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Chapter 1: Island Dreams

The boat came to rest along a small pier, the sun reflecting brightly off of the water as people stepped onto this small island in the west pacific, luggage in hand. Leo and Clara were among several other couples and a few singles that were on board, smiling as they took in the views around them. Palm trees lined the shore in loose formation, their shadows pooling on white sand like spilled ink beneath the rising heat. Water slapped and gurgled against the pilings, while luggage wheels rattled over the uneven boards in a syncopated rhythm. The planks of the pier vibrated beneath each step, flexing with the tide’s slow pulse and the weight of new arrivals. A line forms in front of a desk under a small thatch roof, where a man is checking people into their huts for the week. When Leo and Clara get to the desk, they meet a darker skinned man named Maali, who greets them and gives them a key to their hut. The man at the desk speaks with Clara, his hands folded on a clipboard. “You stay for seven days, yes? Hut six,  right by the water.” The page is already marked with their names. Clara glances at Leo, who nods and takes the key from the man’s open palm.
 

Behind them, a couple in matching neon shorts and mirrored sunglasses are coaxing an older gentleman to take their photo. “Move over, Red,” the woman says, elbowing her partner. She flashes a practiced smile at the phone and leans close as the camera clicks. The man in the sunglasses drops his voice to a confidential murmur. “If we find it, I’m buying you that yacht,” he says. The woman laughs, loud enough to turn Maali’s head. “If you find it, I’ll let you drive it naked,” she says, then returns her grin to the camera.

Clara and Leo move their bags along the sand, footprints dissolving behind them. The huts are scattered along a winding path, each set on stilts and ringed with fragrant white flowers. They unlock the door and walk in, pleased with the sight of the room. It has a large bed in the center of it, with a few cushioned chairs, a table, a dresser and a TV that they don’t plan to use much at all. They set their bags down and unpack some things before they go and check out the beach. Leo places some things in a drawer, then turns around to see his wife removing her shirt and then her bra, her full breasts bouncing free. He glances at the windows in their room, wondering if anyone could see her inside since he can easily hear voices of the other people walking by looking for their huts. Clara turns as she slides her bikini top on, catching Leo’s eyes stuck to her chest in the mirror above the dresser. She wiggles her shoulders, making her breasts jiggle deliberately, and grins at him. “Like what you see, Mr. Davidson?” Her voice is both teasing and a little loud, as if daring someone outside to overhear.
 

Leo snorts, stepping to the side of the window and peering past the curtain slit to the pathway. “You want to give the neon twins a free show?”
 

Clara winks. “Maybe I do.” She ties the strings behind her neck, crosses the room, and flicks him on the forehead with a playful gesture. “You always play it so safe.” She places her hands on his hips, sways into him, her lips just grazing his jaw. A yell from outside briefly interrupts: “Beer’s on the dock!” Then the scrape of a wagon rolling over the sand.
 

Leo picks up a beach bag and holds it out to her, but she grabs his wrist instead and drags him toward the door. They head out together, feet sinking into hot sand, and proceed through a gauntlet of flowers and wind-stripped driftwood to the beach.
 

The tide is low, the shore revealing a wide expanse of wet sand that glistens in the sun. Clara drops her towel in a heap and runs to the line where the waves break, arms out. “Last one in is a rotten egg!” She splashes into the water, shrieks when a cold wave slaps her thighs, then launches herself farther in. Leo jogs behind, trailing at an easy pace. Clara spins around, splashing water at him, and lets out a breathless laugh when he finally enters the surf. She shoves a double handful of salt water at his chest, then lunges forward to wrap an arm around his neck. Leo ducks, submerging them both, and they surface together in a spray of brine and laughter. After swimming a few more minutes, they return to the beach and sit on their towels, enjoying the sun and the feel of the breeze.

“It’s so beautiful out here,” Clara says out to the ocean. Leo agrees with her, but it’s his wife he’s looking at. Even after being married to her for five years, it sometimes seems unreal that she said yes to him when he asked. His friends thought he hit the jackpot that she dated him but didn’t think there was any way she would marry him. She was so pretty and friendly and sexy. She could have hand-picked any man she wanted but she chose Leo, much to the dismay of his friends.

Clara stretches out on the towel, arms high, and flicks a bead of water from her chin. At the far end of the beach, a group has gathered around a cluster of low tables, their voices rising over the hush of the waves. Someone turns up a portable radio, the tinny crackle of music floating down the shore—surf guitar, then a familiar pop anthem. Bottles clink together and an umbrella pops open with a hollow snap. The neon twins from the pier wave in their direction, beckoning with exaggerated arms, and Clara sits upright to watch.
 

The party shifts and expands; people wander over from scattered huts, some wrapped in towels, others already holding plastic cups bright with colored drinks. The pink-haired woman from the boat dances in the shallow water, dragging along a tall, wiry man whose awkward bopping draws laughter from the group by the tables.
 

Clara stands and dusts off her legs, her hands smoothing the damp fabric of her bikini bottoms. She turns to Leo, jerks her chin toward the crowd. “Looks fun. Let’s check it out.”
 

They walk along the shore, the sand packed firm and cool beneath their feet. As they near the party, the man in mirrored sunglasses lifts a beer in salute. “You made it!” he shouts. “Come, we don’t bite. Unless it’s requested.”
 

A circle forms around a folding table stacked with snacks: pineapple slices, pretzel rods, a tray of shrimp under a melting ice blanket. The air smells of salt, sunscreen, and sweet fermentation. Clara accepts a drink from the pink-haired woman, who is named Meg. Her fingers are painted the same shade as her hair. “Try this,” Meg says. “Four drinks in one.” Clara takes the cup, sniffs, and raises it in salute. Leo follows her lead, nodding at the pink-haired woman and the tall man beside her, who grins without showing any teeth.
 

A volleyball thunks into the sand near Leo’s left foot. He looks up. The neon shorts man stands on the other side of a portable net being staked into place by a pair of laughing resort staff. “You play?” the man calls, pointing at Leo, then at the billowing ball. Leo glances at Clara, who wriggles her eyebrows. “Go on,” she says, gesturing with her drink. Within minutes, sides are drafted. The net sags between two driftwood posts. Neon Shorts pulls Leo into a brief huddle with Meg and the wiry man, who is introduced as Krister. The opposing team—three women and a bare-chested guy in board shorts—smack hands and yodel a team chant cribbed from a college football game. A whistle blows, and immediately Neon Shorts launches the ball with a jump serve that whips sand into Krister’s hair. After several points are won by both teams, Leo looks over and sees Clara standing with an older man talking. She is smiling at whatever he’s telling her, which is probably nothing of any importance, but anytime Leo sees her talking with another man, it messes with his head.

Neon Shorts taps Leo’s shoulder, yanking him out of his gaze. “You set for the next play?” he says, lowering his shades to peer at Leo’s face. “If we get a clean spike, we’ll win the set.” Krister, already crouched, flaps his hands and calls for a pass. Along the edge of the beach, Clara is talking with the older man from the pier group, his skin already tinged red from the sun. He gestures wildly as he talks, and Clara laughs, pressing her cupped hands to her stomach as she doubles over. The man leans closer, says something into her ear; she tosses her head back and brushes water off her brow in a fast, impatient flick. Leo watches Clara as she props a foot on the cooler and refills her cup from a sweating jug at the edge of the table. The older man reaches for his own drink, catches her gaze, and the two clink their cups together, the plastic quick and hollow. On the next play, Leo sprints for the ball and dives, landing hard but making the save. Krister yips and spikes it, but the other team returns it and scores, winning the match. Leo kneels in the sand, wipes his forearm over his forehead, and stares at the prints Clara’s feet have left in the sand by the drinks table.
 

As the group disperses, the older man steps aside with Clara and they walk toward the tide line, talking in low, intent voices. The man shifts his beer from left to right hand, gesturing to punctuate his story. Clara’s head tilts forward, hair slipping over her face, then she clips it back with a plastic barrette from her wrist. She touches the man’s elbow as she laughs, and he leans in, saying something that makes her cast her eyes up and flash a quick smile. The man’s attention is taken by Maali calling his name, so he stops and lifts a finger to pause Clara mid-sentence. She shrugs, stepping back as he wanders away, already talking briskly with Maali with his back turned. Clara stands, hands on hips, her gaze wandering down the beach.
 

Leo dusts sand from his chest, glances once at Krister, then jogs forward and intercepts Clara before she drifts toward the water again. “Fun match?” she asks. She flicks her hair over her right shoulder, a small cloud of salt spray following the movement. The sun brings out pink streaks on her shoulders.
 

He nods, gestures back at the group. “They play volleyball here or is that just you getting everyone started?”
 

Clara shields her eyes, looking up at him. “I think Neon Shorts is building a league.” She steps past Leo, toeing at a sand dollar beside his foot. “You were basically the MVP,” she says, voice raised to carry over the surge of the waves.
 

He picks up the pace, keeping stride with her as she walks along the wet strip of sand. The circling gulls caw above, dipping low over the path she’s taking. Clara sips her drink and glances sideways.
 

“They’re kind of a wild crowd, aren’t they?” Her tone is droll, but her mouth twitches in a half-smile. She points with her drink toward the group, where the pink-haired Meg is now constructing a careless pyramid of empty cups.

“Who was the man you were talking to?” he asked her, unable to stay quiet about it.

Clara raises both eyebrows in overdone surprise. Her mouth curls into a sly, lopsided smile and she holds Leo’s gaze for an extra beat before responding. “Why, are you jealous, Mr. Davidson?” she asks, voice pitched low and playful. She bumps his hip with hers, leaving a sandy smudge on his leg. Leo’s answer is lost under a landing seagull’s caw. Clara heads off the question with a swinging gesture of her cup, sloshing a line of pink liquid onto the shore.
 

She doesn’t answer right away, just walks a few paces ahead, dragging her towel over one shoulder like a flag. She glances back at Leo, her lips twitching. “I don’t know him, we just started talking while the game was going on. He seems nice, so don’t be like that.”

“Be like what?” Leo asks defensively.

His wife turns and looks at him, “Jealous and untrusting, like you always get when some guy tries talking to me, or even looking at me.”

“I trust you,” Leo tells her, “It’s other men I don’t trust. I know what they’re thinking.”

Clara giggles at him, “Let them think what they want. If you trust me, then none of that should matter anyway.” She takes his hand in hers as they sit on their towels, giving him a naughty smile “You could always take me to our room and make me forget about him.”

Leo hesitates, head angled, weighing something behind his narrowed eyes. The fine creases at the corners deepen as his upper lip twitches—the beginnings of a grin. “You know,” he murmurs, shifting closer, “I think you’re right.” He leans into Clara’s hair, whispering something too soft for the wind to catch. Clara laughs, a sound sharp and quick, then slaps his forearm. She lowers her voice to match his and replies, the words indistinct but full of challenge.
 

They stand, Clara tucking her towel under one elbow, Leo close at her shoulder. On their way up the beach, the radio blares a new song, the beat vibrating the cups on the table, and as they pass the group, Neon Shorts calls after them with a half-empty beer lifted high. “Next round’s tomorrow! Don’t chicken out!” Meg, pink hair wild in the sun, giggles and points at Leo’s retreating back, shaking her head in mock disapproval. Neither Clara nor Leo turns, but the pace of their walk matches step for step, feet sinking with uniformity into the hot sand.
 

They reach their hut, Leo jabbing the key into the door. Clara pushes past him with a swirl of hibiscus scent and drops the towel on the bed, then pivots to face him. The sliding door bangs shut behind them, shutting out the noise of the party and the surf. The faint shush of the ceiling fan is the only sound now. Clara walks backward across the floor, fingers dancing at the knot behind her neck, her bikini top unfastens with a quick tug. She flings the top to the floor, breasts bared and glistening with salt, and sits on the corner of the bed, legs spread with casual challenge. She crooks a finger toward Leo, but he stands frozen beside the door, lips parted as though forming words or a protest.
 

Clara leans forward, elbows on knees, watching. “Come on,” she says. “The entire island already saw you sweating for me.” She laughs, low and throaty, and pats her lap.
 

Leo shakes his head with a smile, crossing the room in three long steps. He stands before her, glancing at the curtains, the latch, the space beneath the door, before kneeling between her knees. Clara rakes her fingers through his hair and bends down, mouth moving against his ear. She whispers, her words muffled, then bites his earlobe and lets go. They stay like that a moment—Leo’s hands hovering over her hips, Clara’s feet planted wide on the floor—and then Leo stands again, wiping palms on his swim shorts.
 

He moves to the dresser, pulls a drawer, and removes something small and black. Clara watches as he turns the object in his hands, then flicks it onto the bed beside her. A pair of thin, metallic handcuffs lands against the comforter.
 

Clara’s eyebrows shoot upward. She says nothing, but her jaw clenches and releases. She picks up the cuffs, examines them, then tosses them onto the bedside table. Leo stays by the dresser, watching the line of her throat as she laughs. She stands abruptly, and walks toward Leo, hips tilting, breasts swaying. She bends, scoops the cuffs from the table, and closes them around her right wrist. There is a small click. She holds out her arm, wrist cuffed, palm up and fingers spread, as if demanding tribute. “Go on,” she says. “You brought them.” Leo takes her hand, his own moving with care as he snaps the second cuff around her left wrist. The chain bridges her hands in front of her. Clara tugs at the cuffs, testing them, raising her arms to inspect her own capture. She holds her joined wrists out, wriggles her fingers in front of Leo’s face, and closes them slowly into a fist. She sits again on the bed, eyes fixed on Leo with a challenge in her smile. With a newfound boldness, Leo begins to kiss down Clara's neck and collarbone while his hands caress every inch of skin they can reach — cupping her breasts and teasing her nipples before sliding back down to stroke between her legs where desire drips from her core.

“Someone’s very wet.” Leo tells her as his fingers explore her pussy, caressing and stroking in just the right way to elicit moans of pleasure from Clara. Clara’s breathing quickens, and she leans back, bracing herself on her cuffed wrists. She breaks the rhythm of Leo’s kisses by tilting his chin up with a nudge of her knee, her eyes narrowed in appraisal. “Is that it?” she says, her tone openly mocking. “You spend all this time worried about other men, but you’re afraid to see how far you can push me?”
 

She twists at the cuffs, rattling the chain, and stands up from the bed. With hands in front, she circles Leo slowly, then shoves him by the chest until he sits on the bed. Clara climbs onto his lap, straddling him, her lips brushing his in a barely-there kiss. “Maybe I should tie you up next time,” she says.
 

Leo grabs her hips and tries to pull her down onto him, but Clara resists, holding herself aloft by digging the heels of her palms into his shoulders. She uses her cuffed hands to cradle his neck, then slides her tongue into his mouth, kissing him hard. In the lull between kisses, she stares down, her lips parted. “Go ahead,” she says, voice thick. “Show me what you’re jealous of.”
 

Leo stands, lifting Clara in his arms and dropping her back on the bed. She laughs and wriggles until her legs dangle over the edge, then kicks at his waistband until his swim shorts fall to his ankles. She opens her knees wide, a silent challenge. Leo peels away her bikini bottoms and tosses them aside, leaving her naked except for the cuffs.
 

He touches her opening with the head of his cock, then slides into her warmth with a gasp. He lays on top of her and starts thrusting a steady rhythm inside her. Clara maneuvers her hands over Leo’s chest and gives him a sharp shove. He rolls flat on his back, startled, his arms splayed as she climbs onto him in one seamless motion. She pins his hips with the strength of her thighs and, with a calculated push, sinks herself down until she’s seated flush against him. The handcuffs flash silver above his sternum as she braces herself and begins to ride him—unhurried at first, then faster, with the full control of her body. Leo’s grip moves to her hips, trying to coax her into a rhythm, but Clara gives a pointed shake of her head and leans forward, hands planted on his chest. She sets her own pace, grinding and working her hips in tight circles, each movement deliberate, pushing herself to dominate the tempo.
 

A gust of wind rattles the thatch above the hut, and the ceiling fan’s lazy rotation adds a steady drone beneath the slap and squeak of the bed frame. Clara’s hair sticks to her back and swings over her shoulder, shading her face as she moves. The metallic click of the cuffs mingles with her breathless laughs; she peels her shoulders upright, head thrown back, using the leverage to ride harder. Leo’s jaw clenches as he tightens his hold, but Clara bats his hands away and pins them to the mattress with her own cuffed wrists above his head.
 

The headboard thunks against the wall, setting a rhythm that matches the overhead fan. Clara adjusts her angle, rising and falling with building urgency. Her breath comes ragged, and a half whisper of “fuck” escapes her lips as she doubles down, pace relentless, arms taut and trembling with the effort to hold Leo. The handcuffs leave faint red circles at her wrists, the metal clinking in little bursts as she moves faster. The slap of skin and the creak of the bed rise in volume, mingling with the drone of the fan and the distant crush of surf.
 

A sharp knock rattles the door. Clara freezes, shoulders hunched, wrists crossed over Leo’s head, still astride him. For a long beat, neither moves, the room punctured by the sound of their ragged breaths and the hush that follows.
 

Another knock, three staccato raps. Muffled voices leak through the door: the guttural syllables of the hut manager, Maali, and, blending in behind, what sounds like overlapping laughter.
 

Clara slides off Leo, landing on her knees beside the bed. She scans the room for her bikini, grabbing the towel instead and wrapping it tight around her chest. The handcuffs bangle at her wrists. Leo pulls the sheet over his lap, then stoops to retrieve his trunks, but he can’t see them, just as Clara fumbles with the cuff release.
 

Another knock, louder this time. “Hello, Mr. and Mrs. Davidson?” Maali’s accent tips the vowels a little, his tone formal but urgent. “Please, sorry for bother—important message.”
 

Clara darts to the door, towel cinched, wrist still cuffed. She cracks the door open and leans out, peering through the gap. Maali stands in the doorway, hat in hand, his flip-flops tracing circles on the threshold. Clara opens the door wider, lifting her chin in greeting. The towel slips at her chest revealing more cleavage, and the metal cuffs dangle conspicuously below her wrists. Maali scans upward, eyes quick, but does not comment. His lips twitch, then he delivers his message: “Your charter on Sunday morning is moved to nine o’clock, not ten. The return boat was rescheduled.” In the doorway, a sudden gust of wind blasts up from the pier, rattling the palm fronds and sweeping down the row of huts. A pair of swim trunks—Leo’s—catches in the updraft and slides across the wooden floor, twisting inside-out as they tumble towards the open doorway.
 

Clara and Leo both lunge at the same time. Clara’s towel slips again, but she pins it beneath her elbow and snatches the trunks mid-flight. Leo reaches for them, collides with Clara’s arm, and grabs instead at the doorknob, nearly pulling the door shut on Maali’s foot.
 

Maali steps back, flashing a hurried smile. “No need—sorry for surprise. Please, enjoy the island.” He retreats down the steps, sandals slapping the boards, and Clara swings the door closed behind him. She remains with her back to the door, towel clutched tightly, handcuffs rattling with every deep breath. Leo leans over, hands on knees, face flushed and grinning, then slowly straightens, wiping a hand across his forehead.
 

Clara holds out the rescued trunks with theatrical flourish and Leo takes them and puts them on. Clara opens her mouth to say something but shuts it. She turns away, heads to the sink, and runs her cuffed hands under cold water. The chain clinks against the basin, echoing in the small room. Leo finishes dressing and leans on the door, arms crossed. The ceiling fan buzzes overhead. Beyond the thin walls, bursts of laughter rise and fade from around them. Clara fidgets with the clasps a few moments before tossing the cuffs onto the bed. She tugs the towel tighter and faces Leo again. She opens her mouth, then closes it, then opens it again. Her lips stretch into a rigid, practiced smile. “Well. That was dramatic,” she says, voice higher than before. Leo tilts a brow, remaining silent. The towel at Clara’s chest begins to slip, and she catches it with one hand. She uses the other to hug her husband, “Maybe we can finish this later.”


Chapter 2: Waterfall

They spent some time unpacking, relaxing, and cleaning up before dinner, which is served at 7pm. Tables are set up under a roof structure, with torches lighting the area and candles on each of the eight tables. Leo glances around at the other guests, noting there are five other couples and two single men, one of which was the man Clara was talking with earlier. His focus returned to his wife, sitting there looking around at things herself. She wore a somewhat short summer dress with a V-neck in the front, and he knew she didn’t put a bra on before they came here. The dress she wore was of a tantalizing sky-blue hue, and through its fine, almost ethereal fabric, the silhouette of her erect nipples were subtly but undeniably visible. Her body was a sinful temptation cloaked in blue; curves that could entice even a saint into damnation. Her breasts strained against the delicate confines of the dress, her pert nipples explicitly outlined in an erotic display that had his blood boiling with desire. He wondered how many of the others here would notice it before they were back in their hut later. Her eyes looked at him, and she smiled when she saw how he was looking at her. As she looked at him through her lashes, her eyes glowed like twin embers in the dim light. When she bit her lip and smiled at him knowingly, he felt like he was being pulled in by a force stronger than gravity.

“Going to tell me what you’re thinking about?” she asked him.

“Just how lucky I am to be here with you.” he told her. She gave him an affectionate smile as she slid her hand into his on the table. “Why did you say yes when I asked you to marry me?” he asked her.

She gives him a bewildered smile, “We’ve been married five years, and NOW you’re wondering that?”

Leo laughs at his own question, “I just mean I wasn’t the first, or best looking or even the most popular guy you dated.”

“Hey!” she interjects, pulling her hand away and giving him a sterner look, “I didn’t have THAT many boyfriends before we met.”

Leo holds up his hand, “I didn’t mean it that way, it’s just something I wonder about. You could have been married to any guy you wanted.”

Clara relaxes and takes his hands again, holding them with her own as she looks in his eyes, “I wanted you because I love you. You are kind, respectful, honest and dedicated to me and your job, and everyone you care for.”

“I love you too Clara,” he tells her, the emotion of being there with her close to overwhelming him.

She gives him a more mischievous grin, “You do have some jealousy issues we need to work on, and some insecurity in bed, but I still think you’re a keeper.”

Leo laughed with her, “Okay, okay, I’ll give you that and I promise to work on it.”

Across the lamplit dining area, the older man from the volleyball game sits alone. He balances a wine glass by the stem and rests his gaze on Clara, head angled low, giving the impression of a man secretly stealing glances, his focus drifting across the tables in a quiet circuit before settling again on the curve of Clara’s shoulder, the flash of her teeth as she laughs. The averted glance, the half smile—he watches with the deliberate care of a person who believes himself unobserved. When Clara stands to visit the buffet, the man rises as well, leaving his table to follow her at a distance. He spoons a portion of salad with unnecessary precision, then positions himself beside her as she reaches for the bread. Their voices mingle—Clara’s bright and resonant, his pitched lower, colored with a slow, practiced delivery. She gestures to the breadbasket, brushes a croissant into her palm, and steps aside with a polite smile. The man follows, his plate untouched.
 

Leo watches the exchange from the table, fingers drumming a nervous rhythm against the rim of his water glass. He shifts in his seat as the man’s attention seems to linger on the space over Clara’s left shoulder, but the moment passes and she returns with a plate full of color and a bloom of laughter trailing her. She slides into her seat and glances briefly at the man who returns to his own table, this time situating himself to better observe their end of the dining area.
 

“Your fan hasn’t forgotten about you.” Leo says as he watches the man watching his wife. Clara shifts her gaze over her glass, lips twitching into a sly crescent as she leans toward Leo. “Think he’s plotting to steal me away out here?” Her tone is breezy, the question feathered with mock drama. She tips the glass to her lips and drinks slowly, tongue catching a droplet of red at the corner of her mouth.
 

Leo glances at the older man, whose jaw flexes in a slight clench before he focuses on his dinner. Clara laughs and taps her glass against Leo’s, the sharp chime echoing across the table. “We should make a bet,” she says, eyes never leaving his. “How many drinks before he asks what I’m doing later?” Her hand slides under the table, fingers lacing conspicuously with Leo’s.
 

He shrugs, voice lowered. “Is this me working on my jealousy issues?”

Clara smiles at him, “No time like the present, right?”
 

A series of plates clatter onto a buffet cart nearby, silverware ringing as staff clear the tables. Wind from the ocean lifts the hem of Clara’s dress, the skirt trembling against her thigh before she smooths it with her palm. Torches flare and gutter, shadows etching and erasing along her cheekbones.
 

The older man pushes his chair back and stands, one hand braced on the table edge as he surveys the room. He threads through the tables, pausing for a moment behind Clara’s chair. He addresses Leo in a polished, West Coast accent: “Hope you don’t mind me saying, but I’ve never seen a couple look more at home in this place.” His gaze lingers on Clara, lips parted as if weighing the compliment in her mouth before she speaks. “Thank you,” she says. The man draws a chair from the next table and sits, leaving a polite gap between himself and the couple’s table. He sets both hands flat on the tablecloth, fingers splayed. The cuff of his linen shirt hangs loose at the wrist, revealing a silver banded watch with a face the color of mother-of-pearl.
 

“I’m Gavin. Termond, actually, but Gavin is easier on the tongue,” the man says. “I hope you’ll excuse my forwardness — the company out here is, let’s say, a welcome change from boardrooms and stock charts.” He pauses and studies the flickering reflection of the torch in his wine glass.
 

Clara flashes a practiced smile, eyes scanning the man’s face. “It’s a nice change for us too,” she says. “I’m Clara, and this is my husband, Leo.”
 

Gavin nods, his gaze moving from Clara to Leo and back. “I gathered you were together. You look like one of those couples in a travel brochure, if you don’t mind me saying.” He gestures with the stem of his glass, the tip of his thumb brushing neatly against the rim. “Are you newlyweds, or just well-matched and lucky?”
 

Clara tilts her head, the blue fabric of her dress straining slightly as she leans in. The hem of her skirt slides higher on the curve of her crossed knee. “Five years married,” she replies. “Mostly still feeling lucky.” Her left-hand rests on Leo’s forefinger as she swirls her glass, catching the brief glint of torchlight off her rings. Gavin rests one ankle on the opposite knee and leans back. He turns slightly in his chair until the line of his shoulder is parallel with Clara’s. “I have a small confession,” he says, voice dropping a register, “I spent the afternoon reading the resort’s ‘guest adventures’ list and found something that made me think of you two immediately. Something off the regular itinerary.” Clara sets her glass down and angles her body toward Gavin, her dress shifting, one strap momentarily slipping off the shoulder before she tucks it back in place. “What is it?” Gavin waits, gaze shifting between Clara and Leo, as if weighing the impact of his next words. “There’s a private trail past the north beach, up through wild palm and bamboo. It leads to a waterfall no one else seems to know about. I’ve hiked a lot of islands, but this one’s supposed to be… remarkable. Locals keep it off the maps and the owners don’t mention it in the welcome packet.” He lets the pause linger. “I’m thinking about going tomorrow after breakfast, if you’re feeling adventurous. The view’s a hell of a reward for a little climbing.” The tip of Clara’s tongue darts out, wetting her top lip. She glances at Leo, one brow raised in a silent question. Leo’s lips form a thin line. “That’s forward,” Clara says, but her voice is edged with excitement. “You want us to follow you into the jungle?”

Gavin’s teeth flash in a dry smile above the rim of his glass. “Not follow—join. It’s not so dangerous, unless being away from the crowd a few hours counts as a risk.” His eyes settle on Clara, then flick to Leo.
 

Clara’s lips part in a quick laugh. She toys with a coil of hair above her collarbone. “I’m in,” she says. She leans toward Leo, resting her chin on her palm. “How about it? You want to hike or hide out in the hut all day?”
 

Leo’s fingers press the water glass, then relax. “Sure. We’ll do it,” he says.
 

A smile slants across Gavin’s face. He sets his glass down, rising from his chair. The line of his shoulders is straight, precise. “I’ll bring a map, but the path is mostly clear.” He inclines his head to both of them. “Let’s meet just after breakfast—say, eight?” He steps back from the table, picks up his glass, and moves toward the buffet without further comment.
 

Clara watches his retreat with a small, mechanical smile, “I guess we have our day planned out tomorrow.” she says to her husband. Leo only nods, not looking forward to the “adventure”, but doing it for her. He has to get a hold of this jealousy thing.

Morning brings pale sunlight and clinking plates from the breakfast buffet. Clara and Leo eat quickly, Clara wearing a pair of athletic shorts and a tank top over her bathing suit. Leo wears his hiking shoes and carries a small backpack with water bottles, sunscreen, and some trail mix he packed in silence while Clara hummed along with the resort’s stereo. At eight sharp, Gavin appears outside with sunglasses perched high on his forehead and a spiral-bound notebook rolled in his right fist. He greets them and gestures toward the north end of the island, where a narrow beach tapers into a wall of tangled green.
 

Few other guests stir this early; the only voices are distant, punctuated by the squawk of gulls over the lagoon. Their shoes crunch over crushed shells as Gavin leads them through a break in the hedgerow, the path narrowing to single-file almost immediately. Humming insects crowd the air and the ground turns soft, spongy with decaying palm fronds underfoot. Gavin walks ahead, pausing at intervals to describe local plants, sometimes running a finger along a leaf’s edge or popping a wild fruit into his mouth. He inventories the birds overhead, points out holes where mud crabs burrow, and reads from his battered notebook any trivia that suits the moment.
 

Clara provides a counter-thread of laughter, sometimes adding her own observations about the island. When a spiderweb crosses the path, she ducks and brushes her hair, smiling sidelong at Leo, who shuffles close behind, flicking at mosquitoes. After a steep pitch, they emerge into a small clearing surrounded by spindly bamboo. Sun slices through the canopy above, and Gavin holds his hand up, listening intently, “Do you hear water?” he asks them. Gavin leads the way, ducking through the narrowing chute of bamboo, his left hand brushing the stalks as the music of water sharpens from a distant white noise to a rhythmic crash. The trail dips quickly, shoes slapping through mud and the staccato rattle of dried leaves. Leo stops to help Clara over a gnarled root, their hands briefly clasped before she skips ahead. The foliage parts with a collective hush and the three step out onto a shelf of rock high above a churning, impossibly blue pool. Ferns line the ledge, plumey and wet, and the waterfall launches itself from an unseen crease in the hillside, blasting a cold mist that prickles skin. The sound is immense—conversation requires a shout—and none of them make a move at first, just looking down at the riot of water below.
 

Gavin circles the perimeter, squinting at the far edge where a thin goat track hugs the slope. “Looks like we can get closer if we follow that,” he calls. He sidesteps down the embankment, shoes sliding over slick stone, then offers Clara a hand as she follows, waving Leo ahead with a backward flick. They descend together, each step buckling loose gravel toward the pool, and at the bottom a narrow spit of sand gives way to a dome of rainbow mist. The air is heavy with the mineral tang of spray and the underlying sweet rot of smashed guava. Clara flings her backpack onto the coarse sand, her muscles rippling with a contained vitality. In one fluid motion, she peels off her tank top and shorts, unveiling a fiery red bikini that hugs her curves like a passionate lover. The edges of the fabric teasing the edges of her lush, tantalizing figure — leaving little to the imagination. The glow from the falls cascades over her, highlighting the dip of her waist, the fullness of her breasts, and the long expanse of smooth legs.
 

The air between them thickens as she turns towards Leo, a tempestuous challenge in her eyes. He swallows down desire as his eyes trace over every inch of her – from her damn tempting lips to where that devil-red bikini rides up just right on her hips. Leo watches as Clara saunters towards him, her hips swaying subtly with each step. He can feel his heart racing and his breath catching in his throat as she approaches. As she stops in front of him, their eyes lock on one another for what feels like an eternity. The air around them seems charged with electricity - thick with tension and desire. Without breaking their gaze, Clara reaches out and slowly runs her fingers through his hair before trailing them down his chest and stopping at his shorts. Leo can't hide the hard lump that forms beneath them as he feels her touch send shivers down his spine.
 

"Leo...," she whispers teasingly, her voice dripping with temptation. "Are you scared?"

He shakes his head at her, “Scared of what?”

Clara leans forward, closing the gap between herself and Leo until her lips hover near his ear. “Come on,” she murmurs in a low voice, the words nearly lost under the clamor of water, “let’s do something crazy.”

She grabs his wrist with a jolt of energy, her red-tipped fingers tight against his skin, and pulls him toward the edge of the rocks. Her laughter bounces off the walls of the canyon, bright and reckless, as she drags him after her. The ground beneath their feet is slick, water pooling in each depression, and the resinous scent of moss and crushed leaves rises as they skid to a stop at the perch above the pool. Gavin stands a short distance away, one foot propped on a boulder, sunglasses glinting as he lifts his hand and watches them with an unreadable expression. “You’re not jumping, are you?” he calls, voice pitched high enough to slice through the falls’ roar. “That water is really cold.” Clara flashes him a look over her bare shoulder, her smile wild. “Watch us!” In one fluid motion, she kicks off her sandals, drops Leo’s hand, and takes three running steps across the flat outcrop. She launches herself skyward, hair streaming, arms overhead in a diver’s pose. The arc of her body hangs suspended for a split second before she plunges, slicing into the blue below. Leo hesitates, glances down, then back at Gavin, who whistles and nods. “She’s got you beat, pal.”

Leo edges forward, his toes teasing the edge of the cold stone. Below, the tranquil waters distort in a flurry of ripples as his wife surfaces from its depths, her skin glistening under the sunlight. “This water is freezing!” she exclaims, slender hands sifting through her wild, wet hair. Her eyes are playful as they find him, questioning. "Am I the only one here brave enough to enjoy this?" Her gaze flickers between Leo and their companion Gavin.
 

Leo smirks at her challenge. “I would've jumped in if I’d brought my swim trunks,” he informs her with a hint of regret lacing his voice. His eyes take in the sight of her - the way the water sheens off her body, and the movement of her body under the water.
 

From the corner of his eye, he spots Gavin’s movement. He watches as Gavin steps forward into their line of sight; his shirt is shed with an easy confidence, revealing a hard chiseled chest that accentuates his muscular frame. “One should never pass up a chance like this,” Gavin smirks, unlacing his hiking boots and stripping off his socks with a smooth practiced motion.
 

Leo can't help but watch as Gavin strips down further. He sees him pause for a moment before unbuttoning his shorts and sliding them down to reveal everything. The boldness of it sends an uneasy jolt through Leo, an unexpected action right in front of his wife, who is getting an eyeful of everything Gavin has to offer.

Gavin stands at the edge in nothing but a confident smirk, his body lean and starkly pale against the wet stone, his cock and balls large and hanging, surely the view being enjoyed by his wife. He stretches his arms above his head and swings them out wide, slapping his triceps with an open palm to amp himself up. Clara laughs at the spectacle, flicks water in a wide arc, and calls out, “You can’t chicken out now!” Her voice bounces off the moss-dark rocks and ricochets down the gorge in a hard-edged echo.
 

Gavin skips twice on the damp outcrop, launches himself into a showy swan dive, and hits the pool with a slap that shoots mist high above the ring of ferns. He surfaces in three strokes, sleek as a seal, then shakes his hair out of his eyes and grins at Clara. “Not bad, right?” He floats upright in the current, water pooling at his collarbones, before he paddles over and hooks one arm on a half-submerged log next to Clara.

On the ledge, Leo stands unmoving, hands braced on his hips, the spray from the waterfall beading across his bare arms. How the fuck did things escalate to this? A simple hike in this godforsaken place turned into a fucking spectacle—his wife, Clara, in a pool of water with a naked stranger. A man who's taller, more cut, and very obviously packing a fucking monster in his pants.

Clara treads water close to the base of the falls, her breath hitching as she calls out, "Don’t leave me down here with him!" She flicks water again, drawing a perfect arc that rains down onto Gavin’s head. Gavin grins like a wolf about to devour its prey.

Leo, still dry in his shirt and shorts, studies the layout of the rocks, his right-hand balling into a fist before relaxing again. His knuckles go white as he stares at the two bobbing in the water below. He breathes hard through his nose, then in a sudden, violent motion pulls his shirt off and tosses it to the ground. He kicks off his shoes, strips to his briefs, and charges the edge with a stiff-legged run. At the brink, he launches himself forward with more force than style, flailing slightly in the air before crashing into the pool in a rough cannonball. The water erupts, sending a spray wide enough to drench both Clara and Gavin.
 

He surfaces, jaws clenched, and paddles aggressively to where Clara treads. “You didn’t even count to three,” she calls, flicking water at his face. Leo puts a hand on her slick shoulder and glances past her to Gavin, who clings to the log, watching with a crooked smile.
 

Gavin lets the silence brew, then bobs closer, his elbows propped on the log. “Glad you made it, Leo. Good man.”
 

Leo blinks water from his lashes. “I’m not sure what your game is,” he says, voice taut and too loud over the sound of the falls, “but it’s a little much.”
 

Gavin’s brow twitches. He floats off the log, pivoting to face the couple. “No game. I thought we came up here to have a good time.”
 

Clara presses a palm to Leo’s chest, guiding him back half a stroke, then turns to Gavin. “Ignore my husband.” Clara moves between the two men, her arms outstretched to span the distance. She pushes gently on Leo’s chest and Gavin’s shoulder, directing them both to opposite sides of the submerged log. With water up to her collarbones, she claims center position, grinning at them as if orchestrating teams for a pick-up game. “Let’s see who can hold their breath the longest,” she says. “Loser has to do a dare.” Her voice hits a higher pitch to carry above the falls.
 

Leo barks out a laugh, shakes the drips from his hair, and nods approval, not breaking eye contact with Gavin. Gavin gives a two-fingered salute, sinking a little lower in the pool, his pale body almost vanishing into the blue-green depths. “Easy enough,” he says, then glances at Clara. “Ladies first?” His smile draws a line across his face, tight and white. Clara shakes her head and points at Gavin, then at Leo, “Both of you. On three.” She raises her hand and counts off: “One, two, three!”
 

Leo and Gavin duck their heads at the exact same instant, hair swirling in the surface foam. Clara waits one beat, then follows, slipping beneath the water in a silent dive. For a second there’s nothing above but the distorted blur of three bodies—Gavin’s arms windmilling for balance in the current; Leo’s legs scissoring to keep him planted; Clara’s swim kicking to hover stationary between them.
 

The seconds slide by. Sunlight filters in shards through the waterfall, turning the pool’s surface into a smashed mosaic. When the first bubble breaks through, it’s Leo’s; he erupts upright, gasping, and sweeps water from his face. Gavin follows half a second later, emerging with a triumphant whoop. Clara surfaces last, flipping her hair and slicing away the foam with both hands. Clara scans the small cove, then points at Gavin. “That’s one for you. But now we go again.” She glances at Leo and at the log, shoving off with her toes to claim a new spot. Gavin reloads with a loud inhale, then drops under, leaving only a swirl of ripples and a faint silver of leg. Leo pauses, shakes his head, and makes a gun with his fingers before plunging after. Clara watches them both through the water’s lens, squinting down. The two men hover beneath her, suspended and unmoving, each refusing to surface first. After ten seconds, Gavin points at Leo’s knee, then pulls a face and jabs at it again. Leo responds with a cartoonish middle finger. Clara lithely slips under the surface, her body swirling beneath them, legs crisscrossing above their heads in a tantalizing display of agility. She blocks out the sun momentarily as she hovers over them, casting an enticing shadow in the water. Her foot grazes against Gavin, then teases along Leo's sides in a provocative dance that prompts a ticklish reaction.
 

Leo gasps, clutching his toned side as he surges for air, his lungs straining with a need deeper than oxygen. He breaches the surface, coughs breaking the silence in ragged stutters. Gavin follows suit, his laughter heralding his emergence like an intoxicating melody echoing wildly around them. Clara ascends gracefully after them, her hair slicked back against her flushed cheeks, accentuating the seductive glint in her eyes.
 

With a flirtatious smirk, Clara spits a jet of water at each of them. "That's two for Gavin," she purrs with a sly edge to her voice that ripples through the water.
 

Gavin raises both muscular arms into the air, beads of water trailing down his sun-bronzed skin like liquid fire. "So what's my prize?" he asks teasingly, his voice low and husky, thick with unspoken desire. Clara moves through the water with a slow, deliberate stroke, closing the gap between herself and Gavin until their bodies nearly touch. She props her elbows on the log beside his, pins him with a playful, steady look, then leans in to speak. Her lips brush the damp shell of his ear as she whispers—too soft to catch—then she pulls back, her mouth twisted into a grin. Gavin’s eyebrows rise. For a second, he blanches and blinks. He gives a stifled bark of laughter, shoulders rounding forward as if absorbing an electric shock. He looks once at Leo, then at Clara, then ducks his head and shakes it in an exaggerated, childlike no.
 

Clara’s grin widens. She splashes water lightly over his chest, then spins away to float on her back, arms stretched wide and hair veiling her face. Gavin drifts a foot closer to Leo, his voice pitched low. “Your wife is trouble,” he says. “The best kind.” Leo doesn’t answer, but the corners of his mouth fold in as he watches Clara drift farther out in the pool, approaching the violent upsurge where the waterfall meets the surface.
 

Clara floats for several long moments, hands sculling, then flips upright and strokes back to the log. She perches against it, chest heaving and small beads of water trembling along her shoulders. Gavin swims to her side and props his chin on his crossed arms. They speak quietly, their faces close, exchanging a volley of soft laughter. Leo circles to the far side of the log, water streaming down his torso as he folds his arms on the slick wood, watching the other two. Clara slides a finger along the log’s length, inscribing idle patterns on the wood, while Gavin leans in, listening to whatever she says, his smile locked tight and even. A sudden rush of wind flattens the fern leaves along the embankment and showers stray droplets from the overhang above. Clara shakes the spray from her hair and turns abruptly, catching Leo’s stare. Her mouth forms a shape that could be surprise or amusement. Gavin angles his head toward Leo as well, his face smoothing to a polite blankness. Leo propels himself around the end of the log, water sluicing off his bare back. He floats up beside the two, arms hooked in a flexed pose over the log, shoulder to shoulder with Clara. The log shifts under the combined weight, drawing all three closer than before. Gavin’s elbow brushes Clara’s, and Leo’s thigh presses against her hip. Clara glances between the two men, then snorts softly and whispers something under her breath. Gavin barks a laugh and shakes his head, sending a spray of droplets in a bright halo around his face. Leo watches the exchange, lips pressed flat. Clara points at the ladder of moss-stained rocks leading back to the trail, and Gavin shrugs and hoists himself out of the water. He stands at the pool’s edge, water pouring off his chest and pooling at his feet. His cock dangles heavy and unbothered between his thighs as he turns to look at Leo and Clara, then grabs his shorts from the boulder where he left them and walks away from the water.

Clara hooks her arm over the log and turns to Leo. She jerks her chin in the direction of the waterfall’s base, mouth lifting at one corner. They break from the log at the same time and swim out, arms slicing through the cold water. The surface throws prismed flecks against their faces as they push ahead. Leo leads with a few hard strokes; Clara slips alongside, matching his pace. Midway, Leo veers left, then doubles back to nudge Clara forward, fingertips pressing at her waist for a split second before letting go.
 

Spray intensifies as they reach the white churn where the waterfall cracks against the pool. Clara submerges, disappearing into the slanting curtain, and emerges in the foam a few moments later, hair plastered to her face. She gasps and laughs, voice lost in the clamor. Leo kicks in after her, surfaces, and grabs at a mossy ledge with both hands. He braces himself and holds out an elbow. Clara hooks on, and they bob together in the current.

“What did you say to him?” Leo asks her.

Clara gives him a smile, “I told him to leave us alone here so I could have sex with my husband under this waterfall.”

Leo nods, “And he said no.”

“He said no,” his wife echoes. “Then I told him that if he doesn’t, he might just have to sit and wait for us for a while.”

Leo gives her a look, “You think I’m going to have sex with him sitting out there?”

“Why not?” Clara asked him, “there’s nothing wrong with a man making love to his wife.”

“No, but I don’t need him lurking around out there while I’m trying to focus on you,” Leo replies, feeling frustrated about the whole situation.

Clara says nothing for a few seconds, just looking at him, “So, you’re going to leave me unsatisfied? With him out there?”

“Let’s get away from him and this place and go back to our hut.” her husband tells her, “I can satisfy you there.”

Clara reaches up and brushes her hair from her cheek, then glances toward the rocks where the older man waits in the dappled shade. She twists to look at Leo, her lips parted in a crooked smile. “What if we invited him to join us? As a joke,” she says. She wiggles her hips against the wet stone and laughs, her voice echoing in the hollow beneath the falls.
 

Leo scans the shoreline, then looks back at Clara. He doesn’t answer right away. Clara turns and shouts to the man at the shore. “Hey! You want to come up here?” Her voice is bright and sharp above the hiss of the water.
 

The man leans away from the boulder and steps toward them, moving slowly over the slick rocks. Clara rises to her feet and beckons him closer with a teasing wave, then sits again, crossing her legs at the ankle and arching her back so that her chest thrusts upward. The man, now just a few yards away, looks from Leo to Clara. He smiles, then traces a line in the air with his finger, as if drawing a boundary. “Am I intruding?” he asks.
 

Clara shakes her head. “Only if you want to,” she says, and pats the rock beside her. “It’s a big island. No reason to act shy.” She tilts her face to Leo, then back to the man. “We’re just having a little fun. No rules here, right?” The man laughs—a low, rolling sound—and accepts the invitation, sitting on the warm stone.
 

A silence lapses, then Clara leans forward, shifting from laughter to focus. She asks the older man where he’s from. The man—Gavin—tells her he’s from Newport, says his family owned a marina there, but he spent most of his life working overseas. He runs through places: the Philippines, Singapore, a winter in Greece, then back to southern California. Gavin asks about them, and Clara gives their story in the fewest words possible. Married five years, met on a beach, spent most of their marriage moving city to city for Leo’s job. She says it almost like a dare, as if waiting to see if Gavin will challenge or mock the banality of it. Instead, Gavin nods, agreeing that life can be like that. He asks them what they do, and Leo is first to answer: he works in IT, manages a small team for a larger firm. Clara says she’s taking time off, that she’s still deciding what to do next. Gavin says “good for you” and looks at her in a way that makes it hard to tell if he’s teasing or sincere. Gavin then turns the conversation. He gestures with his hand, palm up, toward the waterfall. “This is a sacred place, did you know? The islanders don’t come here at night. They think it’s haunted.” When Clara asks if he believes that, he leans back and says he’s seen enough odd things in life not to rule anything out. He says, “Sometimes the best places are those with a little darkness.” He finishes the line with a slow smile that is directed at both of them, but more at Clara. Leo rests his chin on his palm, watching the waterfall intently. He says it's probably time to go, that the sun is getting higher and they don't want to miss lunch on the resort's schedule. Clara protests, drumming her fingers on the wet stone, and tells Leo he's always rushing from the best parts of the trip. "Maybe we could stay another hour," she says, her voice bouncing thinly in the spray.
 

Gavin narrows his eyes at the pool, smiles, and says it isn't every day you come across a hidden place like this. He stands and stretches, the lines of his body sharp against the moss-dark backdrop. He climbs higher on the rocks, gestures for Clara and Leo to join him, and points to a shelf where the mist forms a perfect bow of color. Clara launches herself up the rocks, water streaming from her body, and giggles when Gavin grabs her wrist to goose her toward the ledge. She calls down to Leo, teasing him to hustle, but Leo remains on the lower stone, picking a path along the jagged edge to the bags they'd left beside the sand.
 

A low call from the pool interrupts. Gavin's voice softens, and he leans close to Clara, one hand cupping behind her damp shoulder. Their heads nearly touch as he speaks. Clara listens, nods, then tosses her hair and lets loose a high, trailing laugh. She doubles back down the rockface, slides in at water level, and swims once around the perimeter before circling back to where Leo stands drying off.
 

"You don't want to see the rainbow?" Clara asks him. She pulls herself out of the water and sits on the rock. Leo can’t help but look at her, admiring her body as he always does, except he notices her nipples are prominently poking under her bikini top. He gathers her shorts and tank top, shakes sand from the fabric, and lays them on the stone to dry in the sun.

“He’s sure showing you plenty today isn’t he?” Leo says in an angry sarcastic tone.

Clara tucks her chin and lets out a short, flat laugh. She drags a palm down her thigh, then scoops a double handful of cold water and flings it in Leo’s direction, the droplets catching sunlight like splinters, “Don’t be like this Leo! It’s not that big of a deal and neither of us knew it was going to happen!”

Leo grew angrier, “He showed you his fucking dick! What kind of person does that with strangers?”

Clara pivots abruptly on the rock, rising to face him. She draws a forceful breath through her nose, her chest lifting as she fixes Leo with a stony, dark-eyed glare. She jabs a finger at her bikini top, at her own chest, and then out at the pool where Gavin is visible in the shallows, reclined with his knees pulled up, arms dangling loose over the surface. The next words fall from her mouth in a brittle staccato. “So what if I did see it? Or you did? Is that all it takes to make you stop trusting me?”
 

Leo turns away, collects the bag and shoves a towel inside, but Clara stalks after him. Her steps are quick, scattering pebbles over the shelf. She plants herself between Leo and the trailhead, arms curving up to wrap herself tight at the ribs. Her voice shivers on the edge of shouting. “You always do this. Something happens, you get quiet and sulk. I tell you it’s nothing and you blow up about it. What do you want, Leo?”
 

He stands with the bag slung in one hand, the other crushing at his wet hair. “I just want to know why you let him do it like it’s fine,” he says, the words blunt and flat.
 

Clara slaps her palm to her forehead, drags her hand down her face. She glances over her shoulder at Gavin, lowers her voice, and steps toward Leo so their noses almost touch. “We’re not at home, Leo. No one cares out here and he didn’t ask permission. I can’t control what he does.”

Leo’s jaw shifts. “If you like it so much, do what you want, Clara. Maybe you and Gavin can go back to the hut, and I’ll just sleep outside somewhere.” He yanks at the bag’s zipper, fumbling with the flap. Behind him, the falls churn white and loud. Clara drops her hands to her sides, her fingers curling until her knuckles blanch. She moves into Leo’s space, her shoulders almost touching his.
 

“Cut the shit,” Clara says. “He’s just some guy we met. If you’re going to freak out every time someone makes a joke or does something weird, then maybe we shouldn’t travel anymore.” She throws a glance over her shoulder at Gavin, who is watching from the water’s edge, unmoving.
 

Leo holds the bag to his chest. “Fine. You want to hang out with him, go for it. I’m not sticking around for more of this.” He steps past Clara toward the trail. His wet feet slap on the stone as he pushes away from the cove.
 

The camera sits on Clara, her eyes wide as she follows Leo’s retreat. She shakes her head, then stalks to the boulder where her clothes are drying. With quick jerks, she wrings water from her hair, pulls on the tank top and shorts, and stuffs the wet swimsuit straps into the shirt. She grabs her own small daypack, then faces the pool one more time.
 

Gavin stands on the far bank, his shorts in his hand, a towel looped around his neck. He raises an eyebrow as Clara approaches.
 

“Sorry about that,” she says to him. Clara bends, hands braced on her knees, hair dripping over her face. Gavin waits for her to straighten, then grins, teeth full and white, and dips his voice lower than normal.
 

“First fight of the vacation?” His hand tightens on the bunched towel. “You two are adorable. Like lovebirds that squawk more than they sing.” He chuckles and shakes his head, then offers her the towel. Clara snatches it, face pointedly averted, and dries her hair with harsh, quick movements. The two stand in silence, the falls grinding on behind them. Gavin slips his legs into shorts, zips them, and stretches.
 

He frames his eyes with both hands like binoculars, peering after Leo’s wild retreat up the switchback trail. “He moves pretty fast for a guy with a chip that size,” Gavin says. “Sure you don’t need a backup plan?” He laughs again, this time softer, then glances sideways at Clara.
 

Clara’s voice is steady, edged. “I don’t need a backup. He just gets worked up over nothing.” She rubs the towel hard at her neck, twisting the fabric until it creaks.
 

Gavin looks her up and down, then stoops to pick up her daypack from a rock. He extends it smoothly, one brow arched, and slides the straps over her arm. His fingers linger briefly against her skin before pulling away. The two stand inches apart a few moments before Clara turns and starts walking back down the path.


Chapter 3: The Test

When they get back to the hut area, Clara sees her husband sitting alone close to the water. She gives Gavin a small smile and a wave, and heads toward him, setting her pack down on the sand then sitting beside him, her arms wrapping around her knees. They spend several minutes in silence, both staring out at the water, until Leo speaks in a quiet voice, “I’m sorry.”

Clara gives no reply for a few more minutes, until she finally says, “When you told me about this idea of us going somewhere nice together I was so happy. Surprised too, but really happy, because we don’t go places except out to eat or maybe a movie once in a while.”

Leo says nothing, letting her air out her thoughts.

“You weren’t like this when we were dating, and even on our wedding day, when I danced with some other guys, you didn’t freak out about it.”

“You mostly danced with your dad.” Leo says, trying to lighten the mood.

Clara gives him no acknowledgement, just continues on, “Then seven months later we go to the Christmas party for your work and that guy..”

“Phillip.” Leo offers.

“Whoever.” Clara says, her voice slightly louder now, “He asks me to dance several times and gets a little touchy with me and that’s been the last time we’ve done anything like that.”

Clara rises and stands in front of Leo, blocking the sun from his face. She holds out her arms, then drops them by her sides. “Why do you always do this?” She bends at the knees, arms locking tight around her shins. “You get mad when someone looks at me, or talks to me. Like it’s not allowed.” Leo’s jaw grinds as he looks down at the sand between his feet. She sits hard, sending up a brief scatter of shells, then plants both palms behind her and arches her shoulders back, addressing him with her chin lifted. “You want me to have no friends? Or to be glued to you everywhere we go?” She talks faster, her voice rising. “I married you because you let me be myself. I wanted you, Leo. But you get so weird when I talk to someone—anyone—that isn’t you. It’s like you think I’ll vanish if you let go for half a second.” He stays quiet, fingers curling in the sand. She shakes her head, breathes sharp through her nose, then rolls onto her knees and leans in. “If you care so much, just say it to me. Don’t storm off and leave me with a stranger every time you feel less than.” Her voice breaks at “care,” but she wraps it tight again by the end.

Leo looks up, his neck tense, and says, “Sometimes I don’t know what you want.”

Clara lets out a short, dry laugh, then wipes her palm across her nose. “I want you to stop acting like we’re on trial all the time.”  Clara stands up abruptly, hands on her hips. “You’re miserable half the time, Leo.” Her voice cracks and sharpens. “I try to be fun, I try to make you happy, but you just… shut down.” Her foot scrapes the shells with a nervous energy. “It’s like nothing I do is good enough for you unless I’m acting like some wife out of a 1940s movie.” Leo shakes his head, sand spilling from his grip. “That’s not fair.” Clara walks in a quick circle, then faces him again. “What is fair?” She points at him. “You don’t talk to anyone! You don’t want to go out! You just want to sit in the house or drag me to a dinner where no one even knows my name. Then when I try to…” She fans her fingers, voice straining. “God, when I try to just enjoy something, or dance, or talk to someone, you make me feel like a traitor.” “I don’t.” Leo’s voice is flat, almost too low to hear. “You do. Even now.” Clara’s arms hug her midsection. “You just want me to apologize for every guy who looks at me.” Leo stands up, wipes his palms on his shorts. He squares his shoulders, but his eyes avoid Clara’s. “This was supposed to be our vacation. Just us.”

He gestures to the water, the huts, the whole silent sweep of paradise. “Not you and every guy who thinks you’re pretty.”

Clara laughs, once, “You picked out the most secluded vacation spot you could find and it'still too many people for you.”

Clara’s mouth opens as if another volley is coming, but instead she goes silent. She turns away from Leo and stalks down the narrow beach, her stride wide and stable on the spongy sand. She doesn’t look back, even when Leo calls after her. There’s no answer except the shush of the tide and the brittle click of shells beneath each step.

At the water’s edge, Clara drops her pack and strips off her shirt and shorts, then wades into the surf in the same red bikini from earlier. Waves slap softly against her thighs as she moves past the break, ducking under and swimming with clean, quick strokes. She floats on her back, arms wide, hair spreading in a coppery halo around her head. For a long stretch she doesn’t move at all except to scull water with her fingers. On a distant sandbar, a pair of gulls squabble. After a few minutes she hears Leo calling to her from the shore, so she slowly swims towards him. He hands her a towel, and she dries herself while he stands there quietly.

Finally he speaks to her, “I… don’t want it to be like this.” He glances at her, then away.

Clara drapes the towel over her shoulders, absently twirls the end. “How do you want it, then?” She flicks sand off her ankle. Her chin tips upward, eyes searching his face for a cue.

“I want you to have a great week here, you deserve it, especially after today so far.” Leo says. “No more being a jerk, I promise.”

Clara looks at him a little unsure, but then gives him a small smile, “I’m holding you to that, so be prepared or there might be a test.” She laughs at his expression, then suggests they should go and get some lunch while the food is out. On the way, they stop by their hut and drop off Clara’s bag. She sets it on the bed, then turns and starts walking towards the door, but Leo doesn't move. She turns around and looks at him.

“Are you going to put something on?” he asks her.

“I have my bikini on. Is that a problem?” She asked him with her hands on her hips “we are on vacation you know” Clara waits, the line of her lips set but her eyes glinting. Leo doesn’t answer at first, just studies her, then lifts his hands and lets them fall again. He mumbles, “No, it’s not,” and opens the door, holding it for her. Clara walks out, bare feet brushing the mat. The two walk side by side along the path to the dining shelter. Leo glances down at the curve of her suit, then looks away. The breeze tugs a loose strand of Clara’s hair across her cheek, which she tucks behind her ear without a word.
 

At the buffet, a resort staff member greets them with a polite nod. The spread is simple: grilled fish, pineapple, a cold salad in a glass bowl crusted with condensation. Clara takes a plate, loads it with fruit, then finds a table near the edge of the raised deck. She sits, angles herself toward the water, and tucks one leg up, knee balanced on the bench. Leo fills his own plate more cautiously, then sits down across from her.
 

Near the buffet line, Gavin enters, wearing khaki shorts and a tight shirt with buttons open to the third notch. He scoops food onto his plate and, after scanning the seating area, selects a spot with his back to Clara and Leo. He sits alone, sunglasses perched atop his head, his focus on the sea beyond the railing.
 

The couple eat in silence for a minute. At another table, the woman with the pink hair—now faded at the roots—laughs loudly, then pokes at the man beside her with a forkful of wet cabbage. Her partner mashes a strip of fish with his fork and speaks in low, animated tones. The atmosphere in the dining area is muted except for these small bursts of sound.
 

Gavin eats slowly, head down, tapping his thumb against the rim of his glass. He turns in his seat a few times to scan the deck, each time returning to his food. Clara and Leo keep a steady pace through their meal, speaking occasionally but mostly quiet. At one point, Clara rises to refill her lemonade and pauses by the buffet. Gavin stands at the same moment. He steps close, his mouth moving as he addresses Clara. She responds with a quick tilt of her chin and a few brief words. He issues a short laugh—a measured, musical note—then steps aside to allow her access to the pitcher. Clara finishes pouring her drink and walks back to the table.
 

Leo watches her approach, then glances at Gavin as he sits again. Gavin doesn’t look up. Instead, he folds his napkin, dabs at the corners of his mouth, and lifts his plate, carrying it to the bus bin before exiting the deck.
 

Clara settles onto her bench with a fresh glass of lemonade, then gestures toward the beach. “Want to walk?” she asks. Leo stands, palms brushing crumbs from his shorts, and follows her off the deck.
 

They walk along the narrow strand below the huts. The sand squelches around their feet, warm and smooth. Clara keeps a steady pace, arms loose at her sides, the hem of her bikini bottom peeking with each stride. Leo walks a measured distance behind, never more than an arm’s length, but never quite in step. A pair of staff rake seaweed into neat piles near the high-tide mark, then nod politely as Clara and Leo pass by. They walk for a while and decide to return to their hut. Leo walks into the bathroom and after a few minutes comes out to find his wife standing there holding the handcuffs.

He stops in his tracks and looks at her questioningly as she points to one of the heavier chairs in the room, “Move this out a little bit and have a seat.”

“What are you doing?” he asks her, staying planted in his spot.

“Seeing if you trust me.” she says, and points again to the chair.

Leo takes a few hesitant steps to the chair and stands in front of it. She asks him to take his shirt off, so he does and sits in the chair. Clara moves around behind it and tells him to put his hands back where she can reach them. He feels a cuff lock around one wrist, then its pulled lower where wood criss-crosses in the back and his other wrist is locked in as well. She pulls on the cuffs a few times, verifying their security, then returns to stand in front of her husband.

She gives him a smile, then bends at her waist, avoiding making any contact with him at all except for her lips as she gives him a sweet kiss, then stares in his eyes a few seconds, “I’ll be right back.”

At first Leo assumes that she’s going to the bathroom herself, or maybe to change, but she instead turns on her heels and walks toward the door.

“What are you doing?” he asks her, feeling confused.

“I’ll be back in a minute,” she tells him without stopping or turning around. She reaches the door and pulls it open, holding onto the knob as she turns back to her husband, “This is about trust, remember?” and then she walks out, closing the door behind her.

Leo strains to pick out her voice among the smattering of them he can hear in various places outside but can’t tell anything clearly. He lets out a frustrated sigh and slumps in his chair, knowing he has to just wait it out.

After what had to be ten or fifteen minutes, the door opens and Clara walks in followed by Gavin. Leo wishes he could turn invisible, not wanting to be seen this way by another man, especially Gavin.

“What the hell is going on?!” he asks his wife.

“We are having an exercise in trust and since Gavin was with us this morning and kinda knows what happened, I brought him to help.” she tells him. “I can go get someone else if you prefer.” She raises her eyebrows at him, waiting for a response.

Leo lets out a breath, “No, that’s okay.”

Clara nods, satisfied with his answer and calls Gavin to stand several feet in front of Leo. She then tells him to turn around, so that Leo can only see his back.

Clara stands beside Gavin facing her husband, “So, this morning we went for a hike and were having a good time, even learning some things about plants and birds here on the island. Everything was going well when we found the waterfall, it was beautiful, and I just had to swim in the water at least for a few minutes.” She asks Gavin to take his shirt off, which he does before she continues, “But then something happened that just sent you into a tailspin, and it’s been tense with us ever since.” She reaches to Gavin’s shorts and pulls them down, letting them pool at his feet, leaving him standing naked.

Leo suddenly wishes he was facing any direction but this one as he starts looking up at the ceiling, twisting his face away from the sight of Gavin’s naked ass as far as he can. He wants to complain, ask her what the hell she thinks she’s doing, but he knows that will only make things worse.

“Does this bother you?” his wife asks him and he does his best to look at her without seeing him, which is basically impossible since she’s shoulder to shoulder with him. “Were you afraid I was going to do something with him?”

Leo shook his head, “No, it just surprised me is all.”

Clara smirks at him, “So you weren’t afraid of me trying to sneak a feel of him?” She’s standing right against his side and Leo can see her right arm moving in front of Gavin. “Do you think I’m touching him now?” she asks him, but Leo has no way of knowing.

“No, you’re just fucking with me.” he tells her, his eyes still watching her arm.

Clara lays her head on Gavin’s shoulder, her arm still moving steadily, “Sure about that?”

Leo nods as he watches, determined not to lose his cool. His wife is just doing her best to get the wrong kind of reaction out of him, and he’s not going to let it happen.

Clara reaches her left hand up towards her bikini top and pulls the left side open, her breast exposed right there beside Gavin. She tugs on her nipple a few times while looking right at her husband. Leo’s eyes widen at her, a silent expression of concern on his face, but she only smiles back at him. If Gavin decides to turn his head, he would get an eyeful of her opened bikini top, but to his credit, he stays still and facing forward. She moves her face more into his neck, watching her husband while she puckers her lips, like she’s about to kiss him, her exposed nipple dangerously close to touching his right arm.

Suddenly her demeanor changes, her smile leaves and she fixes her bikini top, then steps away from Gavin, “Okay Gavin, I think he’s had enough, thanks for your help.” She bends down and picks up his shorts for him, which he quickly slips on before finding his shirt and shoes and heading out the door.

Leo relaxes, letting out a few breaths and then notices the look on his wife’s face as she steps in front of him. She looks angry for some reason.

“You happy now?” he asked her. “I made it through that whole ‘whatever the hell that was’ and stayed calm.”

“What the hell is that, Leo?!?!” she asks him, and all he can do is give her a confused look.

“What the hell is what?!?” he shoots back.

Clara reaches down and grabs his cock through his shorts with some force, “This” she shouts at him, “Is this that ‘conflicted emotion’ you were talking about earlier?!?”

In all this time while he was cuffed here, then watching his wife mess with his head with Gavin in the room, he never noticed or paid attention to the fact that his dick was hard and tenting his shorts.

Clara was still looking at him, waiting for his reply. He was caught off guard completely, like she found indisputable evidence of a crime he had no memory of committing.

He came up with the only reasonable explanation he could think of, one that men had used for generations. “I don’t know!”

She lets go of his dick and sits on the corner of the bed, “I can’t believe you storm off this morning because of Gavin, and now I bring him here and mess with you and it gets you hard.”

“I promise you it sure as hell wasn't because of him!” Leo shot at her. “Are you going to let me out of these cuffs?”

She sits there for a moment, pondering while she taps her bottom lip with her finger, “No” she says as she stands back up. She reaches for the waistband of his shorts and tells him to lift up, which he does.

“What are you doing?” he asks as she pulls his shorts down, exposing him completely.

She unties her bikini bottoms and they fall at her feet as she moves to straddle him. “I'm taking advantage of the situation.” She tells him as she holds his cock up and sinks down onto it.

Leo can't help but notice how easily he slips inside her as she puts her hands on his shoulders and starts bouncing on his lap. The room fills with the sounds of her breathing and her wetness.

Leo watches her face, her mouth is slightly open as she pants, eyes closed, “Did I pass your silly test?” he asked her.

She opens her eyes and looks at him while she continues riding him, “You did great, I’m proud of you.”

“Good, I don't want to do that again.” he tells her, he can feel himself getting closer due to her steady pace.

Clara smiles at him, “If I can get this kind of reaction from you everytime, then I might test you more often.”

He narrows his eyes at her with a scowling expression which she giggles at, then he's telling her to stop moving.

“Leo don't you dare cum.” she says as she sits still, his cock buried inside her.

“Just give me a second.” he tells her, closing his eyes to focus on calming the orgasm that was close, “Are you close at all?”

He opens his eyes to see her shaking her head, “not really” she says, and he sighs, feeling a bit defeated, but it's always been this way with her. Not once has she had an orgasm during sex with him, and even when he used his tongue, it took her a long time to get there. His tongue and shoulders would ache from laying between her legs for minutes upon minutes, until finally it happened.

He had never been the longest lasting guy in the world, but he had been with a few girls before and didn't have any problem getting them off, so he didn't fully blame himself.

“I guess I should tell you something while you can't run off” she tells him, then she pauses, looking uncertain, “I accidentally touched Gavin a couple of times.”

Gavin blurts out, “you mean his…?”

“Yes, okay?” Claire interrupts him. “I was looking at you and just brushed against it a few times, not a big deal.”

Leo presses his lips together, doing his best to remain calm, “Fine……its fine!”

Clara laughs and starts riding him again, “I really like this calmer you.” She quickly picks up the pace, knowing her husband won’t last very long, and when he starts telling her he’s getting close, she says, “It’s okay baby, go ahead.”

She keeps going as he cums hard inside her, his body tensing under her, his breath hitting her in the neck. Clara stays pressed tight against Leo's chest for a few moments, her hands gripping his neck, his breathing loud and uneven in the small room. After a while, she slowly slides off his lap, his cock falling out of her, a small trickle of cum smearing his thigh.

“That’s for passing your test.” she tells him, then gives him a kiss. She steps over to the dresser to grab the key, then unlocks his wrists. Leo stands, stretches, and walks to the sink. He washes his hands and face, then towels off and starts to dress. Clara sits on the bed, tying the strings of her swimsuit back in place, her motion precise and unhurried.

“Can we please enjoy the five days we have left here? No storming off or getting mad? No overreactive jealousy?” Clara asks her husband. “We’re on a tiny island in the pacific with less than twenty people, who we will never see again after Sunday, so let’s really enjoy it, okay?” She touches his arm as they study each other’s faces.

Leo gives her a smile, “I promise, I will do better.”

His wife smiles at him in return, “That’s all I can ask.”


Chapter 4: Challenges

Leo and Clara woke the next morning, and after having some breakfast decided to walk the beach in the direction they hadn’t explored yet, passing the shaded eating area, then weaving through palms toward a curve of sand that arcs northward and away from the piers. Early sunlight flashes on the water, turning the surface slick and metallic in the open stretch between breakwaters. Clara wears white shorts and a blue bikini top, her hair tied up. Leo walks beside her in loose black swim trunks, the resort’s mesh beach bag slung over his shoulder. Clara swings her arms in broad arcs, sometimes skipping ahead to examine a shell or a glassy hunk of driftwood. She points out a twisted branch gnawed hollow by beetles, then crouches, knees splaying, to prod at pockmarks in the sand left by the early tide.

Leo stands beside her, looking out at the area, “I’m sorry about how I acted yesterday.” he says out of the blue. “I don’t want to ruin our trip for you, so I will keep cool about things.”

Clara looks up at him, “I appreciate that. I just wish I knew why you get that way.”

Leo looks down at his wife, “I’ve just always had this thing, where I always imagine the worst scenario of most all situations. I’ve done it since I was a kid.” He knelt down beside her. “Like if I see a kid standing in a shopping cart, my mind visualizes him falling out and onto his head. It’s really strange how my mind does that.”

Clara drops the stick she was holding, “So what does your weird mind visualize me doing?” she asks him.

He looks down at the ground, a slight shrug of his shoulders, “You leave me for someone else.”

Clara smirks, twisting the toe of her sandal into the sand. “Is that the worst thing you can imagine?” She picks up a sand dollar and holds it out to him. “Seems a little boring, for a guy with an imagination.” She tosses the sand dollar at his chest. “You know you’re not allowed to mope, right? I told you that yesterday.”
 

Leo grabs the sand dollar and places it on Clara’s shoulder, where it balances for a moment before falling off. “I know,” he says.
 

They resume walking, Clara striding slightly ahead, feet sending up sprays of wet sand with each step. At a bend in the beach a collection of tidepools gapes in the exposed limestone, each one ringed with tiny shells. Clara crouches to study a pair of blue crabs scuttling around each other, then gestures for Leo to come closer. He peers into the pool and watches as the crabs click and feint, mirroring each other’s movements. In the next pool over, a sea cucumber bobs, slick and bulbous, beside a clutch of pearls glued to the rock face.
 

A pair of gulls circle overhead, dipping lower with each pass, then settle a few yards away to bicker over a strip of seaweed. The sun climbs higher, flattening the shadows and shimmering off the water. In the distance, the breakfast buffet crowd trails back toward the huts, their voices indistinct. Leo and Clara continue up the beach, stopping frequently to inspect debris and flowers they had never seen before. After a few hours, they turned back to return to the hut area, discussing how they would spend their afternoon.

They return to the hut with windblown hair and salt on their skin. Clara stands by the small porch, unties her sandals, and dusts her feet before stepping inside. Leo follows behind, swinging the mesh bag onto the bed. The air in the hut is cool despite the sun climbing outside; a ceiling fan hums in slow circles overhead. Clara opens the mini fridge and removes a can of water, offering it to Leo by holding it out until he takes it. She pulls a second bottle for herself and drinks while studying the row of windows above the bed.
 

A voice outside breaks the stillness. The pink-haired woman, Meg, calls from the path, “We’re going to play volleyball at three! Bring your A game this time, Clara!” Clara leans out the open door with her bottle raised, shouting, “Only if you’re ready to lose!” Meg gives a thumbs up and disappears along the walkway, leaving the scent of sunscreen in her wake. Leo watches Clara as she tosses her bottle into the recycling bin. She turns and rifles through the drawers for sunscreen, applies a thick stripe to her nose, and gestures at him to do the same. He does, smearing it on his face and shoulders.
 

They rest on the bed for a while. Clara stretches out, arms crossed behind her head, ankles crossed at the edge of the mattress. Leo lies beside her, shoes off, eyes on the ceiling fan. For several minutes, neither moves except to shift into a more comfortable position. Clara’s stomach rises and falls with her breath. At a quarter to three, Clara sits up, gathering her hair into a quick knot and snapping the elastic from her wrist with a sharp slap. She slips into a pair of gym shorts, adjusts her bikini top, and cinches the waistband tight. Leo changes into a dry shirt, tugs at the hem, and follows Clara outside. The air is heavy with heat; the path blisters under bare feet until it meets the shaded walk leading to the recreation court. A handful of guests linger around the net. The man in neon shorts is stretching his calves on the retaining wall, while Meg jogs in tight circles, bouncing the volleyball between open palms. At the far end, Gavin stands with his arms folded across his chest, sunglasses reflecting the bread-loaf clouds overhead.

The court clears debris before play. Clara kneels to brush dried palm fronds away from the service area, then jogs to her position at the back. Meg stands just left of her, rolling the ball between her hands, and calls out in a feigned military cadence, “Team One, ready to dominate!” Gavin laughs, his arms folded loosely, and winks at Clara from behind his glasses. The teams take shape: Clara, Meg, Krister, and Gavin stand against Leo, the couple from the buffet, and the one other single man. At the margin, two resort staff in matching polos adjust the net height and then retreat to the wall with cans of seltzer. Krister serves first. The ball arcs high, knuckling just over the tape, and the other team scrambles into position. Leo bumps the ball upward; the woman in the retro one-piece lunges and tips it, sending a weak lob over the net. Clara springs forward and slaps the ball down with a fist, sending sand in a low spray over the court. Gavin shouts “Nice!” and slaps palms with her, and the game resumes. For twenty minutes, the teams volley in the mounting heat. Clara and Meg fall into competitive banter, lacing each pass with comments about the other team’s “dad bod energy” or “early onset arthritis.” Leo’s team rallies with a careful defense and wins points on long returns. The teams tie at eleven. Meg calls timeout, strides to the sideline, and offers water to her teammates, then gestures for Clara to huddle in the shade. Clara wipes sweat from her upper lip with the back of her hand. Gavin leans over, hands on knees, then draws a finger through the sand to diagram a plan. Clara and Meg nod, and all three return to the court. The game resets with Gavin serving. On the first volley, Clara dives for a low dig, sending the ball spinning back toward Gavin, who has to dive as well, landing right on top of Clara. As he dives forward, his outstretched hand lands on her stomach as she lays in the sand, pushing its way up from his momentum, causing her bikini top to be pushed up towards her chin, exposing her tits. He comes to a stop on top of her, his hand up past her head, his face coming to rest close to her left nipple. The court grows silent as Gavin becomes still; his eyes focused on Clara’s nipples right under his face. Clara tugs at her bikini top, trying to free it from his hand, but the strings are entangled in his fingers, so it takes a bit of effort. Gavin props himself up with his other arm, trying to help free his hand, his eyes unable to stop from getting a good look at her breasts right in front of him.

Meg cackles and whistles from behind the boundary. Opposite the net, the dad-bod man claps and shouts, “That’s a point for showmanship!” The resort staff on the wall look at one another, then avert their eyes. Gavin, his hand finally free and now kneeling, offers Clara a hand up; she accepts, and he lifts her to her feet in one swift motion, both of them sharing a smile together. She shakes her head as she finally gets her top back in order, and re-ties it around her back. Gavin leans in, brushing his lips near her ear, and murmurs something that makes Clara laugh, gaze flicking at Leo. Leo stands at the service line, hands on his hips. He looks from Gavin to Clara, a look of shock on his face at his wife’s exposure. Clara gives him a smile and a shrug of her shoulders and the game carries on, with Clara’s team pulling out the victory.

After the game, the players gather at the edge of the court, drinks passing between hands while sweat cools on their skin. Meg gestures toward the main deck, and the group meanders that way, the walk punctuated by brief bursts of laughter and the crunch of gravel under sandals. At the deck, staff have set out fresh cocktails and shallow bowls of chips with red-speckled salsa. Meg balances the volleyball on her hip as she talks, slicing the afternoon air with animated gestures.
 

Gavin leans back against the bar, head tipped to the sky. Flecks of sand still dust his collarbone. Clara stands with one ankle crooked over the other, sipping a drink and scanning the bay. Leo drifts to the margins of the group, picking at a chip and tracing patterns in the condensation on his glass.
 

A few feet away, Krister and Gavin reenact the moment of the dive: Krister flops to the ground with a loud slap, drawing a fresh laugh from Meg, while Gavin mimes the sprawl, pausing to make a show of pushing an imaginary bikini top up. Clara watches, her mouth twisted to hide a smile, then flicks a droplet of water at the trio with a casual shake of her wrist.
 

The group lingers, shifting spots as the sun lowers. Gavin moves closer to Clara, at one point resting his elbow on the railing beside her, their words muffled by the general chatter. Clara leans over the rail, head angled toward Gavin. Occasionally her hand lifts, fingers framing a point or sketching an invisible arc in the air. At one exchange, both laugh, Clara tipping her head up and flashing a row of teeth before covering her mouth. Gavin raises his drink in salute, then points to the horizon and says something that makes Clara laugh again, her shoulders bouncing. Meg joins them at the railing, her drink spilling a little as she lands beside Clara and leans in, lowering her voice. The three huddle together, the hutch of their backs closing out the rest of the group. At intervals, Clara glances back at Leo, who stands with his hands on the deck rail, watching the interaction between her and Gavin. When she sees him watching, she lifts her glass and waggles it in the air. Leo nods, returning the gesture. The party fragments as the sun sets. Some of the guests filter up the path toward the huts, calling out see-you-laters. The couple in matching neon shorts head off together, bumping shoulders as they go. Meg and Krister peel away and meander back toward the beach, volleyball tucked under Meg’s arm. Gavin and Clara remain at the railing for a while longer, Gavin gesturing broadly and at times laughing, his mouth wide and unguarded. Clara responds with a few quick slaps to his arm, then covers her mouth as she tries to stifle her laughter. Once, Gavin bends double, bracing a hand on the rail, after Clara leans close and says something that makes him laugh so hard he has to pause to breathe. In time, Gavin straightens and gives a brisk, polite nod to Clara. He glances at Leo, lifts his glass, and then makes his way down the deck steps. Clara remains at the railing for several minutes, her eyes fixed on the orange band where the sun slips behind a line of cloud.

Leo moves beside her, “Mind if I step in here?”

Clara gives him a questioning look, “Is that a trick question?”

“I just don’t want to take time away from all the fans you have here.” he laughs, and Clara gives him a punch to the shoulder.

“You’re not funny, you know,” she tells him, “I’m surprised you’re taking this so well, your wife being exposed in front of everybody.”

He looked at her, then back out towards the sunset, “Just cause I didn’t make a scene doesn’t mean I’m not mad about it.”

“Well, I thank you for not acting out about it.” She tells him, touching his arm.

“Told you I’d try.” he replies.

Clara allows her hand to linger on Leo's arm a few seconds before she lets it fall. The deck is empty except for a pair of resort staff clearing glasses and flicking crumbs into the breeze. Overhead, lamps strung between posts flicker on, coloring the wood planks with amber blotches. Clara finishes her drink and sets the empty on the rail, then walks past Leo in the direction of their hut. He follows, sandals scuffing the worn boards. Neither of them speaks until they reach the door.
 

Inside, Clara opens the mini-fridge and uncaps a seltzer, tilting her head back to drink while she leans against the edge of the counter. Leo stands near the door, rubbing at his neck, then crosses to the bed and sits. For a few minutes, there is no sound but the low susurrus of the ceiling fan and the distant caw of seabirds outside. Clara closes the fridge and walks to the foot of the bed. She stands over Leo, arms folded, her face and shoulders pinked by sun. For a moment, she studies him, then bends, lifts the hem of his shirt, and peels it up over his head. She tosses it onto a chair and gives him a light push back onto the mattress.
 

She climbs onto the bed, her knees braced on either side of Leo's hips. Her fingers trace the line of his collarbone, then her hands slide down his chest. Leo reaches up, holding her waist. She leans forward and kisses him, pausing only to steady herself by placing her palm against the bed. The chain around her neck dangles from her throat, glinting in the lamplight. Clara's hips rock forward, gentle at first. She threads her fingers through Leo's hair and tilts his head up to meet her mouth, kissing him with slow deliberation. Her lips trail along his jaw, then pause just below his left ear. She bites his earlobe and lets it go. Leo's hands move from her hips to her back. He props himself up on one elbow and brings his mouth to her shoulder, pressing a kiss to the spot where her skin meets the blue strap of her bikini. Clara nuzzles closer, her arms tightening around Leo's head. She brings her torso upright, straddling him fully now, the motion drawing Leo’s hands down to her thighs. She moves her hips in small, insistent circles, the white shorts bunching around her as she leans forward again. Her fingers find the waistband of Leo's trunks. She works them down a few inches, exposing the pale band of his hip. She runs her thumbnail along the inside of his waistband. Leo closes his eyes and lets his head fall back against the bed. Clara leans over him, hair fanned across his face. She kisses the hollow of his throat, then sits up sharply. She climbs off the bed and stands by the foot, looking down at Leo with one hand on her hip. She turns, pulls down her white shorts, and steps out of them, leaving them piled on the carpet. With a single motion, she slips her bikini top straps off her shoulders and lets the top drop, then tosses it onto the bed. She glances at Leo, her lips tight, then climbs back onto the bed and kneels beside him. She places her hands on his waistband, tugging the trunks further down. Leo lifts his hips and allows her to peel them away, exposing his body. Clara kneels upright, her chest rising and falling, then lowers herself until she straddles his thighs. She leans forward, both arms braced on either side of his shoulders. Their noses nearly touch.
 

A knock sounds at the door. Both freeze. The knock comes again, followed by a low voice. "Sorry to interrupt. It's Gavin," says the voice, muffled through the door.
 

Clara presses her palms to Leo's chest, then quickly climbs off the bed and scoops her shorts from the floor. She pulls them on, then snatches up her bikini top but does not put it back on. Instead, she cups her breasts with one arm and walks to the door. She cracks it an inch, her bare shoulder and part of her face visible. Leo remains on the bed, trunks around his shins, gaze fixed on Clara.
 

Gavin stands outside, holding a glass of something neon and an opened bottle of beer. Sunglasses perch on top of his head, and a faint flush colors his cheeks. He holds the glass out to Clara through the small gap in the door. “Some of the crew are gathering on the beach. Figured I’d bring drinks around… No pressure, just come down if you want.” He gestures at the sun setting over the palms, then holds up the beer toward Leo in a lazy salute.
 

Clara thanks him, holding the drink between her inner elbow and ribs. She thanks him, her eyes tilted just above the crack of the door as she speaks. In the background, Leo tugs up his swim trunks and sits on the edge of the bed. Clara, clutching her bikini top and beer, listens while Gavin tells her there are torches set out and the staff is prepping a bonfire. He says people are gathering around, some of them cooking marshmallows. He gestures to where the path opens to the sand, then leans against the porch railing as if lingering for a reply. Clara steps onto the porch, clutching the beer and her top, and pulls the door half-shut behind her. She sets her drink on the rail beside Gavin's and twists the straps of her top in her hands while they talk. Her bare chest is mostly shielded, but she makes no attempt to put the suit back on. Gavin, shoulders hunched forward, speaks in a low voice, turning occasionally to glance toward the path or the clusters of voices near the bonfire. Clara nods often, scanning the area below as she twists her hair into a quick knot. She says something that makes Gavin smile and touch the rim of his glass to hers; the beer foams briefly over the edge of the bottle. On the far side of the lawn, the orange sheet of flame from the bonfire blooms, then diminishes. Shadows flicker across the wall of nearby huts. Behind the door, Leo moves to the small bathroom and lingers there several minutes, the sound of the tap running faintly. When he emerges, Clara remains outside. He stands by the mirror, rubbing gel between his palms, then smooths it through his hair. A shout from the porch floats in—Clara’s laugh, pitched high, followed by Gavin’s: two quick, sharp bursts. Leo wipes his hands on a towel and steps back into the main room. Through the window he can see Clara, bare-shouldered, leaning over the porch rail. Gavin stands a half-step away from her, a hand braced on the rail beside hers. Their conversation is brisk and animated, marked by frequent gestures from both. At one point, Clara turns and lifts her bottle in a mock toast toward the window. Gavin catches the movement and waves at the glass, then turns his back to the hut and surveys the path to the beach.
 

A few minutes later, Clara comes back inside, reties her bikini top, and grabs a thin white cardigan from the end of the bed. “Are you coming?” she asks Leo, gesturing at the band of orange along the horizon.

Leo glances at the door, then looks back at his wife, “Kinda feel like if I say no, you’ll go without me.”

“You would be right,” she smiles wider at him, “Come on, let’s mingle a little.”

Leo nods and slips on a shirt, following her outside. Gavin waits at the bottom of the stairs, hands in pockets.
 

The three make their way down the torch-lit path to the beach, where the bonfire blazes at the base of a crescent dune. The crowd from the volleyball game is already gathered, some seated on driftwood logs, others sprawled on towels. Meg and Krister toss a frisbee near the water’s edge. Neon shorts couple sits together, knees pressed, sharing a bright blue cocktail. Someone has set out a cooler loaded with bottles and multi-colored plastic cups. Gulls soar overhead, scattering in wide, skeletal arcs above the firelight. Leo stands beside Clara, who hugs herself for warmth and scans the semicircle of faces. Gavin lingers at the edge of the gathering, kneeling beside a crate of drinks, popping caps with a small metal tool. He holds out a beer toward Leo, then tosses it underhand when Leo nods. The bottle lands softly in the sand at Leo’s feet.
 

Music drifts out from a portable speaker. Meg, barefoot and wild-haired, dances in slow, looping patterns near the fire, swinging her arms overhead and drawing others from the bleachers of driftwood. Several people dance with her. Neon Shorts supplies his own rhythmic claps, and his partner joins the movement, fanning a towel behind her like a skirt. Clara watches for a while, then steps onto the firm sand near the flames and rocks in place, swaying where she stands.
 

Nearby, a group gathers to roast marshmallows, shoving the sticks into the fire and laughing when the ends char too quickly. Krister swipes at drops of liquid sugar, feigning a hot burn, and a woman in retro swimwear fingers the brittle black crust of her marshmallow with theatrical disgust. Gavin stands with his drink, head tipped to the group, but does not insert himself into the marshmallow game.
 

Leo sits on the outermost log, knees apart, bottle held between his hands. He watches Clara, who moves closer to the fire as the music shifts into a steadier, pulsing beat. Gavin sidles up close to Clara, his fingers brushing against the delicate skin of her wrist, a bold yet unhurried touch that sends a shiver down her spine. Their voices, low and husky, blend well with the sultry crackle of the fire, masking their conversation. Clara tugs down the snug sleeve of her cardigan, using it to shield her flushed face from a sudden gust carrying embers, then points over Gavin’s shoulder with a seductive finger.
 

Her eyes gleam as they fixate on a lone star just peeking out from the dark silhouette of the trees. Gavin's gaze follows her suggestive point, stepping back with measured pace to take in the vista but also to admire the mesmerizing view she presents under the moonlight.
 

He whispers something naughty in her ear. The raw intimacy of his words brings forth a throaty laugh from her. It cuts through the bass-heavy music in the air - sharp and clear - with a hint of shared secret and unspoken promise for what's about to unfold.

Leo watches all of this from his spot on the log, jealousy rising in him, but he knows he can’t make a scene or go storming off back to the hut. The whole episode earlier made him see red, his wife being ogled by strangers, men leering at her exposed body, but he was able to remain calm. He remains on the log with his bottle, gaze flicking between the fire, Clara and Gavin, and the pulsing dancers around the sand.

Out at the fire, Meg leads the others in a slow, undulating sway. She holds Clara’s hands in both of hers, then spins her outward so the cardigan balloons behind her. Clara laughs, head tipped back, the blue triangle of her bikini flashing beneath the sweater’s open front. Gavin stands just outside the fire’s light, arms crossed, holding a dark bottle. He steps in, whispers something to Clara, then they start dancing together. Gavin’s hand, careful but steady, rests at the small of her back. The two of them move together in a slow dance, his palm sliding higher as they sway. Around them, other couples mimic the motion, but Clara and Gavin are the only ones who seem oblivious to the music or the lingering eyes. Gavin turns Clara in a slow circle, then dips her low, her hair fanning out beneath the hem of her cardigan. He doesn’t release her right away, instead holding her suspended for a few seconds too long, their faces inches apart. Leo stares at them, wondering if they are going to kiss their faces are so close together. Clara laughs, loud and high, and then pushes off his chest to regain her balance. Gavin, shoulders squared, lifts his hand in salute and bows out of the dance, drifting to the drink table nearby. Clara stands a moment, her arms slack at her sides, then finds her way back to the log where Leo sits.

“Isn’t this more fun than sitting in our hut?” she asks as she sits beside him.

Leo remains facing forward, “Sure, if you’re the life of the party.”

Clara laughs, “Maybe if we play volleyball tomorrow, one of the girls can accidentally rip your shorts off, then you can be Mr. popular.”

Leo chuckles, “I don’t think it would work that way.”

Clara puts her hand on his arm, “You have nothing to be ashamed of.”

“I'm not ashamed,” he says defensively, “I just know there's more impressive guys out there than me.”

She lays her head on his shoulder, “Yet I married you anyway.”

They both laugh, then Leo asks, “What was the whispering about?”

“With Gavin?” she asks, “He was just being sweet.”

Leo looks at her, expecting more detail, so Clara gives him a smirk and continues, “He said I have the greatest pair of boobs he’s ever seen, which must be true cause you’ve said so yourself.”

Leo simply nods, “It is true, I’m just supposed to be the only person that knows that.”

She pats him on the arm a few times, “Some secrets just get out.” She stands up, “Ready to go back to our hut now?”


Chapter 5: Final Day

Saturday arrived, the final full day of their vacation. Leo and Clara started the day off with breakfast, then a morning walk along the beach. The middle of the week passed in a blur, with lots of time on the beach and enjoying the sun. There were more volleyball games, his wife seemingly always on a team with Gavin, but there were no more bikini mishaps. There were also times that Clara would spend time with Gavin, walking and talking while Leo was in a game, or just simply sitting and talking. Leo remained composed through all of it, keeping his promise to his wife not to ruin the vacation time they had left.

As the sun climbed to its peak, Clara mentioned that she and the other women had made plans to venture to the secluded cove beyond the rocky outcropping. "Our last chance for an even tan," she'd said with a casual shrug, slipping her sunscreen into her beach bag. Leo knew what that meant—the private spot had become their unofficial topless sunbathing retreat.

“When did you talk about this?” he asked her.

“One of the wives brought it up yesterday, how it would be fun to find a good spot to lay out topless at least once while we’re here.” She turned and looked at her husband, “Is that okay?”

Leo half nodded, “Yea, that’s okay. I just thought we’d spend our last day here together.”

Clara gave him a kiss, “We’ll just be a few hours, then we can spend time together then.” She turned and walked away from the hut to join the other women, leaving Leo to watch them walk down the beach aways, before disappearing into some trees further up.

An hour later, Leo was sitting on the steps of their hut, sipping on something cold, wondering how much longer they’d be gone. Most of the other men were on the beach, sometimes swimming out into the water, or sitting in the sand talking. Gavin was in the group, talking animatedly with the other husbands. Leo couldn’t make out what was being said, but soon the group started walking in the direction that the women had went earlier. Gavin seemed to be leading the way, with Krister beside him. Leo had talked a little with a couple of the other men there. Daniel was married to a woman named Natalie, they were in their late thirties. The next youngest couple was Jerry and Dianna, who were thirty-four. Other than Meg, who was married to Krister, Leo hadn’t talked to any of the others, but knew they were all over forty.

As this group of men approached the trees, Leo got up and took off running after them, needing to know what the hell they were doing. He worked his way into the trees right behind them, then caught up to Gavin.

“What’s going on?” he asked as he tapped Gavin on the shoulder.

Gavin smiled at him, keeping his pace as he maneuvered through the trees, “Good of you to join us, we’re going to go check on the wives.”

“Why?!” was all Leo could think to ask. The whole thing reminded him of high school kids, off to do something half-brained just because they could.

Gavin laughed, patting Leo on the shoulder, “For fun of course. We’re on a remote tropical island with a lot of beautiful women on a beach topless close by. What man wouldn’t want to?”

“But you’re not married to any of them!” Leo’s annoyance came out in his tone.

Gavin gave him a look like he was crazy, or unreasonable, “You’re the only man here that has a problem with this, you don’t have to come with us you know.” He stopped walking and faced Leo, “Those women had to know this was a possibility, or why would they tell us about it? Plus, we’ve already seen your wife.” He gave Leo a big grin, then continued walking along.

The men follow the narrow sand track as it bends through the trees and clumps of bush, the low canopy casting shifting shadows overhead. Jerry clears his throat and makes a joke about “peeping on history in the making,” which draws a round of snickers. Gavin doesn’t slow down, but glances back—once—toward Leo, who stays at the rear of the group.
 

At the break in the hedge, the men gather, dropping their voices. Through the tangle of palms, a flash of red bikini and a drift of female laughter are visible on the other side. Natalie stands with her hands on her hips, hair pulled up, wearing nothing but a necklace and a brief lower half. At her left, Meg lounges on a weathered towel, propped up on her elbows, staring out to sea. Jerry’s wife, Dianna, sits cross-legged beside a cooler, her breasts bare and glistening with sunscreen. The other woman—tall, with a streak of white in her hair—lays on her back, bikini top discarded, one knee staked in the air. Leo makes his way to the edge of the trees, and spots Clara laying on her back, arms at her sides with nothing on but her bikini bottoms and sunglasses. He looks over at the other men, all enjoying the sight of the women on the beach.
 

None of the women seem to notice the arrival of the men. The group hovers at the edge of the clearing, with Krister peering around a tree trunk and Jerry stifling a nervous laugh. Leo stays off to the side, eyes fixed strictly on the sand.
 

Gavin turns to the group of men, “So, now that we’re here, what do we want to do?” The others looked at each other, none of them throwing out any suggestions, so Gavin kept going, “I think it’s way too peaceful out there, so let’s all run out there at them, give them a little scare.”

“You really think that’s a good idea?” Leo asked, but all the other guys seemed to like the idea, so it went on deaf ears. Gavin crouched behind the low brush. Motioning with a jerk of his chin, he leads the charge. The men burst from the palm thicket in a ragged line, whooping and waving their arms. Sand kicks in arcs ahead of them as they barrel down the slope to the cove. Leo stays behind, shaking his head as he watches.
 

On the beach, the women jolt upright. Clara props herself on her elbows, sunglasses flashing. Her mouth opens in a shout, but her words are carried off by shrieks from the others. Meg throws a towel across her chest and dives behind the cooler, limbs splaying. Natalie and Dianna shriek in unison, but neither covers up; they twist to face the oncoming troupe, baring their teeth in exaggerated, theatrical outrage.
 

Jerry reaches the group first, feigns a pratfall, and lands on hands and knees at the hem of Meg’s towel. The others pile up behind him, pushing and shoving, their laughter raw and loud and startling against the hush of the bay. Krister snags Natalie’s necklace in one hand, lifts it as if to inspect it, and lets the pendant fall into the shadow between her breasts. She swats him with the flat of her palm and barks his name.
 

Gavin makes a beeline to Clara running at full speed. She jumps up and starts running towards the water, shrieking and laughing as Gavin closes the distance between them. Leo watches from the trees as Clara reaches the surf, her bare tits bouncing wildly. As she gets knee deep in the water, Gavin catches her and wraps his arms around her, and they both fall into the water. Clara’s head surfaces in the foaming break, hair stringing wet across her cheeks. Gavin holds her, arms hooked tight under her armpits, both of them gulping for air as they bob up in the shallows. Clara shouts at him, the words spattered with laughter and salt. She splashes water at his face, then twists loose, wading farther out until the waterline just licks under her breasts. Behind them, the rest of the group tramples across the sand: Natalie and Dianna link arms like a defensive line, waving their towels at the advancing pack, while Meg shimmies up the coolers and waves a plastic cup over her head, inciting a volley of shrill catcalls from Krister and the others.
 

A tossed sandal flies overhead and lands with a flat slap in the wet sand near the edge of the cove. Several of the men break off into pairs, faking attempts to tackle the women and lifting them, squealing and half-naked, off the ground. Natalie bends forward, bracing her palms on her knees, and cackles at Jerry’s crude attempts to sidestep her. When Jerry lunges for her, she snaps back upright, pivots around his grasp, and clocks him on the shoulder with the side of her fist. Jerry staggers and laughs, grabbing his side.
 

At the waterline, Clara and Gavin remain waist-deep. Clara turns her back to the shore, folding her arms beneath her breasts in a loose clutch. Gavin circles her, water swirling around his hips as he treads sideways with exaggerated caution, arms held high in a deliberate shuffle. He sidesteps closer and dips under the water, then bursts up with a fistful of seaweed raised like a trophy. Clara yelps as Gavin slaps the seaweed across her stomach. She splashes him in the face, then doubles her efforts, her palms beating a steady barrage at his chest and shoulders. The two circle in the waist-high surf, trading blows of water and laughter. Gavin holds up both hands, surrendering. Clara stands a few feet away, wringing water from her hair, her chest rising with each gasp of breath. She shouts something at Gavin, then splashes water towards him as she backs away, laughing. Gavin returns fire with a two-handed cup of water aimed at her face, then takes off after her as she retreats into deeper water.

Leo remains planted behind the trees, watching the chaos going on in front of him. He sees his wife resurface, Gavin holding onto her, their naked chests pressed together under the water. She has her arms around his neck, keeping herself above water, and Leo can see them talking. They aren’t close enough that he can make out any words as she speaks to him, but he sees Gavin turn and point towards the trees he’s standing in, then Clara’s eyes look this direction, apparently looking for him. She says something to Gavin as she continues scanning the tree line, but the only reply she gets is a shrug of his shoulders.

Gavin dips down slightly and lifts Clara up above the water. She’s laughing and screaming at Gavin while she’s slapping at his arms, but he keeps lifting her up until she’s over his head, then tosses her into the deeper water behind them. She surfaces a few seconds later laughing and splashing Gavin, who laughs as well while offering his hand to her. She takes it and he pulls her to him, she wraps her arm around his neck again and he carries her, setting her down in the shallow water. She gives him another playful slap on the arm as they start walking towards the group, who have started gathering their things.

As they get closer to the trees, Leo backs into a cluster, hoping to get his wife’s attention when they walk by. None of the women have bothered to put their tops back on, the couples all walking together, except for Clara, who is walking with Gavin. As the group enters the trees, Clara spots her husband standing there, “Hey, what are you doing?”

Leo gives a look to Gavin, who just nods and keeps walking on, “I was waiting for you.”

She points back to where they came from, “Why didn’t you go out there with the other guys?” she asks him.

Leo lets out a breath, shakes his head, “That was a bad idea, I wanted no part of that.

Clara narrowed her eyes at him, “So you just stood here and watched everything?” she asked him

Leo starts to feel uncomfortable, not sure of what to say. His eyes dart down to her nipples, looking so wonderful, then quickly back up to her eyes, “Yea, I mean, I wasn’t sure what would happen.”

Clara shook her head, looking up at the trees, “That was also a bad idea.” She said, and she looked back at him, “So, you saw me and Gavin? How his hands were all over me? Us playing around in the water? You just stood here? Watching it?” Leo sees her eyes look down at his crotch, a slight hint of a smile forming on her lips.

Leo grew alert and defensive all of a sudden, “Did something happen? Did he touch you?”

Clara laughs, shaking her head as she starts walking again, “You watched!” she tells him, “Didn’t you see it?”

Leo stands there momentarily, trying to recall every detail of what he watched, but his mind is coming up with nothing. He runs after Clara, catching up to her, “So he did touch you?” he asks her.

His wife is silent, just keeps walking, her head shaking in disbelief of his question, “Of course he did, we were right against each other in the water. How could he not touch me?”

“Why did you let him do that?!” Leo asks her.

She glances at him as she keeps walking, “Why did you just stand here and watch him do it?”

Leo throws his hands up, “I’m Sorry, I didn’t know he was touching you.”

“You don’t have to be sorry, just don’t be mad about something you could have stopped in the first place,” she tells him.

“Right, so it’s my fault then.” Leo says angrily.

Clara stops walking and turns sharply to face him, “Oh my God Leo, this isn't about blame!!” She screams at him, stopping Leo in his tracks. “All I'm saying is that instead of standing back, looking for something bad to happen, YOU could have been the one out there with me, instead of Gavin, who yes, took advantage of an opportunity with his hands a few times, but I'm a big girl, I can handle it.”

She gives no reply and they walk most of the way back in silence. She doesn't look back. Leo follows, head low, hands stuffed into the pockets of his swim trunks. They catch up to the others at the edge of the clearing, where Meg and Natalie are already perched on a driftwood log. The group pauses to trade a few jokes about the ambush and then files down the path toward the huts. Leo holds open a branch for Clara, but she brushes past without pause, freckles darkening along her shoulders.

The party splits at the main walkway, each couple veering to their own hut. Clara glances over her shoulder at Leo as they climb the steps to their door. She pushes inside first and heads to the bathroom, emerging a while later in nothing but a towel and her damp hair in a knot. Leo sits on the end of the bed, rolling a small shell between his fingers. The room is silent except for the slow rotation of the ceiling fan.

Clara rubs the towel on her head, drying her hair, “So are we good?” she asks her husband. She glances at Leo, raises her eyebrows as if expecting a reply.

Leo glances up at Clara, twists the shell in his hand, and sets it back on the nightstand. “Yeah, we’re good.”

Clara nods, and they spend a while together in silence. Clara charges her phone, which is basically just a camera, since there isn’t any service for miles, and Leo dozes off for an hour or so. Shortly before sunset, a knock sounds at the door of the hut. Leo, shirtless and blinking the last of his nap from his eyes, crosses to open it. Krister stands on the porch, a printed invitation card in his hand. He nods and extends it toward Leo, then steps back and looks off to the side while Leo reads the text. Beyond Krister, Meg and Gavin stand together, holding drinks and chatting in low voices. Clara, now dressed in a sleeveless sundress, emerges from the back of the hut and joins Leo at the door.
 

Krister points at the card. “Evening barbecue, last hurrah,” he says. “We start with drinks at six, on the main deck. Everyone’s coming.” He winks at Clara and nods at Leo, then heads down the walk to the next hut, where he repeats the message through another open doorway. Meg and Gavin continue their circuit, splitting off to relay the news to the other couples scattered along the row.
 

Clara closes the door, peels the card from Leo’s hand, and sets it on the dresser. She touches her hair and checks her reflection in the dark window, then steps into a pair of sandals and gestures for Leo to get ready. He pulls on a collared shirt and runs a comb through his hair. The two stand together for a minute at the door, the air between them quiet and close.
 

Just after six, the deck is ringed with torches, the tables shifted to form a giant oval. The resort staff have set dozens of plates around the perimeter and laid out platters of grilled shrimp and vegetables and meat skewers, the whole spread shot through with the smell of fire and sizzling fat. Pitchers of cocktails and seltzers nest on the end of the table, sweating in the heat. The couples arrive in clusters, calling out greetings as they filter onto the deck. Clara and Leo take seats halfway down the table, with Meg and Krister on one side and Gavin at Clara’s right. The sunset is bright and wound tight to the horizon, the sky behind them fraying into darkness as the meal begins.
 

Conversation floats in and out of focus, with Gavin delivering half-serious toasts that make the other guests raise glasses and laugh. Meg recounts stories from the volleyball games, then launches a round of impromptu awards for “best dig,” “highest jump,” and “biggest show-off.” Natalie claims a trophy made from a pineapple rind and holds it up with two hands. The group’s laughter spikes, rolling over the growing quiet of the surrounding palms as dusk deepens.
 

Serving platters scrape clean, leaving only a few buried shrimp tails and charred vegetables. Jerry tells a story about an encounter with a stingray, adding new embellishments each time the bottle of rum circles back to him. Clara leans on the table, hands wrapped around her glass, as she listens and occasionally snorts at the most outrageous parts. Across from her, Gavin pours a fresh drink, then pushes the pitcher in her direction. She smiles, adjusts her hair, and pours a splash into her glass before sliding the pitcher to Leo, who passes it down the row.
 

After eating, everyone decides to take a last walk along the beach in the moonlight. Leo offers his hand to Clara, who gives him a slight smile and takes it. The group shuffles down the slatted walkway, their voices bouncing between wooden banisters and mixing with the low thrum of music from a hidden speaker. The sand is cool and dark beneath their bare feet. Torchlight follows their progress, illuminating small circles that drift and blend as the group moves toward the southern end of the beach. Here, the landscape pinches between a bluff and the surf, the wind sharper, the sound of the ocean a constant rush.
 

Jerry and Dianna lead the way, trailed by Gavin and Krister, who walk shoulder-to-shoulder and occasionally nudge each other off the path for a laugh. Meg and Natalie move as a unit behind them, their silhouettes bright against the horizon. Clara and Leo follow at a small distance, the two walking in silence until Clara cuts away to dip the toe of her sandal into a moonlit tidepool. Leo pauses as she lingers, then steps out to join her.

“I have an idea,” he tells her, “Why don’t we go back to the waterfall in the morning, spend a little time there before we leave?”

Clara looks at him, “Wouldn’t that be chaotic, trying to make it back in time?”

Leo shakes his head, “No, we can get up early, go there for a while, and make it back in plenty of time. I thought we could go back, since I screwed up our last visit there.”

Clara smirks at him, “It would be nice to see the waterfall again without the drama.”

When they were done walking the beach, they returned to their hut to pack up their suitcases, so they would be ready the next morning.


Chapter 6: Stranded

A storm boils off the sea before dawn, flashes of lightning, throbbing along the eastern horizon and bruised clouds pressing into the island’s stillness. Leo and Clara rise in the false light, dress without sparring or laughter, and make their way along the dark path toward the waterfall with a borrowed headlamp and a pair of battered travel mugs filled with gritty resort coffee. The air on the north trail is close, the leaves varnished with damp, every footstep breaking the hush with a new report—snapped twig, slap of water in a hidden rut, the occasional far-off call from a waking gull. Clara leads, her headlamp strobing over the ragged rootwork along the trail, hair pinned back in a ponytail.
 

They reach the crest above the waterfall just as daylight strikes the pool, limp and diluted by the overcast. Neither speaks as they descend toward the shore, the path still dark in the gully. Clara strips off her shirt and shorts, peels off her suit beneath, and sits at the water’s edge with arms folded high on her knees, chin balanced on forearms. She watches the surface for several silent minutes, then stands, wades in up to her shins and makes a slow lap around a fallen cypress log. Leo watches, taken as always by her naked beauty in such a natural paradise. When Clara returns, she gestures for the lamp, fastens it to a bamboo stalk above the deepest part of the pool, and dives. She circles the perimeter of the pool, kicking in a steady overarm crawl, then surfaces in the churning white above the cove. Leo follows her progress, his jaw set, and then, after a moment, steps out of his shoes and slides down the worn cut in the bank.
 

Clara hoists her lithe body onto a smooth, rain-slick boulder, elbows braced tightly. The water cascades down her arms in shimmering droplets like precious pearls. She points with a slender finger to the looming overhang, murmuring a husky command before pivoting back to the pool. With a provocative grace, she executes a hard, crystalline dive that leaves a tingling splash of anticipation in its wake.
 

Leo strips down, following his wife’s lead. He stands on the edge of their private oasis, his arousal evident as he tracks her retreating silhouette across the pool. The moment is suspended in time; her allure and his desire hanging in the air between them.
 

Clara surfaces on the other side, her hair slicked back against her head and streaming water like a goddess emerging from her aquatic realm. She glides back towards him, lazily floating on her back with arms outstretched invitingly. Underneath the clear surface of the water, her naked silhouette is visible; her firm nipples are hard and inviting atop of her full breasts as if transcribed by an artist's hand.
 

She flashes Leo an enigmatic smile, catching sight of his half-hard length through the refracting light. The tension ripples between them like a silent anthem to their mutual desire.
 

With an uncharacteristically shy wave that feels almost comical amidst their charged atmosphere, Leo takes a bold leap into the cool water meeting her halfway. He swims close to Clara; their bodies so near they can feel each other's heat permeating through the fresh water acting as an exquisite tease. Clara reaches for him, pulling Leo towards her and pressing her body against his under the water. The sensation of their wet, slippery skin sliding against each other sends jolts of electricity through them both.
 

They kiss deeply, tongues dancing in rhythm as they explore each other's mouths. Meanwhile, Leo's hands roam Clara's body beneath the surface. He cups and massages her breasts tenderly, gliding his fingers over to tease at her nipples which respond eagerly to his touch. Clara's hand wraps around his now fully erect length, stroking it gently beneath the cool water.
 

Their mutual desire fuels them as they indulge in carnal acts among nature's beauty. Water splashes around them while Leo pushes into Clara with rhythmic thrusts as she clings to him, legs wrapped around his waist.
 

In between passionate kisses and gasps for air, they share whispered words of want and need - only for each other's ears. Clara unwraps her legs from her husband and swims over beside the waterfall, climbing up onto a rock. She remains on her knees as she looks over her shoulder at him, a naughty smile on her face.

“We didn’t get to have sex under the waterfall the last time we were here.” she tells him, then leans forward onto her hands and knees, presenting him with the sight of her round ass and her perfect little pussy, “Come give me what I want.”

Leo swims up behind Clara, his strokes steady and slow. He climbs onto the boulder, bracing himself on the polished stone just behind her. She keeps her face toward the falls, her back arched, palms and knees planted wide for balance. Leo positions himself and, without warning, thrusts into her. Clara’s head tilts back, hair falling over her shoulders, her mouth open in a wordless gasp. The slap of his hips against her is sharp and regular, amplified by the thrum of water hitting stone from above.

The water below dances with reflected shadows, disturbed by the movement of their limbs and the tremor of the boulder under Leo’s knees. Clara’s arms tremble with the impact of his thrusts, and her nails scrape over the stone, leaving faint streaks. She looks over her shoulder at Leo, her brow furrowed, and then braces her elbows tighter, flattening her chest to the cold rock as he fucks her harder. 

Clara looks back at her husband, the intensity on his face, “Thanks for bringing me back here.” she tells him and she can feel he’s getting close, “Cum on my ass baby.”

Leo lurches forward, then pulls out of her, shooting cum on her ass and back. For a while, neither moves. The lamp beam flickers as the bamboo shifts in the breeze, slicing across the ringlets of water streaming down Clara’s back, now mixed with Leo’s cum. After a long interval, Leo pushes away and slides into the pool, standing waist-deep and steadying Clara as she follows him in. He holds her by the waist for a moment, then releases her. Both swim to the shore and sit together at the water’s edge. They say nothing. The gurgle of the falls overtakes all, burying the sound of early-morning wind in the trees above.
 

They dry off together on the blanket they brought, then dress quickly; Clara tugs on her shorts and tank top, Leo shakes his shirt and brushes sand from the seams. She walks to him, and they embrace, kissing each other.

“That was good,” Clara says, “I love you, Leo.”

“I love you too, Clara.” Leo replies, feeling good about their morning trip.

They grab their things and start the hike back to the huts, descending the switchbacks where dew beads along the cane grass. Around halfway, Leo steps off of a rock, his foot landing awkwardly on a half-buried root in the ground and twists his ankle severely. Clara turns and moves to his side. She bends to examine the ankle, prods it carefully, then drapes his arm across her shoulders. With effort, she helps him upright. Leo limps, right foot dragging, while Clara braces him with both hands locked at his waist. At every few steps, his face pinches and he exhales sharply. The last half mile is slow, the scenery blurring past as Leo struggles to plant each foot.

When they clear the final set of trees before the resort, they see people they don’t recognize, pulling luggage in various directions. They see Maali, standing at the desk under the roof talking to people, new people. There is no boat at the dock and no sign of anyone they spent the last week with.

Leo limps towards the desk with Clara right behind him. Maali sees them coming, his face lighting up with surprise, “Davidson’s! Why you not on the boat?”

“The boat came already?” Leo asks him.

“Yes!” Maali tells him excitedly, “Boat come hour early, like I told you last week!”

Clara slaps her palm onto the desk, her lips parted as she draws a sharp breath. “You changed the time?” she asks. Maali nods, spreads both hands, and points to a sheet clipped to the board on the hut’s wall. Clara reads aloud, voice swelling in stage incredulity: “Guest charter departs one hour earlier than posted, due to incoming storm.” Behind her, Leo leans against the desk, his stance favoring the right leg, foot twisted outward like a stranded swimmer’s. A trickle of sweat slides down his jaw before he wipes at it with the back of his hand.
 

Maali gestures at the guests milling near the huts, then at the empty pier. “We wait for you, but you never come. Boat captain only here for short window.” He lifts his arms in a broad arc, then drops them with a soft slap.

Clara asks what they are supposed to do. Maali shrugs, the gesture small and tight in his pressed shirt. “Next boat not come til next week, and no huts available, all taken by new guests.” Maali flips quickly through a set of papers, then produces a printout from a folder. He runs his finger down a list, stopping at their names. “See? Boat schedule change. Very sorry.” He hands the sheet across. Clara accepts it with two fingers, scanning the highlighted text. She hands it back in silence. Maali leans in, voice lowered. “You can talk to other islander. He maybe help, but I do not know.” He hesitates, glancing at the crowd. “You…maybe ask Sirus. He live on far end with sailboat.” Maali gestures back behind them, toward the wilder, unkempt side of the island. Clara’s jaw ticks. She turns to Leo, then back to Maali.

“Can we get our things?” she asks.

Maali shakes his head. “All bags go on boat.” He shrugs, hands raised high before letting them fall. “I have t-shirt, maybe shorts for you. No shoes, sorry.” He pauses again, then pulls a pair of branded water bottles from behind the desk. “For your trip,” he says. “Better you go now, so you can be there before dark.” Clara holds both bottles upright, offers one to Leo, and they walk away from the check-in desk. They gather some of the leftover breakfast food, and put some in a bag, along with the shirts and anything else useful.

“So, what do you think?” Leo asks her as they stand behind the check in area.

Clara watches people milling around, they joy on their faces, a whole week to look forward to on this island, “Seems like it’s our only option. We can’t just hang around here with no place to go.” she tells him.

Leo nods and they turn and walk to where Maali pointed them to as he told them to follow the afternoon sun. They take the single track up the island’s spine. The canebrakes close in, the trunks clattering together as the wind bends them in bursts, folding the light to dull green. At a fork in the trail, Clara pauses. She pulls the headlamp from her pack and fastens it at Leo’s waist, the elastic cinched twice to fit. She points at the rightward fork, waits for Leo to nod, then sets off again. The brightness from the lamp is thin, barely more than a glow in the daytime gloom. One hundred yards in, Clara stops again and squats in the shadow beneath a clamshell bush. She cups her hands and drinks from the water bottle. Leo stands above her, balanced on his left foot, tapping the other heel gently on the dirt. Clara tilts her face up and, without speaking, splashes a palmful of water in his direction. She stands and, with a short, jerking motion, wipes her palms off on her shorts. In the filtered light, her movements are crisp and businesslike; she shakes out her arms and resumes the climb, her pace now angling upward over stone and damp leaves. Leo limps behind, setting his right foot down with a careful tap each time. The trail narrows, close-walled by fern and low bamboo sprays. A pair of small birds flit along the lower trunks, carving loose circles through the air before vanishing overhead. The two move in silence except for the crunch of soil and the periodic slap of Clara’s palm against her thigh whenever she clears a stray web from the path.

After a few hours of walking their way through trees and overgrowth, they come out onto the beach on the other side of the island. To their left, further up the beach they see a big boat against a small pier, bobbing in the water. As they get closer, they see things in a grassy area further in from the water, crates and lumber scattered around a small building. They walk up to the building, which looks like it’s been here a while and knock on the door, but get no answer. They both shrug at each other, then turn back towards the water and the boat and see a man standing on it now.

He stands taller than Leo, wearing cargo shorts and a white t-shirt. His hair is a lighter almond color with grey at his temples, and a face covered in stubble. He looks to be in fairly good shape, not really looking like a fisherman. He says nothing but his eyes regard them with suspicion, and they can see he has a pistol in one hand by his side as he steps off of the boat onto the pier.

Clara walks forward, dragging Leo by the sleeve. She asks if he is Sirus, gesturing at the boat behind him. The man grins, then coughs into his elbow; his teeth flash in a snarl, more white than you’d expect from some older loner. He answers in a voice that seems rarely used. “That’s my name.” He wipes a string of saliva from his chin. “Did you get lost?”
 

“We missed our boat,” Leo says, “Maali sent us here. He said you have a sailboat and might be able to take us off the island.”
 

Sirus laughs, then turns to the waterline and spits phlegm into the surf. “No idea who that is, but the boat only leaves if I leave.” He shuffles to the side, stepping out onto the sand. Sirus turns, jerking his chin at the boat and then back at Leo and Clara. He sizes up Clara for a few seconds, his gaze moving from her face to her legs and back, before producing a pack of cigarettes from his shirt pocket. He opens the top with a snap, shakes one loose, and holds it to the corner of his mouth. He lights it, the flame of his zippo shivering in the wind, then tucks the lighter away and takes a slow drag. “Why would I want to take you anywhere?” he asks them.
 

Sirus stands, braced and loose-hipped, the cigarette pulsing orange in the tight V of his lips. Leo and Clara remain on the beach, sand clinging to their calves. Clara lifts a hand and rubs at her hair, the knuckles white, then drops both hands to her shorts and tugs them straighter. Sirus rocks back on the heels of his battered shoes, the pistol still nested in the cup of his hand but not raised. He flicks ash onto the coarse grit of the planks. “It’s a long way to anywhere from here,” he says, “and I don’t take passengers.”
 

Clara glances at Leo, then walks closer, leaving space enough between her and Sirus that the wind cuts a clear, empty corridor. She gestures once at the boat with her thumb. “We need to get back. Anything you want for payment?” Sirus narrows his eyes, then scans up the slope toward the scattered crates. “No use for money. Don’t need labor. You can wait here and see if anyone comes looking.” He lifts a shoulder and lets it fall, the pistol rotating briefly so the barrel swings out, parallel to the pier’s edge.
 

Leo steps up beside Clara. “Maali said you’d help.”

Sirus grins, the rip of his teeth showing behind the smoke. “Anything else Maali told you?”

Clara drops her gaze. “He said maybe you were lonely out here.”

Sirus laughs, a line of phlegm thickening his voice. “Did he now. He should mind his own fuckin’ business.”
 

Clara steps even closer, hands splayed and visible. She speaks in a low voice, repeating her request. Sirus lifts the cigarette from his mouth, tilting an eyebrow as he watches her. He brings the smoke to his lips again, eyes drifting from Clara to Leo, then to the sky.

Sirus snorts, saying if they want a ride, they’ll have to be “of use.”

He looks at Leo, “Know anything about sail boats?”

Leo shakes his head.

“Reading nautical maps?”

Leo shakes his head again.

“Read a compass??”

“No, I don’t know anything about sailing at all.” Leo tells him, “My wife doesn’t either.”

Sirus snickers at him, “I can get other uses out of her.”

Leo’s face turns to rage, and he starts stomping towards Sirus. Clara turns around and puts her hands against his chest, “Leo, stop it!!”

Leo tries to keep walking through her, “This is bullshit! He can’t say shit like that about you!!”

Clara pushes against him with all her strength and finally gets him to step back several feet. “Look at me Leo!” He stops resisting and looks down at her. “We have to get off this island, and he’s our only option,” Clara tells him in a quieter tone.

“Hell no!” Leo says, “I’d rather sleep outside for a week and wait for the next boat on the other side.” He glances back to where Sirus stands, watching them.

Clara gets his attention again, “We can’t stay here for a week Leo, we don’t have any food, or clothes, or anything.”

Leo shakes his head at her, “You can’t seriously be considering this. We don’t know anything about this guy, except he’s an asshole and he obviously has ideas about you.”

“I can deal with him,” Clara says, holding a finger up when Leo tries to interrupt her, “Let me talk to him, find out what he’s expecting. If it’s totally crazy, we’ll go back to the other side and forget him. Okay?”

Leo looks at her sternly a few seconds, then nods his head.

Clara turns, squares her shoulders, and strides toward Sirus. She stops at the base of the pier and looks up at him, speaking in a level, measured tone. Sirus smokes, the cigarette flaring yellow in the overcast light. He gestures with his chin at the deck above. Clara nods and ascends the wooden steps, careful not to touch the handrail.
 

On the deck, Clara and Sirus stand facing the water, the silence taut between them. She speaks first, her arms crossed at her chest. Sirus bobs his head, says a word or two, then laughs, loud and hollow. Clara’s face remains impassive. She points at the far horizon, then at the boat, and finally at Sirus. He turns away, flicks the spent cigarette into the sand, and leans against the railing.

Below, Leo paces the line where the pier meets the beach, watching the boat and studying the nearby hut. He sits on a nearby box, keeping his eyes on them as they continue talking. He watches the way Clara keeps eye contact with him as they talk, using her hands now and then to drive a point. After several more minutes, Clara turns and walks off the boat towards Leo. Sirus watches her as she walks away, then goes below deck.

When Clara gets to the building, she twists the handle and open the door, “He said there are some tarps and blankets in here we can use tonight.” she tells her husband. They find them in one of the boxes and make themselves a place to sleep on the floor with a few of the tarps.

Finally, Leo asks her, “So what did he say?”

Clara kneels on the floor, smoothing the tarp with both hands. She tugs a blanket from the crate, shakes it out, and drapes it over the makeshift bed before sitting cross-legged on top, and looks directly at Leo, “He can take us to the west coast, but we’ll have to do things his way, cause it’s his boat and he doesn’t know us or trust us.”

Leo looks at her incredulous, “HE doesn’t trust US?!?” he says very loudly, and Clara motions for him to keep his voice down. Leo lets out a huff of air, then sits down with her, keeping his voice lower, “he’s the one that came out here with a gun, talking all that crazy stuff.”

“He apologized for that.” she tells him, “He was freaked out that we just showed up here. He says that’s never happened since he’s been here.”

Leo looks at her, “How long has he been here?”

Clara shakes her head, “I didn’t ask him that, but I think it’s been a long time.”

“Okay, so how does this work?” Leo asks.

Clara sighed and motioned for Leo to sit down with her, “Please just listen to what I tell you, and don’t freak out and interrupt me, okay?”

Leo nods, so Clara starts explaining, “He says he can show you the basics, so you can at least take over for him sometimes steering the boat. Also, he wants you to help with cooking, keeping things mostly neat on the trip.”

“So what does he want you to do?” Leo asked her.

Clara looks nervously down for a few seconds, before explaining, “He wants me to stay close to him, because you make him nervous.” Leo starts to scoff and object but Clara holds her hand up to stop him, “Yes, he said you looked out of control earlier and he doesn’t want someone hotheaded and unstable on open water. Could get us all killed.”

“Oh, come on!” Leo tells her, “Don’t you think that’s way too dramatic?”

Clara nods, “Yea, maybe so. But he doesn’t know us and he’s been out here alone for who knows how long, so maybe he’s super paranoid.”

“So, you have to stay with him? Be his shadow or something?” Leo asks her.

Clara nods, “Yes, and that includes at night. He’ll make my own space to sleep in his room.”

Leo stares at Clara for a long moment. “He wants you to stay with him at night?!?”

“Yes,” Clara says, “He’s worried about you attacking him at night, and thinks if I’m there with him you won’t do it.”

Leo rubs his head, “I can’t believe this. Don’t you think this is insane?”

"It will be fine, Leo," she says. "It's just for a few days. He'll get used to us." She looks over her shoulder at the window, then at the glass bottles and rusted cans lining a plank shelf.

Leo stands, bracing his foot against a crate, and looks at the floor. He says, "Did he say exactly what 'staying close' means?"

Clara crosses her arms, fingers tapping at the seams of her shorts. "He said I just need to be in the same room most of the time. That's all. It's nothing weird."

Leo laughs loudly, “It’s nothing BUT weird Clara.”

“I know,” she replies, “but I have to put up with him more than you do and if it gets us home, we can deal with it. Then we won’t ever have to see him again.”

Clara folds her arms and leans against the wall, her eyes fixed on a spot just over Leo's shoulder. Leo sets his jaw and paces to the other side of the room. He stops beside a window, peers through the warped glass at the water outside, then looks back at Clara.
 

"Fine," he says, the word clipped. He turns, searching the room for something, then sets to organizing the few supplies they have into stacks on a side table.

Clara stands and walks to him, hugging him from behind, “Thank you. We’ll get through this I promise. Just keep him calm and heading east, okay?”

Leo leans his head back against hers, “Yea, alright.”

She kisses him on the neck and lets go of him, “I’ll go tell him that we agree so we can leave as soon as possible.” she tells him, then walks out the door. The door sticks briefly, hinges shrieking, but she puts a shoulder to it and forces it tight in the jamb. The wind rattles the window beside Leo, sending a scatter of grit onto the plank floor. Leo stacks the battered cans into a pyramid, then sits on a crate by the door, elbows on his knees, water bottle dangling from the grip of both hands.
 

Outside, the clouds shudder and begin to split, lines of dull sunlight striping the grass beside the path. Clara’s footsteps sound along the cinder block stoop, then fade as she moves toward the pier. Leo watches through the window. He can see the top of Clara’s head as she walks to the pier; her ponytail bounces in time with her gait, loose wisps flagging out behind her in the new wind.
 

On the pier, Sirus stands hunched beside a battered blue cooler. His back is turned to the hut, but when Clara approaches, he straightens with a stiff click of his knees. He points at the horizon, then at the boat, then jerks a thumb in the direction of the resort side of the island. Clara speaks, her words low and quick, hands moving in shape after shape: clasped, then open, then palms pressed together. Sirus fidgets with the lighter in his hand, flicking the top open and closed as he listens.
 

Clara gestures toward the hut, then at herself, then taps two fingers to the wood of the dock. Sirus nods, pocketing the lighter, and bobs his head as he points to the prow of the boat. Sirus pivots on one heel and marches up the ramp, his stride loose but hard. He crouches at the starboard rail and tugs at a canvas tarp, rolling it with quick, precise gestures. Clara follows, maintaining two arm’s lengths behind Sirus as they move down the length of the deck. Sirus points at the main hatch, then says something without turning around. Clara backs up, plants her hands on her hips, then nods once and heads for the pier’s foot.
 

Clara enters the hut, shoulders squared, and closes the door. She stands for a moment listening to the wind against the glass, then walks to where Leo sits on the crate. “He says we can leave first thing in the morning. He’ll get everything ready.” she tells him.

Leo nods, “So we sleep in here tonight then?” he asks and Clara nods.

They eat a little something they had with them, then as darkness starts to settle, decide to get some sleep.


Chapter 7: The OutCast

Leo stirs awake. It is still dark and the only sound is from the surf outside. He reaches beside him and feels only emptiness, which makes him sit up quickly. His eyes scan the dark inside of the building but sees no sign of his wife, so he stands and stiffly walks to the door and opens it slightly. He can see light coming from the small port windows of the boat but doesn’t see any movement.

He continues out of the door, hobbling toward the pier.  Boxes and items are scattered in piles around it, most put there after he was asleep. He reaches the pier,  the large boat directly in front of him, the word “OutCast” painted in faded letters on the back of it. As he steps onto the plank leading onto the boat, his wife comes up from under the deck and sees him.

“Hey, you're up.” She says to him, looking far more cheerful than he feels.

“How long have you been awake?” he asks her.

“A few hours I guess. I couldn't sleep and I heard him out here, so made myself useful.” she tells him. “I have your space all made up and ready for you.”

Leo looks at her, “what space?”

“Where you’ll be sleeping.” she tells him.

Before Leo can reply, Sirus comes up the steps behind Clara. His hands quickly touch her hips as he moves past her, and he stops walking when he sees Leo standing there. His eyes widen briefly, then he glances at Clara before he says anything, “Morning. Go and get whatever you have and load it up. We’ll be leaving soon.” He walks past and onto the shore, moving some boxes around.

“Need help with it?” Clara asks her husband.

Leo shakes his head, “It’s not very much. I’ll be right back.”

Leo turns and walks back toward the hut. A gull lifts from the curve of the roof, scattering shell fragments onto the sand below. In the hut, Leo bunches together the pair of shirts, the last water bottle, and the remaining food scraps into a thin bundle. He pauses, glancing once over the battered table, then leaves, closing the door behind him. On the pier, he watches Sirus haul boxes from the shore, setting them in matched pairs up the ramp to the boat.

As Leo gets closer to the pier, his wife comes up from inside the boat again, '“Hey, come on down and take a look.”

He steps onto the boat then follows her down the stairs below deck. At the bottom is a room, with a kitchen area on the left, with counters and cabinets against the wall, and a small cooking area on the counters. The rest of the room has a fairly good size table, with a cushioned bench seat along the right wall, and a smaller bench on the opposite side. Directly right of the stairs is a desk, with maps and folders sitting on it, and past that, a closed door. On the left side of the stairs is a room that Clara points out to him.

“Sirus says you can take this room,” she tells him as he looks past her into this small space. It’s maybe ten feet long and five feet wide and contains a simple mattress with a few shelves built into the walls around it.

“Not a lot of room in there.” he says as he leans back out of the door.

“It’s just for sleeping really.” Clara tells him. She opens a door right beside his room where there is a sink and a toilet, then she starts walking to the other end of the main room. There is a short hallway, with another closed door on the right side and a larger bathroom with a small shower on the left side. At the end of this short hallway, Leo can see a larger bed, with a place to sit where the door opens into the room.

“So, where are you going to sleep exactly?” Leo asks her. There is nothing in this room except for the mattress that goes all the way to each side of the room.

Clara points in the room, “In here with him. He’s going to put something between us to separate our areas somehow.”

Leo looks at her with skepticism, “You said he would have a place for you, so I thought you’d be on the floor or something, not on the bed with him.”

Clara shrugs. “I’ll show you.” She walks to the end of the hall and gestures at the mattress, then pulls a folded length of sailcloth from the floor. She fans it across the bed, then tucks one edge tightly beneath the mattress, making a pronounced barrier down the center. “He says this is how crew used to do it. No funny business.” Clara raises the cloth, making a tent between the two sides, then lets it fall and laughs softly.

“I’m glad you think it’s funny.” Leo tells her just as Sirus yells down from above that he needs them on deck.

Clara gets off the bed, “I know it’s not funny. We just have to deal with it for a few days.” She gives him a smile, and they make their way back up the stairs.

Back up on the deck, they see Sirus untying the boat from the pier, then he spends a few hours showing Leo the basics of operating a sailboat. He shows him about steering, tying a knot properly, raising and lowering the sails, adjusting for wind and using the compass, “Just keep in mind, if we’re going towards the sun every morning, then we’re on the right course.” he tells him.

After they get going, they sit up on the deck, Leo and Clara taking in the vast view of the ocean all around them, Sirus smokes, his expression unreadable. Leo half watches him, lots of questions swimming around in his head about this man who lives all by himself on a small island.

“So, what kind of boat is this?” he finally asks him.

Sirus looks at him, his expression staying neutral as he just looks at him for several seconds, like he can’t decide if he wants to answer the question or not. Finally, he flips his cigarette over the side of the boat, “It’s a 1996 Grand Soleil. I bought it in 1997.”

Leo nods like he’s impressed, “It’s a nice boat. Too nice for a fishing boat.”

Sirus lets out a grunt, “I’m not a fisherman.”

“What do you do out here then?” Leo asks him.

Sirus looks at him a few seconds, “I live a solitary, peaceful life. Or at least I did ‘til you two came along and fucked it up.”

Leo ignores his complaint, “How long have you been out here?”

Sirus smiles at him, but not really in a friendly way, “You ask a lot of questions.”

Leo raises his hands and shrugs, “Not much else to do for the next few days. If you don’t want to tell me, then don’t tell me.”

“Sirus used to be an executive for a movie company.” Clara says. Leo looks at his wife, not liking how she speaks about him. The way she casually used his name, then told him something about this man that he didn't know.

He looks back at Sirus, “An executive huh?” Sirus only nods casually. “Why leave that to come out here in the middle of nowhere and live like a caveman?”

Sirus lets out a breath, looks out over the water, “There were…….accusations.”

“Accusations?” Leo prods.

“By women I had………..relations with.” Sirus finishes.

“You assaulted them?” Leo asked with some hidden joy.

“NO, NO.” Sirus defends himself angrily, “Those women wanted to be with me and enjoyed every minute of it, some of them visited me on this boat more than once.” Leo can tell his breathing has quickened, “A few of them wanted more from me, and when that wasn’t going to happen, they decided to make up lies and ruin me!”

Leo listens to Sirus’s story, then glances at Clara. Sirus turns away from them and tosses his lighter between his hands, his jaw set tight. He leans over the side, eyes on the horizon. For a stretch, nobody talks. A gull tracks the boat, its wings opening wide on a thermal before vanishing behind the mast.
 

“Did you ever think about fighting it?” Clara’s voice is low.

He looks at her skeptically, “That can drag on for years and cost a lot of money.” He turns back around, “I just got on my boat one day to go out on the water for a little bit and ended up going for days. Ended up here and never went back.”

“And you haven’t been around anyone else since?” Clara asks him.

“Nobody.” Sirus says, “That place on the other side of the island wasn’t here when I found this place.”

Clara nods, “You must get really lonely though.”

“I got used to it,” Sirus tells us, “Plus, nobody can accuse you of anything or screw you over.” He lets out a long breath, letting us know he’s done with this conversation for now. “I should take a nap, so I can take over for you later when you need to sleep.” he says to Leo, “We’ll be back up in a few hours.” He then turns and looks at Clara.

Clara meets Sirus’s gaze, “I’m going too?” she asks him.

“That was our deal.” Sirus tells her. He looks over to Leo as he waits for her.

Clara stands, sees that Leo is about to say something in protest about the situation, and puts a hand on his shoulder as she leans down to him, “Let it go. I could use a nap myself, and it’s just a few days.” She looks him in the eyes and sees him calm somewhat, so she leans in and gives him a kiss, “See you in a bit.” She walks down the deck towards the rear of the boat, turning to go down the stairs and can see Sirus is following behind her. She walks across the main room, then into the short hallway that leads to Sirus’s room. She hears a noise behind her and turns around to see Sirus has pulled a curtain across from one side of the hallway to the other, giving his whole area more privacy.

Sirus walks by her, stopping into the small bathroom area, removing his shirt before he grabs a cloth and wets it. He rubs it over a bar of soap, then starts wiping himself down with it. Clara stands in the hallway, watching him, fidgeting slightly. She knows Leo would have a big problem with this, which causes her to be more nervous than she should be, but there’s no changing it. She feels a tiny bit guilty about watching Sirus but not enough to avert her eyes or just walk into his room entirely and out of his sightline.

Before she can make any decision, Sirus turns to her, offering the cloth, “Want to freshen yourself up?”

She looks at him wide-eyed for a few seconds, caught off guard by the question, “Oh, well…..” she manages to reply.

“Here” Sirus says as he grabs her hand and places the cloth in it, “Will help you cool off. There’s no air conditioning on this thing.” he says and then steps into his bed area.

Clara turns back and steps into the small bathroom area. She closes the door, which takes making sure her legs and feet are out of the way, then sees her reflection in the small mirror. She takes her shirt off, leaving her in just her bikini top and shorts, then starts washing herself off. When she’s done, she puts her shirt back on then makes her way into Sirus’s room. He’s lying on one side of the bed in nothing but a pair of briefs, watching her as she crawls onto the opposite side of the mattress. She lays down and feels air from a small fan clipped onto one of the shelves over the bed blowing across them. The air is a bit stuffy, even with the fan going.

“I usually don’t wear anything when I sleep so it’s cooler, but also it keeps clothes cleaner longer.” Sirus explains to her, “so if you want to take anything off feel free. I’ll turn and face away from you.”

“I can put the barrier up between us.” Clara offers.

“You can,” Sirus says, “but then you’ll block the fan from blowing on you. It’s small, but it does make a difference.”

Clara looks at the fan, then at Sirus, and gives a noncommittal grunt. She lays on her back, pulling her shirt up slightly to expose her stomach to the breeze. Sirus stretches, faces away from her, and closes his eyes. The room is quiet except for the hum of the fan and soft creaks of the boat’s movement. After a few minutes, Clara feels too warm and too tense to even think about falling asleep. Sirus is breathing slow, so she sits up slightly and takes her shirt off, then slides her shorts off as well, leaving her in just her bikini.
 

She adjusts the triangles of her bikini to cover more skin, then slides her feet under the edge of the thin blanket. For several long minutes, neither moves. The fan whirs, its blades stuttering in the humid air. At length, Clara lays flat and shifts to face the wall, body curled away from Sirus. The only sound is the drone of the fan and a distant click of the hull as the boat rocks against the light swell.


Chapter 8: Storm Warnings

Leo makes his way silently down the steps, the ocean wind the only sound he can hear as he goes lower and lower. He stayed focused on keeping the boat on course for a while, finally unable to keep himself from going down and checking about his wife after over an hour since she left with Sirus. At the bottom of the stairs, he makes his way across the room as silently as he can, then notices the curtain pulled closed across the hallway. He didn’t know it was there when Clara showed him around and he stops walking, trying to decide what to do. He stands there listening but hears nothing but the sound of the boat itself, so he continues moving closer. When he reaches the curtain, he stops again, his ears trying to pick up any sounds but hears nothing, so he reaches out and quietly pulls the curtain open just enough so he can look beyond it.

He sees his wife, lying on her right side only wearing her bikini which has come askew on one side exposing one of her nipples as she sleeps. He also sees Sirus, lying behind her also on his right side, closer to his wife than he would like. The sleeping pair doesn’t stir. The only light in the hall falls in dim stripes across the floor from a vent in the ceiling. Sirus’s arm rests atop the sailcloth barrier, his palm hanging open, just inches from Clara’s shoulder. Leo remains still behind the curtain, silent except for the faint hitch of his breath. Clara’s hair is splayed over the pillow, cheek pressed into the fabric. In the dark, the exposed line of flesh is pale and almost luminous. The left strap of her bikini rides high near her neck, leaving her breast largely uncovered. Sirus shifts slightly, his knees drawing upward, the motion causing the mattress to dip and tilt Clara backward. His eyes remain shut, breath slow and even.

Leo scans what he can with his eyes, not seeing any sign of the pistol, but knows it has to be close to Sirus somewhere. He watches for a moment longer, then releases the edge of the curtain. The fabric slips back into place, muting the view. He stands in the corridor, shoulders braced, head lowered. He listens to the layered rhythms: boat hull ticking, the soft coo of Clara’s exhale, the deeper saw of Sirus’s snore. Leo steps backward, moving lightly to avoid the creak of the boards. He makes his way toward his own cabin, pauses at the galley, then draws a water bottle from the counter. He stands by the tiny sink, drinking in long sips, staring at the closed curtain.

The first sense that came back to Clara was the motion of the boat, then the sounds of it as it creaked and moved over the water. She slowly opened her eyes seeing the wall that she was facing while laying on her side. Her mind recalibrated as she recalled where she was and why. A sound behind her caught her attention, so she slowly rolled onto her back to find Sirus sitting on the bed behind her shuffling some papers.

“Welcome back.” he said to her with a big smile on his face.

Clara gave him a smile of her own, “Guess I was more tired than I thought. Any idea what time it is?” she asked him as she lifted a hand to rub her eyes. He told her it was just after noon, which means she got over two hours of sleep. She noticed Sirus still grinning as his eyes were somewhere below her chin, so she glanced down at herself and saw her bikini top was not covering much of anything. She throws her head back on the pillow in frustration, “Please don’t tell Leo about this.”

Sirus laughs, “That’s between you and your husband.” He keeps his eyes on Clara, and she makes no move to cover herself, “Doesn’t seem to bother you too much.” he tells her, then asks, “How long have you two been married?”

“Five years.” Clara tells him.

“Has he always been the jealous type?” Sirus asks her, his eyes still on her breasts.

Clara chuckles, “No, he waited until after we got married.”

“Why’d that change?” Sirus asks, still watching her.
 

Clara sits up and readjusts her bikini top. “No idea,” she says.

“Well, you are a very beautiful woman, so he’s smart to keep an eye on you.” Sirus says.

Clara turns and looks at him, the deep blue of his eyes, the squared jaw, his wide shoulders and muscular arms, “How many women have you had here?” she asks him.

Sirus squints his eyes like he’s thinking, “Too many to remember, though there's a few that stand out, and no, I didn’t assault any of them.” he adds on.

Clara continues searching his eyes, then finally says, “No, you don’t seem like the assaulting type, even with the gun.”

Sirus laughs, “That's for your husband, he seems pretty unpredictable.”

“I can handle him.” she tells him.

Sirus grins wider, “But can he handle you?”

Clara half rolls her eyes, “I should go and check on him.”

Sirus nods then puts his shirt back on, “I need to stop at the bathroom before we go up.” he tells Clara, then reaches under the sheets and slides his pistol out and into his pocket after he gets his shorts on. He slides off the bed and into the bathroom close by, leaving the door half open. Clara puts her shirt back on while she waits for Sirus, then tells him she needs to go herself when he’s done. Afterward, they make their way back up onto the deck and find Leo sitting at the back of the boat.

Clara walks to him, giving him a smile that he doesn’t return, “Are you okay?” she asks him.

Leo looks at her as she sits, then watches Sirus as he checks the compass and sails, “I’ll just be glad when this trip is over. Him keeping you away from me is bullshit!”

Clara sits down next to him, “I don’t like it any more than you do, but it’s getting us home.”

Leo gives her a sharp look, “You didn’t look too uncomfortable down in bed with him.”

Clara’s lips tighten, a slow exhale leaving her nose. She keeps her gaze on the horizon as she answers, “What are you saying, Leo?”
 

Leo shakes his head, the motion quick and sharp. The wind lifts a strand of hair from his forehead. “It’s like you’re fine with all this. Like he can do whatever and you’ll just go along.” His eyes flick once to Sirus, then settle on Clara.
 

She huffs, biting off a quick laugh. “We were asleep and it’s really hot down there! I can’t help if my bikini top slips off!” she yells at him in a whispered tone, trying to keep this ridiculous conversation to just her and her husband.

Leo gives a frustrated sigh, “I'll just be glad when this is over and we can go back to our normal lives.”

Clara waits until Sirus is fully focused at the helm, the wind at his back, before turning to her husband on the rear bench. She leans close so her voice will not carry forward. “I’m not sure I want to go back to anything,” she says, her gaze fixed on Leo’s face. “You don’t see it, do you? I’ve been locked up in that house for years. I used to have a life before all this. I used to do things, meet people. Now it’s like I belong in a box you bought at the store.” 
 

Leo’s mouth opens, then closes. His arms hang rigidly at his sides.
 

Clara keeps her voice low. “All week on this island, now with you and Sirus, and even with Gavin before… It made me realize how much I need something different. Something wild, or at least real.” She glances back at Sirus, then at the water behind the boat. “Who I am, what I want — it has nothing to do with him. He’s not the point. This is about you and me finding a better way.”
 

Leo’s jaw moves but no words issue out.
 

Clara shakes her head, uncrosses her legs, and stands, gripping the rail. “I’m not blaming you. I just can’t do it anymore. Not like the last five years.” She looks at Leo, then turns and walks up the deck, planting her feet on the sun-warmed boards. She moves to the bow, where she stands braced against the railing, her hair thrown forward by the wind.

Before Leo can wrap his head around what his wife just told him, Sirus asks him to go down with him so he can point out where the food supplies are and get some lunch together. He points out the cabinet that contains various canned good. Fruits, veggies and beans all lined up in the counter shelves. Sirus opens another door that holds dried meats, and there’s even a few packages of bread. Leo notices that the labels on all of these items are in Japanese.

“You do your shopping in Japan?” he asks Sirus.

Sirus nods while he grabs a few cans, “It’s a lot closer to me, so I make a trip there every few weeks. I could have taken you guys there you know.”

Leo carries a few things over to the table and sets them down, “Not sure she wants to go anywhere with me right now.”

Sirus smirks to himself, then turns towards Leo, “Rough waters with you two?”

Leo gives him a dead-pan expression, “Funny. It’s just stress from missing our boat and being gone for a week. Nothing for you to worry about.”

“You’re probably right.” Sirus says unconvincingly. “I’m sure she wasn’t thinking straight earlier in my room.”

Leo looks at him unamused, “What do you mean?”

Sirus hesitates a little, “She was just interested in the women I’ve had on this boat, how many there were, what type of women, things we did. Stuff like that.”

“Why would she care about that?!” Leo asks, a touch of anger in his voice.

Sirus sets a few things down on the table, raises his left hand in a half attempt to feign innocence in the situation, “I was surprised by her questions too, even gave her vague answers, but then she asked if they had breasts as pretty as she does and pulled her top up.”

Leo stands staring at him, waiting for him to tell him the rest, “Did anything else happen?” he asks impatiently.

“No, nothing happened,” Sirus tells him. “I kept my hands to myself and we eventually fell asleep.”

Sirus cracks the lid off a can with a stubby knife and begins to scoop out bright cubes of meat onto a plate. He gestures for Leo to open the bread, then turns away toward the galley’s tiny fridge. Leo lifts the cellophane from a loaf and sets a few slices on the table beside the cans.

Sirus speaks in a calm voice—low, precise—while arranging the spread. “She’s got questions, your wife. More than most.” He uncaps a jar and lines up a row of dried sardines, crest to tail, then adds a scoop of beans. “Nothing happened,” Sirus says again, slicing through the meat and laying it flat atop the bread. “She’ll tell you the same.” He finishes cutting, then starts towards the stairs, “I’ll let her know lunch is ready.” Sirus climbs the stairs and calls Clara’s name. She emerges from the bow, hair flattened to one side of her head, her shirt swinging loose from where she’d pulled it on. She follows Sirus back down, lingers at the top of the galley steps, then slides onto the bench beside Leo. Sirus sits opposite, sets down the plate, and pops a can for himself.
 

They eat in silence, the sound of cutlery against plastic and the subtle whine of the rigging overhead. Sirus pours water into enamel cups and pushes one toward Clara, then one to Leo, who only sips. Clara pulls the dried sardine with two fingers, splits it, and eats a small section before setting the rest on her plate. She glances at Leo, then across to Sirus, but says nothing.
 

When the meal is over, Sirus points Leo toward the deck. “Your turn at the helm,” he says. Leo nods and moves up the steps, closing the latch behind him. Clara gathers the plates, rinsing them at the basin while Sirus wipes his hands dry on his shirt and stands close watching her from the side. She finishes cleaning, shrugs her hair aside, and turns to leave, but Sirus blocks her briefly with a hand at her elbow.
 

“You’re not happy with him,” Sirus says in a measured tone, quiet. “You could stay. I don’t have another woman here.” He leans in, voice low and clipped. “Think about it.” He steps aside and cracks the galley window, lighting a cigarette. Clara slips around him and goes up the stairs, sees Leo at the wheel and walks over and stands closer to him. She notices Sirus come up out of the corner of her eye and stand further back, eyeing them.

She hears the sound of her husband’s voice, “So, what happens now? Is this the end of us?” She shifts her eyes towards him and finds him looking at her while he holds the helm.

She lets out a sigh, “Only if you’re unwilling to get past this jealousy thing and stop hiding us at home all the time.”

“I just don’t want to risk losing you.” Leo tells her.

“But playing it safe has brought us here, so it’s still been a risk.” Clara replies.

“I guess it has.” Leo says, his shoulders dropping slightly, “How can I fix it?”

“Just be honest with me.” Clara tells him, “Why did you get hard when I brought Gavin into our hut?”

Leo looks at her with surprise and confusion, “Why are you going back to that?”

Clara takes a step closer to him, “Because it happened and you avoided telling me why.”

“I told you it was because you pulled your top down and you’re beautiful.” Leo tells her.

Clara shakes her head, “I don’t think that was all of it though. You’ve seen me topless many times and didn’t get hard, so I think me being topless next to Gavin is what did it.” Clara puts a finger to her lips like she’s thinking, “Maybe it’s what you couldn’t see me doing to Gavin that got you hard.”

Leo looks away from her and says nothing. Clara moves closer to him, her hand touching his arm, “You can’t be honest with me until you’re honest with yourself.” she tells him.

She sees Sirus toss his cigarette over the side, then move past them to the front of the boat, checking sails and ropes as he goes. Her eyes fall back to her husband, “Jealousy is a normal thing, but try and channel yours into passion and desire, not destruction.”

“I was trying.” Leo tells her and she nods in acknowledgement, giving his arm a squeeze. He glances at Sirus, “He sure thinks you have an interest in him.”

Clara half shrugs, “You have to admit, Hollywood executive gets in trouble and flees to a remote island for almost thirty years?  Giving up his lifestyle and women? Is kind of interesting, and sad.”

Leo looks at his wife and swears he sees a slight dreamy look on her face, “And you have to stay close to him for the next few days: perfect.” he says with some sarcasm.

Clara squeezes his arm, “It will be fine, plus after so long, he may not even care about women that way, or his body may not work for that anymore.” she says and starts laughing, trying to keep from being too loud.

Leo looks at her less amused, but keeps his attitude in check, “I doubt that, especially if you’re going to keep showing yourself off to him.”

“I told you that was an accident.” Clara says with a slight bit of annoyance. “And it just may happen again, so don’t let it be a problem, remember what I told you about the right kind of jealousy.”

Leo and Clara stand together in the breeze for a minute, then she breaks away from him, walking the length of the deck to the bow of the boat. She leans over the rail, looking out at the horizon ahead, hair caught in a shifting halo by the wind. Leo maintains his position at the wheel, his hands fixed, his eyes moving between his wife, Sirus, and the sails above.
 

Sirus sets about adjusting lines at the foredeck, his arms flexing as he pulls and knots the ropes, then turns to peer back at Clara. Neither speak, but Sirus angles his body to face her and after a few intervals, leans against the mast, addressing her with a gesture toward the water. Clara follows his gesture with her gaze. Sirus says something in a low voice; the wind snatches away the words and disperses them behind the boat. Clara lets out a brief and sharp laugh, then moves to stand beside the mast, her bare feet silent on the deck. Sirus speaks again, this time watching her face as he does. Clara listens with her head canted to the side, then responds, her words lost to the breeze.

Leo watches his wife look at him briefly before she reaches down and pulls her shirt off, then removes her shorts as well, leaving her in just her bikini. He can't help but think about how easily she goes from arguing with him, to smiling and being at ease around Sirus. She starts to walk toward Leo, and over her shoulder he can see Sirus, smiling slightly as he watches her ass walking away from him.

When Clara reaches Leo, she holds out her clothes, “Can you put these down in my room for me? I don't want the wind blowing them away.”

The use of the words “my room” burns in Leo, but he puts on a smile and says, “yea sure.” Clara thanks him and turns to walk back toward Sirus who is looking right at him smiling.


Chapter 9: Revelations at Sea

Leo comes back up from below and sees his wife and Sirus placing mats at the front of the boat. Sirus is telling her something as they both lay down on their backs side by side. He returns to the helm as they get involved in conversation, their hands moving as they talk together. He watches as Sirus reaches into a storage compartment next to him and produces a bottle of suntan lotion. Sirus shakes the bottle, slaps it against his palm, and squirts a stream of lotion across his bare chest. He hands the bottle to Clara, who twists the cap and applies a glob onto her legs, rubbing it slowly from ankle to thigh, working the lotion into her skin with steady, symmetrical circles. At the same time, Sirus rolls onto his side, propped up by one elbow, and points at a splotch of white left at the ridge of Clara’s shoulder.
 

Clara glances at him, then sets the bottle on the deck and reaches back to smear the spot with the back of her hand. Sirus reaches over and traces his finger across the line of lotion, then gently wipes it away with a single motion. Clara flashes a smile in his direction and shifts her hips, crossing one leg over the other. Sirus shifts as well, now facing outward toward the water, and continues talking as he gestures out at the horizon. Leo remains silent at the wheel, his gaze flicking occasionally from the pair on the mats to the sails above.
 

After a few minutes, Clara leans over, brushing the hair from her face. She takes up the bottle again, turns toward Sirus, and laughs as she points at a streak of unblended lotion running down his upper arm. Sirus raises his eyebrow and flexes his biceps, presenting the offending patch for inspection. Clara tosses her hair over her shoulder, then dips her fingers onto his arm and rubs the lotion in with brisk, circular strokes. Clara laughs, then applies more lotion to Sirus’s arm, working her fingers across his skin with slow, methodical sweeps. Sirus flexes for her, each motion deliberate, his gaze fixed on the spot where Clara’s hand moves. She stops to examine her work, then slides her palm up the length of his arm, cupping his shoulder briefly. Sirus’s response is to reach down and squeeze her calf, thumb gliding along the curve. Clara does not pull away; she just continues to smooth lotion onto his neck and the top of his back, shifting onto her knees to reach higher. The light wind flutters the ends of her hair over his shoulder.
 

Sirus finishes turning to face Clara, his torso twisted toward her, arms loose at his sides. Clara shakes the lotion bottle, dabs it onto his bare back, and draws the sunscreen in precise white arcs along his spine. Sirus dips his chin and laughs, a low roll of sound, then lifts one elbow to let her reach beneath his arm. Up above, Leo adjusts the helm, nudging the rudder to correct their course, but his eyes never leave the pair at the bow.
 

Clara leans closer, her hand braced against the mat for balance, and spreads lotion across Sirus’s upper chest, just beneath his collar. She pats at the slicked skin, her hand lingering. Sirus looks down at her, and for a moment their faces are only inches apart. Clara flicks a stray wisp of lotion from her wrist onto Sirus’s chest, leaving a dot that he wipes away with a slow sweep of his thumb. Clara sits back on her heels, head tilted as she surveys the long line of sun-shined skin along Sirus’s chest and arms. He opens his arms wide, palms up, as if inviting more attention, and Clara laughs as she slaps his bicep and draws her hand down the side of his ribs, smearing the lotion into the narrower ridges around his waist. Sirus flexes his core, chin lifted, and bounces his pecs in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Clara shakes her head, face split in a wide grin, and wipes her palms on her own thighs, leaving pale streaks of white above her knees. Sirus reaches behind and unclips his necklace, then hands it to Clara silently. She twirls the pendant twice on her finger, then sets it beside the mat and resumes rubbing sunblock onto his back, both hands now pressing and sliding in brisk, overlapping strokes. Sirus lets his head fall forward, eyes closed, as Clara glides her hands up to his neck and then over his shoulders.
 

After a minute, Clara sets the bottle down and gestures toward the sails, then points at the shifting line of the horizon. Sirus follows her indication, then sits up, resting an arm loosely around her lower back as they talk. Clara leans in, her hair falling over her face, and laughs as she gestures toward the cabin. Sirus leans closer to her, their foreheads nearly touching, then glances toward the rear of the boat, where Leo stands alone at the helm. Sirus mutters something in Clara’s ear, and she slaps his arm again, feigning a protest that is more play than anger. Sirus leans back and squints into the sun, stretching his legs out and resting both hands behind him for balance. The two of them sit like this for several minutes, exchanging short phrases and laughter, arms and shoulders brushing at intervals as the boat rises and drops with the gentle swell.

All of this happens as Leo stands at the helm, watching it. It makes him think about when he first saw Clara. He was invited to a party at someone’s house with a friend of his in college. He didn’t know the people that lived in the house, but his friend did, so he decided to go along, get out for a while. He was milling through the crowd and saw her walking with a guy, holding his hand. There were plenty of girls at this party, but Clara stood out. She was fairly tall, blonde hair half-way down her back, gorgeous big breasts accentuated by the top she wore, and long toned legs that shot out from the short skirt she wore ending in a cute pair of heels. She was stunning, and the way most other guys stared at her, he wasn’t the only one who felt that way.

An hour or so later, he saw the guy that Clara walked in with storm out the front door, then a little later saw Clara sitting and talking with another guy who looked completely enamored and smitten with her, which was completely understandable.

The first time Leo actually met Clara, was a few months later at the restaurant he worked at part-time. She came in with the same guy he saw her sitting with at that party and was seated in his station. He was cordial, attentive, helped them decide on their order while taking in how good she looked. After they were done eating, he ran into her coming out of the hallway to the restrooms and they started a conversation. She remembered him from the party, which shocked him, and somehow the topic switched to a movie that was recently out in theaters and before he knew it, they had plans to go see it together. She left the restaurant with the guy she came in with, oblivious to their plans to see a movie as far as he knew.

They saw each other all the time after that and all she would say about the other guy, was that they broke up. He wasn’t right for her. Leo was too happy to question her about it, taking her at her word.

The only time it came back to his thoughts was when he saw her dancing with Phillip at his company’s Christmas party after they were married. It all came back to him in a rush and for the first time he wondered if it could still happen to him, even though they were now married. He couldn’t bear to take the chance, so he got her out of that party as quickly as he could and just avoided being out in places with her, which she was not willing to tolerate any longer.

Clara’s laugh brings him back to the present and he sees his wife turning over to lay on her stomach. She lays flat, her head resting on her arms, face looking at Sirus as they continue talking. Leo can’t hear anything they say, but soon Sirus reaches over and unties her top, letting the string fall to the sides of her. She doesn’t move but her smile stays on her face as she laughs while Sirus lifts the straps away, pulling her top from underneath her and setting the triangles of blue fabric beside her on the mat. Clara’s arms remain tucked beneath her, shielding her chest from direct view, but the curve of her exposed back glows in the sun. Sirus gestures with the bottle again, then pours a line of lotion from the nape of Clara’s neck to the small of her back, and begins to rub it in using both hands. The motion is slow, precise, and systematic. He works the lotion over her shoulders and down along her sides, taking time to blend every streak. Clara’s head stays resting on her forearms as she talks to Sirus; he replies in a low, even tone, pausing only when he dips his palms to apply more lotion. He moves lower, coating her back and then her waist, his hands massaging in symmetrical sweeps down toward her hips. For a moment, the two fall silent. Sirus scoops more lotion and works it into the small of Clara’s back, just above her bikini bottom, his thumbs pressing in steady lines along the muscles. He then runs his palms flat over her back, fingers splaying briefly at her ribs before moving up to her shoulders once more. Clara’s arms flex, her body shifting in response to the massage. She lifts her head and says something to Sirus, her voice easy and unguarded. Sirus laughs softly, then pats her lower back and caps the lotion. He wipes his hands on a small towel, then drapes it across Clara’s calves before rolling onto his own back and folding arms behind his head. They remain this way for a while, until Clara decides she’s had enough sun for one day.

She uses the edge of her hand to brush hair from her forehead, then sits upright, scanning the deck before slipping her bikini top over her chest without tying it. She stands, shakes her hair loose, and walks toward the helm, letting the untied straps dangle. As she approaches, she passes by Leo, glances at the ocean, and then at the course indicator mounted on a stubby pedestal. She speaks to him, her tone casual, tugging the bikini top tight around her chest with both hands. “Looks like things are going good back here.”

Leo realizes that she’s looking down at his shorts, where his cock is once again straining within. “Just keeping us on course and moving forward.” is all he says to her.

Clara slides a hand down over his bulge and massages it as she looks in his eyes, “I like this, seeing you turned on is a lot better than you being mad or upset, and I promise you’re not going to lose me.”

“But why would you want to do something..with him?” Leo asks her.

Clara squeezes his dick more firmly through his shorts, “This is part of the reason, even if you won’t admit it.” She glances over at Sirus, still seated at the front of the boat, “And he’s really the only option.” she laughs, “Plus there’s something exciting about him. Leaving everything like he did, being alone for so long. He needs a woman to remind him of what he’s missed out on all these years.” She looks back into Leo’s eyes.

“And you want to be that woman.” Leo says matter of fact.

Clara nods, “I am the only woman here. Besides, it will make him a lot less worried about you.”

Leo nods himself, knowing he has few options, “I love you Clara.”

“I love you too baby.” she replies to him, her smile conveying her feelings. She re-squeezes his dick again, “Just hold on to this feeling for the next few days, okay? Don’t let the bad jealousy and anger come back.” She gives him a kiss on the cheek and takes her hand away from his hardness, then walks back to Sirus who hands her the bottle of water.

A few hours later, Sirus takes over the helm for a while until the sun gets lower and it’s time to eat again. They set out a lot of the same thing they had for lunch and sit together to eat.

Sirus takes a break from chewing a moment, “I was thinking tonight, we could lower the sails, and all get some sleep, then resume our course in the morning.” He looks from Leo to Clara.

“Sounds okay to me.” Clara is the first to speak, and she looks over at her husband who nods a few times.

“Will this put us a day behind getting back?” he asks

Sirus shakes his head, “I’ll be up early, so it’s only 6 or 7 hours delay. I just think it’s safer for us.”

Leo nods again and gives his approval, and after they finish eating, they go up on deck and get the sails lowered and the boat ready for the night. After a while, the sky turns a silvered charcoal and the boat settles on the dimming glass of the sea. They descend into the cabin, the small overhead fixture sputtering a golden nimbus over the table and galley. Sirus pulls a deck of cards from a drawer and fans them onto the table, issuing a challenge for “hands of war.” He deals with a firm, methodical slap, cards flicking across the Formica. Clara sits at his left; her damp hair dark at the nape, skin glowing from the day’s heat. Leo sits opposite, arms folded on the table, eyes on the rough shuffle. Sirus makes a show of the game, laughing at every small victory and narrating each round with a slow, wry cadence.
 

After several hands, Sirus stands and opens the narrow fridge, extracting three beers. He slides them across the table with practiced aim. Clara pops her tab first, laughing at the quick hiss of foam. Sirus raises his can, salutes, then downs half in three gulps. Leo lags, cupping his with both hands. The trio play through three more rounds of cards, the rhythm of the game building with each hand. Sirus leans in as he deals, his forearm brushing Clara’s bare skin, each touch brief but increasingly deliberate. She responds only by drawing closer, her laughter louder each time Sirus wins a hand, her leg pressed flush to his under the table.

Sirus stands and suggests they should get some sleep, so Clara gathers the cards while Leo clears everything else from the table. Sirus wishes Leo a good night as he moves toward the hallway to his quarters, then stands there waiting. Leo and Clara see him standing there, watching them as they give each other a quick hug and kiss goodnight, then Clara walks to Sirus, who lets her go by him into the hallway, then he closes the curtain behind them.
 


Chapter 10: Dangerous Currents

Sirus offers Clara the bathroom first, so she grabs the plastic bag from their sleeping area and sets it on the small counter next to the sink. Sirus leans in the door behind her, and slides a panel open, revealing a small shower.

“Didn’t know that was there.” she tells him.

“I didn’t want your husband to know about it.” he says. Clara raises her eyebrows at him, but before she can say anything, he continues, “Only because this is the only shower on the boat and there's not enough fresh water on board for all of us to use it.”

“But enough for two people?” Clara asks him with some skepticism.

“We'll have plenty if we share the water.” He tells her with a smile on his face.

“What makes you think I'll agree to that?” Clara asks him.

Sirus keeps the smile on his face, “Because I don't want suntan lotion in my bed and it wasn't really a question.  My boat, my rule.”

Clara turns back to the shower. There's a shelf made into the back wall with small bottles of shampoo and soap, but she sees no shower head or handles of any kind, “Doesn't really look like two people can fit in there.” she says as she turns back to Sirus, his large frame hemming her in the bathroom.

“There’s enough room, trust me,” he tells her with that proud grin on his face, “I've had lots of women in there with me.”

“Fine.” Clara says, “let’s get this over with. The curtain is closed, right?” she asks him.

Sirus glances down the hall, “Yea, it’s closed.”

Clara puts a hand against his chest and pushes him lightly, “Go peek out and make sure Leo isn’t standing out there, and show me how to turn the water on for the shower.” Sirus walks out and down the hall, scanning left and right through the curtain, then signals to Clara that the way is clear. He steps back into the bathroom and reaches above the shower stall, unscrewing a cap from an overhead tank. He gestures for Clara to come closer, and lifts a lever, sending a brief spatter of water down across the shelf. He brings his finger to his lips, as if reminding her not to waste a drop. Clara observes, then shrugs and slides out of her bikini top and sets it on the floor, then shimmies the bottoms down and deposits them on the pile.
 

Sirus watches, his face expressionless, but his eyes take in every curve of her body with joy. “You’re a gorgeous woman.” he tells her as he reaches down and slides his shorts off and tosses them onto the floor with Clara’s clothes. Clara watches him with equal interest as he stands up straight again, his large frame taking up most of the space. Her eyes scan down his body, his wide hairy chest, then further down to his cock, which hangs in front of him large and impressive. He steps into the stall first, ducking to clear the low crossbar, then shifts to one side, leaving space for Clara.

She enters, holding the wall with one hand for balance, keeping her back to him. Sirus stands behind her as she squeezes between him and the wall, his cock nestling between her ass cheeks.

“This is very cozy.” Clara remarks, realizing she can’t easily turn around to face him.

“We’ll make this quick.” he says.

He reaches past her and pulls the lever again, sending a new wash of water down Clara’s back and over her hair. She tilts her head forward, the water streaming off in quick, gleaming rivulets.
 

Sirus squirts a dollop of shampoo into his palm, then hands the bottle to Clara. She accepts it, lathers her hair briskly, and stands still as Sirus begins to soap his own scalp. Their bodies, slick and sudsy, press together in the tight space. Sirus scrubs his hair and lets the residue drip down his face and chest, then fixes his hands at Clara’s shoulders, guiding her under the stream so that the suds sluice off quickly. He carefully works the suds out of her hair with both hands, his fingers splaying and raking through the strands until the runoff looks clean. Clara braces her hands against the wall, upright, as Sirus picks up a small bar of soap. He lathers it between his hands, then glides his soapy palms in a deliberate motion over her arms, chest, and sides. The motions are brisk and direct, tracing the contours with methodical efficiency, then moving down along the flare of her hips and over her thighs.

Clara’s breath quickens as she feels his hands on her, moving around her body as he washes her. When she talked to her husband about Sirus, she had a different vision on how it would go, how she would direct things, but Sirus seems to have his own plan. Feeling him reach around and soap and touch her nipples made her weak in the knees, her back pressed up tight against his chest to give his hands room. His cock against her ass is another sensation she’s hyper aware of, especially as she can feel him getting harder. Instead of his cock hanging between her cheeks with a soft but firm feel, now it’s become rigid, the tip of it now sticking through her legs as it fights to be parallel to the ground. Sirus steps closer, his hands braced on Clara’s hips for stability. He slides his soapy palms in a wide circle over her stomach, then up across her breasts, his fingers spreading to cover them completely. He squeezes each with a slow, steady pressure, his breathing loud enough to echo off the plastic walls and tile. The water from above washes suds down over their arms, thighs, and feet. Sirus moves both hands down, one sliding between her legs, slowly working upward. He keeps his other hand at her breast, circling her nipple with a thumb. With his middle finger, he begins to wash beneath the bar of her pelvis, working the soap in slow, gentle circles. Clara braces herself against the wall, arching her lower back, parting her legs a bit more and feeling his cock sliding against her lips.

“Careful with that thing,” Clara says over her shoulder. She saw it when it was limp, but now feeling it harden between her legs she has no real idea of how much bigger it gets when it’s fully erect.

“Why, are you afraid of it?” Sirus asks, his breath hot on her ear with how close he is. “Afraid of what it could do to you?”

“No.” Clara says defiantly. “How do you know it will even work fully after all these years?”

Sirus chuckles in her ear, “I’d be more than happy to show you how good it works.” She can feel his cock gliding back and forth between her legs now.

“You know I’m a married woman,” Clara tells him, knowing that she’s not telling him no.

Sirus moans in her ear, “Even better.”

Sirus nudges her thighs apart with a wide, persuasive movement. He lowers his hips as he lifts her up with his hands, and the tip of his cock finds the opening between her legs, pushing forward until he is pressed fully against her from behind.
 

He leans into her, forcing the bend of her elbows on the wall. With a single, smooth thrust, he buries himself inside, both hands locked at her hips. The sound is wet, a slap and glide, echoing in the chamber. Sirus draws back, then thrusts again with even more force, his thighs driving into the backs of Clara’s legs. He shifts his grip to one breast and one hip, holding her fast as he continues, each motion relentless and measured. Clara keeps her hands braced on the wall, turning her face sideways to avoid the splatter of water that pools along her cheek. Each time Sirus thrusts, Clara’s shoulders slam gently into the wall, driving the breath out of her in staggered grunts. Her fingers splay across the shower’s plastic face, palms flat. Water pools at their feet, swirling around the drain. Sirus increases his pace, driving into her with a hard, rhythmic snap, the wet clap steady and insistent between their bodies.
 

Clara’s head turns, her hair plastered to her jaw as she braces herself, accepting the repeated slamming of Sirus’s body into hers. Sirus tightens his grip on Clara’s breast, kneading and pulling it with each thrust, while his other hand circles her waist and claws up the plane of her stomach. He leans over her, the bristle of his chin raking her shoulder blade. Their skin squeaks slick against each other, smoothed by the constant sheen from the water. Each thrust sounds louder than the last, the noise boxed in by the close plastic and tile. Clara lifts her hips each time Sirus drives forward, her feet barely balanced on the ribbed floor.
 

Sirus pulls Clara flush against him by her hips, driving himself deeper. He leans his chest hard into her back, then, with a low warning groan, jerks once, twice, three times, his movements stuttering with brute force as he cums inside her. He lets go of her waist with one hand and braces both palms against the wall, pinning her there as he slows to a grind. Water pulses and stripes their bodies, the suds slipping down the backs of their knees. Sirus finally draws back, letting his cock slide from her with an audible pop, then shoves it back between her legs, flattening her to the wet plastic panel. He keeps her pinned as his chest rises and falls in uneven jolts, then slowly straightens and steps back from Clara. Hands flat to the wall, Clara holds her position for a moment before she pushes herself upright, her shoulder blades slick with water. She stands, hair plastered to her neck, then glances toward the lever. Sirus grins, squeezes her ass in both hands, then flicks the lever, sending a fresh rush of water over them. Clara stays still while Sirus scrubs her lower back and thighs in quick, confident strokes, then bends and washes himself with brisk efficiency. He reaches past her for the bottle, pours a line along his chest, then uses both hands to rub it in everywhere. He brings a towel down from the shelf, brushes the worst of the water from his skin, then hands it to Clara. She dries herself, stands tall, then wraps the towel around her chest. She steps from the shower, leaving Sirus behind her, who shakes the last of the water from his hair and hips.
 

Sirus steps out and reclaims the towel, dragging it down his face and over his sides. He blots his cock dry in a series of rough tugs, then tosses the towel down with the rest of their clothes. Clara picks the towel up, and walks down the hall, taking a peek out of the curtain. She doesn’t see or hear anything in the limited light, so closes the curtain back and returns to Sirus’s bed and finds him laying on one side of it naked, propped up on one elbow.

He gives her a cocky grin, “Still think it doesn’t work?”

Clara laughs softly as she kneels on the edge of the bed, “It did alright for a few minutes.” she tells him, devious smile on her face.

“Don’t worry, that was just a warmup.” Sirus tells her as he grabs her towel and pulls it away from her, “Ever been fucked on a boat before?”

“Not until just now,” Clara tells him, admiring how he looks, the way his cock lays over one leg.

Sirus nods, “You’re going to love it. The motion of the boat makes it a lot better I promise.”

He reaches forward and grips her hips, turning her toward him. Clara braces herself on the mattress as Sirus hooks her knees, pulling her flat to her back on the edge of the bed. He positions himself between her legs and presses his mouth to her breast, biting and tugging at her nipple before shifting his lips to her jaw. He keeps one hand at her thigh, the other triangulating his weight above her, and enters her again with a single, forceful stroke.
 

Clara lifts both knees, heels planting on the mattress as Sirus drives in. He keeps his mouth at her collar and breast, sucking hard and leaving red marks where his teeth scrape her skin. His hips pin her to the edge of the bed and his hands clamp her thighs apart, holding them wide as he thrusts in a rapid, jolting pace. The motion rocks the thin frame of the bed, the noise of skin on skin echoing through the narrow cabin. Sirus keeps one leg stretched out for leverage, his body braced over Clara as he slams into her in hard, even strokes.

“Fuck you feel good.” Sirus tells her, “No wonder your husband can’t handle you.”
 

Clara draws in a gasp with each impact, arching her chest upwards as Sirus pushes her leg up and over his shoulder. He leans forward and grabs both her wrists in one hand, pinning them above her head. With his free hand, he grabs her breast, squeezing and kneading it as he fucks her. Clara’s head tips back on the mattress; her hair fans over the edge. Sirus grunts, his brow knotted, as he increases his pace, fucking her with sharp, heavy thrusts. The bed gives a steady, percussive rhythm against the cabin wall. He digs his hand into Clara’s hair, pulling her head back to expose her neck, then bites along her jawline, jaw working in a quick staccato. His breathing turns heavy and ragged, the noise filling the small room.
 

Clara’s face is slack, mouth open, her gasps and sharp inhalations audible over the slap of bodies as she cums harder than she can ever remember, her whole body tingling in unison. Sirus shifts his angle, letting her right leg fall wide, then hooks it with a palm beneath her knee and folds her further open, setting a relentless tempo. He holds her by the waist, dragging her hips forward to meet each thrust. He keeps her pinned and uses both hands to wrench her body higher onto the mattress, repositioning her in a rough, continuous motion. Sirus fucks her until the headboard slams the wall, a dull thump repeating in sync with each move. At intervals, Sirus pauses to catch his breath, then resumes, picking up the speed until his cock is a blur. He yanks Clara’s knee up, then pounds into her with short, piston-fast strokes, making the mattress bounce.
 

Sirus pushes himself up on his knees, grabs Clara’s thighs, and folds her legs up so her knees crush tight to her chest. This new angle sets her ass flush to the mattress while her feet hover in the air. Sirus leans into her, chest pressed tight, and fucks with a low, guttural noise at each stroke. Clara’s head is thrown back, her neck pulled taut, hair sticking to her head now as she cums a second time, her whole body tensing, hands clawing at Sirus’s arms as her orgasm overwhelms her.

Sirus fucks her harder, flattening her body with his weight, each thrust churning the mattress beneath her. Clara’s knees ride his shoulders as he braces her open, hands braced wide on the edge of the mattress. The slap of his hips fills the room. He lowers her legs, then flips Clara over with a single, practiced gesture, rolling her onto her stomach so her ass is raised to meet him. Sirus mounts her from behind and pounds into her again, both hands at her hips, his rhythm unbroken. He grabs a fistful of her hair and yanks her head upright, her neck pulled taut as he growls an expletive. Clara claws at the sheets, her body rocking beneath the impact as Sirus drives forward with single-minded force. The creak of the bed and the wet sounds of their bodies mesh together, echoing off the wood and plastic. Sirus finally slams forward, jamming himself deep, and jerks in place as he cums hard inside her, his breathing ragged and uneven.
 

He collapses onto Clara’s back, then rolls to the side, one arm draped over her. After a pause, Sirus reaches for a shirt, wipes himself with it, and tosses the fabric at Clara, who pushes it between her legs and lies on her back. Sirus watches her in a flat, assessing way as she catches her breath.

“That clean showered feeling didn't last long.” Clara says, which makes them both laugh.

Sirus runs his hand over her stomach,  “Doesn't look like you regret it very much.”

I don’t regret it,” she says as she turns her head and looks at him, “I just feel bad about all that water we used for nothing.”

Sirus nods and laughs again, “We’ll be fine.” he tells her, then changes the subject, “Does this mean you're thinking about staying with me?”

“Sure.” Clara tells him, “but I'm not staying with you.”

Sirus looks disappointed, “Don’t you want to be happy? Be with someone that makes you happy?”

“Being with Leo does make me happy and it's going to be even better after this trip.” Clara puts a hand over his, “He has a strength in him that you know nothing about. The strength to let me be in here with you and still be confident in us as a couple.”

Sirus gives her a puzzled look, “Talking about your husband right? Cause I don't see that in him.”

“It's there and hopefully he finds it soon.”


Chapter 11: Clarity

When Leo watched his wife disappear behind the curtain with Sirus, he was unsure what to do. He could hear they were talking about something but couldn’t make out the exact words, so he stood there for a while trying to pick out what was being said. He moved closer to the wall, then wedged himself between it and the end of the table, the curtain three of four feet to his right. He gets settled in his spot just in time to hear his wife tell Sirus to peek out the curtain, so he presses himself against the wall and holds his breath as he sees the curtain push outward slightly on the side furthest away from him. It closes again after only several seconds, then he hears Sirus tell Clara that he didn’t see ‘him’ out there.

He hears Sirus tell his wife that she’s gorgeous and an unease settles in his gut. He can hear some movement, but can’t really decipher what it is, but then he can clearly hear water and what sounds like a door sliding closed. The sound of the water drowns out some words being said, then it goes quiet except for the continuing sound of the water, until after several minutes he can hear a bumping sound. He holds his breath as he listens, trying to explain it as something being dropped, or someone bumping into a wall, but there’s a definite cadence to it.

His heart starts to sink, a dread rolling over him as he keeps listening, hoping that this sound ends quickly, that it can be explained as something innocent, but it keeps going, even gaining volume. He knows what he’s hearing. The words his wife said earlier coming back to him, so he isn’t caught off guard, but it’s still a struggle for him to keep his emotions in check, to keep the destruction from surfacing.

The rhythmic sounds end, and he re-tunes his ears to the hallway. The water is no longer running, and he hears Sirus ask Clara a question about something working. She laughs and gives a reply about something working okay. Leo slides over to his right, closer to the curtain, hoping he can hear better. He gets there just in time to plainly hear Sirus ask his wife if she’s ever fucked on a boat before. His wife’s answer confirms what the rhythmic knocking sound was; she had sex with him. There is no more talking that he hears, only rustling sounds, then a gasp from his wife, followed by the unmistakable sound of them having sex again. Without the water the sounds are louder and clearer. The sounds of his wife moaning grow a little louder, the slapping of skin audibly clear and Leo can’t deny that it turns him on as he reaches down and touches his hard dick through his shorts.

The tempo of sounds from behind the curtain quickens. Each slap of bodies is punctuated by a gasp, sometimes his wife’s short and sharp, sometimes Sirus’s grunted and low. Before long he hears his wife orgasm and the intensity of it catches Leo off guard. Does she ever sound that way with him? He doesn’t think so. He keeps his hand pressed to his cock, stroking himself as quietly as possible while he eavesdrops.
 

He can hear the creak of the mattress and the slide of bare skin against sheets. At intervals, Sirus’s voice says something, the tone rising in intensity, but the words are lost to the thin barrier of fabric. Clara’s voice answers in broken fragments, sometimes just a whimper or a hissed word, until she cums again even louder than the first time. Leo strokes himself harder, cock bulging against the taut nylon of his swim trunks, his jaw clenched to keep silent.
 

The noises change: Sirus’s voice gives a guttural command and there is a shuffle, then the wet slap of skin resumes in a different meter, this time with a rhythmic, more powerful impact. Clara’s voice rises, a sharp, involuntary “Fuck—” eked out behind the cloth. Another few thrusts, then Sirus barks an inarticulate sound, and the rhythmic motion halts. For a long moment, all is silent except the panting from inside. Leo hears low talking, and decides he has stayed here long enough, so quietly moves to his own bed area and closes the door.

********************************

He stirs slowly, feeling someone touching him. His eyes open and find no light coming in through the small windows at the top of the walls, but then he is more aware of a hand at his shorts, pulling at them. He looks down his body in the faint light and sees Clara bent over his legs trying to get his shorts off.

“What are you doing?” he asks her.

Her eyes look up and find his, “Trying to spend a little time with my husband, is that okay?”

He lifts his hips to help her, “Where’s Sirus?” he asks and immediately hates himself for even bringing him up, the sounds from last night coming back to him with full force.

She slides his shorts down his legs and off, “He’s up getting the boat going, don’t worry about him.” She leans her face down and starts running her tongue along his cock, making Leo jump with surprise. She giggles at his reaction, then grabs his shaft with one hand and slides her mouth over the tip, moaning as she takes him into her mouth. She dips her head, bobbing up and down, drawing more of him in each time. Leo braces his hands at her shoulders, holding himself up to watch as Clara focuses on sucking him. The dim light in the room throws shadows along her neck and back, highlighting the curves of her body.
 

She keeps at it, her hair falling forward, plastered to her cheeks. She glances up at Leo once, her gaze lingering on his face while he watches her, then returns to the task with renewed vigor. Her free hand finds its way between her own legs, working rhythmically as her other hand pumps the base of his cock in time with her mouth. The faint thumping of Sirus moving on deck above them can be heard, but Clara’s focus is undivided.
 

After a minute, she swings her leg over his torso, straddling him. Without a word, she brings his cock to her entrance and plunges down in a single, decisive movement. The slap of skin echoes off the cramped walls of the sleeping quarters. She folds her arms across Leo’s chest, face buried to his collar, grinding and rocking her hips. Leo grips Clara’s waist with both hands, guiding her up and down as she rides him with increasing urgency.

“I heard you last night.” Leo tells her.

Clara pauses, looking down into his eyes, “Is that why you’re so hard this morning?” she asks then resumes her riding.
 

She alternates her pace, sometimes pausing at the top of the stroke and bouncing on just the tip, then slamming all the way down again. Sweat starts to glisten at her lower back. Clara arches her back, hands splayed wide on Leo’s chest. She rides him in slow, rolling undulations, the sound of her breath resonant against the low ceiling. Her pace ramps, hips snaking faster as she plants her elbows beside his neck and grinds hard, the slap of skin echoing off the glass and fiberglass hull. Leo grips her backside, spreading her open with both hands as Clara braces a hand against the wall for leverage. She rakes her hair out of her eyes, bends low to press her lips to his, then breaks away and rides upright with long, deliberate motions.
 

“Did you like hearing it?” she asks him.

Above them, the soft thump of Sirus’s steps fade toward the bow. Clara keeps grinding on Leo, never slowing, her breathless cries muffled into the crook of his neck. She plants her feet wide on the mattress, then brings her hands to her breasts, squeezing and kneading them as she continues. Leo’s hands clutch her waist, pulling her down hard with each thrust. The movement grows more desperate. She rides him with a short, piston stroke, her thighs tensing with each repetition. The din of their bodies overtakes the faint scrape of the boat shifting beneath them.
 

Clara’s head snaps back with a sharp gasp, her body arching above Leo. She cries out, the sound unmuted, then collapses flat to his chest, panting. Leo turns her over, rolls her on her back, and fucks her with a brutal, sustained tempo, his hips driving forward at a relentless clip. His hands slide up to her wrists, pinning them above her head as he pounds her pussy with a hard, jackhammering beat.

“Is that what you want to hear? That I liked hearing my wife get fucked by another man?” Leo sneers at her.

Clara smiles up at him, moaning, “I want to hear that you still love me no matter what you heard.”

“I do love you.” Leo replies as he slows briefly, “It’s your love for me that I worry about.”

Clara pulls her hands free and gives Leo a serious look, “Don’t ever say that. Don’t even think that way.” She puts her hands against his chest, her eyes softening as they look into his, “I love you and the best part of this night for me, is this moment right now. You taking me back as your wife after I was with another man.”

“I hope that never changes.” Leo says.

She smiles at him, “It’s not going to, especially if this is what I can expect from you afterward every time. Now, finish taking me back.”

Clara puts her arms back over her head, and spreads her legs wider, her bare heels pressed to the mattress as he drives in. The motion is savage and impersonal, the slap of skin and the creak of the wall filling the tight air around them. Leo hammers forward again and again, his arms locked, his jaw set as he leans into her. He pulls out, jerking his cock hard with one hand while he holds Clara by the hip with the other. He erupts onto her stomach and chest, the streaks white in the low blue light. Clara lies beneath him, arms thrown above her head, her chest heaving.
 

There is a long silence, broken only by the faint pitch and groan of the hull. Leo stays above her a moment, then rolls to the edge of the bunk and uses a corner of the blanket to wipe her clean. Clara sits up, while Leo lies back, eyes unfocused, one arm thrown across his face. She leans over and kisses him on the lips, telling him again that she loves him and that she’s going to go find her clothes.
 

Leo remains laying on the bed, the movement of the boat and the darkness, combined with the restless night he had, lulls him back to sleep.

*******************

Leo awakens with a jolt. His eyes flash open, then immediately squint as they adjust to the brightness all around him. He’s still naked on his bed, door closed and he starts searching for his shorts, finding them lying by the door. He puts them on along with a tshirt, then slides his door open, seeing no one. The stairs going up to the deck are just to his right and as he takes the few steps and turns to go up, he hears the sound of his wife moaning. He steps slowly upward and when his head is deck level he sees them on one of the benches between the stairs and the helm at the back of the boat.

He sees Sirus sitting on the bench to his right, with Clara riding him. She has her arms wrapped around his head, pressing it into her breasts as she's moving up and down, oblivious to her husband. Sirus sits on the edge of the bench, wide-legged and upright, his bare arms gleaming with sweat. Clara is astride him, back arched, her knees dug into the cushion on either side of his hips. Her hands are locked behind Sirus’s neck and her hair falls over her face as she bounces, the pivot of her hips sharp and regular. She moans in staccato bursts, loud enough to echo off the sails, her voice high and open. Sirus grips her waist, one palm pressed flat to the small of her back, the other splayed wide across her breast.
 

Clara rocks forward, grinding her pelvis into Sirus with force. He lifts her, nearly pulls her off his cock, then slams her down again in a single, measured motion. Sirus leans in and presses his face to her chest, biting at her nipple until Clara jerks and bucks faster. He rocks with her, his hands shifting to her thighs, guiding the rhythm with precise tugs. Neither shows any sign of noticing Leo. Clara’s feet scrabble on the cushion for leverage, each movement adding to the tempo. Sirus leans back, pulls Clara with him, and she lies flush to his torso, rising and falling in time with his breath.
 

Leo stands at the stairs, unmoving. For several seconds he just watches, his jaw set. Sirus’s eyes flick up, meet Leo’s gaze, then drift away as he cranes his head to resume licking Clara’s breast. Clara turns to the side, squinting into the light, then locks her eyes on Leo. She doesn’t stop her rhythm, just watches her husband. Her lips open as she draws in breath, then she angles her hips and rides Sirus harder, the sound of bodies clapping together amplified in the open air above the deck.
 

Sirus presses his hands flat on Clara’s lower back and draws her down until her breasts flatten to his chest. He keeps her pressed in place as he grinds up into her, their bodies pinned together. Clara buries her face in the side of Sirus’s neck, hair hiding both their faces, but her movements grow rougher. One hand clutches Sirus’s shoulder, the other braces at the back of the bench for leverage. Sirus’s arms encircle her waist, holding her tight as their pace intensifies.
 

Leo stands at the top of the stairs, facing them, unmoving. Clara looks over Sirus’s shoulder again and stares at her husband. She says nothing, just holds the stare as Sirus keeps thrusting into her. She pulls herself upright, rides Sirus with measured, grinding rolls of her hips. Her breasts bounce and sway as she moves, catching the sunlight overhead. Sirus places a hand at the back of her head, pulling her down to kiss her with force. She tilts her chin to accept the kiss, lips parted, her hair falling forward around their faces.
 

After a minute, Clara changes tactics, squatting higher on Sirus’s lap and slapping her ass down with more force each time. The sound is sharper, more urgent, her moans louder and more urgent. Sirus’s hands roam her body, kneading both of her ass cheeks, then pulls her close, fingers digging in. Clara’s body comes down hard, slapping in a faster, arrhythmic clatter, her hair now a wild halo around her bowed head. Sirus murmurs something into the arc of her shoulder. Clara shakes her hair back and leans back, hands braced on Sirus’s knees, breasts lifted to the sunlight. She rocks forward and back, each time the muscles in her legs flexing with the force of her movement.

A cry escapes her, high and raw. She locks her knees, lifts herself, and then drops down fast, impaling herself fully on Sirus’s cock. The force of it arcs her back; her mouth falls open as she gasps for air. Sirus grabs her hips and drives upward, building a punishing tempo that echoes through the deck, until he thrusts up one final time and cums inside her, grunting like a beast.

They stay locked together catching their breath. Clara kisses his cheek a few times, then slides off of him, sitting next to him on the bench. Sirus hands her a towel that was mostly hidden under one of his legs, then gets up and walks past Leo down the stairs.

“Hi baby, did you sleep good?” Clara asks her husband as she presses the towel between her legs.

Leo sits on the bench across from her, “I wasn’t planning to go back to sleep earlier. Any idea what time it is?”

“It’s not quite 10am yet.” Clara tells him, “Still lots of the day left.”

Leo glances down the stairs, then looks at his wife, “Have you been doing this the whole time I’ve been asleep?”

Clara giggles, “No, he’s been busy with the boat until a little bit ago. He had things going well, so we decided to have some fun. Feels good doing it out in the open.”

Leo gets quiet, the events of the last 14 hours or so flipping his emotions in different directions. Clara senses his conflicted mood and asks if he’s okay.

Leo’s jaw works as he looks at her, then at the towel, then up at the rigging above them. His fingers tap at his thigh, once, twice, before he speaks. “I’m fine,” he says. His eyes settle back on Clara. “Just trying to process everything.”

Clara motions for him to move over and sit beside her, which he does. “Just talk to me if you have a problem with something, or start feeling like I’m choosing someone over you, because I’m not. I love you. I’d take you back down and let you reclaim me again, but I need a little break down there.” she says with a laugh and puts a hand over Leo’s. They sit together for several minutes just watching the water, until Sirus comes back up and asks Leo to watch the helm for a while.


Chapter 12: Going Ashore

A few hours later, Clara brings Leo some lunch and he sits on the bench with her and eats, making sure they keep sailing on course. After her sex with Sirus earlier and talking with her husband, Clara put some shorts on but didn’t bother putting a top on of any kind, figuring they were out in the open water, so it wasn’t a big deal. Leo keeps his eyes on the compass, periodically glancing over at Clara’s body as she sprawls across the shaded stern bench. Wind tugs at her hair and her bare breasts glow against the blue backdrop. Occasionally, she stands and paces around the deck, the sun-streaked skin of her chest on display as she leans over the rails to watch the water.

All during his turn at the helm, he would watch her and Sirus interacting. She would stand by him when he adjusted ropes and sails, sometimes digging into a storage compartment to find something for him. Leo sees the way Sirus always admires his wife with his eyes, taking any opportunity to touch her, many times hugging her against him causing her to laugh, their bare chests pressed together. At one point, Sirus calls her name and gestures for her to join him at the bow, pretending to need something at the anchor box. Clara pads forward and stands over him as he kneels, the two of them exchanging quiet words. Sirus reaches up and places his palms on the side of her thighs, thumbs pressing along the curve. He leans in, kissing her navel, then tugs her shorts down in a single movement. Clara stands nude on the deck, her hands moving loosely at her sides. Sirus nuzzles her stomach and hips with his jaw and mouth as he tugs the shorts all the way down, letting them drop on top of his own feet. He urges her to lift a foot and steps them aside together, bunching the shorts and tucking them into a coil of rope. Sirus wraps his arms around Clara’s waist and stands. He buries his face between her breasts, nipping softly at the skin as he turns her toward the water.
 

Clara props herself on the edge of the rail, her arms folded and braced behind her. Sirus drops to a crouch and kisses down the inside of her right thigh, his hands skimming lightly up her calves, then past her knee. He parts her legs with a nudge, then presses his mouth to her pussy, his hands flattening onto her hips, holding her steady against the side of the boat. Sirus eats her out, slow at first, then with long, dragging passes of his tongue. He punctuates each lick by gripping her ass and pulling her pelvis forward. Clara stays upright, her chest arching toward the open sea. She tips her head back and lets the wind lift her hair as she holds the pose, both feet planted. At intervals, Clara glances over her shoulder to check if Leo is watching, then returns her gaze to the horizon.
 

Sirus increases his pace, eating her pussy with a more insistent rhythm. He alternates between short, quick flicks at her clit and broad, slow laps that draw her body closer to his face. He slides his hands down her ass, spreading her open with both palms. Sirus lifts the back of her pelvis higher and buries his tongue inside her, tasting her as Clara arches her chest forward. A low, throaty sound issues from her mouth and she grabs at the rail for better balance. The wind tosses her hair out behind her, strands sticking to her chest in the breeze.
 

At the helm, Leo squints at the action, his eyes fixed for long stretches on the clock or compass before drifting again to the bow. From his position, the movement of Sirus’s body is visible, shoulders and head bobbing in a steady rhythm between Clara’s legs. Clara rocks her hips against his face, her hands gripping the rail so tight her forearms shake. She looks back toward Leo, meeting his gaze briefly, then leans her head to the sky and closes her eyes. The sight brings a tightness to the set of Leo’s jaw. He keeps his posture rigid and returns his eyes to the course indicator.
 

Sirus continues working Clara with his mouth, hands anchored to her thighs. After a few minutes, Clara’s knees bend and she lowers herself, squatting over Sirus’s face. He wraps his forearms around the tops of her thighs and crushes her pelvis down until her ass is pressed to his face, then holds her there, rocking side to side as he devours her. Clara’s voice carries in clipped, urgent bursts; the wind scatters the words, but none are quiet. A few more tremors pass, and then Clara sags forward, resting her forehead on the crook of her elbow as Sirus slowly stands. He wipes his mouth with the back of his hand, then hoists her onto the rail and steadies her with palms on her hips. He presses a kiss to her midriff, then helps her back to the deck. Clara retrieves her shorts from the coiled rope, slips them slowly up over her legs, then knots the drawstring while watching Sirus set the anchor box back in place. The two exchange a few words before Clara turns and walks back toward the helm.

On her way aft, Clara pauses at the drink cooler and retrieves two bottles of water, uncapping one and draining a quarter. She drops to a seat beside Leo. Neither speaks for a while as the boat dips and rises in the afternoon swell. Clara sits on the bench with arms laid wide and eyes shielded by her hair.

“Sirus says we should see the coastline mid-morning tomorrow.” Clara tells her husband.

“That’s good.” Leo says, “I’m ready to get back to land and our house.” He looks at Clara, “Maybe we can get a cell signal sometime before landfall too.”

She nods at him, then looks out over the water, “I am too, but it has been a fun week. Thank you so much for planning this trip, I’ve loved it.”

“You’re welcome” Leo says somewhat shakily. “A few things I wasn’t expecting happened, but I’m glad you’ve had fun.” He looks over at her, “I’m sorry for not being the man you wanted for the last five years.”

Clara slides against his side and wraps her arms around him, her breasts rubbing against his arm as she leans her face into his neck, “I’m just happy that you’re being open to looking at things differently, not letting your jealousy hold us back from being happier.”

“What happens after tomorrow though? After Sirus drops us off and he goes back to his island?” Leo asks her.

Clara pulls her face from his neck to look at him, “We’ll go back to our house and be even happier together.”

At dusk, Sirus signals they will anchor for the night. He and Leo work the deck and secure the sails, latching the boom and tightening the ropes. When the boat is ready, Sirus disappears below deck, then returns with a bottle of bourbon and three cups. He pours, sliding the glass toward Leo, then another to Clara, before seating himself at the table. He holds his cup aloft, waiting for Clara to do the same. When she lifts her glass, Sirus tips his head and recites a quick toast: “To odd journeys, and making it back alive.” Clara laughs and drinks. Leo lifts the cup to his lips but only takes a sip before setting it back down. Sirus pours again as darkness closes in around them; he lights a lantern and hangs it from a hook on the boom, casting a ring of gold on the deck.

After an hour of sitting and talking, Sirus stands and suggests they get some sleep, giving Leo a slight nod and goodnight, then heading down the stairs. Clara stands and pulls Leo up with her, embraces him and kisses him goodnight.

“Sleep good baby. Last night on the boat for us.” she tells him. She leads him down the stairs with her and they hug again beside the table. “I love you.” she says.

“I love you too Clara. You sleep good too.” he replies.

Clara gives a small laugh, “I’m sure I will eventually.” Her smile widens as she backs away from Leo and releases his hand. She turns and walks through the curtain and disappears. Leo stands silent, listening to her bare feet retreat. He lingers beside the table a moment, then moves to his cabin door and closes it behind him.

In the dark of the mid-cabin, Clara opens the door to Sirus’s bunk. He sits propped against the bulkhead, a small lamp casting half-shadow over the mattress. He gestures for her to join him. Clara steps inside, closing the door. She peels off her shorts, then kneels on the mattress, her body a pale outline. Sirus leans forward, running one hand from the base of her neck down her back, then pulls her into a long, silent embrace. Clara does not resist; her arms close around his torso.

“I hate the thought of you going back to that island, being alone again.” she tells him. She keeps her arms wrapped tight around him waiting for him to say something.

Finally, Sirus finds his voice, “I know you do, but it’s what I’ve been doing for a lot of years. I don’t know how I’d go back even if I wanted to. I have nothing there.”

Clara leans back enough to see his face, “I told you we’ll do what we can to help.”

Sirus shakes his head, “I can’t ask you to do that, besides, I highly doubt your husband would be as willing.”

“Just please think about it.” she pleads. “I can talk to Leo.”

Sirus sighs, “I will. Now can we just enjoy our last night here?”
 

Clara smiles and nods, so Sirus pushes her gently onto her back. He moves over her as she lifts her knees, bracing her heels on the wall behind him. Sirus pins her with his hands, one splayed across her ribs, the other tracing the inside of her thigh. He presses his lips to her breast, biting in slow, measured motions. Sirus slides his body lower, mouth finding Clara’s nipple and latching on, his breath loud in the dark. Clara’s hands roam their way up his arms, clutching at the bicep and shoulder.
 

Sirus reaches down and pushes at the waistband of his shorts, then uses his feet to shove them off. He hooks a hand behind Clara’s knee, drawing her leg over his hip, then aligns himself. Sirus slips the tip of his cock against Clara’s pussy and slides inside, her legs locked around his hips. He pushes forward in slow motion, his upper body flexed, braced above her on his forearms, his mouth finding hers for passionate kisses. The rhythm starts shallow and careful, Sirus’s lips locked onto hers, but as each minute passes, he increases the force, his hips smacking to her pelvis in a wet, regular tempo. The bunk squeaks. Clara keeps her hands tight to Sirus’s arms, sometimes clawing up to his shoulders or down his back.

“God your dick feels so good inside me.” she tells him.

She bends one leg above his hip, pulling him deeper with every thrust. As the motion accelerates, Clara arches her back with each impact, grinding her chest to Sirus’s. He plants both hands against the mattress, then uses the leverage to drive into her with punishing force. The slap and suction of their bodies join with the creak of the frame, building to a fast, percussive noise. Clara drops her arms to brace herself, fingers clawed at the sheets. Sirus leans upward, one hand clutching her ribs as he rails into her. He tilts her pelvis higher and fucks her at a deep, precise angle, her knees now lifted and splayed wide to either side of his waist. Sirus keeps his eyes fixed on Clara as he rocks in and out, sweat starting to slick his chest. Clara opens her mouth with each impact, gasping air in time with Sirus’s thrusts as she is consumed by an intense orgasm.
 

The force of each movement rattles the lamp on Sirus’s shelf. It jiggles there, casting the walls in a vibrating gold. Neither slows. Sirus does not stop. He grinds into Clara, his body hunched, jaw clenched in concentration. The slap of his hips fills the tight space, the mattress shivering beneath them. Clara matches his pace, shifting her weight as she angles her pelvis for him, each movement deliberate and unhurried, her hands gripping the side of the mattress. Sirus drags her further down the bed, repositions her with both hands at her hips, then bends her knees together and slides them up beside him, creating new leverage. His thrusts quicken in short jerking bursts, then lengthen to long, slow pulls, his chest falling flush to hers. In the lamp’s haze, Clara’s fingers rake up his spine, then slide back to clutch the bed. Sirus tucks his head to her shoulder, his arms folded around her, driving in hard and steady. When he finishes, a guttural growl leaves his throat as his body stiffens over hers; after, he rolls to the side, pulling Clara close with an arm flung around her torso. The two lay entwined in a loose knot, their bodies slicked with sweat, unmoving. The lamp on the shelf flickers, casting odd shadows over the wood.
 

“I can’t believe I’ve gotten used to not doing that for all these years, feeling a woman’s body like that.” He kisses her forehead, “You are amazing.” Sirus strokes Clara’s hair, then props himself on an elbow and pulls the blankets up over her.

The next morning Clara wakes early snuggled next to Sirus. One of his arms is under her neck, her arm draped over his abdomen. She takes a few moments to admire the shape of him next to her, then slides the covers lower on his body until she can see his cock. She touches his balls softly with her fingertips, enjoying the feel of them, then slides further down until she can kiss along the shaft. She opens her mouth and slides the tip of his cock between her lips, bobbing her head up and down with slow, measured strokes. Sirus groans, the sound rough and abrupt. Clara uses her tongue in long laps, her hand curling around the base. She bobs her head deeper, then lets go, drags her tongue up to the head with a slow twist. Sirus props up on his elbow, blinking at her with a lopsided grin, “What an amazing way to wake up.” he tells her.

Clara slides his cock out of her mouth, “I saw your dick laying there and just couldn’t resist, it’s so gorgeous.”

“You’re gorgeous.” Sirus replies, “Don’t let me interrupt you.”

Clara takes his cock in her mouth and works up and down with more speed, jaw flexing; her hair, mussed and tangled, spills over Sirus’s hip as she goes. His grip tightens and he starts thrusting with small, sharp motions. He watches her face as she sucks him, eyes open and intent. A low mutter escapes his lips right before he tenses, fingers digging into the back of her scalp. Sirus holds her in place, hips arched, and cums in her mouth with an intensity she can feel in the back of her throat. 
 

He releases his grip and collapses back into the pillow with a long exhale. Clara wipes the mess from her lips with the back of her hand, looks at Sirus, then laughs softly and swings one leg out of the bed. She stands, pulls on her shorts, and leaves the room.
 

On the deck, Leo is already awake. He stands at the helm, one hand on the wheel, eyes fixed on the horizon. Clara pads up the steps and joins him. She leans in, kisses his cheek, “You’re up early.” she tells him.

“Guess I slept better than I thought I would,” he says, “Any idea what we have for breakfast?” he asks her.

Clara grins at him, “I had a bite already, but I’ll get something together.”

A little after 10am they can see their destination in the distance. Clara gives a cheer and hugs Leo, making him feel like she’s also happy to be going back home. Sirus gets quiet as they get closer to a pier and Clara goes over to him at the helm while he steers them in. Leo gives them space while he goes down and gather the few bags of things they have, coming back up to find Clara and Sirus talking together softly. He moves to the front of the ship, giving them space as the ship glides up to a pier. The sails are lowered and Leo ties a rope and waits for Clara to finish talking with Sirus. When she does they kiss each other, embracing again before Leo steps over and shakes his hand.

“Thanks for bringing us home.” he says. “I wish you good luck and good waves on your way back.” He steps onto the pier and waits for Clara. She hugs Sirus again, and gives him a longer kiss, before wiping her eyes and stepping off the boat herself. They give him a final wave as he moves away from the shore, then turn to find someplace to charge their phones.

That night Sirus lowers the sails and gets ready to sleep for the night. The trip back home has been quiet, like he was always used to before Clara came along. Now it feels suffocating and lonely and his thoughts go to the things she told him over the last few days. He goes below and gets ready for bed, then climbs onto his mattress and moves his pillow. Underneath it is a piece of paper with a phone number and a note:

“In case you change your mind, Love Clara”

Sirus laughs to himself and tucks it into a safe place.
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I'd like to  give a big thanks to anyone who has read this, or any of my other works so far. I am a one man show, improving my process as I go along and appreciate your patience with any mis-spellings or grammatical errors. They drive me crazy too, but sometimes I just plain miss them.





Books By This Author

Pinch Hitter

Brad and Claire are a late twenties, married couple with an eight year old son that loves baseball. Claire takes Jacob to his practices, and the games because of Brad's long hours at work. When her son doesn't get the playing time she thinks he should, she confronts Coach Thompson about it. Coach Thompson is a large man in his fifties, grumpy and rough around the edges, who enjoys spending time with kids more than he does other adults, until Claire comes up to him with her request.

What starts as a simple question about baseball, turns into something more, that even her husband Brad finds an intriguing turn on. A mother's love knows no bounds, but where are the boundaries of her marriage?


Books By This Author

Pinch Hitter: Pt. 2

Now that Claire has started an intimate relationship with Fred, her husband Brad has to navigate the conflicting emotions he has. As his wife spends more time with her older lover, his nerves and resolve are tested. Can he deal with it and keep his wife's happiness first and foremost? Or will the doubts and the demons cause him to falter.


Books By This Author

Pinch Hitter: Pt. 3

After months of sharing his wife with her older lover Fred, Brad is asked by his wife Claire to give his blessing to an idea that makes him question everything. No matter how much he enjoys letting his wife have her fun, can he put aside his own feelings and pride and say yes? Or put a stop to everything?


Books By This Author

Unresolved

David and Sarah, a married couple struggling with the aftermath of Sarah's affair, attend their first session of marriage counseling with Dr. Eleanor Vance. Through the session, it's revealed that both David and Sarah felt invisible and disconnected in their relationship before the affair, with David trying to fix things externally while Sarah sought attention elsewhere. Tasked with recalling specific sensory memories of each other from before the problems began, the couple uncovers proof that their foundation was once real, despite the issues that have developed.

As David and Sarah tentatively rebuild their intimacy, David struggles with intrusive sexual fantasies about Sarah and her affair partner, a large black man. Though disturbing, these thoughts also arouse him, creating a "confusing mix of anger and arousal, of jealousy and a twisted fascination." When Sarah notices David's physical reaction, she responds with understanding, eventually role-playing scenarios from his fantasies.
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