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Chapter 1

I couldn’t believe she’d left me standing at the altar. Never in my wildest dreams did I ever think that my partner of five years would just…not show up to our wedding.

We’d started dating in college, and since graduating I’d been working as hard as humanly possible to build my career so that I could give her the life that she wanted. Hell, I’d gone into massive debt paying for the house and the wedding and the honeymoon and would be in the hole for another six months at least as a result.

It mostly caught me off guard because I’d thought we were happy and that I was a reasonably good catch. I was in shape, slightly taller than average, and had a good, stable job as a software engineer. I’d always gone out of my way to treat her with as much love and respect as I could, so for her to make me look like an idiot in front of a hundred of our closest friends and family was just…shitty.

I took another sip from my mysterious blue drink and glared at the happy couples talking and laughing around me. I was the only person in the resort sitting alone, and I was definitely the only person who looked like they didn’t want to be there at all.

I’d spent thousands on our honeymoon, booking a trip for the two of us to Hawaii almost a year in advance and scheduling all of the activities she’d always talked about wanting to do, and when she’d broken things off it was far too late to get any of my money back. I wasn’t willing to completely forfeit over ten thousand dollars, and since none of my friends or family were able to take a week off to join me I’d decided to go ahead and make the trip alone. At the very least I’d be able to avoid the pitying stares of my friends and family.

That said I hadn’t expected to feel quite as miserable and alone as I did. No one looked at me, and besides the waitress who came around every so often to ask if I needed a refill on my drink, no one talked to me either.

It was just as well; I didn’t particularly want company anyway. I wanted to drink my fifteen percent alcohol content cocktail with its tiny pink umbrella and wallow in my own misery.

So that’s why I was understandably surprised when the seat across from me was suddenly filled, and after glancing up at the person’s face I was startled by the greenest pair of eyes I’d ever seen in my life.

Whoever she was she was cute, with bright purple-dyed hair and smooth pale skin that seemed out of place in such a sunny, tropical paradise. Her breasts were small in the plain golden-yellow halter top she wore, and her chipped, black-painted fingernails were curled against her cheeks as she rested her chin on both hands to stare at me. I couldn’t tell how old she was, but if I had to guess I’d say that she was either still in college or freshly out of it.

“Can I help you?” I asked, much more shortly than was probably polite.

The girl shrugged her shoulders. “I was mostly just curious as to why you’re sitting here all alone and miserable. You’ve been pounding blueberry mojitos since I arrived, and that was about an hour and a half ago.”

“I don’t see how that’s any of your business.”

“You’re right, it’s not,” she said, nodding sagely. She didn’t move though, continuing to stare at me with her head cocked slightly, and I frowned. It was clear that she wasn’t planning to move until I gave her something, and since I was three drinks in and completely unable to give a shit, I sighed.

“My fiancée left me at the altar. According to the very short note she left me, I’m too ‘safe.’ Whatever that means.”

She visibly cringed. “Ouch.”

“Yeah. So if you don’t mind, I’m going to drink four or five more of whatever the hell these are and hope that I black out.”

“That sounds like a great idea.” She raised a hand to flag down a passing waiter. “Can we get two more of those?” she asked, gesturing to the drink in my hand. “Just charge it to my room. Thanks!”

My jaw dropped. The balls on this girl. “That wasn’t an invitation for you to join me.”

“I know, but it wasn’t not an invitation either. I’m Allie,” she said, holding out a hand.

I stared back at her blankly. “Good for you.”

Allie let her arm drop and frowned. “Look. What happened to you is rough. But you’re in one of the most beautiful places in the world. Moping around and drinking the entire time will only hurt you and your wallet, and you’ll look back in a year and wish that you’d done more while you were here. Trust me.”

Her gaze was so certain and unwavering that I actually did find myself believing her somewhat, which was strange for me. I was a notoriously skeptical person.

“Even if I wanted to do that, most of the activities I booked for the next week are for couples. And I don’t know if you noticed, but there’s only one of me.”

She seemed to mull this over for a few moments, her brow furrowing cutely, and then she grinned broadly. “I’ll be your vacation wife.”

I choked on my drink. “What?”

“Yeah! I mean, all of these activities are probably in your name, right? They won’t be checking my id, and if they do I’ll just say I haven’t gotten my last name changed to match yours yet,” she said, and smelling blood in the water as I wavered, she leaned forward with sparkling eyes. “Come on, when’re you ever going to come back to Hawaii?”

She had a point there. Unless I found a whole new wife that also wanted to go to Hawaii for our honeymoon, I’d probably never have a reason to spend an inordinate amount of money on a vacation ever again. Overall it didn’t sound like the worst idea, and at least I could get my money’s worth out of what I’d set up for my ex.

At the same time I was freshly wounded and trust was in short supply, so I set my glass down on the table and narrowed my eyes at her.

“What’s in it for you?”

“I thought it was obvious. I get to do a bunch of cool shit for free.” Her grin widened, and against my will I found myself amused by her brutal honesty. It was weirdly refreshing.

The waitress returned with a brand new drink for her and a refill for me, and as I watched her take a small sip from her glass while staring at me from over its rim with a cocked dark eyebrow, I shrugged.

Fuck it.

“Okay, Allie. You’ve got a deal.”

“Great! So can I actually get your name now?”

I finally smiled—albeit thinly—and after days of nothing but misery it felt foreign on my face. “Vince.”

“Well, Vince, here’s to a wonderful week of wedded bliss,” she joked. She raised her glass towards me, and I hesitantly clinked my own against it.

Her eyes lit up then, and her grin turned devious. “You should take a picture of us toasting and post it to your Instagram account,” she suggested.

“What? Why?”

“To make everyone think you’re totally fine without your ex, and more importantly to make her jealous. Duh. Who knows? It might even make her want to get back together.”

I had to admit that the idea of getting back together sounded appealing. As angry as I was with my ex I still loved her, so I pulled out my phone to do as she’d suggested. I made sure to perfectly position our hands and the drinks in the center of the frame before snapping a picture, and then I posted it on Instagram and captioned it with the words ‘drinks with the vacation wife’ at her insistence to remove any doubt as to what was going on.

Immediately the likes and comments began to roll in—most of them asking who the hell the mystery girl was and for me to take a picture of her face—and when my phone kept buzzing with new messages five minutes later I was beginning to seriously regret my decision.

“See? It’s working. There’s no way your ex won’t hear about this,” she said, grinning smugly. She jumped to her feet and held out her hand. “Now let’s go dance.”

I started to decline, but after looking up into her eager green eyes I rolled my own and let her pull me to my feet. It wasn’t like I had anything better to do, and she was my wife for the next week.

Hopefully, this wouldn’t be a terrible mistake.


Chapter 2

Agreeing to let Allie be my vacation wife was a terrible mistake.

As I slowly rejoined the land of the living, waking up sweaty and half-naked amongst sweet-smelling sheets, all I could focus on was how sore and exhausted I felt. Never in my life had I ever felt like such complete shit, and my head pounded as I struggled to remember most of what had happened after Allie and I had made our deal.

The only thing I could really recall is that we’d danced—a lot. Like, a lot a lot, to the point where I had to wonder where the hell she got her energy from. As we danced with the other vacationing couples, stopping only to grab another blueberry mojito every now and then, it was all I could do to keep up with her as she pressed her body flush against mine and wrapped her arms around my neck.

In the beginning it’d been difficult getting used to having another woman so close to me after being in a serious monogamous relationship for five years, but the longer we danced and the more alcohol I drank the more at ease with it all I became. It had been years since I’d had so much fun, which was a jarring thing to realize considering that only a few days ago I was supposed to be getting married to the love of my life.

Speaking of alcohol, the girl could drink. She was five inches shorter and sixty pounds lighter than me, but somehow she was matching me cocktail for cocktail with seemingly little effort. She kept buying us shots and that especially fucked me up, and since I certainly didn’t remember getting back to my room and taking off my clothes I’d definitely blacked out at some point.

I heard a fast, soft click-clacking sound from somewhere to my right, and when I slid an eye open and turned my head I saw Allie typing away at her computer. She was sitting cross-legged on the bed in an oversized t-shirt and short shorts, and a pair of huge, clear-framed glasses that somehow completely fit her were perched on her nose.

“What time is it?” I tiredly mumbled. I was glad that the curtains were drawn, and even though they were sheer and still let some light in, it was certainly better than getting a face full of blinding sun.

“Almost nine o’clock. You were dead to the world,” she said, glancing over and smirking at me. I rubbed at my throbbing forehead, and she frowned sympathetically. “Want some aspirin?”

“Yeah, if you don’t mind,” I replied, and before the words were even out of my mouth good she was already setting her laptop aside and climbing out of the bed. I stared at her juicy ass in her little shorts as she left the room and was surprised by both the length and thickness of her smooth, pale legs. She was so short and thin that it was actually a bit jarring.

While I waited for her to return I took the chance to look around. It looked sort of like my room, but also not; mostly because it was clearly a deluxe suite. While I’d only been able to afford a single room with a queen-sized bed for me and my ex, her bed was a king and I could spot the living and dining room through the open bedroom door.

It was much more lived in than mine, decorated with personal photographs and knick-knacks and colorful fluffy pillows that wouldn’t normally be found in a hotel room. Even her desk was cluttered with binders and papers and a large curved monitor set up right in the middle, telling me that she’d probably been living there for a while.

“I thought you might want something to drink too,” she said, padding back into the room with a glass of water. She placed two small white tablets into my hand at the same time as she handed over the cup, and then she climbed onto the bed to sit in front of me.

“Thanks.” I took a sip of water and immediately felt better, and after throwing back the pills and chasing it with another gulp I set the glass down on the nightstand. “This your place?”

Allie shrugged and nodded. “I didn’t know where your room was so I figured it was the best option. I couldn’t very well leave my husband passed out in a corner, after all.”

I laughed a little uncomfortably at that. She seemed so gung-ho about the whole fake marriage thing, and I couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling that I was missing something big when it came to her.

“So, be honest. Why did you actually come up and talk to me last night?”

Allie cocked an eyebrow. “I told you, you were sad and alone and that’s a pretty rare sight around here. But fine, I also thought you were cute, and sometimes you have to do something crazy to get someone’s attention.”

I ignored the compliment because I wasn’t really ready for any kind of flirting and instead focused on the fact that she seemed to know an awful lot about the hotel. “How long have you been here, exactly?”

For the first time since we’d met she looked uncomfortable. “Almost a year now.”

Knowing how much a single night cost for my much smaller room, my jaw dropped. “Oh. Wow.”

“So, what’s first for today?” Allie obvious asked, voice unnaturally light and excited. It was clear to me that she was changing the subject, and since it wasn’t my place to pry I let her.

“First I’m going down to breakfast to eat my weight in bacon. Then it’s snorkeling with sea turtles.”

Allie’s eyes lit up and a bright grin spread across her face. “I like both of those plans! Just let me get changed.” She jumped off of the bed and went over to the bedroom’s closet, pulling her t-shirt off right in front of me. I briefly allowed myself to stare at the smooth, pale skin of her naked back, but when she bent to remove her shorts I glanced away out of politeness. It was a little odd how familiar she was acting with me, especially since we’d met all of twelve hours ago.

While she got ready I scrolled through my phone, replying to a few DMs and the dozens of messages left on my post that seemed ill-advised now that I was sober. It made me feel petty and small, and to me at least reeked of immaturity. Allie brought out a bizarrely childish side of me, and I couldn’t yet tell whether or not that was a good thing.

“You can look now,” Allie said a few minutes later, and when I glanced over at her my eyebrows rose.

She was dressed in a flowy, short-sleeved blue dress printed with orange-yellow flowers that hung down to the middle of her thighs, and I could just about make out the straps of her bikini underneath. The look was completed by a pair of bright white sneakers, and seeing that I was still half naked with absolutely no intentions of moving she jumped on the bed again and landed right on top of my still sore legs.

“Come on, get dressed!”

I rolled my eyes at her whining, and even though I just wanted to sleep the day away I threw back her sheets and slid my legs over the edge of the bed. I’d made a promise to her, and if nothing else I always kept my word.

❈ ❈ ❈

After eating a full plate of greasy bacon and taking a plunge in the shockingly cool water of the ocean, my hangover was finally a distant memory.

We were currently swimming in the shallow part of the Pacific Ocean—fins fastened to our feet and snorkels strapped to our faces—and though I tried to maintain my grumpiness, even I had to admit that it was pretty cool to look at. It felt like an entirely different world, filled with beautiful coral reefs and colorful fish that had names I couldn’t pronounce. It was like nothing I’d ever seen before, and at the end of it I was surprised when I found myself smiling.

If I was being honest with myself, Allie was a large part of the reason for that. Seeing her bright eyes and watching her coo over the baby sea turtles buoyed my mood so much that I almost forgot why we were there in the first place.

Almost.

Whenever I stopped to think for more than a minute or two my thoughts would inevitably drift back to my ex. I’d start to get sad all over again, but Allie seemed to innately notice when I was beginning to spiral and would distract me with some new game or idea she’d suddenly come up with.

Her latest idea was to hike what was arguably considered to be the best trail in Hawaii, so after a quick lunch at a delicious but rather sketchy-looking taco truck, we began to make the long trek up the mountain path even though neither of us was dressed for it.

Everything we laid eyes on was gorgeous. Never in my life had I seen such vibrant colors in nature, with reds and blues and greens that at times seemed unnatural. We walked through eerie bamboo forests, over clear, idyllic streams, and around small, rushing waterfalls until finally after a full hour of hiking we reached our destination of Waimoku Falls. It was 400 feet tall and absolutely amazing, and the only word to describe the way I felt as we stood together on the grassy knoll and looked up at the waterfall across from us was humbled.

Swimming with the turtles had been cool, sure, but this was like a spiritual experience and I couldn’t stop myself from grinning like a maniac. Weeks of stress evaporated from my shoulders, and when I chanced a look at Allie she had a similar look of happiness and reverence on her face.

I felt so grateful to her in that moment because she’d been completely right. It really was one of the most beautiful places in the world, and if I’d stayed back at the hotel moping around and drinking I never would’ve seen it.

My mood was so much better from being out in nature—breathing in the cleanest air I’d ever tasted—and more than that my mood was improved from being around her. She was almost nothing like my ex, and not only because of her short stature.

Where my ex was calm and collected Allie was bright and raucous, and where my ex tended to keep things close to the chest Allie immediately told me what was on her mind. She seemed open to everything, and I never had to beg or needle her to get her to try something new.

I didn’t know that a relationship could be so easy, and we weren’t even in a real one. She notably hadn’t told me much about herself, but at the same time we hadn’t known each other for a day and I wasn’t exactly being an open book myself besides.

We spent another ten minutes or so taking pictures and soaking in the view, and then we decided to make the arduous, hour-and-a-half-long trip back down to the resort to rest. We were just about halfway there when Allie stopped so suddenly that I almost bowled her over.

“I need a breather,” she said, turning and walking off of the trail to plop down on the edge of a grassy cliff. There was a much smaller waterfall across from where she was sitting, the water splashing down into the lake below us, and shrugging, I followed. I could use a break too.

“This coming from the girl who was dancing nonstop for three hours last night?” I joked as I sat down close enough for our knees to touch.

Allie laughed and nudged my shoulder with her own. “Shut up.” She raised a hand to brush her purple hair out of her face, and it was only then that I noticed something important.

“You need a ring.” I searched the ground around us and picked one of the small purple flowers from the grass, and after a minute of fiddling with it managed to tie the stem into a clumsy circle with the petals serving as the ring’s head. I took her right hand and slid it onto her finger, grinning at the astonished look that appeared on her face. “There. Now we’re married.”

Allie went quiet for a few seconds, staring down at her hand with a strange expression. “Well, that was adorable,” she murmured. She cleared her throat and smiled up at me. “Thanks.”

“Anything for my wife,” I laughed. I was doing a lot of that actually, which shouldn’t have been possible. I still had a good month of moping left in me.

She’d insisted that I take a picture of her new ring and post it to further antagonize my ex, and it was such an evil and devious idea that this time I readily agreed. I captioned it with ‘new ring for my new wife’, and we both laughed over the comments as they came in.

Once again they were mostly asking for a picture of her face or begging to know who she was, and just like the last time I refused to give them what they wanted. It was deliciously petty and hilarious, but eventually I turned my phone off because I was supposed to be on vacation.

We sat together on the little grassy ledge, enjoying the cool mist coming from the waterfall across from us, and though I wanted to take in the amazing view in front of me my eyes kept drifting to Allie’s blindingly white legs as she carelessly swung them beneath her. She was a good five shades lighter than me, and I truly didn’t know how she could possibly be so pasty if she’d lived in Hawaii for a year.

It was just another item on a quickly growing list of things that weren’t adding up about her. I didn’t know how she hadn’t already done most of the things I had planned for us already since it was all pretty basic touristy stuff.

Normally I’d have tried to figure out what was going on there, but since I was leaving in six days I didn’t feel like it was a good idea to get too close. We were together to have fun; nothing more, nothing less. After I left Hawaii our relationship would be relegated to following each other on Instagram and liking each others’ posts every now and then—maybe even a comment or two if we were spicy.

I dragged my eyes away from Allie’s legs to look up at her and was startled to see that she was staring straight at me. It seemed like her face was coming closer, and by the time I realized that it actually was, we were kissing.

My first instinct was to push her away because I had a fiancée and I would absolutely never cheat on her. But then I remembered that same fiancée didn’t want me anymore and had embarrassed me in front of everyone I knew and loved, and suddenly I was pissed off all over again.

I leaned forward to kiss her back, sliding my tongue against hers and drawing a surprised hum from her throat. Her fingers slipped into my dark hair and scratched gently at my scalp with her fingernails, and when I was finally able to rub two brain cells together long enough to think I belatedly wondered if I’d ever been kissed so passionately in my life. Her lips were making my brain buzz, and her aggression was so different from the demure, soft kisses of my ex.

My hand slid onto the soft skin of her leg and then crept inwards to grab the inside of her warm, fleshy thigh, and as if trying to one up me her hand went straight for my crotch. She firmly rubbed her palm against my cock through my swim shorts, and unsurprisingly I began to harden immediately.

And then she abruptly stopped, scooting away to stand, and while I was still trying to blink away the stars from our kiss she kicked her shoes off, pulled her dress over her head, and jumped.

I stared shocked at the spot where she’d just been for a few seconds and then scrambled forward to peer over the edge. When I looked down she was just emerging from the water—a splash of purple surrounded by dark blue—and I could only shake my head.

She was fucking crazy.

She started to make clucking noises at me, floating on her back so that she could flap her arms like a chicken, and with a small roll of my eyes I stripped off my shirt, kicked off my shoes, and hid our things in a bush to join her. I made sure to keep myself narrow as I jumped from the cliff to dive into the water, and as soon as I broke the surface again Allie attacked.

Our slick skin slid against each other’s as we wrestled in the tiny lake, and to be frank she was kicking my ass. For a girl so small she had moves, climbing all over me like a little monkey, and before I knew it she somehow had me in a full nelson that I couldn’t muscle my way out of. I quickly tapped out, and after a few more minutes of play fighting we eventually tired.

I followed her beneath the waterfall and into a private alcove that I hadn’t noticed from our vantage spot, and inside there was a large flat rock just big enough for the two of us. Together we climbed on top of it to catch our breaths, lying side by side on the cool stone surface.

It took me a few minutes to work up the courage, and then I leaned up on my elbow to look down at her. “So, about that kiss,” I started, brushing my dark wet bangs out of my eyes.

Allie’s eyes widened and she glanced away. “I’m sorry,” she quickly said. “You’re going through so much already and then I go and do that.”

“Don’t be, I was cool with it. I guess I’m just confused about why.”

For a moment it seemed like she was going to ignore me, but then she sighed. “I know the ring thing was a joke, but…I don’t know. It was really sweet.” She raised her hand to admire it. It was still holding strong on her finger despite losing some petals during our roughhousing.

“Oh,” I said for lack of anything better. “Well, can I kiss you again?”

She stared up at me for a few moments, appearing genuinely surprised, and when she slowly nodded I leaned down to hungrily recapture her lips. She immediately wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist to hold me to her, and when her hips began to slide against mine I felt something strange.

I pulled back and glanced down at her swimsuit bottoms. Even in the relative darkness of the cave I could make out the raised lump that was growing larger by the moment. My hand reached down to brush against it, and then there was no doubt about what I was feeling.

Allie didn’t say anything as I touched her and instead just watched me carefully to gauge my reaction.

“You have a dick,” I finally said.

“Yes.”

I took another few seconds to figure out how I felt about that, but really my own cock getting harder made most of my decision for me. It didn’t change the way I felt about her emotionally, and if my body was okay with it then there was absolutely nothing holding me back.

“Okay.” I kissed her again, and then she began to grind her cock much more eagerly against me now that she knew I didn’t care. She pushed me away after only a minute or two of making out though, drawing a disappointed grunt from my throat and a small smirk from Allie.

“I’ll blow you if you blow me after?” she offered, looking up at me with unsure eyes.

I blankly blinked down at her. As tempting as the idea of receiving a blowjob from Allie was I’d never sucked a cock before, and from what I’d felt of hers through the thin fabric of her bathing suit it was a pretty good size. It felt bigger than mine at least, and I had to wonder where she’d been hiding it for the last day. Drunk or not, I certainly would’ve noticed something that size pressing into my thigh while we were dancing.

“I won’t be very good at it,” I warned.

Allie shrugged. “I just need your mouth. I can do the rest.”

I swore she was salivating at the idea, and the look of lust on her face was heightening my own. “Okay.”

She grinned brightly and sat up so that we could switch positions, and while I was lying on my back she slid down my body until her face was even with my crotch. Her fingers slid into the waistband of my shorts to pull them down my knees, and when my dick popped up into the open air she wrapped her cool fingers around the shaft and began to press kisses to its underside.

Her lips teased me for a little while, but she quickly became impatient and wrapped them around the throbbing head of my cock. Her mouth was so warm and wet that I immediately groaned, and when she began to work more of it into her mouth I had to shut my eyes against the pleasure.

Her head twirled and twisted and bobbed on my dick, and all I could think was that my ex-fiancée was garbage at blowjobs. She wasn’t at all afraid to make sexy little hums or get it sloppy with her spit, leaving my cock dripping and shiny in the low light of the cave every time it was exposed.

I’d never had my dick so lovingly and skillfully sucked, and it helped a lot that Allie was enjoying every single second of it. The way she played with it as if it were a toy or game was completely new to me. It wasn’t some chore she had to do to keep me happy, nor was it foreplay meant to get to the main act. She was doing it because she absolutely loved it.

In no time at all I felt my balls tighten. Because of all of the wedding stress I hadn’t gotten off in weeks, so I was on an especially short fuse as she slid her lips up and down my cock. Her nose brushed the short hairs of my pubes each time she took me into her throat, and her tongue would slip out to lavish ticklish swipes against my balls.

The worst part was when she’d back all the way off and focus solely on softly slurping on the head. It felt so amazing that it was almost torture, and judging by the way her eyes crinkled as she looked up at me she fucking knew it.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped. My fingers slid into her wet purple hair to try to get her to slow down. “I don’t want to cum yet.”

She took me out of her mouth and smirked, her hand making wet squelching sounds as she stroked my shaft with fast twisting motions. “But I want you to,” she pouted cutely. She stuck her finger deep into her mouth, getting it slick, and before I could protest she slid it into my ass in one smooth movement. It felt uncomfortable, but then she began to rub against something inside of me that made my eyes roll back in my head.

Without the use of her hands Allie slid my dick all the way into her throat and held it there, using her tongue and swallowing occasionally to squeeze my cockhead, and under that combined assault I didn’t stand a chance.

Her eyes lit up when I began to cum, growing wide and pleased at the way the veins on my dick bulged, and then she went even harder. My legs shook with the force of my orgasm as I gasped and filled her mouth. She tried to keep up and swallow my thick, creamy load, but there was so much built up that she had to let me pop out of her mouth and let the excess shoot out onto her face which was already sloppy with spit.

Her expression was so clearly happy as I splashed thin ropes of cum onto it, and that especially was new to me. My ex would screw her face up disdainfully whenever my cum touched her, but Allie relished in it.

While I continued to struggle for breath she licked and kissed at my sensitive knob, sending sparks of intense pleasure throughout my body. Next she squeezed my cock hard like it was an empty tube of toothpaste, forcing out the last few drops of my cum, and then she glomped her mouth over me again to collect her milky reward with a pleasured hum that made me shudder.

I was actually really glad when she finally let me go and used a finger to scoop what I’d shot onto her face into her mouth. She stuck out her tongue to briefly show me the stickiness that coated it before closing it again and smiling.

Allie swallowed and smacked her lips. “Yum.”

“What the fuck,” I gasped, because she’d sucked the absolute life out of me. If she suddenly grew horns and a tail and told me that she’d just taken my soul I wouldn’t have been the least bit surprised.

“Good?” she asked, grinning at me so smugly that I almost wanted to lie just to avoid giving her the satisfaction. Still I nodded, and she preened. “Awesome! My turn.” She lay next to me on the flat stone and curled a finger in my direction, using her other hand to push the crotch of her swimsuit bottoms aside so that her cock could pop out.

Truthfully I was still out of it and kind of wanted a nap, but I rolled over so that I was between her legs and crawled up her body so that I was near her mouth. She seemed surprised when I kissed her to thank her for what was easily the best thing to ever happen to me, and even more so when I decided to take my sweet time getting to her dick. I simply couldn’t compete with what she’d done, so instead I focused on making her feel good in all the ways that I knew most girls liked.

I kissed and sucked on her neck for a while to draw sharp gasps and moans from her as she squirmed against me, and after shoving her bikini top above her small breasts I began to pinch and tug at her hard pink nipples. She especially seemed to like that, so I abandoned her neck in favor of swirling my tongue around her nipples instead.

The effect was immediate. Her hips came off of the stone each time the flat of my tongue lapped against her, and combined with my lips she didn’t stand any kind of chance at all. They really were sensitive, and now it was my turn to feel smug. I could feel her shaking as I took her apart, and by the time I finally had my mouth near her dick it was already red and throbbing and drooling precum.

Though the length was about the same as mine It seemed slightly thicker—especially with her foreskin which I hadn’t expected her to have. It throbbed against her flat belly and it looked like the slightest touch would set her off, so I wasn’t sure how to proceed in a way that would be fair. She’d put in so much effort making me cum, and I at least wanted to try to match it.

With that thought in mind I forewent playing with her cock and instead kissed the insides of her thick thighs. I’d wanted to get my hands on them ever since that morning, and when I looked up at her to see how she was liking it she was staring back at me with wide eyes and a small, excited smile.

My fingers sunk into her fleshy ass as I pulled her closer and I delighted in the girly squeal that slipped from her throat as a result.

“I want to feel these big fucking thighs wrapped around my head,” I mumbled, squeezing them hard enough to hurt.

Allie frowned and lifted an eyebrow. “Are you calling me fat?”

“Only where it’s important.” I grabbed her dick and slapped it against my tongue, the sound obscene in the quiet of the cave. “Like this dick.”

“You know, when I asked for a blowjob, I didn’t think you’d be this into cock,” she joked.

“I’m not.” She frowned, and I clarified. “I’m into making you feel good.”

Her eyes grew impossibly large, and then she was biting her lip to tamp down on her smile. It didn’t last long as the moment I slid my tongue beneath her foreskin to swirl it around the head of her cock she moaned and squeezed her eyes shut.

After that I pulled on her foreskin to reveal all of the pink head, and as she’d done for me I gently licked and sucked on it. Mostly I just experimented, listening to her reactions to different things and trying to mimic what I liked. I honestly had no idea what the hell I was doing, but if her soft sighs and moans were any indication I was doing okay.

For a long two or three minutes I slurped on her cock with my arms wrapped around her pale thighs to hold her in place, and the entire time she couldn’t stop writhing. It was obvious to me that she was attempting to hold back as best she could but it was a quickly losing battle.

I gagged a little after taking it too far, and then her orgasm arrived shortly afterward. It grew to fill my mouth even more, and then I felt hot splashes of thick, salty fluid against my tongue. Just like I wanted her fleshy thighs squeezed my head as her ass came off of the flat stone to push herself deeper into my throat, and she writhed and shook as I gamely tried to handle everything she had to give.

After a few seconds she tried to push my head away but I refused to let her go. I just kept gently sucking on it as it gradually softened, making her shake until eventually I took mercy on her and let her slip out of my mouth. Her taste wasn’t nearly as pungent as I’d expected, though I still kind of wished I had something to wash it away with.

“You asshole,” she gasped, one arm thrown over her eyes as she lay limply on the rock next to me.

I smirked up at her crotch with an odd sense of pride. “It must’ve been pretty good since you came in like five seconds.”

Allie grunted. “It was okay.”

I kissed her left thigh and she gasped—a sound that immediately belied her previous statement—and with a knowing laugh I tucked her soft cock back into her swimsuit. “Ready to head back?”

Still mostly out of it, she waved a hand vaguely in my direction.

“Lead the way, hubby.”


Chapter 3

We were a little over halfway through the week and I was certain that I’d never been happier.

Every day we were doing something new and fun together, especially since now that we were hooking up Allie felt comfortable calling most of my plans lame—which they were, since they were all things my ex had wanted to do. Sure, we still did a few of the things I’d booked like the helicopter tour and swimming with the dolphins, but Allie had plans of her own.

Ziplining, parasailing, paddleboarding, off-roading—all the things my ex wouldn’t be caught dead doing Allie actively pushed for. She didn’t seem to have a hesitant bone in her body, and every experience with her was a fun one.

It was so very different from hanging out with my ex-fiancée that it was jarring, and it also helped me to realize that the reason I was so ‘safe’ was because my ex didn’t want to do anything even remotely dangerous. I’d been holding back on my own wants and needs to do what she wanted, and once I realized that I became even more annoyed she’d tossed me aside for a problem she’d caused.

As much as I wanted to be bitter about it though, I just couldn’t. Not when I was getting to fool around with a person I wouldn’t have met otherwise.

I’d basically moved into Allie’s suite after our mutual blowjobs beneath the waterfall because her room was much larger and nicer, and since we were around each other all the time it was sort of inevitable that we’d hook up more often than not. We’d masturbated together in the shower, she’d fingered my ass while we watched a movie, and I’d sucked her off on her private balcony, my head bobbing in her lap while she watched the sunset with a cocktail in hand.

But it still begged the question of how she could afford such a crazy expensive room. I’d looked it up online and it was a little over two thousand dollars a night—more than double the cost of the room I’d booked for me and my ex. I knew she did something online for work, though what I had absolutely no idea. My prevailing theory was that she was some kind of crypto multimillionaire, or perhaps she was a trust fund kid blowing through three-quarters of a million dollars a year just for the hell of it.

Not that it mattered much to me. I would’ve been perfectly happy spending time with Allie in my own small room, and it amused me to no end that I was having the full honeymoon experience with someone I’d only just met. The cuddling especially was nice since she was more than willing to indulge my obsession with her thighs by wrapping them around my waist as we lay together.

Today we were taking it slow because after four days of being constantly on the go we both needed a break, and I woke to the feel of something tight, warm, and wet around my cock. I lifted the sheet to see Allie’s big green eyes staring back at me, and she smiled impishly through the dick in her mouth.

“Morning,” I said, amused.

“Mrnngh.”

I laughed and threw the sheet back so that I could see more of her, and more importantly that juicy ass of hers devouring her poor struggling panties. She noticed me looking and shook it, and I groaned as the globes jiggled enticingly.

I clearly had a problem.

It was impossible to last much longer once she got her hands involved, one hand stroking my spit-slick shaft and the middle finger of her other shoved up to the knuckle in my ass. She’d been playing with my ass a lot lately, and in a very short time had figured out where all of my weak spots were. The pad of her finger slid against the back of my dick, and then I was coming down her throat as she moaned, sending delicious little vibrations down my cock and enhancing my orgasm.

Her fingering combined with her eyes staring straight into mine was far too intense, and I had to reach down and grip her wrist to stop her.

“I’ve never been woken up with a blowjob before,” I said once I’d recovered enough to speak.

Allie frowned. “Really? Well, that’s sad. But, since you’re awake…”

She slid her lacy blue panties down her legs and crawled up my body until she was straddling my head, and when I looked up she had her butt hovering right above my face.

“You’re always staring at my ass like you want to take a bite out of it, so I figured I’d do you a favor and let you finally have a taste,” she said, grinning.

I rolled my eyes. “How generous of you.”

“Thanks, I thought so.” I started to say something else, but she lowered her pink little hole right over my mouth to effectively shut me up. I’d never licked a girl’s ass before, but reasoning that it couldn’t be all that different from eating pussy I hesitantly stuck my tongue out and began to lap away.

To my relief it just tasted like skin, and she moaned softly as I wriggled my tongue into her asshole. I was now one hundred percent sure that I’d awakened a brand new fetish because I truly couldn’t get enough of her ass.

Allie fondled herself above me and ground her butt harder onto my face, nearly suffocating me in her quest to get my tongue deeper, and my fingers dug into her juicy cheeks to stop her from squirming away.

I was disappointed when she managed to rip herself free after a few minutes, but then her long cock was pressing against my lips and forcing itself into my mouth with one smooth motion. She fucked my mouth with slow, deep strokes, her spongy head pressing itself into the back of my throat, and with a soft, high moan she was spilling her seed straight into my stomach after a shockingly short amount of time.

Her fleshy warm thighs clenched around my head in a soft vice as she came, shuddering and whimpering and falling apart on top of me. I’d recently learned that she got incredibly horny from sucking me off, so if she was ever going second whenever we hooked up she could only last around five minutes at the most.

My lips gently nursed on the head of her cock until it softened, and when she couldn’t take the pleasure anymore she pulled it out with a soft ‘pop.’ She fell onto her side beside me, panting hard and trying to catch her breath.

Allie cuddled up against me then, resting her head on my chest and draping an arm and a leg over my body possessively. I loved being so wanted by her, and since I honestly couldn’t help myself when it came to her butt I palmed one fleshy ass cheek with my hand.

I looked down at her after she’d been unusually silent for a while, and I caught her staring off at nothing with a slight crease between her eyebrows as she struggled to figure something out.

“What’re you thinking about?”

“Hm?” she asked, blinking and lifting her head to meet my gaze. “Oh. Nothing.” My disbelief must have shown on my face because she uncomfortably glanced away. “Are you hungry? I can order room service for breakfast,” she offered.

As tempting as it was to push and figure out what was bothering her, I was pretty hungry. “Actually, I kind of want to go down to the buffet. It’s hard to beat all-you-can-eat bacon.”

Allie frowned. “We really need to talk about your cholesterol intake,” she said, jabbing a finger into my chest. Still she slid out of bed to find her panties and pull them back up her legs, and then she grabbed her white dress off of the floor to slip it on over her head.

I did the same, finding my shorts and a clean enough t-shirt, and once we were fully dressed we walked hand in hand out of the door to head down to the resort’s fancy cafeteria.

Unfortunately we arrived right in the middle of the breakfast rush, so there were no empty tables anywhere. I was about to suggest we give up and order room service as she’d suggested, but she spotted an empty couple of seats in front of an older dark-skinned couple near the back and pulled me towards them.

“Do you mind if we sit here?” Allie asked.

The woman smiled up at us. “Of course not. It’ll be nice having someone other than this grump to talk to.” Her husband rolled his eyes and she laughed as we gratefully took a seat.

“Um, I’m Allie, and this is my husband Vince,” Allie said, slipping her arm through mine and leaning her head on my shoulder. I felt a strange tightness in my chest at being referred to as her husband. It seemed so…right, which was an insane thought to have about someone I barely knew.

“Maggie and David,” the woman said, gesturing to herself and her husband. The older man dipped his head and smiled a bit but didn’t say anything. “Are you two newlyweds?”

Allie nodded. “It’s only our fourth day,” she replied, and I almost laughed at the double meaning behind her words. “How long have you two been married?”

“Fifty-five years tomorrow.”

Her eyes went wide. “Oh, wow. How?”

The woman slanted her husband a look and then stood. “Come with me while I get another waffle and I’ll tell you.”

I curiously watched the two of them walk towards the buffet, the older woman speaking in hushed tones while Allie eagerly nodded her head. My eyes slid back to the man sitting across from me, and now that we were alone I was starting to feel awkward.

“So…fifty-five years. How did you know that Maggie was the person you were supposed to be with?” I asked him for a lack of anything better to say.

I was surprised by the way his face softened, the lines around his eyes smoothing as his gaze landed on his wife standing at the buffet. “That was easy. I pictured what my future would be like with her in it and couldn’t stop smiling.”

He smiled then, and the look on his face was so sure and content that I decided to take his advice. I did my best to consider what it’d be like to marry Allie—to travel the world, have new experiences, and spend my twilight years with her. I didn’t know how long I sat there, imagining the amazing, vibrant life we could have, but eventually the man across from me chuckled and brought me back down to earth.

“Looks to me like you’ve found the right woman,” he said with a twinkle in his eye. I was confused by his statement for a moment, but then I realized that I was smiling—and crazily at that.

The women returned to the table before I could say anything else, and Allie placed two plates of food stacked high with breakfast foods on the table in front of us. I couldn’t help but notice that there wasn’t a whole lot of bacon on either of them, instead being replaced with a lot more fruit than I personally would’ve gotten.

“I know you want more bacon, but I’d really like it if you lived past forty,” Allie said, obviously anticipating what I was going to say next. She looked at my face then and narrowed her eyes. “What are you grinning about?”

I shook my head and shrugged. “It’s nothing.”

“Well, that’s not allowed,” she huffed.

“What isn’t?”

“Smiling at me like that. It’s unfair.” She pouted and pursed her lips, and unable to help myself I leaned in to kiss her. Her eyelids fluttered shut, and though I was tempted to deepen it we were still being watched by a very amused couple so I pulled away and began to eat.

“What did Maggie tell you?” I asked after I was no longer starving and able to think again.

Allie’s face flushed. “Wouldn’t you like to know.”

I rolled my eyes at her and then glanced over at the older couple again. They looked so at ease and in sync with each other that I was actually beginning to feel jealous, and then I felt her hand slip into mine. She smiled when I looked at her, and then I smiled back.

With more time I was absolutely certain that we could get to their level of love and familiarity, but time was the one thing we didn’t have. I’d be leaving in a few days, and chances were I wouldn’t be coming back.


Chapter 4

I blankly stared up at the ceiling and bitterly wondered what the hell I’d done to piss off the universe.

Realistically I knew that there was no chance for me and Allie. She lived in Hawaii, I lived in North Carolina, and since there were around 4500 miles between us, making something more out of our week-long fake marriage was impossible.

In just under twelve hours I’d be boarding my plane to head back home and this whole weird deal we’d made would be over.

I glanced down at the silent girl in my arms and frowned. After a day of gradually growing more glum and distant she was almost completely unresponsive now, her body limp as it rested against mine in her large bed. She didn’t even want to mess around, which considering how horny she usually was disturbed me more than anything.

I began to say something to try to snap her out of it but then my phone buzzed, and annoyed I used my thumb to unlock it. I fully expected to see yet another message from a friend or family member asking who the mystery girl I’d been posting vague pictures of was, but it wasn’t.

It was my ex.

I abruptly sat up in bed, unceremoniously displacing Allie who squeaked with indignance, and I swallowed hard around the lump in my throat as I read over her message.

“What’s wrong? Who is it? You’re pale,” she said, worriedly sitting up with me. She was only in her underwear—a pair of sheer black panties with a matching bra—and I could feel her warm breasts pressing against my arm as she leaned in to try to read the message too.

“It’s my ex, I think she saw the pictures I posted of us having fun and now she wants to meet up and talk after I get back stateside. The jealousy thing worked.”

Allie was silent for a long few seconds. “Oh.”

I nodded and continued to stare at my phone. Truthfully it was a massive oversimplification of what the message actually said. It was very apparent that she wanted to get back together, and though I wanted to tell Allie that I wasn’t even entertaining the idea, the fact of the matter is that it’d be a lie. My ex and I had been together for five years after all, and my feelings for her weren’t something that could be buried after only a week.

Besides, I didn’t even know anything substantial about Allie, and our deal was one born of boredom and convenience. She’d certainly never indicated to me she wanted to be anything more than friends who happened to suck each other off sometimes.

So that’s why I was understandably surprised when she began to blink rapidly and moved away, curling her legs up so that she could wrap her arms around her knees. “That’s great,” she said.

“Is it?”

“Our plan worked and your fiancée finally saw reason. She’d be stupid to let you go.” She tried to smile but it didn’t reach her eyes, and then the corners of her lips twitched downwards.

I hated myself for wavering for even a single second.

“I don’t care what she wants. I care about you, Allie.”

I thought she’d be happy to hear that but instead she reeled on me, her eyes dark with anger. “Don’t do that. Don’t say you give a shit about me when you’re just going to go back home and reconnect with your fiancée after getting to cross ‘fuck a tranny’ off of your bucket list. I’m just your rebound.”

My jaw dropped. “Hold on. This was your idea. You wanted to be my vacation wife.”

“I know, and it was the biggest fucking mistake of my life.”

I couldn’t lie; that hurt.

A lot.

My first reaction was to get angry. She was coming at me with a malice I hadn’t known she was capable of, and it felt shitty that she obviously thought so little of me.

But then I saw the pain in her expression and the glassiness in her eyes and I forced myself to calm down. I grabbed her hand and squeezed it until it looked at me. “You don’t mean that. Where’s this coming from?”

The wind seemed to go out of her sails when I didn’t rise to her bait. “Why do you think I live here?” she finally asked.

“I don’t know. Because you invested in Bitcoin?”

She shook her head and sighed. “My dad’s running for senate in a red state and I’m trans. You do the math.”

“So he sent you here to get you out of the way?” I asked, already feeling my anger begin to rise.

Allie shrugged miserably. “Basically. While he and the normal members of my family dance around in front of the cameras and go on about having strong family values, my orders are to hide out here and keep my head down. I guess he figured putting me up in a luxury resort in Hawaii made banishing me okay.” She tried to look as though she didn’t care but I could tell that she was hurt. Bad.

It was strange to see her looking so sad, and now I was fucking pissed. I wished there was something I could do to help, but I knew from experience that trying to get in the middle of family stuff was idiotic at best and useless at worst.

So instead I wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her into my side. “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be,” she said, shaking her head. “You made everything better. This week was the first time I’ve had fun since I’ve been on the island. I was so depressed that I barely left the hotel grounds before you got here.”

“Really?” I asked, even though I’d already kind of figured as much.

“Yes, really. I just did my stupid job managing my dad’s stupid investments, because even though he’s ashamed of me I’m the only one he trusts to do a good job and not try to screw him over because we’re family,” she said, making air quotes with her fingers. “I got the stupid finance degree they wanted, made them all a stupid amount of money, and came to this stupid hotel for the good of the family, but because I’m no longer their firstborn son they won’t even visit me. I spent twenty-four years of my fucking life trying to please those people, and since I haven’t seen a single of them since I left I’m apparently not worth seeing. It’s just been me all alone here in paradise.” She laughed then, but it was gloomy and hollow.

“That’s incredibly shitty.”

Allie shrugged again. “Yeah, well. I’m used to people not wanting me around.” She took a deep breath and tried to put on a brave smile. “Sorry for ranting at you.”

“Hey, you’ve listened to me bitch about my ex all week. We’re nowhere near even.” I paused then, thinking more deeply about her story, and cocked my head. “You’re actually sort of amazing, you know.”

“Am I now,” she flatly replied.

“You are. You’re probably the most amazing person I’ve ever met. You make me happy that I got left at the altar because it means that I got to meet you. Being with you helped me realize that my ex was right. I was safe. Every single choice I ever made was for someone else or because it was what was expected of me, even if it wasn’t what I truly wanted. Sound familiar?”

Allie rolled her eyes. “Sort of.”

“But you’re braver than me, Allie. You rebelled where it was important. You knew who you were and you did what you needed to despite how your family would feel about it, and that’s fucking amazing.”

“You’re making it sound so much cooler than it is,” she mumbled, cheeks flushing.

“I’m really not.” I opened my arms to her and she readily crawled back into them.

“Well, since we’re being all honest and stuff now, I didn’t tell you the whole truth when we met.” I furrowed my brow, confused and a little worried, and she sighed. “I didn’t approach you just because you were sad, or even because you were cute. I approached you because you were the only person who seemed as miserable and alone as I did.”

My shoulders relaxed. I’d been expecting something so much worse. “Well, I’m really glad that you did. You’re fun and smart and drop-dead gorgeous.”

“Keep flattering me like that and I’m going to think you want something.”

“I think it’s pretty clear what I want,” I murmured lowly into her ear.

She pulled back to look at me, the heat in her gaze making my heart race. “But the goodbye luau’s tonight, and we can’t miss that,” she said, a small, creeping grin appearing on her face.

“Definitely not, but remind me—how many times have you been?”

“Oh, I go every time, the roast pig is amazing. How many times have I stayed after grabbing a plate because it’s quite possibly the lamest thing I’ve ever seen? One.”

I laughed and kissed her on the cheek. “We can go down after I’ve had my fun. Promise.” I softly pressed my lips to her cheek again, but when I tried for a third Allie turned her head so that I was kissing her on the lips, too impatient to take things slow. Her tongue slithered into my mouth, and at the same time her fingers slid into the waistband of my boxer briefs to shove them down my legs.

She pulled her own panties off shortly afterwards to reveal that she was already hard, and then she pressed hers against mine before dribbling a bit of spit onto them to make them slick. She jerked the both of us off with one of her hands, her green eyes staring so intensely into mine that I was beginning to feel bashful.

“If this is our last time together, I want all of you,” Allie nervously said. She smiled when I nodded, and then she jumped off of the bed and rushed half-naked out of the room.

She returned a few seconds later with a bottle of lube and some condoms from the newlywed gift basket I’d brought from my room downstairs. For the past few days we’d been eating the chocolate and drinking the champagne, though if it were up to me I’d have thrown the whole thing in the trash. It was a painful reminder of the fact that I was very much not married, but now I was glad she’d talked me into not wasting it.

She held up the condoms and looked curiously at me, and then I shook my head. I was definitely clean and I trusted her enough to be, and it wasn’t like there was a risk of pregnancy.

I watched her pop the cap on the lube and pour some onto her fingers, and then she reached behind herself while I looked on hungrily. It was sexy, sure, but it wasn’t quite what I wanted.

“Uh, actually…” I mumbled, feeling heat rush into my cheeks.

She paused and cocked her head. “What?”

“I kind of liked it when you had your fingers in me before.”

She looked confused for a moment, but then her eyes widened. “Oh. Oh.” She sat back on her butt with a surprised look. “I…didn’t really expect that.”

“We don’t have to,” I rushed to explain.

Allie grinned. “Nope! Too late to back out now.” She poured some of the lube onto her fingers and I jumped a bit as the cool, slick fluid rubbed against my asshole. She was staring closely at me as she slipped a finger inside, her bright eyes roaming over my face and taking in my every reaction. My heart was pounding at the look of pure affection that I saw on her face, and it was almost too much for me to handle.

I’d never been looked at that way before, and truthfully it made me sad. I suddenly felt like my last five years had been a complete waste and that maybe I’d accepted a lot less love than I deserved.

Something must’ve shown on my face because she abruptly stopped all movement, and right when it was starting to feel really good. “What’s wrong?” she asked. “Too fast?”

I slowly shook my head. “I was just thinking how perfect you are,”

“Oh god, I don’t need that kind of pressure,” she said, face flushing.

“Fine. Perfectly imperfect.”

“Better.”

I leaned up to kiss her, and then she began to move her finger again. She added more lube as she added more fingers, and by the time she had three of them inside me my cock was drooling a thin strand of precum onto my stomach. Soon enough she was kneeling between my spread legs and lining her slippery cock up with my butt hole, and I barely noticed because she’d fingered me so thoroughly that my head was buzzing and my body felt limp.

She pressed a kiss to my neck, sucking and licking at the skin to make me shudder, and while I was distracted by the pleasure she pulled back on her foreskin to reveal her pale pink head and then popped it into my ass. I groaned at the stretched, uncomfortable feeling, and I grew even louder when she kept pushing herself inside without the slightest pause.

After a minute of steady pressure she bottomed out, and when the fat head of her cock touched the deepest part of me it sent a sharp stab of both pain and pleasure from my ass right down to my dick.

“Still okay?” she asked as her hands gently massaged my thighs.

I barely heard her, too stunned by the feeling of having a cock inside of me for the first time. It was a spot I never thought I’d find myself in since up until now I’d only slept with girls who had vaginas. “Mmhmm.”

Allie smiled and began to rock her hips against me, slow and gentle yet firm, and while she stared down at me unblinkingly she began to scrape her short nails up and down my stomach. Each time she bottomed out she’d swirl her hips a bit to target my prostate more firmly, and each time she did that I felt my eyes roll back a little in my head.

I appreciated how tender she was being, at least in the beginning. It gave me time to adjust until the slight ache from her intrusion was almost gone and was instead replaced with warm, fuzzy satisfaction. I felt full, and much more content than I did when I was the one doing the fucking.

The longer she humped away at me though the looser I got, and the looser I got, the harder and faster she began to slam into me. Wet, filthy slapping sounds filled the room as she gradually began to lose control of herself, burying herself balls-deep on every single stroke and battering my guts like I was a cocksleeve.

She leaned down to press her chest against mine and her arms wrapped themselves beneath my shoulders for a better grip and angle. In this position her lips and tongue could assault my ear, and the feel of her wet mouth against my skin was quickly pushing me to the edge. I was actually thankful that she was too far gone to pay attention to my dick because the slightest touch would’ve set me off immediately.

The pleasure was mind-numbing, and the sounds I was making each time she dug deep into my greedy ass were ones I didn’t know I was capable of. I might’ve been embarrassed by them if they weren’t clearly turning her on; her cock seemed to grow in size the louder I got.

Allie moved from my ear to my lips, her mouth devouring mine hungrily for a few seconds, and then she pushed herself back up to look down at me. Her gaze was slightly unfocused and her jaw hung open as she panted with the effort of our coupling, and even through the haze of her lust I could see the love and affection in her eyes.

“I can’t—I’m going to cum,” she gasped, her face screwing up as she tried to hold back.

I lifted a hand to her cheek and gently cupped it, smiling as best as I could as she rutted into me. “Go ahead.”

Her hips became a punishing blur once she’d been given permission to let herself go, and with each stroke grinding so firmly against all of my weak spots I knew that I wouldn’t be very far behind.

Allie’s eyes rolled back in her head, and with a final, shuddering gasp, she exploded. Warm, thick spurts of her creamy seed shot into my asshole again and again, filling it to overflowing in mere seconds. She pressed her body hard into mine to get her cock as deeply into me as she could, and like a volcano my own dick began to shoot off and cover the both of us in my cum.

It was easily the most intense orgasm I’d ever had. My entire body was like an exposed nerve, and I was pretty sure that I blacked out for a second or two because by the time I was aware of myself again there was a warm, comforting weight on top of me. It took me a while to realize that it was Allie’s body pressing me into the bed, her arms having given out from exhaustion.

It took a long time, but eventually her balls emptied and the last of her cum trickled out to join the gooey mess inside of me. She slid out of my ass with a wet schlopping sound, and her now soft cock trailed a sticky line of cum and lube over my hip as she fell onto her side next to me. Our breathing slowed together, and soon after Allie shifted to wrap a knee over my thigh and place her head on my chest.

“I don’t want you to go,” she said, so quietly that I barely heard her even in the silence of the room.

I squeezed her closer, not caring in the least that we were both damp and sweaty and gross from our coupling. “I don’t want to go either.” I kissed her tiredly on the cheek, and then I remembered something she’d said earlier that hadn’t sat well with me. “I’ll always want you around, by the way. There’s nothing you could ever do that would change that.”

She didn’t reply, but she didn’t have to either. The look of shy delight on her face told me everything that I needed to know.


Chapter 5

Twenty-four hours later I was back to my normal life—or at least as normal of a life as a guy who’d been unceremoniously dumped at the altar by his fiancée in front of everyone he knew and loved could have.

Leaving Allie had been hard. Extremely hard. She’d tried to put on a brave face for me, but when the voice on the intercom had called to say that my plane was boarding she’d begun to sob right there in the middle of the airport. As I comforted her I strongly considered just saying ‘fuck it’ to my life back home, deciding once and for all to take a risk and no longer play it safe, but old habits were hard to break and I boarded the plane with my heart in my throat.

My family treated me with kid gloves after I got off of the flight, obviously mistaking the reason for my sadness, and I found it impossible to explain to them what had happened.

What could I say? That I was glad I hadn’t gotten married? That I’d met a girl who’d made me better and happier in a week than my ex-fiancée had in five fucking years?

I knew that things were officially different for me when I talked to my ex for the first time since she’d left me. She’d pestered me for days about meeting up after I returned, and eventually I’d given in; partly because we had so much history together and we owed each other a conversation, and partly just to get her off of my back.

Like we’d done dozens of times before we went to our favorite coffee shop, sat at our favorite table, and drank our favorite drinks. She began to apologize, saying how much she missed me and how our time apart had only made us stronger as a couple, and I felt…nothing. She then floated the idea of us starting over if I were willing to be a little more adventurous, and for a moment I allowed myself to imagine our future together.

Seconds later I was excusing myself, and just like that my path forward was clear. I immediately called Allie to tell her what had happened, and though she hadn’t exactly been pleased to hear that I’d met up with my ex, she did seem happy when I told her I was absolutely and completely over her.

I texted her every time I had a free moment, and we video-chatted every single day even if it was only for a few minutes. Without the distraction of sex I was able to really see the important parts of her—the parts she hadn’t shown me during our week together and the parts that actually mattered in the long term. We talked about our families, our pasts, what we valued and wanted out of life—everything.

We aligned on so many things that I was beginning to wonder if she was just saying what I wanted to hear, but for half of the things we agreed on she was the one who said them first. As much as I didn’t want to believe in soul mates or fate or anything of that other Hallmark movie bullshit, it was hard to deny that we seemed tailor-made for each other to a terrifying degree.

When I wasn’t talking to her I was scrolling through all of the pictures I’d taken in Hawaii that I hadn’t posted. There were ones of her lying on the beach in a bikini, a selfie of her kissing me on the cheek as she rode me piggyback, and even an extremely cute one of her with her cheeks puffed out as she stuffed cheesecake down her throat. It made my chest ache to look at them, and all I could think about whenever I had a quiet moment was how much I wanted to be back in Hawaii with her.

Luckily I had plans. Big plans. Plans that I was finally able to put into action two months after leaving Hawaii. I’d had to talk to my boss about working fully remotely from a completely different part of the world, and at the same time I’d had to sell the house with the white picket fence that I’d bought for my ex and I to live in—thankfully at a small profit. I officially had nothing material tying me down to North Carolina anymore, but there was still the matter of my loved ones.

When I made the rounds to say goodbye to my friends and family, every single one of them thought that I was insane for moving across the ocean for a girl I’d known for all of a week. Hell, maybe I was.

But I thought it’d be more insane to not see where things with Allie could go. Besides, even if things somehow didn’t work out, at worst I’d be living in Hawaii for a while.

I walked into the resort lobby and approached the front desk with nervous flutters in my chest.

“Can I leave a message for room 412? Tell her that an urgent package is waiting for her in the lobby.” The woman behind the desk gave me a strange look, and I rolled my eyes a little. “I’m her boyfriend and I’m here to surprise her.” She still seemed skeptical, so I put on my most winning and innocent smile until she somewhat reluctantly did as I asked.

I only had to wait a few minutes for Allie to walk out of the elevator in one of her oversized sweatshirts and a pair of dark leggings, her eyes staring down at her phone and a small frown on her face. She glanced up for a moment as she walked towards the front desk, and then she was stopping short to gape at me.

She sprinted across the lobby and launched herself at me, wrapping her arms tightly around my neck to press a bunch of short kisses to my face while I laughed. I slid my own arms around her waist to lift her up and spin her around, and when I set her back down she looked up at me with shocked wonder.

“Did you seriously fly all the way back to Hawaii just to make a joke about your package?” she asked, giving me that simultaneously annoyed and amused look I loved so much as her green eyes roamed my face.

I shook my head and grinned. “Nope, I live here now.”

“Here where?”

“Here here. Maui.”

“You…” Allie swallowed hard. “You moved here? Why?”

I almost scoffed at her. “Because you’re worth seeing. Every fucking day.”

Her eyes widened and her mouth fell open with disbelief. She then began to sniffle and wipe at her face until the skin around her eyes and the tip of her nose turned pink, but that only made her cuter.

“You definitely thought of that ahead of time,” she said with a small roll of her eyes.

“Maybe. Does that make it any less effective?”

“Hell no. I’m just glad you had a good excuse for being so slow to answer my texts lately. I was worried you were trying to do the whole fade away thing.”

I shook my head and smiled back at her, but inside I felt my heart begin to pound as I worked up my courage. I nervously licked my lips and cleared my throat, and she curiously cocked her head.

“So, I rented a house about twenty minutes away from here. It’s only two bedrooms and honestly it’s kind of small but—”

“Yes. When can I move in?” she asked, cutting me off.

I blinked down at her, stunned. She hadn’t even seen it and yet she was willing to give up her big fancy suite to be with me. I was now one hundred percent sure that I’d made the right decision in moving to be with her, and I smiled somewhat dementedly.

“I want to post a picture of us,” I said, reaching for my phone.

“To make your ex jealous?” Allie asked with a frown.

I immediately shook my head. “To show everyone the woman I love.”

Her eyes widened but she quickly recovered, rolling her eyes and heaving a long suffering sigh even as the pale skin of her face flushed. “Well, if the man that I love asks, I guess I don’t have much of a choice, do I?”

I tried to tell her that she looked perfect, but she ran her fingers through her wild purple hair anyway to tame it before sliding herself beneath my arm. I held the camera up and snapped a selfie of the two of us, my smile big and happy while hers was adorable and shy.

“I need a caption,” I murmured aloud, and after a few seconds of thought I grinned and typed out the nerdiest thing I could possibly think of:

Allie.status.update(‘Fake Vacation Wife’ -> ‘Real Life Girlfriend’)

It was fake code that my software engineer friends would for sure rip apart, but it had the desired effect as Allie looked at it and loudly groaned.

“That’s terrible.” She leaned up onto her toes to kiss me and then beamed. “I love it.”

With her approval I posted it, and just like before my phone buzzed as the comments and likes began to pour in. Unlike before though I put my phone away and didn’t read a single one, because frankly, I didn’t give a shit what anyone else had to say. The only person whose opinion mattered at all was standing right in front of me.

“I think we should take a few more pictures upstairs,” she said, sidling up to me. “Maybe ones with less clothing on?” She pressed her hips forward into my thigh, and I could feel her hard cock pressing against me through the thin fabric of her leggings.

With her eyes large and hopeful and a smirk playing at her lips, I knew that I was sunk. She already had me wrapped around her little finger and we’d only been official for all of thirty seconds.

I kissed our clasped hands, enjoying the way her face noticeably brightened.

“Anything for my real-life girlfriend.”
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