tara pressed her cheek to his thigh, then licked along the base, tasting the salt, the sweat, the raw, addictive flavor of him.

Anteros growled. “Good girls,” he said, voice thick. “You are mine now.”

They didn’t need to answer. Their worship was enough. That and the knowledge that their boyfriends no longer mattered. Only Anteros mattered, and he wanted to mark them as his.

He jerked harder, faster, and Tara felt the tension winding up—an electric charge in the air, a storm about to break. Megan turned, her mouth meeting Rachel’s, and they kissed, tongues tangling, spit and cum smeared across their chins. Tara couldn’t help herself—she leaned in, and all three mouths collided, three tongues tasting and sharing everything he’d left on their lips.

Then Anteros groaned, the sound deep and primal, and he erupted—ropes and ropes of hot, white seed splattering across their faces, their mouths, their hair. Tara closed her eyes, let it rain on her, let it mark her. Megan caught a glob on her tongue, then passed it to Rachel in a messy, ecstatic kiss. Rachel sucked it from Megan’s lips, swallowed, then shared the taste with Tara.

They devoured him, licked every drop, fought for the last smears on his skin, then turned to each other and made out like animals, hands wandering, rubbing the cum into their own bodies, into each other’s.

Anteros watched, spent but never satisfied, his eyes burning with a pride that bordered on worship.

Tara felt the ritual of it—the act of being marked, of claiming and being claimed, of joining Megan and Rachel as true sister-wives. She had never belonged so fully, never felt so needed, so adored, so absolutely at home in her own skin.

They curled around him after, the three of them a tangle of limbs and hair and semen, Megan’s arm slung over Tara’s waist, Rachel’s head on Tara’s shoulder, Tara’s leg thrown across Anteros’s thigh. Their bodies sticky, their minds buzzing, their hearts beating as one.

Tara closed her eyes, and for the first time in forever, the ghosts of her old life—the fear, the guilt, the emptiness—were gone. All that remained was the warmth of the bed, the scent of incense and sex, the knowledge that she was loved, wanted, chosen.

She drifted, then slept, and in her dreams, the four of them were together, always together, forever, and nothing could ever break them apart.

Not the past.

Not the world outside.

Nothing.
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Kyle drifted in and out of consciousness, unsure what was real and what was a dream. He remebered Chris and Zach arguing about going to the hospital, but Kyle came through long enough to nix the idea. No hospital. No cops. Handle this ourselves. Then, he slipped back into unconsciousness.

Finally, he woke on the couch in the villa, his head throbbing.

Zach was there first, kneeling over him. “Kyle? You all right?”

Kyle swatted his hand away, felt for the lump at the base of his skull. It was sticky and hot and already swelling. “I’m fine,” he growled, then winced at the sound of his own voice. “What happened?”

Zach didn’t answer. He just kept staring, as if he were waiting for Kyle to pass out again. Chris loomed behind, arms crossed, jaw working a wad of spit or anger or both.

“She left,” Chris said. His voice was shredded, a snarl barely wrapped in consonants. “Tara. Took off down the beach and didn’t come back.”

Kyle closed his eyes, pushed up off the couch, staggered, then steadied himself on Zach’s shoulder. The world spun once, then snapped into brutal focus.

“She can’t have gone far,” he muttered. “We find her, we find the others.”

“Yeah? And how we going to do that?” Chris spat.”You’ve been out most of the day, and we don’t even know where she went!”

Kyle felt in his pocket for his phone, but it wasn’t there. Zach placed a hand on his shoulder and fished in his pocket.

“You dropped it on the beach.” He handed him his phone, the screen scratched from the sand, but it was still working. “When someone hit you.”

“I know who it was,” Chris snarled, his thick hands opening and closing on air. “We all know who it was.”

Zach nodded as Kyle thumbed his phone on, then scrolled through his apps.

“I put this on Tara’s phone when Megan and Rachel disappeared.”

A map appeared on screen, a blinking icon indicating Tara’s location pulsing like a heartbeat.

“She’s not far,” Kyle said.

Zach started to say something, but Chris cut him off. “No more fuckups,” he spat. “We don’t split up. And if we see that freak again, we finish it this time.”

They tracked the cell phone signal down the beach, his icon and Tara’s getting closer, closer, and Kyle was surprised how near she was. What was she doing? Who was she with? Each step was pain, every heartbeat a spike of nausea at the base of Kyle’s skull, but he kept moving.

The signal ended at the top of low hill where a small house was nestled behind a low wall and olive trees. The air got thick as they climbed, saturated with the scent of honey and crushed green, the wind funneling the heat straight into their lungs.

“Should be here,” Zach said, panting.

Chris clenched and unclenched his hands. Kyle watched the motion but said nothing. He just wiped the sweat from his brow, straightened his shirt, and walked through the opening in the wall.

The garden was a fever dream: a sprawl of pomegranate and bougainvillea, every leaf and petal swollen to bursting in the honey-thick air. Sunlight bled through the olive trees in long, liquid sheets, pooling on white stone paths and the rough clay tiles that wound between terraces. At the far end of the garden, a low marble fountain overflowed, water splattering into a mossy basin and sending a shiver of coolness over the riot of green. The air smelled of crushed thyme and ripe figs and something else—something wild, animal, a musk that made Kyle’s teeth ache.

He stumbled out from the olive trees, Zach and Chris close behind, and for a moment he thought he’d stepped into a hallucination. He blinked, then blinked again, but the scene didn’t change.

There, on the grass, in the last orange glow of the sun, knelt Megan and Rachel. Both wore white—loose, gauzy gowns that had slipped off their shoulders, pooled around their waists, exposing the full, unashamed beauty of their breasts. Megan’s tits hung heavy and proud, nipples dark and stiff as thumbs, her gold hair tangled around her face and stuck to her flushed cheeks. Rachel’s chest was more delicate, but her nipples were huge, deep brown, and so hard they looked painful. Both women’s mouths were wet, lips swollen and shiny, chins glistening with spit and slick.

Between them stood a man. Anteros. But he looked like no man Kyle had ever seen. His body was bronze, muscles cut from marble, every line and sinew so perfect it bordered on grotesque. He was naked from the waist down, and his cock—fuck, his cock—jutted out from his groin like a weapon, huge and angry, thick enough that Megan needed both hands to grip it. The head was flushed purple, a bead of clear fluid pearling from the slit, and Rachel licked it off, slow, like she was savoring honey from a spoon.

The three men froze.

Kyle felt his lungs seize, his heart stop, then restart twice as fast. His vision tunneled, everything sharpening to the single, obscene focus of the two women worshiping the stranger’s cock. Megan sucked the head in, her cheeks hollowing, spit bubbling around the shaft. Rachel tongued the underside, kissing and licking, her eyes never leaving Anteros’s face. They worked in tandem, mouths trading places, hands stroking and caressing, with a hunger Kyle had never seen before.

A spasm of jealousy lanced through Kyle’s gut. It was insane—he’d always joked about Megan’s appetite, about Rachel’s secret slutty side, but to see them like this, transformed, made his balls crawl up inside his body. He tried to look away, but couldn’t.

He stole a glance at Chris. The big man’s face was purple, fists clenched so tight his knuckles looked ready to burst. He was breathing in these short, ragged gasps, and for a second Kyle thought he might charge, rip Anteros apart with his bare hands.

But Chris just stood there, shaking, helpless.

Zach was worse. He’d dropped to his knees in the grass, hands limp at his sides, mouth open in a silent O. His eyes were wide and wet, the pupils blown out like a junkie’s. Kyle wondered if he was even seeing what was in front of him, or if his brain had just overloaded, shut down, left him a hollowed-out shell.

Then, suddenly, Megan looked up. She saw them. She saw Chris, saw Zach, saw Kyle standing there with his cock already hard in his shorts, and she grinned.

“Hey, boys,” she purred, voice thick and syrupy. “You made it just in time.”

Rachel giggled, a soft, high sound that made Kyle’s teeth grit. She pulled away from the cock, just for a second, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “Do you like what you see, baby,” she asked, looking at Zach as he moaned. “Anteros knows just what we need. What we all need.”

Anteros just smiled benevolently down at his women, ignoring the three men. Kyle felt the air close in on him, a weight, a pressure, that made his knees buckle. He felt his own cock harden, stiffen, until it pressed against his zipper, hot and painful. He wanted to scream, or run, or punch the man in his perfect, smug face, but all he could do was stand there and watch as Megan and Rachel went back to work.

They sucked him, licked him, took him deep. Megan choked herself on the shaft, tears streaming down her cheeks, then pulled off and spat the mess onto Rachel’s tongue. Rachel sucked it down, humming with pleasure, then bobbed her head up and down, faster, faster, until Anteros grunted and grabbed her by the hair.

Kyle could see it all: the way Rachel’s throat bulged as she took the cock in, the way her eyes rolled up in bliss, the way Megan stroked herself through the folds of her gown as she watched, two fingers buried in her dripping cunt. He could smell them, even over the garden, the stink of sex and need and surrender.

He felt his own need flare, wild and ugly. His guts churned, his balls ached, his cock throbbed so hard it made him dizzy.

Then, from the far end of the garden, Tara appeared.

She stepped through the archway, barefoot, her own white gown clinging to her hips, breasts bare to the world. Her hair was a dark, wild halo, and her eyes were green, bright. Alive.

She didn’t look their way, just walked toward the scene, hips swaying, every line of her body radiating a new confidence, a new power. Her nipples were red and distended, so hard they looked like they might burst. Her skin was flushed, gleaming with a sheen of sweat.

Kyle wanted to run to her, to grab her, to pull her away from this nightmare. But he couldn’t move.

Tara glided up to Anteros, slid herself between Megan and Rachel, and wrapped her arms around his neck. She kissed him, slow and deep, her tongue sliding into his mouth, her body pressing against his like they were made to fit together.

Kyle’s heart broke. He felt it: a sharp, physical pain, like a rib snapping, like a knife shoved into his sternum. He tasted bile in his mouth, and his cock spasmed, drooling a bead of precum into his boxers.

Anteros broke the kiss with Tara, his lips still glistening with her spit, and turned his gaze to Kyle. The golden eyes caught him like a hook in the gut. He smiled—a slow, warm, almost fatherly smile—and spoke in a voice that rolled over the garden like thunder wrapped in silk.

“You finally made it,” Anteros said. “Good. I wanted you to see me give your women what they really need.”

Kyle’s mouth went dry. He tried to answer, but nothing came out.

Tara looked at him for the first time. Her face was soft, almost gentle, but her eyes held a sadness so deep it made Kyle’s chest seize. She looked at him the way you’d look at a childhood pet, grown old and sick, no longer able to understand why the world had turned so cold.

He wanted to scream. He wanted to punch Anteros, or maybe punch himself, or maybe just curl up and weep until he shriveled into nothing. Instead, he just stood there, fists trembling, every muscle in his body coiled and useless.

Chris finally found his voice.

“Megan!” he bellowed, his whole body coiling up like a spring. “Get away from him!”

He lunged forward, hands out, ready to rip Megan away, to drag her back to sanity by force if he had to. For a second it looked like he might actually make it—might actually reach her—but then Anteros lifted one hand, palm open, and the world shifted.

A wind hit Chris like a sledgehammer, a wall of air thick with the tang of salt and the raw, sharp bite of ozone. It lifted him off his feet and slammed him backwards onto the grass, where he sprawled on his back, gasping for air and clutching at his ribs.

Megan didn’t even flinch. She looked up at Chris, her lips slick with spit and pre-cum, and laughed.

“Why would I want to go back with a boy,” she sneered, “when I have a real man?”

She smiled at Anteros, then went back to work, bobbing her head up and down, her throat working furiously to swallow his cock. The sound was obscene—wet, guttural, filled with the raw animal joy of a woman who’d finally found what she’d been craving her whole life.

Kyle stared, helpless, as Megan deepthroated Anteros, her eyes rolled back in pure bliss, her face a mess of spit and tears. He felt it: the pressure, the heat, the taste. It was as if his own mouth was stretched around that cock, as if every inch of it was being rammed into his own throat, over and over, until he gagged, choked, and nearly puked.

He dropped to his knees, hands digging into the grass, his head spinning. He could taste it—the bitter tang, the musk, the slick of pre-cum coating his tongue. He tried to spit it out, but it just filled his mouth again, thicker, hotter, until he was drooling and gasping for breath.

He looked up at Tara, tears streaming down his face. “Please,” he whispered. “Please, just come home with me. We can fix this. We can—”

Tara smiled at Anteros, then at Kyle. Her smile was sweet, sad, and final.

“I am home,” she said.

She slid down beside Megan and Rachel, all three of them now on their knees, bare-breasted, arms around each other, mouths open and hungry for whatever Anteros would give.

Kyle’s jaw spasmed. He felt the urge to crawl forward, to beg, to offer himself as a sacrifice if it meant he could have her back. Instead, all he could do was watch as Tara leaned in, kissed the tip of Anteros’s cock, then wrapped her lips around it and sucked.

The sensation hit Kyle like a live wire. He felt his own lips stretch, felt the heat, the fullness, the taste. He gagged as Tara gagged, felt the spit run down his chin, felt the shame and the joy and the need all at once.

He sobbed, once, a sound that was more animal than human.

Then he just knelt there, watching, as the women worked together, three mouths on one cock, three bodies pressed together in a tangle of breasts and hair and sweat. They sucked and licked, shared the shaft, passed it from mouth to mouth, tongues flicking and teasing, hands stroking and caressing, lost in a worship that had nothing to do with love and everything to do with need.

Anteros looked down at them, his face alight with pride.

Kyle looked up at Tara, desperate, broken.

She looked back, and there was no love in her eyes. Only satisfaction.

He closed his eyes, and let the sensation flood him. The taste, the shame, the helpless, humiliating pleasure.

He swallowed it down, and let himself drown.

Kyle wasn’t the only one drowning.

He looked left, saw Zach hunched over, clutching his belly, his face a mask of horror and arousal. Zach was sweating so hard it looked like he’d been caught in a downpour, the dark patches spreading out from his collar and armpits. His mouth hung open, tongue lolling out, a dribble of spit tracing his chin. Every few seconds, his whole body jerked, as if an invisible hand was wringing him out from the inside.

Chris was worse. He’d managed to stagger upright, but his legs were shaking, his shorts already tenting from the force of his erection. He gripped his own cock through the fabric, squeezing so hard his knuckles went white, eyes bulging as he watched Megan suck and lick and moan around another man’s cock. Every time she gagged, Chris’s throat bobbed, his Adam’s apple spasming in perfect sync. He couldn’t look away, couldn’t even blink.

Kyle’s own cock was so hard it hurt. The pressure behind his zipper was a steady, burning throb. He tried to adjust himself, to ease the pain, but his hands wouldn’t obey. It was like he’d been paralyzed from the waist down, every nerve ending rerouted to the hungry, gnawing need at his core.

The women were animals now. No, not animals—goddesses, priestesses, angels of hunger and lust. They worked Anteros like a communion, mouths and hands and breasts pressed tight, their moans blending into a single, endless chant. Megan pushed her tits together and slid the cock between them, Rachel licked and sucked at the head, Tara stroked the shaft and kissed the base, trading places in a seamless, writhing ballet.

Then Megan did something that made Kyle’s heart lurch and his stomach twist: she leaned forward, buried her face between Anteros’s ass cheeks, and licked his hole.

She went at it like a starving woman, tongue flicking and probing, her nose pressed up against the crack, her hair sticking to the sweat-slick skin. She moaned into the flesh, then looked up at Anteros, grinning, her face shiny with spit and the faint glisten of...something else.

Kyle tasted it. He tasted it. The hot, salty, swampy flavor of another man’s ass, the tang of sweat and the raw, musky slickness. He gagged, choked, then shuddered as a hot pulse of pleasure shot through his groin. His cock spasmed, drooling more precum into his boxers, soaking them through.

Anteros looked over the scene and smirked. He glanced at the three men, meeting each of their eyes in turn, and Kyle felt the force of that gaze like a slap.

Then, without a word, he issued a command.

Megan pulled away from the ass, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and turned to Chris. She crawled across the grass, grabbed him by the back of the neck, and dragged his face to hers. She kissed him, hard, mashing her spit-slick lips to his, forcing his mouth open with her tongue.

“You see?” she hissed, her voice a razor. “You can feel it, can’t you? How good he makes us feel?” She kissed him again, even rougher, then spat a thick gob of saliva into his mouth. “Enjoy it, you fucking bitch.”

She shoved him away, then crawled back to Anteros, resuming her place at his feet.

Chris rolled to his knees, coughing and choking, his face red with humiliation and rage. But Kyle could see the tent in his shorts, the way he pawed at his own cock, the way he licked his lips, hungry for more of the taste.

Zach was humping the air, literally fucking the breeze, his hands working his shaft through his shorts as if he’d forgotten the world existed. His eyes never left Rachel. When she looked back, her face painted with spit and pre-cum, he whimpered and came in his pants, a dark stain spreading instantly across the crotch of his shorts.

Kyle felt his own cock lurch, the head so sensitive it was almost pain. Every beat of Anteros’s shaft, every pump, every suck, transmitted through the night air straight into Kyle’s groin. He could feel the rhythm, the speed, the growing, inevitable pressure building toward something catastrophic.

At the center of it all was Tara.

She’d taken control now, her lips wrapped around the tip, her hand stroking the base, her eyes locked on Anteros’s face. She sucked him with a devotion that bordered on religious, her whole body vibrating with the need to please, to serve, to be filled.

Anteros watched her, his expression softening. He ran a hand through her hair, then stroked her cheek, then finally, mercifully, let himself go.

He groaned—a sound so deep and powerful it rattled the windows of the villa. His hips jerked forward, cock swelling and pulsing, and Tara took it all, drinking down every spurt of cum that poured into her mouth. She swallowed, then opened wide to show the rest, letting it spill down her chin, onto her breasts, onto the hands of Megan and Rachel as they fought for the last drops.

The taste hit Kyle like a tsunami. It was salty, sweet, thick, overwhelming. He came instantly, his cock jerking and pulsing, shooting hot, sticky ropes into his underwear. He moaned, loud and shameless, not caring that the other men heard, not caring that everyone saw.

He collapsed onto the grass, mind shattered, body twitching, the taste and smell and shame burned into him forever.

Above him, the women licked each other clean, sharing the cum between their mouths, kissing and laughing and basking in the afterglow.

Anteros looked down at the three men—broken, ruined, spent—and smiled.

“Good boys,” he said.

Kyle sobbed, once, then let the darkness take him.

When Kyle came to, he found himself flat on his back, staring up at the fading sky. The olive branches above him swayed in the wind, shifting from gold to black as dusk settled in. He tried to move but couldn’t; his arms and legs felt nailed to the ground, as if the very earth had claimed him as a witness.

He craned his neck and saw Tara on all fours, her body a pale silhouette against the darkening grass. Anteros stood behind her, his hands on her hips, his cock hard again—no, harder than before, if that was possible. The women’s worship had only made him more powerful, more monstrous. The veins on the shaft stood out, throbbing in time with the pulse in Kyle’s temple.

Anteros eased Tara back, guided her until her face hovered just above Kyle’s feet. The nearness made Kyle’s skin crawl. He could see every detail: the fine sweat glistening on Tara’s upper lip, the wild tangle of her hair, the way her back arched in perfect, animal submission.

He wanted to look away, but Tara turned her head, found Kyle’s eyes, and held them.

Her voice was steady, clear, and colder than death.

“I only love Anteros now,” she said. “I could never love you like this. This is what I was made for.”

The words hit him harder than any punch. For a second he wanted to scream, but then Anteros drove into Tara with a force that made her gasp, and the sensation knifed straight through Kyle’s cock. He felt it: the stretch, the burn, the ache. It was as if his own dick was being split open, torn and rebuilt around the other man’s girth.

Every thrust flattened the air from his lungs. Sweat beaded on his forehead and trickled down the sides of his face. His own cock jerked and twitched, still raw and slick from the last humiliation, now alive with a fresh, blinding need.

Tara’s moans mixed with the slap of flesh, each one a fresh wound. She took it all, every inch, every pounding stroke, her ass rippling with the force of it. She looked radiant—no, transcendent—her body glowing in the half-light, every nerve ending singing in worship of the god behind her.

Kyle glanced up and saw Megan arching back on a low stone bench, her gown hiked up to her waist, fingers buried deep between her legs. She fucked herself with abandon, hips rolling, head thrown back as she howled her pleasure into the night. Chris was on his knees before her, eyes wild, cock out and hard, stroking himself in time with every shudder of Megan’s orgasm. She taunted him, called him names, told him how weak he was, how much better Anteros felt, how she’d never need Chris again.

Rachel draped herself over the edge of a tiled fountain, her ass up, her face pressed to the cold mosaic. She rubbed her clit in frantic circles, her whole body shivering with the force of her arousal. Zach knelt beside her, pants around his ankles, cock limp and leaking as Rachel sprayed his face with a arcing stream of jucies.

Kyle felt every drop of it. He felt Megan’s slick, Rachel’s juices, Tara’s tightness. He was all of them and none of them, a conduit for every orgasm, every humiliation, every drop of pleasure and pain.

Anteros’s thrusts grew faster, more brutal. He gripped Tara’s hair, pulled her back so her mouth hung open, tongue lolling out, eyes glazed with delirium. Kyle could see the outline of Anteros’s cock bulging in Tara’s stomach with each deep thrust, could hear the wet slap of balls against skin, could smell the ripe, animal scent of sex and sweat and surrender.

Tara held her head up, gazed deep into Kyle’s eyes, and smiled.

“Watch,” she whispered.

She came, hard, her whole body locking up, then shuddering apart in a series of rolling, endless spasms. The orgasm ripped through her and through Kyle, burning up his spine, setting every nerve on fire. He screamed, but no sound came out. He just thrashed, helpless, as the pleasure detonated inside him, tearing him open and leaving him raw and empty.

Anteros held back, waited for Tara to finish, then slammed in one final time. His body tensed, every muscle carved and flexed, and he let out a roar that shook the garden.

He pulled out, cock still spurting, and painted Tara’s back in long, hot ropes of cum. He wasn’t done; Megan and Rachel, feeling his orgasm coming, had scrambled to their knees in front of him. Anteros stroked himself hard, spraying more thick ropes of cum on their faces, their breasts, their open, eager mouths.

Kyle felt the heat of it, the wetness, the shame.

He came again, a dry, wracking orgasm that left him sobbing and convulsing on the grass.

When it was over, Tara crawled forward, licked the cum from Rachel’s cheek, then kissed Megan, sharing the taste between them. All three women knelt together, arms around each other, faces shining with sweat and semen and perfect, unbreakable joy.

Anteros looked down at the three men, sprawled and broken, and laughed.

“Now you know what it means to lose everything,” he said.

Kyle lay there, ruined, the scent of sex and jasmine and sea salt filling his lungs. He felt hollowed out, scooped and scraped clean, every scrap of pride or hope or manhood gutted and left to rot.

He struggled upright, elbows shaking, and watched as Anteros led the women through the garden gate.

Tara, Megan, and Rachel followed in a slow procession, their white gowns trailing behind them like mist, bare feet silent on the stone. They looked like angels, or maybe ghosts, their hair wild and tangled, faces open and calm. They didn’t look back.

Anteros walked ahead, shoulders straight, head high, his cock swinging heavy and sated between his thighs. He didn’t bother to dress. He didn’t have to.

They reached the edge of the property, where an old olive tree leaned over the path. Tara paused, one hand resting on the bark, and turned to look at Kyle.

Her smile was soft, almost shy. For a second, he saw the girl he’d once loved, the girl who used to read him her stories in bed, who used to laugh until she cried, who used to curl into his chest and promise never to leave.

She spoke, her voice so quiet it barely carried.

“I hope you enjoyed that,” she said. “Because I don’t think you’ll ever enjoy sex again.”

She turned away, sand crunching under her feet.

Kyle watched her go, watched the three of them follow Anteros down the winding path, their bodies swallowed by the growing shadows. He watched until the last trace of white vanished into the dark, and the only thing left was the cold ache in his chest and the memory of what he’d lost.

He closed his eyes and saw Anteros, saw his thick cock stretching Tara open, saw the way she shuddered and gasped. He felt it, too—the same stretch inside him, the taste of Anteros’s ass and cock hot in his mouth, the hunger rising, rising, swelling until it was all he could feel... and then nothing. Gone. He rolled in the grass, moaning, the loss sharp and cold. Tara had been right. He would never be able to enjoy sex again. He would never know love, not like he had felt when Tara gave herself to Anteros.

He staggered to his feet, his cock flopping in the cold night air. He was not surprised to find Chris and Zach up as well, equally exposed, their cocks limp and useless.

They didn’t speak. They still shared a connection, could feel the emptiness inside of them and knew what they had to do. They left the garden and walked down to the beach. Together, they stepped into the cold sea, moving slowly as the water rose over their chests, their necks and finally closed over their heads. Under the water, they found what they were looking for. An end to the need. An end to the pain.

They found the same thing they had given Anteros that night.

But there was no god to save them.
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