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Chapter 1: Why Cabo

The plane dipped its wing, and the Sea of Cortez glittered up at them like scattered sapphires. Marcus watched Simone’s face more than the view. She had the window seat, as always, and the late-afternoon light caught the faint spray of freckles across her nose that only appeared after a few days in the sun. Her lips parted slightly, the way they did when something genuinely pleased her. Ten years of marriage, and he still catalogued those small tells like an architect studying load-bearing walls.

“God, it’s beautiful,” she murmured, not turning from the glass.

Marcus reached over and rested his hand on her thigh, just above the knee where her sundress had ridden up. The fabric was soft, sea-foam green, the color she knew he liked on her. “Worth the layover in Dallas?”

“Every minute.” She finally looked at him, eyes bright, and squeezed his hand. “Happy anniversary, husband.”

“Happy anniversary, wife.”

The words felt good—solid, familiar—but they also felt like the edge of something he’d been circling for months. For two years, really. The fantasy had started as a quiet, shameful whisper in the back of his mind during late nights at the drafting table, then grown into a constant, low-frequency hum. He had researched Cabo specifically for this. Neutral ground. No friends. No colleagues. A clear expiration date stamped on their return tickets. What happened here would stay here, neatly contained, like a one-off project with defined parameters.

The landing gear thumped down. Simone laughed softly at the jolt, and Marcus felt that familiar pull in his chest: pride, affection, and something sharper underneath. She was thirty-four now, still carrying herself with the easy confidence of a woman who had never needed to chase validation. Event planner by trade, she could command a ballroom full of donors without raising her voice, yet at home she was the one who left silly notes in his lunch bag and danced barefoot in the kitchen when a good song came on. He loved her. Deeply. But the heat between them had settled into something warm and reliable, like perfectly calibrated underfloor heating. Comfortable. Predictable. And, if he was brutally honest with himself, not enough anymore.

Not for him, anyway.

They collected their bags and stepped out into the thick, warm air that smelled of salt, diesel, and blooming bougainvillea. A driver from the resort held a sign with their names. Within twenty minutes they were gliding along the corridor road, windows down, wind tugging at Simone’s dark hair. She leaned against him, head on his shoulder, and he breathed in the scent of her shampoo mixed with airplane cabin.

The resort was exactly what he’d chosen after weeks of careful comparison: boutique, adults-only, perched on a cliff with private plunge pools and a reputation for discretion. Their villa overlooked the ocean, white stucco and teak, with a wide balcony and an outdoor shower that made Simone’s eyes light up the moment she saw it.

“This is ridiculous,” she said, spinning slowly in the center of the living area. “You went overboard.”

“You only turn ten years married once.” Marcus tipped the bellhop and closed the door. He crossed to her, slid his arms around her waist from behind, and rested his chin on her shoulder. “Besides, I wanted you relaxed. No schedules. No client emergencies. Just us.”

She leaned back into him, her body fitting against his in that practiced, perfect way. “I like the sound of that.”

They unpacked slowly. Simone hung her dresses in the closet while Marcus set up his laptop on the desk, more out of habit than necessity. He wouldn’t be working much this trip. That was part of the plan too. He wanted his mind clear, his attention entirely on her.

The first afternoon passed in a pleasant haze. They walked the resort paths lined with hibiscus, found the infinity pool that seemed to spill straight into the Pacific, and claimed two loungers under a palapa. Simone ordered spicy margaritas. Marcus watched the way the sun warmed her bare shoulders and the way other guests—mostly couples—glanced at her. He wasn’t possessive in the usual sense; he never had been. What he felt was more complex: a deep satisfaction that she was his, coupled with an almost scientific curiosity about what it would be like to see her through someone else’s eyes. Fresh eyes. Hungry eyes.

By evening, the sky had turned to molten gold and deep indigo. They dressed for dinner—Marcus in a linen shirt and trousers, Simone in a simple black slip dress that skimmed her curves and left her back mostly bare. The resort’s cliffside restaurant was open to the breeze, candles flickering on every table. They were seated at the edge, waves crashing far below.

Simone lifted her glass of chilled white wine. “To ten years of putting up with each other’s quirks.”

Marcus clinked his glass against hers. “To ten more. And whatever comes after that.”

She smiled, but there was a question in her eyes. She knew him too well. “You’ve been thoughtful lately. Planning this trip like it was a military operation. Everything okay?”

“Better than okay.” He reached across the table and traced a finger along the inside of her wrist. “I just… wanted this to be special. Different.”

Different. The word hung there, freighted with everything he hadn’t said yet. He had rehearsed the conversation a hundred times in his head. In the shower. On his commute. Late at night when she was asleep beside him. What if we made some vacation rules? What if, for once, we let ourselves step outside the lines we’ve drawn so carefully? But not tonight. Tomorrow morning, over breakfast on the terrace, when the light was soft and she was relaxed and the whole week stretched out in front of them like an unspoiled canvas.

Dinner was excellent—grilled octopus, fresh ceviche, more wine than they usually allowed themselves. Simone’s laugh came easier here. She told him stories about the ridiculous corporate retreat she’d planned last month, complete with the CEO who insisted on a trust-fall exercise after three martinis. Marcus listened, really listened, the way he sometimes forgot to do at home when deadlines pressed in. He watched the way candlelight played across her collarbones and the small hollow at the base of her throat. He imagined other hands there. Other eyes seeing what he saw every day and being undone by it.

The thought sent a low, electric current through him.

After dinner they walked the beach path back to the villa, shoes in hand, sand still warm from the day’s sun. The moon was nearly full, laying a silver road across the water. Simone slipped her arm through his.

“This already feels like the best decision we’ve made in a long time,” she said softly.

Marcus’s heart beat harder. “Me too.”

Inside the villa, the air conditioning hummed gently. They showered together—not rushed, just the simple pleasure of soaping each other’s backs and stealing lazy kisses under the rainfall head. When they fell into the wide bed, Simone curled against his chest, one leg draped over his. Her breathing slowed toward sleep.

Marcus lay awake longer, staring at the slow rotation of the ceiling fan. He could feel the shape of the conversation he would start tomorrow pressing against his ribs. The fantasy wasn’t new, but saying it out loud would make it real. Irrevocable. He had chosen Cabo because it felt safe: a temporary bubble. No history. No future obligations. A clean experiment with clear boundaries.

What he hadn’t fully admitted to himself was how much he needed her to want it too. Not just to indulge him, but to feel the pull herself. To come alive in a way that reminded him of the woman he’d fallen in love with—the one who took risks, who laughed with her whole body, who looked at the world with hungry curiosity.

Simone shifted in her sleep, pressing closer. Her hand rested over his heart.

Marcus closed his eyes and let the sound of the ocean fill the room. Tomorrow. He would tell her tomorrow.

He didn’t know yet that the man who would change everything was already scheduled to meet them on a dive boat in two days’ time. That the boundaries he was so carefully constructing would prove far more porous than he imagined. That “what happens in Cabo stays in Cabo” was about to become the most dangerous lie they’d ever told themselves.

For tonight, though, there was only the warm weight of his wife beside him, the distant crash of waves, and the quiet, steady beat of possibility in his chest.

Chapter 2: Vacation Rules

The morning light in Cabo arrived like a slow promise. It spilled across the terrace of their villa in soft golds and pinks, catching the edges of the white tablecloth and the condensation on the pitcher of fresh orange juice. Marcus sat across from Simone, watching her cut into a mango with precise, unhurried movements. She wore a loose white linen cover-up over her bikini, her dark hair still damp from the outdoor shower and twisted up off her neck. A few strands had escaped, curling against her sun-warmed skin. She looked relaxed in a way he rarely saw at home—shoulders loose, smile easy, the faint line between her brows that usually appeared when she was juggling client timelines completely absent.

He had rehearsed this moment for weeks. In the car on the way to work. In the shower. Even once, absurdly, while waiting in line at the grocery store. The words felt worn smooth in his mind, but now, with the ocean murmuring below them and the faint clink of silverware from other tables, they suddenly felt dangerous.

Simone glanced up, catching him staring. “You’re quiet this morning. Jet lag?”

“A little.” He took a sip of coffee, strong and black, letting the bitterness ground him. “Actually, no. Not really. I’ve been thinking about something.”

She raised an eyebrow, that playful, knowing look she gave him when she sensed he was building up to something. “Should I be worried? You planned this whole trip like a heist. If you’re about to tell me we’re moving here and opening a taco stand, I’m in.”

Marcus laughed, the sound a little tighter than he wanted. He reached across the table and brushed his thumb over the back of her hand. Her skin was already taking on that golden tone she wore so well. “Nothing that drastic. But… have you ever thought about what ‘vacation rules’ would mean for us?”

The words landed between them like a pebble dropped into still water. Simone paused mid-bite, fork hovering. She didn’t look shocked. She didn’t pull away. Instead, she tilted her head slightly, studying him with those sharp hazel eyes that missed very little.

“Vacation rules,” she repeated slowly, tasting the phrase. “You mean like… what happens in Cabo stays in Cabo? That kind of thing?”

Marcus nodded, his pulse kicking up. This was the opening he’d hoped for. “Yeah. Exactly that. A kind of… temporary permission slip. For things we might not do at home. Things that feel safe because there’s a clear end date.”

She set her fork down and leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs. The cover-up slipped slightly off one shoulder, revealing the strap of her bikini. Marcus’s gaze flicked there involuntarily before returning to her face. She wasn’t uncomfortable. If anything, she looked intrigued—curious in that analytical way she approached everything from seating charts to weekend getaways.

“Tell me what you mean, specifically,” she said. Her voice was even, warm, but there was an edge of genuine interest that pulled more honesty out of him than he’d planned.

He exhaled slowly. “I’ve been thinking about it for a while. Two years, maybe. Not because I’m unhappy. God, Simone, you know that’s not it. Our life is good. Really good. But sometimes it feels… steady. Warm, but not hot. Like we’ve settled into something comfortable, and I miss the version of us that felt a little reckless. A little alive in a new way.”

She listened without interrupting, which was one of the things he loved most about her. No immediate defensiveness. No filling the silence with reassurance or deflection.

“I started imagining what it would be like if we gave ourselves permission here,” he continued, the words coming easier now that she hadn’t shut it down. “No strings. No history with anyone. Just… you being wanted by someone new. Me knowing about it. Watching, maybe. Or hearing about it afterward. It’s not about us not being enough for each other. It’s about adding something. Seeing you the way someone else might see you for the first time—completely undone by how magnetic you are. And then it all stays here when we fly home.”

Simone took a sip of her juice, her expression thoughtful. She wasn’t blushing or fidgeting. Instead, she asked practical questions, the way she would when planning an event. “So this is a hotwife thing? You want me to flirt? Sleep with someone? And you’d be okay with that?”

Marcus felt heat rise in his face, but he nodded. “Yes. I’ve read about it. Fantasized about it. Not as some cuckold humiliation thing—that’s not me. It’s the opposite. It’s about trusting you completely. About getting off on you being desired, on you enjoying yourself without limits for a few days. Knowing every detail if you want to share them. The vacation container makes it safe. No one we know. No risk of it following us home.”

She leaned forward, elbows on the table, chin resting on her laced fingers. A small, playful smile tugged at her lips. “You’ve really thought this through. Architect brain in full effect—building the perfect scenario with load-bearing boundaries.”

He chuckled despite the tension. “Guilty.”

“And you picked Cabo for this? The timing, the location, everything?”

“I wanted it to feel contained. Special. Not some random night at home where it could blow up our life. Here, it’s like… a bubble.”

Simone was quiet for a long moment, looking out at the ocean where pelicans dove for fish. The breeze lifted the edge of the tablecloth. Marcus’s stomach tightened with suspended anticipation. He had expected shock, maybe hurt, possibly even anger. What he hadn’t expected was this calm, engaged curiosity that made her seem even more in control than usual.

Finally, she looked back at him. “I’m not saying no. I’m not saying yes, either. It’s… a lot to process. I need to think about it. What it would actually mean for me. For us. Don’t bring it up again today, okay? Let me sit with it.”

Marcus felt a rush of relief mixed with nerves. “Of course. Take all the time you need.”

She reached across the table and squeezed his hand, her touch warm and steady. “Thank you for telling me. I mean that.”

The rest of breakfast passed in comfortable conversation about other things—the dive they had booked for the next day, whether they should try the zip-line tour, how ridiculous the resort’s infinity pool looked at sunset. Simone was completely normal. Warm, affectionate, laughing at his jokes. She gave nothing away about the conversation they’d just had, and that somehow made the anticipation sharper.

They spent the day at the pool. Marcus tried to read a book on his Kindle but found himself rereading the same paragraph over and over. Simone swam laps, then stretched out on the lounger beside him, applying sunscreen with slow, deliberate movements that he couldn’t stop watching. She caught him looking once and smiled, but said nothing about the earlier talk. Her body glistened in the sun—strong legs, the soft curve of her hips, the way her breasts moved under the thin fabric of her bikini top. He imagined other eyes on her. Hands that weren’t his. The thought sent a low thrum of arousal through him, tangled with a dozen other emotions he couldn’t quite name.

Lunch was light—ceviche and cold beer at the poolside bar. Simone chatted easily with the bartender, her laugh carrying over the water. Marcus felt suspended, caught between the fantasy he’d finally voiced and the reality of waiting for her verdict. By late afternoon, they returned to the villa for a nap. The room was cool and dim, the ocean sounds muffled by the closed doors. Simone curled against him in bed, her head on his chest, one hand resting low on his stomach. She didn’t initiate anything more, and he didn’t push. The air between them felt charged but gentle.

As evening fell, they dressed for dinner again. Simone chose a flowing sundress in deep coral that complemented her deepening tan. They walked the beach path hand in hand, the sand cool now under their feet. Dinner was at a different restaurant tonight—more casual, with string lights overhead and a live guitarist playing soft Latin melodies. They talked about everything except the one thing on both their minds. Marcus watched her across the candlelit table and marveled at how she could compartmentalize so cleanly. It was one of the things that made her an incredible event planner—and, he was beginning to realize, potentially very good at this other thing too.

Back in the villa, they showered together again. The water cascaded over them, warm and soothing. Marcus soaped her back, his hands sliding over familiar territory, but his mind was elsewhere. Simone turned in his arms, kissed him deeply, but pulled back before it escalated.

“Bed,” she said softly. “I’m tired.”

They slipped under the sheets naked, the ceiling fan whispering above them. The room was dark except for the faint moonlight filtering through the sheer curtains. Marcus lay on his back, staring at the slow blades. Simone’s breathing was even, but he could tell she wasn’t asleep yet.

Then, in the quiet, her hand found his under the covers. She laced their fingers together and squeezed.

“Tell me what it would look like,” she whispered.

Marcus’s heart stuttered. He turned his head toward her. In the low light, he could just make out the curve of her cheek, the shine in her eyes.

“You sure?” he asked.

“I’m sure. Paint the picture for me, Marcus. Honestly.”

He rolled onto his side, facing her fully. Their bodies were close but not yet touching beyond their joined hands. The words came slowly at first, then with growing confidence as her quiet attention drew them out.

“I imagine you noticing someone. Or him noticing you. A stranger. Someone confident, attentive. You’d talk. Flirt, maybe. Decide if the chemistry feels right. If it does… you’d let things happen naturally. I’d know. Either because I’m there watching from a distance, or because you tell me afterward. Every detail you want to share. How he looked at you. How he touched you. How it felt when he made you come.”

Simone’s breath caught slightly at that. Her thumb traced slow circles on the back of his hand.

“And you’d be okay with it?” she asked. “Not just in theory?”

“I think so. More than okay. The idea of you letting go like that, enjoying something purely for yourself… it turns me on more than I can explain. You being desired. Seen. Wanted in a new way. Then coming back to me.”

She was quiet for a moment. “What if I really like it? More than I expect?”

“Then we talk about that too. This isn’t a one-way thing. It’s us.”

The silence stretched, comfortable and heavy. Simone shifted closer, her bare leg sliding against his. Her voice was low, almost husky. “Okay. Vacation rules. But I pick. If it happens, it happens on my terms. Naturally. No pushing.”

Marcus felt a surge of relief, excitement, and a touch of vertigo all at once. “Of course. Your choice. Always.”

She leaned in and kissed him then—slow, deep, full of promise and questions. When she pulled back, her forehead rested against his.

“We’ll see what the week brings,” she murmured.

They fell asleep like that, hands still linked, the ocean sighing beyond the balcony doors. Marcus drifted off with her words echoing in his mind. She hadn’t said yes. But she hadn’t said no. And in the space between, something electric had begun to unfold.

He had no idea yet how completely it would reshape them both.

Chapter 3: What It Would Look Like

The ceiling fan turned lazy circles above them, pushing the cool night air across their bare skin. Marcus lay on his side facing Simone, their bodies close enough that he could feel the warmth radiating from her. Moonlight slipped through the sheer curtains, painting silver highlights along the curve of her shoulder and the swell of her breast. Her hand was still laced with his, thumb tracing slow, absent patterns that made his pulse jump.

“Paint the picture for me, Marcus,” she had whispered moments ago. “Honestly.”

He took a slow breath, letting the words form. This was the threshold. Once he stepped through it, there was no pretending it was just idle fantasy anymore.

“I’ve thought about it a lot,” he began, voice low. “Not some random stranger off the street. Someone we don’t know. No history. No chance of it bleeding into our real life back home. That’s why Cabo. A clean container. Vacation rules. What happens here stays here.”

Simone shifted closer, her knee sliding between his thighs. The sheet had slipped down to her waist, and the sight of her—naked, unselfconscious, listening so intently—sent a rush of blood straight to his cock. He was already half-hard just from the tension of the conversation.

“Tell me more,” she murmured. Her free hand came up to rest on his chest, fingers splaying over his heartbeat. “What does it look like when it actually happens?”

Marcus swallowed. “You notice him first. Or he notices you. Maybe at the bar, or on the beach. He’s confident but not aggressive. Attentive. The kind of man who really sees you. You talk. Laugh. There’s chemistry—real chemistry. You decide. If it feels right, you let it go further. Maybe you dance. Maybe you let him touch you. Kiss you. Take you somewhere private.”

Her fingers traced lower, brushing over his stomach. “And you?”

“I know,” he said, voice roughening. “Either I’m there, watching from a distance, or you come back to me afterward and tell me everything. How he looked at you. What he said. How wet you got for him. How he fucked you.”

Simone’s breath hitched. She pressed her body flush against his now, her breasts soft against his chest, one thigh draping over his hip. He could feel the heat between her legs brushing against his growing erection.

“Say it like that again,” she whispered. “While you touch me.”

Marcus groaned softly. This was what he had fantasized about most—the way her mind engaged, the way she didn’t flinch but leaned in. He slid his hand down her side, over the dip of her waist, the flare of her hip, then cupped her ass and pulled her tighter against him.

“I want to see you wanted,” he said, lips brushing her ear. “I want to watch another man look at you the way I do every day—like you’re the most intoxicating thing he’s ever seen. And then I want to watch him have you. His hands on these hips.” He squeezed. “His mouth on your neck, your breasts. I want to see you open up for him. Hear the sounds you make when he slides inside you for the first time.”

Simone moaned quietly, rolling her hips against him. Her hand wrapped around his cock, stroking slowly from base to tip. “Keep going.”

Marcus’s hips jerked into her grip. “He’d take his time with you. Because you deserve to be savored. I imagine him going down on you until your thighs are shaking around his head. Until you’re gripping his hair and coming on his tongue. Then he’d fuck you—deep, steady strokes. Not rushed. Not like we sometimes get at home when we’re tired. He’d fuck you like he’s trying to memorize every inch of you.”

Her strokes grew firmer, thumb circling the head of his cock where pre-cum had begun to bead. Marcus slipped two fingers between her legs and found her already slick, swollen. He parted her folds and circled her clit with deliberate slowness.

“God, Marcus,” she breathed. Her forehead pressed to his. “You really want that? You want to watch me take another man’s cock?”

“Yes.” The word came out raw. “I want to see you lose yourself in it. See that look on your face—the one you get when you’re completely gone. But then you come back to me. You always come back to me. That’s the part that makes me so fucking hard.”

Simone kissed him then, hungry and deep, her tongue sliding against his as her hand worked him faster. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with arousal. “My turn to add to the picture.”

She pushed gently on his shoulder until he rolled onto his back. Then she straddled him, settling her wet heat along the length of his cock without taking him inside yet. She rocked slowly, coating him with her arousal.

“I pick,” she said firmly, hands braced on his chest as she moved. “If it happens, it’s because I want it. Not because you’re pushing or arranging it from the sidelines. No coaching. No scripts. I decide who feels right. I decide how far it goes. And if I fuck him, I fuck him because I’m wet for him. Because I want to feel something new.”

Marcus’s hands gripped her thighs, thumbs stroking the sensitive skin near her center. “Yes. That’s how it should be. Your choice. Always.”

She leaned down, nipples brushing his chest, and nipped at his lower lip. “And I want to tell you about it. Not everything, maybe. But the parts that matter. How big he was. How he stretched me. How many times I came before he did. How it felt different from you.”

Marcus thrust up against her, his cock sliding through her folds, the head catching on her entrance with every roll of her hips. “Fuck, Simone. You’re really into this.”

“I’m into us doing this,” she corrected, but her voice had gone husky. “I didn’t expect to be this turned on by the idea. But hearing you describe it… imagining a stranger’s hands on me while you watch…” She reached between them, positioned his cock at her entrance, and sank down slowly, taking him to the hilt in one smooth glide.

They both groaned. She was incredibly wet, tight, and hot around him. Marcus fought the urge to thrust up hard, wanting to draw this out.

“Tell me more while you’re inside me,” she demanded, beginning to ride him with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips. “What do you picture when you jerk off thinking about this?”

Marcus’s hands slid up to cup her breasts, thumbs flicking over her hardened nipples. “I picture you in a sundress like the one you wore tonight. No panties. Meeting him somewhere. The beach at night. Or this balcony. He kisses you first—deep, like he’s been starving for you. His hands slide under your dress and find you soaked. He fingers you right there, against the railing, while the ocean crashes below.”

Simone’s pace quickened. Her breath came in soft pants. “Then what?”

“Then he bends you over. Or drops to his knees. Eats your pussy until your legs give out. You come hard, trying not to scream so I don’t hear from the room—but I do hear. I’m watching. Hidden. Or waiting. And when he finally fucks you, it’s raw. Primal. He fills you completely. You claw at his back. You say his name when you come the second time.”

“Fuck,” Simone gasped. She braced her hands on his chest and rode him harder, grinding her clit against his pubic bone with every downward stroke. The wet sounds of their bodies filled the room, obscene and perfect. “I like that you want to see me like that. Used. Satisfied. Coming on someone else’s cock.”

Marcus sat up suddenly, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her tight against him. They were face to face now, her breasts pressed to his chest, her hips still working in his lap. He thrust up into her, meeting every roll.

“I want you wild,” he growled against her mouth. “I want you to feel desired in a way that lights you up from the inside. And then I want you to bring that fire back to our bed. To me.”

Simone’s head fell back, exposing the long line of her throat. Marcus latched onto it, sucking and biting gently as he drove into her. One hand slipped between them to rub tight circles over her clit.

“I’m close,” she whimpered. “Keep talking.”

“I want to watch him come inside you,” Marcus said, voice strained with his own building orgasm. “Or on you. I want to see the evidence. Then I want to reclaim you. Fuck his cum deeper into you. Taste it on your skin. Remind you who you belong to even when you’re letting someone else have you.”

That pushed her over. Simone cried out, body shuddering as her pussy clenched rhythmically around his cock. Her nails dug into his shoulders, hips stuttering through the waves of pleasure. Marcus followed seconds later, thrusting deep and holding her down as he spilled inside her, pulse after pulse of release that left him dizzy.

They stayed locked together, breathing hard, foreheads pressed. Sweat slicked their skin. The ocean continued its eternal rhythm outside.

After a long minute, Simone lifted her head. Her eyes were soft, sated, but still bright with something new—curiosity, excitement, maybe a touch of wonder.

“Okay,” she said quietly. “Vacation rules. But I pick.”

Marcus kissed her slowly, tenderly, still buried inside her. “Thank you for trusting me with this.”

She smiled against his mouth. “Thank you for trusting me enough to ask.”

They eventually disentangled, cleaned up, and curled together under the sheet. Simone fell asleep first, her breathing deep and even against his chest. Marcus lay awake longer, replaying every word, every moan, every honest admission. The fantasy had felt vivid in his mind for years. Hearing her engage with it—add to it, own it—made it feel electric. Real.

But beneath the afterglow, a quieter awareness stirred. Simone wasn’t just indulging him. She was genuinely turned on by the idea. Curious. Open. And that changed everything.

He had set the stage. Now the play was beginning, and the actors—including the one they hadn’t met yet—would bring their own interpretations.

Marcus pressed a kiss to the top of her head and finally let sleep pull him under.

The next few days would test every boundary they had just drawn. And he couldn’t wait.

Chapter 4: Day Three

The dive boat rocked gently at the dock as the morning sun climbed higher, turning the water into a shimmering expanse of turquoise and cobalt. Marcus stood on the wooden pier beside Simone, watching the small group of guests mill about with their gear. The air smelled of salt, neoprene, and the faint tang of fuel from the outboard motors. Simone looked effortlessly at home in her rash guard and shorts, her hair pulled back into a practical ponytail, sunglasses perched on her head. She had woken up affectionate that morning—lingering kisses over coffee on the terrace, her foot brushing his under the table—but neither of them had brought up the conversation from the night before. It hovered between them like a shared secret, warm and unspoken.

The dive operator’s van had picked them up right on time. Marcus had booked this excursion two months ago, back when the fantasy was still just a private blueprint in his mind. He hadn’t chosen the specific company for any reason beyond solid reviews and proximity to the resort. Now, as they waited to board, he felt the subtle shift of fate clicking into place.

A tall man with sun-bronzed skin and easy confidence stepped off the boat to greet them. He was perhaps thirty-eight, broad-shouldered but lean in the way of someone who spent his life in the water rather than a gym. Dark hair cropped short, a close-trimmed beard, and calm brown eyes that seemed to take in the whole group at once without hurry. He wore a faded blue rash guard with the dive shop’s logo and board shorts that had seen plenty of salt.

“Morning, everyone. I’m Rafael,” he said, voice carrying that smooth, unhurried cadence of someone who spoke English fluently but with the natural rhythm of the peninsula. “I’ll be your guide today. We’ve got a beautiful site—Pelican Rock. Clear visibility, plenty of marine life. Any first-timers or anyone with questions before we load up?”

His gaze moved across the group—four other couples plus a solo traveler—and settled briefly on Marcus and Simone. There was nothing overt in it, just a professional assessment, but Marcus noticed the way Rafael’s attention lingered a fraction longer on Simone. Not leering. Assessing. Appreciating the way she carried herself.

Simone raised a hand. “First time in Cabo waters for both of us. Any particular tips for the currents?”

Rafael smiled, a slow, genuine expression that reached his eyes. “Smart question. The currents can be sneaky near the rock formations. Stay close to your buddy, follow my lead on the descent. If you get separated, surface calmly and we’ll regroup. You’ll be fine—looks like you’re both comfortable in the water.”

He gave her a small nod of approval as she adjusted the straps on her BCD. Marcus watched the exchange carefully. It was practical, dive-related, nothing charged on the surface. But there was a quality to Rafael’s attention: direct, present, without the performative charm some guides used to flirt with tourists. He spoke to Simone like he was actually seeing her—not just another guest, but someone worth paying attention to.

They boarded the boat. Marcus helped Simone with her tank, their hands brushing in the familiar routine of couples who had traveled together many times. Rafael moved among the group with quiet competence, checking gear, answering questions, making small adjustments. He didn’t dominate the space; he simply filled it naturally. Marcus found himself studying the man the way he might study a structural element in a building—solid foundation, clean lines, no wasted motion.

The boat pulled away from the dock, engines thrumming as they headed out toward the dive site. Simone leaned against the railing beside Marcus, the wind whipping loose strands of hair across her face. “This feels like a good call,” she said, squeezing his arm. “I’ve been looking forward to this.”

“Me too.” He slipped an arm around her waist, pulling her closer. The fantasy from last night still hummed under his skin, but seeing Rafael had added a new texture to it. Not anxiety, exactly. Recognition.

They reached the site after twenty minutes. Rafael gathered everyone for a final briefing, his voice steady over the lap of waves. “We’ll descend together. Follow the line down to thirty feet, then explore the wall. Lots of turtles, maybe some rays today. Buddy up and stay within sight.”

The water closed over them like a cool embrace. Bubbles rose in silver streams as they descended into the blue silence. Marcus stayed close to Simone, their hands occasionally brushing in the weightless world. The visibility was stunning—eighty feet or more. Schools of colorful fish darted around coral heads, and a pair of sea turtles glided by with ancient grace. Marcus watched Simone through his mask. She moved with confident buoyancy, pointing out a moray eel tucked into a crevice, her eyes bright with wonder even through the glass. In the filtered sunlight, she looked ethereal, completely at ease in this foreign element.

And Rafael… Rafael moved through the water like he belonged to it. He guided the group with subtle hand signals, pointing out a spotted eagle ray cruising below them, then circling back to check on the newer divers. At one point, he swam near Simone to direct her attention to a small octopus camouflaged against the rock. Their fins brushed close for a moment. Nothing inappropriate—just the practical proximity of a good guide. But Marcus noticed the way Rafael’s eyes crinkled behind his mask when Simone gave a thumbs-up in appreciation. The man paid attention. Real attention.

The dive passed in that timeless underwater quiet. Forty-five minutes of wonder and weightlessness. When they surfaced near the boat, laughter and excited chatter broke out as everyone climbed the ladder. Simone’s cheeks were flushed with exertion and joy. She pulled off her mask and shook out her hair, grinning at Marcus.

“That was incredible. Did you see the turtles?”

“I did. You looked like you were born for this.”

Rafael was last out, helping the solo traveler with his gear. He moved with that same unhurried efficiency, muscles shifting under sun-darkened skin as he secured tanks. At the dive shack on a small nearby beach—part of the excursion package—they all gathered for cold drinks and snacks. The shack was little more than a thatched roof over a wooden deck with a few benches and a cooler. Beer and sodas appeared, along with fresh fruit and chips.

Conversation flowed easily. Rafael sat on the edge of the deck, legs dangling, answering questions about local marine life and the best hidden beaches. Simone ended up a few feet away from him, sipping a Pacifico. Marcus watched from his spot against a post, nursing his own beer.

“You’ve been doing this a long time?” Simone asked Rafael, her tone light and genuinely curious.

“Fifteen years,” he replied. “Started as a kid helping my uncle. Never found a reason to stop. The ocean teaches you patience.” His gaze held hers for a beat longer than necessary. “You handled the site well. Most tourists get nervous around the wall.”

She laughed softly. “I’ve done some reef diving in the Caribbean. This was next level, though. Thanks for making it smooth.”

Rafael’s smile was warm, appreciative. “My pleasure. If you two want to do another dive later in the week, let me know. I can arrange something quieter.”

Marcus joined them then, sliding an arm around Simone’s shoulders. “We might take you up on that. This was exactly what we needed.”

The three of them talked for a while longer as other guests drifted into smaller conversations. Rafael was easy to talk to—knowledgeable without being pedantic, funny in a dry, understated way. He asked Marcus about his work as an architect, listening with real interest when Marcus described designing sustainable coastal homes. But Marcus kept noticing the undercurrent: the way Rafael’s eyes flicked back to Simone when she spoke, the subtle way he angled his body toward her in the group. It wasn’t overt. It was natural. Magnetic, even.

Simone laughed at something Rafael said about a particularly clumsy tourist who once tried to pet a pufferfish. The sound of it—bright, unguarded—sent a low thrum through Marcus. This was it. The first real spark of what he had described to her the night before.

The boat ride back was relaxed. Simone sat between Marcus’s legs on the bench, leaning back against his chest as the wind cooled their skin. Rafael piloted from the wheel, occasionally glancing back at his passengers with a nod or a comment.

Back at the resort dock, they said their goodbyes. Rafael shook Marcus’s hand firmly, then Simone’s. His grip lingered just a moment on hers. “Enjoy the rest of your stay. You know where to find me if the ocean calls again.”

“Thanks, Rafael,” Simone said, smiling. “We will.”

In their villa, the late afternoon light slanted through the windows as they showered off the salt and changed for dinner. Marcus watched Simone in the mirror as she brushed out her damp hair. She looked radiant—skin glowing from the sun and water, a new lightness in her posture.

“He was good,” Marcus said casually, buttoning his shirt. “Knows his stuff.”

Simone met his eyes in the reflection. “Yeah. Really good. Competent. Patient.” She paused, then added, almost offhand, “He’s interesting.”

Marcus didn’t reply right away. He stepped behind her, resting his hands on her hips. Their eyes held in the mirror. The unspoken conversation from the previous night crackled between them.

Simone turned in his arms, looping hers around his neck. She smiled—that small, knowing smile. “He’s interesting,” she repeated softly.

Marcus felt the vertigo again. The fantasy had a face now. A name. A calm, perceptive presence that had noticed his wife exactly the way Marcus had always imagined someone might. And Simone had noticed right back.

Dinner that night was quiet and intimate, but Marcus’s mind kept drifting to the dive shack. To Rafael’s easy laugh. To the way Simone had looked when she was talking to him—engaged, alive, curious.

The rules were in place. The stage was set.

And the first actor had just walked on.

Chapter 5: What Marcus Does With This

The balcony doors were open to the evening breeze, carrying the distant murmur of waves and the faint scent of night-blooming jasmine from the resort gardens below. Marcus stood at the railing, forearms resting on the warm teak, a half-empty glass of mezcal in one hand. The sun had slipped below the horizon twenty minutes ago, leaving the sky in layers of deep indigo and lingering coral. Lights from other villas dotted the cliffside like scattered stars, but his focus kept drifting inward.

Simone was in the outdoor shower just around the corner. He could hear the water running, the occasional soft hum of her voice as she washed the last traces of salt from her skin. The sound was intimate, familiar. Yet tonight it felt layered with something new.

This is what you asked for.

The thought looped through his mind like a structural analysis—detached at first, then pressing with increasing weight. Rafael. The name had a shape now. Not an abstract fantasy figure, but a real man with competent hands, calm eyes, and the kind of unhurried presence that made people—especially Simone—lean in. Marcus had built the entire trip as a controlled experiment: neutral location, clear boundaries, an expiration date printed on their plane tickets. He had chosen the dive excursion months ago without knowing it would deliver the first viable candidate directly to them. The architect in him appreciated the irony. Plans had a way of revealing flaws in execution.

He took a slow sip of the mezcal, letting the smoky burn ground him. The anxiety wasn’t jealousy. Not exactly. He didn’t picture Rafael touching Simone and feel the hot spike of possession he might have expected. Instead, it was a vertiginous drop—the sensation of standing on the edge of a building he had designed himself, only to realize the height was greater than the renderings had suggested. The fantasy had lived safely in his head for two years: vivid, controllable, contained to late nights and private moments. Now it had stepped into the daylight, introduced itself, checked their gear, and made his wife laugh.

Marcus flexed his fingers on the railing. He didn’t know what to do with his hands. That was the strangest part. At home, when deadlines loomed or a project hit complications, he had blueprints, schedules, contingencies. Here, there was only waiting. Watching. Trusting.

The water shut off. He heard the soft rustle of a towel, then Simone’s bare feet padding across the tile. She appeared a moment later wrapped in a white resort robe, hair damp and curling at the ends, skin glowing from the day’s sun and the shower. She smelled like citrus body wash and the ocean. She stepped up beside him, slipping an arm around his waist and resting her head briefly on his shoulder.

“Beautiful night,” she said quietly.

“It is.” He set the glass down and turned to pull her closer, his hand settling at the small of her back. The robe was thin; he could feel the warmth of her body through it. “How are you feeling after the dive?”

“Amazing. A little tired, but in the best way. That underwater silence… it resets something in your brain.” She tilted her head up, studying his face. “You’ve been quiet since we got back.”

Marcus offered a small smile. “Just processing the day. It was a good one.”

They stood like that for a while, watching the last light fade. He didn’t mention Rafael. She didn’t either. But the man’s presence lingered in the space between them like humidity—unspoken, undeniable. Marcus’s mind kept replaying small moments from the dive shack: the way Rafael had listened when Simone spoke, the subtle crinkle at the corners of his eyes, the easy competence that seemed to draw people into his orbit without effort. Simone had noticed. She had called him interesting.

And underneath the quiet anxiety, something else stirred. A low, electric hum. The thing he had come here for. It was real. Tangible. Not just a scripted scene in his imagination, but a living possibility with texture and risk and breath. The recognition sent a slow pulse of arousal through him, tangled with the unease. Both things at once. That was the complication he hadn’t fully modeled in his mental blueprints.

Simone kissed his jaw softly. “I’m going to get dressed for dinner. You okay?”

“Better than okay.” He meant it, mostly.

She disappeared inside, leaving him alone again with the night and his thoughts. Marcus finished the mezcal and leaned forward, letting the breeze cool his face. He catalogued his emotions the way he might review a site survey: anxiety about the unknown, yes. Fear of losing control, certainly. But also a deep, almost reverent excitement. Simone had engaged with the fantasy on her own terms. She hadn’t recoiled or humored him. She had met him there, added her own lines to the sketch, and now she moved through the world with a new awareness. He had seen it today—subtle, but present. A spark of curiosity that made her laugh a little freer, her posture a little more open.

This was the gap he hadn’t anticipated. The distance between engineering the conditions and watching the experiment run live. Rafael wasn’t a prop. He was a person who read people accurately. Who had read her. And that accuracy made the fantasy sharper, more dangerous, more compelling.

By the time Simone emerged, she had chosen a simple emerald-green sundress that brought out the hazel in her eyes and skimmed her curves in a way that still managed to look effortless. Her skin had taken on a deeper glow from the day on the water. Marcus felt that familiar pull—pride, desire, and now this new undercurrent of shared possibility.

Dinner was at the resort’s beachfront restaurant, tables set under palm-frond palapas with tiki torches flickering against the darkening sky. They were seated near the edge, waves lapping gently a short distance away. The menu was fresh seafood and local flavors; they ordered grilled snapper, roasted vegetables, and a bottle of chilled Sauvignon Blanc. Conversation flowed easily—stories from the dive, plans for the next day, a funny memory from their last anniversary trip to Italy. They didn’t talk about Rafael. They didn’t talk about vacation rules. But Marcus was more present than he had been in months. He listened without mentally drafting emails or sketching floor plans in his head. He watched the way candlelight played across Simone’s features, the way she gestured when she got animated about a particularly graceful sea turtle sighting.

Halfway through the meal, Simone set her fork down and looked at him across the table, a soft smile playing on her lips.

“You’re here tonight,” she said.

Marcus blinked, then chuckled. “I’m always here.”

She shook her head slightly, eyes warm but knowing. “Not like this. You’ve been… lighter. More with me. It’s nice.”

He reached across the table and took her hand, thumb brushing over her knuckles. The wedding band caught the light. Ten years. Solid. Real. “You’re right. I’ve been distracted lately. Work. Routines. This trip… it’s pulling me back. You pull me back.”

Simone squeezed his hand. “Good. Because I like this version of you.”

The rest of dinner passed in that same warm, attentive rhythm. They shared bites of each other’s plates, laughed over a clumsy waiter, lingered over dessert—a rich chocolate tamale that Simone declared worth every calorie. Marcus felt the tension from earlier easing, replaced by a deeper sense of connection. The fantasy hadn’t created distance; if anything, voicing it and seeing the first faint outlines of its reality had sharpened his focus on her. On them.

Walking back along the lighted path to their villa, Simone slipped her arm through his. The night air was soft, perfumed. Crickets and distant music from the resort bar provided a gentle soundtrack.

“You know,” she said quietly, “today was perfect. The dive, the water, everything.”

“It was.” He paused, then added, “Rafael knows what he’s doing out there.”

There. He had said the name. Casually. Testing the waters.

Simone didn’t miss a beat. “He does. Patient teacher type. Made it feel safe even when the current picked up a little.” She glanced up at him, her expression open. “You noticed that too.”

Marcus nodded. “Hard not to.”

They walked a few more steps in silence. The villa came into view, its soft exterior lights welcoming.

Simone stopped them under a flowering tree, turning to face him. Her hands rested on his chest. “Marcus. Whatever happens this week… or doesn’t. We’re good. You know that, right?”

“I do.” He cupped her face, thumbs stroking her cheeks. “Better than good.”

She kissed him then—slow, lingering, full of affection and the quiet promise of whatever came next. When they pulled apart, her eyes held his for a long moment.

Inside the villa, they moved through their evening routine with the ease of long-married partners: brushing teeth side by side, plugging in phones, turning down the bed. Marcus stepped back out onto the balcony while Simone finished in the bathroom. The anxiety hadn’t vanished, but it had settled into something more manageable. A low-level hum rather than a roar. Underneath it, the excitement remained—vivid, insistent. The plan was becoming real. Rafael had a face, a voice, a way of looking at Simone that suggested he saw the same magnetic qualities Marcus had always known were there.

Marcus leaned on the railing again, staring out at the dark ocean. He didn’t know what would happen tomorrow or the day after. That uncertainty was terrifying in its own way. But it was also the point. He had engineered the conditions. Now the variables were alive.

Simone joined him a few minutes later, wearing one of his old t-shirts and nothing else. She wrapped her arms around him from behind, pressing her cheek to his back.

“Coming to bed?” she murmured.

“Soon.”

She stayed there, holding him. No pressure. No demands for conversation about the dive guide or the rules they had negotiated. Just presence.

Marcus turned in her arms and kissed her forehead. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” Her voice was soft, certain. “Whatever this week brings.”

They went inside together. The lights dimmed. The ceiling fan spun lazily overhead. As Simone drifted toward sleep beside him, her breathing deep and even, Marcus lay awake a little longer, one hand resting on her hip.

The gap between fantasy and reality was closing faster than he had anticipated. And for the first time, he wasn’t sure whether he wanted to slow it down or let it accelerate.

He understood, with sudden clarity, what Simone had meant at dinner. He was here tonight. Fully. Present in a way the routines of home had dulled.

Rafael had done that, indirectly. The possibility of him had.

Marcus closed his eyes and let the sound of the ocean carry him under. Tomorrow would come. And with it, whatever choices Simone made.

He was ready. Or as ready as he could be.

Chapter 6: The Beach Bar

The evening air in Cabo carried a different kind of warmth after sunset—thick, velvety, laced with the scent of grilled seafood from nearby palapas and the faint, sweet smoke of citronella torches. Marcus and Simone had fallen into a gentle rhythm over the past few days. Mornings on the terrace or at the pool, afternoons exploring or resting, evenings reserved for long dinners and slower walks back to the villa. Tonight felt no different on the surface. Simone had suggested their usual beach bar as they dressed after showers, her voice casual, almost offhand.

“Let’s go to La Perla again,” she’d said, slipping a light linen shirt over her bikini top. “I like the music there. And the margaritas are perfect.”

Marcus had agreed easily. The bar was a short walk along the sand from their resort, a casual open-air spot with low wooden tables, string lights draped between palms, and a local band that played soulful covers rather than tourist trap anthems. They had stopped there most evenings, content to people-watch and unwind with their feet in the sand.

He hadn’t thought much of it until they arrived.

The bar was lively but not crowded. A few couples occupied tables near the water’s edge, laughter rising over the gentle lap of waves. The band tuned their guitars under a thatched roof. Simone scanned the space with what Marcus first mistook for idle curiosity. Then her gaze settled on a figure leaning against the bar, and something in her posture shifted—subtle, but unmistakable to him after ten years of marriage.

Rafael.

He stood with a beer in hand, talking to the bartender, dressed in a simple black t-shirt and shorts that showed off the deep tan of his arms and legs. The dive guide looked relaxed, completely at home, as if the bar belonged to the ocean itself. Marcus felt the recognition hit like a soft current—unexpected, yet inevitable.

Simone touched his arm lightly. “There’s Rafael. Should we say hello?”

Marcus nodded, keeping his voice even. “Sure.”

They approached. Rafael turned as they neared, and his face lit with that slow, genuine smile Marcus remembered from the dive. His eyes flicked first to Marcus, then to Simone, lingering with quiet appreciation.

“Well, look who the tide brought in,” Rafael said, extending a hand. His grip was firm, warm. “Marcus, Simone. Good to see you both again. How’s the trip treating you?”

They settled into easy conversation at a high-top table near the bar. Drinks arrived—margaritas for Simone and Marcus, another Pacifico for Rafael. At first, the talk stayed light: the dive they’d done, recommendations for a sunset sail, Rafael’s stories about the marine life that made even routine excursions feel mythic. But Marcus paid close attention to the undercurrents.

Simone was warm. Direct. Present in a way that made the air around their table feel charged. She leaned slightly toward Rafael when he spoke, her laugh coming quick and genuine at his dry observations about tourists who tried to “ride” the waves on rented paddleboards. Her hazel eyes caught the string lights, sparkling as she asked him about growing up on the peninsula, about the hidden coves only locals knew. There was no overt flirting—no lingering touches or obvious innuendo—but the connection was palpable. She listened like the event planner she was, drawing him out, making him the center of her attention without diminishing Marcus.

Rafael, for his part, was attentive without being obvious. He included Marcus in every thread of conversation, asking thoughtful questions about architecture and how the coastal landscape inspired his designs. But his focus kept returning to Simone naturally. He noticed the way she tilted her head when curious, the small gesture she made with her hands when describing the sea turtles. His responses were measured, perceptive. He read her cues with the same calm competence he showed underwater—never pushing, always responding in kind.

Marcus sat between them, nursing his drink, his interior world a storm of oscillation. Arousal pooled low and steady in his gut every time Simone’s gaze lingered on Rafael’s face or when Rafael’s laugh drew another bright smile from her. The fantasy was no longer theoretical. It had a voice, a scent of salt and sun-warmed skin, a way of looking at his wife that made Marcus’s pulse thrum. He imagined Rafael’s hands—those same hands that had checked their dive gear—on her. The thought sent heat rushing through him.

Yet beneath the arousal was the edge. A vertiginous feeling, like standing at the railing of their villa balcony and leaning just a little too far. This wasn’t a scripted scene he controlled. Simone was driving now, orchestrating this encounter with a subtlety he hadn’t anticipated. He could see it in the way she had suggested the bar so casually. In the four minutes it had taken for him to realize Rafael’s presence wasn’t coincidence. She had arranged this. And the realization both thrilled and unsettled him.

Two hours slipped by like minutes. The band played a slow, rhythmic ballad. Empty glasses accumulated. Rafael shared a story about a night dive gone comically wrong—a panicked tourist who mistook a harmless nurse shark for something more dramatic—and Simone’s laughter rang out clear and unguarded. Marcus watched her profile: the curve of her neck, the way her sundress clung to her body in the humid air, the easy confidence in her posture. She was radiant. Alive in a way that reminded him of the woman he’d fallen in love with years ago, before routines had smoothed the sharper edges of desire.

At one point, Rafael excused himself to take a call from his dive shop about tomorrow’s bookings. “Back in a few,” he said, touching Simone’s shoulder lightly as he passed—brief, friendly, but enough to send another spike through Marcus.

They were alone for the first time that evening. Simone turned to him immediately, her hand finding his on the table. The string lights reflected in her eyes.

“Still okay?” she asked softly. No pretense. Just the directness that had always defined her.

Marcus searched her face. The arousal was there, thick in his veins. The edge was there too—sharp, exhilarating. He squeezed her hand. “Yes. I’m okay.”

She studied him a moment longer, then nodded. Her thumb brushed over his knuckles. “Good. Because I want to see him tomorrow. Without you.”

The words landed with quiet weight. Marcus felt them settle in his chest—confirmation and test all at once. This was her picking. Her terms, as they had negotiated in the dark of their villa. No coaching. No sidelines scripting. She was stepping into the fantasy as an active participant, not just an indulgent partner.

He swallowed, throat tight, but his voice came out steady. Genuine. “Okay.”

Simone’s expression softened with something like relief and affection. She leaned in and kissed him—slow, reassuring, her lips tasting of lime and salt. When she pulled back, Rafael was returning, sliding back onto his stool with an easy apology for the interruption.

The conversation resumed, flowing around them like the tide. But now Marcus carried the new knowledge with him. Simone’s choice. Tomorrow. The gap between his carefully engineered fantasy and the living reality was widening with every passing minute. He had asked for this. She was giving it to him, on her terms. The mixture of pride, desire, and that persistent vertigo left him feeling more alive than he had in years.

Eventually, the band wrapped up a final set. Rafael checked his watch and stood, stretching with that fluid grace of a man accustomed to the water. “I should head out. Early boat tomorrow. But it was good running into you both.”

Simone smiled up at him. “We’ll see you around, I hope.”

“Count on it.” Rafael’s eyes held hers for a beat, then he shook Marcus’s hand again. “Take care.”

They watched him go, his figure disappearing down the beach path toward the local side of the cove. The bar felt quieter without him, the energy shifting back to just the two of them.

Marcus and Simone lingered a little longer, finishing their drinks in comfortable silence. Her hand stayed in his, thumb occasionally tracing patterns that felt both soothing and electric. When they finally stood to leave, she slipped her arm through his as they walked the moonlit sand back toward the resort.

The path was soft underfoot, the waves a constant, soothing murmur. Simone leaned into him, her body warm and familiar against his side. Marcus’s mind raced even as his steps stayed measured. I asked for this. She’s giving it to me. The words repeated like a mantra. Why did the space between asking and receiving feel so much wider than he had imagined in all those late-night fantasies? Why did the reality of her agency—of her genuine interest—make his heart pound with equal parts excitement and something deeper, unnamed?

“You’re quiet again,” Simone observed gently as their villa came into view, its lights glowing softly against the cliff.

“Just thinking about tomorrow,” he admitted.

She stopped them near the path’s turnoff, turning to face him fully. The moonlight caught her features, highlighting the faint flush on her cheeks from the drinks and the evening’s charge. “We don’t have to do anything you’re not ready for, Marcus. This is us. Always.”

“I know.” He cupped her face, thumbs stroking her jaw. “And I meant what I said. Okay. I trust you.”

She kissed him again, deeper this time, her body pressing into his with quiet promise. When they broke apart, she rested her forehead against his. “Thank you.”

They walked the rest of the way hand in hand. Inside the villa, the routine was familiar—lights dimmed, clothes shed for sleep, the ceiling fan stirring the cool air. Simone curled against him in bed, her leg draped over his, head on his chest. Her breathing slowed toward sleep quickly, content.

Marcus lay awake longer, staring at the slow rotation of the fan blades. The fantasy had a momentum now. Simone was no longer just responding to his vision; she was shaping it. Tomorrow she would see Rafael alone. The thought sent fresh arousal curling through him, tangled with that persistent edge of the unknown.

He had engineered the conditions. Chosen the location. Introduced the rules.

But his wife was the one driving the story forward.

And as sleep finally claimed him, Marcus realized with startling clarity that he wouldn’t have it any other way.

Chapter 7: Afternoon Without Me

The morning light filtered through the villa’s sheer curtains in soft, golden shafts, painting the white sheets with a warmth that matched the quiet tenderness between them. Marcus woke first, as he often did, and lay still for a long while simply watching Simone sleep. Her dark hair spilled across the pillow, one bare shoulder peeking out from under the sheet, her breathing slow and deep. There was a faint flush still lingering on her cheeks from the night before, or perhaps from the charged anticipation that had settled over them both like a second skin.

He traced a fingertip lightly along her arm, not enough to wake her, just enough to feel the reality of her. Ten years. This woman who had built a life with him, who laughed at his dry jokes and challenged his overthinking, who was now—by his own design—on the cusp of stepping into something that would change the texture of their marriage forever. The stakes felt heavier in the daylight. Not heavier in a way that made him want to pull back, but heavier in a way that made every ordinary moment sharper. More precious.

Simone stirred, her eyes fluttering open. She smiled sleepily when she saw him watching her, reaching out to cup his face. “Morning, architect.”

“Morning, beautiful.” He leaned in and kissed her, slow and lingering, tasting the faint mint of last night’s toothpaste and the unique warmth that was purely her. There were no frantic words about the day ahead. No last-minute negotiations. Just the easy affection that had always anchored them, now laced with the electric undercurrent of what she had decided.

They lingered in bed longer than usual. Marcus made love to her with deliberate tenderness—his hands mapping every familiar curve as if committing it to memory before the unknown. Simone responded with the same unhurried passion, her body arching into his, her quiet moans filling the sunlit room. When they came together, it was gentle, connected, a reaffirmation before the divergence. Afterward, they lay tangled, her head on his chest, his fingers combing through her hair.

“Whatever happens today,” she murmured against his skin, “I’m coming back to you. This is still us.”

“I know,” he said, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. And he did. But knowing and feeling were beginning to stretch apart in ways his careful plans hadn’t fully accounted for.

Breakfast on the terrace was simple—fresh fruit, yogurt, strong coffee. Simone wore a breezy white sundress that hugged her figure without trying too hard, the kind that made her look both approachable and devastatingly sexy. Her skin had deepened to a warm golden tone, freckles more pronounced across her nose. She looked radiant. Alive. Marcus didn’t tell her how good she looked. He didn’t need to; the way his eyes followed her said enough. Instead, he reached across the table and squeezed her hand.

“You set the pace,” he reminded her softly. “Your choice. Always.”

She nodded, eyes steady. “I remember.”

At noon, she stood by the villa door, a small woven bag over her shoulder containing a towel, sunscreen, and a change of clothes. She had texted Rafael earlier that morning—Marcus hadn’t asked to see the exchange—and the plan was set. A private afternoon. Beach, maybe a boat, whatever felt natural. Marcus walked her to the path that led down toward the main resort area where Rafael would meet her.

She turned to him there, under the shade of a flowering bougainvillea. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” He kissed her once more, deep and grounding. Then he let her go.

Simone walked away without looking back, her hips swaying with that natural confidence he had always loved. Marcus stood watching until she disappeared around the curve. The door to the villa clicked shut behind him, and the silence settled like a weight.

He didn’t drink. He didn’t pace or spiral into dark corners of his mind. Instead, he sat with it. He changed into swim trunks and headed to the infinity pool overlooking the sea. The resort was quiet this time of day, a few scattered guests reading or dozing under palapas. Marcus claimed a lounger in the shade, Kindle in hand, phone face-up on the small table beside him.

He tried to read. The words blurred. He read the same paragraph twelve times, maybe more, the story refusing to stick. His mind kept drifting to images he couldn’t control: Simone laughing with Rafael the way she had at the beach bar. Her hand brushing his arm. The way Rafael looked at her—like she was a horizon worth steering toward. The arousal was there, low and persistent, a steady thrum that kept him half-hard under his trunks despite the calm exterior he projected. But so was the vertigo. The awareness that this was no longer his private fantasy. It was happening, right now, in real time, with a man who saw her clearly.

Hours stretched. The sun climbed higher, warming the deck around him. He swam a few laps to burn off the restless energy, the cool water doing little to quiet his thoughts. At 2:30, he ordered a sparkling water with lime. No alcohol. He wanted to be clear-headed when she returned. Present for whatever she chose to share.

His phone stayed dark. He resisted the urge to check it every five minutes, forcing himself instead to breathe, to observe the ocean, to sit inside the discomfort and the excitement in equal measure. This was what he had engineered. The container. The safety of vacation rules. But safety felt increasingly like a thin veil over something deeper, more unpredictable.

At 3:07 PM, the phone buzzed.

A text from Simone: Good. Don’t worry.

Marcus stared at the words, thumb hovering. His heart kicked hard against his ribs. He typed back: Not worried. It was true. And it wasn’t. He wasn’t worried about her safety or her love for him. But he was aware, acutely, of the shift happening without him. Of her experiencing something new, private, real.

He set the phone down and closed his eyes, letting the sun and the distant waves wash over him. The afternoon continued its slow, inexorable march.



Simone returned a few minutes after six. Marcus was back on the balcony of their villa, nursing another sparkling water, watching the sun begin its descent toward the horizon in a blaze of orange and pink. He heard the door open, the soft pad of her footsteps. She didn’t call out immediately. Instead, she moved with a quiet deliberateness that told him everything had changed.

He turned as she stepped onto the balcony. She looked... settled. Her hair was slightly tousled from the wind and water, cheeks flushed, lips a little swollen. The white sundress was the same, but it carried new wrinkles, new stories. There was a softness in her eyes, a quiet glow that hadn’t been there when she left. Not guilt. Not performance. Something deeper. Sated. Thoughtful.

“Hey,” she said softly.

“Hey.” Marcus stood, pulling her into his arms without hesitation. She melted against him, her body warm and real. He breathed her in—sun, salt, and something else. The faint, unmistakable trace of another man’s cologne mixed with her own scent. The evidence hit him like a live wire. Arousal surged, sharp and immediate.

She pulled back after a long moment and looked up at him. “I want to tell you. But I need a shower first. Join me?”

They showered together under the outdoor rainfall head, the warm water cascading over them as the sky deepened. Marcus soaped her body with reverent hands, noting the faint marks—light suction on her neck, fingerprints on her hips that were already fading. Simone let him, her eyes half-closed, leaning into his touch. She didn’t speak yet. The silence was intimate, heavy with anticipation.

Dried and naked, they moved to the bed at first, but Simone shook her head. “Balcony. I want to watch the sunset while I tell you.”

They settled on the wide lounger outside, the last rays of sun painting everything in molten gold. Simone straddled his lap, facing him, her knees bracketing his hips. His cock was already hard, pressed between them. She reached down and stroked him slowly as she began to speak, her voice low and deliberate.

“We met at the beach near his shack,” she started. Her hand moved with perfect rhythm, thumb circling the head on every upstroke. “He had a small boat ready. Just us. We sailed out to a quiet cove. No one around.”

Marcus groaned, hands gripping her thighs. “Tell me how it started.”

“We anchored. Talked for a while. He’s... perceptive, Marcus. He asked about us. About why I wanted to spend the afternoon with him. I told him the truth—vacation rules. That you knew and it turned you on.” She leaned in, kissing his neck as her strokes continued. “He didn’t seem surprised. Said he’d seen the way you looked at me on the dive. Then he kissed me.”

Simone shifted forward, positioning herself over him. She sank down slowly, taking his full length in one smooth glide. They both moaned. She was incredibly wet—slicker than usual, her pussy swollen and hot from earlier use.

“Fuck,” Marcus breathed. “Keep going.”

She began to ride him with slow, grinding rolls of her hips, her hands braced on his chest. “His kiss was patient. Deep. Like he had all the time in the world. His hands slid under my dress right away. Found me already wet. He fingered me against the railing of the boat, two thick fingers curling inside while his thumb worked my clit. I came the first time like that—standing up, waves rocking the boat, his mouth on my neck.”

Marcus thrust up into her, matching her pace. The image burned into his mind: Simone on a boat with Rafael, coming on another man’s hand. His own arousal spiked higher, bordering on overwhelming.

“Tell me about his cock,” he demanded, voice rough.

Simone’s breath hitched as she ground down harder, her clit rubbing against him with every motion. “Bigger than I expected. Thick. Heavy. He let me stroke him first, on my knees on the deck. I took him in my mouth, Marcus. Sucked him while he held my hair gently. He tasted like salt and man. I got so wet doing it. Then he pulled me up, bent me over the cushioned bench, and pushed inside me from behind.”

She was riding him faster now, the wet sounds of their joining loud in the open air. Marcus’s hands roamed her body—squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples, gripping her ass to help guide her movements.

“He fucked me so deep,” she continued, voice growing breathy. “Slow at first, letting me adjust to his size. Then harder. Steady. Like he was learning exactly what I needed. I came again around him—loud, shaking. He didn’t stop. Flipped me onto my back, spread my legs wide, and went down on me. His tongue... God, Marcus. He ate my pussy like he’d been thinking about it since the dive. Licked and sucked my clit until I came a third time, soaking his face.”

Marcus was thrusting up hard now, the lounger creaking beneath them. The explicit recounting was everything he had fantasized about and more—the details she chose to share, the way her voice trembled with remembered pleasure, the evidence of her enjoyment still making her cunt grip him so perfectly.

“I told him to come inside me,” Simone whispered, leaning down so her breasts pressed against his chest, her mouth near his ear. “He did. Filled me up. I could feel him pulsing, so much cum. We stayed like that for a while, him still inside me, kissing softly. Then he took me again in the water—floating, weightless, his cock sliding back in while we bobbed in the cove. Slower that time. More intimate. I came once more before we headed back.”

The words pushed Marcus over the edge. He gripped her hips hard and drove up into her, groaning her name as his orgasm crashed through him. He spilled deep, pulse after pulse, the fantasy and reality colliding in blinding pleasure. Simone followed seconds later, grinding down and shuddering through her own release, her pussy milking every drop from him.

They stayed locked together as the sun slipped fully below the horizon, painting the sky in deepening purples and indigos. The ocean whispered below. Simone’s head rested on his shoulder, her breathing gradually slowing.

After a long, sated silence, she lifted her head. Her eyes were soft, searching. “I didn’t expect to like it that much.”

Marcus stroked her back, still buried inside her, the mixture of their fluids warm between them. “That’s exactly what I wanted,” he said. The words were true. Deeply, viscerally true.

But they weren’t the whole truth. There was more now—a new layer of complication, of real connection, of Simone’s genuine presence in the experience. Rafael wasn’t a prop. He was a man who had drawn something real out of her. And as they watched the last light fade, Marcus held her tighter, aware that the vacation rules were already beginning to bend under the weight of what had just happened.

They had crossed the threshold. The fantasy had delivered.

And it was only the beginning.

Chapter 8: What Simone Liked

Morning arrived in Cabo with the same gentle insistence as every other day—soft light creeping across the villa floor, the distant call of seabirds, the perpetual rhythm of waves against the cliffs below. Marcus had been awake for nearly an hour, staring at the slow rotation of the ceiling fan, one arm tucked behind his head. Simone slept beside him, curled on her side, facing away, her breathing deep and even. The sheet had slipped low on her hip, exposing the smooth line of her back and the faint tan lines from yesterday’s sundress.

He should have felt complete. Triumphant, even. The fantasy he had carried for two years, the one he had meticulously engineered for this trip, had finally landed in real time. Yesterday afternoon, while he sat by the pool forcing himself through the same page of his book, Simone had been with Rafael. She had come back glowing, sated, and had recounted every chosen detail while riding him on the balcony as the sun set. He had felt it all—the surge of arousal, the raw intimacy of her honesty, the powerful release that left them both boneless. It had been exactly what he wanted.

And yet, as the fan blades turned and the light grew stronger, Marcus felt no sense of finality. Instead, there was a new question blooming beneath the satisfaction, quiet but insistent. She didn’t expect to like it that much. Her words from last night echoed in his mind, spoken softly in the afterglow. What did that mean for the remaining days? For the flight home in four days? For the life waiting for them back in their quiet suburban house with its familiar routines and carefully drawn boundaries?

He turned his head to look at her again. In sleep, she looked peaceful, almost younger. The woman he had married. The woman who had stepped so confidently into his fantasy and returned not diminished or guilty, but somehow more herself. That was the complication he hadn’t fully modeled. Rafael wasn’t a disposable vacation fling in her account. He had been present. Attentive. Real. And Simone had responded to that reality in a way that went beyond performance or simple indulgence.

Marcus exhaled slowly, careful not to wake her. The anxiety from the previous days had shifted shape. It wasn’t fear of loss or jealousy in the traditional sense. It was the vertiginous awareness that he had opened a door, and the view beyond it was wider and more vivid than he had anticipated. He had wanted to see her desired, wanted, taken by someone new. He had gotten that. What he hadn’t counted on was how much she would want it too.

Simone stirred, stretching with a soft sigh before rolling toward him. Her eyes opened, hazy with sleep, and a slow smile curved her lips when she saw him watching her. “You’re up early again.”

“Couldn’t sleep much.” He reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. His fingers lingered on her cheek. “How are you feeling this morning?”

She shifted closer, draping one leg over his, her body warm and pliant against him. “Good. A little sore in the best way. Content.” She paused, studying his face with that direct, unflinching gaze he loved. “You?”

Marcus considered the question honestly, the way they had promised each other since the first conversation about vacation rules. “The same. Content. But also… thinking.”

“About yesterday.”

“Yeah.”

Simone propped herself up on one elbow, the sheet pooling around her waist. Sunlight caught the curve of her breast and the faint marks on her neck that had deepened overnight. She didn’t try to hide them. “Tell me what you’re thinking. All of it.”

He sat up against the headboard, pulling her with him so she rested against his chest. His hand stroked her arm in slow, soothing passes. “The fantasy landed. Exactly the way I imagined it—maybe better. Hearing you tell me about it, feeling how turned on you still were… it was intense. Powerful. I got everything I asked for, Simone. The arousal, the connection when you came back to me. It felt right.”

“But?” she prompted gently, her fingers tracing idle patterns on his stomach.

“But underneath it, there’s this new question. You said you didn’t expect to like it that much. And I keep wondering what that means. Not just for the rest of the trip, but for when we go home. I built this as a contained thing. Vacation rules. Clear start, clear end. Now it feels like the beginning of something I don’t have a name for yet.”

Simone was quiet for a long moment, listening the way she always did—fully present, not rushing to reassure or deflect. When she spoke, her voice was thoughtful, measured. “It was more than I expected. Not just the sex, though that was… really good. Rafael is attentive. Patient. He listened. He made me feel seen in a way that’s rare with someone new. I came more times than I have in one afternoon in years. But it wasn’t just physical. It felt freeing. Like stepping outside all the roles I carry at home—the planner, the wife, the one who has everything scheduled. I didn’t realize how much I needed that until it happened.”

Marcus absorbed her words, letting them settle. There was no sting of jealousy, only a complex tangle of pride, curiosity, and that persistent vertigo. “I’m glad. Truly. That’s what I wanted for you—to see you let go like that.”

“I know.” She tilted her head up to look at him. “And what about you? Was it exactly what you hoped? Or more complicated?”

“Both,” he admitted. “I loved every second of you telling me. The details. The way your body responded when you relived it. But it also made me aware of how real this is. Rafael isn’t a fantasy prop. He’s a person who clearly sees you. And you seeing him back… it changes the shape of things. In a good way, I think. But it’s bigger than I planned.”

They lay together in the quiet after that, the ocean providing a constant backdrop. The honesty between them felt deeper than it had at any point on the trip—maybe deeper than it had in months at home. No defensiveness. No performance. Just two people who trusted each other enough to name the shifting ground beneath their feet.

Eventually, Simone spoke again. “Do you want it to happen again before we leave?”

Marcus took a beat, searching inside himself. The answer came clearer than he expected. “Do you?”

“Yes.” Her response was immediate, soft but certain. “I do. If you’re still okay with it.”

He kissed the top of her head, breathing in the scent of her hair. “Then yes. I want that for you. For us.”

The decision settled between them like a new agreement—lighter than the first one, but freighted with the knowledge of what had already happened. No detailed plans. No scripts. Just permission, freely given.

The rest of the day unfolded with a genuine ease that surprised Marcus. They left the villa late in the morning and wandered the resort grounds, hand in hand. Simone seemed lighter, as if naming the experience had released some internal tension. She laughed more freely at the silly antics of a pair of iguanas sunning themselves near the path. She pulled him into the infinity pool for a lazy swim, wrapping her legs around his waist underwater and kissing him with unselfconscious affection while other guests pretended not to notice.

They had lunch at the cliffside restaurant—fresh ceviche, crisp salads, cold beer. Conversation flowed easily: memories from earlier in the trip, plans for their next anniversary, even light talk about work waiting back home. They didn’t dwell on Rafael or yesterday’s details, but the experience hovered warmly in the background, adding a new texture to their connection rather than subtracting from it.

In the afternoon, they claimed loungers on the beach. Simone read a paperback she had brought, occasionally reading funny passages aloud. Marcus watched her more than his own book. The way the sun highlighted the gold in her hair. The relaxed set of her shoulders. The small, private smile that played on her lips when she caught him looking. Something had changed. He could see it clearly now. She carried herself with a new confidence, a quiet ownership of her desires that made her even more magnetic. He wasn’t sure how much had shifted, or what it would mean once they left this bubble, but in this moment, it felt expansive rather than threatening.

As the sun began to dip lower, they walked the beach hand in hand, feet in the warm sand. Simone leaned into him, her head on his shoulder.

“This has been a good day,” she said softly. “Thank you for being open to all of it.”

“Thank you for trusting me enough to try.” He stopped them, turning her to face him. The waves lapped at their ankles. “Whatever comes next—here or at home—we figure it out together. No rules we didn’t both agree to.”

She kissed him deeply, the kind of kiss that promised continuity amid change. When they pulled apart, her eyes were bright. “Together.”

They returned to the villa as evening fell, ordering room service and eating on the balcony while the sky turned to fire and then deep velvet. The conversation stayed light, but the undercurrent of possibility remained. Simone’s genuine enjoyment had introduced a complication Marcus hadn’t anticipated when he first proposed vacation rules. The fantasy had delivered, but it had also opened a door to something deeper—something that might not stay neatly contained to Cabo.

As they climbed into bed that night, bodies tangled in familiar comfort, Marcus held her close and listened to her breathing slow toward sleep. He felt what he had come here to feel. And beneath it, the quiet question continued to turn, like the ceiling fan above them.

The trip still had days left. And Rafael was still here.

Marcus closed his eyes, one hand resting possessively on his wife’s hip, and wondered—not for the first time—what version of themselves they would be when the plane took off.

Chapter 9: The Last Night

The penultimate night in Cabo arrived wrapped in a deeper kind of stillness. The air felt heavier, sweeter, as if the ocean itself knew the clock was winding down. Marcus and Simone had spent the day in quiet companionship—another lazy morning on the terrace, a final snorkel trip along the resort’s private reef, and long stretches of silence on the beach where words weren’t necessary. But underneath it all ran the current of Simone’s decision. She had texted Rafael sometime in the late afternoon. Marcus hadn’t asked to see the message. He didn’t need to. The plan was set, and the shape of the evening felt inevitable.

They dressed for dinner with deliberate care, as if marking the occasion. Marcus chose a crisp white linen shirt and dark trousers. Simone wore a deep crimson slip dress that clung to her curves and left her back bare, the fabric whispering against her skin as she moved. Her hair fell loose around her shoulders, catching the last light of the setting sun as they walked the cliffside path to the restaurant. She looked stunning—confident, radiant, carrying the subtle glow of a woman who had already tasted freedom and found it agreed with her.

Their table was at the edge again, overlooking the Pacific. Candles flickered between them, and the sommelier poured a rich Malbec that paired perfectly with the grilled steaks and roasted vegetables they ordered. Marcus was fully present in a way that felt new. No mental drafting of future conversations. No overanalyzing the days ahead. Just her. The way her eyes caught the candlelight, the soft curve of her smile when she tasted the wine, the easy rhythm of conversation that had always been their foundation but now felt enriched by everything that had happened this week.

They talked about everything and nothing: favorite memories from the trip, the ridiculous couple they’d seen attempting tandem paddleboarding earlier, how the resort’s chef had outdone himself with the chocolate lava cake they shared for dessert. Neither mentioned Rafael by name. They didn’t need to. The knowledge sat between them like a shared secret—warm, charged, acknowledged.

Halfway through the main course, Simone reached across the table and took his hand. “This dinner… just us. It feels important tonight.”

“It is,” Marcus replied, squeezing her fingers. “Whatever happens later, we started here. We end here too.”

Her eyes softened with affection and something deeper—gratitude, perhaps, or the quiet thrill of mutual understanding. “I love you for this. For all of it.”

“I love you more.”

The meal stretched pleasantly. They lingered over coffee and a final glass of wine as the sky turned fully dark and the stars emerged overhead. When the check came, Simone leaned in, kissing him softly on the lips right there at the table.

“I’ll text you when I’m on my way back,” she murmured against his mouth. “Don’t wait up if you’re tired.”

“I’ll be awake,” he said. And he meant it.

She left after dinner, walking with that purposeful grace toward the path that led down to the beach where Rafael would be waiting. Marcus watched her go until the night swallowed her figure, the crimson dress a fleeting flash of color against the shadows. Then he made his way back to the villa alone.

The rooms felt different without her. Quieter, but not empty. Marcus poured himself a small measure of mezcal and stepped onto the balcony. He leaned on the railing, letting the ocean breeze cool his skin. The anxiety that had gripped him during her first afternoon with Rafael was muted now. Not gone—there was still that low thrum of anticipation, the edge of the unknown—but settled. He was more attuned to what this was becoming. Simone wasn’t just fulfilling his fantasy anymore. She was exploring something real within it. And he was learning to hold space for both.

He thought about the change in her over the past days. The way she moved through the world with a new ownership of her desires. The lightness in her laugh. The way she looked at him afterward, not with guilt or distance, but with deeper connection. It was exactly what he had hoped for, and also more. He sat with that duality, sipping the mezcal slowly, letting the smoky burn ground him as the minutes stretched into hours.

Around eleven-thirty, the villa door opened. Marcus turned from the balcony as Simone stepped inside. She moved more quietly than usual, almost reflective. Her hair was tousled from the wind and hands that weren’t his. Her lips looked fuller, slightly flushed. The crimson dress was a little rumpled, one strap slipped off her shoulder. She carried herself with a quiet interiority—present, but clearly still processing whatever had unfolded in the hours she’d been gone. There was a depth in her eyes that hadn’t been there even after the first encounter. Something had shifted tonight. The encounter had been longer. More intimate. He could read it in the way she moved, the subtle marks on her neck and collarbone, the faint scent of salt and another man clinging to her skin.

“Hey,” she said softly, closing the door behind her.

Marcus crossed to her without hesitation, pulling her into his arms. She melted against him, but there was a new weight to her embrace—thoughtful, layered. “You’re back.”

“I’m back.” She tilted her head up, searching his face. “Still okay?”

“More than okay.” He kissed her then, slow and deep, tasting the faint trace of wine and the unmistakable evidence of her evening. The arousal hit him immediately, but it was laced with something richer now. Wonder. Love for the woman she was becoming right in front of him.

They moved to the bedroom together, shedding clothes as they went. Simone’s dress pooled at her feet, revealing her naked body—beautiful, marked by the night, still warm from another man’s touch. Marcus guided her to the bed, laying her down gently before settling beside her. His hands explored her with reverence, mapping the story of her evening on her skin.

“Tell me,” he whispered, lips brushing her neck as his fingers traced the faint bruises on her hips. “What happened tonight?”

Simone sighed, arching into his touch. Her voice was low, husky, carrying that interior quiet. “We went to a more secluded beach. His boat again, but anchored farther out. We talked for a long time first. About life. About what this week has meant. He’s… he sees things, Marcus. Really sees them.”

Marcus’s hand slid between her thighs. She was still slick, swollen, her pussy tender and used. He parted her folds gently, finding her incredibly wet—wet with a mixture of her own arousal and Rafael’s cum. The evidence sent a sharp jolt through him. He circled her clit slowly as she continued.

“He kissed me like he had been waiting all day. Deep, unhurried. His hands everywhere. He took his time undressing me on the deck, tasting every inch. Sucked on my nipples until I was shaking, then went down on me right there under the stars. His tongue was so patient, Marcus. He licked me for what felt like forever, building me up slow, then fast, until I came hard on his mouth. I was loud. The ocean didn’t cover it all.”

Marcus groaned, sliding two fingers inside her. She was loose, creamy, still full of another man’s release. The wet, obscene sounds filled the room as he worked them in and out. Simone moaned, hips rolling to meet his hand.

“Then he fucked me,” she breathed, eyes half-lidded as pleasure built again. “On his back first, me riding him. God, he felt so deep. Thick and steady. I came again like that, grinding on him, his hands on my ass guiding me. He flipped us after, took me from behind against the railing. Harder this time. Primal. Like he wanted to leave something of himself in me. I came a third time, clenching around him, and then he filled me. So much, Marcus. I can still feel it leaking out.”

Marcus’s cock was achingly hard. He positioned himself between her legs, rubbing the head through her slick, cum-filled folds before pushing inside in one smooth thrust. She gasped, wrapping her legs around him. The sensation was overwhelming—her pussy hot, slippery with Rafael’s load, gripping him with familiar muscle memory even after being stretched by someone else.

“Fuck, Simone,” he groaned, starting to move. Slow, deep strokes at first, savoring the mess, the evidence, the reality. “You feel incredible. So used. So perfect.”

She clung to him, nails digging into his shoulders as he thrust. “It wasn’t just sex tonight. It felt… connecting. He made me feel alive in a way I haven’t in years. Not better than you. Different. More. Like I could be all of myself with him for those hours.”

Marcus’s pace quickened, driven by her words and the emotional undercurrent. He wasn’t just fucking his wife. He was touching the woman she was becoming—the one who had stepped boldly into desire, who had returned more fully herself. He loved that version of her completely. The confidence. The openness. The quiet power she now carried.

He pulled out briefly, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her hips up. Entering her from behind, he drove deeper, one hand reaching around to rub her clit. Simone pushed back against him, moaning into the pillow.

“I kept thinking about you,” she gasped. “Wondering what you were doing. Knowing you were waiting. It made everything hotter.”

Marcus leaned over her, chest to her back, thrusting with controlled intensity. “I love you like this. Open. Satisfied. Coming back to me fuller than when you left. Whoever you’re becoming, Simone—I want all of her.”

The words seemed to push her over. She cried out, pussy clenching rhythmically around him as another orgasm washed through her. Marcus followed moments later, burying himself deep and spilling inside her, mixing his release with what Rafael had left. They collapsed together, breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat.

For a long time afterward, they lay tangled in the sheets, the ceiling fan cooling their skin. Simone’s head rested on his chest, her fingers tracing lazy patterns over his heart. The room was quiet except for the ocean and their slowing breaths.

Eventually, she spoke, voice soft and thoughtful. “Rafael asked me something tonight. Before I left.”

Marcus stroked her hair. “What was it?”

“He asked if we’d ever be back. To Cabo.” A long beat passed. “What did you say?”

Simone lifted her head, meeting his eyes in the dim light. “I said I didn’t know.”

The words hung between them, simple and loaded. The vacation rules had been clear: contained, temporary, what happens in Cabo stays in Cabo. But her non-answer planted something new in the soil they had prepared. A question. A possibility. The complication that would follow them home.

Marcus pulled her closer, kissing her forehead. He didn’t press for more. Not tonight. Instead, he held the woman who had just given him everything he asked for—and more than he had planned to receive.

The last night in Cabo had delivered its final gift: the undeniable truth that some experiences refused to be neatly contained.

Chapter 10: Checkout

The morning of departure dawned clear and mercilessly bright, as if the universe itself refused to provide any dramatic weather to match the weight Marcus felt settling in his chest. He stood on the balcony one last time, coffee mug warm in his hands, watching the Sea of Cortez glitter under the early sun. The same view that had welcomed them with promise now felt like a farewell—beautiful, indifferent, already receding into memory.

Inside the villa, the practical machinery of leaving had begun. Suitcases lay open on the bed like dissected specimens. Simone moved between the closet and the luggage with her usual efficiency, folding dresses and rolling swimsuits with the precision of an event planner who had packed for a hundred trips. She wore a simple white tank top and linen shorts, hair pulled back in a loose ponytail, face bare of makeup. She looked exactly like his wife. Normal. Warm. Herself.

And yet, Marcus could see the difference.

It wasn’t anything overt—no dramatic transformation or sudden distance. She hummed softly while packing, the same tuneless melody she often did at home. She asked him if he wanted the leftover sunscreen or if she should toss it. She laughed when her favorite pair of sandals refused to fit neatly into the side pocket and made a joke about buying a bigger suitcase next time. But there was a new settled quality to her movements. A quiet ownership in the way she carried herself. The woman who had landed in Cabo five days ago—confident, socially graceful, comfortable in her skin—had been reshaped by something real. She wasn’t performing change. She simply was changed.

Marcus folded one of his shirts and placed it in his own bag, watching her from across the room. The faint marks on her neck from the night before had faded to faint shadows, but he could still see them if he looked closely. Evidence of a last night that had gone deeper than either of them had anticipated. He felt no regret. Only the complex satisfaction of having gotten exactly what he engineered, layered with the uneasy awareness that the experiment had produced results beyond his original parameters.

“Need help with that?” he asked as she wrestled with the zipper on her larger suitcase.

“I’ve got it.” She gave him a quick smile over her shoulder, warm and genuine. “Though if you want to sit on this thing while I zip, I wouldn’t say no.”

He obliged, perching on the suitcase as she worked the zipper closed. Their eyes met, and for a moment the practical task fell away. Ten years of marriage compressed into a single shared look—gratitude, affection, and the unspoken knowledge of everything that had unfolded here.

“Thanks,” she said softly.

“Anytime.”

They finished packing in companionable silence. The villa, once a private sanctuary of possibility, now felt like just another hotel room—stripped of their personal items, the bed made by housekeeping, the balcony chairs pushed neatly against the railing. The magic had always been temporary. That had been the point. Now the container was emptying, and they had to decide what to carry home with them.

Down in the lobby, the checkout process was mercifully efficient. Marcus handled the bill while Simone wandered over to the small gift shop, picking up a bottle of hot sauce and a woven bracelet for a friend back home. The resort staff were polite, professional, already turning their attention to the next wave of arriving guests. No one knew. No one suspected that in this unremarkable transaction, a marriage had been quietly, profoundly altered.

Marcus signed the receipt and joined Simone near the entrance. Their bags waited by the valet stand. They had an hour before the car to the airport.

“Pool?” she suggested.

He nodded. “One last look at that view.”

They claimed two loungers under a familiar palapa near the infinity edge. The water stretched out endlessly, merging with the sky in that perfect Cabo illusion. Simone slipped off her sandals and dipped her feet in the shallow section of the pool, swinging her legs gently. Marcus sat beside her, close enough that their thighs touched.

The silence between them wasn’t uncomfortable. It was full—layered with memories of the week, with the weight of departure, with the things neither of them had said out loud since the night before.

Simone leaned her head against his shoulder. “This was a good trip.”

Marcus wrapped an arm around her. “Yes. It was.”

She was quiet for a moment, watching a pair of pelicans glide low over the water. “More than I expected.”

“Me too.”

The words were simple. They carried everything. The fantasy. The reality. The complication of Rafael’s name, still unspoken between them since they had left the beach bar. Marcus felt the truth of it settle deeper. He had chosen this place, introduced the concept, created every condition for the experiment. And it had succeeded beyond measure. Simone had stepped into it fully. She had come alive in ways that reminded him why he had fallen in love with her in the first place. But that aliveness now carried a new dimension—one that refused to be neatly boxed up with their souvenirs and packed away.

The car arrived sooner than either of them wanted. They gathered their things, said quiet goodbyes to the staff who had made their stay seamless, and slid into the back seat of the black SUV. The driver was courteous, the air conditioning blessedly cool after the growing morning heat. As they pulled away from the resort, Marcus watched the cliffside villas disappear in the side mirror. The place already looked smaller. Just another luxury property clinging to the coast.

Simone reached over and took his hand. Her fingers laced through his naturally, thumb brushing over his wedding band. She didn’t say Rafael’s name. Marcus didn’t either. But the man was in the car with them anyway—his presence an invisible passenger, a living question mark riding alongside their intertwined hands.

The road wound along the corridor, passing familiar landmarks: the beach bar where the three of them had talked for hours, the turnoff toward the dive shack, the stretch of sand where Simone had spent two separate afternoons reshaping the boundaries of their marriage. Marcus’s mind turned inward, mapping his emotions with the analytical precision that defined him.

The trip had accomplished everything he planned. He had watched his wife desired by another man. He had heard the details, felt the evidence, reclaimed her with a passion that still echoed in his body. The fantasy had delivered not just arousal but a deeper intimacy between them. He had seen Simone more fully—her curiosity, her capacity for pleasure, her courage in claiming what she wanted. He loved her more for it.

And yet.

The second part—the unplanned part—sat heavier now. Rafael wasn’t forgettable. He wasn’t a disposable vacation encounter. He had read Simone accurately from the first conversation. He had given her something Marcus hadn’t even known she needed. And in her non-answer the night before, in the quiet way she had carried herself through checkout, Marcus understood that “what happens in Cabo stays in Cabo” had already become more aspiration than fact.

He squeezed her hand. Simone squeezed back, leaning her head against his shoulder as the landscape blurred past. The airport loomed ahead, modern and impersonal, ready to transport them back to their real lives.

Marcus closed his eyes briefly, letting the hum of the tires and the steady warmth of her hand anchor him. He didn’t know yet what to do with the second part. The complication. The man whose number was likely still in his wife’s phone. The version of Simone who had emerged here and showed no signs of retreating.

For now, there was only the road, the plane waiting to carry them home, and the quiet certainty that their marriage—still strong, still theirs—had been expanded in ways that would require new blueprints.

The driver pulled up to departures. Marcus opened his eyes and met Simone’s gaze. She smiled at him—soft, knowing, unafraid.

“Ready?” she asked.

He nodded. “Ready.”

They stepped out into the bustling terminal together, bags in hand, the weight of Cabo traveling with them whether they named it or not.

Chapter 11: The Flight Home

The plane climbed steadily through the thin layer of clouds, the coastline of Baja California shrinking beneath them until it became nothing more than a jagged line of gold and turquoise against the vast Pacific. Marcus had the aisle seat this time. Simone had the window, as always. Four hours above the ocean stretched ahead of them, a suspended bubble of time where the outside world felt distant and their private reckoning felt unavoidable.

The cabin was half-full, granting them a rare pocket of relative privacy despite the proximity of other passengers. The low hum of engines and the occasional chime of the seatbelt sign created a white-noise cocoon. Simone leaned her head against the window at first, watching the last traces of Cabo disappear. She wore the same white tank top and linen shorts from checkout, a light cardigan draped over her shoulders against the cabin chill. Her hand rested on the armrest between them, fingers occasionally brushing his.

They talked about everything except the one thing that occupied the space between them.

She told him about a new client she was excited to pitch when they got home—a corporate wellness retreat that could be a big account if she landed the details just right. Marcus shared a few thoughts on a sustainable housing project that had been waiting on his desk, the kind of work that usually consumed him but now felt strangely distant. They laughed about the iguanas they’d seen sunning themselves near the pool on their last morning, about the overly enthusiastic bartender at La Perla who kept trying to upsell them shots of some dubious local tequila. They planned the grocery run they’d need to do the day after tomorrow and debated whether to try that new Thai place near their house that had opened while they were gone.

Normal conversation. Comfortable. Loving.

But every pause carried weight. Every shared smile held the echo of crimson dresses and moonlit boats, of quiet confessions on a balcony and the way her body had felt after being thoroughly claimed by another man.

Marcus kept his voice steady, his hand occasionally covering hers. He had learned a new kind of honesty on this trip—the kind that didn’t flinch from complexity. He didn’t fill the silences with reassurances he didn’t fully feel. He simply sat with the truth of where they were.

Inside his head, the reckoning turned relentlessly.

This is what I built.

The thought had been circling since checkout, gaining clarity with altitude. He had chosen Cabo deliberately. Researched discreet resorts. Booked the dive excursion months in advance without knowing it would deliver Rafael into their lives. He had rehearsed the conversation about vacation rules for weeks, laid out the parameters with architectural precision: contained, anonymous, temporary. A safe experiment with clear load-bearing boundaries. What happens in Cabo stays in Cabo.

He had gotten exactly what he asked for.

Simone had engaged. She had chosen. She had returned to him each time more open, more alive, more herself. The fantasy had not just delivered arousal—it had deepened their intimacy in the telling, in the reclaiming, in the quiet mornings after. He had seen his wife desired by a man who truly saw her. He had heard the details, felt the evidence, watched her come back to him fuller rather than diminished. The psychological high of it still hummed under his skin.

And yet.

Marcus glanced at Simone as she adjusted the air vent above her seat. She looked peaceful. Content. But there was a new depth behind her eyes, a settled awareness that hadn’t existed when they landed five days ago. Rafael had done that. Not as a fantasy prop, but as a real man who had read her accurately from the first conversation. Who had given her patience, attention, and physical release that went beyond the script Marcus had imagined. Her non-answer on their last night—“I said I didn’t know”—hung in the pressurized cabin like an unacknowledged passenger.

Simone turned from the window and caught him watching her. She smiled softly and laced their fingers together. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” he said, meaning it. “Just thinking about the trip.”

“Me too.” She squeezed his hand. “It feels surreal already. Like it happened in a different life.”

They didn’t name it. They didn’t need to. Rafael’s presence traveled with them anyway—in the faint tan lines on her skin, in the subtle shift in how she carried herself, in the way Marcus’s mind kept returning to the image of her on that boat, coming apart under someone else’s hands.

The flight attendants came through with drinks. Marcus ordered a whiskey. Simone chose white wine. They clinked plastic cups in a quiet toast.

“To ten years,” she said.

“And whatever comes next.”

The words lingered. Simone rested her head on his shoulder after a while, her body relaxing against his as the cabin lights dimmed for the overnight portion of the flight. The ambient noise of the plane provided a strange kind of privacy. Around them, other passengers watched movies or slept. No one paid attention to the couple in 12A and 12B who had just rewritten some of the rules of their marriage under a Mexican sun.

Marcus stayed awake.

He stared at the small map on the seatback screen showing their progress over the dark ocean. His mind mapped his emotions with the same analytical care he brought to structural drawings. He was not unsatisfied. The fantasy had not disappointed. If anything, it had exceeded expectations in its intensity and emotional resonance. He was not jealous in the corrosive way he had sometimes feared. Watching Simone step into desire had only made him love her more deeply—the courage, the curiosity, the way she had claimed her pleasure without apology.

But there was the complication he hadn’t engineered.

Real experiences didn’t stay neatly contained just because you drew boundaries around them. Rafael wasn’t a stranger anymore. He was a man they both thought about, even if neither had said his name since the beach bar. Marcus could feel it in the silences. In the way Simone had looked out at the ocean during their last morning. In his own inability to stop replaying fragments of her recountings on the balcony.

She liked it. More than she expected.

That truth didn’t diminish what they had. It expanded it. But expansion required new foundations. New conversations. New rules, perhaps. Or the courage to admit that some rules had already begun to dissolve.

Simone shifted in her sleep, pressing closer, her hand resting on his thigh. Her breathing was deep and even. Marcus turned his head and pressed a kiss to the top of her hair. She smelled like airplane cabin and the faint trace of the resort’s citrus shampoo. Familiar. Beloved. Changed.

He had built this.

He had chosen the setting, introduced the concept, created every condition for it to happen. He had gotten everything he asked for—the thrill of her being wanted, the intimacy of her honest retellings, the sight and feel of her transformed by new experiences. What he hadn’t asked for was what she would look like on the other side of it. More herself. More awake. Carrying a quiet confidence that made her even more magnetic to him.

The plane began its slow descent somewhere over the coast. The seatbelt sign chimed on. Simone stirred, blinking awake and smiling up at him drowsily.

“Almost home,” she murmured.

Marcus nodded, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Almost.”

Neither of them said Rafael’s name. They didn’t need to. It traveled with them through the clouds, an unspoken presence in their joined hands and the comfortable silence between them. The rules had said what happens in Cabo stays in Cabo. But rules, Marcus was learning, were only as strong as the reality they tried to contain.

As the lights of their home city appeared below—familiar grids of streets and neighborhoods—they prepared to re-enter their ordinary life. The house. The routines. The version of themselves they had been before this trip.

Marcus knew, with sudden crystalline certainty, that they were no longer that version. Vacation rules had been a beautiful, necessary container. But some experiences refused to stay inside neat boundaries.

The plane touched down with a gentle jolt. Simone squeezed his hand as the engines reversed.

“Welcome home,” she said softly.

Marcus looked at her—at the woman he had married, the woman who had stepped boldly into his fantasy and emerged more fully alive—and felt a surge of love laced with anticipation.

“Welcome home,” he replied.

They gathered their carry-ons and stepped into the terminal together. The weight of Cabo followed them through customs, through baggage claim, through the quiet drive back to their house. Neither of them named it aloud.

But they both felt it.

And in the shared silence, the question of what came next began to take shape.

Chapter 12: Home

The house smelled the same. That was the first thing Marcus noticed as he turned the key in the lock and pushed the door open. The faint vanilla scent from the diffuser Simone always left on the entry table, the subtle leather-and-wood notes of the furniture they’d chosen together six years ago, the faint echo of their everyday life that had waited patiently while they were gone. After the vivid salt-and-sun intensity of Cabo, it felt strangely flat. Not wrong. Just… smaller. Like stepping from a wide-open ocean vista back into a well-appointed room with familiar walls.

Simone followed him inside, rolling her suitcase over the threshold with a soft thud. She paused in the foyer, looking around as if seeing the space for the first time. “It’s quiet,” she said, voice soft.

“Too quiet after all that ocean noise.” Marcus set his bag down and pulled her into a hug. She melted against him immediately, arms wrapping around his waist, face pressed to his chest. They stood there for a long minute, breathing each other in, letting the transition settle over them.

Home. Their home. The place where routines lived—morning coffee, late work nights, weekend grocery runs. The place that had felt steady and warm before Cabo, but now carried the invisible imprint of everything that had happened five hundred miles south.

They unpacked slowly. Clothes went into the laundry, toiletries back to their spots in the master bathroom. Marcus opened windows to let fresh air move through the rooms while Simone checked the refrigerator and made a face at the expired milk. Ordinary tasks. Comforting in their normalcy. Yet every familiar motion felt layered now. The bed they made together had hosted quiet mornings after her afternoons with Rafael. The shower they stepped into later had witnessed her recounting every detail while he reclaimed her under the rainfall head.

They ordered takeout from their favorite Thai place—pad see ew for her, green curry for him—and ate on the couch with the TV playing a mindless cooking show in the background. Simone’s feet ended up in his lap. He rubbed them absently while they talked about jet lag and when they’d both go back to work. Easy. Warm. The kind of domestic evening they had shared hundreds of times before.

But when the plates were cleared and the house grew quiet again, the undercurrent rose to the surface.

They showered together—not rushed, but not purely functional either. Hands lingered. Eyes held. By the time they slipped into bed, the lights off except for the faint glow of the city filtering through the curtains, the air between them felt thick with everything they hadn’t yet named.

Simone curled against his side, one leg draped over his, her hand resting on his chest. For a while, neither spoke. The ceiling fan spun lazily overhead, a poor substitute for the ocean breeze.

Then, in the dark, her voice came soft and vulnerable. “Can I tell you something?”

Marcus turned his head, brushing his lips against her forehead. “Always.”

She hesitated, fingers tracing idle circles over his heart. “I keep thinking about it. Not… missing him. Not like that. Just. Thinking about it. The way the sun felt on the boat. The way he looked at me. How free I felt for those hours.”

Marcus’s hand covered hers, steadying. The words didn’t sting. They landed inside him like a key turning in a lock he hadn’t realized was there. “So do I,” he admitted, voice low and honest. “All the time. Not just the fantasy parts. The realness of it. Seeing you come back to me different. Fuller.”

Simone shifted, propping herself up on one elbow to look at him. Moonlight caught the side of her face, highlighting the curve of her cheek, the earnestness in her eyes. “It didn’t break anything. It felt like it opened something. But I don’t know what that means yet. For us. For home.”

Marcus pulled her down into a slow kiss. When they parted, he whispered against her lips, “Then we figure it out together. The way we always have.”

The kiss deepened. What started as tender affirmation quickly kindled into heat. Simone’s body pressed against his, bare skin sliding together under the sheets. His hands roamed her back, down the dip of her waist, over the flare of her hips. She was already wet when his fingers found her center—eager, responsive, carrying the memory of recent nights.

Marcus rolled them so he was on top, settling between her thighs. He didn’t enter her right away. Instead, he kissed his way down her body with deliberate reverence—collarbone, the valley between her breasts, the soft plane of her stomach. He lingered at her nipples, sucking and teasing until she arched and whimpered. Lower still, he settled between her legs, spreading her open with gentle hands.

He tasted her slowly, savoring the familiar flavor mixed with the lingering awareness of everything that had happened in Cabo. His tongue circled her clit, then dipped inside, drawing out soft moans that filled their quiet bedroom. Simone’s fingers threaded through his hair, hips rolling against his mouth as he brought her higher.

“Marcus…” she breathed. “I thought about you while he was inside me. About telling you. About this.”

The words sent a surge through him. He doubled down, sucking her clit firmly while sliding two fingers deep. She came with a shuddering cry, thighs trembling around his head, flooding his mouth with her release.

He climbed back up her body, kissing her so she could taste herself on his tongue. His cock nestled against her slick entrance, hard and insistent. Simone reached between them, guiding him inside. They both groaned as he sank in to the hilt—slow, deep, fully connected.

They moved together with the easy knowledge of ten years of marriage, but tonight it carried new layers. Marcus thrust in long, measured strokes, savoring the way her pussy gripped him. In his mind, the images from Cabo wove through every sensation: Simone on the boat with Rafael, her head thrown back in pleasure; her returning to the villa glowing and used; the way she had recounted every detail while riding him on the balcony.

It wasn’t competition. It was texture. Rich, vivid texture that made this moment—here, in their own bed—more real, more charged, more theirs.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” Simone whispered, legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his back.

Marcus leaned down, forehead to hers, hips rolling steadily. “I’m thinking about how beautiful you were out there. How much I loved hearing you come for him. How proud I am that you claimed it. And how fucking lucky I am that you still come back to me like this—wet, open, wanting.”

Simone moaned, nails raking down his back. “I loved it. All of it. The freedom. The way he fucked me so deep. But this… this is home. This is us.”

He picked up the pace, driving deeper, the wet sounds of their bodies filling the room. One hand slipped between them to rub her clit. Simone’s breathing grew ragged, her pussy fluttering around him.

“I want more of it,” she gasped. “Not just vacation. But only if we do it together. Only if it makes us stronger.”

The words—honest, forward-looking—pushed Marcus right to the edge. “Yes. Together.”

She came again, clenching hard around him, crying out his name. Marcus followed moments later, burying himself deep and spilling inside her with long, pulsing throbs. They held each other through the aftershocks, bodies locked, hearts pounding in sync.

Afterward, they stayed tangled in the sheets, sweat cooling on their skin. The room was dark and quiet except for their breathing. Simone’s head rested on his chest, one leg draped over his. Neither spoke for a long time. The integration felt complete—the Cabo experience no longer a separate event but woven into the fabric of their intimacy. It had made them more real to each other. More alive.

But the night wasn’t quite finished.

Simone’s phone, charging on the nightstand, lit up with a soft notification glow. The screen brightened the darkness for a few seconds. She reached over, checked it briefly, her thumb moving across the screen, then set it face-down again.

Marcus didn’t ask. She didn’t explain.

He stared at the ceiling, the fan blades turning slowly above them. Vacation rules. What happens in Cabo stays in Cabo. Except his number was on her phone, and they weren’t in Cabo anymore.

The complication had followed them home.

Neither of them said anything. Neither of them slept for a while.
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