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Chapter One

The village of Henley-in-Arden suited Adam Fletcher perfectly.

Nestled on the edge of the ancient Forest of Arden in rural Warwickshire, it was everything he had wanted after years of renting small flats in Birmingham. Its broad High Street was lined with handsome black-and-white timber-framed buildings, independent cafés, old pubs and family-run shops that had served the community for generations. Life moved at a gentler pace here. People smiled as they passed one another, neighbours knew each other's names, and on warm summer evenings the whole village seemed to glow beneath the golden light that filtered through the surrounding woodland.

Three years earlier, shortly after their wedding, Adam and Sophie had stretched themselves financially to buy a modest two-bedroom semi-detached house on a quiet development at the edge of the village. It wasn't large, but it was theirs. The small garden was neatly kept, there was just enough room for a vegetable patch Adam never quite got around to planting, and Sophie had transformed the interior into a warm, stylish home filled with soft colours, houseplants and photographs from their travels together.

At thirty-eight, Adam often wondered how he had been fortunate enough to build the life he now had.

He worked as an IT consultant for a software company based in Birmingham, spending most weekdays solving problems that few people outside his profession would ever understand. Logical, dependable and organised, he approached almost every aspect of life with careful planning. Friends often joked that Adam probably scheduled time to relax. There was some truth in that.

Standing just under six feet tall, Adam had an average build that reflected a reasonably healthy lifestyle rather than a passion for fitness. His dark brown hair was beginning to show the faintest signs of grey at the temples, though Sophie insisted it made him look distinguished rather than older. He kept it neatly cut, shaved every morning before work, and dressed simply in fitted shirts, chinos and sensible shoes. His face was pleasant rather than striking, with kind brown eyes behind rectangular glasses and an easy smile that appeared most often when Sophie was nearby.

He had never considered himself especially handsome. He knew he wasn't the man women turned to admire when he entered a room. That had never really mattered.

Because somehow, despite all that, Sophie had chosen him.

Even after five years together and three years of marriage, Adam still found himself watching her when she wasn't looking.

She possessed the kind of beauty that seemed effortless. Standing five feet seven inches tall, Sophie had a naturally elegant frame shaped by years of regular gym sessions and Pilates. Her posture was impeccable, giving every movement a quiet grace whether she was wandering barefoot through the house on a Sunday morning or strolling through the village in a simple summer dress.

Her shoulder-length blonde hair framed a face that people remembered long after they had met her. Large, expressive blue eyes sparkled with warmth and curiosity, framed by long lashes that drew attention to her bright, engaging gaze. High, sculpted cheekbones gave her face an elegant definition, softened by a neat button nose, a gently rounded jawline and naturally full, beautifully shaped lips that seemed permanently on the verge of a smile. She possessed the sort of timeless beauty that never relied on fashion or heavy make-up. She looked effortlessly feminine, approachable and unmistakably like the beautiful girl next door rather than someone trying to imitate a celebrity.

She rarely wore more than a light touch of mascara, a little lip gloss and just enough colour on her cheeks to complement her healthy complexion. She simply didn't need anything more. Her natural beauty was enough to turn heads wherever she went.

What captivated Adam most, however, was her figure.

Standing five feet seven inches tall, Sophie had spent years looking after herself through regular gym sessions and Pilates, developing a physique that was both athletic and unmistakably feminine. She carried herself with effortless confidence, her posture naturally elegant, every movement relaxed and graceful.

Her shoulders were softly toned, leading to naturally full, firm 36D breasts that perfectly complemented her frame. Below them, her waist narrowed dramatically, accentuating the classic hourglass silhouette that had first caught Adam's attention when they met. Her hips curved gently outward before flowing into what he privately considered her most striking feature; a remarkably firm, full, heart-shaped backside that reflected years of dedication in the gym. It gave every pair of jeans, fitted dress or swimsuit she owned an enviable silhouette.

Her long legs completed the picture. Lean and toned from countless hours of exercise, they retained a soft femininity that never looked overly muscular. Defined calves, shapely thighs and an easy, confident stride meant she seemed equally at home wearing trainers on the way to the gym as she did in a summer dress strolling through the streets of Henley-in-Arden.

Adam never grew tired of looking at her. Even after five years together, he still caught himself watching her when she walked into a room, wondering how he had been fortunate enough to marry someone so effortlessly beautiful.

Sophie was well aware of the effect she had on people. She had realised in her late teens that men often noticed her, and over the years she had grown comfortable with the attention. She enjoyed shopping for clothes that flattered her figure, took pleasure in putting together outfits for evenings out, and quietly appreciated the occasional admiring glance from strangers. Compliments always brought a smile to her face, not because she was arrogant, but because she genuinely enjoyed feeling attractive. There was undoubtedly a streak of vanity in her personality, yet it was never spiteful or unkind. She simply believed there was nothing wrong with taking pride in the way she looked.

Adam had always found that confidence appealing.

Watching Sophie laugh as she arranged fresh flowers in the kitchen that Saturday morning, sunlight pouring through the windows behind her, he couldn't help smiling to himself.

In that ordinary, peaceful moment, she represented everything he had ever hoped for.

The house.

The marriage.

The future they had begun quietly discussing.

As far as Adam Fletcher was concerned, life couldn't possibly become any better.


Chapter Two

By the time Monday arrived, the weekend already felt like a distant memory.

Adam was always the first one awake. Years of commuting into Birmingham had trained his body to wake just before six without the need for an alarm. He slipped quietly from beneath the duvet, careful not to disturb Sophie, and padded downstairs to make coffee.

A few minutes later he heard familiar footsteps on the stairs.

Sophie wandered into the kitchen wearing charcoal-grey leggings, bright white trainers and a fitted pale-blue sports top. Her blonde hair had been gathered into a loose ponytail, though a few strands had already escaped to frame her face. Sleep still lingered in her bright blue eyes, but she smiled the moment she saw him.

"Morning."

"Morning, beautiful."

She laughed.

"You always say that."

"Because it's true."

She leaned across the kitchen island to steal a sip from his coffee before making her own.

Adam watched her moving around the kitchen with the same quiet admiration he'd felt ever since they'd started dating. Even dressed for the gym, she carried herself with an effortless confidence. Years of Pilates and regular workouts had given her an athletic, feminine figure that still amazed him. Her naturally curvy shape contrasted with her slim, toned waist, while her posture made every movement seem graceful. She looked healthy, strong and comfortable in her own skin.

"You've been staring again," she said without turning around.

"I know."

"You think I haven't noticed?"

"I wasn't trying to hide it."

She shook her head, smiling to herself.

"You've been doing that for five years."

"And I intend to carry on."

She walked over, kissed him briefly and rested her forehead against his.

"I don't mind."

Their lives settled into an easy rhythm during the week.

Adam left the house just after half past seven each morning for the drive into Birmingham, where he spent his days solving software problems for clients who usually didn't understand what he actually did for a living.

Sophie worked fewer hours from home for a local marketing company, giving her flexibility to exercise during the day. Three mornings each week she visited the gym, while two evenings were reserved for Pilates classes in Stratford-upon-Avon.

She genuinely enjoyed keeping fit.

She liked feeling strong.

She liked having energy.

And, if she was completely honest, she liked looking good.

There was nothing obsessive about it. She wasn't chasing perfection or trying to resemble someone on social media. She simply took pride in looking after herself, and the confidence that came with it showed in the way she dressed, walked and smiled.

Adam often noticed the effect Sophie had on other people.

Not in an outrageous way.

Just the little moments.

The cashier who suddenly became more cheerful when she stepped forward.

The waiter whose smile lingered a second longer than necessary.

The neighbour who somehow always appeared over the fence whenever Sophie was gardening.

Adam found it oddly reassuring.

If other people noticed how attractive she was, perhaps it confirmed what he'd always believed himself.

He'd married an extraordinary woman.

Wednesday evening found them sitting together in the kitchen while pasta simmered on the hob.

"So," Adam asked, opening a bottle of wine, "how was Pilates?"

"It was good."

"You survived?"

"Barely."

He laughed.

"I thought Pilates was supposed to be relaxing."

"Whoever invented that rumour has clearly never done it."

She carried two bowls to the table before sitting opposite him.

"Oh..." she said casually. "Something funny happened afterwards."

"What?"

"There was a new trainer at the gym this morning."

Adam looked up.

"And?"

"I caught him looking at me while I was packing my bag."

"You caught him?"

"He looked away so quickly I almost felt sorry for him."

Adam grinned.

"Can you blame him?"

She rolled her eyes.

"I wasn't fishing for compliments."

"I know."

"I'm serious."

"I am too."

She laughed, shaking her head.

"You always say things like that."

"Because I happen to think my wife is gorgeous."

A faint blush coloured her cheeks despite herself.

"You really are impossible."

"And you're still blushing."

"I am not."

"You definitely are."

She reached across the table and nudged his arm.

"Eat your dinner."

"Yes, dear."

Later that evening they curled up together on the sofa.

Rain tapped gently against the windows while an old detective series played on the television.

Sophie rested her legs across Adam's lap, absently reading on her tablet while he stroked her ankle without thinking.

Neither of them spoke for several minutes.

They didn't need to.

There was comfort in the silence.

Comfort in routine.

Comfort in knowing exactly who the other person was.

Adam looked across at his wife and smiled to himself.

Life wasn't exciting every single day.

It wasn't dramatic.

It wasn't perfect.

But sitting there beside Sophie, in the little house they had worked so hard to buy, he couldn't imagine wanting anything more.


Chapter Three

Saturday had always been their favourite day of the week.

Neither of them had to set an alarm. There were no early meetings, no rush-hour traffic and no emails demanding immediate attention. Instead, the day unfolded at an easy pace, exactly the way they both liked it.

They wandered into Henley-in-Arden after breakfast, strolling hand in hand along the historic High Street. The old timber-framed buildings glowed in the warm summer sunshine, hanging baskets overflowed with colourful flowers, and every café seemed busy with families and couples enjoying a leisurely weekend.

They stopped for coffee outside their favourite café before browsing the independent shops. Sophie disappeared briefly into a boutique while Adam waited patiently outside, smiling as she emerged carrying another small shopping bag.

"You already have enough summer dresses," he teased.

She grinned.

"A woman can never have too many."

"So I've discovered."

"I bought it in the sale."

"You say that every time."

"Because it's usually true."

Adam laughed. He had learned years ago that resisting Sophie's enthusiasm for clothes was entirely pointless.

By late afternoon they were back home.

Adam spent an hour mowing the lawn while Sophie watered the flowerbeds and trimmed the lavender growing beside the patio. Every so often he'd glance across the garden and catch himself watching her without realising. She was wearing fitted denim shorts and a simple white T-shirt, her blonde hair tied loosely on top of her head as she moved between the flowerpots.

Even after all these years, he still found himself admiring her.

When she noticed him looking, she smiled.

"What?"

"Nothing."

"You're staring again."

"I know."

"You really are hopeless."

"I've never claimed otherwise."

She walked over, slipped an arm around his waist and kissed him lightly before returning to the flowers.

It was a small moment.

Completely ordinary.

Exactly the sort of moment Adam hoped would fill the rest of their lives.

That evening Sophie cooked one of Adam's favourite meals while he opened a bottle of red wine.

They ate slowly, talking about work, friends and the neighbour's endlessly enthusiastic plans to renovate his conservatory.

After dinner they cleared the kitchen together before settling onto the sofa beneath a shared blanket. A film played in the background, although neither of them paid it much attention. Sophie rested against Adam's shoulder, absent-mindedly tracing circles on the back of his hand while they talked about everything and nothing.

There was an easy familiarity between them that only years together could create.

They understood each other's silences.

Neither felt the need to fill every quiet moment with conversation.

As the evening drew to a close, they headed upstairs together.

The bedroom was bathed in the soft amber glow of the bedside lamp, its light catching the gentle curve of Sophie’s shoulder as she turned towards him. Outside, the Warwickshire evening had settled into a comfortable silence, no traffic on their quiet lane, no sound but the distant hoot of an owl and the whisper of their own breathing.

Adam reached across and let his fingers trace the line of her collarbone. She smiled, that familiar, easy smile that had greeted him a thousand times before.

“Hello, you,” she murmured.

“Hello, you.”

It was their ritual, their code. No grand declarations, no elaborate seduction. Just the quiet acknowledgment that after five years of marriage, they still wanted this. Still wanted each other.

Sophie shifted closer, and the duvet slipped, revealing the lace edge of her camisole. Her body moved with the practiced grace of a woman who knew exactly how she looked and felt no need to rush. The thin strap fell from her shoulder, and Adam’s gaze followed it, tracing the smooth expanse of skin, the elegant line of her neck, the way her blonde hair fanned across the pillow like spun gold.

“You’re staring,” she said, her voice tinged with quiet amusement.

“I’m admiring.”

“Same thing.”

“Not quite.”

She laughed, a low, throaty sound that vibrated through the mattress. His hand moved from her collarbone to the strap of her camisole, guiding it down her arm. The fabric peeled away, and her breasts were revealed, full and firm, the weight of them settling naturally. They were, as he had thought many times before, a marvel of proportion. The pale curve of each breast, the faint blue vein tracing a path beneath the skin, the dusky pink of her nipples that tightened as the cool air met them.

He leaned down and kissed her. Not a peck. Not a hurried prelude. A slow, deliberate press of his lips against hers that communicated the depth of his feeling. Her lips, naturally full and soft, parted under his. Her hand came up to cup the back of his neck, fingers threading through his hair.

Sophie’s skin was warm. She smelled of the jasmine body lotion she applied every night before bed, a scent that had become synonymous with home. He kissed along her jaw, down the column of her throat, and she arched slightly, her body a rolling landscape of gentle hills and valleys. His mouth found the slope of her breast, and she sighed, a sound of pure contentment.

“That’s nice,” she breathed.

His tongue circled her nipple, and it stiffened further, a small, hard point against his lips. He drew it into his mouth, and Sophie’s grip on his hair tightened. Her other hand found his back, her nails grazing his skin lightly. There was no urgency, no frantic tearing at clothes. Their movements were a well-rehearsed dance, each step known and cherished.

Adam’s hand slid down her side, over the curve of her waist, the flare of her hip. He felt the firm muscle beneath the softness, the evidence of her dedication to the gym, the Pilates classes she attended three times a week. Her body was a testament to her discipline, and he never ceased to marvel at it. The dip of her waist felt like it was designed for his hand to rest there. The swell of her hip leading to the remarkable, heart-shaped curve of her backside was a geography he had memorized long ago but still loved to explore.

She shifted, rolling onto her back, and he moved with her, a tide following the moon. His fingers hooked the waistband of her pyjama shorts and drew them down. Her legs, long and toned, emerged from the fabric. He ran a palm over the smooth skin of her thigh, feeling the subtle strength there. The cleft between her legs was a shadow of soft, trimmed blonde hair, already glistening with moisture.

Sophie watched him from the pillow, her blue eyes dark with affection. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips slightly parted. She was, in this moment, utterly at peace. She reached for him, her fingers finding the waistband of his boxers.

“Your turn,” she whispered.

His own arousal was obvious. He was not a man of impressive stature, and he knew it. Five inches, slender, modest in its dimensions. A younger Adam might have felt a flicker of self-consciousness, but Sophie’s hand wrapped around him with a tenderness that brooked no comparison. She had, as a younger woman, before4 Adam, been with a man who was, by her own gentle admission, larger. But what she had found in Adam was something more profound: a devotion that went beyond physical dimensions. His size was a part of him, and she accepted it, just as she accepted his quiet nature and his predictable routines. She loved him entirely.

She stroked him slowly, and he closed his eyes, the sensation radiating through him. Her touch was expert, patient, unashamed. She knew exactly what he liked.

“Condom’s in the drawer,” she murmured, and he nodded, reaching over to the bedside table.

The foil packet crinkled in the quiet room. The sound was familiar, a small, mundane punctuation to the sacred act. He rolled it on with practiced ease, and Sophie shifted her hips, her legs parting to receive him. He positioned himself above her, his weight resting on his forearms, his face inches from hers.

This was their position. Missionary, simple, intimate. The world beyond their window ceased to exist as he pressed forward, the tip of him finding her. She was warm and wet and welcoming. He entered her slowly, and her breath hitched, her body adjusting to his presence. A soft, involuntary moan escaped her lips.

He began to move. The rhythm was unhurried, a gentle rocking of their bodies together. Sophie’s legs wrapped around his waist, her heels pressing into the small of his back. Her hands moved over his shoulders, his back, his arms. The look in her eyes was one of deep, abiding love.

“I love you,” she said, the words barely a whisper, breathed into the small space between them.

“I love you too,” he replied, his voice thick.

The sensation built quietly. There was no grand crescendo, no cinematic passion. Instead, there was a steady, mounting pressure, a warmth that spread through his limbs. He watched her face, saw the flicker of her own pleasure, the way her eyes fluttered closed, the way her lips parted further. Her breathing grew ragged, a series of short, sharp gasps that matched his own. Her internal muscles tightened around him, a gentle, rhythmic squeeze that pushed him towards the edge.

Sophie’s back arched. A sharp, quiet cry escaped her. Her fingers dug into the flesh of his back. Her head tilted back, exposing the pale column of her throat. She was a picture of abandon, of a woman completely surrendered to the moment. The sight of her undid him. His own release came, a pulsing, shuddering wave that left him breathless and spent.

He collapsed gently onto her, his face buried in the curve of her neck. She held him, her arms wrapped around his back, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his skin. Their breathing slowed, synchronizing into a shared, peaceful rhythm.

Minutes passed. The owl hooted again. Adam finally stirred, dealing with the condom, and returned to her side, pulling the duvet over them. Sophie nestled into the crook of his arm, her head on his chest. The silence was no longer just an absence of noise; it was filled with the quiet hum of their connection.

“A bigger house,” Sophie said, her voice soft and contemplative. “A garden. A proper one, with room for a swing set.”

Adam’s hand stilled on her back. “A swing set?”

“Eventually.” She tilted her head up to look at him. “I’ve been thinking. About what we talked about. A family.”

His heart swelled. “You’re ready?”

“I think so.” She traced a circle on his chest with her fingertip. “The promotion at work, it’s steady. Your job is stable. We’re not getting any younger. Well, I’m not getting any younger.” She smiled. “And I want this. I want our child. Someone with your eyes and your quiet, lovely heart.”

Adam felt a lump form in his throat. He had wanted this for so long, had dreamed of it, but had never wanted to push. He had always known that Sophie was the one who would carry the burden, and the decision had to be hers. “I’ve been ready,” he said, his voice betraying the depth of his emotion. “I’ve just been waiting for you.”

She leaned up and kissed him, a soft, lingering kiss that tasted of promise. “Then let’s stop waiting.”

They lay there, tangled together, the future unfurling before them. A bigger house. A garden. The sound of a child’s laughter echoing through rooms that didn’t yet exist. The dream was so vivid, so tangible, that Adam could almost reach out and touch it. He tightened his arm around Sophie, pulling her closer. The steady beat of her heart against his ribs was a reassurance, a quiet drumbeat of hope.

They lay quietly together, talking about practical things at first, spare bedrooms, schools, finances, work, but before long the conversation drifted into dreams.

What would they call a little boy?

Would a daughter inherit Sophie's blonde hair?

Would they have Adam's calm personality or Sophie's infectious laugh?

The questions had no answers yet.

That didn't matter.

For the first time, the future felt close enough to touch.

Eventually the conversation faded.

The bedside lamps were switched off.

Adam wrapped an arm around Sophie as they settled beneath the covers.

As sleep slowly overtook him, one thought lingered above all the others.

His life wasn't perfect.

No one's ever was.

But lying beside the woman he loved in the home they had built together, with the possibility of starting a family now feeling real, he couldn't imagine wanting anything more.

He closed his eyes believing, with complete certainty, that life was exactly where it was meant to be.


Chapter Four

Sunday mornings had always been their favourite.

There was no shrill alarm dragging them from sleep, no frantic rush to beat the traffic into Birmingham, and no list of jobs demanding immediate attention. Instead, the house seemed to wake slowly with them. Soft summer light filtered through the curtains, birds sang somewhere beyond the garden fence, and the distant bells of Henley-in-Arden drifted gently across the still morning air.

Adam woke first.

For several quiet minutes he simply lay on his side watching the woman beside him.

Even asleep, Sophie fascinated him. Five years together and three years of marriage had done nothing to dull the feeling that he had somehow married completely beyond himself. There were mornings when he still struggled to believe she had chosen him.

Sophie Fletcher possessed the kind of beauty that seemed entirely effortless. Standing five feet seven inches tall, she had an athletic yet unmistakably feminine figure, shaped through years of regular gym sessions and Pilates. Her shoulder-length blonde hair framed a classically beautiful face, with striking blue eyes, high cheekbones, a neat button nose and naturally full lips that always seemed ready to break into a warm smile. Her physique was beautifully balanced: naturally full, firm 36D breasts complemented a slim, toned waist that flattered her hourglass silhouette, while her softly curved hips flowed into a remarkably round, heart-shaped backside, kept firm through years of dedicated training. Her long, toned legs were lean and shapely, giving her an elegant, confident stride that drew attention wherever she went. There was nothing artificial about her appearance; she wore little make-up and dressed with understated style, allowing her natural beauty to speak for itself. Sophie knew she was attractive and took genuine pride in looking after herself. She enjoyed wearing clothes that flattered her figure, appreciated the occasional admiring glance from strangers, and carried herself with the easy confidence of someone completely comfortable in her own skin. She had the approachable charm of the girl next door combined with a timeless, feminine elegance that made her memorable long after she had left the room.

Asleep beside him, all of that confidence disappeared beneath an expression of complete peace. Her blonde hair lay scattered across the pillow, one arm tucked beneath her cheek, her breathing slow and even. She looked younger somehow, softer than the confident woman the rest of the world saw. Adam smiled quietly to himself. He doubted he would ever tire of moments like this.

Almost as though she sensed his gaze, Sophie stirred.

One blue eye opened.

"You've been staring again."

Adam laughed softly.

"I've only just woken up."

"And the very first thing you did was look at me."

"I can't help it."

A sleepy smile spread across her face.

"I know."

She stretched lazily beneath the duvet before turning towards him.

"So..."

"So?"

"We were talking about something important before we fell asleep."

Adam nodded.

"We were."

The conversation lingered comfortably between them.

Children.

The word had seemed enormous the previous evening, yet somehow less frightening once they had spoken it aloud. Instead of feeling like a distant idea, it had begun to feel like a genuine possibility.

Half an hour later they were downstairs making breakfast together.

Adam stood at the cooker while bacon sizzled gently in the pan. Sophie busied herself making coffee and buttering warm slices of toast. The kitchen windows stood open, allowing fresh summer air to drift through the house, carrying the scent of cut grass from neighbouring gardens.

They carried everything onto the small patio.

It wasn't a large garden, but they loved it. Sophie had filled the borders with lavender and roses, while Adam had carefully maintained the lawn. It had become their little corner of the world.

For several minutes they simply enjoyed the quiet.

Eventually Sophie wrapped both hands around her coffee mug.

"I've been thinking about last night."

Adam looked across the table.

"So have I."

She hesitated, choosing her words carefully.

"I don't think there's ever going to be a perfect time."

He smiled knowingly.

"There'll always be another reason to wait."

"Exactly."

She looked around their modest home before returning her gaze to him.

"We've got jobs."

"We've got the house."

"We're happy."

Adam nodded.

"We are."

She reached across the table and gently took his hand.

"I think it's finally time."

He searched her face for a moment.

"You really mean that?"

"I do."

There wasn't the slightest uncertainty in her voice.

Only quiet excitement.

"I've always wanted children," she said. "I just wanted us to be settled first."

Adam squeezed her hand.

"I've always wanted them too."

For a while they simply smiled at one another.

Then the conversation became wonderfully ordinary.

Would they have a son first?

Or a daughter?

Neither of them cared.

"As long as they're healthy," Adam said.

"And happy," Sophie replied.

"I wonder who they'd look like."

She laughed.

"I hope they get your patience."

"I hope they get your smile."

She pulled a playful face.

"My smile?"

"It's the first thing I noticed about you."

"What about my nose?"

He hesitated dramatically.

"I think we'll let genetics decide that."

She laughed so hard she almost spilled her coffee.

The conversation wandered effortlessly from names to schools, holidays, birthdays, Christmas mornings and family traditions they wanted to create together. Every imagined milestone made the future feel a little more real.

Eventually Sophie became thoughtful again.

"If we're serious..."

Adam looked up.

"I'll have to stop taking the pill."

The sentence landed with surprising weight.

It transformed a pleasant conversation into a genuine decision.

He realised this wasn't simply talking about becoming parents one day.

This was deciding to begin.

He reached across the table and held both her hands.

"Are you sure?"

She met his eyes without hesitation.

"I've never been more sure."

Neither had he.

"We'll finish your current packet," he said quietly.

She nodded.

"And then..."

"And then," Adam replied with a smile, "...we'll see where life takes us."

For a long moment neither of them spoke.

The birds continued singing in the garden.

A gentle breeze stirred the flowers.

Nothing around them had changed, yet somehow everything felt different.

As they cleared the breakfast dishes together, Adam found himself watching Sophie once again as she moved around the kitchen, sunlight catching the golden highlights in her hair. He smiled to himself.

They had built a happy life together.

Now, for the first time, they were ready to share it with someone else.

The future had never seemed so close.


Chapter Five

Monday seemed to pass more slowly than usual.

Adam spent the day in Birmingham, but his concentration wandered more than once. Between meetings and software updates, his thoughts kept drifting back to the conversation he and Sophie had shared over breakfast. It wasn't often that a single decision changed the way you looked at your future, but somehow everything felt different now. For the first time, becoming a father no longer felt like a distant ambition. It felt like the beginning of a new chapter.

By the time he arrived home just after six, Sophie was already preparing dinner.

As always, Adam paused for a moment in the doorway before announcing himself. Sophie stood at the kitchen island chopping vegetables, humming quietly to herself. She had changed out of her work clothes and was wearing a fitted pair of pale blue leggings and a simple white T-shirt that subtly highlighted the athletic, feminine figure she worked hard to maintain. Her shoulder-length blonde hair was tied into a loose ponytail, exposing the elegant line of her neck. Even dressed so casually, Adam found himself smiling. Sophie Fletcher possessed the kind of beauty that seemed entirely effortless, and every time he looked at her he was reminded how fortunate he was.

"You're home," she said, turning with her usual warm smile.

"I am."

"And yes..." she laughed, catching his expression, "...you were staring again."

"I make no apology."

"I didn't expect one."

She crossed the kitchen and kissed him before handing him a wooden spoon.

"Stir that while I answer the front door if anyone knocks."

"Yes, Chef."

Dinner was almost ready when Adam's mobile phone began ringing on the worktop.

He glanced at the screen.

"Mum."

Sophie looked up.

"You'd better answer."

Adam stepped into the sitting room and accepted the call.

His mother sounded delighted to hear from him, and after a few minutes of the usual family conversation she asked how Sophie was.

"She's good," Adam replied, unable to stop himself smiling. "Actually... we've got some news."

"Oh?"

He took a breath.

"We've decided we're going to start trying for a baby."

There was a brief silence.

Then came an unmistakable squeal of excitement before his father could be heard laughing in the background.

"John!" his mother called. "They've finally decided!"

Within seconds both parents were talking at once, offering congratulations, asking questions and laughing with obvious excitement. Adam couldn't remember the last time he had heard them sound so genuinely happy.

Eventually his father took the phone.

"Your mother and I have been talking."

Adam smiled.

"That usually means something expensive."

His father laughed.

"You've caught us."

There was another brief pause.

"We'd like to do something for the two of you."

"Dad..."

"Hear me out."

Adam listened quietly.

"We think this is the perfect time for you both to have one last holiday together before life becomes rather more complicated."

"A proper holiday," his mother added from somewhere nearby.

"The sort you'll remember."

"We'd like to pay."

Adam was momentarily speechless.

"Dad... you really don't have to."

"We know."

"But we'd like to."

His mother came back onto the phone.

"Think of it as our present to both of you."

Adam smiled.

"I don't know what to say."

"Just say yes."

He laughed.

"Well... in that case..."

"Yes?"

"Thank you."

A few minutes later Adam walked back into the kitchen wearing a grin that Sophie immediately recognised.

"What?"

"You'll never guess."

She folded her arms.

"Try me."

He told her everything.

By the time he finished, Sophie was staring at him in disbelief.

"They're serious?"

"Completely."

"They want to pay for the whole holiday?"

"They've given us a budget."

Sophie's face lit up.

"Oh my God."

Without another word she disappeared into the sitting room and returned carrying her laptop.

Within minutes they were sitting side by side on the sofa, comparing photographs of hotels, beaches and swimming pools.

"What about Majorca?"

Adam shook his head.

"Maybe."

"Ooh... Portugal?"

"Looks lovely."

Then Sophie stopped scrolling.

"Wait."

She turned the screen towards him.

"Lanzarote."

The photographs looked spectacular.

The photographs immediately caught their attention. The resort looked every bit as luxurious as Adam's parents had hoped they would find. Whitewashed self-catering apartments were scattered among beautifully landscaped gardens filled with palm trees and colourful tropical flowers. At the centre of the complex lay an enormous shared swimming pool, its crystal-clear water sparkling beneath brilliant blue skies. The atmosphere appeared peaceful and sophisticated, aimed largely at couples looking for a relaxing escape, while one of Lanzarote's most popular golden beaches was less than a quarter of a mile away.

Adam continued reading through the reviews while Sophie scrolled through more photographs.

"Ninety-eight percent recommendation," he said approvingly. "That's impressive."

"Listen to this," Sophie replied, reading aloud from one of the guest reviews. "'Perfect for couples looking to relax. Beautiful accommodation, exceptional facilities, friendly staff and one of the most peaceful resorts we've ever stayed in.'"

Adam looked at the photographs once more before smiling.

"I think we've found it."

Sophie checked the total price and compared it with the budget Adam's parents had generously offered.

"It fits," she said, looking up at him with an excited smile. "Comfortably."

For a moment they simply looked at one another.

"So..." Sophie asked quietly. "Shall we?"

Adam didn't hesitate.

"Absolutely."

Within twenty minutes the holiday was booked.

A confirmation email arrived in Adam's inbox almost immediately.

Six weeks' time.

Seven nights.

Lanzarote.

For a few seconds neither of them said a word. Then they both laughed, the excitement finally catching up with them as the reality of what they had just done began to sink in.

For a few moments they simply looked at one another before laughing like two children who had just been told school had been cancelled.

"I'll book the time off tomorrow," Adam said.

"You'll get it?"

He nodded confidently.

"I've hardly taken any leave this year."

Sophie closed the laptop and leaned comfortably against him.

"I can't believe we're actually going."

Adam wrapped an arm around her shoulders.

"I can already picture you."

She looked up.

"Oh?"

"Walking along those beaches."

She smiled.

"In a big floppy sun hat?"

"Probably."

"And oversized sunglasses?"

"Definitely."

"What else?"

Adam looked at her for a moment, a mischievous smile slowly spreading across his face.

"What?" Sophie asked, immediately recognising the look.

"I've just had a thought."

"Should I be worried?"

"Probably not."

She laughed.

"Go on then."

"In six weeks' time we'll have been trying for a baby for over a month."

She nodded.

"That's true."

He smiled.

"So picture it. Beautiful sunshine, no work, no stress... and you wandering around Lanzarote all day in one of those tiny bikinis you always pack."

She burst out laughing.

"Oh, I see where this is going."

"I'm just saying," Adam grinned, "there's almost no chance we'll come home without you being pregnant. I won't be able to keep my hands off you."

Sophie shook her head, laughing as she reached across and playfully nudged his arm.

"You really are impossible."

"I prefer optimistic."

She smiled warmly.

"I hadn't actually thought about it like that."

"I have."

She slipped her hand into his and gave it a gentle squeeze.

"That would be rather wonderful, wouldn't it?"

Adam nodded, his smile softening.

"It really would."

For a while neither of them said another word. The laptop remained open on the coffee table, displaying photographs of turquoise water, golden beaches and endless sunshine.

Neither of them could possibly know how important that holiday would become.

At that moment, all they saw was the beginning of the future they had always hoped to share.


Chapter Six

The aircraft touched down just after midday beneath an uninterrupted blue sky.

As the cabin doors opened, a wave of warm Canarian air drifted inside, carrying with it the unmistakable scent of sunshine, salt water and distant volcanic rock. Sophie smiled the moment they stepped onto the steps leading down to the tarmac.

"We're actually here," she said, slipping her sunglasses onto her head.

Adam smiled back.

"We are."

After collecting their luggage, they made their way through the airport and found the taxi that had been arranged by the resort. Within minutes they were leaving the airport behind, the driver pointing out landmarks as they travelled through Lanzarote's extraordinary landscape. Sophie spent most of the journey looking out of the window, fascinated by the island's dramatic volcanic scenery. Black lava fields stretched for miles, broken only by clusters of brilliant white buildings that seemed to glow beneath the afternoon sun.

"It's unlike anywhere I've ever been," she said quietly.

Adam nodded.

"It's beautiful."

Twenty-five minutes later the taxi turned through a pair of elegant stone pillars bearing the name of the resort.

Both of them immediately recognised it from the photographs.

The taxi rolled slowly along immaculate driveways lined with palm trees, flowering shrubs and perfectly maintained gardens. Low-rise white buildings, built in traditional Canarian style, were arranged around winding paths and colourful planting. Everything looked spotless.

As they climbed out of the taxi, Sophie turned slowly in a full circle, taking everything in.

"It's even better than the pictures."

"I didn't think that was possible."

A smiling receptionist welcomed them before another member of staff offered to help with their luggage. The check-in was effortless, and within a few minutes they were being escorted through the peaceful complex.

The resort felt remarkably quiet.

There were no noisy families, no crowded walkways and no blaring music. Instead, couples wandered hand in hand through the gardens, others relaxed beneath parasols with books, while the gentle sound of running water drifted from ornamental fountains hidden among the tropical plants.

"You’re parents have been so generous," Sophie whispered.

"I'll definitely be thanking them again."

Their apartment occupied a corner position on the first floor of one of the whitewashed buildings. As the member of staff unlocked the door, both Adam and Sophie instinctively looked around.

The apartment was spacious, bright and elegantly furnished. The open-plan living area flowed into a modern kitchen equipped with everything they could possibly need for the week ahead. Large glass doors filled one wall, allowing sunlight to pour into the room and leading directly onto a generous private balcony.

The bedroom was equally impressive, decorated in soft neutral colours with crisp white bedding and subtle touches of local artwork. The entire apartment felt calm, luxurious and welcoming.

"It's perfect," Sophie said softly.

Once their luggage had been left inside and the staff member had wished them an enjoyable stay, the couple wandered straight onto the balcony.

The view immediately took their breath away.

Below them lay the heart of the resort.

A magnificent swimming pool stretched almost the entire length of the central terrace, its crystal-clear water shimmering beneath the afternoon sun. Palm trees provided patches of welcome shade while comfortable loungers surrounded the pool in neat rows. At one end stood a stylish outdoor bar where several guests sat enjoying cold drinks, while beyond it a second, larger indoor bar could be seen through wide glass doors opening into the main clubhouse.

The atmosphere was wonderfully relaxed.

Adam rested his hands on the balcony rail.

"I could get used to this."

Sophie smiled.

"I think we both could."

They watched the guests below for several minutes.

Most appeared to be couples enjoying exactly the sort of peaceful holiday they had hoped to find. A handful looked to be in their twenties, while the majority seemed to be in their thirties and forties. Here and there were older couples in their fifties and sixties, reading books beneath parasols or chatting quietly over drinks.

In total there couldn't have been more than twenty couples sharing the extensive pool and surrounding terraces.

It was large enough that nobody seemed crowded.

Everyone appeared relaxed, content simply to enjoy the sunshine at their own pace.

"I like this," Sophie said.

"What?"

"It feels... grown-up."

Adam laughed.

"I know exactly what you mean."

"No loud music."

"No inflatable unicorns."

"No children diving into the pool every five minutes."

She glanced towards him with a grin.

"We'll probably miss all that one day."

"Hopefully."

"But not these next two weeks."

He slipped an arm gently around her shoulders and drew her a little closer.

"These two weeks are just for us."

Sophie smiled, resting her head briefly against him as they looked out across the shimmering pool.

"No work."

"No deadlines."

"No alarm clocks."

"No responsibilities," she added.

"Just sunshine, good food, and each other."

"And hopefully," she said with a playful smile, "the start of our family."

Adam kissed the top of her head.

"I couldn't think of a better place to begin."

Sophie rested her head briefly against him as they stood together overlooking the sparkling water below.

Neither of them realised that somewhere beyond the resort, only a short walk away, lay the beach that would soon introduce them to people who would alter the course of their lives in ways they could never have imagined.

For now, however, none of that existed.

There was only sunshine, the promise of a carefree week together, and the quiet excitement of beginning the holiday they hoped would become the first chapter in the story of their future family.


Chapter Seven

Their suitcases had barely been unpacked before Sophie disappeared into the bedroom carrying a small bundle of brightly coloured fabric.

Adam looked up from arranging groceries in the kitchenette.

"Already?"

She smiled over her shoulder.

"We didn't come all this way to sit indoors."

A moment later the bathroom door closed.

Adam continued putting away bottles of water, fruit and a few essentials they had picked up on the way from the airport. He could hear drawers opening and closing, followed by the rustle of clothing.

The bathroom door opened and Adam instinctively looked up.

For a moment he simply stared.

Sophie stepped into the apartment wearing a pale powder-blue bikini unlike anything he had ever seen her wear before. The top consisted of two tiny triangular cups edged with fine white trim and held in place by delicate strings that tied behind her neck and across her back. It was unmistakably minimalist, revealing far more sun-kissed skin than any swimsuit she had packed on previous holidays.

The matching bottoms were even more daring. Cut high over her hips and held in place by slender side straps, they swept into a thong at the back, leaving both rounded cheeks of her firm, heart-shaped backside completely uncovered. Years of gym sessions and Pilates had sculpted and toned her figure, and the minimalist design seemed determined to show it to full advantage. It was unmistakably fashionable, strikingly confident, and unlike any bikini Adam had ever seen her wear.

The pale blue fabric contrasted beautifully against her lightly tanned skin, while the simplicity of the design seemed intended to do one thing above all else, allow as much sunshine onto her body as possible.

Adam's eyes travelled over her almost involuntarily. Years of regular gym sessions and Pilates had sculpted her into an elegant hourglass. Her naturally full figure flowed into a slim, toned waist before widening gently into softly curved hips, while her long, shapely legs completed a silhouette that was both athletic and graceful. Her shoulder-length blonde hair rested loosely over one shoulder, framing a classically beautiful face with bright blue eyes, high cheekbones, a neat button nose and full lips already curling into an amused smile as she watched his reaction.

She turned slowly on the spot, modelling it with obvious satisfaction.

"Well?" she asked.

Adam blinked.

"I've never seen that before."

"I bought it specially for the holiday."

He laughed in disbelief, still trying to process just how little the bikini appeared to cover.

"Sophie..."

"What?"

"You may as well be naked."

She burst into laughter.

"Don't be so dramatic."

"I'm serious."

Looking down at herself, she gave the bikini an approving glance.

"It's the fashion now. Wait until we get to the beach. You'll see loads of girls wearing bikinis like this."

"Exactly," she said. "Maximum tan."

Adam shook his head.

"I don't think there's much left that you'd actually want to tan."

She laughed even harder.

"I knew you'd say that."

"I mean it."

"You're just showing your age."

"Apparently so."

Still smiling, she picked up a lightweight white mesh beach cover-up from the bed and slipped it over her head.

The airy fabric drifted almost weightlessly around her as she moved. It softened the outline of the bikini without really concealing it, catching the sunlight as she walked towards the balcony doors.

Adam smiled to himself.

"I don't think that's hiding very much either."

"It isn't supposed to."

She slipped on a pair of sandals before reaching for a wide-brimmed straw hat and oversized sunglasses.

"There," she announced. "Holiday mode."

Adam collected two fresh towels from the wardrobe while Sophie packed sunscreen, a paperback novel and a bottle of water into her beach bag.

"Ready?" she asked.

He nodded.

"As I'll ever be."

Together they locked the apartment and made their way downstairs towards the centre of the resort.

The afternoon sun was wonderfully warm, the scent of tropical flowers drifting through the gardens as they followed the winding paths towards the sparkling swimming pool.

Their holiday had finally begun.


Chapter Eight

Their first evening in Lanzarote had been wonderfully uneventful. After a leisurely meal at one of the nearby restaurants and a gentle stroll along the promenade, the excitement of travelling finally caught up with them. They were back in their apartment before ten and asleep not long afterwards, leaving the balcony doors slightly open so they could fall asleep to the sound of the warm evening breeze.

The following morning they were awake just after seven.

Sunlight was already streaming through the apartment, bathing the white walls in a soft golden glow. Adam brewed fresh coffee while Sophie prepared toast, both of them still smiling every now and then as they remembered they had another thirteen days ahead of them.

By half past eight they were ready to leave.

Adam pulled on a pair of navy board shorts and a loose white T-shirt before slinging two towels over his shoulder.

Sophie emerged from the bedroom wearing the same pale blue bikini she had worn beside the pool the previous afternoon. It still caught Adam by surprise. The minimalist design complemented her athletic, feminine figure perfectly, while the thong-style bottoms left her firm, heart-shaped backside almost entirely uncovered. She slipped a light white mesh cover-up over the top, added oversized sunglasses and a wide-brimmed straw hat, then smiled at him.

"Ready?"

"I suppose I'd better be."

"What does that mean?"

"It means every bloke on the beach is going to spend the morning looking at my wife."

She laughed.

"You worry too much."

"I'm not worried."

"No?"

"I'm just realistic."

She slipped her arm through his.

"Good answer."

The walk to the beach took barely ten minutes.

The resort opened onto a pleasant promenade lined with cafés, small shops and palm trees swaying gently in the breeze. Beyond it stretched a broad sweep of golden sand, already dotted with colourful umbrellas and early holidaymakers making the most of the morning sunshine.

"It's beautiful," Sophie said quietly.

"It really is."

They wandered along until they found a quiet stretch of sand with plenty of space around them.

Adam spread out the towels while Sophie kicked off her sandals and removed her lightweight cover-up, folding it neatly beside her beach bag before stretching contentedly beneath the warm sun.

After a few minutes she held up a bottle of sunscreen.

"My back?"

Adam smiled.

"Turn round."

She sat facing the sea while he squeezed a generous amount into his hands and carefully worked it across her shoulders and upper back. He made sure every part of her skin was protected before moving lower, spreading the lotion over her lower back and the backs of her legs.

When he reached exposed ass, he hesitated for a fraction of a second.

Very little skin was actually covered.

He quietly finished applying the sunscreen where it was needed, conscious that they were on a public beach and trying not to feel awkward about something that, in reality, was perfectly practical.

"There," he said.

"All done?"

"Unless you're planning on lying face down all day."

She smiled over her shoulder.

"I probably will at some point."

"Then I'll check again later."

"Thank you."

She reached back and squeezed his hand before settling comfortably onto her towel.

The morning drifted by peacefully.

They swam in the clear Atlantic, wandered along the shoreline collecting shells, and lay reading their books beneath the increasingly warm sunshine. Every so often Adam glanced across at Sophie, smiling as she closed her eyes and simply enjoyed the warmth.

Just before midday Adam noticed two young black African men making their way slowly along the shoreline, weaving between groups of holidaymakers with racks of handmade jewellery, woven bracelets and carved wooden souvenirs slung over their shoulders. They were impossible to miss. Both appeared to be in their early twenties, their dark skin gleaming in the midday sunshine, their athletic physiques accentuated by the lightweight shorts they wore against the heat. Years of physical work and an active outdoor lifestyle had given them broad shoulders, lean, muscular torsos and the easy confidence of men completely at home in their surroundings.

Even from a distance they presented a striking contrast. One walked with an easy smile, greeting holidaymakers with relaxed confidence and a natural gift for conversation. The other, noticeably taller and broader across the shoulders, said very little. His calm, observant manner suggested someone who preferred to watch before speaking, quietly assessing the people around him while allowing his companion to do most of the talking.

As they drew closer, Adam remembered reading that many of the beach traders came from different parts of West and Southern Africa, travelling to the Canary Islands to earn a living selling handmade crafts and jewellery to tourists. These two looked no different, professional, friendly and clearly accustomed to approaching visitors from all over Europe.

As they reached Adam and Sophie they paused politely.

"Good afternoon," the more outgoing of the two said in excellent English. "Would you like to see some handmade jewellery? Everything is made by local artisans."

Sophie looked up and smiled warmly.

"It's lovely."

As they laid out several bracelets and necklaces for them to look at, both young men clearly took a moment to appreciate Sophie's appearance. Their expressions remained friendly and respectful, but their admiration was unmistakable.

Adam noticed it immediately.

So, he suspected, did Sophie.

Rather than appearing embarrassed, Sophie accepted the attention with the same relaxed confidence she had always shown whenever people admired her. She smiled warmly, thanked them for stopping, and began looking through the selection of handmade jewellery spread neatly across the display rack.

"These are lovely," she said, picking up a bracelet made from small polished wooden beads in shades of pale oak, walnut, ebony and mahogany. "Did you make these yourselves?"

The more outgoing of the two men smiled.

"Some of them, yes. My family back home also make many of them."

Sophie turned the bracelet over in her hands, admiring the craftsmanship.

"It's beautiful."

Adam glanced at the small handwritten price tag.

"That's very reasonable."

"I'll have this one," Sophie said.

As the young man carefully wrapped the bracelet in a small paper pouch, Sophie handed over a few euros before slipping the bracelet onto her wrist herself. She held out her arm, turning it slowly so the polished wooden beads caught the sunlight.

"It suits you," Adam said with a smile.

"I think so too," Sophie replied, admiring it for a moment before lowering her hand.

The two young men thanked them warmly and began to move on. As they did, Adam couldn't help noticing that both of them glanced back once more. Their eyes lingered for a brief moment, taking in Sophie as she stood in the sunshine, before they exchanged a quick smile between themselves and continued along the beach.

It wasn't crude or accompanied by any inappropriate comment. It was simply obvious that they found her attractive. Adam had seen that same look from other men before, although rarely as openly as this.

Sophie either didn't notice or chose not to acknowledge it. She simply smiled down at the new bracelet circling her wrist, apparently delighted with her purchase, before settling back onto her towel. Adam watched the two young men continue their leisurely progress along the shoreline, greeting the next group of holidaymakers with the same easy confidence. Even so, he found himself thinking that, of all the people on the beach that morning, they had seemed to pay rather more attention to his wife than anyone else.

"Thank you," the young man said warmly. "Enjoy your holiday."

"I'm sure we will," Sophie replied with an easy smile.

"We'll probably see you again," he said as he and his companion continued their slow walk along the beach.

Adam watched them stop a short distance away to speak with another couple before turning back to Sophie.

"Well," he said, "they certainly weren't subtle."

Sophie looked at him over the top of her sunglasses.

"About what?"

"The way they were looking at you."

She smiled faintly, absent-mindedly touching the new wooden bracelet on her wrist.

"I thought they were just being friendly."

Adam laughed.

"They were definitely admiring you."

Sophie smiled.

"Well, they weren't rude."

"They made it fairly obvious you caught their attention."

She slipped her sunglasses back into place.

"I think you're reading too much into it."

"Am I?"

She gave him a playful smile.

"Maybe you're just being a little bit territorial."

"I don't think so."

She nudged his arm gently.

"Or maybe," she said with a teasing grin, "you're letting a few assumptions creep in."

Adam chuckled and shook his head.

"Perhaps."

The conversation drifted away almost as quickly as it had begun.

For Sophie it had been an entirely harmless encounter.

For Adam, however, it lingered in the back of his mind just a little longer than he expected.


Chapter Nine

By the middle of the first week, Adam and Sophie had settled into an easy holiday routine.

If they spent the morning wandering around the marina or exploring the shops in town, the afternoon was almost always reserved for the resort. They would find two loungers beside the magnificent swimming pool, order cold drinks from the pool bar and while away the hours reading, swimming and watching the world drift by.

On the days they didn't venture into town, however, they made the short walk down to the beach.

Those gradually became Sophie's favourite days.

The beach had a different atmosphere to the resort. It felt livelier, more relaxed and wonderfully cosmopolitan, with visitors from all over Europe enjoying the sunshine. Every afternoon seemed to blend effortlessly into the next as they swam in the Atlantic, walked barefoot along the shoreline and lingered over long lunches in the cafés overlooking the sea.

It was during those beach days that they saw the same two young black African men again and again.

Kwame and Temba seemed to work that particular stretch of beach almost every day, slowly making their way between the holidaymakers with their racks of handmade jewellery, woven bracelets and carved wooden souvenirs. Before long they recognised Adam and Sophie immediately, greeting them with broad smiles long before they reached their towels.

"Good afternoon, my friends," Kwame would call cheerfully.

"Back again," Adam would reply with a smile.

Each encounter lasted a little longer than the one before.

The conversations rarely centred on selling anything. Instead, they chatted about the weather, where Adam and Sophie came from, how long they were staying in Lanzarote and what they had enjoyed doing on the island so far. Kwame, naturally outgoing and easy to talk to, carried most of the conversation, while Temba stood quietly beside him, occasionally adding a thoughtful comment or dry observation that usually made everyone laugh.

As the days passed, Adam began to notice something that he couldn't quite dismiss. Whenever they stopped to chat, both men seemed naturally drawn to Sophie. Their attention returned to her again and again during the conversation, whether she was speaking or simply listening. Adam couldn't decide whether he was imagining it or whether it was simply because Sophie had the easiest smile and the most outgoing personality.

It made him think back to the first afternoon of the holiday, when she had emerged from the bathroom wearing the new bikini she'd bought especially for Lanzarote. At the time he'd joked that she might as well have been wearing nothing at all. She had laughed, insisting it was simply the latest fashion and that every beach was full of similar styles. Standing on the sand now, watching the easy conversations unfold, Adam found himself wondering if he should have been a little less quick to laugh it off. Perhaps he should have suggested she pack something a little more conventional.

Almost as soon as the thought crossed his mind, he dismissed it. Sophie could wear whatever she liked. She had every right to feel comfortable on holiday, and he wasn't about to become the sort of husband who dictated what his wife should wear. Even so, the thought lingered just long enough to surprise him before he pushed it quietly aside.

Adam found them both surprisingly likeable.

Friendly.

Relaxed.

Completely at ease.

He couldn't help noticing, however, that Kwame almost always directed his questions towards Sophie.

How was she enjoying the island?

Had she found any nice restaurants?

Had she visited the market yet?

Did she prefer the beach or the pool?

Sophie answered every question with her usual warmth and easy smile. She had always enjoyed meeting new people wherever they travelled, and Kwame's cheerful personality seemed to bring out her own natural sociability. She laughed easily at his stories, asked questions about life in Ghana and the Canary Islands, and seemed genuinely interested in everything the two young men had to say.

Adam noticed something else as the days passed. Sophie seemed to come alive during these conversations. She wasn't flirting, at least not deliberately, but she was clearly enjoying being the centre of attention. She smiled a little more, laughed a little more freely and maintained an easy eye contact that reflected her outgoing nature. It reminded him that she'd always liked people, and that she'd never been shy about accepting a compliment or an admiring glance.

What began to unsettle Adam was not the conversations themselves but their frequency. Kwame and Temba seemed to linger longer with them than they did with most other holidaymakers. They would exchange a few words with neighbouring couples before moving on, yet whenever they reached Adam and Sophie they would stop for several minutes, chatting as though greeting old friends.

One afternoon, while Kwame was describing a market in Accra, Adam happened to glance around the beach. A middle-aged couple on the next set of loungers looked over briefly before returning to their books. Further along the sand, another holidaymaker glanced in their direction as the conversation continued. It was probably nothing more than idle curiosity, but Adam found himself wondering if other people had noticed the same pattern he had.

He immediately felt foolish for thinking it. There was nothing inappropriate about any of it. Two friendly beach traders had recognised returning customers and stopped to chat. That was the perfectly sensible explanation.

Even so, as Kwame and Temba eventually continued along the shoreline, Adam couldn't quite shake the feeling that they always seemed a little more interested in stopping at their towels than anyone else's.

Adam told himself he was imagining it.

After all, Sophie was simply being friendly.

That was who she was.

Midway through the week they spent a morning exploring the boutiques and gift shops around the marina.

Sophie disappeared into a stylish beachwear shop while Adam waited outside with an ice cream.

"I'll only be five minutes," she promised.

Twenty minutes later she emerged carrying another small shopping bag and wearing the unmistakable expression of someone extremely pleased with herself.

"I thought you were only looking," Adam said.

"I was."

"So, what happened?"

She laughed.

"I found something nicer."

Back at the apartment she insisted on showing him immediately.

"It's another bikini," she announced.

Adam smiled.

"I guessed as much."

She unfolded it carefully.

Like the pale blue one she had brought from England, this design followed the same contemporary style, simple, elegant and cut for maximum comfort in the sunshine. The colour was different, a bright turquoise that perfectly complemented her complexion, but otherwise it reflected the same modern fashion she had explained to Adam a few days earlier.

He looked at it for a moment before smiling knowingly.

"Let me guess."

"What?"

"Maximum tan."

She laughed.

"Exactly."

"I don't suppose there was much more material available?"

"Oh, there was."

"And you deliberately chose this one."

"I did."

Adam shook his head, unable to suppress a grin.

"You really do like keeping up with fashion."

"I like feeling comfortable."

"And looking good."

She smiled without the slightest embarrassment.

"I won't pretend that isn't part of it."

Adam laughed.

"I appreciate the honesty."

The following morning, she wore the new bikini to the beach.

As they settled onto their usual spot, Adam found himself smiling.

It seemed they were already developing holiday habits.

The same walk.

The same café for coffee.

The same stretch of sand.

And, before long, almost certainly the same two friendly beach traders making their leisurely way along the shoreline towards them once again.


Chapter Ten

By Friday afternoon, the resort had already begun to feel familiar.

Adam and Sophie had slipped effortlessly into holiday life. Breakfast on the balcony. Lazy mornings by the pool or on the beach. Long lunches overlooking the sea. An afternoon swim before getting ready for dinner. The days drifted by with an ease that made time seem strangely unimportant.

The pool bar had become one of their favourite places.

Built beneath a broad wooden canopy overlooking the water, it offered welcome shade from the late afternoon sun. Soft music played quietly through hidden speakers while couples chatted over cocktails, occasionally wandering across to cool themselves in the shimmering blue pool before returning to their drinks.

Adam leaned comfortably against his stool, wearing nothing more than navy swim shorts and sunglasses pushed onto the top of his head.

Opposite him sat Sophie.

She had chosen the turquoise bikini she'd bought earlier that week, throwing a loose white linen shirt over her shoulders when they walked from the apartment before slipping it off as soon as they reached the bar. Adam couldn't help smiling as he looked at her.

Sophie Fletcher possessed the kind of beauty that seemed entirely effortless. Standing five feet seven inches tall, she had an athletic yet unmistakably feminine figure, shaped through years of regular gym sessions and Pilates. Her shoulder-length blonde hair framed a classically beautiful face, with striking blue eyes, high cheekbones, a neat button nose and naturally full lips that always seemed ready to break into a warm smile. She carried herself with an easy confidence that made even the simplest clothes seem elegant, and there was something about the relaxed atmosphere of the holiday that made her look happier than ever.

They were halfway through their second cocktail when Sophie rested her elbows on the bar and looked thoughtfully towards the pool.

"You know..."

Adam smiled.

"I know that look."

"What look?"

"The one that means you've been thinking."

"Oh."

She laughed softly.

"Have you noticed how often we see Kwame and Temba?"

"Every time we go to the beach."

"I suppose that's because they work the same stretch every day."

Adam nodded.

"Probably."

She smiled into her drink.

"I like them."

"They seem like decent blokes."

"They really do."

She stirred the melting ice with her straw.

"It feels funny, doesn't it?"

"What does?"

"They always seem so pleased to see us."

Adam took a sip of his drink before answering.

"I think they probably recognise us."

"I think they genuinely like chatting with us."

He looked across at her.

"Maybe."

She smiled.

"I like that."

"What?"

"Meeting people you never expected to meet."

She paused.

"They must like us."

Adam smiled faintly.

"Or maybe..."

"What?"

"Maybe it's you they like."

Sophie looked up immediately.

Instead of hearing the slight edge in his voice, she laughed as though he'd paid her a compliment.

"Oh, stop."

"I'm serious."

"They're just friendly."

"They're certainly that."

She smiled.

"I think they're lovely."

Adam nodded.

"So do I."

For a moment neither of them spoke.

Then Sophie said, almost absent-mindedly,

"They're both very attractive, though."

Adam looked at her.

"What?"

She shrugged.

"I mean... objectively."

He waited.

"Kwame's got such an easy smile."

"Mmm."

"And Temba hardly says anything, but there's something very calm about him."

Adam found himself swirling the ice around his glass.

"They're good-looking lads."

"They are."

She said it so matter-of-factly that it almost caught him off guard.

Then she added,

"But they're still very young."

Adam looked at her again.

"They're what... twenty-two? Twenty-three?"

"Something like that."

She nodded thoughtfully.

"It's a shame, really."

Adam frowned.

"What do you mean?"

She looked at him, momentarily puzzled by the question.

"They're just kids compared with us."

"You said it was a shame."

She laughed.

"Only because..."

She searched for the right words.

"If I were single, obviously."

Adam raised an eyebrow.

"Obviously?"

She smiled.

"Oh, don't be silly."

She reached across the bar and squeezed his hand.

"I married you."

"I know."

"And I'm very happy I did."

He smiled back.

"I know."

She tilted her head.

"You're not actually jealous, are you?"

He laughed.

"No."

"You hesitated."

"I didn't."

"You definitely did."

He smiled into his drink.

"I just found it funny hearing my wife describing another man as attractive."

Sophie looked genuinely surprised.

"Adam..."

"What?"

"You notice attractive women."

"Not like that."

"Yes, you do."

He opened his mouth to disagree before realising she was right.

She smiled triumphantly.

"My point exactly."

He laughed.

"I suppose that's fair."

"It doesn't mean anything."

"I know."

"And you know I love you."

"I do."

She leaned across and kissed him lightly on the cheek before finishing the last of her cocktail.

For the conversation, the subject was over.

For Adam, however, it wasn't.

As they walked slowly back towards their apartment hand in hand, he found himself replaying Sophie's words in his head.

They're both very attractive.

It's a shame...

He knew perfectly well what she'd meant.

She'd even explained it.

Yet, for reasons he couldn't entirely understand, the conversation lingered in his mind far longer than he wanted it to.

It was the first time since they'd arrived in Lanzarote that a tiny seed of doubt had taken root.

It was still so small that he almost laughed at himself for noticing it.

Almost.


Chapter Eleven

The apartment had grown quiet. Outside, the resort's gardens had settled into the lavender dusk, the pool below their balcony now empty, its surface a dark mirror reflecting the first hesitant stars. The sliding glass door was open a crack, and the soft whisper of the Atlantic trade winds carried the scent of bougainvillea and salt.

Sophie stood with her back to him, unbuttoning the white linen shirt she'd thrown over her swimsuit after the pool. The fabric slipped from her shoulders. She caught it in one hand and draped it over the back of a chair.

Beneath, the turquoise bikini was a statement.

Adam's breath caught. He'd seen it before. He'd joked about it, about how little it left to the imagination, about how she might as well be naked. But seeing it now, in the lamplight of their apartment, with the memory of the afternoon's conversation still humming in his bloodstream, it struck him differently.

The colour was electric against her sun-warmed skin. Two triangles of fabric, barely adequate, straining to contain the full, firm weight of her breasts. The elegant cut emphasized everything she'd worked for: the narrow, toned waist, the graceful hourglass silhouette. And when she turned, reaching up to adjust her hair, the high-cut thong revealed the long, lean sweep of her legs and left her backside completely exposed. The heart-shaped curve of it, firm and rounded from years of Pilates, seemed to catch and hold the light.

She was stunning. Objectively. Undeniably.

And all week, two young black African men had noticed. Had lingered. Had made her laugh.

"Enjoying the view?" Sophie asked, her voice light with amusement. She hadn't turned around.

"Always."

She glanced over her shoulder, her blue eyes warm. "You've been quiet since we got back."

"Just thinking."

"About?"

He didn't answer with words. Instead, he crossed the room in three strides. His hands found her waist, fingers pressing into the bare skin above the turquoise fabric. He pulled her back against his chest and buried his face in the curve of her neck. Her scent filled his senses: coconut sunscreen, jasmine, the faint, clean salt of dried sweat.

She laughed, surprised. "Adam..."

His mouth moved against her skin. Not gentle. Not tentative. There was an urgency in him that he barely recognized. Her description of Kwame and Temba echoed: they're very attractive...if I were single, it might be different. The words had been casual, meaningless to her. To him, they had burrowed deep, a splinter he couldn't extract.

He spun her around. His lips found hers, and this was not their usual slow, familiar kiss. This was something hungrier. His hand came up to cradle the back of her head, fingers tangling in her blonde hair.

Sophie made a small sound against his mouth, a mix of surprise and something else. Something that sounded like approval.

"Someone's keen," she murmured when he finally let her breathe.

"Is that a problem?"

"No." Her voice was slightly breathless. "No, it's...it's nice."

His hands moved to the ties of her top. The halter neck came undone with a single pull. The knot at her back, between her shoulder blades, took longer. His fingers felt clumsy, thick with want. Sophie watched him, her lips slightly parted, her cheeks flushed.

The turquoise fabric fell away.

Her breasts were bare now, full and firm, the dusky pink nipples already tightening in the cool evening air. The pale tan lines traced the shape of her swimsuit, a map of the week's sunshine. Adam cupped her, his thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks, and she inhaled sharply.

"You're different tonight," she said.

"In a good way?"

Her answer was to reach for his shirt. She tugged it over his head, and her hands explored his chest with a familiarity that was deeply reassuring. She knew his body, every plane and hollow, every scar and freckle. And she wanted him still. That was the miracle of it. After five years, after everything, she still wanted him.

The thong was next. He hooked his thumbs under the thin straps at her hips and drew the fabric down. It clung briefly to her, a turquoise whisper against her thighs, before pooling at her ankles. She stepped out of it. Naked now, save for the fading tan lines, she was a sculpture of light and shadow.

He guided her to the bed. She lay back, her hair spreading across the white pillow, and looked up at him with an expression he couldn't quite read. Curiosity, perhaps. Or anticipation.

"You're starting again."

"I'm admiring."

"Same thing."

"Not quite."

He bent his head to her breast. His tongue traced a slow circle around her nipple, and she gasped, her back lifting from the mattress. He drew the tight peak into his mouth and sucked gently. Her fingers wove into his hair.

"Adam..." His name left her lips like a prayer.

His hand travelled down her body. Over the plane of her stomach, the flare of her hip, the junction of her thighs. She was already wet. The moisture was a gift, a confirmation that this intensity, this raw, unexpected hunger, was something she wanted too.

He slid one finger inside her. Her muscles clenched around him, hot and tight. Then another. He moved them slowly, finding a rhythm that made her hips tilt, made her breathing fracture into short, sharp bursts.

"Please," she whispered. "I want you inside me."

No condom. The thought flashed through his mind with a thrill that was still new, still electric. They had only just begun this. The freedom of it, the intimacy, the knowledge that nothing separated them anymore.

He shed his shorts. His erection was modest but rigid, the tip already slick. Sophie reached for him, her hand wrapping around his length, guiding him to her entrance.

"Now," she said. "Don't make me wait."

He pushed forward, and the sensation was overwhelming. The wet heat of her, the way her body opened to receive him, the look on her face as he filled her. There was no barrier between them. Just skin and heat and the deep, primal rhythm of their joining.

He began to move.

Slow at first. Then faster. Sophie's legs wrapped around his waist, her heels pressing into the small of his back. Her hips rose to meet his thrusts, matching his pace, her internal muscles tightening around him with each stroke. The room filled with the sound of their bodies meeting, the soft creak of the mattress, their mingled breathing.

She was beautiful. She was his. The possessiveness surprised him, a flare of heat in his chest. He drove deeper, and she cried out, her nails raking his shoulders.

"Yes," she gasped. "Yes, like that."

His rhythm grew more urgent. The jealousy, the insecurity, the image of Kwame and Temba's admiring glances, all of it transmuted into motion. He was staking a claim. Reaffirming something that had never truly been in doubt.

Sophie's eyes fluttered closed. Her lips parted. The flush spread from her cheeks down her throat, staining her chest pink. He watched the signs he knew so well, the approaching peak of her pleasure. Her breathing became ragged. Her thighs trembled against his hips.

"Adam, I'm..."

"Let go," he managed. "I've got you."

She shattered. Her body arched, her head thrown back, a sharp, wordless cry escaping her. The contractions rippled through her, squeezing him, drawing him deeper. The sight of her, undone, was enough to push him over. His own release crashed through him, a pulsing, shuddering wave that left him breathless.

He spilled inside her, and the sensation was profound. The hot pulse of it, the knowledge of what it meant. No barriers. No separation. Just them.

He collapsed against her, his weight supported on his forearms, his forehead resting against hers. Their breathing gradually slowed. The sweat cooled on their skin.

Minutes passed. Sophie was the first to speak.

"That was..." She paused, searching for the word. "Different. In a good way. In a really, really good way."

He managed a smile. "Yeah?"

"Mm." She traced lazy patterns on his back with her fingertips. "I don't know what got into you, but I hope it stays there."

He didn't answer. He couldn't explain the source of his intensity without revealing the jealousy he was ashamed to feel. So, he kissed her instead, a soft, tender kiss that was an apology for secrets he couldn't voice.

Sophie sighed contentedly. "You know what I loved most?"

"What?"

"The feeling of you." She paused, her voice dropping. "Inside me. Without anything between us. When you came, I could feel every pulse. Every single one. It made everything more...intense. More real."

Her words stirred him again, a faint echo of arousal. He shifted slightly, still inside her.

"I love you," he said.

"I love you too." She cupped his face in her hands. "This is it now, isn't it? No going back. We're really doing this."

"Trying for a baby."

"Trying for a baby," she repeated, and the wonder in her voice was genuine. "I want it so much, Adam. I want our child. Someone with your eyes. Your quiet, lovely heart."

His throat tightened. "And your everything else. Your smile. Your confidence. Your beauty."

She laughed softly. "We'll make a good one."

"The best."

He withdrew gently and settled beside her, pulling the thin sheet over their cooling bodies. Sophie nestled into the crook of his arm, her head on his chest, exactly as she did every night at home. The familiarity of the gesture was a comfort.

"I'm glad we came here," she murmured, already drifting. "Best holiday ever."

Adam stared at the ceiling. The breeze stirred the curtains. Outside, the resort was silent.

"Me too," he said.

But sleep didn't come easily. Long after Sophie's breathing had deepened into the slow rhythm of slumber, he lay awake, staring into the darkness, wondering why the image of two friendly young men on a sunlit beach refused to leave his mind.


Chapter Twelve

The morning sun was a weight on his skin, pressing down through the salt-laced air. Adam lay on the lounger, the towel bunched beneath his neck, and tried to concentrate on the book he wasn't reading. The same paragraph. Three times now.

Sophie was walking back from the sea.

The pale blue bikini was worse than the turquoise one. Smaller, somehow. Or maybe it was the colour, innocent, almost bridal against her sun-kissed shoulders, that made the scarcity of fabric feel like a provocation. Droplets clung to her collarbone and slid down the valley between her breasts, catching the light. Her thighs glistened. The high-cut thong left nothing to the imagination, and the imagination, Adam had learned, was a hungry, merciless thing.

He watched the other men watch her. A middle-aged man in mirrored sunglasses lowered his newspaper. A teenager, all gangly limbs and sunburn, froze mid-throw with a frisbee clutched in his hand. The beach wasn't crowded, but it didn't need to be. Every pair of male eyes within fifty metres tracked the same trajectory: the sway of her hips, the remarkable curve of her backside, bare and firm and utterly unapologetic.

She was his wife. And every man on this beach knew it, because they'd seen her return to his lounger every day they had been on the beach this week. They'd watched her settle beside him, lean over to kiss his cheek, claim him as hers. And still they stared.

Sophie reached the loungers, her feet leaving damp prints in the sand. She smiled down at him, radiant and oblivious.

"The water's perfect today. You should come in."

"Maybe later."

She grabbed her towel and began to dry her hair, her arms lifted, her breasts rising with the motion. The two triangles of pale blue fabric strained against their task. Adam's throat tightened.

"They're late," she said, glancing up the beach.

"Who?"

"Kwame and Temba. They said they'd be here by eleven."

Adam's stomach clenched. He hadn't forgotten. The words had been sitting in his gut since breakfast, a cold, hard stone.

Right on cue, two figures appeared at the edge of the boardwalk.

Kwame led, his easy stride eating up the sand, that broad smile already visible from thirty metres away. The low fade of his haircut made him look sharp, polished, even in board shorts and bare-chested, his dark skin glistening with a light sheen of coconut oil that caught the midday sun. Behind him, Temba moved with the weighty grace of a man who had never needed to hurry. He too was shirtless, a pair of sunglasses pushed up into his close-cropped hair, the outline of his chest, the thickness of his forearms, the quiet composure in his posture, the man was a monument. Both of them seemed to soak up the sunlight as naturally as the sand soaked up the tide, their bodies relaxed, unhurried, utterly comfortable in their own skin.

Sophie's face lit up. "There they are."

Something dark stirred in Adam's chest. Not jealousy. Not exactly. Jealousy was hot and familiar, a flare of possessiveness. This was colder. Stranger. It coiled in his abdomen and pulsed downward.

His dick twitched.

He shifted on the lounger, crossing his ankles, hoping the movement would disguise the reaction. The sensation was absurd. Inappropriate. Humiliating.

"Sophie!" Kwame's voice carried across the sand, warm and unhurried. He approached with his hand extended, first to Sophie, then to Adam. "Good morning, my friends. The water looks beautiful today."

Temba nodded his greeting, his deep brown eyes moving slowly over Sophie, then Adam, then the arrangement of loungers. He didn't miss much. That was the problem.

The four of them settled into an awkward geography. Kwame sat close to Sophie on her lounger, her body angled towards the sea. Temba dropped onto the sand beside her left hip, his long legs stretched out, their dark skin gleaming in the sun. Adam was stranded on his lounger a couple of feet away, a satellite orbiting a sun he couldn't reach.

He watched Kwame's hand rest casually on the edge of her lounger, inches from her thigh. He watched Temba lean back on his elbows, the muscles in his chest shifting as he turned his head to say something to Sophie. She laughed, that easy, open laugh that always made Adam's heart swell, and her hand brushed Kwame's arm in a gesture of pure, innocent friendliness.

Adam's dick stirred again, pressing against the fabric of his shorts. He adjusted his position, crossing his legs, and told himself it was the heat. The sun. The salt air. Anything but the truth.

The truth was a dark, unnamed thing coiling in his chest, and he was afraid to look at it too closely.

From a distance, the image would be unmistakable. A beautiful blonde woman, barely clothed, flanked by two tall, powerful ebony young men. And off to one side, her husband. Quiet. Unseen. An afterthought.

Adam's jaw tightened. He bit down on the inside of his cheek until he tasted copper.

"So, Sophie," Kwame said, tilting his head. "You promised to teach me your Pilates breathing technique. I've been practicing."

"You have not."

"I have. Inhale through the nose, exhale through the mouth. Like this." He demonstrated with theatrical seriousness, his chest rising, his cheeks puffing out.

Sophie laughed, a bright, genuine sound. "That's not Pilates. That's you trying not to drown."

"Same principle."

Temba chuckled, a low rumble. "He's been watching videos. I caught him."

The conversation flowed around Adam like water around a stone. He could see how it looked. A couple further down the beach, an older man and woman, probably retired, probably judgemental, kept glancing over. The man's expression wasn't admiration. It was pity. The pity of a stranger who understood exactly the dynamic at play.

Adam should speak. Should assert himself. Should put a hand on Sophie's knee or ask Kwame about his work or do anything that reclaimed his place beside her. But his tongue felt thick, glued to the roof of his mouth. And beneath the paralysis, beneath the humiliation, the arousal was building.

He was hard. Not fully, but unmistakably. The pressure against his swim trunks was a betrayal, a physical manifestation of something he couldn't name. His jaw locked. His knuckles whitened on the armrest of the lounger.

Temba shifted, turning slightly to face Sophie more directly. The movement brought his shoulder closer to her bare thigh. Six inches of sand separated them. Maybe less. His voice dropped, quieter now, meant only for her.

"You look different today. More relaxed."

Sophie glanced down at herself, self-conscious for the first time. "It's the holiday. No deadlines."

"Suits you."

Kwame turned to her again, "Your tan is deepening, Sophie. It shows so well in that bikini."

The compliment hung in the air, simple and direct, delivered with the same easy confidence as everything else Kwame did. He didn't shout it. He stated it, as if remarking on the weather or the colour of the sky.

Sophie's hand went to her collarbone, a reflexive, almost shy gesture. She looked down at herself, then back up at him, and smiled. "Thank you. I'm working on it every day."

She said it lightly, playfully, but there was a flicker in her eyes, a awareness of the weight behind his words. Her fingers traced the edge of the pale blue fabric at her hip, adjusting it by a fraction of an inch.

Kwame held her gaze for a beat longer than necessary, then turned and looked back at the sea.

Adam's throat was dry. He watched Sophie watch them, her profile soft against the glittering sea. She seemed to sense his gaze, and turned back to him, her expression unreadable. The towel on his lap did nothing to hide the truth now.

Adam's pulse hammered in his ears. The compliment had been mild, innocuous. And yet. The way Temba's eyes lingered on her collarbone. The way Sophie's cheeks flushed, just slightly. The way Adam's body responded, unbidden, unwanted.

Fifteen minutes passed. Maybe longer. Time had gone strange, stretching and contracting like a muscle. Kwame told a story about a fishing trip gone wrong. Sophie touched his arm when she laughed. Her fingers were light, fleeting, meaningless. Adam's erection throbbed.

Finally, Kwame slapped his thighs and stood. "We should go. We need to earn a living. No breathing techniques required."

"Good luck," Sophie said. "Be patient with him, Temba."

Temba rose, slower, and looked down at her. "Always."

They said their goodbyes and walked towards more of holiday makers, their silhouettes dark against the glittering sea. Sophie watched them for a moment, then turned to Adam.

The strange look on her face was half confusion, half concern. Her brow furrowed, her full lips pressed together. She sat up and swung her legs off the lounger, facing him directly.

"You've barely said a word."

Adam forced a shrug. "Just tired."

"Tired." She repeated the word as if testing its weight. "You were quiet yesterday too. Quieter than usual." She paused, her blue eyes searching his face. "Is everything okay?"

The question hung between them. He could lie. He could tell her the truth. He could try to explain the impossible knot of jealousy and arousal and shame that had taken up residence in his chest. But how would he even begin? How could he describe the way his body had betrayed him, the way his mind had recoiled and leaned in at the same time?

"I'm fine," he said.

Sophie didn't look convinced. Her gaze flicked down, almost involuntarily, to the towel draped across his lap. The tented fabric. The obvious outline beneath.

Her lips parted. Her cheeks coloured. She looked back at his face, and her expression shifted. Curiosity. Assessment. A question she didn't voice.

"Adam..."

"It's nothing."

The words landed like stones. Sophie held his gaze for a long moment. The sound of the sea filled the silence between them, a slow inhale and exhale, steady as a heartbeat.


Chapter Thirteen

The tapas bar was a warm jewel box of amber light and murmured conversation, tucked into a cobbled side street five minutes from the promenade. Through the open shutters, the evening air carried the mingled scents of chorizo, garlic, and the sea.

Sophie walked in ahead of him, and the room shifted.

Adam felt it before he saw it. The subtle recalibration of attention. A waiter balancing a tray of cava paused mid-step. A man at the bar, his hand wrapped around a glass of rioja, stopped speaking and simply watched. The cream crochet dress was a second skin, its open-knit weave revealing more than it concealed. The halter neck left her shoulders bare, the deep V plunging between her breasts, which moved unconstrained beneath the fabric. No bra. Just the gentle, natural sway of full, firm flesh.

She'd chosen a black thong. It was visible through the dress with every step she took, a dark, deliberate whisper against the sun-kissed curve of her backside.

Adam found his hand resting at the small of her back, fingers grazing the bare skin between the halter's ties. A quiet claim. She glanced up at him, her blue eyes catching the candlelight.

"What?" she murmured.

"Nothing."

They were seated at a table near the window. The waiter arrived with menus, his gaze dropping to Sophie's cleavage, then darting away, then dropping again. She ordered a glass of Albariño, her voice light and friendly, utterly unbothered.

Adam watched the waiter retreat. Watched him lean towards a colleague, say something that made the other man turn and look.

"People are staring," he said.

Sophie unfolded her napkin. "People always stare."

"More than usual tonight." He leaned back in his chair. "That dress is doing something."

She smiled, a slow, private curve of her lips. "You chose it. You said you liked it."

"I do like it. I like it a lot."

The food arrived in waves. Patatas bravas, crisped and salted. Gambas al Ajillo, still sizzling. Sophie ate with undisguised pleasure, licking oil from her thumb, and the man at the next table, mid-fifties, wedding ring, wife beside him, couldn't stop stealing glances. Adam saw it all. The wife noticed and stiffened. The husband pretended to study the wine list. Sophie remained serenely unaware or chose to appear so.

Midway through the meal, the conversation shifted.

"You've been quiet," Sophie said, spearing an olive with a cocktail stick. "Not tonight. I mean since the beach. Since Kwame and Temba."

The names landed between them like stones dropped into still water.

"We've talked about this."

"Not really." She set the cocktail stick down. "You mentioned them. I explained they were just friendly. You said you were fine." Her blue eyes held his. "You weren't fine."

Adam reached for his beer, took a long pull. The glass was cold. "I didn't say I wasn't fine."

"You didn't have to." Sophie tilted her head slightly, her loose blonde waves brushing her bare shoulder. "You went very quiet on the beach. And you were..."

She paused.

"I was what?"

Her gaze flicked to his lap, then back to his face. "Aroused."

The word was direct. Clinical, almost. But the look in her eyes was anything but. Curiosity. Assessment. The same expression she'd worn on the sand, the towel tented over his swim trunks.

Adam felt heat crawl up his neck. "I don't know what you're talking about."

"Adam." She leaned forward, her arms resting on the table. The movement deepened the V of her dress, and he had to force himself to maintain eye contact. "I saw you. I'm not an idiot. You were hard."

The word hung in the air.

"I…."

"And last night," she continued, her voice dropping to something softer, more intimate. "Last night you were... different. Urgent. Jealous, almost. Was that about them? Were you trying to prove something?"

He opened his mouth to deny it. Closed it. The candle flame between them guttered in a stray breeze.

Adam thought back to the beach. To the moment Kwame and Temba had arrived, their easy confidence, their tanned, athletic bodies that seemed to belong to a world entirely different from his own. He remembered the darkness that had twisted inside him, something unfamiliar and unsettling. Not quite anger. Not quite fear. A strange, possessive heat that had risen from somewhere deep, mingling with an arousal he still didn't fully understand. He had watched Sophie laugh at something Temba said, had seen the way her sun-kissed skin glistened, and felt a confusing cocktail of pride, jealousy, and something darker that he couldn't name.

He still didn't understand it all. Very mixed emotions.

"I don't know," he said finally. "Maybe."

Sophie sat back. Her expression was unreadable. "Maybe."

"The way they looked at you. The way you looked at them. I didn't..." He struggled for the words. "I didn't know how to feel."

"Neither did I."

The admission was quiet, almost lost beneath the ambient noise of the bar. Adam stared at her.

"What do you mean?"

Sophie's tongue touched her lower lip, a fleeting, unconscious gesture. "I mean I didn't know how to feel either. They were friendly. They were handsome. And you were sitting there, not saying a word, and I could see you were... reacting. To something." She shook her head. "I didn't know what to do with that."

"So, you ignored it."

"So did you."

The waiter appeared, clearing their plates. The interruption gave them both a moment to breathe. When he was gone, Sophie reached across the table and took Adam's hand, her fingers cool and dry, her grip surprisingly firm.

"Last night was good," she said. "Really good. The best we've had in a while."

He tried to smile. "You thought last night was great sex?"

"Didn't you?"

The question was pointed. He thought of the way she'd felt beneath him, the way she'd arched and cried out, the way her internal muscles had clenched around him as she came. The unprotected heat of it, the raw, possessive urgency.

"Yeah," he said. "I did."

Sophie nodded, satisfied. Then her expression shifted. Something sharper crept into her smile.

"Maybe I should start flirting with other men," she said. "If that's what it takes. Maybe then we can have great sex every night."

Her tone was light, teasing, but the words landed with force. Adam's grip on her hand tightened.

"You wouldn't."

"Wouldn't I?" She pulled her hand back, reaching for her wine glass. The movement was deliberate, unhurried. "You brought up Kwame and Temba again just now. Even after we'd agreed they were nothing. Even after last night." Her eyes held his over the rim of her glass. "You're the one who can't let it go."

"I'm not…."

"You are." She set the glass down. "And I'm starting to wonder why."

The silence that followed was thick and complicated. Around them, the bar continued its gentle hum. A couple laughed near the door. Cutlery clinked. But at their table, the world had narrowed to a single, unspoken question.

Adam broke first. "I don't have an answer."

"Then maybe you should find one." Sophie's voice was softer now, the edge retreating. "Or maybe you want to see me flirt with Kwame and Temba. Or maybe you'd like to see things go further." She held his gaze, her blue eyes steady and searching. "You tell me."

The words settled between them like a challenge wrapped in velvet. Adam felt his pulse quicken, the warmth of the tapas bar suddenly feeling closer, more intimate.

"That's not…." he started, but she shook her head.

"I'm not accusing you of anything," she said, her fingers tracing the rim of her wine glass. "I'm asking you to be honest with yourself. With me. After five years, I think we can manage that, don't you?"

Adam stared at her. The candlelight caught the curve of her cheek, the gentle swell of her breasts beneath the crochet dress. She was beautiful, confident, and utterly in control of the moment.

"I don't know what I want," he admitted. "I just know I felt something on that beach. Something I didn't understand."

Sophie nodded slowly. "Then let's figure it out together. But not tonight." She reached across the table, her hand finding his again. "Tonight, let's just enjoy the rest of our evening. We can talk more when we're home, in bed, with no one watching."

Adam squeezed her hand, grateful for the reprieve, and for the quiet certainty in her voice. "Okay."

"I know."

"I know."

"Do you?" She tilted her head. "Because last night, you weren't making love to me. You were proving something. To yourself. To them. To someone." She paused. "I'm not a prize, Adam. I'm your wife."

Her words landed like stones on a drum skin.

The waiter returned with the bill. Adam paid in silence, his mind turning over Sophie's words. When they stood to leave, he reached for her hand, and she let him take it. Her fingers wove through his with the ease of long practice.

Outside, the cobbled street was cool and dark. The sea murmured somewhere in the distance, a constant, reassuring presence. Sophie's dress caught the breeze, the open-knit fabric shifting against her thighs. The black thong was a shadow beneath it, a secret only he could see.

They walked together towards the resort, their footsteps echoing off the old stone walls. Adam's hand found its familiar place at the small of her back, but this time there was no possessiveness in the gesture. Just connection.

A man passed them in the narrow street, his gaze sliding over Sophie and catching. Adam watched the man's eyes widen slightly, watched them trail down the length of her body, the bare shoulders, the deep neckline, the long, shapely legs. The man looked at Adam. Adam met his gaze and felt something unexpected.

Not jealousy. Not anger.

Pride.

She was beautiful. She was walking beside him. And in a few hours, when they were alone in their apartment, he would undress her, the crochet dress peeling away to reveal the black thong and the body he knew so well, the body he was still learning to desire in new and surprising ways.

Tonight, would be different. He was sure of it.

Sophie glanced up at him, as if reading his thoughts. "What are you smiling about?"

"Nothing."

"Liar."

He pulled her closer, his arm sliding around her waist. The Mediterranean night wrapped around them, warm and salt-scented, full of promise. The resort lights glimmered ahead, and beyond them, the sea stretched dark and infinite towards the horizon.

Sophie's hip brushed his. Her hand tightened on his arm.

"Last night wasn't a fluke," she murmured. "Whatever it was. Jealousy or... something else. It worked."

"It did?"

She stopped walking. Turned to face him. The moonlight traced her cheekbones, her jaw, the full curve of her lips.

"Take me back to the apartment," she said quietly. "And show me it wasn't."

The resort gate was fifty metres away. The night was young. And Adam Fletcher walked through it with his beautiful wife on his arm, a strange, unfamiliar heat building in his chest, knowing with absolute certainty that when they reached their room, he would not hold back.


Chapter Fourteen

The apartment door clicked shut, and for a moment they simply stood in the darkened hallway, the only light a pale rectangle of moonlight spilling through the sliding glass door. The trade winds had stilled. Even the sea seemed to hold its breath.

Sophie turned to face him. Her fingers found the hem of his shirt and tugged upward. He raised his arms. The cotton whispered over his skin and fell away.

Then her hands were at his shorts. The button. The zipper. She pushed the fabric down his hips with deliberate slowness, her knuckles grazing his thighs. He stepped free.

Her palm found him. Wrapped around his length. Five inches, slender, rigid in her grip.

She looked up.

The moonlight caught the mischief in her blue eyes before her lips curved into a smile that made his stomach tighten.

"You know what they say about black men?"

The question landed like a slap. Soft. Precise. Delivered with that same clinical directness she'd wielded at the tapas bar.

Adam's throat constricted. "What do you mean?"

"Don't be silly." Her fingers tightened. A deliberate squeeze that sent a pulse of sensation radiating through his groin. "Everybody knows. They're supposed to be big."

She held his gaze. Her expression was unreadable, that same curious assessment he'd seen on the beach, on the walk home, in the bar. She was testing him. Probing at something neither of them had named.

"Is that what you want?" The words scraped past his teeth before he could stop them. "You want to try a big black cock?"

Sophie's grip didn't waver. Her thumb traced a slow circle around the head of him, and the contrast between the gentleness of the gesture and the weight of the question made his knees threaten to buckle.

"No," she said. "That's not important to me." A pause. Her tongue touched her lower lip. "But seeing how you've been. Maybe that's it. You want to see me ride a big black cock."

The words were obscene. Deliberately so. Coming from her lips, from the mouth he'd kissed a thousand times, they were a provocation and an invitation, and a mirror held up to the dark thing that had been coiling in his chest since the beach.

Adam reached down. His hands found her armpits, the warmth of her, the faint dampness of the evening's heat, and he lifted. She rose onto her toes. Her hand slipped from his erection. Her eyes widened, just slightly, as he pulled her against him.

"I'll show you what I want."

The kiss was fiercer than the night before. There was no tenderness in it, no gentle exploration. His mouth claimed hers with a hunger that was half desire and half desperation. Her lips parted under the assault. Her fingers dug into his shoulders.

They stumbled toward the bed. She fell back onto the white sheets, her blonde hair fanning across the pillow, and he followed her down without breaking the kiss.

His mouth moved to her collarbone. The hollow of her throat. The slope of her breast. The crochet dress was still between them, and he pushed the fabric aside, impatient, his lips finding the dusky pink of her nipple. He drew it into his mouth. Sucked. Hard.

Sophie gasped. Her back lifted from the mattress.

He moved to the other breast, his hand cupping the one he'd left behind, his thumb working the damp peak while his tongue circled its twin. She was making sounds now, small, helpless sounds that vibrated through her chest and into his mouth.

Down. Over the plane of her stomach, the firm muscle beneath the softness. The dress was an obstacle; he pushed it up around her waist, exposing the black thong, the dark fabric stark against her sun-kissed hips.

His fingers hooked the waistband. Pulled. The thong peeled away, and the scent of her arousal filled his senses.

Then he was between her thighs.

His tongue found her with the precision of long practice. The flat of it first, a broad stroke from entrance to clit. She shuddered. Then the tip, tracing circles around the tight bud of her, feeling it swell and stiffen under his attention. Her taste was salt and musk and something uniquely Sophie, a flavour as familiar as home.

Her fingers wove into his hair. Tightened. Pulled.

He didn't stop. His tongue explored her folds, dipping inside her, then returning to her clit with relentless rhythm. Her thighs clamped against his ears, and he heard her breathing fracture, felt the tremors building in her muscles. The sounds she made were no longer small. They were raw, involuntary, torn from somewhere deep.

"Adam…."

Her hips bucked. Her grip on his hair became painful. The orgasm rolled through her in waves he could feel against his tongue, a rhythmic clenching that went on and on until she finally went slack, her thighs falling open, her chest heaving.

He didn't wait.

Before the aftershocks had finished rippling through her, he was above her, his hips settling between her thighs. The head of him found her entrance, wet, hot, still pulsing, and he pushed forward. Buried himself to the hilt in a single thrust.

She cried out. Her nails raked his back.

He fucked her hard. Harder than he'd ever dared. The modest length of him drove into her with a fury that surprised them both, each stroke bottoming out, the slap of his hips against hers filling the quiet apartment. Sophie's legs locked around his waist. Her heels dug into the small of his back. She met each thrust, her hips rising, her internal muscles gripping him with every withdrawal as if refusing to let him go.

The bed creaked. The headboard knocked against the wall. Neither of them cared.

Her second climax built faster than the first. He felt it in the way her breathing changed, in the flutter of her muscles around him, in the desperate, wordless sounds escaping her throat. He drove deeper. Harder. Chasing his own release even as hers approached.

"Come with me," she gasped. "Adam, please…."

The plea undid him. His rhythm shattered. The orgasm tore through him, a violent, pulsing wave that emptied him into her depths. Sophie arched beneath him, her own climax cresting at the same moment, and for a long, suspended heartbeat, they were nothing but sensation. Heat and pressure. The wet pulse of his release inside her. The clench of her body around his.

Breathing. Just breathing.

The world reassembled itself in fragments. The moonlight. The curtains stirring in the breeze. The sweat cooling on his skin.

Then he pulled out. Slowly. Deliberately.

He shifted backward, his hands finding her inner thighs. He spread them wide. Held her open.

And watched.

His cum was leaking from her. A slow, pearlescent trickle emerging from the pink folds of her pussy. The sight was obscene. Beautiful. His. The evidence of what he'd done, what he'd given her, what she'd taken.

The dark thought arrived unbidden.

Kwame. The image rose in his mind with startling clarity: an imagined length, long and thick and impossibly black, withdrawing from the same pink flesh. The contrast. Ebony against rose. The slow, obscene slide of it.

His spent dick twitched.

Sophie was watching him. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted, her blue eyes dark with a knowledge she hadn't possessed before. Her gaze dropped to his groin, to the betraying movement, and then rose back to his face.

A flicker of something crossed her expression. Understanding, perhaps. Or confirmation.

"Adam," she said quietly. "Tell me what you were just thinking."

He couldn't. The words wouldn't come.

Instead, he collapsed beside her, his chest heaving, his heart slamming against his ribs. The ceiling spun above them. The silence stretched, thick and expectant.

Sophie didn't press. She turned onto her side, her hand coming to rest on his chest, her fingers tracing the same lazy patterns she'd traced a hundred times before. But the patterns felt different now. Deliberate. Searching.

"You know," she murmured, her voice barely audible, "you didn't answer my question at the restaurant. About whether you'd like to see things go further."

Adam stared at the ceiling. The dark thought was still there. Still vivid. An afterimage burned into his consciousness.

"I know," he said.

And said nothing more.


Chapter Fifteen

Sophie's fingers were still wrapped around him when the last pulse of his release subsided. The evidence of it lay pooled on his stomach, a warm, viscous testament to what had just happened. What she had done. What he had revealed.

She didn't move her hand. Let the silence stretch.

"OMG," she breathed again, softer now, the playful edge retreating. "Babe. That was hot."

Adam couldn't speak. His chest heaved. The ceiling swam above him, and for a long moment, the only sound in the apartment was the ragged draw of his breathing and the distant, indifferent sigh of the sea.

Sophie released him gently. Her fingers left a cooling trail as she withdrew her hand and reached for the box of tissues on the bedside table. She cleaned her own hand first, then dabbed at his stomach with slow, deliberate care. The gesture was tender. Almost maternal. A stark contrast to the words that had preceded it.

"I'll get a proper cloth," she murmured, and slipped from the bed.

He heard the bathroom light click on. Water running. The soft pad of her bare feet on the tile. When she returned, she wiped his skin with a warm, damp flannel, then dried him with a hand towel. He let her. His limbs felt heavy, disconnected, as if they belonged to someone else.

Sophie tossed the flannel towards the bathroom, lay back down beside him, and rested her palm flat on his chest, over his heart. The beat was finally slowing.

"So," she said.

The single word was freighted.

Adam closed his eyes. "Don't."

"Don't what?"

"Don't analyse it. Please. Not yet."

Her fingers traced a small circle on his sternum. "Okay." Another circle. "But you know we're going to talk about this eventually."

He did know. The knowledge sat in his gut like a stone.

She shifted, nestling into the crook of his arm with the familiarity of years. Her hair smelled of salt and jasmine. Her skin was still warm, still flushed from her own climax, from the hard, urgent fucking that had preceded his confession. Except it hadn't been a confession. It had been an interrogation. And she had extracted the truth from him as efficiently as she'd extracted his orgasm.

"The bathroom," he said, his voice hoarse. "I need to clean up properly."

Sophie lifted her head, let him rise. He walked to the bathroom on unsteady legs, closed the door, and leaned against the sink. His reflection stared back at him. Flushed. Sweaty. A smear of his own semen still glistening near his navel.

He cleaned himself mechanically. Washed his hands. Splashed cold water on his face. When he looked up again, the man in the mirror looked the same as always. Thin. Unremarkable. A five-inch penis now soft and unthreatening between his thighs.

But something behind the eyes had shifted.

The words replayed in his skull. The thought of Kwambe's big black cock. You want to see me on my knees worshipping their big black cocks. The superior bigger black cock. Her voice, so calm, so clinical, saying things he'd never heard her say before. And his body responding. His body betraying him with a fountain of cum that had arced higher than he'd ever seen it arc.

He dried his face. Took a breath. Opened the door.

The bedroom was dark now. Sophie had switched off the bedside lamp, leaving only the moon's pale glow filtering through the glass door. She lay on her side, her back to the bathroom, the sheet pulled up to her shoulder. Her breathing was slow and even.

Asleep.

Adam stood in the doorway for a full minute, watching the gentle rise and fall of her shoulder. The curve of her hip beneath the sheet. The spill of blonde hair across the pillow. She looked peaceful. Innocent. Nothing like the woman who had just wanked him to a shuddering climax while painting a verbal portrait of another man's body on hers.

He crossed to the bed and lowered himself onto the mattress with exaggerated care, not wanting to wake her. The sheets were cool on his bare skin. He lay on his back, hands folded on his chest, and stared at the ceiling.

Sleep wouldn't come. He knew that already.

The teasing replayed on a loop. Every word she'd said. Every stroke of her hand. The way she'd squeezed harder when he'd tried to deny it. The way she'd said there when his cock had betrayed him with its swelling. As if she'd found something. Excavated a secret he hadn't even known he possessed.

He turned his head to look at her. The moonlight caught the curve of her cheek, the shadow of her lashes. Her lips were slightly parted. The same lips that had formed the words big black cock with such casual precision.

What else didn't he know about himself? What other desires lurked in the depths of him, waiting for Sophie's clever fingers to coax them to the surface?

The thought was terrifying. And, somewhere beneath the terror, exhilarating.

He replayed the image she'd planted. Kwame. No, not Kwame. Tambe? He tried to picture it. The broad shoulders. The quiet, watchful eyes. The way he'd looked at Sophie on the beach, his gaze unhurried, appreciative. Adam tried to place him in this room, in this bed. Tried to imagine dark hands on pale skin. The contrast. The size difference.

His dick stirred.

He clamped his eyes shut, as if that might banish the image. It didn't. It only made it sharper. The imagined tableau grew more vivid: Sophie on her knees, her blonde hair tangled in a fist that wasn't his, her full lips stretched around something impossibly thick. The sounds she might make. Sounds he'd never heard her make before.

His hand moved unbidden to his groin. He was half-hard again. Twice in one night. The evidence was undeniable.

Is this a fantasy you've never told me about?

No. It wasn't. He'd never had this fantasy. He'd never once, in thirty-eight years, conjured an image of his wife with another man. The thought had never appealed. Jealousy had always been his default response to male attention directed at Sophie, a hot, possessive flare that made him want to claim her, not share her.

But something had changed on that beach. Something had cracked open when he'd watched Kwame and Temba settle beside her, their easy confidence, their physical presence. The jealousy had been there, yes. But beneath it, something else. Something darker and stranger and infinitely more complicated.

And now Sophie had seen it. Had named it. Had wrapped her fingers around it and stroked until it spilled its secret all over his stomach.

He withdrew his hand from his groin. Closed his eyes. Forced his breathing to slow.

Beside him, Sophie stirred. A small sound escaped her, a murmur, unintelligible. She shifted, her leg brushing his, and he felt the warmth of her skin, the familiar geography of her body. She didn't wake. Her breathing steadied again.

Adam stared at the ceiling. The ceiling offered no answers.

Outside, the sea whispered against the shore. The curtains stirred in the breeze. The resort was silent, wrapped in the deep, dream-heavy hours before dawn. Somewhere in another room, Kwame and Temba were sleeping. Oblivious to the havoc they'd wrought. Oblivious to the fact that a man they'd barely spoken to was lying awake, his mind trapped in a maze of their making, his body aching with a desire he didn't understand and couldn't control.

He turned his head one more time. Sophie's face was serene. The lips that had spoken those words were curved in the faintest of smiles. What was she dreaming? What did she know that he didn't?

His eyes traced the line of her throat, the elegant sweep of her collarbone, the shadowed cleft of her breasts beneath the sheet. The body he'd mapped a thousand times. The body he'd just fucked with a ferocity that had surprised them both. And now he was imagining that same body intertwined with another man's. A stranger's. A rival's.

The thought should have repulsed him. Instead, his dick thickened further, pressing against his thigh.

He didn't touch it. Didn't acknowledge it. Just lay there, rigid with arousal and confusion, as the moon tracked slowly across the sky and the first pale hint of dawn began to bleed into the darkness beyond the glass door.

When sleep finally came, it was shallow and restless, peopled with shadows and the echo of Sophie's voice.

You want to see me on my knees.

The words followed him down.

Chapter Sixteen

The following morning they returned to their familiar stretch of beach.

Sophie wore the bright turquoise bikini she had bought earlier in the week. The vivid colour complemented her blonde hair and lightly tanned skin perfectly, and Adam couldn't help noticing, not for the first time, how confidently she carried herself. She looked relaxed, happy and entirely at home beneath the Lanzarote sunshine.

As they walked across the sand, Adam cleared his throat.

"I was thinking," he said casually, "we could always try another part of the beach today."

Sophie looked across at him.

"Why?"

"I don't know. Just for a change."

She smiled, but there was a knowing look in her eyes.

"But then Kwame and Temba might miss us."

She said it lightly, almost as a joke, yet she held his gaze for a moment longer than usual.

Adam forced a smile.

"I suppose they might."

He wanted to ask why that mattered.

He wanted to ask whether she was looking forward to seeing them.

Instead, he simply spread out the towels in their usual place.

He wasn't prepared to admit, even to himself, why he had suggested moving.

The morning passed quietly.

They swam, read their books and watched the waves rolling lazily onto the sand.

Almost without thinking, Adam glanced at his watch.

It was close to midday.

Right on cue, he saw the familiar figures approaching along the shoreline.

Kwame spotted them first and raised a hand in greeting.

"There they are!" he called cheerfully.

Temba smiled and nodded.

"Good morning."

Adam returned the greeting, though he couldn't ignore the sinking feeling in his stomach.

It had become routine.

They no longer happened to meet.

They expected to.

Kwame crouched comfortably in the sand between Adam's towel and Sophie's lounger, while Temba lowered himself onto the edge of Sophie's lounger beside her. Sophie shifted slightly to make room without seeming to think anything of it, smiling as the conversation continued. From where Adam sat, he suddenly became aware that both young men now occupied the space between him and his wife. It wasn't deliberate, and neither of them appeared to realise it, yet he couldn't shake the uncomfortable feeling that he had somehow become the outsider in a conversation taking place around him rather than with him.

Adam suddenly became aware of the arrangement.

Without anyone intending it, he felt slightly pushed to the outside of the group.

The conversation flowed easily.

Kwame asked whether they had enjoyed dinner the previous evening.

Sophie enthusiastically recommended a small seafood restaurant they'd discovered near the harbour.

Temba suggested another place further along the promenade that served traditional Canarian food.

They laughed together about Kwame's attempts to learn different English accents from tourists.

Ten minutes passed almost unnoticed.

Adam contributed when he could, but increasingly found himself listening rather than speaking.

He watched the easy rhythm of the conversation.

Kwame remembered details Sophie had mentioned days earlier.

Temba quietly noticed when she couldn't remember the name of a restaurant and supplied it without hesitation.

They had clearly been paying attention.

It was a small thing.

Yet Adam couldn't stop noticing it.

And that thought stayed with him long after they had left.

She had done it without hesitation. One fluid motion, arms reaching back, fingers finding the knot, a single pull, and the fabric had fallen away. Her breasts had been bare in the sunlight for the first time this holiday. The first time Sophie had decided to go topless, like many of the other women there, but she had done it right in front of Kwame and Temba. The dusky pink nipples tightening in the warm air. The pale tan lines that traced the geography of the swimsuit she was no longer wearing.

Sophie's bikini top lay on the sand beside her lounger. Two triangles of vibrant turquoise. Slack. Empty. The strings that had held them in place now curled like question marks.

Kwame had not bothered to hide his appreciation. His broad smile had widened, his dark eyes tracking the reveal with the unhurried confidence of a man who had seen beautiful women naked before, but never quite this one, never quite like this.

Temba had been quieter. More dangerous. His gaze had flicked to Adam for just a heartbeat, assessing, cataloguing, before returning to Sophie. To the breasts she had unveiled for them. For him.

Then she had spoken.

"Which one of you lovely young men would rub in my tanning lotion?"

The bottle had dropped. A soft thud on the sand between Kwame's knee and Temba's outstretched leg. A challenge wrapped in sunscreen and coconut oil.

Then Sophie lay face down on the lounger. Her cheek rested on her folded arms. Her eyes were closed. Her breathing was slow and even, as if she hadn't just detonated a small bomb in the middle of their holiday. The high-cut thong was a turquoise whisper against her sun-kissed skin. Two narrow straps curved over her hips. Between them, the fabric vanished into the cleft of her backside. The heart-shaped curve of it rose from the lounger like an offering. Full. Firm. Utterly exposed.

The bottle sat untouched.

Kwame broke the silence. "I think you should do the honours, Temba." His voice was light, teasing, but there was an undercurrent. Something knowing. "You've got the stronger hands."

Temba didn't answer immediately. He was looking at Sophie's back. The elegant sweep of her spine. The flare of her hips. The remarkable roundness of her arse, which the thong did nothing to conceal and everything to frame. Then his gaze shifted to Adam.

"Only if your husband doesn't mind."

The words were directed at Sophie, but his eyes remained on Adam. A dark, steady gaze that held no malice. Only curiosity. Assessment. The same expression Sophie had worn in the tapas bar, in the apartment, in the bed where she'd wrapped her fingers around his secret and squeezed.

Adam's throat was dry. His tongue felt too large for his mouth. The towel draped across his lap was the only thing hiding an erection that had sprung to life the moment Sophie's top had come off. It was fully hard now, pressing against the damp fabric of his swim shorts, a rigid, undeniable testimony.

He should speak. Should stand. Should walk over to his wife, take the bottle from the sand, and tell these men that he would apply the lotion himself. That she was his. That whatever game she was playing had gone far enough.

He didn't move.

Couldn't move.

His dick throbbed. The towel shifted with the pulse of it.

"Adam doesn't mind," Sophie said. Her voice was muffled by her arms, but the certainty in it was clear. "Do you, darling?"

She lifted her head just enough to open her eyes. To find his face. The blue of her irises was bright even in the shade of her lounger's canopy. There was no apology in her gaze. No hesitation. Just the same clinical curiosity she'd wielded in the darkness of their apartment.

I'm not a prize, Adam. I'm your wife.

But right now, lying topless on a public beach with her bare arse aimed at two young men who had no reason to look away, she didn't feel like his wife. She felt like a dare. A line he'd been terrified to cross, and she was dancing on the other side of it, holding out her hand.

"Adam?" she prompted.

His jaw tightened. The towel twitched again.

"It's fine," he managed. The words scraped past his teeth like gravel.

Sophie smiled. A slow, private curve of her lips. Then she laid her head back down on her arms and closed her eyes.

"See?" she murmured. "He's fine with it."

Kwame laughed, a low rumble of disbelief and admiration. "Your wife is something else, man." He shook his head, still grinning. "Temba. Go on. Don't leave the lady waiting."

Temba reached for the bottle.

His hand was large. Broad palm. Long, thick fingers. The same fingers Adam had watched rest on the edge of Sophie's lounger two days ago, inches from her thigh. Now they curled around the plastic bottle with deliberate slowness. The cap clicked open. The scent of coconut oil bloomed in the hot air.

Temba squeezed a dollop into his palm. The lotion was white and thick. He rubbed his hands together, spreading it, warming it. The sound was soft. Intimate.

Then he knelt beside Sophie's lounger.

His shadow fell across her back. Her shoulders. The twin mounds of her arse. Adam watched the shadow touch her before the hands did. Watched Sophie's shoulder blades shift beneath her skin as she took a deeper breath.

Temba's palms made contact.

Sophie exhaled.

The sound was quiet. Involuntary. A release of air that could have been a sigh or a moan or something in between. Adam heard it. Kwame heard it. Temba certainly heard it, because his hands paused for just a moment before beginning to move.

He started at her shoulders. The broad flats of his palms glided over her sun-warmed skin, spreading the oil in slow, even strokes. His thumbs found the knots of muscle at the base of her neck and pressed. Circled. Sophie's lips parted. Adam watched Temba's large black hands move against her smooth pale skin, the contrast stark and undeniable. A second sound escaped her, softer this time, almost inaudible.

Adam's dick ached. The towel was a poor shield. He gripped the armrests of his lounger and watched.

Temba's hands moved lower. Over her shoulder blades. Down the elegant ladder of her spine. His fingers traced the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips. The lotion made her skin gleam, a golden sheen that caught the sunlight and held it.

Adam risked a glance away from the tableau before him. The beach stretched out, a mosaic of towels and umbrellas and bodies. A middle-aged German couple, their skin the colour of well-oiled leather, had lowered their paperbacks. The woman’s sunglasses were perched on her forehead, her gaze fixed on Sophie. On Temba. On the spectacle.

Further down, a young couple, British, by the look of the sunburn on the man’s shoulders, had stopped arguing. The girl’s mouth hung open slightly. Her boyfriend’s jaw was tight. He watched with a mixture of disgust and fascination that Adam recognized all too well.

He felt his face burn. Not from the sun.

The humiliation was a living thing, crawling up his spine, settling in his gut. It tightened his testicles, made his erection throb with a harder, more desperate pulse. They were all watching. They saw his wife, topless and glistening, being touched by another man. A man with stronger hands. A younger man. A black African man.

And Adam, her husband, sat frozen. A statue of shame with a hard-on he couldn't hide.

A woman in a wide-brimmed hat, French, perhaps, her hair a severe silver bob, turned her head deliberately. Studied them. A tiny, pitying smile touched her lips before she looked away.

Adam’s breath hitched. He wanted to disappear. To pull the towel over his head. Instead, his dick jerked again, a violent twitch against the damp fabric.

Tell them to stop, a voice screamed inside his skull. Stand up. Claim her.

But his hands stayed locked on the armrests. And his eyes remained fixed on Temba’s fingers, still resting on the small of Sophie's back, as if they had every right to be there.

Kwame had settled back on his heels, his arms crossed over his chest. He was watching too. His grin had faded into something more focused. More intent. His tongue touched his lower lip.

"This is a beautiful woman," Temba said quietly. It wasn't clear who he was addressing. Sophie. Himself. The universe. "A very beautiful woman."

Sophie didn't respond. Her eyes were still closed. Her breathing had deepened, but there was a tension in her stillness. An awareness. She knew exactly what she looked like. Exactly what she was doing.

Temba's hands reached the small of her back.

He paused. His palms rested on either side of her spine, just above the turquoise strap of her thong. The lotion had been absorbed by now, but he made no move to apply more. Just held her. His dark fingers splayed against the golden curve of her. The contrast was stark. Deliberate. Beautiful.

Adam's breath caught.

Temba's thumbs hooked under the waistband. Not pulling. Not yet. Just resting there. The tips of them grazing the beginning of the cleft, the place where the fabric disappeared, the shadowed valley between Sophie's cheeks.

She didn't stop him.

She didn't say a word.

Kwame shifted on the sand. Adjusted his shorts. Adam saw the movement from the corner of his eye and understood it with a clarity that made his stomach clench. He wasn't the only one affected. The towel on his own lap felt absurd. Futile. His erection was a monument now, a tent pole straining against the fabric.

Temba's thumbs traced a small circle on Sophie's skin. Once. Twice. Then his hands moved once more to the bottle. He squeezed out another dollop of lotion, the sound wet and deliberate in the heavy silence. Adam heard his own breath catch. Sophie's breath hitched, a sharp little intake that hung in the air like a question. Then Temba's hands planted firmly, one on each full, round ass cheek, and he began to massage the lotion in.

His palms spread wide, fingers digging into the firm curves with practiced confidence. The lotion gleamed on her skin as he worked it in, slow circles that grew bolder, deeper. And then Adam heard it. Temba heard it. So did Kwame.

A deep, satisfied moan escaped Sophie's lips.

It was not a sound of surprise or discomfort. It was pure, unguarded pleasure, rising from somewhere primal and honest. Her back arched slightly, pressing her arse more firmly into his hands. Her fingers curled into the fabric of the lounger. The sound hung in the air between them, a velvet thread connecting all four of them in that moment.

Adam's dick throbbed beneath the towel. His mouth was dry. He watched his wife's body yield to another man's touch, watched her moan for him, and felt the familiar ache of inadequacy twist in his chest. But beneath it, buried deeper, was something else. Something that made his breath quicken and his pulse race.

Sophie had never moaned like that for him. Not quite like that.

Then Temba's hands moved down from the full curves of her arse to the lower moons where her cheeks met her toned thighs. His fingers found the transition, the soft flesh giving way to firmer muscle. He coaxed her legs apart with gentle pressure, his palm sliding between them, and Sophie let him. Her thighs parted without resistance, a silent invitation.

He squeezed more lotion into his palm. The sound was wet. Deliberate. His hands began to work the oil into the backs of her thighs, long sweeping strokes from knee to hip, spreading her legs wider with each pass. Sophie's breathing quickened. Her hips shifted against the lounger.

Then his thumbs traced forward. Over the inner thigh. Around the curve of her leg. Finding the crotch of her skimpy thong. The fabric was a thin strip, already damp, already clinging. His thumbs brushed over it once. Lightly. Experimentally.

Sophie's response was immediate. A deep, guttural moan that rose from her chest and escaped through parted lips. Her back arched. Her fingers clawed at the lounger's fabric. The sound was raw. Unashamed. It carried across the beach, drawing more eyes, more stares.

Adam's breath stopped. His dick throbbed against the towel, a painful, desperate pulse. Another man touching her there, and at the same time, with most of the beach watching. Sophie's moan hung in the air, a velvet thread connecting the four of them, and Adam felt the familiar ache of inadequacy twist deeper into his chest. But beneath it, buried where he dared not look, something else stirred. Something that made his breath quicken and his pulse race, even as shame crawled up his spine.

Temba's thumbs lingered for a heartbeat. Two. Then he continued his path, sliding down her legs, massaging the lotion into her calves with slow, thorough strokes. His hands were unhurried. Possessive. Each touch claimed territory.

When he finished, he sat back on his heels. Sophie's legs remained apart. Her breathing remained ragged. The thong's thin fabric was visibly darker now.

"All done," Temba said again. His voice was calm. Controlled.

But his eyes, when they met Adam's, held a quiet triumph that made Adam's stomach clench.

Sophie opened her eyes. She didn't move from her stomach. Didn't reach for her top. Just turned her head on her folded arms and looked at Adam.

Her cheeks were flushed. Her lips were parted. Her blue eyes held a question he couldn't answer and a challenge he couldn't meet.

"Thank you, Temba," she said. "That was lovely."

"The pleasure was all mine."

She smiled. A private, knowing smile. Then her gaze dropped to the towel on Adam's lap. To the unmistakable shape beneath it. The smile didn't falter. If anything, it deepened.

"Enjoying the sun, darling?"

Adam's knuckles whitened on the armrests.

"I'm fine," he said.

"You keep saying that."

"Because it's true."

"Is it?" Sophie pushed herself up onto her elbows. Her breasts swung free beneath her, pressed against the lounger's fabric. The turquoise top lay forgotten on the sand. She made no move to retrieve it. "Because from where I'm lying, you look anything but fine."

Kwame chuckled. Temba said nothing. He was still kneeling beside the lounger, the bottle of lotion loose in his grip, his eyes moving between Sophie and Adam with the quiet focus of a man who understood he was witnessing something rare.

Sophie held Adam's gaze for a long moment. The beach murmured around them. Waves. Distant laughter. The cry of a gull.

Then she lay back down. Turned her face away. Settled her cheek on her folded arms.

Kwame stretched his arms above his head, a languid, satisfied movement. "Right," he said, his voice cutting through the heavy silence. "We should grab some food before the good stuff's gone."

Temba rose beside him, his movements fluid. He set the bottle of lotion on the sand beside Sophie's lounger. Deliberately. Within her reach.

Sophie shifted, rolling onto her side. Her breasts fell against her arm, full and exposed. She made no effort to cover them. "So soon?"

"Hungry," Kwame said with a grin that didn't reach his eyes. "And you've got some colour to think about."

Temba let his gaze travel down her body. A slow, deliberate pilgrimage. From her flushed face to the curve of her throat, over the soft weight of her breasts, across the flat plane of her stomach, and then, finally, to the full, round cheeks of her arse. The turquoise thong was a thin, dark line against her sun-kissed skin. His eyes lingered there, tracing the generous curve, the firm sweep of her thighs. It was a long, unhurried look. A man memorizing a view.

Then his gaze travelled lower. Down her long, toned legs. Over the backs of her calves. To her ankles. To the sand dusting her heels.

He took his time.

Next to him, Kwame did the same. His dark eyes swept over Sophie's prone form with open appreciation. He made no attempt to hide it. His gaze lingered on the same curves, the same shadows, the same pale skin gleaming with Temba's oil.

Sophie held still. Let them look. Her eyes found Adam's.

The two men turned. Walked away. Their footsteps crunched across the sand, growing fainter.

Sophie didn't move. She just lay there, half-naked and gleaming, watching Adam with that same quiet, knowing smile.

The beach hummed around them. The waves broke. The gulls cried.

Adam's dick throbbed beneath the towel.

Sophie looked over to Adam, met his gaze, "I wonder how good the sex will be tonight.!" It wasn't a question. She then turned back to lay face down on the lounger. She didn’t need an answer now.

Adam remained sat, rigid, his slender small dick throbbing. He didn't dare move for the next 20 minutes.


Chapter Seventeen

Sophie stirred. A slow, languid stretch that began in her shoulders and rippled down her spine. Her cheek lifted from her folded arms. Her eyes opened, hazy at first, then sharpening as they found Adam still rooted to the same lounger.

She turned onto her side.

Her breasts shifted against her arm. The turquoise top lay somewhere in the sand, forgotten. She made no move to retrieve it.

"Are you still hard?"

The question landed with the same clinical precision she'd wielded in the apartment, in the tapas bar, in the dark of their bedroom. Adam's throat worked. The towel had not moved. Beneath it, the truth was undeniable.

"Yes."

Sophie's lips curved. Not quite a smile. Something more dangerous. "Why don't you go and take care of it."

It wasn't a question.

Adam looked around. The beach had thinned. The German couple was gone. The sunburnt Brits had retreated to the shade of the boardwalk. But there were still people. Still witnesses. A family with small children near the water's edge. An elderly man dozing under a striped umbrella.

"Where?"

"So, you want to go back to the resort." Sophie sat up, reaching for her top. She tied the halter behind her neck with maddening slowness, her fingers working the knot as if she had all the time in the world. "Can you walk?"

"Yes. I'll use the towel to cover it," he answered, already reaching for the crumpled fabric.

Sophie let out a low giggle, the sound warm and teasing. She watched him fumble with the towel, trying to arrange it in a way that might disguise the obvious tent beneath. "You really think that's going to work?" she asked, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "You look like you're smuggling a deckchair."

Adam's cheeks flushed, but he couldn't help smiling at her playful tone. "It's the best I can do under the circumstances."

She shook her head, still chuckling, and rose gracefully to her feet. The sight of the idea of him, this quiet, dependable husband of hers, trying to navigate the entire length of the beach and the boardwalk back to their resort with a towel clutched strategically around his waist was almost too much. She bit her lower lip to stifle another laugh.

"Come on then," she said, taking his hand with a fond squeeze. "Let's get you home before someone mistakes you for a flagpole."

She stood. The turquoise thong was a single bright line against her oiled skin. She gathered her things, the mesh throw, the sun cream, her book, and waited while Adam arranged the towel around his waist with as much dignity as he could muster. The tented fabric was a declaration. A confession.

Sophie watched him struggle. Her blue eyes glittered.

"But I want to go through the town." She draped the mesh throw over her arm. Didn't put it on. "I want to have another look at the bikinis."

Adam stared at her. His jaw tightened. The towel shifted with the pulse of him.

"Sophie. Really?"

The laugh that escaped her was light. Musical. Utterly unrepentant. She was eight years younger than him, thirty to his thirty-eight, and in all their years together, she had never been the one holding the reins. Not like this. Never like this. The weight of it was intoxicating. She felt it settle in her hips, in the deliberate sway she adopted as she turned and began walking toward the boardwalk.

Adam followed.

What choice did he have?

---

The town was a labyrinth of cobbled streets and whitewashed walls, still drowsy in the afternoon heat. Bougainvillea spilled over balconies. The scent of grilling sardines drifted from an open doorway.

Sophie walked ahead of him.

The Bright Turquoise bikini was barely there. Two small triangles struggling to contain the full, firm weight of her breasts. The high-cut thong vanishing between the cheeks of her arse. The coconut oil still glistening on her skin like a second layer of sunlight. She'd left the mesh throw draped over her arm, a prop she had no intention of using.

She knew he was watching. Knew he was struggling. The stilted, awkward rhythm of his footsteps told her everything she needed to know. Adam Fletcher, her dependable, dignified husband, was shuffling through a Spanish resort town with a towel wrapped around his waist and an erection that wouldn't die.

The power was a drug.

She let her hips roll. Let the undulation of her backside become a metronome, a hypnotic rhythm that drew his gaze and held it. A man passing in the opposite direction, fiftyish, leather-skinned, clutching a bag of oranges, stopped dead. His mouth opened. Closed. Sophie smiled at him and kept walking.

Behind her, Adam made a sound that might have been a groan.

She led him deeper into the town. Past a café where two women paused mid-conversation to stare. Past a shop selling ceramic tiles where the proprietor came to the doorway and leaned against the frame, his arms crossed, his expression appreciative. Sophie acknowledged none of them. Her performance was for an audience of one.

The bikini shop was tucked between a bakery and a tobacconist. Its window display featured three headless mannequins wearing progressively smaller arrangements of fabric. Sophie pressed her nose to the glass like a child outside a sweet shop.

"In here."

Adam caught up. His face was flushed. Not from the sun. "Sophie…."

"Hush."

The shop was cool and dim, smelling of new fabric and the faint floral perfume of the woman behind the counter. She looked up from her magazine, assessed Sophie with a single sweeping glance, and returned to her reading. She'd seen it all before.

Sophie drifted through the racks. Her fingers brushed over strings and triangles. She paused at a display near the back. Reached out.

Held up her find.

The micro bikini was fluorescent green. Aggressively bright. The colour of highlighter pens and hazard signs. Two tiny triangles, each no larger than the palm of her hand, connected by a thin cord. The bottoms were a single strip of fabric, barely wider than a ribbon, with strings attached.

She turned to Adam. Dangled it from her finger.

"I'll have to shave for this one."

His expression fractured. Something between desire and desperation. The towel around his waist shifted again, and Sophie let her gaze drop to it for one deliberate beat before returning to his face.

"Well?"

Adam's voice was a rasp. "If you want it."

"I want it." She carried it to the counter. The transaction was brief. The shopkeeper wrapped the bikini in tissue paper and slid it into a small bag. Sophie took it with a smile that was all innocence.

Back on the street, the heat hit them like a wall. The resort was a quarter mile away. Sophie knew the route. A winding coastal path that climbed from the town up to the resort's manicured gardens. It would take ten minutes. Maybe fifteen, the way Adam was walking.

She stopped. Turned. Looked at her husband.

"Ready?"

Adam shifted the towel. His knuckles were white where he gripped it. "Lead the way."

She did.

The path was quiet. The sea glittered to their left, a sheet of hammered silver stretched to the horizon. To their right, the whitewashed villas gave way to scrub and oleander. Sophie walked with the small bag swinging from her fingers, her bare feet padding on the warm stone, her body still gleaming with oil. The pale blue triangles clung to her breasts. The thong had ridden up, a single turquoise thread bisecting the remarkable curve of her arse.

She heard Adam's breathing. Laboured. Not from exertion.

"You're enjoying this," he said.

She didn't turn around. "Enjoying what?"

"Watching me... like this."

A pause. The sea hissed against the rocks below.

"Yes," she said quietly. "I am."

The admission hung in the salt-laced air. Sophie felt her own pulse quicken. The power was a drug, yes, but it was more than that. It was the way he looked at her. The way his body responded despite his shame. The way he'd sat frozen on that lounger while another man's hands roamed her body, his slender small dick straining against his shorts, his eyes full of something she'd never seen before.

She wanted more of it.

The resort gate appeared ahead. Two white pillars flanked by flowering shrubs. Sophie slowed her pace until Adam drew alongside her. She reached out and placed her palm flat against his chest. Beneath the damp cotton of his shirt, his heart hammered.

"We're almost there," she murmured.

His eyes were dark. Hungry. Humiliated. "Sophie."

"Almost there," she repeated.

And then she turned and walked through the gate, the fluorescent green bikini swinging in its bag, the afternoon sun warm on her bare shoulders, knowing with absolute certainty that when they reached the apartment, she would not let him hide. Not anymore.


Chapter Eighteen

The apartment door had barely closed before Adam caught Sophie's hand.

She turned in surprise as he stepped towards her, the tension of the walk back still written across his face.

For a heartbeat they simply stood looking at one another.

Then he pulled her gently towards him and kissed her.

It wasn't like Adam.

Normally his affection was quiet, almost hesitant. This time there was urgency behind it, as though he was trying to reassure himself that nothing fundamental had changed between them.

Sophie responded for a few moments before placing a hand lightly against his chest.

"Easy, tiger," she said with a small smile.

He looked at her, confused.

She brushed a thumb across his cheek.

"I need five minutes."

Before he could reply, she picked up the small shopping bag containing the new bikini and disappeared into the bathroom, quietly closing the door behind her.

Adam stood motionless in the middle of the bedroom.

His pulse was still racing.

The events of the afternoon replayed themselves in fragments, the beach, the conversations, the walk through town, the joking remarks, the strange mixture of affection, embarrassment and jealousy that he still couldn't untangle.

He sat down on the edge of the bed and rubbed both hands across his face.

His dick was so hard. Throbbing. His balls ached. The most painful blue balls in his entire life, he had been hard for so long now.

What had happened to them?

Only a week earlier they'd been talking about children and the future.

Now he wasn't entirely sure he understood the woman he'd married.

Minutes ticked by.

The sound of running water came briefly from the bathroom before falling silent again.

Adam glanced towards the closed door.

"Sophie?"

No answer.

Another minute passed.

He stood and walked over, resting his knuckles lightly against the wood.

"You nearly done?"

Her voice came back, cheerful and completely unhurried.

"Patience, lover boy."

Adam let out a breath somewhere between a laugh and a sigh.

He leaned his forehead against the door for a moment.

He had the unmistakable feeling that, somewhere during the last few days, the balance of their marriage had shifted.

He just couldn't work out exactly when.

The fluorescent green was an assault on the senses.

When she stepped out of the bathroom, he couldn't believe the sight of her in such a tiny micro bikini. His breath caught in his throat. The top was two small triangles that left the full shape of her large natural breasts bare, barely covering only her areolas, her nipples pressing prominently against the thin fabric. The triangles connected by a string, tied at her back, with another string looping up around her neck.

And the bottoms—there was no way it was possible to describe them as bottoms. It was a strip of material, a scrap of fabric that barely covered her freshly shaved little pussy, with a string disappearing between the cheeks of her round, heart-shaped ass and another string tied around her waist. She stood there, a confident smile playing on her lips, knowing exactly the effect she was having on him.

"Cat got your tongue, lover boy?"

She took the couple of step to where he sat on the bed and straddled him pressing her bare round ass down squashing his small throbbing hard dick. She loved the fact she now had total control.

Adam's hands found her hips before his brain caught up with the movement. The strings of the bikini were surgical thread against her oiled skin, a roadmap of deliberate provocation. Her thighs pressed against his, warm and firm, and through the damp fabric of his swim shorts he felt the full weight of her bare arse settle against his erection. The contact drew a sound from him, something between a gasp and a groan.

Sophie smiled down at him. Her blue eyes were very bright.

The question was a feather drawn down his spine. He couldn't answer. Couldn't think. The micro bikini was an exercise in absence. Two triangles of fabric that weren't even pretending to contain her breasts. The dusky pink of her areolae was visible at the edges, threatening escape with every breath she took. A string that traced the elegant line of her collarbone before vanishing behind her neck. Another string that bisected her back, tied in a knot he could undo with one pull.

And the bottoms.

His gaze dropped. The strip of green fabric between her legs was narrower than his thumb. It clung to the mound of her freshly shaved pussy with desperate inadequacy, a single ribbon tasked with modesty where none existed. The string around her waist sat low on her hips. The string that vanished between the cheeks of her arse, the arse currently pressing down against his throbbing dick, was a single taut line.

She had shaved. Completely. The skin around the fabric was smooth as glass.

"Sophie." His voice cracked on the second syllable.

"Mm?" She shifted on his lap. A deliberate, circular motion that ground her weight against him. The string of the bikini bottoms rolled across the head of his dick through his shorts. Adam's fingers dug into her hip bones.

"I'm wearing this tomorrow," she said. Her voice was conversational. Light. As if she weren't perched on his lap in an outfit that barely qualified as clothing. "On the beach. What do you think Kwame and Temba will think?"

The names detonated behind his eyes. Kwame's broad smile. Temba's quiet, assessing gaze. Their hands on her skin. The coconut oil gleaming. Sophie moaning into the lounger while another man's thumbs traced the edge of her thong. And now this. This fluorescent green provocation that hid nothing and promised everything.

His dick jerked against the weight of her.

Sophie felt it. Her smile deepened.

"Adam." She traced a finger along his jawline. "I asked you a question."

"I…." The word lodged in his throat. Her hips rolled again. The pressure was exquisite. Agonizing. His balls were drawn tight, aching with the accumulated frustration of the past two hours. The beach. The town. The shop. The walk. Every sway of her hips, every glance from a stranger, every deliberate, calculated step she'd taken while he shuffled behind her with a towel wrapped around his shame. It all converged in this moment, in the heat of her body against his, in the ridiculous green strings that were all that stood between him and everything he wanted.

"They'll think you're trying to kill them," he managed.

Sophie laughed. The sound was bright and genuine, ricocheting off the apartment walls. "Kill them? I was going for 'render them speechless.'"

"Mission accomplished."

"Good." She leaned forward. Her breasts barely contained, brushed against his chest. The contact was electric. Her nipples were hard beneath the green triangles, pressing against the fabric like accusations. "But I don't care what they think. Not really."

His hands moved. Traced the curve of her waist. Found the string at her hip. His thumb hooked under it. "What do you care about?"

"What you think." Her lips brushed his ear. The words were a warm exhalation. "What you're thinking right now. Looking at me in this. Knowing they'll see me in this tomorrow. Knowing they'll want to touch me again. Like Temba touched me on the beach." She pulled back just enough to meet his eyes. "Tell me."

The silence stretched. His heart was a fist pounding against his sternum.

"Tell me," she repeated. Her hips ground down. Held. The pressure on his cock was unbearable. "Or I'll get up and take this off and we'll go to sleep and tomorrow I'll wear the turquoise one instead."

The threat was absurd and devastating.

"I want them to see you." The words fell out of him like stones. "I want them to look at you in this. I want them to want you. I want…."

His voice broke.

Sophie's expression shifted. The playfulness retreated. Something darker, hungrier, took its place. "You want what?"

"I want them to touch you again."

The admission was a wound opened. Pus and poison and relief flooding out. His dick throbbed against her arse, and she felt it, and her lips parted on a soft exhale.

"Where?" she asked. "Where do you want them to touch me?"

"Everywhere." His hands were shaking. "Your back. Your thighs. Your…." He swallowed. "Your tits. Your arse. The same places Temba touched. More. I wanted him to…."

"To what?"

The image was there. Waiting. Temba's large black hands on the turquoise thong. His thumbs hooking under the waistband. The pause. The question. Sophie not stopping him.

"I wanted him to take them off," Adam whispered. "I wanted him to pull your bottoms down. Right there. On the beach. In front of everyone."

Sophie's breath caught. A sharp, audible intake that made the green triangles strain against her breasts. Her pupils had swallowed the blue of her irises. Her tongue touched her lower lip.

"And then what?"

"Then I wanted him to fuck you."

The words hung in the air between them. Irrevocable. Adam felt the weight of them settle in his chest. Horror and arousal tangled together. He'd said it. He'd finally said it. The thing that had been coiling in his gut since the beach. Since the tapas bar. Since Sophie's clever fingers had wrapped around his secret and squeezed.

Sophie didn't speak. She just looked at him. Her expression was unreadable.

Then she moved.

Her hand dropped between them. Found the waistband of his swim shorts. Her fingers slipped inside and wrapped around him. Five inches. Slender. Rigid as steel.

"Adam," she said. Her voice was thick. "Look at me."

He did.

"I'm going to wear this bikini tomorrow." Her thumb traced the head of his dick, spreading the moisture that had gathered there. "And Kwame and Temba are going to see me in it. And they're going to want to touch me. And you're going to watch." She squeezed. A deliberate, rhythmic pressure that made his vision swim. "And then we'll see what happens. Won't we?"

He couldn't speak. Could only nod.

Sophie smiled. A slow, private curve of her lips. Then she released him. Stood. The fluorescent green strings pulled taut as she rose, the strip of fabric between her legs clinging to the shape of her. She turned and walked toward the bathroom, the string bisecting the heart-shaped curve of her arse, the two tiny triangles of fabric barely holding their position on her breasts.

At the bathroom door, she paused. Looked over her shoulder.

"I'm going to take this off now. When I come back out, I want you naked on the bed. And I want you to show me exactly how much you meant what you just said."

The door clicked shut.

Adam sat on the edge of the bed, his shorts tented, his balls aching, his heart hammering against his ribs. The fluorescent green bikini was burned into his retinas. Tomorrow it would be burned into Kwame's. Temba's. Every man on the beach who had eyes.

He stood. Stripped off his shorts. Lay back on the bed.

And waited.


Chapter Nineteen

The bathroom door opened.

Sophie stepped out and the lamplight caught her, every curve, every plane, the full weight of her breasts, the elegant sweep of her waist, the pale gleam of freshly shaved skin between her thighs. She wore nothing. No strings. No triangles. Just Sophie, bare and golden and watching him with those blue eyes that missed nothing.

Adam was on the bed. Naked. Waiting. His five inches stood upright from his groin, slender and rigid, proud as it had ever been. The sight of her made it jump.

Her lips curved. "Well. Someone's eager."

"I've been thinking about this since the beach."

Sophie crossed the room with the same unhurried confidence she'd worn all day. The confidence that had made her drop her top in front of two strangers. That had made her buy a bikini the size of a handkerchief. That had made her wrap her fingers around his secret and squeeze.

She lay down beside him. The mattress shifted under her weight. Her warmth radiated against his skin.

Then she kissed him.

Tender. Deliberate. Her lips parted against his, and her hand came up to cup his jaw, her thumb tracing the angle of his cheekbone. The kiss was not the fierce, desperate collision of the night before. It was slower. Deeper. A conversation conducted in breath and pressure.

When she pulled back, her eyes searched his face. "You better not be so excited you don't make me cum."

The words were soft. Almost playful. But the warning beneath them was real.

"I'll do whatever I need to do to make you cum."

Sophie, “I’ll hold you to that.”

She held his gaze for a beat. Two. Then she nodded.

Adam moved. Rolling onto his side, then above her, his arms bracketing her shoulders. Her thighs parted and he settled between them with the ease of long practice. The heat of her was immediate. The slickness, too. He reached down to guide himself and found her drenched, the folds of her pussy swollen and wet, the evidence of her arousal coating his fingers.

She was always wet for him. But this was different. This was the accumulated tension of an entire afternoon. The beach. Temba's hands. The walk through town. The bikini shop. The confessions torn from his throat.

The head of him found her entrance. He pushed forward.

Sophie exhaled. A long, slow release of breath that vibrated through her chest. Her legs rose to wrap around his hips, her heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. Her internal muscles gripped him, that familiar, exquisite clench that made his vision blur at the edges.

He began to move.

Missionary. It was always missionary. The same rhythm they'd found five years ago and never abandoned. Slow, steady strokes that buried him to the hilt and then withdrew, the wet sound of their joining filling the quiet apartment. Her breasts pressed against his chest. Her breath was warm against his throat.

She was close. He could feel it in the tension of her thighs, in the way her hips rose to meet each thrust, in the small sounds escaping her lips. Her fingers dug into his shoulders.

But five minutes in, the familiar tightness gripped the base of his spine. The warning pulse. He tried to hold back, tried to think of anything else, the tapas bar, the beach, Kwame's broad smile, but the images only made it worse. Made him harder. Made the need more urgent.

"Sophie…."

His rhythm fractured. The orgasm tore through him, a hot, pulsing wave that emptied into her depths. His hips jerked. His breath stopped. For a suspended moment, there was nothing but the wet pulse of his release inside her, the clutch of her body around his.

Then he collapsed.

His forehead pressed against her shoulder. His chest heaved. The sweat on his skin cooled in the air-conditioned silence.

She hadn't climaxed.

He knew. The knowledge was immediate and sharp, a stone lodged in his gut. Her thighs were still tense. Her breathing was still shallow. The small sounds had stopped.

Adam lifted his head. Sophie was looking at him with an expression he couldn't read. Not disappointment. Not frustration. Something closer to curiosity. Assessment. The same look she'd worn on the lounger after Temba had finished with the lotion.

She opened her mouth to speak, probably to say it was fine, that it didn't matter, that they could try again later, but he was already moving.

Down.

His lips found the hollow of her throat. The elegant ridge of her collarbone. The soft swell of her breast. He drew her nipple into his mouth, dusky pink and still tight, and sucked. Hard. Sophie's back lifted from the mattress.

Not going to let her down.

The thought was a metronome in his skull. He released her nipple and moved to the other breast, his tongue tracing a slow circle around the peak before drawing it between his lips. Her fingers wove into his hair. Tightened.

Then lower.

His mouth traced the underside of her breast. The place where the full curve gave way to the firm muscle of her chest wall. The skin there was impossibly soft. She shivered.

Lower still.

Over the plane of her stomach. His tongue dipped into her navel. Her abdominal muscles tensed under his lips, the result of years of Pilates, of discipline, of the quiet pride she took in her body. He kissed each ridge of muscle. Each valley. The faint tan line that marked where her bikini bottoms had been.

And then he was there.

Her freshly shaved mound rose before him. Smooth as glass. Bare as a confession. The skin was paler here, unkissed by the sun, and the complete absence of hair made every detail stark. The delicate cleft of her slit. The pink inner lips already parted, glistening with her arousal and his release.

Sophie was a little in shock.

"Adam."

His name escaped her lips as a question and a warning, and a plea all tangled together. She knew as well as he did: in five years of marriage, he had never done this after he'd come inside her. Had never tasted himself on her skin.

He wasn't going to was he? she asked in her head.

And he did.

His mouth met the top of her shaved slit. He kissed her there. Once. Soft. Then his tongue traced a slow, deliberate path downward, parting her folds, finding the tight bud of her clit.

Sophie gasped. Her hips jerked.

He stayed with her. His tongue circled the swollen nub, once, twice, and then he moved lower. His lips found her nether lips, the delicate inner flesh that framed her entrance. He licked the length of her slit.

The taste hit him.

His own spend. Salty. Slightly bitter. Mixed with the familiar musk of her arousal. It was strange. Unfamiliar. Not as bad as he had expected.

Not going to let her down.

He sucked gently at her inner lips. Drew them into his mouth one at a time. His tongue traced the edge of her entrance, where his release was still leaking from her, a slow, pearlescent trickle he could feel against his lips.

Sophie's fingers tightened in his hair. A guttural sound escaped her throat.

He licked upward. The flat of his tongue pressed against her clit and held there. She bucked. He didn't retreat. His mouth worked her with the precision of long practice, the same rhythm he'd used a hundred times before, but now there was something else behind it. Determination. Desperation. A need to prove that his earlier failure was not the end of the story.

He sucked her clit between his lips. Rolled his tongue over it. His fingers found her entrance and slid inside, two of them, curling upward to find the rough patch of tissue on her anterior wall. The combination was one he'd learned years ago, a trick she'd taught him without words, through gasps and moans and the urgent press of her hips against his face.

She was close. He felt it in the flutter of her muscles around his fingers. In the way her thighs clamped against his ears. In the fractured, wordless sounds that became a single, sustained note.

"Adam…. Please…."

The orgasm hit. Her back arched off the mattress. Her fingers became talons in his hair, pulling hard enough to hurt, and he didn't care. His mouth stayed on her clit, his fingers stayed inside her, and he rode the waves of her climax as they rolled through her—one, two, three, each one marked by a rhythmic clenching around his knuckles and a cry torn from somewhere deep.

He held her through all of it. Until her thighs fell open. Until her grip on his hair loosened. Until the last aftershock rippled through her and she went limp against the sheets.

Only then did he lift his head.

His lips were wet. His chin glistened with her and with him. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and crawled up the bed to collapse beside her.

The silence stretched. The ceiling fan turned lazy circles above them. Outside, the sea whispered its ancient secrets to the shore.

Sophie's breathing slowed. Steadied.

She turned her head on the pillow. Her cheeks were flushed. Her lips were parted. Her blue eyes were bright with something that looked almost like wonder.

"That was the hottest thing anyone has ever done for me."

Her voice was raw. Honest. The clinical precision of earlier was gone, replaced by something softer. Something unguarded.

She leaned over and kissed him.

Not tender, this time. Not playful. Grateful. Deep.

When she pulled back, her hand came to rest on his chest, over the place where his heart still hammered against his ribs. Her fingers traced a small circle. The same circle she'd traced last night, after their confessions and their fucking and the silence that had followed.

"Thank you," she said quietly.

Adam swallowed. His throat was dry. "I meant what I said."

"I know." Her hand pressed flat against his sternum. "I know you did."

She nestled into the crook of his arm, her head finding its familiar place on his shoulder, her leg draping across his thighs. The warmth of her body was a balm. Her hair smelled of salt and jasmine.

For a long moment, neither of them spoke.

Then Sophie lifted her head. Her eyes found his in the lamplight.

"Tomorrow," she said. "The green bikini."

Adam's spent cock gave a feeble twitch against her thigh.

"Yes," he said.

She smiled. A slow, private curve of her lips.

Then she laid her head back down. Closed her eyes. And slept.

Epilogue

The bathroom door opened and the world tilted sideways.

Sophie stepped out wearing the fluorescent green micro bikini and Adam felt the air leave his lungs in a rush. Not a tease. Not a game confined to the apartment's shadows. She was going to do this. She was going to walk through the resort, through the town, onto that beach, wearing something that made her pale blue bikini look like a nun's habit.

The two triangles of fabric were barely a suggestion. They clung to the full weight of her breasts with desperate inadequacy, the dusky pink of her areolae threatening escape at the edges. The string around her neck. The string across her back. The string that looped around her waist and dipped between her legs, where a single strip of green, narrower than his thumb, covered the smooth, freshly shaved mound of her pussy.

She had shaved again. The skin was flawless. Completely bare. The bikini bottoms hid nothing. They merely interrupted the view.

"You're going through with this."

Sophie met his eyes in the mirror. Her lips curved. Not the playful smile of last night. Something calmer. More certain.

"Are you kidding me?" She turned, giving him the full effect of the back view, the string bisecting the heart-shaped curve of her arse, the fluorescent green stark against her sun-kissed skin. "Yesterday we had so much fun. And this is probably our last holiday before we settle down and have kids."

She crossed to the chair where the mesh throw lay draped. Picked it up. Let it hang from her finger like an afterthought.

"Let's have as much fun as we can."

The words landed in his chest and spread outward. Their last holiday. The thought had occurred to him, of course, in the abstract way that future plans always hovered at the edges of a vacation. And tomorrow was the first day of their second week. One week left. But hearing her say it, seeing her stand there in that impossible bikini, the reality of it crystallized. Soon there would be nursery furniture and sleepless nights and the quiet, contented routines of parenthood. Soon Sophie's body would change in miraculous ways, and their lives would pivot toward a different kind of fulfilment.

But not yet.

Not today.

Adam rose from the bed. His swim shorts were already on, navy blue, conservative, the same pair he'd worn every day of the holiday. The contrast between his modest attire and what she was wearing was almost comical.

"The throw's not going to do much," he said.

Sophie glanced at the flimsy mesh fabric in her hand. "I know."

She draped it over her shoulders. The material was transparent, a loose weave that obscured nothing. Through it, the green triangles blazed like hazard lights. The strip between her legs was a dark shadow against the pale skin of her hips.

"Ready?" she asked.

No. He wasn't ready. He would never be ready. But his slender dick was already stirring in his shorts, and the familiar ache of arousal, laced now with something sharper, something that tasted like fear and anticipation, was tightening in his gut.

"Ready."

---

The resort lobby was a cathedral of marble and light. Guests milled about in various states of holiday undress, sarongs and flip-flops, sun hats and sunglasses. The clink of coffee cups. The rustle of newspapers. The low murmur of conversations in a dozen languages.

Every conversation stopped when Sophie walked through.

Adam saw it happen in real time. The German man at the reception desk, mid-sentence, his mouth hanging open. The young French couple by the elevators, the woman's hand frozen on her boyfriend's arm. A group of British lads near the entrance, their laughter dying in their throats as Sophie's hips swayed past.

The mesh throw was a joke. A transparent lie. Through it, the fluorescent green bikini declared itself to everyone in the lobby. The full breasts. The flat stomach. The long, toned legs. The impossible narrowness of the fabric between them.

Sophie walked with her chin high. Her stride was unhurried. Her expression was serene—the face of a woman who knew exactly what she looked like and had made her peace with it.

Adam followed a half-step behind. His face burned. His pulse hammered in his ears. But beneath the shame, beneath the instinct to cover her, to claim her, to drag her back to the room and wrap her in a towel, beneath all of that, his cock was hardening with every step.

The British lads were still staring. One of them, tall, red-haired, built like a rugby player, let out a low whistle.

Adam's jaw tightened. His stride faltered.

Sophie didn't break pace. She didn't acknowledge the whistle. But as she passed the group, her hip brushed against Adam's thigh, deliberate, grounding, and he felt the message in the contact.

I'm with you. This is for you.

They emerged into the morning sunlight. The path to the beach wound through the resort's manicured gardens, past the infinity pool where early risers were already claiming loungers. More stares. More conversations faltering. A woman in a wide-brimmed hat lowered her book. A pool attendant dropped a towel and didn't bend to pick it up.

Sophie kept walking.

The coastal path stretched before them. The sea glittered. The sky was a dome of impossible blue. And Adam walked behind his wife, watching the fluorescent green string vanish and reappear between the cheeks of her arse with every step, and knew, with a certainty that made his balls ache, that Kwame and Temba would see this as an invitation.

They would be right.

---

Their usual spot was empty.

The same two loungers where Sophie had first removed her top. Where Temba had knelt and rubbed lotion into her oiled skin. Where Kwame had watched with that broad, knowing grin while Adam sat frozen, his erection hidden beneath a towel.

Adam spread the towels. Adjusted the umbrella. Performed the rituals of a normal beach day with hands that trembled slightly.

Sophie stood at the edge of the lounger and reached for the mesh throw.

She removed it slowly. Deliberately. The fabric whispered over her shoulders and fell away, and she stood there in the full morning light, wearing nothing but the three tiny fluorescent green triangles and the strings that connected them.

The beach was already filling. Families with children. Couples. Groups of young men and women. None of them mattered to Sophie. Her eyes found Adam's and held them.

"Better get the sun cream ready," she said.

Her voice was light. Casual. As if she'd asked him to pass the newspaper.

Adam fumbled for the bottle. His fingers were clumsy. The cap resisted. Sophie lowered herself onto the lounger, face up this time, not face down, and the strip of green fabric between her legs pulled taut against her shaved mound. The outline of her pussy lips was visible on either side of the narrow strap.

"Adam." Her voice softened. "Look at me."

He did.

Her blue eyes were clear. Certain. The clinical assessment of the past few days had given way to something else. Something warmer but no less determined.

"Today is going to happen," she said quietly. "Whatever happens. And I need you to be okay with that. I need you to tell me you're okay with that."

The words hung in the salt-laced air.

Was he okay? He didn't know. He'd spent five years building a life around the certainty that Sophie was his, his wife, his partner, his future. And now he was sitting on a beach, watching her lie almost naked under the sun, waiting for two men who would see her outfit and understand exactly what it meant.

His slender dick was fully hard. Pulsing against his thigh. The evidence was undeniable.

"I'm okay with it," he said.

Sophie held his gaze. Searching. Then she nodded.

"Good." She settled back on the lounger. Closed her eyes. "Now, put some lotion on me."

Adam squeezed oil into his palm. Rubbed his hands together. The coconut scent bloomed in the hot air.

He started with her shoulders. Her collarbone. The elegant slope of her neck. His fingers traced the path Temba's had traced yesterday, the same slow, deliberate strokes. Sophie sighed under his touch.

He moved lower. Over the swell of her breasts, his knuckles brushing the edge of the green triangles. Her nipples were hard beneath the fabric.

She didn't stop him.

He didn't stop.

---

Movement in his peripheral vision.

Kwame and Temba were walking up the beach. Shirtless. Gleaming with their own oil. Kwame's grin was already in place, broad and knowing, his dark eyes fixed on the fluorescent green display that awaited him. Temba walked a pace behind, quieter, his gaze already cataloguing. The string between Sophie's legs. The smooth shaved skin. The nipples straining against the tiny triangles.

They had seen her.

They were coming.


Book Two Teaser

The first week in Lanzarote changed everything.

Adam arrived believing he knew his wife.

He leaves the first week wondering if he ever truly did.

What began as harmless conversations with two friendly beach traders has become something neither of them can ignore. Sophie is discovering a confidence she has never known before, revelling in the freedom of being admired and the intoxicating feeling of becoming the centre of attention. Adam, meanwhile, finds himself confronting emotions he never imagined he possessed.

Jealousy.

Possession.

Curiosity.

Desire.

As the second week of their holiday begins, every decision carries consequences.

Will Sophie continue to enjoy the attention of Kwame and Temba?

How far is she prepared to test the boundaries of her marriage?

How far will Adam allow those boundaries to be pushed before he asks her to stop?

And perhaps the most frightening question of all...

Does he really want her to stop?

The sun is still shining.

The beach is still waiting.

And paradise has only just begun to reveal its secrets.

Book Two continues the slow-burning explicit erotic journey of turning Adam & Sophie into a cuckold couple, that began in Taboo: The Holiday That Changed Everything, where every choice carries a price; and some fantasies are far more dangerous when they stop being fantasies.

Will they go all the way?


If you enjoyed ‘Taboo: The Holiday That Changed Everything’

you will probably thoroughly appreciate:
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Taboo: His Velvet Grip

A kinky, erotic, BDSM story of Power, Obedience, and Surrender

By Emma Sluttily

Tessa Marlowe only wanted a part time job to survive university. She never expected to be drawn into the quiet gravity of Adrian Clarke, the intense and controlled owner of The Brew Room. He is twice her age, disciplined, unreadable, and carries authority like a second skin.

Tessa feels it from the moment she steps behind his counter. The way he watches her. The way he guides her. The way she responds before she even realises why.

What begins as curiosity becomes pull. What starts as mentorship becomes a dangerous intimacy neither of them admits aloud. Adrian warns her he is the wrong kind of man for a girl chasing stability. Tessa discovers she is not chasing stability at all. She is chasing surrender.

Under Adrian’s Rule is a kinky, BDSM, age-gap, interracial dark romance about control, desire, and the thrilling risk of giving yourself to the one man you cannot resist.

In Taboo: His Velvet Grip we have very illicit, erotic, kinky sexy story of interracial BDSM where Tessa trained to be his slut.


Available now on Amazon Kindle.

Discover more by Emma Sluttily

Dark, taboo erotic fiction exploring power dynamics, psychological control, shame, desire, and surrender across interconnected worlds.

Browse the full catalogue on Amazon:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Emma-Sluttily/author/B0F223TDNL

If you enjoy stories where control slips, boundaries blur, and surrender feels as intoxicating as it is forbidden, you’re exactly where you should be.
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