
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Setup in Kaluvara

I’m 22, stuck on a family vacation in some made-up tropical shithole called Kaluvara—think endless beaches, sweaty humidity, and coconut rum sold by every damn vendor on the strip. It’s me, my older brother Dan, who’s 28 and been hitched for two years, and his wife, Tara. My folks are here too, but they’re irrelevant to the heat brewing under the surface of this trip. Dan’s always been the golden boy—steady job, steady life, steady fuckin’ boring. Tara, though? She’s a goddamn wildfire. Curves that don’t quit, a laugh that cuts through the noise, and these dark eyes that linger just a second too long when she looks at me. I’ve always had this gut feeling she’s got a thing for me, even if she’s never said it outright. Shit’s happened over the years that makes me wonder.

Like that time a year back when I was crashing at their place after a late-night bender. I stumbled into the bathroom at 2 a.m., half-drunk, and there she was—fresh out the shower, towel barely clinging to her hips, steam rolling off her skin like a fuckin’ porn set. She froze, I froze, and for a split second, I swear she smirked before muttering some half-assed “Oops” and slipping past me. Or that other time she “accidentally” sent me a nude in the middle of a group chat about dinner plans—deleted it quick, but not quick enough. And then there was the Christmas party last year when she “tripped” and grabbed my dick while trying to steady herself. Said it was an accident, but her hand lingered a beat longer than it should’ve. Dan’s clueless, or maybe he just doesn’t wanna see it. Either way, I’ve been carrying that tension around like a loaded gun, and now we’re all crammed together in this sweaty paradise for a week.

Kaluvara’s got this vibe—golden sand so hot it burns your feet, turquoise water that looks fake, and air so thick you can taste the salt. We’re staying in this big-ass villa my folks rented, all open windows and bamboo furniture, with a private pool out back that glitters like a trap. Day one, we’re all unpacking, trying to play nice. Mom’s fussing over sunscreen, Dad’s already cracked a beer, and Dan’s hauling luggage like he’s trying to prove something. Tara’s flitting around in this tiny sundress, the kind that rides up her thighs every time she bends over, and I’m trying not to stare while I toss my duffel bag onto the bed in my room. It’s got a view of the beach, and I’m already planning to sneak out later, find some local dive bar to drown the awkwardness.

Dinner that night is a mess of grilled fish and mango salsa, some local rum punch that hits harder than it should. We’re all sitting around this big outdoor table, fairy lights strung up in the palm trees, the ocean roaring in the distance. Tara’s across from me, her foot brushing mine under the table once, twice—could be an accident, but I’m not dumb. She’s laughing too loud at Dan’s shitty jokes, but her eyes keep flicking my way, sharp and teasing. I’m half-hard just from the way she’s licking the salt off her margarita glass, and I hate myself for it. Dan’s oblivious, droning on about some work project, while Mom’s asking Tara about kids for the millionth time. Tara just smiles, says, “Soon, maybe,” but there’s something in her voice I can’t place. Restless, maybe. Hungry.

After dinner, everyone’s sluggish from the booze and heat. Mom and Dad head to bed early, claiming jet lag, and Dan says he’s gonna crash too—work’s got him stressed, even on vacation. That leaves me and Tara, sitting on the poolside lounge chairs with the last of the rum punch between us. The air’s sticky, the kind of night where you can’t tell sweat from sin. She’s got her legs tucked under her, dress hiked up just enough to show the edge of her bikini bottoms underneath. I’m trying to keep my eyes on the pool, but it’s a losing battle.

“So, Jake,” she says, voice low, like she’s testing the water. “You got a girl waiting back home, or you still breaking hearts?” She’s smirking, twirling the straw in her drink. I snort, take a swig of my own.

“Nah, I’m too much of a fuck-up for that,” I say, which is half-true. I’ve had hookups, sure, but nothing sticks. Probably ‘cause I keep comparing every chick to the one sitting across from me, which is a goddamn problem. “What about you? Happy with the old ball-and-chain?”

It’s a bold jab, and her eyes narrow for a second before she laughs, sharp and bright. “Dan’s… Dan,” she says, like that explains everything. Then she leans forward, just enough that I can see the tops of her tits spilling outta that dress, and I’m done for. “But yeah, I’m good. Mostly.”

Mostly. That word hangs heavy, like a door left cracked open. I don’t push it, though—too much risk, too much noise in my head. Instead, I finish my drink and stand up, stretching like I don’t give a shit. “I’m gonna hit the beach for a bit. Clear my head.”

She watches me go, and I swear I feel her eyes burning into my back all the way to the sand.

The beach at night is a different beast. Moon’s high, painting the water silver, and the waves are loud but steady, like a heartbeat. I kick off my flip-flops and walk along the shore, letting the water bite at my ankles. It’s cooler out here, but my skin’s still buzzing—from the rum, from Tara, from the whole damn mess of it. I’ve always been the fuck-up in the family, the one who dropped outta college, who picks fights at bars, who can’t keep a job longer than six months. Dan’s the steady one, the one who married up with a girl like Tara, who’s got her shit together on paper. But paper don’t mean shit when her eyes are on me like they were tonight.

I sit down on the sand, far enough from the villa that I can’t hear anything but the ocean. Part of me wants to just jack off right here, get it outta my system, but that feels too cheap. Too easy. I’ve been dodging this thing with Tara for years—whatever it is—and now we’re stuck in this pressure cooker of a trip. I don’t know if I’m imagining the signals or if she’s really itching for something she shouldn’t. Either way, it’s fuckin’ with me.

I’m about to head back when I hear footsteps in the sand. Light ones, not Dan’s heavy-ass stomping. I don’t turn around—don’t need to. Tara sits down next to me, close enough that her thigh brushes mine, her dress hiked up again. She’s got a fresh drink in her hand, condensation dripping down the glass, and she offers it to me without saying a word. I take it, our fingers brushing, and the jolt goes straight to my dick.

“Couldn’t sleep,” she says, like it’s the most normal thing in the world for her to be out here with me at midnight. “Thought I’d see what you were up to.”

I grunt, taking a swig. It’s sweet, pineapple-heavy, and burns just right. “Not much. Just soaking in the fuckin’ ambiance.”

She laughs, low and throaty, and leans back on her hands, her body stretched out like an invitation. “Yeah? You always were the deep one, Jake.”

There’s a tease in her voice, but it’s softer now, less guarded. The moonlight’s catching her skin, turning it silver like the water, and I’m trying real fuckin’ hard not to think about what’s under that dress. We sit there for a while, not saying much, just passing the drink back and forth. Every time her fingers graze mine, it’s like a match striking. I don’t know how long we stay like that—could be minutes, could be hours—but eventually she stands up, brushing the sand off her legs.

“Gonna head back,” she says, looking down at me. “You coming?”

There’s a question in her voice that ain’t about walking back to the villa, and we both know it. I shake my head, not trusting myself to answer straight. “Nah, I’ll catch up.”

She nods, like she expected that, and starts walking away. Halfway up the beach, she turns back, just for a second, and the look she gives me could burn down the whole damn island. Then she’s gone, swallowed up by the shadows of the villa, and I’m left sitting there with sand in my shorts and a hard-on that won’t quit.

I don’t know what the fuck this week’s gonna bring, but I’ve got a feeling it’s gonna be a shitshow—one way or another.


Chapter 2: Caught in the Heat

The morning sun in Kaluvara slams through the villa like a goddamn spotlight, no mercy for last night’s rum-soaked haze. I wake up tangled in sheets, head pounding like a jackhammer, my dick already half-hard from dreams I don’t wanna dissect—flashes of Tara on the beach, her thighs, her laugh, the way her eyes burned into me under the moonlight. It’s fuckin’ torture, but I shove it down, or try to. Today’s supposed to be some family snorkeling trip, all of us playing nice in the turquoise water like we’re in a goddamn postcard. I don’t give a shit about fish—I need fins or some crap for the outing, and Dan’s the one who overpacks like he’s fuckin’ Bear Grylls, so I figure he’s got spares. That’s my excuse, anyway, as I roll outta bed, throw on a pair of worn cargo shorts and a faded tank top, and head toward their room.

The villa’s quiet, just the hum of cicadas outside and the distant crash of waves. My bare feet slap against the cool tile floor as I make my way down the shaded hallway, passing these big-ass windows overlooking the jungle—green so dense it looks like it’s swallowing the horizon. Their room’s at the far end, private patio and all, and I’m rehearsing what I’m gonna say to Dan so I don’t sound like a dumbass asking for gear. “Hey, man, got an extra pair of fins? Didn’t think I’d need ‘em.” Simple, no big deal. I knock on the door, light at first, then harder when I don’t hear shit. No answer. I’m about to turn around, figure he’s already out or still passed out, when I catch this faint sound—like a gasp, sharp and quick—slipping through the cracked sliding glass door leading to their patio.

My gut twists. I know I should walk away, mind my own fuckin’ business, but that gasp hooks me like a fish on a line. Curiosity’s a bitch, and I’ve never been good at telling her no. I nudge the door open a little wider, just enough to peek out, moving slow so the hinges don’t creak. The patio’s got a killer view—ocean stretching out forever, framed by swaying palms and a sky so blue it’s almost fake. But that ain’t what stops me cold. Tara’s there, sprawled out on a cushioned lounge chair like a goddamn centerfold, legs spread wide, her bikini bottoms shoved to one side, bright pink fabric bunched against her hip. Her top’s yanked down under her tits, letting them spill free, full and heavy, nipples dark and hard in the morning sun. She’s glistening—sweat or oil, I can’t tell—her skin catching the light like she’s carved from fuckin’ gold.

Her head’s tipped back, eyes half-closed, lips parted as she lets out these soft, breathy moans that hit me like a kick to the chest. One hand’s working between her thighs, two fingers buried deep inside her, moving slow and deliberate, slick sounds cutting through the air every time she pulls them out and pushes back in. Her other hand’s circling her clit in tight, practiced loops, and her hips buck every few seconds, chasing the rhythm like she’s so close she can taste it. Her thighs tremble, muscles flexing under smooth skin, and her moans get sharper, needier, like she’s teetering right on the edge. I can see everything—the way her pussy glistens, swollen and pink, the way her fingers glisten wetter with every thrust, the way her chest heaves as her breathing gets ragged. It’s obscene, raw, the hottest fuckin’ thing I’ve ever laid eyes on, and I’m rooted to the spot, dick throbbing in my shorts before I can even process it.

I’m a deer in headlights, torn between bolting and staring, but my body’s already betraying me—blood rushing south so fast I’m dizzy, my shorts tenting painfully as I watch her arch her back, one hand sliding up to pinch her nipple hard enough to make her gasp louder. I’m close enough to smell her—sunscreen and something sharper, muskier, her arousal hanging heavy in the humid air—and it’s like a drug, frying my brain. I know I’m fucked if I get caught, but I can’t tear my eyes away. Her moans turn into these little whimpers, desperate and raw, and I’m imagining what it’d be like to replace her fingers with mine, with my tongue, with my cock. My hand twitches toward my shorts like it’s got a mind of its own, but I fight it, barely, knowing I’m already in too deep just by standing here.

Then I fuck up big time. I take a step back, trying to slip outta there before she notices, but my elbow clips a small potted plant on the table by the door—a little ceramic thing with some spiky green shit in it. It topples over, hits the tile with a sharp crack that echoes like a gunshot, and Tara’s eyes snap open. For a heartbeat, we just stare at each other—me, caught red-handed, her, mid-thrust with her fingers still buried inside her, slick and glistening. I expect her to scream, cover up, something, but instead her lips curl into this slow, wicked smile that makes my stomach drop and my dick twitch at the same time.

“Jake,” she says, voice husky, dripping with something dangerous. She doesn’t stop what she’s doing—in fact, she spreads her legs a little wider, giving me an even better view as she drags her fingers out slow, letting me see how wet she is before sliding them back in. “Didn’t peg you for a peeping Tom.”

I stammer some bullshit—“I was just, uh, looking for Dan”—already backing toward the door, but she sits up a little, pulls her fingers out completely, and they’re fuckin’ dripping, strings of her slick catching the sunlight. She waves me closer with her other hand, casual as if she’s inviting me to lunch. “Don’t run off now,” she says, tone low and teasing. “You already saw the good part. Might as well stay.”

My brain’s screaming to get the hell outta there, but my feet don’t move. She leans back again, props one foot up on the chair so I can see every damn detail—her pussy open, glistening, her fingers circling her clit now, slow and deliberate, like she’s putting on a show just for me. “You like watching, don’t you?” she purrs, eyes locked on mine, dark and heavy-lidded. “I can tell. Your shorts ain’t hiding shit.”

She’s right—my erection’s obvious as fuck, straining against the fabric like it’s trying to break free. I swallow hard, throat dry as sand, and she laughs, low and throaty, the sound sending a jolt straight to my balls. “Here’s the deal, Jake,” she says, voice turning sharp, all business even as her fingers keep moving. “You stay and watch. Hell, you can join in if you want. But if you leave, I’m telling Dan you were creeping on me. How you think that’s gonna go down?”

It’s blackmail, straight up, and part of me wants to call her bluff—tell her to go ahead, see if I give a shit. But the bigger part, the part that’s been fantasizing about her for years, knows I’m already fucked. “Fuck you, Tara,” I mutter, but there’s no venom in it, and she knows she’s got me by the balls—literally and figuratively.

“Don’t be like that,” she says, sliding her fingers back inside herself with a wet sound that makes my knees weak. Her hips lift off the chair, chasing the sensation, and her eyes never leave mine. “C’mon, Jake. Touch yourself. I wanna see it.”

Her words are a goddamn match to gasoline, and I’m too far gone to fight it. I sit down on the edge of another lounge chair across from her, facing her dead-on, and shove my shorts down just enough to free my cock. It’s rock-hard, leaking at the tip already, and I give it a slow stroke, half-relieved just to get some pressure off. Tara’s eyes light up, and she bites her lip, her own movements speeding up as she watches me. “Fuck, that’s hot,” she murmurs, her voice rough with want. “Keep going. Show me how you like it.”

So I do. I stroke myself in time with her fingers, matching her rhythm, my grip tight as I watch her fuck herself with her hand. Her moans get louder, more desperate, and the air’s thick with the scent of her—salt and sex, raw and intoxicating. Her hips buck harder, her fingers plunging deeper, and I can tell she’s close—her thighs are shaking, her breath coming in sharp little gasps, her free hand clawing at the cushion beneath her. I’m not far behind, balls tight, pressure building fast, my strokes getting sloppy as I try to hold off, wanting to see her come undone first.

Then she says something that damn near shorts my brain out. “Cum on my face, Jake. I want it.” Her voice is raw, filthy, and the way she tilts her head back, mouth parted, eyes half-lidded, like she’s begging for it—it’s too fuckin’ much. I don’t even think, just stand up on shaky legs and step closer, jerking myself hard and fast, the tip of my cock inches from her lips. She sticks her tongue out just a little, waiting, and when I finally blow, it’s like a goddamn volcano erupting—thick ropes of cum hitting her cheeks, her lips, dripping down her chin and onto her tits. She moans like it’s the best thing she’s ever felt, licking some of it off with a slow swipe of her tongue, and I’m still twitching through the aftershocks, barely able to stand, when she grabs my wrist.

“Your turn,” she says, voice low and commanding, her smile pure devil. “Eat me out, or I swear I’ll tell Dan everything—every fuckin’ detail.”

I’m too spent to argue, too caught up in the haze of it all to care about the consequences. She spreads her legs again, pussy swollen and dripping from her own work, and I drop to my knees on the tiled patio, the rough surface biting into my skin. I’ve never done this under fuckin’ duress before, but the second my tongue hits her clit, I’m all in. She tastes sharp and sweet, like saltwater and honey, with a faint tang of my own cum still on her skin from where it dripped down. I go to town—lapping at her folds, sucking her clit into my mouth, fucking her with my tongue until she’s writhing against my face, thighs clamping around my head. Her hands are in my hair, pulling hard enough to sting, and she’s muttering filth—“Just like that, fuck, don’t stop, you’re so fuckin’ good at this”—her voice breaking into gasps. I can barely breathe, her scent and taste overwhelming, but I don’t stop, flattening my tongue against her clit and shaking my head side to side until her whole body seizes up. She comes with a scream, loud enough I’m worried someone’ll hear, and then she’s squirting—hot and wet, soaking my chin, my chest, the fuckin’ chair, her thighs trembling as she rides it out, grinding against my mouth until she can’t take anymore.

I pull back, gasping for air, wiping my face on my arm, still tasting her as she slumps back, panting, her grin lazy and satisfied. “Good boy,” she says, voice rough but teasing, and then she slides off the chair, pushing me back onto it before I can catch my breath. “My turn.”

She’s on her knees in front of me now, her hands spreading my thighs apart, and I’m too wrung out to protest—not that I’d want to. She starts at my ass, her tongue darting against the tight ring of muscle there, and I damn near jump outta my skin. It’s filthy, intense, a sensation I wasn’t ready for, and all I can do is grip the arms of the chair and take it as she works me over, her tongue probing and teasing until I’m squirming. She moves up, sucking my balls into her mouth one at a time, rolling them with her tongue, her hands keeping my thighs pinned so I can’t close them. Then she licks a long, slow stripe up my shaft, her tongue flat and hot, before wrapping her lips around the head and swallowing me whole. Her mouth’s a furnace—wet, tight, relentless—and she’s working me like a pro, deepthroating me with no gag reflex, her hands twisting at the base while her tongue does shit I didn’t even know was possible. I’m already sensitive as fuck from coming once, so it don’t take long before I’m groaning, “Tara, I’m gonna—”, and she just hums around me, the vibration pushing me over the edge. I cum down her throat, hard and fast, hips jerking as she swallows every drop, pulling off with a wet pop and a smirk that says she knows exactly what she’s done to me.

“Better get outta here before Dan wakes up,” she says, casual as fuck, like she didn’t just turn my whole damn world upside down. She grabs a towel from the back of the chair, wipes her face and chest, adjusts her bikini like nothing happened, and stretches out on the lounge chair again, looking out at the ocean. I pull my shorts up, legs still shaky, brain a scrambled mess of lust and guilt and adrenaline, and stumble back through the sliding door without another word.

The rest of the day’s a foggy blur—snorkeling with the family, floating over coral reefs while Dan points out fish like a fuckin’ nerd, my folks snapping pics for their scrapbook. Tara’s there too, all smiles and innocence in her little cover-up dress, but every time she catches my eye across the boat, there’s this glint in her gaze, a secret we’re both carrying now. I don’t know what the hell I’ve gotten myself into, but this week in Kaluvara just got a whole lot fuckin’ messier, and I got a feeling it’s only the beginning.


Chapter 3: Submerged in Sin

The day after that patio meltdown is a fuckin’ fever dream I can’t shake. My skin’s still buzzing with the memory of Tara’s taste, her filthy words, the way she took me apart like it was nothing. Sleep didn’t help—kept waking up hard as a rock, replaying every second in my head till I had to jerk off just to get back to sleep. Now it’s late morning, and we’re all at the villa’s private pool, playing happy family like nothing’s wrong. The sun’s high, beating down on the turquoise water, making it glitter like a goddamn trap. Everyone’s here—Mom and Dad floating on these inflatable loungers with drinks in their hands, Dan splashing around like a kid, and Tara, of course, looking like sin incarnate in a black bikini that’s more string than fabric. I’m trying to keep my distance, sipping a beer at the edge of the pool, my legs dangling in the water, but it’s a losing battle. Every move she makes pulls my eyes like a magnet.

The pool’s shallow enough to stand in most spots, water lapping around my waist as I lean against the tiled edge. Tara’s been flitting around, laughing at Dan’s dumbass jokes, helping Mom with her stupid pool float, acting like the perfect fuckin’ daughter-in-law. But every now and then, her gaze flicks my way—sharp, knowing, like she’s got a secret clawing to get out. It’s the same look she gave me yesterday, right before she turned my world upside down. My dick twitches just thinking about it, and I curse myself, taking a long swig of my beer to cool off. Ain’t helping much—the heat’s everywhere, in the air, in my blood, in the way Tara’s hips sway as she wades through the water toward me.

She’s got a drink in her hand too, some fruity thing with a little umbrella in it, and she stops a couple feet away, close enough that I can smell her sunscreen—coconut and something sharper, like her skin’s soaking up the sun itself. “Having fun, Jake?” she asks, voice all casual, but there’s an edge to it, a tease that ain’t meant for anyone else. Her bikini top’s riding low, the tops of her tits spilling out just enough to make my mouth dry, and I’m trying real hard not to stare.

“Yeah, fuckin’ thrilled,” I mutter, keeping my tone flat, eyes on the water. Last thing I need is Dan—or worse, my folks—catching on to the tension that’s practically sparking between us. She laughs, low and throaty, and takes a step closer, the water rippling around her thighs. Too close now—she’s gotta know it—but she don’t back off.

“Lighten up,” she says, sipping her drink, her lips wrapping around the straw in a way that’s gotta be deliberate. “You’re on vacation. Supposed to be relaxing.” The way she says it, all slow and suggestive, makes it clear she’s got other ideas about how I should unwind. My grip tightens on the beer bottle, and I’m about to fire back something snarky when she moves even closer, her hip brushing against my knee under the water. It’s subtle, could be an accident, but I know better.

Dan’s on the other side of the pool now, trying to dunk Dad in some half-assed wrestling match, their laughter bouncing off the tiles. Mom’s floating nearby, sunglasses on, oblivious as she hums along to some old tune in her head. The coast’s as clear as it’s gonna get, and Tara knows it. Her hand slips under the water, casual as fuck, like she’s just adjusting her bikini bottoms, but then her fingers graze my thigh, inching higher until they’re brushing the front of my swim trunks. I freeze, beer halfway to my mouth, my brain short-circuiting as she gives me this wicked little smirk.

“Relax,” she murmurs again, voice so low I barely catch it over the splash of the water, and then her hand’s on me, bold as hell, palming my dick through the thin fabric. I’m hard in an instant—been halfway there all morning—and she don’t waste time, slipping her fingers under the waistband, wrapping them around my shaft like she fuckin’ owns it. Her grip’s firm, warm even in the cool water, and she starts stroking me slow, her thumb circling the head every few pumps, teasing the slit until I’m biting the inside of my cheek to keep from groaning.

The water’s distorting everything, hiding her movements from anyone who ain’t looking too close, but it don’t hide the way her eyes are locked on mine, dark and hungry, daring me to stop her. I don’t. Can’t. My hips jerk a little, involuntary, chasing her hand as she picks up the pace, her strokes getting tighter, faster, the water sloshing around us just enough to mask the motion. It’s risky as fuck—Dan’s maybe twenty feet away, my parents even closer—but that only makes it hotter, the thrill of getting caught mixing with the heat coiling in my gut. She leans in a bit, her shoulder brushing mine, pretending to sip her drink while her other hand works me over, and I’m losing it, my knuckles white around the beer bottle, my breaths coming shallow and quick.

“You’re so fuckin’ hard,” she whispers, barely audible, her lips twitching into a grin as her thumb swipes over the tip again, smearing precum that gets lost in the water. “Bet you’ve been thinking about me all day.” She’s right—I have—and I hate how smug she sounds about it, but I ain’t got the words to argue, not when she’s twisting her wrist just right, making my balls tighten like I’m gonna blow any second. I’m trying to keep my face neutral, pretending to watch Dan and Dad’s dumbass splashing match, but my vision’s blurring at the edges, every nerve screaming as she works me closer to the brink.

I’m about to lose it, about to cum right there in the pool with my whole family around, when she slows down, her hand stilling just enough to keep me on the edge without pushing me over. “Not yet,” she purrs, pulling her hand out slow, her fingers trailing along my thigh as she leans back, sipping her drink like nothing happened. I’m left panting, dick throbbing painfully in my trunks, and she’s just sitting there with that same fuckin’ smirk, like she didn’t just blue-ball me in the middle of a family pool day.

I should be pissed, should tell her to fuck off, but all I can think about is getting even. My beer’s empty now, so I set it on the edge of the pool, casual as I can, and slide closer to her under the water. She raises an eyebrow, like she’s daring me to try something, and that’s all the push I need. My hand finds her thigh under the surface, fingers digging into the soft flesh just hard enough to make her breath hitch, and I don’t stop there. I slide higher, brushing the edge of her bikini bottoms, and when she don’t pull away—just parts her legs a little wider—I take it as a green light.

I slip my fingers under the fabric, grazing her pussy, and fuck, she’s already wet—not just from the pool, but slick and hot, her arousal mixing with the water as I trace her folds. She bites her lip, hard, trying to play it cool, but I can see the way her chest heaves as I find her clit, rubbing slow circles at first, feeling it swell under my touch. Her thighs tremble, just a little, and she grips the edge of the pool with one hand, her drink shaking in the other as I work her over, mirroring the rhythm she used on me. I’m watching her face, not the water—watching the way her eyes flutter half-closed, the way her mouth parts just enough to let out these tiny, stifled gasps that only I can hear.

She’s trying so fuckin’ hard to keep it together, to not let on what’s happening under the surface, but I ain’t making it easy. I press harder, circling faster, my middle finger dipping down to tease her entrance before sliding back up to her clit, over and over, until her hips start rocking against my hand, subtle but desperate. The water’s helping—hiding the motion, muffling any sounds—but it’s also amplifying every sensation, the coolness against her heat making her squirm even more. I can feel her getting closer, her clit pulsing under my fingers, her thighs tensing as she grips the pool edge tighter, her knuckles paling.

Then it hits—her whole body goes rigid for a split second, her eyes squeezing shut, and I feel her cum, hard, her pussy clenching around nothing as she squirts into the water. It’s not like yesterday, not a gush you can see, but I can feel it—a rush of warmth against my fingers, hotter than the pool, spreading out and mixing with the current as her thighs clamp around my hand, trapping me there while she rides it out. She don’t make a sound—not a loud one, anyway—just this sharp little inhale, barely audible over the splash of Dan and Dad still fucking around on the other side of the pool. Her face gives her away, though—flushed, lips trembling, eyes glassy as she comes down, and I’m smirking now, feeling like I just won a round in this fucked-up game we’re playing.

She finally opens her eyes, looking at me with this mix of heat and something else—maybe anger, maybe respect—and slips away from my hand, adjusting her bikini bottoms like nothing happened. “You’re such a fucker,” she mutters under her breath, but there’s no venom in it, just a shaky laugh as she takes another sip of her drink, trying to play it off. I don’t say shit, just lean back against the pool edge, my own heart still pounding, my dick still half-hard and unsatisfied in my trunks.

Dan calls over from the other side, oblivious as ever, asking if we wanna join them for a game of pool volleyball or some crap. Tara waves him off with a grin, says she’s good just chilling, and I mutter something about needing another beer. I climb outta the pool, water dripping off me as I head toward the villa’s outdoor fridge, trying to walk normal even though my head’s spinning. I can feel her eyes on my back as I go, same as always, and I know this ain’t over—not by a fuckin’ long shot.

The rest of the afternoon drags on—volleyball, more drinks, Mom yapping about dinner plans—but all I can think about is the feel of Tara’s clit under my fingers, the way she came apart without anyone else knowing. It’s like a drug, this secret we’ve got, and every look she throws my way just pumps more of it into my veins. I don’t know how much longer I can keep this up without someone catching on—or without me breaking completely—but right now, I don’t give a shit. I’m hooked, and Kaluvara’s turning into a fuckin’ battleground for every dirty urge I’ve ever had.


Chapter 4: Tangled in the Trees

The pool day wraps up with the sun dipping low, painting the sky in streaks of orange and pink that reflect off the water like a fuckin’ mirror. Everyone’s wiped out—Mom and Dad are already muttering about an early night, Dan’s sprawled on a lounge chair scrolling his phone, and Tara’s disappeared inside the villa to “freshen up” after the volleyball game ended with her and Dan splashing around like idiots. I’m still wired, though, skin prickling from what went down in the pool—her hand on me, my fingers on her, the way she fuckin’ squirted underwater while our family was clueless. It’s like a live wire in my veins, sparking every time I think about it. I need air, space, something to burn off this restless shit before I do something stupider than I already have.

The villa’s got this trail out back, winding through a patch of jungle that leads down to a secluded cove the rental guy mentioned when we checked in—some spot tourists don’t hit much, all jagged rocks and hidden sand. I grab a bottle of water from the fridge, slip on my flip-flops, and head out without telling anyone. The trail’s narrow, barely lit by the fading daylight, with vines and palms crowding in close, brushing my arms as I walk. The air’s cooler here, thick with the scent of damp earth and salt, and the hum of cicadas drowns out the noise in my head for a minute. I’m halfway to the cove, trying to focus on the sound of waves in the distance, when I hear footsteps behind me—light, quick, not Dan’s heavy stomping or Dad’s slow shuffle.

I don’t turn around. Don’t need to. Tara catches up, falling into step beside me like it’s the most natural thing in the world. She’s swapped the bikini for a thin tank top and these tiny denim shorts that barely cover her ass, her hair still damp and curling around her shoulders. She’s got a towel slung over one arm and a smirk that says she ain’t done playing with me. “Saw you sneak off,” she says, voice low, teasing as always. “Figured you might be up to somethin’ fun.”

“Just needed a breather,” I grunt, keeping my eyes on the trail, but my dick’s already stirring at the sound of her voice, traitor that it is. She laughs, sharp and knowing, and bumps her shoulder against mine as we walk, her skin warm and still smelling faintly of chlorine.

“Bullshit,” she says. “You’re running from me. Or maybe running toward somethin’ else.” Her tone’s got that edge again, the one that says she’s got plans I ain’t gonna like—or maybe like too much. I don’t answer, just keep walking, but she don’t let up, her fingers brushing my arm now, light enough to be accidental but heavy with intent.

The trail opens up to the cove—a small crescent of sand hemmed in by black volcanic rocks, the water dark and restless as it laps against the shore. The moon’s starting to rise, casting silver streaks across the surface, and there ain’t a soul around—just us and the jungle pressing in close. I stop at the edge of the sand, kicking off my flip-flops, and Tara drops her towel, stepping past me toward the water. “Gonna swim?” she asks, glancing back over her shoulder as she peels off her tank top, revealing the same black bikini top from earlier, tied loose like it’s begging to come off.

“Nah,” I say, though my throat’s tight watching her bend down to shimmy outta those shorts, her ass right there, barely covered by the bikini bottoms. “Just scoping it out.” I’m lying through my teeth—she knows it, I know it—but she don’t call me on it, just wades into the water up to her knees, letting the waves lick at her thighs.

“Too bad,” she says, turning to face me, her hands trailing up her sides to cup her tits through the bikini top, squeezing just enough to make my mouth go dry. “Water’s nice. Feels good after today.” Her eyes flick down to my crotch, then back up, and she grins like a fuckin’ shark. “You sure you don’t wanna join me?”

I’m about to snap something back, tell her to quit fuckin’ with me, when she reaches behind her neck and tugs the bikini top loose, letting it fall into the shallow water. Her tits are out now, full and heavy in the moonlight, nipples hard from the cool air or maybe just from the way she’s looking at me. She don’t stop there—hooks her thumbs in the bottoms and slides them down too, stepping out of them and tossing them onto the sand like a challenge. She’s naked now, waist-deep in the water, her skin glowing silver, and I’m hard as a rock before I can even blink.

“C’mon, Jake,” she purrs, wading back toward the shore, the water slipping down her body like it don’t wanna let go. “Don’t make me swim alone.” She stops a few feet from me, close enough that I can see the goosebumps on her thighs, the way her chest rises and falls a little faster now. My resolve’s crumbling faster than a sandcastle in a storm, and she knows it, stepping closer until she’s right in front of me, her hand reaching out to tug at the waistband of my shorts.

I don’t stop her—can’t stop her—as she pulls them down, my dick springing free, already leaking at the tip. She licks her lips, eyes dark and hungry, and before I can say anything, she’s dropping to her knees right there on the sand, the water lapping at her shins. “Been thinking about this all day,” she murmurs, her breath hot against me as she wraps her hand around my shaft, giving it a slow stroke that makes my knees buckle. She don’t tease long—leans in and takes me into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the head before she slides down, taking me deep, her throat tight and warm and fuckin’ perfect.

I’m groaning already, one hand tangling in her damp hair as she bobs her head, sucking me off like she’s starving for it. The sound of the waves mixes with the wet noises of her mouth, her little moans vibrating against me, and I’m losing it fast, hips jerking as she works me over. She pulls off for a second, just long enough to look up at me with that wicked grin, spit and precum glistening on her lips. “You taste so fuckin’ good,” she says, then dives back in, one hand cupping my balls, rolling them gently while her mouth does things I didn’t even know were possible.

I’m close—too fuckin’ close—and she knows it, pulling off just as I’m about to blow, leaving me panting and twitching on the edge. “Not yet,” she says, standing up, her body brushing against mine as she grabs my hand and pulls me toward the water. “Wanna feel you first.”

We wade in together, the water cool against my overheated skin, and she don’t waste time, pressing herself against me once we’re waist-deep, her tits slick and soft against my chest. She wraps her legs around my hips, weightless in the water, and I can feel her pussy, hot and wet even in the ocean, grinding against my dick. “Fuck me,” she whispers, her lips brushing my ear, and I don’t need to be told twice.

I line myself up, one hand gripping her ass to hold her steady, and sink into her slow, feeling her stretch around me, tight and perfect. She gasps, nails digging into my shoulders as I bottom out, the water sloshing around us with every thrust. It’s slow at first, savoring the way she clenches around me, but she ain’t patient—starts rocking her hips faster, urging me on with these desperate little moans that drive me fuckin’ wild. I pick up the pace, slamming into her harder, the water making every movement slick and messy, her tits bouncing with every thrust.

She’s loud now, not caring if anyone hears—moaning my name, begging for more, her head thrown back as I fuck her like it’s the last thing I’ll ever do. I can feel her getting close, her pussy fluttering around me, and I shift my angle just enough to hit that spot inside her, the one that makes her eyes roll back. “Fuck, Jake, right there,” she gasps, and then she’s coming, hard, her whole body shaking as her nails rake down my back, her pussy clamping down so tight I can barely move.

I’m right behind her, the sight of her coming undone pushing me over the edge. I pull out just in time, cumming into the water with a strangled groan, my dick pulsing as I empty myself, the waves carrying it away. We’re both panting, clinging to each other in the shallow water, the aftershocks still rippling through us.

She laughs, breathless, pressing her forehead against mine. “Fuckin’ hell,” she mutters, and I can’t help but laugh too, the tension bleeding out of me for the first time all day. We untangle ourselves eventually, wading back to the shore, her naked and me half-dressed, the night air cool against our skin. She grabs her clothes but don’t put ‘em on—just wraps the towel around herself, gives me one last lingering look, and heads back up the trail without another word.

I’m left standing there, shorts soaked, sand in my flip-flops, and a head full of trouble I can’t outrun. This trip’s gonna fuckin’ kill me, but damn if it ain’t worth it.


Chapter 5: Midnight in the Market

The cove escapade leaves me raw, rattled in a way I can’t shake even after trudging back to the villa under the cover of night. Tara’s towel-wrapped silhouette disappears into the shadows ahead of me, and by the time I hit my room, I’m a mess of adrenaline and guilt, my skin still tingling where her nails dug in. I crash hard, passing out on the bed without even showering off the salt, but sleep don’t come easy—my dreams are a tangle of her moans, her body slick against mine, the way she fuckin’ unraveled in the water. I wake up around midnight, hard as a rock and restless, the villa dead quiet except for the hum of the ceiling fan and the distant crash of waves.

Everyone’s asleep, or so I think—Dan’s snoring loud enough to wake the dead through the walls, and my folks’ room stays dark when I peek out into the hallway. I can’t sit still, can’t keep lying there with my dick throbbing and my head spinning. Kaluvara’s got this night market down by the main strip, a messy sprawl of stalls and string lights that runs late, hawking everything from grilled squid to cheap rum and hand-rolled cigars. I figure a walk’ll clear my head, maybe a drink or two to dull the edge. I throw on a faded tee, shorts, and my beat-up sneakers, grab my wallet, and slip out the villa’s back door, the warm night air hitting me like a slap.

The market’s a good twenty-minute walk, but I don’t mind—gives me time to breathe, to try and shove Tara outta my skull for five damn minutes. The streets are narrow, packed dirt and cobblestone winding past shuttered shops and the occasional stray dog sniffing around. By the time I hit the market, it’s buzzing—lanterns swaying in the breeze, vendors shouting over each other, the air thick with the smell of fried dough and charcoal smoke. I weave through the crowd, dodging kids running around with sticky mango slices and old guys haggling over fish, and grab a plastic cup of rum punch from a stall near the entrance. It’s cheap and strong, burning down my throat just right, and I’m starting to think this was a good call—until I spot her.

Tara’s leaning against a stall a few rows down, her back to me, haggling with some guy over a woven bracelet. She’s in this tight little sundress, pale yellow and barely reaching mid-thigh, her hair loose and wild like she just rolled outta bed too. My gut twists—part of me wants to turn around, get the fuck outta there before she sees me, but the other part, the dumbass part that’s been steering me all week, keeps my feet moving toward her. She turns just as I get close, like she can fuckin’ sense me, and her eyes light up with that same dangerous glint I’m starting to know too well.

“Jake,” she says, grinning as she slips the bracelet onto her wrist, the vendor already counting her crumpled bills. “Didn’t expect to see you here.” Her tone’s casual, but there’s an undercurrent, a challenge, like she’s been waiting for this all night.

“Couldn’t sleep,” I mutter, sipping my rum punch, trying to keep my eyes on her face and not the way her dress clings to her curves, the hem riding up just enough to show the tops of her thighs. “Figured I’d check this shit out.”

She nods, stepping closer, her shoulder brushing mine as she glances around the market. “Same. Dan’s out cold, and I got… restless.” The way she says it, dragging out the word, makes it clear what kind of restless she means. My dick twitches in my shorts, traitor that it is, and I curse myself for not staying in bed.

We start walking together, not saying much at first, just weaving through the stalls, the noise and heat of the market pressing in around us. She buys a stick of grilled pineapple, sucking the juice off her fingers in a way that’s gotta be deliberate, her lips glossy and pink in the lantern light. I’m trying to focus on anything else—the guy juggling machetes a few stalls down, the reggae blasting from a tinny speaker—but every move she makes pulls me back, like a goddamn magnet.

We end up near the edge of the market, where the stalls thin out and the crowd’s lighter, just a few stragglers smoking cigars and sipping from paper bags. There’s a narrow alley off to the side, barely lit, flanked by a stack of crates on one end and a rickety wooden fence on the other, leading to what looks like a storage shed draped in tarps. Tara stops, glancing down the alley with this sly little smile, and I already know I’m fucked.

“Wanna see something cool?” she asks, her voice dipping low, teasing, as she grabs my hand and tugs me into the alley before I can answer. It’s tighter than it looked, the crates looming high on one side, the fence creaking on the other, the noise of the market fading into a dull hum behind us. She don’t stop till we’re at the far end, half-hidden behind the shed, the shadows thick enough that no one’d see us unless they were looking hard. My heart’s pounding now, not from the walk but from the way she’s looking at me—hungry, reckless, like she’s about to do something we’ll both regret.

She presses herself against me, her back to the shed wall, her hands sliding up my chest as she pulls me closer. “Been thinking about you,” she murmurs, her lips brushing my jaw, her breath hot and smelling faintly of pineapple and rum. “All fuckin’ day. That shit in the cove wasn’t enough.”

I should push her away, tell her to quit fuckin’ with me before this gets any messier, but my hands are already on her hips, gripping hard through the thin fabric of her dress. “You’re gonna get us caught,” I mutter, but there’s no conviction in it, not when she’s grinding against me slow, her thigh brushing my dick, teasing me through my shorts.

“Let ‘em catch us,” she says, her voice rough, daring, as she reaches down and cups me through the fabric, squeezing just hard enough to make me groan. “Bet you’d like that, huh? Someone seeing how hard you get for me.”

She’s playing with fire, and I’m too far gone to care. I crash my mouth against hers, kissing her hard, all teeth and tongue, tasting the rum and fruit on her lips as she moans into me. Her hands are quick, unzipping my shorts and shoving them down just enough to free my cock, already rock-hard and leaking as she wraps her fingers around it. She strokes me slow, her thumb swiping over the tip, smearing precum down the shaft while her other hand hikes up her dress, revealing she ain’t wearing any panties—just bare, glistening pussy in the dim light filtering through the tarps.

“Fuck me with your fingers,” she whispers against my mouth, guiding my hand between her legs, and I don’t need to be told twice. She’s already soaked, her folds slick and hot as I slide two fingers inside her, curling them just right to hit that spot that makes her gasp. Her walls clench around me, greedy, and I start pumping slow, steady, my thumb circling her clit while she jerks me off in time with my thrusts. It’s messy, desperate, the wet sounds of her pussy mixing with our ragged breathing, the faint hum of the market just loud enough to cover it.

She’s moaning soft now, biting her lip to keep quiet, her free hand clawing at my shoulder as I fuck her harder with my fingers, feeling her get tighter, wetter, closer. “Fuck, Jake, don’t stop,” she pants, her hips rocking against my hand, chasing it, and I can tell she’s about to cum—she’s trembling, her strokes on my dick getting sloppy as her focus slips. I speed up, grinding my thumb against her clit, and then she’s there, coming hard around my fingers, her pussy pulsing as she bites down on my neck to muffle her cry. She don’t squirt this time, but she’s dripping down my hand, her thighs shaking as she rides it out, her grip on my dick tightening until it’s almost painful.

I’m close too, the way she’s falling apart pushing me to the edge, but before I can finish, she drops to her knees right there in the alley, the dirt and grit digging into her skin as she takes me into her mouth. It’s sudden, messy, her lips stretching around me as she sucks me down deep, her tongue working the underside while her hand pumps the base. I’m gone in seconds, groaning low as I cum down her throat, my hands braced against the shed wall to keep from collapsing. She swallows it all, pulling off with a wet pop and a grin, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand like it’s nothing.

“Better than the market,” she says, standing up and smoothing her dress down, casual as fuck, like she didn’t just blow me in a dirty alley while a crowd milled around twenty feet away. I’m still catching my breath, zipping up my shorts with shaky hands, when she leans in and kisses me quick, her lips salty and tasting of me.

“See you back at the villa,” she murmurs, then slips outta the alley, disappearing into the market crowd like a fuckin’ ghost. I’m left standing there, head spinning, the taste of her still on my lips and the weight of what we’re doing heavier than ever. This shit’s gonna end bad—I know it—but I can’t stop, not with her pulling me in deeper every damn time.


Chapter 6: The Final Fire

The night market alley leaves a scorch mark on my brain that don’t fade, even as I stumble back to the villa in the early hours, the taste of Tara lingering in my mouth like a drug. The rest of the trip’s been a tightrope walk—every glance, every brush of her hand, every goddamn smirk pulling me tighter until I’m damn near snapping. It’s the last day in Kaluvara, and I’m torn between relief and dread. Relief because I need outta this pressure cooker before I lose it completely; dread because I don’t know how to go back to normal after this—whatever the fuck “normal” even means anymore. Dan’s still clueless, cracking jokes over breakfast, planning some last-minute boat rental for the afternoon while Mom fussing over packing and Dad grumbles about airport lines. Tara’s playing her part too, all sweet smiles and “pass the mango,” but her foot grazes mine under the table one too many times for it to be an accident. I’m counting the hours till we’re on that plane, hoping distance will dull this ache, knowing deep down it won’t.

The boat thing falls apart fast—Dan forgot to book it ahead, and the rental guy’s already got every junker out on the water. He’s pissed, grumbling about it while we’re all sprawled on the villa’s deck, the midday sun beating down like a hammer. Mom suggests a last dip in the pool, Dad’s already dozing with a hat over his face, and I’m about to bail for a nap when Tara stands up, stretching in that same yellow sundress from the market, the one that barely covers her ass. “I’m gonna hit the beach one more time,” she says, casual, grabbing a towel and a bottle of water. “Anyone wanna come?”

Dan waves her off, muttering about sunburn, and my folks are too busy arguing over whether to tip the cleaning staff in cash or card. I shouldn’t go—I know I shouldn’t—but my mouth opens before my brain catches up. “I’ll go,” I say, grabbing my own towel like it’s no big deal, ignoring the way my pulse kicks up as Tara’s lips twitch into that dangerous little smile.

The beach is just a short walk from the villa, the same stretch of sand I wandered the first night, golden and burning underfoot, the water shimmering like a mirage. It’s quieter today, most tourists probably packing up or nursing hangovers at the bars down the strip. We find a spot near a cluster of palms, their shade sparse but enough to keep the worst of the heat off. Tara spreads her towel out, kicking off her sandals, and peels off the sundress in one smooth motion, revealing a red bikini that’s more string than fabric, the kind of thing that’d give Dan a heart attack if he wasn’t so busy sulking back at the villa. I’m trying not to stare as I drop my towel next to hers, stripping down to my swim trunks, but it’s a losing battle—her curves are fuckin’ lethal, every inch of her screaming trouble.

She don’t say much at first, just wades into the water, the waves lapping at her thighs as I follow, keeping a few feet between us like that’ll somehow keep me sane. The water’s warm, salty, wrapping around my waist as we swim out a bit, far enough that the shore feels distant but not so far we can’t stand. It’s peaceful out here, or it would be if my dick wasn’t already half-hard just from watching her float on her back, her tits barely contained by that bikini top, the water beading on her skin like it’s caressing her.

“Last day,” she says after a while, her voice soft but heavy, like she’s feeling the weight of it too. She’s treading water now, closer than she was a minute ago, her foot brushing my calf under the surface. “Kinda sad it’s over.”

“Yeah,” I grunt, not trusting myself to say more, my hands cutting through the water to keep me steady. Her eyes lock on mine, dark and searching, and I know that look—it’s the same one she gave me in the cove, in the alley, every time she’s dragged me into this mess.

“Jake,” she says, her voice dropping lower, “I don’t wanna leave without… you know.” She don’t spell it out, but she don’t need to—the way she’s looking at me, the way her hand finds my arm under the water, says it all. My throat tightens, every nerve screaming to pull away, but my body’s already moving closer, like it’s got a mind of its own.

“Tara, we can’t—” I start, but she cuts me off, swimming right up against me, her chest pressing into mine, her legs tangling with mine as the water holds us up. Her hand slides down my stomach, under the waistband of my trunks, and wraps around my dick, stroking slow, her grip firm and sure.

“We can,” she whispers, her lips brushing my ear, her breath hot even in the warm water. “One last time. I need it. Need you.” Her words hit like a punch, and I’m done fighting—I’ve been done since the first night. I grab her hips, pulling her tighter against me, my mouth crashing into hers as she moans into the kiss, her tongue slick and greedy against mine.

We’re still in the water, but it’s shallow enough here to stand, the waves lapping at our waists as I back her up against a smooth boulder jutting out from the shore, half-submerged and hidden by an overhang of palms. It’s not much cover, but it’s enough—nobody’s close enough to see us unless they’re looking hard, and I’m past caring anyway. Her hands are everywhere, tugging my trunks down just enough to free me, her nails raking down my back as I yank her bikini bottoms to the side, not bothering to untie them. She’s already wet—not just from the ocean, but slick and hot, her pussy pulsing under my fingers as I slide two inside her, testing, teasing, feeling her clench around me.

“Fuck me, Jake,” she groans, her voice raw, desperate, her hips rocking against my hand. “Don’t make me wait.” I don’t—I can’t. I pull my fingers out, line myself up, and sink into her in one hard thrust, her heat swallowing me whole, tight and perfect like she was made for me. She gasps, loud enough I’m worried someone’ll hear, but then she’s biting my shoulder, muffling herself as I start moving, slow at first, savoring the way she feels, the way her walls grip me like she don’t want me to pull out.

The water’s sloshing around us, mixing with the wet slap of skin on skin as I fuck her harder, my hands gripping her ass to hold her steady against the rock. Her legs wrap around my waist, pulling me deeper, and she’s moaning now, soft and broken, her nails digging into my neck as she clings to me. “Harder,” she pants, her voice trembling, “fuckin’ give it to me,” and I do—slamming into her so hard the water churns around us, her tits bouncing with every thrust, the red bikini top barely holding on.

She’s close—I can feel it, the way her pussy’s fluttering around me, the way her breaths turn to sharp little gasps, her eyes half-closed and glassy. “Cum in me,” she whispers, her lips brushing mine, and it’s so fuckin’ dirty, so reckless, I almost lose it right there. “I want it, Jake. Want you to fill me up.” Her words are a match to gasoline, and I’m burning, my thrusts getting sloppy as the pressure coils tight in my gut.

“You sure?” I manage to choke out, my voice rough, barely holding it together. She nods, frantic, her hands grabbing my face to pull me into another kiss, all teeth and desperation.

“Do it,” she says against my mouth, “Breed me.” That fuckin’ word—breed—snaps something in me, primal and raw, and I’m done. I slam into her one more time, as deep as I can go, and cum hard, spilling inside her, thick and hot, my dick pulsing as I empty myself into her. She’s coming too, her pussy clamping down around me, milking every last drop as she shakes against me, her moans muffled against my neck as the waves crash around us. It feels endless, the orgasm tearing through me like a storm, leaving me shaky and spent as I hold her there, still buried inside her, her walls still twitching around me.

We stay like that for a minute, panting, the water cooling our overheated skin, the reality of what we just did sinking in slow. I pull out eventually, my cum leaking out of her, mixing with the ocean as she adjusts her bikini bottoms, a lazy, satisfied smile on her face. “Fuck,” she mutters, laughing soft, her voice hoarse. “That was… yeah.”

“Yeah,” I echo, my brain still scrambled, my heart pounding as I pull my trunks up, glancing around to make sure we’re still alone. The beach is still empty, thank fuck, but the weight of her words—breed me—hits harder now, the possibility of what it might mean sinking claws into my skull. She don’t seem worried, though, just slides off the rock into the water, floating on her back again like nothing happened, her red bikini stark against the blue.

“Could be pregnant, you know,” she says after a minute, her tone light but pointed, like she’s testing me. She’s looking at me sideways, her smile half-teasing, half-serious, and I don’t know what to say to that—don’t know if she’s joking or if she means it or if I even care right now. My head’s too fucked to process it.

“Guess we’ll deal with that if it happens,” I mutter, wading back toward the shore, my legs shaky as I collapse onto my towel. She laughs again, swimming over eventually and dropping down beside me, her body glistening with saltwater, her hand brushing mine like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

The rest of the day passes in a blur—packing, the drive to the airport, the flight home with Dan yapping about work and my folks snoring through turbulence. Tara’s quiet most of the way, but every now and then she catches my eye, a silent reminder of what we did, what we might’ve started. I don’t know if she’s pregnant, don’t know if she meant it when she said those words or if it was just heat-of-the-moment filth, but it don’t matter—at least not yet. What matters is the way she felt, the way she looked at me, the way we burned each other down in that water.

Back home, life tries to snap back to normal—Dan’s still Dan, clueless and steady, my folks none the wiser, and Tara plays her part like a pro. But there’s a shift, a secret humming under the surface every time she’s around, every time she brushes past me at family dinners or shoots me a look across the room. Weeks pass, then months, and she don’t say shit about a baby—don’t need to, maybe—but I catch her sometimes, her hand resting on her stomach when she thinks no one’s looking, a faint smile tugging at her lips. I don’t ask, and she don’t tell, but the possibility’s there, a quiet fire that never quite burns out.

And me? I carry it all—the heat of Kaluvara, the taste of her, the weight of what we did—like a brand etched deep, a story nobody else gets to read.
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