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The Walk to the Water

Ibiza. The first afternoon. A little past noon.

The sun comes down on the pool deck like a hand laid flat between my shoulder blades, warm and heavy and certain, and I let it stay there. I came a long way for this exact weight. Most men flinch under it and reach for the shade. I tilt my face up into it and feel my own skin go gold and slow, and somewhere under the easy heat of all that light I think the one true thing I’ve carried across a continent to think out loud to nobody: Mateo, you made it. This is the place.

White loungers in two long rows, angled at the water. Blue so flat and bright it looks poured rather than filled, a skin of light shivering across the surface where the pump pushes it. Past the rail the real sea goes a deeper blue and the heat haze sits on it like breath on a mirror. And all down the deck, on the cushions and at the low bar in the shade, are bodies, oiled and bare and unbothered, lying open to the day with the particular ease of people who paid specifically to stop apologizing for their skin. The air is thick with it: coconut oil going warm, the mineral bite of chlorine, salt drying on bare shoulders, the green sharp note of someone’s gin and tonic sweating on the bar. A radio behind the bar is playing something with a lazy guitar in it, low, the kind of song with no words you’d remember.

That’s the thing about this place. It doesn’t hide what it is. Most resorts bury it in the fine print, if they allow it at all; this one prints it across the top of the booking page and stitches it onto the welcome card in the room. On the front, the selling point, one unembarrassed line: Be seen. Watch back. Wear nothing but the sun, among anyone you like. Turn it over and there’s a program, an actual timetable, laid out like the spa hours at any ordinary resort except for what it’s scheduling. The deck, all day: clothing optional, look and be looked at. The daybeds, the hot of the afternoon: the showing, for anyone who wants to lie back and let the deck watch what the sun does to them. The open-air shower, whenever you like: rinse off bare, in front of everyone. The members’ club, golden hour: the open hour. Come as bare as you like and don’t be shy about it. Show them how much you love being looked at, and watch how much they love looking. Play as far as everyone wants to go. The roof terrace, after dark: the late hour, for whoever’s still hungry when the club winds down. And printed small along the bottom, the same line under every slot, the one that makes all the rest of it work: Nothing happens to anyone who hasn’t asked for it. Want it out loud and it’s yours; willingness is the only currency the place takes.

I read the whole card standing in the room with my bag still packed, and my pulse climbed slot by slot, the way a man’s does over a menu where he means to order the entire left-hand column. And when I reached the open hour, that line about coming down bare and showing them how much you love it, something in my chest went still and certain and warm. There it is. That is the sentence I crossed a continent for. A place that doesn’t just let a man like me off the leash but asks him, in writing, on a printed schedule, to come down to the sand and show them every heavy inch of the thing he has spent his whole life dressing carefully around. That is the reason I booked. The weight I carry low and unmissable, the one that has pulled a stranger’s eyes in every changing room I have ever undressed in, the thing the ordinary world spends all its energy pretending not to notice and then cannot stop noticing. Out there it is a problem a man learns to manage. Here it is the main attraction. Here they print it in gold and ask me to bring it down to the open hour and let the whole club look its fill. Come show them how big you are. I have wanted to be asked exactly that my whole life. Adults only. Clothing-optional. A coast built, the page says without one coy word, for the people who love to be looked at and the people who love to look, where stripping bare and walking the deck past a hundred strangers isn’t something you get away with but the entire thing you came for. That is not me reading between the lines. That is the line. It means a woman three loungers down has her top folded under her and her breasts to the sun and is reading a paperback like it’s the most ordinary Tuesday of her life, because here it is. It means the two men by the shallow end are talking about football with their hands while the rest of them hangs out plain in the light and nobody’s pulse so much as ticks. Skin is the local language here. Looking is grammar. You don’t come to a place like this to be left alone. You come to be seen, and to do the seeing, and to let both of those be welcome at once.

I came to be seen.

I won’t dress it up. Other men book the quiet retreats, the silent yoga places up in the hills where you’re meant to find some smaller version of yourself and pack it home in a tote bag. I booked this. I drove the last hour with the windows down and the dry pine smell coming off the headland and a low hum in my chest that wasn’t nerves, that has never once in my life been nerves. I want the eyes. I have always wanted the eyes. And I finally found the one stretch of coast built so that wanting it isn’t a thing I have to hide.

. . .

I get up off my lounger to go to the water.

I don’t rush it. That’s the first thing to understand about me, if you’re going to understand anything: I don’t rush. I stand, and I let myself be standing for a moment, the swim brief doing the small honest job a good one does, which is to cover the legal minimum and lie about nothing else. It’s navy, cut snug and low across the hips, riding high on the outside of my thighs, the kind of cut that cups the heavy shape of everything I carry and presents it like it’s doing both of us a favour to let it be seen. The fabric sits tight where there’s something to hold, drapes where there isn’t, and there is, I’ll say it without a flicker, a lot to hold. I know what I’m carrying. The cut knows too, and it doesn’t pretend otherwise. I shift my weight and feel the fabric adjust, resettle, a brief conscious pressure against the weight of me, and I don’t hide that I know exactly what the deck is about to look at.

Then I walk.

The deck runs long, maybe forty paces from my lounger to the steps at the water, and I take every one of them like I’ve got all afternoon, because I do. The tiles are hot under my feet, the heat coming up through the soles, and the whole deck breathes with me: coconut off someone’s bottle, the salt-tang of a body fresh from the water, warm skin and sun-dried fabric. A woman at the bar has her hand frozen mid-air above her drink, her glass forgotten, her eyes tracking the line of me from shoulder to thigh and back up.

And the looks land.

I feel them before I can name a single one: that prickle that runs up the outside of a body when attention finds it, the heat of being watched layering on top of the heat of the sun until I can’t tell anymore which one is the weather. A head turns on a lounger to my left. The woman there props herself up on an elbow, sunglasses pushed up, and lets her gaze travel the whole length of me, slow, deliberate, her lips parting just a fraction before she catches herself. A conversation by the bar drops a beat, just a beat, the small hitch when two people stop hearing each other because a third thing walked into the frame and they’re both watching it. A woman lowers her sunglasses a half-inch down her nose, and her eyes go straight to where the navy fabric sits snug, and they stay there a breath longer than they need to, and when she looks back up there’s a flush climbing up her neck.

None of them pretend they aren’t doing it. That’s the gift of the place. Nobody here has to pretend.

I let them have the walk.

I keep my shoulders open and my chin level and my pace exactly what it was, and I feel every gaze settle on me and slide and stay, and the staying is the part I came for. Not the first glance. Anybody can earn a first glance. It’s the second one, the one that lingers past polite, the one that admits itself. That’s the one that lives in my chest like a swallow of good wine. By the time I reach the steps I’m warm all the way through with it, easy in it, more myself with forty strangers’ eyes on me than I have ever once been alone in a room.

I go down the steps into the water. It takes the heat off in a clean cold rush, up the calves, the thighs, the belly, and I push out into it and turn and float on my back with my face to the sun, and I let the deck look at all of me it wants while I do.

This is what I am. I stopped being ashamed of it so long ago I can’t find the seam where the shame used to be.

. . .

It’s on the way back that I clock her.

I come up the steps with the water sheeting off me, and the deck has gone gold at the edges the way the early afternoon does, and I’m in no hurry, water running down my chest and off the line of my stomach and soaking dark into the navy where it sits low. I shake my hair back. I take the slow way to my lounger.

And there’s a woman on the one beside mine who wasn’t there when I left.

I see her in pieces first, the way you see anyone who matters before your eyes have agreed to admit it. Dark hair, near-black, the deep brown of wet earth, long and loose and still damp at the ends where she must have gone in before I did, pushed back off her face and falling in a heavy weight over one shoulder. A face that isn’t soft: strong straight brows, a wide mouth held in something close to amusement, a jaw with an actual line to it, the kind of face that looks like it’s already decided most things and found them a little funny. Skin browned deep and even, an old tan, a woman who lives near the sea or wishes she did. Late twenties, early thirties, somewhere in the good wide country between.

She’s stretched out on her back, propped on her elbows, one knee up. Full-breasted, heavy and high under a thin dark swim top gone translucent where the water hasn’t dried, the fabric clinging and straining at the weight of her, doing the same honest minimum-and-no-more job my swim brief does. The cold has drawn her tight against the wet cloth, and she’s no more bothered about what that shows than I am about mine. A soft belly with a real crease where she bends at the waist; strong thighs; the knee up and her weight rolled easy onto one hip. There’s a small dark mole low on her ribs, just under the swell of one breast, and a thin pale line of an old scar across one knee. Her sunglasses are pushed up into her hair. Her eyes are out, uncovered.

And they’re on me.

Not flicked to me. Not skating off the way a polite glance skates off. On me. She’s watching the water run down my chest and she is letting me see her watch it, her gaze going down the center of me at exactly the pace the water’s going, unhurried, frank, down the line of my stomach, past my navel, to where the navy sits low and wet. Her eyes pause there. She takes her time looking at exactly what the wet fabric is doing: how it clings, how it shows the shape of what it’s holding, nothing the cut was ever going to hide. Then she comes back up to my face, and she’s caught looking and she doesn’t so much as blink at being caught. Her chest rises a little slower than it did a moment ago, the wet top moving with it, and she doesn’t care in the least that I’m watching her not care.

The corner of that wide mouth tucks in.

“You take your time, don’t you,” she says.

Low voice. Dry. Amused at the edges, like she’s already in on a joke I haven’t told yet.

“Always,” I say. I drop onto my lounger, the one right beside hers, mine by luck or by something I’ll let it be luck for now, and stretch out, and let the heat start drinking the water off me. “No reason to hurry. Nothing here’s going anywhere.”

“No,” she agrees. Her eyes haven’t gone anywhere either. They drop once, briefly, to where the navy is still dark and clinging, then find my face again. “It isn’t.”

“Mateo,” I tell her, because the giving of it feels good in the mouth, because a name offered into a look like that is its own small dare.

“Elena,” she says, and gives it back plain, no surname offered and none wanted, the way names get traded in a place where the only thing anybody needs to know about you is what you look like in the sun.

I didn’t come here to swim, I think, and have to work not to say it, because it would give away the whole game in the first hand.

. . .

We don’t talk much after that. We don’t need to.

That’s the thing I’m learning about her in the first ten minutes of her existence in my life: Elena is not a talker, not a filler of quiet. She lies back down on her elbows and looks out at the water, and then she looks at me, and the looking is the conversation. I lie back and let the sun work and I look at her too, openly, the way the place gives us both permission to, and a current sets up in the foot of air between our two loungers that has nothing to do with the heat coming off the tiles.

She watches a bead of water break loose at my collarbone.

I feel it go before I see her track it: that single cool line sliding down the center of my chest, slow, finding the dip of the sternum and following it down over my stomach toward the waistband, and her eyes go with it the whole way, down and down, unhurried, and stop where it stops. The heat that puts in me is not the sun. I know the difference now even if I couldn’t have told you I did a minute ago. The sun lies on the skin. This gets under it.

I don’t suck in. I don’t shift. I let her have the line of water and where it went, and I feel myself settle deeper into my own body under her attention, looser and prouder at once, my shoulders going wider against the cushion, my chin lifting that last half-degree. Being watched doesn’t make me smaller. It has never once made me smaller. It pours me fuller, sets me more solidly into the shape of myself, until I’m lying there more comfortably inside my own skin than I’ve been in the eleven months since I last had somewhere it was allowed.

Her eyes are still on the waistband. She’s not rushing to lift them. And the warmth of that, of being looked at there, openly, by a woman who doesn’t apologise for the looking, lands low in me and spreads, slow and good, heat with no hurry in it. It isn’t nerves. It has never once been nerves. It’s the deep ease of being seen exactly where I most like to be seen, and under it the first quiet hum of something her look in particular keeps reaching for, something I don’t have a name for yet. I don’t shift. I don’t break it. I let her keep looking, and I let the deck’s only language do the rest.

She feels it too, whatever it is that’s run taut in the foot of air between us. I watch it reach her, the way her pupils go a little wider behind the stillness of her face. Her lips part a half-millimetre. She doesn’t look away.

Behind us the bar does its small ordinary music: ice cracked into a glass, the low double note of two women laughing about something that has nothing to do with us, a man calling an order down the deck in lazy Spanish. A gull works the air over the headland. The radio turns over into another song with no words. The whole place hums along in its warm matter-of-fact way, skin and salt and nobody minding, and inside all of it she keeps looking, and I keep letting her.

And here’s the part I’ll keep turning over later, in the dark of the room, when I try to find where this started.

There were forty pairs of eyes on me on that walk to the water. I felt all of them. I fed on all of them, the way I always do, the way I came here to. But hers are doing something the other forty didn’t. The other forty warmed the surface. Hers I can feel as a specific weight, set in a specific place: laid flat on me, palm down, the heat of her looking pressing on my skin like an actual hand I could turn my head and find resting there. And it’s pressing low, exactly where she keeps choosing to look, and we both know she’s choosing it. Forty strangers gave me the deck. This one is giving me a thing I haven’t got a clean word for yet, and the not-having-the-word is most of why I can’t stop noticing it.

She turns her head on the cushion, slow, and lets her eyes drop down the length of me one more time: shoulder to chest to stomach to the low line of the waistband where the navy still clings, dark and frank. She takes her time on the inventory. Her gaze rests there a beat past polite. Her thighs shift against each other, a small slow press and hold, and she comes back up to my face unbothered, finds me already watching her watch me.

I hold the look.

She holds it back.

That’s all it is. A held look, a beat past the length two strangers are supposed to hold one, and then past two beats, the kind of look either of us could break with a smile or a turn of the head and turn back into nothing, deniable, a thing that didn’t happen. Neither of us breaks it. The sun presses down. The water flattens. The held look stretches out between the loungers and goes taut and stays taut, and I understand, without a word past the few we traded, without a hand lifted, without anything either of us could be made to admit to later, that something has been started here. That the start has exactly one direction.

She held a look most people drop, and she held it on the part of me most people pretend not to see, and she didn’t pretend, and she didn’t look away; she looked more. That’s the part that’s going to undo me, if I let it.

She gave me the look that stays. I gave her the walk. Tomorrow I’ll give her more, and I already know it, the way you know weather coming.

I settle back into the heat one lounger over from her, close enough to feel it when she shifts her weight, and I let the long gold afternoon pour down over both of us. The warmth she put low in me hasn’t gone anywhere. I let it stay. I let her see I’m in no hurry to make it go.

Further.


Adults Only

The second morning. Early, before the heat goes hard.

The deck smells different in the morning, and I lie in it a while before I bother opening my eyes. Coconut oil and warm stone and the thin salt the night left on everything, not yet cooked off by the sun. Under those the sharper things: chlorine still cold off the pool, the green bite of aloe by the rail, someone’s coffee going somewhere on a tray. The pool filter ticking over. Down by the bar a blender starts, runs, stops: lime, from the sharp cut of citrus that drifts across the tiles. The outdoor shower kicks in somewhere off to my right, that hollow drum of water on tile, somebody rinsing the night off, and runs a long minute and shuts, and the deck folds back into its low morning hum.

I let the sun find me by degrees. It comes up over the rail and lays itself across my chest and my stomach, warm and then warmer, the heat sinking in, my own skin drinking it, and I lie there under it on my lounger and let it have me. The cushion is cool at the edges where the sun hasn’t reached, the small pleasure of being between two things. The sky above the sea is washed-out white, the light thin and clean, the kind that shows everything. I’m not here to hide.

There’s a man two rows down doing slow stretches in nothing at all, unhurried, easy in his own skin the way everyone is here, reaching for his toes, the long pull of his back catching the light, completely unbothered. Past the rail, down the slope, the members’ beach club is already laying out its loungers on the bare sand, white shapes against the bright, two staff working the rows in the easy rhythm of people who’ve done this a thousand mornings. Beyond that the water goes the flat hard blue it goes before the wind finds it. A good morning. A morning built for exactly one thing, the same thing the afternoon was built for, the same thing this whole island runs on under its easy surface: being seen, and seeing, and nobody pretending it’s anything else.

Her lounger is empty. The one beside mine, one over. I clock that before I clock anything else, and I notice myself clocking it. Yesterday she appeared like weather: there, then, with no warning and no apology. Today I’m waiting, and the waiting has a texture. It hums. It sits low in my stomach, warm and alert, and I don’t push it away because she’s the first person on this deck whose looking produced more than the usual good heat, whose looking felt like a dare either of us could take.

. . .

I oil myself before she comes.

I do it slow, because slow is the only speed I’ve got and because the deck is half-awake and watching the way the deck is always a little bit watching. I work it into my shoulders first, the oil going from cool to warm under my palms, the coconut-sweet smell lifting around me, the sun catching the sheen. Then the chest: the dip of the sternum where yesterday’s bead of sweat ran, the ribs, the oil dragging lighter over the places the sun has already dried. My own hands moving over myself with the slow attention a woman might give, if she were watching. I work the oil down the flat of my stomach, the muscle gone tight under the drag of my palms, and stop where the navy starts, the low line of the waistband, and then I let my hands rest there a moment at the border of fabric and skin, not quite crossing it, because the not-quite is the whole game.

A woman at the bar, dark bob, a green sarong knotted at the hip, a coffee going cold at her elbow, looks over the rim of her cup. Looks away. Looks back. Twice, that second one, like the first time didn’t quite settle the question. The third time she doesn’t pretend to be looking at anything else. Her cup is forgetfully angled now, a little of the coffee sliding toward the lip, and she doesn’t notice. Her eyes are on my stomach, on the oil-sheen there, on the slow work of my hands.

I let her have it. I don’t perform it at her, exactly. I just don’t hide the doing of it, the long slow drag of an oiled palm down my own chest, and I feel her attention land and lift and land again, and the small warm thing that always lives in my chest when a stranger can’t quite leave me be turns over once, pleased.

That’s the part I came here for, and I’ll never get tired of saying it plain. Most of my life I’ve had to manage it: dress around it, sit a certain way, pretend I didn’t notice the noticing, because out there in the ordinary world a man my size who lets himself be looked at is a problem somebody’s going to make him answer for. Here I am not a problem. Here I am the morning’s entertainment, and the woman with the cold coffee came to a place where that’s allowed, the same as I did, and her looking is hers to do and mine to enjoy and nobody owes anybody an apology for any of it. Skin is the local language. I’m fluent. I came a long way to be somewhere I could finally speak it out loud.

The blender goes again. Two women near the shallow end laugh at something, low, nothing to do with me. The radio behind the bar plays the same kind of song it played yesterday, lazy guitar. And the deck, by small degrees, has begun to do a thing I feel before I could prove it: it has begun to angle toward me. The man two rows down has drifted a lounger closer on his way back from the shower. A couple by the rail have turned their chairs a few degrees off the water and a few degrees toward the middle of the deck, toward me, without seeming to decide to. The woman with the cold coffee has angled her stool maybe five degrees, and the coffee is still going cold, and she is still not drinking it. It’s nothing you could point at. It’s everything, if you know how to feel it, and I have always known how to feel it.

Then her shadow falls across my legs, and I open my eyes, and it’s Elena.

. . .

I feel her before I see her: the sudden cool where the sun had been, the shape of her cut against the light. Then my eyes adjust and she’s there above me, looking down, her face in shadow except the mouth doing the small tucked-in thing I’m already learning to read.

She’s in a different top today and the same frank ease. The top is thin and pale, a washed-out peach, and already losing its argument with the heat. She’s come from the water, or the shower, because the fabric is damp through and clinging, gone translucent at the swells of her, and the cold has drawn her tight beneath it so the shape of her presses plain against the wet cloth. The sun behind her makes the whole thing a silhouette. She isn’t doing anything about that. She came to a place where she doesn’t have to. The damp fabric cups the full weight of her breasts and strains, and the cold-hard points of her press dark through the peach-coloured cloth, plain as a dare.

“You’re up early,” she says. She sets her things down on the lounger beside mine, a bottle of oil, a book with a cracked spine, the towel she was carrying now looped over the back of the lounger, and lowers herself onto it on one hip, propped, unhurried, her weight settling into the cushion with the small sound of air giving way. Her eyes go over me once on the way down, the oil, the sheen, the low line of the navy, frank as a hand, and the warmth that’s been sitting low in me since I woke up answers her looking the way a string answers a pluck.

“I didn’t want to miss the light,” I tell her.

The corner of that wide mouth does the thing it did yesterday, the small tuck. “The light,” she says, flat, like she’s turning the word over to see what’s hidden in it.

“The light’s very good here in the morning.”

“It is.” She settles back on her elbows, the wet top pulling tighter across her with the stretch, the breath that lifts her chest pressing the fabric harder against what it’s trying not to show, and she looks out at the water for a long moment, an unhurried beat, and then, taking her time, not hiding it, looks back at me. Her gaze travels the length of me the way it did yesterday, shoulder to chest to stomach to the low line of the navy, and it rests there a beat, and another, and the warmth in me tightens a degree. “Nobody here minds being looked at,” she says. Not a question. An observation, dropped easy into the warm air between our two loungers, naming the whole thing without putting a single blunt word on it.

“No,” I say. “Nobody does.”

“Some people came for it.”

“Some people came for nothing else.”

She holds my eyes a beat at that, that held beat, the one we found yesterday, a little longer this morning than it was the afternoon before, because that’s the only direction this goes. The air between us has weight now, the foot of warm space between our loungers charged the way a room gets charged before a storm, and I can feel it on my skin and on the back of my neck and low in my stomach where the looking always lands.

She’s not pretending either. I keep coming back to it, turning it the way she turned the word light. The deck is full of people who came to be looked at and full of people who came to look, and most of them keep one foot in the polite fiction that it’s all just sun and swimming and happenstance. She doesn’t. She lies there with her top gone see-through in the heat and her eyes on me and not one ounce of the apology the ordinary world trains into people, and the weight of her breasts under the damp cloth and the hard dark points of her drawn tight and visible through it are laid out as openly as the oil on my chest, and that, the refusal to pretend, the full-body permission of her, is the thing I can’t put down.

“I’m going in,” I tell her, and I get up off the lounger.

. . .

I make a performance of it, and I let her see that I’m making one.

I stand, and I take my time standing, the way I did yesterday, the oil catching the light down the full length of me, and I stretch, arms up, the long pull through the chest and the stomach, the navy riding low on my hips with the stretch, the waistband shifting against the oiled skin, and I feel her eyes go to me and stay. She’s behind me and I can feel the weight of her gaze on my back, on my shoulders, on where the navy cups and shapes. I don’t turn to check. I don’t have to. Then I don’t take the short way to the water. I take the long way, down the length of the deck the way I did yesterday, except today it isn’t for the forty of them. Today it’s for the one of them, and she knows it, and the knowing runs between us the whole slow length of the walk.

The tiles warm under my feet, just this side of too hot, the heat soaking up through the soles. The same walk, the same deck, but different now because I’m walking it for her and she’s the one whose eyes I’m carrying with me. The oil on my skin is warming under the sun, the coconut-sweet lifting in the heat, and every time my hips shift with the rhythm of the walk the navy resettles against me, the fabric adjusting over what it’s holding, and I know she’s watching the way it moves because I know where her eyes are. The deck does its small helpless turning as I go: the bar-woman’s cup stalls halfway to her mouth, the couple at the rail go quiet mid-sentence, a head lifts off a lounger and tracks me and doesn’t drop. I feel all of it land. The prickle on the skin. The layered weight of attention. The heat-of-being-watched that sits on top of the heat-of-the-sun and is better than the sun, warmer, more specific. I feed on all of it, the way I always do. But I’m reading it for one purpose this morning, which is to bring it back to her: to walk through their looking and turn at the steps and find Elena’s eyes already on me, having watched the whole deck watch me, having watched me let it.

I reach the steps. I turn. I find her.

She has. When I turn, she’s propped on her elbows with her chin up and her gaze level down the length of me, and she’s not looking away. The wet top lifts with a slow breath and settles: a breath she took because of me, because of the walk. And lower, because I’m looking too, the dare runs both ways, the cold-drawn points of her press hard against the clinging cloth, dark and taut and unmistakable, and the flush that started on her chest yesterday has spread further this morning, a warm pink moving down toward the swell of her. When she catches me seeing it she doesn’t cover. She lets me have it. Her proof laid out for me the way mine is laid out for her. The pride-arousal loop, wordless, complete.

I go down into the water and it takes the heat off in the clean cold rush, up the calves, the thighs, the belly, the shock of it tightening everything for a beat before the warmth reasserts itself. I push out into the blue and float on my back with my face to the sun and let the whole deck and the one of them look their fill, and I think about nothing, and the nothing is very good, and somewhere under the surface of the nothing the warmth she put low in me is still there, humming, not going anywhere.

. . .

It’s on the walk back that the cut starts to lose its argument.

I come up the steps with the water sheeting off me, running down the chest and the stomach, soaking dark into the navy where it sits low, and her stare is waiting. She hasn’t moved. Her chin is still up. Her eyes are still on me, and they travel down exactly the same path the water is travelling, the way they did yesterday, and they land on the front of me where the navy clings wet and dark and hides nothing the cut was ever going to hide. And they stay. She lets them stay. She’s not taking the polite way out, the quick flick and then the eyes safely up to my face. She’s looking where she wants to look, which is at what the wet fabric is doing, which is holding a shape that is doing something it wasn’t doing when I walked to the water.

My body does the thing a body does when a woman like that won’t move her eyes. A warmth, deeper this time, a slow gather of heat below the waist, spreading through the belly to the exact place her looking is pressing. A faint tightening: the navy gone a fraction more snug, the cut beginning to shape around more than it was cut to hold. The sun warm on my back, her eyes an anchor on the front of me, and my body answering involuntarily, honestly. It isn’t full. It isn’t flagrant. It’s the beginning: the first gathering, the slow rise, the fabric beginning to lose an argument it was designed to lose. Just the first warm proof of being wanted exactly there by someone who isn’t going to stop wanting it, and I feel it start and I make the one choice I came to this island to make freely.

I don’t fight it. I don’t turn my hip away or reach down to set the fabric right or do any of the small managing things a lifetime out there taught me to do. I let the heat gather where her eyes put it. I let the navy pull a little tighter across the front of me, the wet fabric shaping around the slow swell her attention is pulling out of me, and I don’t hide it and I don’t apologise for it and I walk the rest of the way back to my lounger with her watching every step, and I settle down beside her in the sun, easy, fuller in my own skin for the heat of her attention sitting low on me like a palm, the fabric still telling the truth about what just happened.

She watches me leave it be. Her eyes go to where the navy is sitting differently now, not gaping, not loose, holding a fuller shape than it was a minute ago, and her gaze lingers there, and her lips part a half-millimetre, the way they did yesterday, and her thighs press and hold for a beat, and then she lifts her eyes to my face and finds me already watching her watch me. I watch her pupils. I watch the slow flush on her chest that hasn’t gone down. I watch her not look away.

Neither of us says a word about it, and the not-saying is its own kind of agreement.

. . .

The morning goes long and gold after that, the way the good ones do.

We don’t talk much. That’s still the shape of us, looking more than speaking. She reads a little, her book open on the cushion, her eyes lifting off the page every minute or two to find me again. I lie in the sun and let it work and let her glance come and go, and every time it goes it comes back, and every time it comes back it stays a beat longer. The warmth under the navy hasn’t fully gone, settled now, a low hum, still answering the memory of her stare. The deck does its lived-in murmur around us. The bartender trades a few words of Spanish with the couple at the rail about the wind. “Siempre,” the man says, and the bartender laughs. A gull works the thermals and slides out to sea. The shower drums and stops. Somewhere a phone plays a few bars of something and goes quiet. The whole place breathing around the two of us, skin and salt and nothing out of place.

And under all of it, the foot of warm air between her lounger and mine stays live the whole morning, humming, taut, the held look picking up where it left off every time either of us reaches for it. The current from yesterday hasn’t broken. It’s stronger now: I feel it in the way my skin pricks when her eyes land, in how her breath changes when she catches me looking back. We’re keeping a silent agreement: this is happening, it has one direction.

The bead of sweat comes back. I feel it start at my collarbone the way it did yesterday and run the center of my chest, slow, down over the stomach toward the low line of the navy, and her eyes leave her book and follow it the whole way down, unhurried, and stop where it stops, and I lie there and let her have it. The sun lies on the skin. Her looking gets under it. I know the difference now the way I know my own name.

The light shifts. The shadows lengthen off the loungers and the gold comes up in everything: the white loungers going cream, the blue water going bronze at the edges, every oiled body on the deck turned to warm metal, and the deck begins to thin as people drift off toward the showers and the bars. The bartender is stacking glasses. The couple by the rail have gathered their things. Elena sits up at last and gathers hers without hurry: the book, the bottle of oil, the thin damp top that never quite dried.

She stands over me a moment in the gold light, and the light turns her skin to copper and her hair to ink. And before she goes she lets her eyes drop, one last time, down the length of me, down the chest, down the stomach, to where the navy sits low, the warmth I never did manage to let go still sitting where she put it, and she lets the look stay there, open, unembarrassed, taking her time the way she’s taken her time about everything since the moment she dropped onto the lounger beside mine.

“Tomorrow,” she says.

Not a question. Low and certain, the way she’s said everything. A time and a place, set. The dare has a clock on it now, and we both heard it start.

She walks off down the gold deck and I watch her go, the roll of her hip, the wet top clinging, the dark weight of her hair swinging low between her shoulder blades, and I lie back in the last of the sun, and I let the one word the whole thing keeps wanting come up again, easy, certain, the only word the ladder knows.

Further.


The Beat Past Comfortable

The third afternoon. The light going long.

The deck half-empties when the sun drops toward the headland, and the half that stays is the half that came for the same thing I did. The families with their morning discipline are gone to their rooms. The couples who only wanted the swim have had it. What’s left as the light goes gold and long is a scatter of the unhurried: a woman on her stomach with her bikini top unhooked and forgotten, two men sharing a bottle of wine in no rush to dress, the bartender wiping down a counter that doesn’t need it because the deck this hour is a good place to be even when there’s no work in it. The water has gone flat and still and copper at the edges. The air is all warm stone and the last of somebody’s sun-oil and the green sea-smell that comes up when the wind dies.

And Elena, one lounger over, where she’s been every hour of every day since the first.

We’ve spent three days teaching each other a language with no words in it. I know that now, lying here in the long light. The first afternoon I gave her the walk and she gave me the look that stayed. Yesterday the deck was my stage and she was the only seat in the house. I let her watch the cut start to lose its argument and I didn’t do a thing about it, and she watched me not do a thing about it, and neither of us said a word. Three days of further, one held look at a time, each one a beat longer than the last.

This afternoon it goes pointed.

I lie back on the lounger and I don’t arrange myself modest. I let my knees fall open, one foot flat on the warm tile, and I lie there in the navy with the gold light pouring down the length of me and I let her see all of it: the oiled chest, the flat of the stomach, the heavy shape the cut never has been able to hide, laid out plain in the low sun. An offering. Here. This is what you’ve been looking at. Look.

She reads it instantly. Of course she does. She’s been fluent longer than I have.

She turns her lounger.

Not far. A few degrees, the legs of it scraping a short complaint against the tile, angling her body off the water and square to me, so there’s nothing between her eyes and the whole stretched-out length of me but a foot of gold air. It’s a small thing. It’s the loudest thing anybody’s done in three days. She settles back onto her elbows in that washed-peach top still damp at the center where she pressed it wet at the shower, and she fixes her eyes on me, and she starts to look.

She doesn’t hurry. That’s the thing about Elena: she has never once hurried. Her gaze starts at my face and goes down my throat to the chest, where a bead of sweat has already begun the slow run it makes every afternoon, off the collarbone, down the center of me, and she follows it the way she always follows it, unhurried, down over the stomach to where it disappears under the waistband. And there her eyes stop. And there her eyes stay.

A beat past comfortable. Then two. Then a third, and we are well past comfortable now and climbing, and neither of us looks away, and the held look stretches out taut between us and turns into the thing it’s been threatening to turn into since the first afternoon: an instruction, wordless, unmistakable, the kind of look that tells a man exactly what he’s going to do and exactly how long he’s going to take doing it.

I came to this island to be looked at by everyone, I think, lying still under the weight of her eyes. And she’s the only one I’m performing for.

. . .

The deck feels it. That’s the part I’ll never get tired of: a place where the looking is welcome enough that it carries, where what’s building on two loungers in the gold light isn’t a secret to be hidden but a thing the whole room can feel and lean toward. The bartender has stopped wiping the counter, the cloth gone still in his hand. The woman on her stomach has propped her chin on her crossed arms and isn’t reading anymore, her eyes tracking between Elena and me, her lips parted, her own nipples drawn sharp against the cushion where the pressure of her weight shifts with each breath. A small cluster down by the bar who should be drifting off to dress for dinner haven’t drifted anywhere. They’ve stayed, loose and easy and openly curious, because the deck has started to understand that I’m the thing worth staying for, that the show this hour is right here. A place like this has no shame in it about staying to watch a show. One of the men by the bar has let his hand go still on his own thigh, and the woman beside him keeps glancing and looking away and glancing back, the flush climbing her neck.

I feel their attention gather at the edges of me, warm, additive, a second layer of heat on top of the sun, and I read it the way I read everything: with pride, with the low pleasure of a man who came a long way to be exactly this. But it’s background. It’s weather. The whole front of me is turned to one watcher, and she is turning her looking into a command.

Her eyes travel me again, slower this time, deliberate, not a glance, not even the held look of yesterday, but something new: an open, hungry inventory. She’s not just looking anymore. She’s taking me with her eyes, shoulder to chest to stomach to the navy and the heavy shape inside it, and I feel her gaze land on me there and press. Not metaphor: actual pressure, the heat of her attention sitting on the front of the cloth like a palm laid flat, and the heat goes through the fabric and into me and stays.

And my body answers her. Not gradually this time. Fast.

It starts as a tightening below the waist, a gathering, the blood going where her eyes are. But yesterday I could still feel the beginning as something slow, something I had a say in. Today there’s no slow. Today she’s holding her eyes right on the front of me and not moving them, and the looking is so direct that my body doesn’t ask permission. It just goes, in a rush, the heat flooding downward so fast my breath catches halfway up my chest.

I feel myself thicken behind the navy: the shaft filling in a hot surge, the length of it unfolding down along the crease of my thigh where the cut holds it, the whole heavy weight of me swelling against the fabric in seconds. The throb starts almost immediately: a deep, steady pulse beating through the shaft, my heart’s own rhythm running the full length of me, each beat pushing me harder, fuller, the cock flexing with every push of blood. I feel the head swell, that particular pressure at the crown, the skin pulling tight over it, the ridge thickening and crowding the waistband. My sac draws up against the root, the full heavy balls pulling tight and aching, that deep settling ache that only comes when I’m this hard and nothing’s touching me. My stomach tightens in answer, the muscles there going rigid, and I have to breathe through my mouth, short, shallow pulls of air, because the breath is doing its own thing now, gone fast without asking, and I know she can hear it.

The navy loses. The fabric pulls taut over the rising shape of me, the long thick ridge of my cock standing out plain under the straining cut, the crown a hard knot of pressure at the band, and the outline is graphic now, unmistakable, the whole shape and heft and length of me printed against the cloth. There is no version of this the navy can pretend away anymore. The cut is showing her everything, the truth I’ve been letting it hint at for three days now made plain, and she is watching it happen in real time with her lip caught between her teeth.

I’m hard. Fully hard, heavily hard, the shaft thick along my thigh and the crown hot against the band, hard from nothing but the weight of a woman’s eyes, and she is watching it happen, and she knows she’s the cause, and the jolt of that runs through me like a second pulse: she knows. The woman on the next lounger has done this to me with a look. Her lip caught, her thighs pressing together and holding, the hard dark points of her drawn tight through the damp peach cloth, her chest lifting on a breath that’s gone shallow and fast, and the proof of what she’s doing is standing up thick and straining against the navy for the whole gold deck to see.

That’s supposed to be the moment a man reaches down and rearranges, laughs it off, turns his hip to the crowd, does the small managing thing. I feel the old reflex rise, a lifetime out there in the ordinary world where a body like mine getting hard in the open is a problem somebody makes you answer for, and I feel it rise and I let it go, the way you let go of a breath. Because this isn’t the ordinary world. This is the one stretch of coast built so that this exact thing is welcome, and she is the one it’s welcome with.

I don’t hide it. I let her see the whole thing: the strain, the heavy curve of the shaft trapped along my thigh, the crown crowding the band, and I watch her face while she looks, and I watch what the looking does to her.

Her breath goes ragged. Her chest lifts, fast and shallow, the damp fabric pulling tight, the hard points of her nipples drawn dark and sharp through the cloth. Her teeth sink into her lower lip and hold. And lower, because the dare runs both ways, because I read her body the way she reads mine, her thighs press together and hold, a slow squeeze she can’t stop and doesn’t try to, the proof she can’t hide any more than I can hide mine.

“Don’t,” she says. Low. Rough at the edges, the word scraping out of her throat. The first word in a long time.

I go still, my hand having drifted halfway toward the band on some last dying instinct to set things right.

“Don’t fix it,” she says. Nnh, almost, the sound at the front of the word like it caught on something.

. . .

So I don’t.

I take my hand away. I leave it. And then, because further is the only rule and because she asked with her eyes for more than just leaving it, I give her more.

I hook one finger under the strained waistband at my hip. The fabric is hot from the sun and damp at the edge: sweat, and something slicker beading there where the crown has been leaking against the cloth without my noticing, a wetness I can feel now as my finger slides under the band. She sees it. Her eyes drop to where my finger meets the fabric and her breath catches, a sharp little hff. She knows what’s coming and she’s not looking away from it.

I draw the waistband down. Slow. The way she likes slow.

The band catches on the ridge of the crown, that small resistance, the fabric snugging against the flare of the head. I feel it resist me. I feel the give before I see it: the hot skin clearing the band one millimetre at a time, the cool air hitting the wet head for the first time, and the sensation is so sharp and so specific that a sound pushes out of me before I can stop it, a low exhale, “hahh,” breathed down from the chest. The band slips past the ridge and then the whole thick length of me springs up free with a wet sound, shh-p, the shaft slapping up against my lower belly and settling there, heavy, the weight of it pulling the cock down before the pulse bounces it back up.

My cock stands up bare in the gold light. Thick shaft, dark with blood, flushed deep at the crown, the skin pulled smooth and tight over the whole length of it. The vein on the underside standing up and pulsing, thud-thud-thud, a visible heartbeat — thick as my own wrist, the girth of it standing the vein out in high relief along the shaft. The smell of it reaches her before I see her breathe it in: salt and skin and the raw sharp musk of my arousal, the scent of a cock that’s been hard and leaking for her, filling the gold air a foot from her face. She breathes it in before she knows she’s doing it, her nostrils flaring, her lips parting wider. The sac drawn tight and high, full and heavy, the ache in the balls settling deeper now that the pressure of the fabric is gone and there’s nothing but air and her eyes. A slick string connects the band to the crown, a thin wet thread stretching and snapping as the cock settles, the evidence of how long I’ve been leaking inside the cloth without her knowing. And at the slit, right where she’s looking, a fresh bead is already welling, swelling, shining in the gold light, a drop that belongs to her. Every bit of it belongs to her.

She looks. God, she looks. Her eyes drop to it and go wide, really wide, the pupils blowing open behind the stillness of her face, and whatever she’d been expecting, the outline through the cloth, the heavy shape the cut could never hide, wasn’t this. Wasn’t the full thick reality of me standing up bare and wet in the gold light a foot from her face. She stares at the size of it: the length lying heavy up the flat of my belly, the girth, the thick proud jut of the crown, the way the head gleams wet in the low sun, the vein pulsing, the slick beading at the slit and catching the light like a jewel. Her mouth opens a fraction and no sound comes out. Her chest stops mid-breath. Her thighs clench so hard the muscle stands out, and the wet peach top strains and lifts with the breath she’s not taking, and the dark points of her nipples are drawn so tight through the damp cloth they look like they hurt.

A woman at the bar makes a sound, a short exhale, involuntary, the kind of sound someone makes when they’ve seen something that bypassed every polite filter. The bartender’s cloth has gone absolutely still. The man by the bar has let his hand drop from his thigh to the bar-top and his fingers are pressing white, the knuckles gone pale, and the woman beside him has given up pretending to look anywhere but at me, her own thighs pressed together under the bar, her mouth open a half-inch, her chest rising fast. The whole gold deck has gone taut around the two of us, a held-breath audience arranged in a loose ring around the loungers, every willing adult who stayed past the hour now watching me lie bared and hard for the one woman, and the weight of all those eyes adds to hers: a second heat, warm and proud, the proof that I am the spectacle this deck came to see.

But it’s her I’m watching. It’s her body I’m reading. The flush spreading down her chest, a deep pink now, moving past the neckline of the damp top toward the swells of her. The way her breath has gone ragged, her chest lifting and dropping in short shallow pulls. The way her thighs keep pressing and releasing, pressing and holding, the rhythm of it matching the pulse in my shaft. The way her hips have shifted on the cushion, a small, unconscious tilt, her weight rolling forward toward me, toward the hard wet thing standing up off my belly that she made happen with nothing but her eyes.

I lie there on the lounger with my cock out and hard in the open in front of her, in front of the lingering deck, fully bared, fully seen, and I have never in my life felt as completely, warmly, rightly seen as I do in this one held second.

The air moves along the shaft and I feel it: every inch of skin alive, every degree of heat in the gold light reading on the bare length of me. The pulse is still beating deep in the root, a steady heavy rhythm, and each beat pushes a fresh throb through the shaft that I can see, the cock bouncing slightly with each heartbeat, flexing without my permission, a visible pulse she’s watching. I want her to touch me. God, I want it. The ache of being untouched and this hard is a thing with weight, a deep pulling need that sits in the sac and the root and the lower belly and throbs there, and the wanting itself keeps me rigid, keeps the slick beading fresh at the slit, keeps the whole heavy thing standing up for her like the wanting were a hand holding it upright. But I don’t touch myself and I don’t ask her to. The not-touching is the dare. The look is the act. And her looking is so hot on me I swear I can feel it move, can feel her gaze travel up the shaft like a slow finger, can feel it rest at the crown and press, and the sensation of being stared at there, on the wet head, by a woman whose own body is giving her away with every breath, is sharper than any touch I’ve ever been given.

There’s no shame in it. I’m displayed. Offered. The heavy hard fact of me out in the gold light is a thing I’m proud to give her and she’s free to want as openly as she’s wanting it. The pride of it sits in my chest hot and easy, and it feeds on the proof written all over her body, the halted breath, the clenched thighs, the mouth that can’t quite close, and the loop runs between us wordlessly: she looked, my body answered, she saw the answer and wanted it, her wanting made me harder, my hardness made her stare, her staring pulled a fresh bead of slick to the crown of me. There, another one, pearling at the slit and swelling and sliding slow down the underside, and she follows it with her eyes the whole way and makes a small sound in her throat she didn’t choose to make.

“Nnnh,” she breathes, low and wrecked, and it’s the first genuinely involuntary sound she’s let me have, and it goes through me like a current.

I let her look her fill. The deck has gone quiet behind me, the good quiet of a held breath: the bartender’s cloth motionless, the woman on her stomach absolutely still, the cluster by the bar not even pretending to be doing anything but watching. The bead of sweat that’s been tracking down my chest all afternoon finds the bare line of me and slides, slow, over the shaft, and Elena’s eyes follow it the whole way down and back up, and when her eyes lift at last to my face there is heat in them and something steadier under the heat, something that has decided.

Her lip slips free of her teeth. The corner of her mouth tucks in, barely, the old dry amusement under it but changed now, deeper.

“Tomorrow,” she says, low and certain, “you’re going to do that where I can get close to it.”

The sun touches the headland and the gold goes red. I lie there, hard and bare and unhurried in the last of the light, my cock still standing thick and wet off my belly, her words hanging in the warm air and her eyes still moving over me, and I don’t cover and I don’t apologize and I don’t look away. The slick is drying on my skin, cooling in the evening air. The deck is starting to stir, the held-breath moment loosening, the bartender turning back to his glasses, the cluster by the bar trading a glance, but the charge between our two loungers is still live, still humming, still pointed forward.

She gathers her things and goes without hurry, and I stay where I am in the reddening light, bare and unhidden, letting the last of the deck have the last of the show.


Don’t Fix It

The fourth afternoon. The heat at its heaviest.

There’s a shaded daybed at the far end of the pool deck, set back under a low white canopy where the afternoon sun comes through filtered and warm instead of flat and hard: a wide cushioned thing built for two, angled so that whoever lies on it has the whole deck for an audience and the whole sea past the rail. I claimed it after lunch, and I’ve been lying on it an hour in the heaviest heat of the day, oiled and slow, waiting, because yesterday in the red light she told me what today was going to be and I have spent every minute since wanting it.

The heat sits on everything this hour. The stone radiates it up through the cushion. The air is thick and still: coconut oil gone warm, the salt off the shallows, the particular green weight of a Mediterranean afternoon that’s stopped bothering to move. I smell my own sweat where it gathers in the dip of my throat and runs in slow lines down my chest, oil-slick and salty, dragging over skin already tight from the sun. The navy clings damp at the waist, the fabric warm from my own body heat, and underneath it the awareness of what’s coming, of what I’m about to do for her, with her watching from a hand’s span away, sits in me like a second pulse, low and steady, a hum I’ve been carrying since last night.

The deck is quiet with the laziness of the worst of the heat. A few of the unhurried scattered across the loungers. A willing couple on the two beds nearest mine: the woman on her back with a forearm thrown over her eyes, her top undone at the neck, her chest rising and falling in the slow rhythm of someone half-asleep; the man beside her up on one elbow, not bothering to pretend he’s looking at anything but me, easy and openly curious, the way people are here. His hand rests on his own thigh, still for now. The bartender moves down the row with cold glasses sweating on a tray, his footsteps the only sound besides the pool pump and the distant sea.

And then Elena comes across the deck toward the daybed, and the whole heavy afternoon sharpens to a point.

She’s in a fresh top, a thin white one this time, the kind of white that goes transparent the instant water touches it, and she’s come from the shower or the sea, because she’s learned what the wet fabric does to me and she’s not above using it. The white has gone translucent and clinging, plastered to the full heavy weight of her breasts, every contour visible: the shape of her, the swell, the dark of her nipples drawn tight against the wet cloth, the points of them pressed hard through the fabric and unmistakable. Water beads on her shoulders and slides. Her near-black hair is slicked back and dripping at the ends, the weight of it swinging low between her shoulder blades. Her skin is gold and wet, shining in the filtered light, and she crosses the deck unhurried with every easy step saying she knows exactly where she’s going and exactly what she’s going to do when she gets there. She doesn’t slow. She doesn’t look around. She’s looking at me the way she’s been looking at me since the first afternoon, except there’s nothing deniable left in it now. She’s coming to collect what her looking earned.

I lie back on the daybed and let her come.

She doesn’t take the lounger one over. Today she comes all the way to the daybed, to the edge of it, and she lowers herself down onto the wide cushion beside me. Close. One hand’s span of air between us: close enough that I feel the heat coming off her sun-warm skin layered over the heat of the day, close enough to smell the salt on her and the faint clean musk of her under it, close enough that if I breathed in deep I’d taste the chlorine still on her from the shower. The dare’s first real proximity. Three days of a foot of air between two loungers, and now there’s nothing between us but the choice not to touch.

“Hi,” she says, low, and the corner of her wide mouth tucks in. She’s propped on one hip, looking down at me, and from this close her eyes are very dark, the brown of her irises nearly black, and the pupils are already wide.

“You’re wet,” I say.

“It’s hot.” Her voice is dry at the edges but underneath it there’s a rasp, a catch, the same thing that was in her throat yesterday when she said Don’t fix it. Her eyes are already going down me: down the oiled chest, the sweat running slow, the flat of the stomach, the low line of the navy. They stop there. They stay. “Show me what you showed me yesterday.”

. . .

I don’t have to do anything to start it. That’s the truth of what she does to me now: by the fourth day her looking alone is enough, and the moment her gaze drops down my body to the navy and stays, my body answers like it’s been waiting all day to, which it has.

The heat gathers low and heavy, that familiar pull below the waist, the blood going where her eyes are, but today it’s faster and stronger than it was yesterday, because the memory of her face when she first saw me bare is still fresh in me, because I’m already half-hard from the hour of waiting, because she’s a hand’s span away with her wet white top clinging to her and her nipples drawn tight through it and her thighs already pressing together on the cushion before the show has even started.

I feel myself swell behind the cloth: the shaft filling in a hot rush, unfolding down the crease of my thigh, the heavy girth of it pushing against the navy until the fabric pulls tight and the long thick ridge of my cock stands out plain under the straining cut. The throb starts immediately, thud-thud-thud, deep in the shaft, a pulse I can feel in the crown and the root at the same time. My sac draws up tight and aches, the full heavy balls settling high and close against the base, and the ache of being this hard and still trapped in the cloth sharpens every heartbeat into a demand. My stomach tightens, the muscles there going rigid, and a sound pushes out of me, a low, rough exhale, “hnhh,” breathed out through the chest, involuntary, honest, the first sound of many she’s going to pull out of me today.

She watches it happen from a hand’s span away, the outline going hard and unmistakable, the fabric straining, and her breath shortens to match mine, and the white top lifts and pulls tight across her, and the dark points of her draw up hard and sharp through the wet cloth, and her thighs press together on the cushion and hold.

And then the first of it comes.

It starts as a heat at the crown: a sharp, wet pressure where the head is crowding the waistband. I feel it before I see it: the slit opening, the slick gathering, a thick clear bead of pre-cum welling up at the tip and swelling there, shining, catching the filtered light. She sees it too. Her eyes drop to the band and fix there, and I watch her watch the bead grow, swelling fatter, distending, the surface tension holding it a long second before it breaks, and then it slips, a slow heavy slide down the inside of the navy, and soaks dark into the straining cloth.

A second bead forms before the first has finished soaking. Faster this time, the slit pulsing, opening, the slick pushed out by the throb of the shaft, and it wells up and spills and soaks through, and then a third, each drop spreading the dark wet patch wider across the front of the navy. The patch spreads outward from the crown, a bloom of darker blue against the navy, growing, and I watch her track it, watch her read exactly what she’s doing to me written in the wet fabric.

Pre-cum. Soaking dark through the straining swim brief. The exact wet mirror of her clinging see-through top: her body wet and showing everything, mine wet and showing everything, the two of us leaking the same truth through the same thin cloth. Her nipples hard and dark through the white; the hard outline of my cock and the wet bloom of my slick through the navy. The proof loop made literal, made wet, made visible to the whole deck.

“Ohhh,” she breathes, a sound pulled from low in her throat, involuntary, the vowel softening and trailing. Her thighs press together so hard the muscle stands out along the inner line. Her hips shift on the cushion, a small tilt forward, toward me, toward the wet spreading through the navy, and her mouth is open and her chest is rising fast and the flush is moving down her throat toward the swell of her breasts.

“You’re already—” she says, and doesn’t finish, because the spreading dark patch finishes it for her, because a fresh bead is already welling at the waistband and slipping and the patch is still growing.

“You did that,” I tell her. “Just looking. You did that.”

Every look I ever wanted in my life, I think, watching her watch the wet spread through the navy, and it turns out I wanted hers most. Forty strangers a day on this deck and the whole island’s permission to be looked at by all of them, and the one that’s pulled this out of me, this flood of slick, this helpless leaking, is the one a hand’s span away with her lip caught in her teeth and her thighs pressed together on my daybed.

. . .

This time I don’t fight the cloth for it. I hook a finger under the waistband, and where yesterday the dry band caught and dragged on the ridge of the crown, today it’s soaked clean through, hot and slick with everything I’ve been leaking, and it peels off me wet and easy, no resistance at all, the fabric coming away from the slick head with a soft sucking shhlk.

I roll it down off the crown and the shaft and the whole length of me comes free already drenched, not springing up dry into the air the way it did yesterday but sliding out heavy and wet, the cock dropping against my belly with a thick slick slap and the slick stringing between the soaked band and my skin in long wet threads that stretch and break and fall across my stomach. My cock stands up dark and soaked a hand’s span from her face. And that’s the thing that’s different today, that’s the whole new rung of it: she’s close. Close enough that I can feel her breath moving against the bare wet head, warm little gusts of it breaking against the most sensitive part of me, every exhale a soft pressure on the crown that makes the slit weep fresh. Yesterday she had a foot of gold air and the sight of me. Today she has my cock close enough to her mouth to feel her breathe. And the difference between the two is the difference between being looked at and being almost tasted.

She’s close this time, a hand’s span, no more, and the moment my cock is free in the air between us she makes a sound that’s not a word at all, a raw pushed-out “nnngh” that starts in her chest and breaks in her throat, and her whole body answers the sight of me bared this close: her back arching a degree, her breasts pressing forward against the wet white cloth, her thighs clamping together, her hand gripping the cushion beside her hip, the knuckles gone white.

My cock stands up thick and dark and wet a hand’s span from her face. She could reach out and have it, could close the distance with one hand, one finger, one shift of her weight on the cushion, if reaching out were today’s rung. It isn’t. We both know it isn’t. The dare moves at its own speed and touch doesn’t come until the shower, until she’s ready to give me her hands in the water, and that’s tomorrow. Today is looking. Today is the display made total at close range. Today is the not-touching, and the not-touching strings the air between us tighter than any touch could.

Up this close, every answer my body gives is hers to read in detail. And it won’t stop giving them. The pulse runs so heavy through me now that the whole cock jumps with it, a visible bounce off my belly on every beat, and from a hand’s span she watches the flex of it, watches the head darken and swell with each surge of blood. My balls are hauled up high and tight against the root, the ache of being this hard and untouched gone deeper for her nearness, my body straining the last inches toward her mouth on its own. The crown won’t stop weeping. A fresh bead swells at the slit every few seconds, pushed out by the pulse, and with the cloth gone it spills free and runs, a warm slow slide down the underside, over the standing vein, pooling at the root where the shaft meets my belly, and she follows each one down with her eyes. And the smell of it has filled the air between us: coconut oil and salt and, climbing through the heat, the heavier wet musk of a cock that’s been leaking for an hour, tangling with the salt-and-skin and clean shower-soap scent of her until I can’t tell whose heat is whose.

She looks her fill. Takes her time, the way she takes her time with everything: her eyes moving over the size of me close up. The length lying heavy up my belly. The girth, thick enough that the web of her hand wouldn’t close around it. The vein pulsing along the underside. The slick gathering at the slit in a slow heavy bead, swelling, threatening to spill, and then spilling, a thick clear drop sliding down the shaft and pooling in the slick already gathered at the base. She follows it with her eyes the whole way and swallows.

The pride of it rolls through me warm and total. This is what I am. The hung man on the daybed, bared for the one watcher, his cock wet and pulsing and leaking for her, every drop pulled out by her looking, every throb of the shaft an answer to the heat in her eyes. She is looking at it like it’s the best thing she’s seen all summer, and there is not one grain of shame anywhere in me.

. . .

The proof loop runs between us then, full and fast and wordless. I let her look, and the looking thickens me harder, the shaft flexing, the throb deepening, and the harder I get the more her breath goes ragged and the more the wet stands out on her top, the dark points of her nipples sharp as stone through the cloth. Her body answers mine the way mine answers hers: the wetter my crown, the tighter her thighs; the harder my cock, the faster her breath; the more I leak, the more the flush spreads down her chest, a deep pink now, past the neckline, blooming down toward the swells of her breasts. She lifts a hand to her own chest without seeming to know she’s done it, fingers pressing against the damp white cloth, against the swell of her, and the touch is unconscious and the touch is for her but she’s doing it because she’s watching me, because my body is pulling answers out of hers that she’s not choosing to give.

“Hahh,” she breathes, short, punched-out, the sound of someone whose body has gotten ahead of her mind. Her thighs release and clench, release and clench, a rhythm she can’t stop, and I watch her not stop it. Her hips shift again, a small forward tilt, and then another, and she’s pressing into the cushion now, a tiny motion she might not even know she’s making, her pelvis answering the sight of me the way my cock is answering the sight of her.

The couple on the near beds are watching openly now. I clock it the way I clock everything, at the warm edge of my attention. The man is up on one elbow, unhurried and frankly admiring, his eyes moving between my cock and Elena’s face like he’s reading the same story I’m living. The woman’s forearm has come off her eyes. She’s propped on both elbows now, her head angled toward us, her lips parted, her own nipples drawn tight against the cushion where the friction of her shifting weight has pulled them sharp. The man’s hand on his thigh has gone still, absolutely still, the fingers pressed flat, not moving, and the woman reaches over without looking and rests her hand on his knee, and they trade a glance, a small shared look, and then they’re both watching again. There’s no intrusion in it. This is a place where bodies are looked at and looking is welcome, where the couple a few feet off watching me lie bared and hard and leaking for a woman is no more a violation than the sun is. They came here for the same air we did, every one of us a willing adult who chose a deck where this is the language. I feel their eyes add to hers, warm, and I read the flush coming up on the woman’s chest and the way the man’s jaw is tight and the way his hand hasn’t moved, and it feeds the thing too: the second source, the proof that I’m the spectacle of the whole deck and not just the one watcher.

But it’s Elena I’m hard for. It’s Elena a hand’s span away with her wet white top and her aching nipples and her thighs that won’t stop pressing together. The crowd is the warm weather of it; she’s the whole sky.

“God,” she says softly, and it’s not quite a word, more a breath shaped around the looking, a sound hauled up from somewhere low. “Guhh.” Her eyes haven’t left me. A drop of sweat runs down the center of my chest, off the stomach, down toward the bare root of me, and she follows it the whole way with her eyes the way she’s followed that line every day since the first, and when it reaches the base and slides down into the slick pooled at the root she makes a small swallowed sound and I watch her throat move.

She lifts her hand.

She doesn’t touch me. She brings it close, close enough that the warmth of her palm hovers an inch off the wet crown of me, the heat of her skin a ghost against the heat of my cock, close enough that I can feel the air between her hand and the head get warm and thick. Every nerve in me strains up toward her: the shaft flexing, the head lifting, my cock answering the nearness of her palm with an involuntary reach, a small upward pulse that closes the distance by half an inch without my meaning to, and she watches it happen. Watches my body pull toward her like a plant toward light. The inch of air between her palm and my crown screams. I can feel exactly where her hand is: can map the shape of it in the heat difference, can feel the particular warmth of each finger hovering, the centre of her palm the hottest point, and the ache of not being touched is so sharp it’s almost the same thing as being touched.

“Nnnh,” she breathes, a sound dragged out of her by the sight of my cock reaching for her hand, and her own hips shift hard into the cushion, a motion she couldn’t stop if she wanted to.

Then she takes her hand back. Slow, deliberate, dragging the warmth away inch by inch until there’s nothing but air between us again, and the withdrawal leaves my cock bobbing in the empty space, the head slick and wet and still reaching. She holds my eyes while she does it. She lets me read the promise in her face: not today. Tomorrow. In the shower, with the water running down you. Then my hands.

It’s the most exquisitely cruel thing anyone has ever done to me, and I am harder for it than I’ve been all afternoon, the slick running fresh and hot down the shaft, my breath gone to short rough pulls, every muscle in my stomach locked tight.

“Tomorrow,” she says, and she’s looking past me now, at the open-air shower across the deck where the warm water drums on tile and the sun-oil sluices off bare skin in the light, “you bring this to the shower. Where I can put my hands on you in the water.”

The dark patch I left in the discarded angle of the navy, still wet and spreading. The slick standing bright at my crown, a fresh bead welling there even now. The couple a few beds off who watched the whole thing and aren’t pretending they didn’t, the woman’s hand still on the man’s knee, his fingers now laced through hers. Elena’s hand still warm in the air where it hovered and didn’t land. Her wet white top with the hard dark points of her drawn up and aching through it, proof that I did to her exactly what she did to me. The whole deck holding the heavy gold afternoon around the two of us, and not one ounce of anything in me that wants to cover up or take it back.

I lie there bared and hard and leaking in the filtered light, the heat-pressure of her gaze still flat on me like a palm, the throb still beating steady in the shaft, the ache of the untouched still settling deep in the sac and the root, and I let her have all of it for as long as she wants to look. The dare’s out in the open now, all the way: the looking mutual, the want naked on both sides, the next rung already set.

The wet patch cooling on the navy beside me. I don’t say anything. I don’t have to. The afternoon stretches. The weight of where we’re going sits in my chest like a held breath, like the only direction left to move.

Further.


Sun-Oil and Cold Water

The fifth day. Late afternoon, the light going long again.

The outdoor shower stands where the pool deck gives way to the path down to the beach club: a raised square of pale stone open on every side, a wide brass head on a column, a place built so that people can rinse the salt and the oil off their bare skin in the open and think nothing of it. The stone is warm underfoot from the afternoon sun, pitted and pale, worn smooth in the centre where a thousand bare soles have stood. The brass has gone green at the seams from the salt air. A ledge on the column holds a row of oil bottles the resort leaves out, coconut and almond and something citrus-sharp, their labels peeling in the damp. I’ve watched a dozen guests use this shower across five days the way you’d use a tap. A woman rinsing her hair with her head tipped back and her throat bare to the sky. A man soaping his chest with the same mechanical efficiency he’d use at home. Nobody covers. Nobody hurries. The water drums on the stone and the drumming is the soundtrack of a place where bare skin under open eyes is the local weather.

I’ve been oiled and baking in the sun all afternoon, the coconut-sweet of it soaked into my skin, the sweat running in slow lines and gathering slick in the crease of my thigh, and now, with the light going long and copper the way it went the day she first turned her lounger toward me, I walk up onto the stone and I reach up and turn the water on.

She’s already there. Of course she is. She followed me up from the loungers the way she said she would yesterday, on the daybed, with my cock bare and leaking a hand’s span from her face and her promise hanging in the air: the shower, where I can put my hands on you in the water. She’s standing at the edge of the stone, a few feet off, in the dark two-piece she wore the first afternoon, thin and gone translucent in the water, the top clinging to the full heavy weight of her breasts, the points of her drawn up hard through it, and the bottoms ridden high on her hip on one side so the crease where her thigh meets her body is bare and shining with water. Her arms loose at her sides. Her dark eyes already on me. There is not one shred of pretense left anywhere in her. Five days ago she watched me from behind the cover of a casual glance. Now she just watches. Openly, squarely, the way you watch a thing you’ve decided is yours to look at, and the bare possession in her stare makes the heat of the afternoon suddenly sharper, more specific, pointed at me.

I peel the navy off right there on the stone, under her eyes. The fabric is hot and damp with sweat and I feel it pull away from my skin, the air cool where it touches, and then it’s off and I’m bare in the open shower in the gold light with the water coming down warm over my shoulders. I don’t pose. I don’t arrange myself. I just stand there, and the standing-there is more honest than any performance I’ve ever given, because after five days of her looking there’s nothing left to perform.

And I feel it: the absence of the old reflex. Out there in the ordinary world a body like mine has to be managed: dressed around, angled, hidden. I’ve spent years bracing for the trouble that comes when you don’t hide well enough. Standing bare under her eyes in the warm water, I realise the bracing is gone. She looked at me, on the first afternoon and every day since, and never once made me feel like what I am was too much. She made me feel it was exactly enough. The water feels different on skin that isn’t braced. The sun feels different. I feel different: the thing I’ve been holding tight in my chest my whole adult life, finally unclenched.

. . .

The water runs down me. It sluices the oil off in long shining sheets, off the chest, down the flat of the stomach, the coconut-sweet going milky as it sheers off, trailing down the line of hair below my navel, and she watches it all. I work my hands back through my wet hair, slow, the stretch lifting my chest and lengthening the whole long line of me, and I watch her watch the water find every part of me and run off it. Her gaze follows the sheets of water down to where my cock is already thickening, already lifting, a slow heavy rise, the blood going where her eyes are the way it’s gone every day since the first afternoon. The throb is already there, a slow heavy knock deep in the shaft, my pulse beating the length of me, the crown dark and wet beyond the water, the sac hanging heavy and full below. Nothing between her eyes and the full hard length of me but the sheeting water.

I reach up and turn the brass tap the other way.

The cold comes.

. . .

It hits like a wall. A hard cold shock out of the brass head that slams into my shoulders and sheets down my back and my chest, and everything in me that’s been warm and easy for five days in the Spanish sun recoils. The gasp punches out of me, “hahhh,” before I can stop it, a full-body exhale forced out by the shock. My skin pulls tight all over, the goosebumps flooding down my arms and across my chest, my nipples drawing up hard and sharp, the muscles of my stomach clenching tight against the cold. My sac draws up, the involuntary reflex, the balls pulling high and tight the way cold makes them, and the cold water sheets down my back and over my shoulders and pounds on the stone at my feet, and the sound of it is a roar that fills my head and blocks out everything but the cold and the woman and the thing my body is about to do.

The cold is supposed to end this. That’s the whole joke every man knows: a blast of cold to kill an inconvenient hard-on, to shrink a body back down to manageable size. The cold has one job.

My cock does not care.

I feel the cold hit the shaft, a hard shock where the water sheets over the crown, and the sensation is sharp, a sting. And under it, under the sting and the shock and the goosebumps, the throb does not slow. The pulse beats on, deep and steady, my heartbeat still running the length of the shaft, each beat a slow hard knock I can see move the rigid length of me, still flexing it against the cold. My cock stays thick. Stays rising. Stays hard. The cold pours down over the crown and the crown stays dark and flushed and wet, and the cold sheets down the shaft and the shaft stays rigid and pulsing, and my body, every part except the one her eyes are pointed at, is fighting the cold and losing, pulling in and tightening up and going small, and my cock stands up through all of it like a flag in a storm, refusing, defiant.

Because cold water is just water, and water is nothing next to her eyes, and her eyes are the only weather my body has answered for five days. The cold doesn’t get a vote. She does. And she’s standing at the edge of the stone watching my body go to war with itself and win on the one front that matters: the parted lips, the widened pupils, the flush climbing her throat, the way her chest has stopped moving because she’s holding her breath. I watch her understand what she’s seeing: a man whose cock is harder than cold water, a body that answers her past physics, past his own control. She’s seeing proof that her looking has a power over my flesh that I don’t have over it myself, that I couldn’t fake this and couldn’t stop it if I tried, and the knowledge of it rolls through me stronger than the cold, and my cock throbs hard and a fresh thick pulse of slick pushes out of the slit and the cold water catches it and carries it.

She sees it. She sees me stay hard through the cold. She sees the slick pushed out by the throb and washed loose.

“Ohh,” she breathes, low, involuntary, the sound pulled out of her by the sight.

. . .

And the leak comes: the first one rendered bare, no cloth to soak it up.

I feel it build at the root, the full balls tightening, the pressure climbing, and then it pushes up the shaft in time with the throb. The slit opens and a thick clear bead of pre-cum wells up at the crown, fat and shining, catching the gold light. The cold water hits it and washes it loose, a thick slow rope of it, heavy enough the water doesn’t take it all at once, sliding down over the wet crown and along the underside, following the vein. A second bead is already welling behind it, pushed up by the next throb. A third. The slick coming in pulses, throb-welling-spill, each beat of my heart pushing more out of me, and it runs down the shaft in thick ropes that the cold water sheers off. Down over the underside, over the sac drawn tight in the cold, down the inside of my thigh in a slow shining trail, dripping off me onto the pale stone where it pools, a small slick gathering the water can’t wash away fast enough, because there’s more coming, always more, because she’s looking at me and my body is leaking for her in a steady open flood and the volume itself is the show.

She makes a sound when she sees it, a low swallowed “nnh” cut off in her throat, and her thighs press together so hard the muscle stands out along the inside. The wet clinging top strains across her chest, the hard points of her nipples drawn up sharp through the fabric, and the flush is all the way down her throat now, spreading toward the swells of her breasts. She watches the slick run off me and pool on the stone. She watches the next bead well at the crown and spill and join the rest. Her lip is caught between her teeth and her breath is coming in short shallow pulls and her hips have shifted, a small forward tilt she can’t stop, her weight rolling toward me, her body answering mine the way it’s answered it every day.

“You’re still hard,” she says. Her voice has gone rough all the way through now, no dry left in it, the words scraping out of her throat like they cost her something. “In the cold. You’re still—”

“You’re looking at me,” I tell her. The water runs into my mouth and I turn my face out of it. “That’s all it takes now. You look at me and I can’t not.”

. . .

They’ve started to gather. I clock it the way I clock everything, at the warm proud edge of my attention, her in the centre of it.

They came over on purpose. Left their loungers and walked up the path because the thing worth seeing this hour is a man standing bare and hard and leaking in the gold shower, and they came to see it the way you’d drift toward any good open show in a place where good open shows are the whole point. A small loose knot of them at the bottom of the shower steps, four or five, willing and unhurried and openly looking. A woman with wet hair and a towel she’s forgotten to use. The towel is balled in her hand and her eyes are on my cock and they haven’t moved, her lips parted. She mouths something to herself, two soundless words, the involuntary reaction of someone seeing a thing whose size rewrites whatever they’d been expecting. A man with his sunglasses pushed up on his head and his jaw gone tight, his own swim shorts doing nothing to hide that he’s watching. A couple standing close with the woman’s back against the man’s chest, both of them perfectly still except the woman’s hand has found the man’s thigh and is pressing there, a small unconscious grip. Every one of them chose to be here, a willing knot of watchers who came to see a man’s body defy the cold for a woman’s eyes, and they’re seeing it. I read the proof off them the way I read it off her: the flush on the toweled woman’s chest, the way the man’s hand has curled into a fist at his side, the way the standing woman’s fingers have tightened on her partner’s thigh. The gathered audience, the first of the week, small but real, here for me, here because I’m the spectacle of the whole deck and they came to see what five days of one woman’s looking has made of me.

The biggest body on the deck. The one they came to watch. Let them watch. The pride of it rolls through me, hot and total, and feeds the throb and feeds the leak and makes the slick run faster down the shaft: because the more eyes on me, the harder I get, and the harder I get, the more there is to see, and that loop is the engine this whole island runs on and I’ve never felt it run this fast before today.

But she’s the one. After five days and forty strangers and a growing audience, after a lifetime of wanting all the eyes, the truth I keep finding at the bottom of every afternoon is the same: the crowd is heat on my skin; she’s the thing that reaches the bone. Every stranger on this deck could be watching and it wouldn’t matter if she looked away. She never does. Her look is the one that undoes me, the one that pulls the slick out of me whether the cold likes it or not, the one that took a man who spent his life craving the admiration of everyone and showed him that what he was really starving for was to be seen, not admired, not looked at, but seen, by one person whose seeing stripped every performance off him and left him bare, and hard, and helpless.

She’s the reason any of this means anything. And she’s two feet away and getting closer.

. . .

“Come here,” I say. “Out of the line of it. You’ll get soaked.”

“I’m already soaked.” But she comes up onto the stone anyway, up onto the edge of the platform where the spray reaches but doesn’t pour, close, a breath away, the fine cold mist beading on her sun-gold skin, the wet dark two-piece clinging to her, and the air between us goes tight, the held-breath tightness of a thing that’s been building for five days and is finally about to break. No hand’s span of held-back air this time. No distance left to bridge. She’s near enough that I can feel the heat of her body through the cold mist, and I can smell her up close: the salt on her sun-warm skin, the faint clean note of the resort soap, and under both of them the musk of her own arousal, a sharp sweet thing that cuts through the water and the oil and goes straight to the root of me. The choice not to touch has finally, after five days, run out of road.

I reach for the bottle of oil on the ledge of the column, the resort leaves them everywhere, and the one I take is almond, warm from the sun, and I pour a little into my palm, and I warm it between my hands, and I look at her shoulders. Gold and wet and bare above the line of the top. The long curve of her neck. The way the fine hairs at her nape are damp and curling in the mist.

“Can I,” I say. Not really a question. A thing we’ve both been waiting for, put into words because it’s about to happen and deserves to be named.

She turns. She gives me her back, her shoulders, the long wet line of her, the dip of her spine visible through the clinging top, and she gathers the dark weight of her hair forward over one shoulder to clear them for me, and I lay my oiled hands on her.

First contact. Five days, and the first time my skin is on hers.

The sound she makes when my palms land on her shoulders is not a word, not even close, a low raw “hhhh” pushed out of her chest, and her whole body answers the touch at once: her shoulders jump under my hands, a fine hard shiver that runs the length of her spine and settles in her hips, and she pushes back into my palms a fraction, her weight pressing into the touch, her head dropping forward so the bare nape of her neck is offered to me. The feel of her, the wet heat of her skin under the oil, the give of the muscle in her shoulders as I work my thumbs down either side of her spine, the way she shivers and softens and shivers again, is the most acute physical sensation I’ve ever felt, and my cock throbs hard against the back of her hip where it’s pressed.

She feels it. The bare wet length of me pressed hot and rigid against the curve of her ass where the bottoms are thin and clinging, the crown riding high enough that if she reached back she’d find it pressing above her hip, the full length of me laid up the small of her back, and she goes still for half a breath, registering the size of it, the heat of it, the slick already smearing against her skin where the crown is pressed, and then she pushes back into it. A small motion, her hips tilting back a degree, pressing the curve of her harder against the hard length of me, and the sensation goes through both of us at once. Her breath catches in a sharp “hff.” My cock jumps against her, a heavy involuntary pulse, and a fresh rope of slick spills from the crown and slicks the wet cloth where the shaft is pressed. I keep working her shoulders, keep my hands moving slow and steady down her back, my palms flat and oiled, my thumbs tracing the long muscles either side of her spine, and with every pass of my hands she pushes a little harder back against me, and with every push my cock leaks a little more against her, and the two of us are rocking together in a slow wordless rhythm that isn’t sex but isn’t not-sex either, the mutual charge of first contact building in the cold mist and the gold light.

“This is what I wanted to watch,” she says, low, her head down, her voice thick and rough. My hands are at the small of her back now, the oiled warmth of them spreading through the thin wet cloth. “Right here. This close. I wanted to see it up close, what looking at me does to you.” She turns her head, her cheek toward her shoulder, her dark eyes finding mine sidelong. From this close I can see the gold flecks in the brown of her irises, and the way her pupils have blown so wide there’s only a thin ring of colour left. “I want to watch you. All of it. As far as it goes.”

“It goes as far as you take it,” I tell her, my hands still working the dip of her back, my cock still hard and leaking against the curve of her hip, both of us wrapped in the cold spray. “Every inch of it’s yours. You tell me where.”

And then she turns in my hands.

Turns to face me, slow, the front of her wet body coming close to the front of mine, her breasts under the clinging top a breath from my chest, the hard points of her nipples pressing through the wet fabric and almost brushing my skin, and her face is tipped up to mine and her mouth is open and the flush is all the way down her chest now, blotchy and hot. She lifts one hand and lays it flat on the centre of my chest, right where the water sheers off, right where the first bead of sweat ever ran on the first afternoon, and she draws it down.

Slow. Down the centre of me, the way her eyes have gone down the centre of me every single day since the first afternoon. Her palm flat and warm through the cold water on my skin, down through the water sheeting off my chest, her fingers spread, tracing the same path her gaze traced that first day, the same path the bead of sweat has traced every afternoon. The memory of it runs under the touch: the first time she followed a drop of water down my body, the first time I felt her looking as a physical thing, the first time I understood that her attention was different from everyone else’s. Now her hand is on me, following the same path, and the reality of it is so much sharper than the memory that my breath stops in my chest and the muscles of my stomach go rigid under her touch and I can feel my own heartbeat in my throat. And I wait, frozen, watching her face, waiting to see how far down she takes it.

She takes it to the root. Her palm drags down over my stomach, over the tight clench of the muscle there, over the line of hair below my navel, and her fingertips reach the base of my cock where it stands up hard and wet off my belly, and she doesn’t stop.

The back of her fingers first: the knuckles grazing the slick pooled at the root, a glancing brush that sends a current up the shaft. Then she turns her hand and her palm finds the underside: the pads of her fingers trailing up along the vein, the wet heat of her touch dragging slow up the whole hard length of me, skin on skin for the first time in five days. My cock jumps into her hand, a hard involuntary buck, the shaft flexing and lifting toward her palm, and the breath punches out of me, a raw “hnngh” pulled from somewhere below my ribs, because five days of nothing and then her hand on my bare cock and the sensation is so sharp and so overwhelming that for one long second there is nothing in the world but the heat of her palm and the throb of the shaft against it and the slick spilling fresh from the crown.

A thick fresh rope of pre-cum pushes out of the slit the instant her hand touches, the proof of what five days of her looking has been building, released onto her fingers, and it slides down over her knuckles, warm and slick and unmistakable. She feels it. She goes still with her hand wrapped light around the shaft, her thumb resting against the vein. Her fingers didn’t meet. I watched her register it, the girth of it in her grip, the sheer bulk of the shaft filling her palm, her fingertips not touching on the far side — the head reaching past where her wrist would be if she’d wrapped both hands, half again as long as her palm. The web of her hand stretched to take it, and still there was cock beyond her fingers. The slick running down over her knuckles and dripping off the back of her hand onto the stone. Her eyes come up to mine. Pupils blown. Chest heaving. The cold mist beading on her skin and the gold light catching the slick shining on her hand.

Everyone watching. The handful at the bottom of the steps, the toweled woman who’s forgotten the towel, the man whose fist is still clenched at his side, the couple who’ve gone motionless, seeing the first real touch between us, her hand on my cock. And I don’t care. Let them watch. The whole island can watch. She’s the one with her hand on me, and the feeling of it, the five-day arc finally arriving at skin, is worth every second of the wait.

. . .

She lifts her hand away. Slow: the same exquisite cruelty as the daybed, the not yet. Her palm pulls off the shaft with a soft wet shhlk, the slick stringing from the crown to her fingers. My cock strains after her hand, bobbing, reaching, and the ache of the withdrawal runs the full length of me.

She lifts the hand and looks at it. Her fingers shining wet with me, the slick catching the gold light, thick and clear, evidence. The look on her face is hunger and satisfaction at once: the woman who pulled this out of him, seeing the proof of her own power shining on her skin.

And then she wipes her hand slowly down her own wet hip, marking herself with me, the slick streaking across her sun-gold skin. She wears it. The sight of my slick on her body, her claim on me worn openly, goes through me like a second touch, and my cock throbs hard and leaks fresh.

“Not here,” she says, and her voice is wrecked and certain at once. “Not at a shower with four people watching.” Her eyes cut once to the gathered knot at the bottom of the steps. “Tomorrow. The club. On the sand, where the whole place can see, where there’s room to do this right and slow.” She reaches down and picks up the navy where I dropped it on the warm stone and hands it to me. “I want you bare on the sand for everyone tomorrow. And I want to be the one you’re hard for while they watch.”

She tells me what to do, and I like it. I spent my whole life being the one who was looked at, controlling the show by offering it. And now I’m handing the steering to her, and the handing-over feels like relief — a loosening in my chest I didn’t know I’d been holding tight, the muscles between my shoulders dropping by a degree I hadn’t felt until they let go. She says tomorrow the club the sand everyone, and I’ll be bare on that sand before she’s even arrived. The confident hung man who’s never let anyone direct him, happily letting this woman direct him. The pleasure of being told where to go, of being hers to move around the board, is a thing I didn’t know I wanted and already can’t imagine giving up.

“Tomorrow,” I tell her. “The club. The sand. All of it.”

The water runs warm again, the cold is through the pipe, and I stand there bare and hard and leaking in the last of the gold, the slick still shining on the stone at my feet and on her hip where she marked herself with me, the four of them still watching from the steps, and not one ounce of anything in me that wants to cover or hurry or take any of it back.

She steps back off the stone. Her eyes don’t leave me until the last possible second. The sun goes red at the edge of the headland, and the whole deck breathes out.

Further.

The club. The sand. Everyone.


The Members’ Sand

The sixth day. The hot end of the afternoon, the light starting its slow turn to gold.

The members’ club sits where the resort path runs out, down a flight of warm stone steps to a curl of private sand the headland keeps for itself, and the whole of it is built for one thing the way a church is built for one thing. The welcome card said it plain on the first night: the members’ club, golden hour: the open hour. Come as bare as you like and don’t be shy about it. Show them how much you love being looked at, and watch how much they love looking. I read that line in my room with my bag still packed and felt my pulse pick a fight with my ribs, and I have spent five days climbing the ladder toward this exact slot on the timetable. Now the slot’s open and I’m walking down the steps into it.

The sand is fine and pale and still holds the day’s heat, soft and giving under my bare soles, warm enough to feel it press up between my toes. The shallows lie flat and clear at the far edge, the water gone the green-gold it goes when the sun starts to drop, lapping in with a low shush, shush that never quite stops. Oiled bodies everywhere, laid out on the club’s wide low loungers or down on towels right on the sand, bare the way the deck is bare except more so, because this is the place the deck has been pointing at all week. Coconut and almond oil going thick in the heat. Salt off the shallows. The green weed-and-water smell that comes up off the Mediterranean when the wind dies. A bar set back under a slatted roof where the light comes through in warm bars, a young man behind it in nothing but a pair of pale linen shorts, moving glasses around with easy unbothered hands, the practiced calm of someone who has poured a thousand drinks for naked people and thinks nothing of any of it. Set into the stone by the steps, where everyone passes it coming in, a small brass plate with the club’s one printed line on it, the same line that runs under every slot on the resort’s program, the line that makes the whole place work: Nothing happens to anyone who hasn’t asked for it.

Everyone on this sand walked past that brass plate. Everyone read it, or already knew it by heart. That’s the membership. That’s the whole deal of the place: you come down the steps bare and willing, you watch and you’re watched, and the only currency the door accepts is wanting to be here. Nobody wandered in. Nobody’s lost. Every set of eyes on this sand is a set of eyes that paid, in the only coin that counts, to be exactly where they are.

I came down the steps for the open hour, and I came down bare.

. . .

I don’t wear the navy onto the sand. I carry it. There’s no cut to lose an argument with today, no fabric to peel, no slow uncovering for her to watch, because the open hour doesn’t deal in covered. I walk out onto the warm sand with nothing on me at all, the sun laying itself flat across my shoulders and my chest and the whole bare length of me, and I feel the air move over skin that’s never been out in the open like this in my life, and I feel the looks start before I’ve found a place to put my towel.

They land the way they always land, that prickle running up the outside of the body where attention finds it, except there are more of them today and they don’t lift away. They stay. A woman on a lounger near the water sits up slow when I pass, her sunglasses coming off, her eyes going down me and stopping where everyone’s eyes stop, her lips parting around a breath she takes and doesn’t let out. Two men by the bar stop mid-sentence, and one of them just nods, slow, a small unbothered nod that acknowledges a thing worth looking at, no grudge in it, no contest, the way you’d nod at a good wave coming in. A pair of women sharing a towel near the steps have gone still and quiet and openly turned toward me, one of them murmuring something to the other without taking her eyes off me, and the flush is already climbing the first one’s chest, blotching pink down toward her bare breasts. My cock hangs heavy between my thighs as I walk, the full thick weight of it swinging with my stride, and every set of eyes on the sand tracks that swing. The heavy sac low and full below, the shaft thick even soft, the crown visible at the tip, and nothing on me hidden and nothing I want hidden. This is the thing the ordinary world never let me have. Out there a body like mine is a problem to manage, a thing to dress around and angle away and apologize for with my posture. Down here, on this sand, at this hour, I am the reason the club came down the steps.

And then I find her, and the rest of them go to weather.

. . .

Elena’s already on the sand, on a wide low club lounger near the middle of the curve where the light’s best and the sightlines are open on every side, and she’s bare too.

I’ve seen her in the dark two-piece since the first afternoon, the one gone translucent at the shower yesterday with my slick wiped down her hip. Today there’s no two-piece to go translucent. She’s laid out on her back propped on her elbows with the gold light pouring down the whole length of her, and the sight of her stops me a full beat in the sand. Her near-black hair is loose and dry now, falling in a heavy dark weight over one shoulder, the deep brown of wet earth catching red where the low sun gets into it. That wide mouth, held in the small amused tuck I’ve learned to read like weather. And bare, all of her bare, for the first time: full heavy breasts settled with their own weight to the sides as she leans back, sun-warm and gold, the nipples already drawn up tight and dark against the open air, the small mole low on her ribs just under the left one that I clocked the first afternoon and have wanted to put my mouth on every day since. The soft crease of her belly where she bends. Strong thighs, one knee up, fallen open a careless few degrees so the dark of her is right there in the gold light: the thatch of her trimmed neat and close, the bare outer folds visible where her thighs part, the inner lips just showing, already flushed pink and damp-looking even from here, her cunt framed open by the spread of her legs like she’s got nothing to hide and doesn’t want to. The old pale scar across one knee. Every part of her I’ve been reading through wet cloth for five days, out now, plain, in the sun.

“There he is,” she says, low, dry, that rasp under it. Her eyes go down me, slow, the way they go down me every day, except there’s no fabric to stop at now, nothing to make her drag her gaze the polite long way around, and she takes the whole bare length of me without hurry, her gaze travelling down my chest, down the line of my stomach, down to where I hang heavy and bare in the open air, and she stops there and looks her fill the way she’s earned the right to. The corner of her mouth tucks deeper. “Took your time. You always do.”

“No reason to rush.” I drop my towel on the lounger beside hers and I don’t lie down. I stand there a moment first, the way I stood on the deck the first afternoon, and I let her have me standing, bare in the gold light with the whole club arranged around us. “Nothing here’s going anywhere.”

“No.” Her eyes haven’t left me. She’s still looking at my cock, still taking her time on the heavy bare heft of it hanging there for her, and the corner of her mouth is doing that tucked-in thing, but there’s hunger under it now, open hunger, the woman who’s spent five days watching me through cloth and is finally getting the whole thing raw and close. She shifts on the lounger and her thighs fall another inch wider, the inner lips of her cunt glistening now in the gold light, and she doesn’t close them. “It isn’t.”

. . .

I lie down on my back on the lounger beside her, close, the warm sand throwing heat up under us, and the sun lays itself over the whole bare front of me. I let my knees fall open the way she has hers, and I give the open hour exactly what it asked me down the steps to give it.

I don’t have to do a thing to start. Five days of her looking has trained my body so well that the moment she fixes her eyes on me and lets them rest where she wants them, low, on the heavy bare weight of my cock laid against my thigh, my body answers like it’s been waiting all day. The heat gathers low and deep, the blood going where her eyes are, and I feel myself begin to fill and lift, the shaft thickening against my thigh, the heavy hang of me drawing up into the long slow rise, the crown swelling and darkening. I don’t fight it and I don’t arrange it and I don’t fucking hide it, because there is no cloth to hide it in and no reason left to want one. I let her watch my cock thicken and rise bare in the open sun. The full heavy length of it lifting off my thigh, the shaft standing up thick and veined, the crown dark and flushed and already wet at the slit, the sac pulling up tight and full underneath. I let the whole club watch it if they want to.

They want to.

This is the crest of it, and I feel the place rearrange itself around me as it happens. The ring forms the way water finds the low ground, and I watch every piece of it happen because reading them is half the engine.

The woman who sat up by the water has drifted her lounger a few feet closer, openly, dragging it through the soft sand with both hands and settling it at an angle that puts her square to the sight of me. She’s in her late thirties, a blonde with a long sunburnt back and small tight breasts, and she props herself up on one elbow and lets her eyes fix on my rising cock, and within five seconds her free hand has drifted down to rest on her own bare thigh, her fingers pressing in, the tips going white against her skin, a small unconscious grip. Her lips part and she mouths something, dios, I read off her mouth, a word she didn’t intend to say out loud.

The two women from the steps have come down onto the sand nearer to us and sat, knees up, watching. The dark-haired one has her arm around the other’s shoulders and the other has her hand resting on her own lower belly, fingers spread, the tips just grazing the top of her thatch, and she’s breathing through her mouth now, short little pulls of air I can see from here, and the dark-haired one leans in and murmurs something against her ear and the first one’s thighs press together and hold.

The men by the bar have turned on their stools. One of them has his hand draped over his own thigh, the fingers curled in, not touching his cock but close, the knuckles white where he’s holding himself back. The other has gone absolutely still except for his jaw, which is working, a slow clench-release, clench-release.

A couple at the edge, a tall copper-haired woman, freckled across the shoulders, her partner broad-shouldered and easy, have stopped pretending to do anything but watch. The woman’s hand rests flat on her own thigh, her thumb moving in a slow circle, and when she sees my cock go fully hard, standing up thick and bare off my belly, she makes a sound I can hear across the sand, a low “mmm” she doesn’t try to swallow, and her partner’s arm tightens around her and he murmurs something and she nods without looking away from me, her thumb still circling, her own thighs pressing together now so the muscle stands out along the inside, and the flush is blooming down her chest in a deep blotchy pink I can see from here.

Every one of them a willing pair of eyes that paid in want to be here. Every one of them with a body that’s giving them away, and I’m reading all of it, tracking the proof off every face and every hand and every shifted thigh. The ring of fixed hungry willing eyes all settled on the bare hard rising fact of me, and the reading of them, the voyeurism side of the engine, my proof loop, the thing I came to feed, rolls through my chest like a swallow of something strong and stands my cock up harder against my belly.

“Look at them,” Elena says, low, her voice already going rough. She’s rolled onto her side toward me, one hand propping her head, her bare breasts swaying with the shift. Her eyes are on my cock but she’s clocked the ring too. “Every one of them rearranged themselves to look at your dick. The blonde woman just mouthed God at it. You see that? You see what you do to a whole beach just by lying there?”

“I see it.” The pride of it is hot in my chest, spreading down through my belly to the root of me, and my cock throbs hard in answer, a visible flex off my belly, and a fresh slick bead wells at the slit. “I came a long way to do exactly this to a whole beach.”

“Yeah you did.” Her eyes flick to the ring, then back to me, and she pitches her next words loud enough for the nearest watchers to catch. “Look how hard you are. Every one of them staring at the biggest cock on this sand and you just lie there and let it get harder. You love it. Don’t you. You fucking love it.”

“Yeah,” I tell her, plain, proud, no flicker, because owning it out loud is the whole point. “I came a long way to be looked at like this, and I’m not going to pretend I don’t love every second of it.”

The blonde woman on the near lounger makes a sound when I say it, a soft punched-out “hff” I can hear clear across the warm sand, and her hand has moved fully between her own thighs now, her fingers pressing into the folds of her, not performing it, just answering, the involuntary reaction of a body to a thing it’s watching. The dark-haired woman from the steps has her lips against her friend’s ear and the friend’s hand has slipped lower too, her fingers disappearing between her own thighs. And Elena watches me clock it all.

“No,” she says, that tuck at the corner of her mouth gone deeper, hotter, the crude cutting through the dry. “Don’t you dare pretend. Let them see what looking at me does to your cock. Let every one of them watch you leak for me.”

. . .

And I do. Because it’s the only rule the ladder has ever had, further, and because she just put words on the thing the whole sand is already watching, and because the moment she says it my body answers her like it answers everything she says now. The spoken permission, let them all watch you leak for me, hits me deeper than her looking alone ever has, and the slick comes in a rush.

I feel it build at the crown, that wet pressure where the head has gone dark and tight, and the slit opens and a thick clear bead of pre-cum wells up at the tip, fat and shining, catching the low gold sun, and it swells and distends and breaks and slides slow down the underside. A long bright thread of it running down over the standing vein, and there’s no cloth this time to soak it up, no navy to bloom dark, nothing between the slick and the open air and the dozen pairs of eyes. It just runs, bare, down the shaft, and the ring sees it. The blonde woman’s fingers go still between her own thighs and she stares at the bead sliding down my cock, her mouth open, her own chest heaving. The copper-haired woman’s hand has stopped moving on her thigh, she’s forgotten it’s there, and her lips have parted around a breath she hasn’t let out. The man with the working jaw has his own hand pressing flat against his swim shorts now, the fabric tented, and he’s breathing through his nose in short sharp pulls I can see.

A second bead wells behind the first, faster, heavier, the slit pulsing open and pushing it out, and it spills over the crown and joins the first in a thick slow rope that strings all the way down to my belly. And then a third, a fourth, my cock leaking in a steady open thread for her, for the ring, for the whole sand to watch, and the volume of it, the sheer wet quantity my body is producing because she’s looking at me and telling me to let them see, is the show.

“There it is,” she breathes, her voice gone all the way rough now, no dry left anywhere. “There it fucking is. Look at how much. You’ve been holding that back all day.” Her eyes are on the slick sliding down my shaft, tracking every bead, and her own body is answering what she’s watching: the flush has gone blotchy down her bare chest, all the way past the swells of her breasts, and her nipples are drawn up so tight through the open air they look like they ache, and her thighs have pressed together on the lounger, a slow hard squeeze she can’t stop, and when she shifts her weight I can smell her, the musk of her arousal cutting sharp and sweet through the coconut and the salt, her cunt already wet enough that I can smell it from here, the thick warm scent of a woman whose body is answering a show she’s been watching for six days.

“You see what you’re doing to her?” I say, low, pitching it so the ring can hear me now too, because the dirty talk runs both ways. “Look at her. She’s soaked from just watching. Her cunt is dripping onto the lounger and she hasn’t even touched me yet.”

Elena’s breath catches on a sharp “hff,” the sound of being named out loud, in front of all of them. Her pupils blow wider behind the stillness of her face, and the flush on her chest deepens, spreads, and when I say the word cunt in front of the ring her thighs clench so hard the muscle stands out like a fist.

“Say it again,” she breathes.

“Your cunt,” I tell her, slow, proud, my cock throbbing hard on every word, “is dripping wet from watching my cock get hard for you. And every one of them can see it.”

. . .

She moves. She comes up off her elbows and rolls toward me on the lounger, the full weight of her bare breasts swaying with the motion, and she stretches out on her side against me, close, the whole hot length of her sun-warm skin pressing down my arm, her thigh sliding over mine, and the first contact of all that bare skin on bare skin after five days of held-back air goes through me like a current up the spine. This is the rung. The first more-than-glancing contact, her body laid down the length of mine on the open sand with the club watching, and the heat of her bare skin against mine is a different thing entirely from the heat of being looked at: sharper, realer, immediate. I can feel the wet heat of her cunt where her thigh presses against my hip, the slick of her smearing against my skin, and the smell of her is thick in the air between us now, that sharp-sweet musk mixing with my own salt and slick.

Then she puts her hand on me.

Not the glancing grip from the shower, the not-yet that pulled away. She wraps her hand around the bare shaft, low, her fingers not meeting around the girth of it, and this time she doesn’t pull away. She holds me, the heat of her palm wrapping the slick-wet shaft, her thumb settling along the standing vein, and the sensation punches a sound out of me before I can shape it, “hnngh,” low, dragged up from under the ribs, my hips lifting a fraction off the lounger to push the shaft up through the ring of her fingers. She feels the slick under her palm, the warm wet of everything I’ve been leaking all afternoon smeared across her grip, and she tightens and drags, a slow stroke up the shaft, and the slick sound of it is wet and loud in the gold air, shhlk, and the ring hears it too.

The blonde woman’s fingers have started moving again between her own thighs, a slow circle, matching Elena’s rhythm, and I can hear the wet of her too, a soft schlk schlk from the near lounger, and her mouth is open and her eyes are fixed on Elena’s hand on my cock and she’s breathing in short sharp gasps. The copper-haired woman has her partner’s hand on her breast now, his broad palm cupping her, his thumb working her nipple, and she’s watching my cock get stroked and her hips are shifting in small helpless tilts against the sand. The dark-haired woman from the steps has her hand between her friend’s thighs now, not her own, her fingers working where the friend was working, and the friend’s head has fallen back and her mouth is open around a sound I can’t hear from here but I can see the shape of it, a long low “ohhh” breathed up at the sky. The man with the working jaw has freed his own cock from his shorts, a good thick one, hard and dark, and he’s got his fist around it under the bar where he thinks nobody can see, but I see him, and he’s matching Elena’s rhythm without meaning to, his eyes fixed on her hand on me, his own hand stroking in time.

I read every one of them. The proof of the whole ring written on their bodies, and the reading of it, my voyeurism, my second fuel, pours through me and stands my cock up harder in Elena’s grip and pushes a fresh thick pulse of slick out over her knuckles.

“Feel that,” she says, low, right at my ear now, her breath warm against the side of my throat, her hand dragging up and down my shaft in that slow merciless rhythm, slk… slk… shhlk… “Feel how hard you are in front of all of them. Everybody on this sand watching me stroke your cock and you get harder. You leak more.” Her thumb drags up over the crown, smearing the fresh bead down over the head, and my whole body jerks, a raw sound tearing out of me, “guhh-nnh,” and my hips push up into her fist. “That’s it. Let them hear you. Let every one of them hear what I do to you.”

“You want them to hear me,” I get out, my voice gone to gravel, my hips moving up into her fist on their own now, slow, helpless, fucking up into the ring of her fingers while the ring watches. “You want the whole club to hear what your hand does to my cock.”

“I want them to know it’s me.” Her hand tightens, drags faster, shlk… shlk… shlk… “Every one of them staring at the biggest fucking cock on this beach, and it’s me you’re hard for. It’s my hand. They can watch all they want. You leak for me.”

She says me and her fist tightens hard on the upstroke and my cock flexes in her grip, a thick pulse that pushes another rope of slick out over her knuckles, and the blonde woman on the near lounger makes a sound I feel in my chest, a low wrecked “ohh” that matches Elena’s rhythm, and the loop spins again, visible, audible, the whole sand watching the two of us and their bodies answering ours in a chain reaction that feeds back into us and makes us give them more.

. . .

The proof loop runs on her body next, because I read her too, I always read her, and the dare runs both ways.

While her hand works me slow and wet and her crude words drop hot against my throat, I bring my own hand down off the lounger and lay it on her bare thigh, the strong gold thigh she’s got slung over mine, and I drag my palm up the inside of it, slow, the way she does everything to me slow. The skin here is soft and hot, the muscle underneath tight, and as my hand moves up toward the heat of her I can feel the slick of her arousal already smeared along the inside of her thigh, wet and warm, her cunt so soaked it’s spilled past her folds and slicked the skin all the way down. Her scent hits me harder this close, sharp and sweet and thick, the raw musk of a woman who’s been watching a show for six days and whose body has been answering it the whole time, and the smell of her goes straight to the root of me, makes my cock jump in her grip and leak fresh over her knuckles.

She feels my hand moving up her thigh and her breath catches, a sharp “hff” against my throat, and her hand goes still on my shaft for half a beat, the body’s answer before the mind catches up, the stillness of anticipation. Her thigh falls open another few degrees, an offering, a yes, and the gold light hits the dark wet of her cunt full on, and I slide my hand up the last of the way and find her.

She’s drenched. Soaked through, the whole of her swollen and hot and running with it, and I let myself feel every part of her in detail. The outer folds, full and flushed and slick, parting under my fingers as I drag through them, the wet sound of it loud in the gold air, schlllk. The inner lips, softer, hotter, swollen darker pink and clinging to my fingertips as I trace them. The entrance of her, a tight wet clench that grips at nothing, empty and pulsing, her cunt clutching at the air, and when I graze it with the pad of my finger she makes a sound I haven’t heard from her yet, a low broken “ohhh-nnh” that breaks in the middle, and her hips push down against my hand, her whole body chasing the touch.

“Fuck,” she breathes, wrecked, the word dragged out of her. Her forehead drops to my shoulder and her breath is hot and ragged against my skin. “That’s — nnh — that’s what six days of watching you does to me. Feel it.”

I do. I slide two fingers up through the wet heat of her folds and find her clit. It’s swollen hard, a tight knot of it standing up from the hood, slick and pulsing, and the moment my fingers circle it she jolts against me, a full-body jerk that runs from her hips to her shoulders, and her hand clenches so hard around my shaft that a fresh rope of pre-cum pulses out over her knuckles and strings down onto my belly.

“That’s your clit,” I say, low, right against her hair, my fingers working it in slow wet circles, schlk… schlk… schlk… and her hips have started to ride my hand now, small helpless tilts. “That’s how hard you are for me. Swollen up like a little cock, and all I’m doing is touching it, and your cunt is clutching at nothing.” I slide my fingers down and push one inside her, slow, just to the first knuckle, and the grip of her is so tight and so hot it pulls a sound out of me, “fuck.” Her walls clench around my finger in a wet hard pulse, gripping and releasing, and the interior heat of her is so sharp I can feel it in the root of my own cock. “Feel that? That’s your cunt sucking at my finger. It’s empty and it wants something in it and it’s fucking pulling at me.”

“Yes,” she gasps, her hips pushing down, trying to take my finger deeper. “Yes, it — nnh — it wants—”

“I know what it wants.” I work my finger deeper, slow, feeling the walls of her grip and release around it, the wet heat of her interior, the way she clenches down when I curl my finger inside her. “It wants my cock in it. It’s been watching my cock get hard for six days and it wants to be filled with it. Doesn’t it.”

“Fuck.” The word tears out of her, low and wrecked, and her hand has started moving on my shaft again, faster now, matching the rhythm of my finger inside her, and we lie there in the gold light with my fingers buried in her cunt and her fist wrapped around my cock and our crude wet mouths naming everything the ring can see.

“That’s what looking at you does to me,” she says, wrecked, muffled against my skin, her hips riding my hand now in a steady rhythm, fucking herself down onto my fingers while the whole sand watches. “Six days. Six days of watching you and my cunt is like this. Feel how wet. Feel how fucking empty. Let them see. Let them watch you finger me while I stroke your cock.”

So I do. I slide a second finger into her, slow, and she cries out, “ahh-nnnh,” her cunt stretching around the girth of both fingers, and the wet sound of it fills the gold air around us, shhlk… shhlk… shhlk, and the ring watches all of it. The blonde woman has her own fingers deep inside herself now, three of them, her hips bucking against her hand, and her face is flushed and her mouth is open and she’s making sounds I can hear across the sand, low rhythmic “uhh… uhh… uhh” matching the thrust of her own hand. The copper-haired woman has her partner’s hand between her thighs now, his thick fingers working into her cunt while she watches us, and her head is thrown back and her throat is a long gold line and she’s saying something I can’t hear but I can read the shape of it on her mouth: yes, yes, yes. The dark-haired woman from the steps has her mouth on her friend’s throat and her fingers are still buried in her friend’s cunt and the friend is crying out, a wordless rising sound, and the man with the working jaw has given up hiding and is stroking himself openly now at the bar, his fist a blur, his eyes locked on Elena’s hand on my cock.

The whole sand has gone to motion around the two of us, every willing watcher’s body answering what we’re giving them, and the proof of it, the sounds, the faces, the flushed skin and the wet and the motion, feeds back into me and stands my cock up harder and pushes another flood of slick out of the crown and over Elena’s knuckles, and her cunt clenches down on my fingers in a hot wet pulse and she cries out against my throat and her hips buck into my hand.

“Look at them looking at us,” she breathes, her thighs starting to shake around my hand. “They’re all fucking themselves watching us. Nnh. The blonde one’s got three fingers in her cunt. The man at the bar is stroking his cock. Every one of them is getting off on watching you get hard for me.” Her teeth graze my shoulder, a soft sharp bite. “That’s what you do. You make a whole beach wet for you just by lying there. And you’re still mine. All of them can watch. This cock leaks for me.”

. . .

We come down off it together, slow, both of us pulling back at the same time from the edge we won’t go over today. Her hand eases off my shaft with a soft wet shhlk, the slick stringing between her fingers and the crown in long thick threads that stretch and break and fall across my belly. My own fingers draw slow out of the heat of her, and her cunt grips on the way out, a wet hard clench that tries to keep me inside her, and when my fingers come free they’re soaked, dripping, her slick running down my knuckles and into my palm, and the scent of her is thick in the air between us.

She lifts her slick hand and looks at it, the way she looked at it at the shower, the proof of me shining clear and thick on her fingers, and this time she doesn’t wipe it on her hip. This time she holds my eyes, her lips parted, her chest still heaving, and she brings her fingers to her mouth and tastes me off them, slow, deliberate, her tongue dragging the slick off her own knuckles one by one, and the sight of it, her mouth on the proof of what her looking pulled out of me, punches a groan out of my chest and stands my cock up bobbing and wet all over again, a fresh thick bead welling at the slit.

“Mmhh,” she breathes against her fingers, her eyes closing for half a beat, her tongue still working the slick off them. “Tonight I get you all to myself.”

I lift my own wet hand and bring it to my mouth too, her slick shining on my fingers, and I taste her while she watches, the sharp-sweet musk of her on my tongue, the raw salt of a woman whose body gave her away all over my fingers, and she makes a sound at the sight of me tasting her, a low wrecked “nnh” pulled from her chest, and her thighs press together and her hand wraps around my shaft again, light, just holding, just feeling the throb.

“I want to taste more of that,” I tell her. “When you let me.”

“Tonight.” Her voice is wrecked and certain at once. “The roof terrace. The late hour, just us, no ring. I want you all the way up there with my hands on you and nobody to share you with.” Her thumb drags slow over the crown, one last stroke. “And I want to find out exactly how much there is of you when it finally gets away from you. I’ve watched you leak for six days, Mateo. I want to see what happens when you stop holding it back.”

. . .

The sun’s deep into its drop now, the gold gone heavy and red at the edges, the open hour winding toward its close. The ring loosens by degrees, the way a held breath loosens, the watchers stirring and stretching and trading low words. The blonde woman pulls her hand from between her own thighs with a soft wet sound and lies back on her lounger, breathing hard, her fingers shining. The copper-haired woman has her face turned into her partner’s shoulder and he’s stroking her hair. The dark-haired woman is kissing her friend slow and soft, both of them breathing hard. The man at the bar has tucked himself away and is staring at his drink like it’s the first one he’s seen all week. The whole ring of them coming down off the show they watched, the proof of them still wet on their own fingers, and not one of them looks away or looks ashamed, and not one of them touches anyone who didn’t ask for it, because the brass plate at the steps told them the only rule and they all knew it before they came down.

Nobody hurries. Nobody acts like anything happened that wasn’t supposed to. A place built for it had it, and now the light’s going, and that’s all.

We walk back across the sand together. Bare, both of us, slow, the warm sand giving under our feet, past the loungers and the towels of every willing soul who watched the whole long afternoon of us. They look up as we pass and they don’t look away, and there’s nothing in their faces but the easy frank warmth of people who got exactly what they came down the steps for. The blonde woman gives Elena a small private smile, her hand still wet and resting on her own stomach, and Elena nods back, easy, two women who just watched each other get off in the open and don’t need to pretend about it. The man at the bar gives me that slow nod again, and there’s something in his face now that wasn’t there before. Past the acknowledgment of a good show, something closer to respect, the look a man gives another man whose body did a thing his own couldn’t, and there’s no grudge in it and no envy either, just the frank admission that I am the reason he just came in his own fist.

Halfway across the sand, without a word, without slowing, Elena’s hand finds mine and folds into it, warm and sure, and we walk the rest of the way to the steps like that.

At the bottom of the steps she stops, by the brass plate, and turns to me in the red light. She reaches up and lays her slick-smelling hand flat on the center of my chest, right where the bead of sweat starts every afternoon, right where she drew her palm down me at the shower, and she leans in close enough that I feel her breath on my mouth. Her cunt is still wet against my hip where she presses against me, and the smell of her is still thick in the air between us.

“The roof terrace,” she says, soft, just for me now. “After dark. The late hour, just us, no ring. I want you all the way up there with my hands on you and nobody to share you with. I want every inch of it to myself. And I want to find out exactly how much there is of you when it finally gets away from you.” Her thumb moves once over my chest, right over my heart, and her eyes hold mine, and there’s nothing left in them but the thing that’s been building since the first afternoon. “I’ve watched you leak for six days, Mateo. I want to see what happens when you stop holding it back.”

She doesn’t wait for an answer. She turns and goes up the steps ahead of me, bare and gold and unhurried, the roll of her hip and the dark weight of her hair swinging low between her shoulder blades, and she leaves me standing at the bottom in the red light with my heart going hard and her promise hanging warm in the air, and I watch her the whole way up, the way the whole club watched me all afternoon, and I let her see me watch.


Golden Hour, Roof Terrace

The sixth night, the last of the light. The roof terrace, the late hour just beginning.

The terrace sits on the roof of the main building, the highest open place the resort has, a wide deck of warm pale stone railed in low at the edges so there’s nothing between you and the whole coast going down into the sea. I come up the last flight of stairs into it and the light stops me the way Elena stopped me on the sand. The sun’s down on the water now, fat and red and sinking, and it’s set the whole sky on fire behind it, copper and rose and a deep bruised gold laid out across the whole western half of the world, and every bare surface up here has gone bronze with it: the stone, the loungers, the low rail, my own arms, my own chest when I look down at myself. The day’s heat still lives in the stone, soft and radiant up through my soles. The air’s gone soft too, the hard flat weight of the afternoon sun replaced by something warmer and lower, a heat with no edge to it, and it carries the smell of the place up from below: hot stone giving back the day, the green-and-salt of the sea, the last of someone’s sun-oil, and under it all, faint and clean, the night coming in off the water.

This is the program’s last slot, the one printed at the bottom of the welcome card under all the rest: the roof terrace, after dark: the late hour, for whoever’s still hungry when the club winds down. I’m still hungry. I have been hungry for six days. And tonight, for the first time since the first afternoon, the place she’s brought me to is nearly empty.

That’s the thing I clock once the light lets me clock anything. After the club, after the ring of fixed willing eyes drawn tight around the two of us on the sand, after a whole week of the crowd building and building, the terrace is almost bare of anyone but us. There’s a couple at the far rail, two women with their arms around each other watching the sun go, paying us no mind, and as I watch they finish their drinks and drift toward the stairs and go down. Then a single man near the bar who nods at me, easy, the way they all nod here, and gathers his towel and goes too. And then it’s just the stone and the fire in the sky and the low warm rail and Elena, and me, and nobody else at all.

She did this on purpose. Six days she’s shared me with a deck and a bar and a club full of willing eyes, six days she’s used the watchers in her own crude talk, let them see, let them all watch you leak for me, and tonight she’s brought me up to the one place the crowd doesn’t follow and stripped it down to the two of us. No ring. No blonde woman with her hand between her thighs. No man at the bar with his jaw working. Just her, one pair of eyes, and nowhere to spread my performance across, nobody to hide behind, no second source of heat to blend with hers. After all that looking, the sudden singularity of it, being the only thing in her sightline, the only body she’s got to feed on, hits me harder than the crowd ever did. Out there I was the spectacle for everyone. Up here I’m the whole show for one. And one set of eyes, when they’re hers, when they’re stripped of every distraction and every other body to glance at, when there’s nothing between her hunger and me but the warm gold air and my own skin, is heavier than forty strangers on the deck ever were.

She’s at the rail in the last of the gold, bare, the copper light pouring down the long line of her, looking out at the water, and she turns when she hears me, and the fire in the sky is behind her now so she comes at me out of the light.

. . .

“You came,” she says.

“You knew I would.”

“I did.” She crosses the warm stone to me slow, unhurried, the way she’s done everything since the first afternoon, and she stops close, closer than the sand, close enough that I feel the heat of her bare body in the soft air between us. Her dark eyes go up to mine and hold, and there’s none of the dry amusement in them now, none of the held-back cool. Just the thing that’s been climbing under it all week, out in the open at last. The full weight of her hunger, unshared, undiluted, pointed at me. “No crowd. No ring. No bar. No blonde woman with her fingers in her cunt watching you. Just me.” Her hand comes up and lands flat on the center of my chest, palm down, right where the bead of sweat starts every afternoon, right where she drew her hand down me at the shower. “I’ve shared you all week. Let them all watch. Let them get off on watching my hand on your cock. Tonight I want all of it up here where nobody gets to look but me.”

“The crowd got to watch,” I tell her, my voice low and steady, proud, owning it. “You get to do whatever you want with it. That’s the difference.”

The corner of her mouth tucks, but sharp now, hungry. “I know exactly what the difference is.” Her palm slides up my chest to my throat, her thumb resting against the pulse there, and she steps in the last of the way so the full bare front of her presses against me, her breasts soft and warm against my chest, the hard points of her nipples dragging up my skin, her thigh sliding between mine. The whole hot length of her laid against the whole hot length of me, sustained, unbroken, and I can feel the wet heat of her cunt where she presses against my hip, already slick, already swollen, her body answering the nearness of mine the way mine answers hers. “I’ve watched you get hard for six days and I’ve never once had you to myself. Tonight I do. Tonight you’re up here with your cock out and nobody to share you with and nothing between you and me but the air.”

She found the edge of my cool days ago, I think, my hands coming to her hips of their own accord, the warm gold weight of her settling into my palms, my fingers digging into the muscle of her ass and pulling her harder against me so my cock is trapped between our bellies, already thickening, already lifting against the soft plane of her stomach. Tonight she’s going to push me right off it. And I’m going to let her watch it happen, every second, because showing her what she does to me is the whole fucking point.

And then she kisses me.

It’s the first time. Six days of looking and hands and crude wet words and her tasting my slick off her own knuckles, and we’ve never once put our mouths together until now. When she does it there’s nothing tender in it. Her mouth opens against mine, hot and wet, the taste of her drink still on her tongue, salt and something sharp, gin maybe, and she kisses me deep and filthy, one hand fisting hard in my hair and pulling, the other flat between my shoulder blades dragging me into her, and I kiss her back the same way, my hands sliding up the long warm dip of her spine and back down to grip the full weight of her ass and pull her hard against me so the bare length of my cock rides up against her belly, and she makes a sound into my mouth, low and hungry, “mmh-nnh,” and grinds the soft wet front of her against the shaft where it’s standing up thick between us.

She breaks the kiss with her teeth on my lower lip, a sharp little bite, and pulls back just enough to look at me, her pupils blown so wide there’s almost no brown left, her breath already gone short. “I’ve been wanting to do that since the first afternoon,” she says, low, rough. “Put my mouth on you while your cock’s out and hard and there’s nothing between my tongue and the taste of you. You taste like salt and sun-oil. I want to taste the rest.”

. . .

I’m hard before the kiss ends. There’s no version of her body pressed bare against mine that doesn’t end with me hard, and tonight there’s no cloth and no distance and no holding back, just her mouth and her hands and the full heat of her against me. My cock fills and rises trapped between our bellies, the heavy length of it lifting up against the soft warm plane of her stomach, the crown already dark and wet by the time I’m full, smearing slick against her skin.

She feels it rise against her. She breaks away and looks down between us, and the fire in the sky catches the strain of me laid up against her belly, and she makes a low rough sound at the sight, a hungry “guhh” pulled up from her chest.

“There he is,” she breathes. “God, look at you. Already hard and I haven’t even touched you yet.” Her eyes come up to mine, and there’s heat in them and something steadier under it. “You get like this for the whole deck. I want to see what you get like for just me. Come here. Into the gold. I want the light on you.”

She takes my cock in her hand, not gentle, not tentative, a firm wrap at the base, her fingers not meeting around the girth, and she walks me backward by it, slow, three steps, until the warm low rail is at my back and the whole burning sky is laid out behind her and the last of the sun is full on me, every inch of me lit copper and gold. She sinks down onto a wide low lounger right in front of me and looks up the length of my body to my face, and I stand there over her, bare and hard and lit up like something on fire, and I let her look, and I let the whole open terrace and the whole open sky hold the two of us.

The display is still the engine. The crowd is gone but the looking isn’t, and her eyes are still on me the way they’ve been on me since the first afternoon, and I’m still giving her everything to look at. The difference tonight is that I’m giving it to one pair of eyes instead of forty, and the focus of it, all her hunger, all her attention, all the heat she’s been spreading across a deck full of watchers now pointed at me alone, makes the showing sharper, more honest, more naked than it’s ever been. Out there I performed for the deck and she was the center of it. Up here there’s nothing to perform. She’s the whole audience and I’m the whole show and the pressure of being every single thing she’s looking at strips something off me I didn’t know I was still wearing.

“Look at you,” she says, low, her voice gone rough all the way through, no dry left anywhere in it. Her eyes move up my body the way her hand did at the shower, chest to stomach to the thick hard length of me standing up off my belly, and her gaze is so direct and so hungry that I feel it as a physical pressure, a heat I can map on my skin. “You’re even harder than you were on the sand. I had a whole club watching you and you’re harder now, alone, with just me.”

“You’re not ‘just’ anything,” I tell her. “You’re the reason I’m hard. The crowd was the weather. You’re the thing my cock is answering. It doesn’t matter how many of them are watching. It matters that you are.”

“Say that again.” Her hand wraps around the shaft, low, the heat of her palm searing against the slick-wet skin, her thumb settling along the standing vein, and she starts to stroke, slow, the slick already easing the way of it, slk… slk… “Say whose cock this is.”

“Mine,” I tell her, and the word goes through me like a charge because I’ve never said it out loud to anyone before, never owned it in words while a woman’s hand was on it. “This is my cock. I carried it across a continent to be looked at. It’s the biggest one on this whole fucking island and I’m proud of every inch of it. And right now —” my hips push forward into her fist, a slow helpless thrust, ” — right now it’s hard for you.”

. . .

She works me slow and merciless and the gold goes deeper, the sun dropping the last of the way into the sea, the copper bleeding toward dusk, and my cool goes with the light. But it’s not a collapse this time. It’s not passive. I’m still standing, still showing her, still watching her watch me, and every sound she pulls out of me is a sound I let her have because letting her have it is the whole point. “Hnh. Hahh. Nnh.” Low rough noises pushed out of my chest on every drag of her fist, and I don’t swallow them and I don’t try to, and my hips have started to move with her hand, helpless, small forward pushes I can’t stop, fucking up into the ring of her fingers while she watches my face and my body and every involuntary thing she’s doing to me.

“There it is,” she breathes, looking up at me, her eyes moving between my face and my cock. “There’s the part under all that easy. The man who walks the whole deck slow like nothing in the world can touch him.” Her free hand comes up and lays flat on my stomach, feeling the muscle jump and clench under her palm, the sweat beading there and running down. “Falling apart in my hand because I won’t stop looking at you. And you’re still showing me. Still standing there with your cock up and your chest out like you’re fucking proud of what I’m doing to you.”

“Because I am.” My voice is wrecked but steady, and the truth of it burns in my chest. “You’ve been looking at me for six days and my body has answered every second of it and I’m not ashamed of a single thing it’s done. This is what your looking does to me. Look at it. Look at how hard. Look at how fucking wet.” I nod down at my cock in her fist, the slick shining on the crown, the fresh bead welling at the slit, the shaft pulsing visibly with every beat of my heart. “That’s yours. You did that.”

She moans. A real moan, low and rough, dragged out of her by the words, “nnngh,” and her hand tightens on the shaft and her stroke speeds up, shlk shlk shlk, and her own body is answering mine the way it always does: her nipples drawn up so hard they look like stone through the copper light, the flush spreading blotchy and hot down her bare chest all the way to the swells of her breasts, her thighs pressing and releasing, pressing and releasing, the dark thatch of her visible between them, and when she shifts her weight I can smell her arousal thick in the air between us, sharp and sweet and getting stronger, her cunt wet enough that the scent of it is cutting through the salt and the stone and the night.

“I know what you want,” I tell her, looking down at her hand working my cock, at the slick dripping off her knuckles, at the way her thighs won’t stay still. “You want to watch me lose it. You’ve been building toward this since the first afternoon. You want to see what six days of your looking has been holding back.”

“Yes.” The word tears out of her, raw, and her eyes are on my cock and her hand is moving fast now, fast and tight, and the sound of it is wet and obscene in the soft air, shhlk shhlk shhlk, and her mouth is open and her breath is ragged and her whole body is leaning into me, toward me, toward the cock she’s been watching for six days. “Yes, I want to watch you come. I’ve wanted to watch you come since the first time you got hard for me. I want to see what it looks like when all of it lets go. I want —” her stroke falters, her voice breaking, ” — I want to see how much there is. I felt it on the sand. I felt how fucking much you’re holding. I want to see it spill.”

“Keep going then,” I tell her, my voice low and wrecked and proud. “You’re going to get what you want.”

. . .

It comes up on me out of nowhere, and that’s the new thing, that’s the thing that’s never happened before in six days of leaking and straining and holding.

I feel it gather low and deep, fast, the full heavy balls drawing up tight and hard against the root, the ache going sharp and bright, the pressure climbing the shaft in a way it hasn’t before, a deep rolling pull that means it’s coming, that means the whole six-day load is about to get away from me. A week of her pulling slick out of me in beads and ropes and thick clear strings, and never once the thing under it, never once the flood, and now I feel the flood gather and start to move up from the sac through the root into the shaft, and I understand with a jolt that goes through me cold and hot at once that I’m about to go: right here, standing up over her in the dusk, into her hand, before either of us meant me to.

The sensation is so heavy and so fast that my whole body locks for one long second. My stomach goes rigid, every muscle seizing, my breath sawing in my throat. The shaft swells harder in her grip, the girth of it thickening past what it was, the vein standing up in high relief along the underside, and the throb turns into something harder, sharper, a series of deep pulses running the full length of me, and each pulse pushes the pressure higher, and I can feel the spill gathering at the root, the whole massive load of it pulling up from the sac, the balls clenching, the flood starting to move.

“Wait—” I get out, choked, my hand shooting down to catch her wrist. “I’m—”

She feels it. She feels it before I finish saying it. She feels the shaft swell harder in her grip, the girth of it suddenly thicker, the skin pulled tighter. She feels the balls draw up against the root, tight as fists. She feels the change in the throb, the steady beat of arousal giving way to the deep rolling clench of release, the cock flexing in a rhythm it’s never flexed in before, and a heavy involuntary surge of pre-cum pushes up and out of me in a thick hot pulse, far more than the beads and ropes of the whole week combined.

It isn’t a bead. It isn’t a rope. It’s a flood. A thick heavy spill of slick welling up fast and spilling over the crown and running down over her fingers in a hot wet sheet, slicking her whole hand, stringing down onto my stomach where the muscles are locked tight, running down the shaft in thick glossy ropes, pooling at the root, dripping off her knuckles onto the warm stone. And it keeps coming, pulse after pulse, the slit opening and closing, spill, pulse, spill, pushing more out of me than I’ve ever given her in a single moment, a flood of pre-cum so heavy and so copious that it strings from the crown to her hand in long wet threads that don’t break, that stretch and sag and drip, and the smell of it, raw and salt and sharp, the musk of six days of backed-up arousal flooding out at once, fills the air between us so thick I can taste it.

“Fuck,” she breathes, staring at her hand, at the slick flooding over her knuckles and dripping off her wrist, at the thick wet strings connecting her fingers to the crown. “Fuck, Mateo. Look at how much. Look at — nnh — that’s not even the real thing. That’s just the pre-cum. That’s six days of —” Her voice breaks, and she brings her slicked hand to her mouth and tastes it, her tongue dragging through the flood, and the sight of it, her mouth on the proof of what she just pulled out of me, nearly tips me over the edge I’m holding by a thread.

I catch her wrist. I have to. My hand closes hard around her wrist and stills it, stops the stroke dead with my cock right at the edge, the whole length of me flexing and throbbing and weeping over her caught hand, my breath sawing, my whole body shaking with how close it is. The slick is still spilling, still pulsing out of the slit in smaller surges now, the flood easing but not stopping, my cock refusing to stop leaking even with her hand stilled, and the mess of it is everywhere: her hand, my stomach, the stone under us, the smell of it thick and hot in the air.

“Don’t,” I get out, ragged, a rough echo of her own word from the third afternoon. “Don’t, or I’ll go. Right now. All over your hand. And you said you wanted to watch the whole thing.”

She goes still under my grip. She looks down at the slick spilled hot over her fingers and pooling on my stomach, the heavy involuntary flood of it, far more than I’ve given her all week and not even the main event, and her pupils blow so wide there’s no colour left at all, and her lips part, and a deep blotchy flush spreads down her bare chest, and she looks up at me with open, naked hunger, a woman who just felt exactly how close she got the confident man to losing it, who just got a preview of how much there is and understood that the preview alone was more than she’d expected from the whole thing.

“Oh,” she breathes, low, wrecked, delighted. “Oh. That’s what’s under there.” Her eyes drop back to her slicked hand, turning it slow in the last of the light, the thick of it shining clear on her fingers and running down her wrist in slow drips. “That’s not even the real thing. That’s just what leaks out before.” She brings her hand to her mouth again, and this time she licks her whole palm, slow, her tongue dragging through the flood, tasting every drop of what six days of her looking pulled out of me. “Mmhh. You taste like you’ve been holding that back all week. Because you have. Because I made you hold it.” Her eyes come up to mine, and they’re blazing. “I felt you almost go. I felt how fucking much you were about to give me. And you stopped it. For me. To give me the whole thing tomorrow.”

“For you,” I tell her, still shaking, still right at the edge, my hand still locked around her wrist. “All of it. Every drop. Six days of my cock leaking for you and I haven’t spilled once. That was the preview. Tomorrow you get the whole fucking flood. And I want you to watch every second of it come out of me.”

. . .

The light’s gone now. The sun’s full under the water and the sky’s gone to deep blue and the first stars are coming out over the black line of the sea, and the terrace is dark and warm and ours, and the night air moves soft over my skin where the slick is cooling, and I stand there over her at the edge of it, holding her wrist, holding myself back, both of us breathing hard, the proof of her power still wet and shining between us.

She rises up off the lounger slow, her body sliding up the front of mine, bare skin dragging up bare skin, the slick on my stomach smearing between us as she presses against me, and she wraps her slicked hand around my shaft again, light this time, not stroking, just holding, her thumb tracing the vein, her fingers barely meeting around the girth. Her other hand comes up and lays flat on my chest, right where the bead of sweat always starts, and she looks up at me in the dark, and her voice when she speaks is low and certain and filthy.

“Here’s what I want.” Her thumb drags slow over the crown, through the slick still beading there. “I’ve watched your cock get hard for me on a deck and a daybed and in the cold water and on the sand in front of a hundred people. I’ve watched you leak for six days. I’ve tasted you off my own fingers twice. And I just felt how much you’re holding back —” her grip tightens, just enough to make the slit weep fresh, ” — and that wasn’t even the real thing. That was just the pre-show.” Her eyes hold mine, and there’s nothing left in them but the hunger that’s been building since the first afternoon. “I don’t want you holding it back anymore. I want all of it. I want you to give me the whole thing and I want to watch every second of it come out of you. I want to see the biggest cock on this whole island empty itself because of me. I want to see what six days of my looking has been building inside you and I want it to spill where I can watch it happen and see exactly how much there is and know that every drop of it is mine.”

My cock throbs hard in her hand at the words, a thick pulse that pushes another heavy bead of slick over her knuckles, and the feeling of her naming it, naming the flood, naming the six days, naming the proof, goes through me deeper than any touch ever has. This woman who found the edge of me on the first afternoon and has spent six days walking me toward it, and who just now, in the dark, with my slick still wet on her tongue, told me exactly what she wants from the peak, and what she wants is to watch me let go of every last thing I’ve been holding.

“There’s no rung left after this one,” I tell her, my voice low and wrecked and proud. “Tomorrow you get everything. My cock, my load, every drop I’ve been holding for six days. I’m going to give you the whole fucking flood and I’m going to watch you watch it come out of me. And if there are people there I’ll let them watch too. But you’ll be the one it’s for. You’ll be the reason every drop of it spills.”

She goes still against me for one long beat, her hand tight around the throb of me, her breath caught. And then her eyes drop to her hand, to the mess of slick still wet between her fingers, and that tuck at the corner of her mouth comes back, deeper now, filthy, a woman who just got exactly what she wanted and is already planning how to take the rest.

“Tomorrow,” she says, low, certain, a promise, a threat, a dare. “Tomorrow you show me everything. And I want you to remember —” she tightens her grip one last time, a slow hard squeeze that pushes another thick pulse of slick out of the crown and over her knuckles, ” — this was just what leaked. I want to see what six days of your cock pulling back from the edge looks like when it finally stops pulling.”

She steps back. Her hand slips off my shaft with a soft wet shhlk, the slick stringing from the crown to her fingers, and she lifts it to her mouth and licks her knuckles clean one by one, slow, holding my eyes, and the sight of her tongue on the proof of what she just pulled out of me stands my cock up harder and pushes a fresh bead to the slit.

Then she takes my hand, my still-wet hand, and pulls me down onto the wide low lounger after her, into the warm dark, the whole black sea and the first stars laid out over us, and nothing left between us and the last rung but the climbing of it.

Down below the terrace the resort has gone to its night sounds, the low murmur from the bars, the shush of the shallows on the sand we walked off an hour ago, a guitar somewhere playing the kind of song with no words you’d remember. Up here there’s just her breath and mine and the warm dark and the slick still cooling on both our skins, and the promise of tomorrow sitting in my chest like a held breath, like the only direction left to move.

Further. The peak. Everything I’ve been holding.


Nothing Left to Hide

The seventh night. The late hour, the terrace lit and full.

I spent the whole of the day waiting for the dark, and the waiting was its own slow torture. She left me on the lounger last night with the flood half out of me and her hand around my wrist and a promise that tonight she’d take everything, and I have carried that promise through a whole day of flat sun and blue water with my body half-hard at the edge of every thought. The weight of it sat in me all day: a low ache in the sac, a tightness at the root, the feeling of being held back from something my body has been building toward for seven days. By the time the sun goes down I’m so wound up I can feel my own pulse in the crown of me with every heartbeat, a soft steady throb that hasn’t stopped since she licked my slick off her palm in the dark.

The roof terrace is a different place after dark. The program calls this slot the late hour, the last one on the card, the one printed at the bottom under all the rest: the roof terrace, after dark: the late hour, for whoever’s still hungry when the club winds down. Last night it was empty, just her and me and the gold going to black. Tonight it’s full.

They’ve lit it low. Lanterns set along the rail and the stairs, the flames sitting still in the windless heat, throwing a warm amber light that lays itself over bare skin and turns everyone the colour of banked coals. The stone still holds the day’s warmth, soft and radiant under my feet. The air’s gone thick and close the way it does on a hot night with no wind, heavy with the layered smell of the place: hot stone giving back the sun, the green-and-salt breath of the sea below, sun-oil gone warm on a dozen bare bodies, and already threading through it, the first sharp-sweet note of arousal, women’s musk and men’s salt, the scent of a room full of people who climbed the stairs hungry. A low murmur of voices, the clink of glasses at the small bar set back in the shadow. Somewhere below, a guitar, the same kind of song with no words you’d remember. The shush of the shallows a long way down.

And at the top of the stairs, lit by its own small lantern so nobody can miss it coming up into the dark, the brass plate. The same line as the club, the same line that runs under every slot on the program, the one that makes the whole place work: Nothing happens to anyone who hasn’t asked for it. Everyone up here climbed past it. Everyone read it, or already knew it cold. The late hour is the slot for the ones who are still hungry after the club, the ones who climbed the stairs on purpose past the only rule the place has, and the rule is the thing that lets the dark be what it is: a room full of willing adults who came up here to watch and be watched and play as far as they want to play, and not one inch further than anyone asked for.

This is the crowd-curve come all the way around. A week ago a few heads turned on the deck. Then the deck angled toward me. Then a cluster lingered, then the couple watched openly, then the handful at the shower, then the ring on the sand at the open hour. Last night it narrowed to one, to her, the breath before. And tonight the many come back, but they come back changed, because tonight I know what I learned on the empty terrace: that all of them together were only ever the weather, and she is the thing that reaches the bone. Tonight the whole willing crowd is here, the chorus that watched the whole week, and Elena is the one set of eyes inside all of them. The apex of the many. The eye at the center.

And I know their faces now. I see them as I come up past the brass plate into the lantern light. The blonde woman from the sand is here, the one with the sunburnt back and small tight breasts, the one who mouthed dios at my cock and fucked herself with three fingers watching me get stroked. She’s near the rail in a thin wrap that’s already slipping off one shoulder, her eyes finding me the second I clear the stairs. The copper-haired woman and her broad-shouldered partner are against the far wall, close together, the woman’s hand already resting on her partner’s thigh, her thumb circling slow, the same slow circle she made on the sand. The dark-haired woman from the steps and her friend are on a wide lounger to the left, tangled together, watching the stairs. The man with the working jaw, the one who stroked himself openly at the bar, is standing near the railing with a drink he’s not drinking, his eyes already on me. They all climbed the stairs again. They all came back for the peak, and the recognition runs through the dark like a current, a shared heat we’ve all been building toward together, the whole week funneling us into the same room at the same hour for the same reason.

. . .

She’s waiting for me by the rail, bare, the lantern light pouring amber down the long line of her, and when she sees me come up past the brass plate she doesn’t smile. She just looks, the way she’s looked at me since the first afternoon, except there’s nothing left to hold back now and nothing left to defer, and the looking lands on me like a hand laid flat and pressing. Her near-black hair is loose and falling in a heavy dark weight over one shoulder. Her full breasts bare and gold, the nipples already drawn up tight in the warm air, already hard. The soft crease of her belly. Her thighs set apart, the dark thatch of her visible between them, and even from here I can see the wet of her catching the lantern light where her folds are already parted and slick. The musk of her arousal reaches me before I reach her, sharp and sweet and thick, the scent of a woman who’s been wet for hours waiting for this.

“You came,” she says.

“You knew I would.”

“I did.” She crosses the warm stone to me, unhurried, bare and gold in the lantern light, and the murmur on the terrace drops a notch as she goes, heads turning to track her across the dark, because they know. Of course they know. They watched her stroke me on the sand and finger me open in front of all of them. They watched her taste my slick off her knuckles. They know what the two of us are, and they’ve climbed the stairs past the rule to watch us be it. She stops close, closer than the rail, and lays her hand flat on the center of my chest, right where the sweat starts, right where she’s put it every day, and the heat of her palm sears through me. “Last night I told you tonight you’d give me everything,” she says, low, her voice gone rough already, the dry burned off. “No more rungs. No more tomorrow. No more holding it back.” Her hand slides down my chest, down the sweat-beaded line of my stomach, down to wrap the bare half-hard length of me, and I’m already filling at her touch, already swelling into her grip, my cock thickening and lifting against her palm. “Tonight I take all of it.” Her eyes flick once, deliberate, to the dark full of watchers around us, then back to me. “And they all get to watch me do it.”

“Then take it,” I tell her, my voice steady and proud even with my pulse already going hard at the root. “Every inch of it’s yours. You’ve been looking at it for seven days. Tonight you get everything it’s got.”

Her hand tightens around the shaft and she drags up once, slow, from root to crown, and the slick already beading at the slit smears across her palm, and I feel myself surge the rest of the way to full in her grip, the blood flooding down, the shaft standing up thick and veined, the crown swelling dark and tight, and the dark wet shhlk of her hand on the slick-soaked skin cuts through the low murmur of the terrace, and heads turn, and the chorus leans in.

“The whole deck watched me get hard for you,” I tell her, low, pitching it so the near watchers catch it. “The club watched me leak for you. Now the late hour gets to watch me give you everything I’ve been holding.”

Her pupils blow wide behind the stillness of her face. Her lips part. Her hand strokes me again, slower, tighter, and she watches my cock flex in her grip, watches the slick gather and spill over her knuckles, and the flush is already blooming down her chest.

. . .

She sinks down in front of me.

She does it slow, the way she does everything, her body sliding down the front of mine, her bare breasts dragging down my chest, my stomach, the hard points of her nipples leaving two warm trails on my skin, until she’s on her knees on the warm stone in front of me with the lantern light gold on her shoulders and the dark weight of her hair falling forward. She looks up the length of my body to my face, and from this angle, with her on her knees and me standing over her, my cock stands up thick and dark and wet directly in front of her mouth, the crown level with her lips, the shaft rising heavy off my belly. She wraps her hand around the base, low, her fingers not meeting around the girth, and holds it where she wants it. She doesn’t break my eyes. She lets me watch her look at it, the size of it up close, the thick proud jut of the crown, the vein pulsing along the underside, the slick already beading fresh at the slit and catching the amber light, and she lets the whole terrace watch her look at it.

“I’ve wanted this since the first afternoon,” she says, low, her breath hot and damp against the wet crown, and the slit weeps a fresh bead just from the warmth of her words on it. “Seven days I’ve watched this thing get hard for me. The outline through the swim brief. The bare rise on the lounger. The leak in the cold water. Your cock standing up in front of a hundred people on the sand. And every time I had to send you away. Every time I had to tell you tomorrow.” She leans in, close enough that her lips brush the crown on the last word, a soft wet graze that makes my whole body jerk. “Tonight I taste it. And I want them to watch me taste it.”

And she takes me in her mouth.

. . .

The heat of it punches a sound out of me before I can shape it, “hahh-nnh,” low, dragged up from under the ribs, my hand going to the rail to hold myself up because my knees nearly go. Her mouth is soft and hot and wet, and her lips stretch around the girth of the crown, stretched wide, the skin at the corners going pale with the strain of taking something this thick. She sinks down slow, taking the head and then the first inches of the shaft, her tongue dragging flat along the underside, following the standing vein, and the wet heat of her mouth and the slow suck of her lips and the drag of her tongue all land at once, and the sensation whites out everything for a long second. My other hand I lay light in her hair, not pushing, just feeling the bob of her head as she works me.

She takes me deeper. Her cheeks hollow with the suction, shhlk, and her throat opens and she takes another inch, and another, and then she gags, a wet choking sound, “glk-nnh,” her throat seizing around the crown, and she pulls back with a gasp, spit stringing from her lips to the shaft, her eyes watering but blazing, and she goes back down immediately, hungry, refusing to let the size beat her. She takes me again, deeper this time, her throat working, the muscles of it squeezing the head on every swallow, and the sound of her gagging on a cock too big for her mouth fills the warm dark.

The crowd leans in. I feel it, the terrace drawing a collective breath, the bodies shifting closer, and I lift my head from her face for a beat and read them. The blonde woman from the sand is staring, her wrap fallen off one shoulder entirely now, her lips parted, her breath coming in short shallow pulls, her hand already between her own thighs under the thin fabric. The copper-haired woman has her face pressed against her partner’s shoulder, watching, and her partner’s hand is between her thighs now, his thick fingers working slow, and she’s making small sounds into his shoulder that I can’t hear from here but I can read on her mouth: yes, yes. The dark-haired woman from the steps is on her back on the lounger with her legs open and her friend’s head between them, and her friend is watching us over the dark of her spread thighs, and both of them are watching Elena’s mouth stretch around my cock while she eats her friend’s cunt. The man with the working jaw has his cock out again, fisting it slow, his eyes locked on Elena’s stretched lips, and his jaw is working the way it worked on the sand, clench-release-clench. The whole chorus of them feeding on the sight of her on her knees with her mouth full of me, and I read every one of them, the flushed skin, the open mouths, the moving hands, the wet sounds multiplying in the dark, and the reading of it, the proof that my cock in her mouth is making a whole room full of people fuck themselves, rolls into me and stands me harder, pushes the shaft thicker in her throat, and she gags again, a wet “glkhh” that buzzes the length of me.

“Look at them,” I get out, my hand tightening in her hair, my voice gone to gravel. “Look at what watching you suck my cock is doing to them. The blonde who fucked herself on the sand watching me — she’s got her hand in her cunt right now. They all came back for this. They all climbed the stairs to watch you struggle with a cock too big for your mouth.”

She moans around me at the words, a low “mmmh-nnh” that vibrates the full length of the shaft, and she pulls off me just enough to speak, her hand stroking the wet base, spit and slick running down over her knuckles, her mouth still grazing the crown.

“Good,” she breathes, wrecked, her voice gone rough all the way through. “Let them watch me choke on it.” Her tongue lashes the head, a flat wet drag across the slit that makes my whole body buck. “I want every one of them to see that the biggest cock on this island is in my mouth and I can barely fucking take it.” She sinks back down, takes me to the back of her throat, holds it until she gags again, and the sound of it, the wet choke, the spit, the desperate pull for air, and then her going back down for more, is the single most obscene thing I’ve ever heard.

She works me like that, hungry, relentless, seven days of waiting pouring into her mouth. Her hand stroking the thick base of what her jaw can’t reach, her tongue lashing the crown on every upstroke, her throat opening and closing around the head, the wet sounds of it, shhlk, glkh, shhlk, layering over the low hum of the terrace. Spit runs down her chin in long shining threads and drips onto her bare breasts. The slick from my crown mixes with it, smears across her lips, strings from her mouth to the shaft when she pulls back, and she doesn’t wipe any of it away. She wears it. She lets them see what sucking this cock has done to her face, and the sight of her, on her knees, mouth stretched and shining, spit and pre-cum dripping off her chin onto her chest, her throat working and gagging, her dark eyes lifted to mine the whole time, is the exact thing the whole week has been climbing toward since the first afternoon.

The proof loop spins again, louder, and this time I don’t watch it. I hear it. My eyes won’t leave her, the stretch of her lips, the work of her throat, so the whole room becomes sound in the dark around me. The wet rhythm of a dozen hands. A rising tide of breath. A woman’s low “uhh, uhh, uhh” off to my right keeping exact time with the bob of Elena’s head. A man’s bitten-off grunt somewhere behind me. The rhythmic slap of skin on skin from the lounger to my left where the steps-women have stopped pretending to be quiet. The whole willing dark gone to motion and sound, a room full of people fucking themselves to the sight of her on her knees, and the audio of it, the wet, the cries, the climbing breath, all of it for the two of us, pours into me and stands my length thicker in her throat and pushes another flood of slick onto her tongue, and she swallows it, her throat working, a long wet gulp, and moans at the taste.

“Fuck,” I breathe, my hips starting to move with her now, small helpless thrusts, fucking up into her mouth, and she takes it, gags, takes more, her throat opening to let me in, and the feeling of her gag reflex fluttering around the crown, the tight wet spasm of it, is so sharp and so good that the edge starts to gather in me fast, too fast, and I feel the flood begin to stir at the root, the balls pulling up, the pressure climbing.

“Wait,” I get out, my hand tightening in her hair, easing her off me. “Not like that. Not yet. You said you wanted everything.”

She pulls off me slow, a long wet drag, the slick stringing from her lips to the crown in thick ropes that stretch and break, and she looks up at me with her mouth shining and her chin wet and her chest heaving. Her eyes are blazing, her pupils blown so wide there’s no colour left. She wipes the back of her hand across her lips and it comes away slick, and she licks it clean without breaking my eyes.

“Good,” she says, and her voice is absolutely wrecked, a raw scrape from the back of her throat, ruined from the gagging. “Because I want to feel all of it somewhere tighter than my mouth. Get down here.”

. . .

She rises and pulls me with her, her hand still wrapped around the wet shaft, and she walks me backward toward the wide low lounger in the center of the terrace, the one with the open sightlines on every side, the one set where the lantern light falls fullest, the same position we held on the sand at the club but closer now, more central, the stage built for exactly this. She lies back and pulls me down over her, and the whole willing dark draws in a degree to watch.

I settle between her thighs. She falls open for me, her knees wide and rising, her feet flat on the cushion, her cunt bare and spread and absolutely soaked in the amber light, the same cunt I had two fingers in on the sand, but open now, ready, the outer folds flushed dark pink and swollen, the inner lips parted and glistening, the entrance of her clenching at nothing, a wet empty pulse I can see from here. Her clit standing up hard from its hood, a tight swollen knot, slick and dark and pulsing. The smell of her rises up between us so thick I can taste it at the back of my throat, sharp and sweet and raw, the deep hot musk of a woman whose body has been building toward being filled for seven days, and underneath it the clean salt of the stone and the oil-warmth of the lanterns and the layered arousal of a dozen other bodies in the dark all feeding into the same thick air.

I take myself in my hand. My cock is soaked, her spit and my slick mixed into a wet shine that catches the lantern light, the shaft dark and veined and throbbing, the crown a deep flushed purple, the slit already weeping fresh. I drag the wet head of me through the slick of her folds, slow, base to clit and back, coating the crown in her wet, splitting her lips with the thick of it, letting the ridge of the head catch on her entrance and slide past without pushing in, and every pass makes her shudder, makes her hips chase, makes her breath catch in a sharp “hff” that breaks into something lower, needier.

“Look at me,” she says, low, her hand coming up to my jaw, her thumb dragging over my lower lip, her eyes holding mine. “I’ve watched you get hard for seven days. I’ve watched your cock leak for me. I’ve tasted it off my own fingers. Tonight I want to watch your face when you finally put every inch of it inside me.” Then, louder, pitched for the dark around us, her thumb pressing into the corner of my mouth: “And I want them to watch it go in. The blonde. The couple. All of them. I want them to see this pussy stretch around the biggest cock they’ve ever seen and know they’ll never get to feel it.”

I push.

. . .

The crown meets her entrance, and the heat of her stops me. Just the tip of the head, pressed against the tight wet ring of her, and the sensation is so acute, her cunt already clenching at the pressure, already trying to pull me in, the slick of her running hot down the underside of the shaft, that I have to breathe, have to lock my elbows and hold.

“Now,” she breathes, her nails biting into my shoulders. “Do it slow. I want to feel every inch of it stretch me open.”

I push. The crown breaches her, the tight wet ring of her entrance stretching around the thick of it, and she cries out, “ahhh-nnh,” the sound breaking out of her chest before she can catch it. The head pops inside her and her cunt clamps down on it, a hot wet grip that makes my whole body seize, and I look down between us and watch it happen: the thick dark crown of me buried inside her, her folds stretched white around the girth, the entrance of her gripping the ridge of the head like a fist. The blonde woman at the rail makes a sound I can feel in my chest, a low wrecked “ohh” that matches Elena’s cry, and her fingers have stopped moving in herself. She’s frozen, staring at the sight of my cock breaching Elena, her mouth open, her own body still.

“More,” Elena gasps, her hips rolling up, trying to take me deeper, and I press.

Inch by inch. Slow, the way she wants it slow, the way the size of me demands it. The shaft slides into her one steady press at a time, and every inch is a new stretch, her cunt opening around a girth that’s wider than anything it’s taken, and I can feel it happen, the give, the clench, the walls of her gripping and releasing around the thick of me, her body taking the stretch and opening to it at once. Her mouth is open, a long silent cry. Her back has arched off the lounger, her breasts lifted, her nipples drawn up so tight they look like stone, and her hands have left my shoulders and are gripping the edge of the lounger on either side of her, her knuckles white, her whole body straining around the slow thick push of me.

“Oh — fuck — fuck — ” The words tear out of her in broken gasps as I feed the next inch. “You’re — nnh — I can feel every —”

“Every inch of it,” I tell her, my voice low and wrecked and proud, my hips pressing, the slick wet sound of her cunt stretching around me loud in the silence the terrace has gone. “Seven days you’ve been looking at it. Now you’re taking every fucking inch.”

“Yes.” The word is a sob. “Give me the rest. Give me — ahhh —”

I sink the last of the way in. The root of me meets the wet heat of her with a soft wet thud, and there’s nowhere left to go: the whole thick length of me buried in her, her cunt stretched full around the girth of it, the entrance of her gripping the base of the shaft, her body shaking, her thighs locked tight around my hips, her mouth open around a sound that won’t come out. I feel her from the inside, the grip of her walls, the flutter of her clenching around me, the heat of her so deep and so tight that staying still takes everything I have.

“Nnngh,” she breathes at last, the sound scraped out of her, wrecked, awed. “Oh, fuck, Mateo. I can feel all of it. Every inch. The girth. You’re — nnh — you’re stretching me so fucking wide.” Her cunt clenches around me in a hard involuntary pulse, and I feel it run the full length of the shaft. “Don’t move. Not yet. Let me feel it.” Her eyes lift to mine, blazing, and then flick past me to the dark. “Let them see it.”

So I hold. Buried to the root in her, both of us shaking with the strain of it, the lantern light gold on the sweat already breaking down my back and beading on her chest and running in slow lines down between her breasts, and the terrace holds its breath around us.

I look up from her face and read them. The blonde woman has her hand pressed flat against her own cunt, not moving, just holding, her eyes locked on where my cock is buried to the root in Elena, and her mouth is open and she’s breathing in short sharp gasps and there’s a sheen of sweat on her chest and her thighs are trembling. The copper-haired woman has her partner’s fingers still buried in her but neither of them is moving. They’re frozen, staring, the woman’s mouth open and her chest heaving and her partner’s jaw tight and his other hand fisted in the cushion beside them. The dark-haired woman on the lounger has pulled her friend’s face up from between her thighs and they’re both watching, their bodies tangled, their hands still on each other, motionless, their eyes on the thick dark shaft buried to the root. The man with the working jaw has his fist frozen on his cock, the head of it dark and wet and forgotten, his whole face gone slack with the sight. The whole terrace holding still around the image of the biggest cock on the island sunk to the root in the woman who’s owned it all week, and the held-breath weight of all those willing eyes layered over the grip of her around me is almost more than I can hold.

“Beautiful,” Elena breathes, and she’s looking at me but she means the whole thing: her and me and the dark full of watchers and the seven days of climbing and the cock buried deep in her and the held breath of the chorus and the way every one of them is frozen staring at the place where our bodies meet. “This is what I wanted. For them to see you buried in me and know they’ll never have this.”

Then she rolls her hips, a slow deep grind, and the holding’s over.

. . .

I move in her, and the whole world narrows to the slow wet drag of it.

I pull back, the slick length of me sliding out of her grip almost to the crown, her cunt clinging, the walls of her gripping like they’re trying to keep me in, and I watch it happen, watch the shaft emerge wet and shining with her slick, watch her entrance stretch around the ridge of the crown and then close behind it, empty, pulsing, and I press back in, deep and slow, the full thick stretch of it, and she cries out and her hips come up to meet me, and we find it, the rhythm, slow and deep and grinding.

Shhlk. Pull, the drag of her walls along the shaft. Shhlk. Press, the slow stretch of her opening around the girth, the wet give of her taking me back in, the soft thud of the root meeting her.

“Yes — nngh — ” Her voice breaks on every stroke. “Fuck me. Like that. Slow. I want to feel every inch of it every time.”

The proof loop spins, visible, each turn hotter. I drive into her slow and deep and the sensation punches a raw sound out of me, “hnnh,” and the sound of me losing it makes her clench around me, a hard wet pulse I feel run the full length of the shaft, and her clench pulls a groan from my chest, and my groan makes the blonde woman at the rail shove three fingers back inside herself with a cry I can hear across the dark, and the blonde’s cry makes the copper-haired woman start grinding on her partner’s hand again, and the whole chain of it, my sound into her clench into the crowd’s answering cries into my pride into my next stroke, runs through the terrace like a current I can feel on my skin.

“Look at them,” Elena breathes, her voice ragged on every word, her hips rolling up to take me deeper. “They’re all — nnh — they’re all fucking themselves watching you fuck me. The blonde’s got her fingers in her cunt again. The couple by the wall — she’s riding his hand. The two on the lounger —” her breath catches on a sharp sob as I drive deeper, ” — they’re watching you split me open. Every one of them came up here to see this. To see the biggest cock on the island finally get what it wants.” Her hand fists in my hair and drags my face down so her mouth is at my ear, her voice a wrecked whisper against my skin. “Tell them it’s mine. Tell them they can watch all they want but this is my cock and my fuck and my finish. Say it loud. Let the whole terrace hear you.”

I lift my head and I say it into the lantern light, my voice gone to gravel but proud, no shame anywhere in me, my hips never stopping the slow deep drive of me into her.

“It’s hers. Every inch of it. The whole deck watched me get hard for her. The club watched me leak for her. Now the late hour gets to watch me give her the whole fucking thing.” I drive deep on thing and she cries out and the sound of it echoes off the warm stone. “They can all watch. They can all get off on it. This cock only gets this hard for her.”

A sound moves through the dark at that, a sound with voices in it this time, actual voices, the chorus answering: a low “yes” from the blonde, a broken “fuck” from the copper-haired woman, a wordless cry from the dark-haired one on the lounger whose friend’s head has dropped back between her thighs and is working her hard now, both of them watching me fuck Elena while they climb. The man with the working jaw has given up the last of his restraint, his fist flying on his cock, a low broken sound escaping him on every stroke I drive into her like he can’t hold it in, his eyes never once leaving the place where our bodies meet.

I read all of it. The proof of the whole willing room written on their bodies, and the reading, my voyeurism, my second fuel, the thing I came to this island to do, pours into me and stands my cock harder inside her and pushes the rhythm deeper, faster, and the loop spins again, the whole engine firing at once.

. . .

It builds in her first.

I feel it start before I see it: the change in the grip of her, the walls of her cunt starting to flutter around me in soft involuntary pulses, the clench that catches on the upstroke and holds, the wet of her getting wetter, slicker, her whole body leaning into the edge. Then I see it: the flush has gone blotchy and deep down her chest, spreading past her breasts all the way to her belly, and her nipples are drawn up so tight and so dark they look bruised, and her breath has gone high and ragged, a broken little cry on every stroke, and her thighs are starting to shake around my hips, a fine hard tremor she can’t stop, and her hands have left my hair and are gripping the edge of the lounger again, her knuckles gone white, her whole body arcing up toward something that’s about to break.

“You’re close,” I tell her, reading it off her body the way I’ve read her for seven days. “Your cunt is starting to flutter. Your thighs are shaking. Your nipples look like they hurt.” I drive deep on the last word and she cries out, a raw “ahhh” that breaks into something higher. “I can feel you starting to come on my cock. You’ve been waiting seven days for this. Let it go. Let the whole terrace watch you come apart on the biggest cock you’ve ever had.”

“Yes — yes — nnnh — ” Her voice is a sob now, wrecked, climbing, and her cunt is clenching around me in hard fluttering pulses that run the full length of the shaft, and the feel of her starting to come on my cock, the grip, the wet, the heat of it, pulls the edge up in me so fast my vision whites for a beat.

And I feel my own end gathering behind hers. Not the full flood yet, not the heavy finish she asked for. That’s still a rung above this one, still held for the next breath. Just the edge, the gathering, the balls drawing up tight against the root, the ache going sharp and bright, the pressure climbing the shaft with every deep stroke into her as her cunt flutters and grips and starts to break.

“I’m — nnh — Mateo — I’m — ”

“I know,” I get out, my voice wrecked, my hips driving, my breath sawing, the sweat running between us, the smell of sex thick as a blanket in the windless dark, her musk and my salt and the layered arousal of the whole terrace rising into the warm stone. “Let it go. I’m right behind you. Let them watch. Come on my cock with the whole late hour watching you.”

She breaks.

Her mouth opens around a cry that has no words in it, a long raw “ahhh-nnh-ahhh” that comes from somewhere below her ribs and goes up and up, and her cunt clamps down on me in a hot wet fist, gripping so hard I can’t move, and her whole body arches off the lounger, back bowed, breasts lifted, thighs locked so tight around my hips the muscle stands out like cable, and she comes, her cunt pulsing around me in deep rhythmic clenches that run the full length of the shaft, each pulse a hard wet grip that nearly takes me over with her. I feel it in my own body, the flutter of her walls, the flood of wet from deep inside her soaking the root of me, the heat of her release, and I watch her face the whole time, watch the woman who’s been looking at me for seven days finally come apart on my cock with her mouth open and her eyes blown black and her whole body shaking through it, and the sight of her finish, the watcher undone, the proof of everything her looking built, goes through me deeper than any physical sensation ever could.

The dark around us answers her. The blonde woman cries out at the rail, her own climax hitting as she watches Elena break, her hips bucking against her hand, her head thrown back, a long low “ohhh” that harmonizes with Elena’s cry. The copper-haired woman is coming too, grinding down on her partner’s hand, her face buried in his shoulder, and her sounds are muffled but I can hear them through his skin. The dark-haired woman on the lounger has her thighs clamped around her friend’s head and she’s crying out, a wordless rising sound, her back arched, her hands fisted in her friend’s hair. The whole chorus cresting around the two of us, a chain reaction of climaxes lit low in the lantern light, every one of them a willing watcher getting off on watching her get off on me, and not one of them touches anyone who didn’t ask for it, and not one of them crosses the ring of dark the rule holds around us.

And I’m right at the edge behind her, the flood gathering, the balls drawn up tight as fists, the pressure cresting at the root and starting to move, the whole seven-day load of it climbing the shaft, the cock swelling harder inside her still-clenching cunt, the slit weeping, the edge right there, right under me, the thing about to break…

“Do it,” she gasps, her voice wrecked to nothing, her cunt still pulsing around me, her eyes blazing up at me through the sweat and the dark. “Give it to me. I want to feel it.”

I pull out.

It’s the hardest thing I’ve ever done, pulling my cock out of the tight wet grip of her while my whole body is screaming to let go inside her, but she told me what she wanted last night and she said it again on the sand: she wants to watch it happen. Not feel it inside her. Watch it. So I pull out, the slick length of me sliding free of her with a wet shhlk, and I rise up over her on my knees, and I take myself in my hand.

And every eye on the terrace is on my cock: the dark thick shaft shining with her release, the crown deep purple and swollen, the vein standing up in high relief, the slit open and weeping, the whole length of it pulsing visibly in the lantern light. The build is right there, the full heavy balls drawn up tight and aching at the root, the slick already leaking in a steady flood over my knuckles, the pressure cresting, the whole seven-day load of it about to break, and she’s watching me with her mouth open and her chest heaving and her cunt still pulsing, and the whole willing terrace is holding its breath, and I am bare and unhidden and seen all the way down, hanging on the last edge of seven days with nothing left to hold it back…


The Proof

The seventh night. The late hour, continuous. The terrace holding its breath.

I kneel over her with my cock in my fist and seven days about to break.

I pulled out because she told me to, because she’s told me from the start that she wants to watch, not just feel, and now I’m up on my knees between her open thighs in the center of the terrace with the whole length of me in my hand and the lantern light catching every inch of what seven days of her looking has made of me. And the size of it, at this exact second, is the thing the whole week has been building toward since the first afternoon on the deck.

My fist is wrapped around the shaft, low, and my fingers don’t meet around the girth. They never have, not once in seven days, and they don’t now: the web of my thumb and forefinger stretched wide around the thick of it, my knuckles white with the grip, the full dark length of the shaft standing up hard and heavy off the top of my fist, a full hand’s-span of cock above where my fingers close, the weight of it pulling against my grip, the whole thick veined thing flexing with every heartbeat. The crown is a deep swollen purple, darker than it’s been all week, the skin pulled glass-tight over the flare of it, the ridge standing out thick and pronounced, the slit open and wet and pulsing. The vein on the underside stands up in high relief, a thick rope of it running the full length of the shaft from root to crown, visibly throbbing, thud-thud-thud, each beat of my heart a visible swell along the vein that I can see and she can see and the whole terrace can see. The wet of her is still smeared down the shaft, her release from inside her cunt coating the length of me, mixing with the slick that hasn’t stopped leaking from the slit, and the whole thing shines in the lantern light, dark and wet and thick and pulsing, the biggest cock on this island at its absolute hardest, and every willing eye in the dark is fixed on it.

My balls are drawn up so tight against the root they look like they’re trying to climb inside me. The sac is a tight clenched fist, the skin pulled smooth and dark, the heavy full weight of them, seven days of held-back flood, of leaking and stopping and pulling back from the edge, packed high and aching, the pressure in them so sharp it’s almost a separate pain, a deep pulling ache that runs from the sac up into the root and through the shaft. I can feel the load inside them, the sheer mass of it, the buildup that’s been denied release night after night after night, and the feeling of it, the full heavy ache of being this backed up, this ready, this close, is so intense that my thighs are trembling where they grip her hips, and my stomach is locked tight, every muscle standing out, and the sweat is running down my chest and my back in slow hot lines, and my breath is sawing in and out of me in short ragged pulls.

She’s on her back below me on the lounger, propped up on her elbows so she can see everything, her bare breasts heaving, the shine of my slick and her own spit still smeared across her skin from the blowjob, her chest and throat blotched deep red with the flush of the orgasm still rolling through her. Her thighs are still fallen open around my knees, her cunt still wet and pulsing and empty, the folds of her swollen and dark pink and parted, the entrance clenching at nothing, a slow wet pulse I can see from here. Her eyes are on my cock and they will not move, fixed on the thick dark length of it in my fist, on the purple crown, on the vein pulsing, on the balls drawn tight, reading every detail of what she’s about to watch break.

The whole terrace has gone absolutely still around us. The chorus that came back for this, every face I’ve learned across the week, suspended in the amber light, breath held, every willing eye fixed on the place where I’m kneeling over her with the proof of seven days about to spill. The blonde woman has her hand frozen between her own thighs, three fingers still buried in her cunt but motionless, her mouth open, her chest heaving, her eyes locked on my cock. The copper-haired woman has gone still in her partner’s arms, his fingers still inside her but neither of them moving, both of them staring. The dark-haired woman on the lounger has pulled her friend’s head up from between her thighs and they’re both watching, tangled and motionless, their hands still on each other. The man with the working jaw has his fist wrapped around his own cock, frozen mid-stroke, his jaw locked, his eyes on the purple crown in my fist. Not one of them an inch closer than the ring of dark the rule holds around us. Watchers, all of them, here by choice, and not one a participant. The act is hers and mine. It always was.

. . .

“Look at you,” she breathes, wrecked, the words scraped out of her raw throat, staring up at the cock in my fist. “Look at the size of it. I’ve watched it get hard for me for seven days and it’s never been this big. Your crown looks like it hurts. The vein is — nnh — I can see your pulse in it. I can see your heartbeat in your cock.” Her tongue drags across her lower lip, slow. Her eyes flick up to my face for one beat and then drop straight back, because she doesn’t want to miss a single second of what’s about to happen. “And your balls. Look how tight they are. I can see how full you are. Seven days of holding it back for me and now you’re about to —” Her breath catches, breaks. “I’ve watched you leak for seven days. I’ve watched you hold it back every single night. Now I want to see what I do to you. Give it to me, Mateo.” Her voice drops, low and filthy and certain. “Don’t aim it anywhere else. I want it on me. I want it on my tits. I want it on my face. I want to feel how much there is. I want to feel how hot it is. I want to watch every fucking drop of it come out of you and land on my skin. And I want them to watch me take it. Let the whole terrace see what seven days of my looking pulled out of you.”

. . .

And her looking is what finishes me. Not my hand. Not the friction. Her eyes.

That’s the thing I understand in the last clear half-second before it breaks, the thing the whole week has been teaching me and I finally learn at the exact instant of release. After seven days of being looked at by a hundred strangers and a willing crowd and a whole island built for the watching, the thing that finally takes me apart is not the deck or the club or the ring. It’s one woman’s gaze fixed on me, hungry and open and unhidden, having asked out loud to see exactly this. And it’s not just that she’s looking. It’s that I can see what the looking is doing to her: the flush, the parted lips, the thighs pressing, the cunt still pulsing wet from the orgasm I just fucked out of her. That proof, the proof that my body is undoing hers even as I’m about to undo, is what sends me over. The reciprocal loop at the peak: her watching me, me reading her, her reading proving the watching is real, the proof pushing me past the edge, my release proving her power, the proof sending her over right behind me. The gaze runs both ways at the exact second it finishes me, and the knowing of that, that she’s watching me watch her watch me, that the looking IS the act, is the hottest thing I have ever felt.

This is what she did to me, I think, in the last clear half-second, my fist dragging up the shaft once, slow, and I watch her eyes track it and I feel her watching and the feeling of being watched at this exact instant, at the crown, at the slit, at the pulsing vein, at the balls drawn tight, tips me past the point of holding. And she watched all of it. And she’s still watching. And that’s what finishes me.

It breaks.

. . .

The first spurt tears out of me with a force that punches a raw broken shout out of my chest, “HAHHH-NNH”, loud enough that it echoes off the warm stone, and the whole length of me flexes hard in my fist, the shaft swelling thicker for one last impossible surge, the crown flaring, the slit opening wide, and it leaves me in a thick white rope so heavy and so forceful that it arcs clean through the lantern light and lands across her chest with a wet slap she feels, a hot stripe that paints from the swell of her left breast up over her collarbone to the base of her throat, and she cries out at the heat of it hitting her bare skin, “ahh!”, a sound of shock and want and satisfaction all at once, and her eyes do not leave my cock, do not blink, do not miss a single frame of what’s happening.

The balls clench. I feel it before I see it: the sac contracting, the full heavy weight of them drawing up in a hard visible spasm, the skin pulling tighter as they empty, and the second spurt follows the first so fast it’s almost one continuous flood, a thick rope arcing lower this time, landing across her right breast, striping the nipple, painting white over the dark point of it, pooling in the dip of her sternum where the first rope is already gathering. The balls clench again, a deep hard contraction I can feel in the root of me, pump, and the third spurt lands across her belly, a thick white stripe that ropes from her navel down toward the dark thatch of her, and she’s watching every single pulse leave me, her mouth open, her eyes blown black, her body arched up toward the load like she’s trying to catch every drop on her skin.

“Yes — yes — fuck, look at it — ” The words tear out of her, wrecked, filthy, her voice climbing as she watches. “It’s so thick — you’re covering me — nnh — don’t stop — give me the rest of it —”

And I don’t stop. The balls clench again, pump, and a fourth thick rope lands across her throat, and then a fifth ropes up toward her chin, white streaking her jaw, and I can see the shock on her face at the sheer volume of it, the disbelief: it’s not stopping, it’s not slowing, seven days of denial are emptying out of me in long forceful pulses and there’s more, still more, the heavy balls contracting and emptying and still not done.

“Oh my god,” she gasps, staring down at her own body, at the white accumulating across her breasts and her throat and her belly, at the next rope landing hot across the ones already there, layering, building, the load pooling in the dip of her sternum and starting to run, a slow white drip down the side of her ribs toward the cushion. “Oh my god, there’s so much — how is there this much — nnh — you’re still —”

“Seven days,” I get out, wrecked, my voice a raw scrape, my fist still working, still pumping, the balls still clenching, still emptying. “Of you looking at me. Of holding it back. It’s all yours. Every fucking drop.”

“Give it to me then.” Her hand flies up and drags through the mess on her chest, smearing it across her breasts, gripping the slick of it, marking herself with it while the next rope lands hot across her fingers, and she watches it happen with her mouth open and her breath sawing and her thighs shaking. “Look at how much you’re giving me. I can feel it running down my stomach. It’s so hot — nnh — I can feel the heat of it on my skin —”

I watch her watch it. That’s the engine I keep coming back to, even now, even with my whole body emptying itself onto hers. Her eyes are on my cock, on the slit opening and closing with each pulse, on the thick white rope arcing through the air between us, and she’s reading every drop that lands on her, cataloguing it, owning it, and the hunger on her face, naked and unashamed, the look she wore when she first asked out loud to see exactly this, watching it happen now exactly the way she wanted, feeds back into me and pulls another pulse out of the sac before it’s ready, pump, a sixth rope, thicker than the ones before, landing across the white already pooled on her belly and splashing hot onto her thigh.

“That one was because you’re watching,” I tell her, my voice wrecked and proud at once, my fist still working, the balls still emptying, the load still coming. “Every time your eyes move on me I give you more. You’ve been looking at me for seven days and I’ve been saving all of this for you. Look at it. Look at how much there is.”

“I’m looking.” Her voice is a sob now, wrecked and hungry and awed. “I’m looking. I’ve been looking for seven days. I’ve never stopped looking. Give me the rest. Give me every drop you’ve got. Let them see how much you give me.”

She says let them see and her eyes cut once to the dark, to the chorus frozen around us, and the sight of them feeds the loop one more time: the blonde with her fingers still buried in her cunt and her mouth open and her breath caught and her whole body motionless as she watches the volume of it land, the copper-haired woman’s hand gripping her partner’s wrist so hard the knuckles are white, the dark-haired woman on the lounger staring at the white streaked across Elena’s chest with her mouth open and her own thighs pressed together and trembling. They’re watching her watch me spill. They’re watching the proof of seven days land on her skin. And the being-watched at the instant of release, by her and by them, by the one and by the many, the whole architecture of the week concentrated into this one held second, pulls another pulse out of me, a seventh, the sac clenching hard and emptying the last of it, a thick rope arcing up and landing across her chin and her lower lip, painting white across her mouth, and she gasps and tastes it, her tongue darting out and dragging through the load on her lip, and the sight of her tasting the real thing, not the pre-cum, not the leak, the full heavy flood itself, on her tongue, in her mouth, while she watches me finish giving it to her, nearly makes me go again right there.

. . .

And the sight of her, the watcher, finally getting the thing she’s been looking at me for since the first afternoon, my load striped across her chest and her belly and her throat and her mouth while she stares at it with naked hunger and rubs it into her own skin, sends her over a second time.

I feel it before I see it, even through my own finish still pumping the last of it out of me: her thighs slam shut against the outsides of mine, clamping, trembling, a hard involuntary spasm that shakes the whole lounger. Then it’s all over her body at once, and I watch every frame of it happen because that’s what I do, that’s what I’ve done for seven days, and she deserves to be read at her peak the way she’s read me at mine.

The flush on her chest goes from blotchy to a deep solid red that spreads down her breasts and across her belly, painting every inch of her skin the colour of what’s happening inside her. Her nipples draw up so hard and so dark through the white streaked across them that they look bruised, the points of them standing up sharp as stone, the areolas tight and pebbled. Her belly clenches, the muscle standing out in hard ridges, and her hips buck up off the lounger, chasing nothing, chasing the empty air, chasing the orgasm that’s rolling through her, and her cunt is right there in the lantern light, bare and spread, and I watch it happen: the folds of her swollen and dark pink, the inner lips parted, and the entrance of her pulsing visibly, a wet rhythmic clench I can see from here, pulse… pulse… pulse, her cunt gripping at nothing, the walls inside her contracting in deep flutters that push a fresh gush of wet out of her and down onto the cushion, and the sound of it, a soft wet shhlk as her release spills out of her empty cunt, joins the wet sound of my own finish still landing on her skin.

Her hand flies down between her own thighs and she presses her fingers hard against her clit, not circling, not stroking, just pressing, the heel of her hand grinding down on the swollen knot of it while the second crest rolls through her, and I watch her clit pulse under her own pressure, watch the hood pull back, watch the dark hard point of it flex with each wave of the orgasm, watch her own slick run down over her knuckles and join the white pooling on the cushion. Her breath breaks into ragged punched-out cries, “ah — ah — ahhh — nnnh — fuck — ”, each one torn out of her on a fresh wave, and her other hand is still on her chest, still smearing my load into her skin, marking herself with both of us at once, her wet on her fingers, my white on her chest, and she’s coming and coming and her eyes are still on me, still watching me watch her, still holding the gaze that started all of this on the first afternoon.

The two of us finishing together. Her undoing and mine landing in the same breath: my flood emptying across her bare skin in the last slowing pulses, her cunt clenching and pulsing around her own fingers, both of us shaking, both of us past every last thing we were holding. Her mouth open around a cry that has no words in it. My fist still wrapped around the shaft, still working the last of it out of me, still pumping. The two climaxes threading through each other in the warm lantern-lit dark, hers feeding mine, mine feeding hers, the reciprocal loop at its absolute peak, and the dare answered all the way to the bottom with the whole willing terrace witnessing it.

. . .

And they answer. The held breath of the chorus breaks all at once.

The blonde woman cries out, a long raw “ohhh” that matches Elena’s cry, and her hand starts moving in herself again, fast, desperate, her hips bucking against her own fingers, and she comes watching the volume of white on Elena’s chest, her head thrown back, her nipples sharp and dark, her own release soaking her hand as she watches the proof of what one woman’s looking did to one man’s body. The copper-haired woman is coming too, grinding down on her partner’s hand, her face buried in his throat, her muffled cries breaking against his skin, his own groan joining hers as he watches the mess on Elena’s chest and his fist tightens around his cock and he spills over his own knuckles with a broken shout. The dark-haired woman on the lounger has her thighs clamped around her friend’s head and she’s crying out, a wordless rising sound, her back arched, her hands fisted in her friend’s hair, and her friend’s hips are grinding down into the cushion and she’s coming too, both of them cresting together while they watch us finish. The man with the working jaw has his fist flying on his cock, fast, his jaw locked, his eyes on the white running down Elena’s ribs, and he empties over his own hand with a low guttural groan, a whole week of watching paying off at last in his own fist.

The whole room cresting on the sight of it, a chorus of willing watchers undone by watching the two of us be undone, and not one of them touched by us, not one of them joined to us, every one of them exactly where they chose to be: at the edge of the ring, looking, which is all they ever came to do. The brass plate at the stairs held. The rule held. The frame held. And the whole terrace is coming apart inside it.

. . .

It eases out of me in slowing pulses, the last of it welling thick at the slit and sliding down over my knuckles in a warm white drip, and I kneel there over her with my chest heaving and my whole body wrung out and shaking, the heat of the finish still roaring in my ears, my cock still flexing in my fist with the aftershocks, still dripping. The mess of it is everywhere, on her, on my hand, strung between the crown of me and her chest in thick white threads that stretch and sag and break. I look down at what we made.

She’s covered in it. The proof of it streaked white across her breasts and her throat and her belly and her chin, pooled in the dip of her sternum and starting to run, a slow drip down her ribs onto the cushion. Smears where her own hand worked it into her skin. A thick white stripe across her lower lip that her tongue is still chasing. The whole front of her painted with the evidence of what her looking pulled out of me. The proof made visible. Made wet. Made real on her skin in the amber lantern light.

The smell of it fills the warm dark, thick and raw, the heavy musk of the finish itself mixing with the sharp-sweet of her own release still wet on the cushion and her skin, layered over the salt of our sweat and the oil-warmth of the lanterns and the green-sea breath coming up from below, the combined scent of the whole thing made thick on the windless air. I can taste it at the back of my throat: the raw salt-musk of my own load on her skin, the sharp-sweet of her cunt still pulsing, the sweat running down my lip.

She drags her eyes up from her own chest to my face at last. Her hand is still on her cunt, still pressing slow circles against her clit through the aftershocks, her breath still ragged, the white still smeared across her lips. And she looks at me, and I look at her, and the gaze that started all of this on the first afternoon is still the thing, still running between us, both ways at once, the two of us looking at each other in the wreckage of it with not one grain of shame anywhere in the warm dark.

“That’s what I do to you,” she breathes, low, awed, wrecked, and there’s the dry tuck at the corner of her mouth, back now, soft, the old amusement under the wonder. Her hand sweeps slow through the white pooled on her chest, gathering a thick slick of it on her fingers, and she lifts them to her mouth and tastes it, the heavy finish, not the leak this time but the whole thing, the proof itself, the flood she’s been waiting seven days to put on her tongue, her tongue dragging through the white on her fingers slow, deliberate, savouring, and her eyes never leaving mine. She swallows. “Mmh. Seven days of that. Building up behind every look I gave you.” Her tongue works the last of it off her thumb and she reaches down and scoops another thick smear from her belly and tastes that too, slow, like it’s the best thing she’s ever had in her mouth. “I knew there’d be a lot. I didn’t know there’d be that much. You covered me. You covered my chest and my throat and my face. You’re still dripping onto the cushion.” Her eyes drop to my cock, still flexing in my fist, still leaking the last white thread from the slit. “Look at you. You’re still going. There’s still more coming out of you.”

“Because you’re still looking at me,” I tell her, and my voice is scraped down to nothing, wrecked and proud and certain. “Even now. Even spent. You’re still looking. And I’m still giving you more.”

“You did that.” I hold her eyes through the wreckage, and I mean every layer of it: the week of it, the hundred strangers, the held-back flood, the crack in the cool, the load still wet on her tongue, all of it. “Not the deck. Not the club. Not all of them watching. You. Your eyes. I came to this island to be looked at by everyone and you’re the one who took me apart.” I look down at the mess on her chest, at the proof of her power still warm on her skin. “Every drop of that is yours. You looked at me for seven days and this is what came out of it.”

. . .

I lower myself down beside her on the wide lounger, both of us slick and spent and streaked with it, neither of us reaching for anything to clean it away, because cleaning it away would be a kind of shame and there isn’t any. The warm mess of the finish cools slow on our skin, the heat of it fading, the white starting to dry in thin streaks where the air touches it, the evidence of it, and we lie there in it and breathe.

The terrace comes down around us by degrees. The chorus loosening, stretching, settling, the willing dark going soft and quiet the way a room does after, the held charge of it releasing into the warm night. The blonde lies back on her lounger with her hand resting on her own stomach, spent, her eyes half-closed, her fingers still wet. The couple by the wall are wrapped close, the woman’s face tucked into the man’s throat, his hand still resting on her thigh. The two on the lounger are tangled and still, breathing slow. The man with the jaw is sitting back now, his head tipped against the rail, looking at nothing, looking emptied. Nobody hurries. Nobody acts like anything happened that shouldn’t have, because nothing did. A room full of willing adults came up the stairs to the late hour to watch and be watched and play as far as they wanted, and they did, and the only rule held the whole time, and now the night is winding down soft and warm and unashamed the way the place was built for.

Somewhere below, the guitar is still going, low, the same wordless song. The shush of the shallows. The lanterns burning still and amber in the windless dark. The whole coast laid out black and warm past the rail, the stars thick overhead.

Elena turns her head on the cushion toward me, slow, and lets her eyes go down the length of me one more time, the spent length of me, soft now and still slick, lying heavy against my thigh, the crown still dark, the slit still beading a last clear drop, the same slow inventory she took on the first afternoon when I came up the steps out of the water, except there’s nothing deniable left in it, nothing held back, nothing either of us has to pretend isn’t exactly what it is. And then she comes back up to my face, and finds me already watching her watch me, the way I have every day since the first.

“You really did come here just to be looked at,” she says, soft, not quite a question.

“I did,” I tell her. “And I got more than I came for. I came to be looked at by everyone.” I reach over and lay my hand flat on the center of her chest, in the cooling proof of what she pulled out of me, right where she’s laid her own hand on me every day since the start. “And I leave having been seen. By one.”

She doesn’t answer that with words. She just holds my eyes in the warm dark, her hand coming up to cover mine where it rests in the mess on her chest, and the two of us lie there in the lantern light, marked and spent and looking, the dare answered all the way to the bottom and not one thing left to hide.

The coast is dark and the night is warm and her eyes are still on me, and mine on her, and the looking, the whole engine of the thing, the act itself from the first afternoon to this one, is still, even now, even spent, the only language either of us needs.


The Slow Walk Back

The eighth morning. A little past nine, the sun not yet hard.

I wake before her with the early light coming flat across the bed and the sound of the deck already starting up below the window: the filter ticking over, a blender somewhere, the hollow drum of the outdoor shower running and stopping, the low murmur of people who have nowhere to be. The same sounds as the first morning. The same sun coming up over the same rail. And me a different man inside the same skin, lying still in the warm light, listening to the place wake up the way it woke up a week ago, when I was new here and braced for it without knowing I was bracing.

Elena is asleep beside me on her stomach, the sheet down at her waist, the long brown line of her back rising and falling slow, her near-black hair spilled dark across the pillow. The white is gone from her skin. We rinsed it off together in the dark, late, under the warm water of the room’s shower with the lanterns of the terrace still burning below us, both of us too wrung out to do anything but stand under the water and lean. But I can still see, when I look at her, every place it landed. The chest. The throat. The belly. The mouth. The proof of what a week of her looking pulled out of me, gone from her skin now and printed somewhere it won’t wash off.

She stirs in her sleep, a slow roll onto her side, her shoulder pressing into the mattress, her face turning toward me on the pillow, still deep under. The sheet slips to her hip and the long bare line of her is gold in the early light, the same gold as the terrace, softer now, quieter. Her hand drifts across the warm space between us without waking, lands on my stomach, palm down, light, the heat of it seeping through my skin into the muscle underneath. She doesn’t know she’s doing it. Her fingers curl once, a small unconscious grip, and go still.

My body answers before I can tell it not to. Not the full hard rise of the week; there’s no ladder left to climb and no dare to answer. Just the beginning of it, the low warmth spreading through the belly, the slow fill of blood where her hand is resting. I feel myself thicken under the sheet, not flagrant, not demanding, just the body’s honest reflex: her touch, even sleeping, even still, pulls the same answer it’s pulled since the first afternoon. The navy I slept in goes snug across the front of me, the fabric shaping around the swell of what her sleeping hand is doing without knowing it’s doing anything. A quiet heat. The embers still under there. The engine turning slow and low.

I look down at her hand on my stomach, the weight of it, the way her fingers are splayed across skin she’s touched a hundred times this week, and then at her face, still asleep, still soft, her mouth parted, her breath even, and I feel the warmth of being wanted even now, even spent, even with nothing left to prove. Her palm on me in her sleep, and my body answering it, and neither of us awake enough to do anything about it, and the not-doing-anything is its own new thing: the heat at rest, the wanting without the climbing.

After a while her fingers curl again, deliberate this time, the grip of someone surfacing, and her eyes open and find me already watching her. She registers her hand where it landed, low on my stomach, registers what the navy is doing under it, and the corner of her wide mouth tucks in, slow, sleepy, satisfied.

“Still works,” she says, her voice rough with sleep. Her hand doesn’t move. “Even now.”

“Always,” I tell her. “You could do that in your sleep. You just did.”

“I know.” Her palm presses once, light, a small deliberate pressure through the fabric, and she watches my breath catch, a sharp little hff I don’t mean to let out, and the tuck at her mouth goes deeper. Then she takes her hand away, slow, the heat of it dragging off my skin, and rolls onto her back in the early light, and neither of us pushes it further because there’s nothing left to prove and the wanting itself, the low hum of it, still there, still hers, is enough.

. . .

I don’t get up right away. That’s the first thing I notice, lying there: there’s no pull to get up, no low hum of the next rung, no clock ticking toward the next venue and the next dare. For a week every morning had a forward lean in it, a thing being climbed toward. This morning there’s nothing left to climb. The ladder’s done. We answered it all the way to the bottom last night in front of the whole late hour, and what’s left this morning isn’t anticipation. It’s something quieter and warmer that I don’t have a word for yet, the same way I didn’t have a word, the first afternoon, for what her looking did that the other forty stares didn’t. I’m getting better at sitting in the not-having-the-word.

“So why are you awake already,” she says, after a while, the dry back in it, the amusement.

“I didn’t want to miss the light,” I tell her, which is what I told her the second morning, a lie then and not a lie now, and she catches it, the callback, and lets out a low breath of a laugh.

. . .

We go down to the deck together.

I don’t dress for it past the navy. There’s no reason to. The deck is the deck, clothing optional, all day, look and be looked at, the first line of the program, the one I read in my room a week ago with my bag still packed and my pulse climbing. I keep the navy on out of habit more than modesty, the same snug cut that hides nothing, and Elena ties on the dark two-piece from the first afternoon, the one I’ve watched go translucent at the shower and gone bare beside on the sand, and we walk down the stairs into the morning sun side by side.

And the deck is the same, and it is completely changed, and both of those are true at once and neither cancels the other.

The same white loungers in two long rows. The same flat blue water with the skin of light shivering across it. The same smell, coconut oil going warm and chlorine and salt and the green note of someone’s early drink. The same bodies, oiled and bare and unbothered, lying open to the day. But they are not strangers now. That’s the thing that’s changed. A week ago I walked down onto this deck and felt forty pairs of eyes I’d never met land on me and I fed on the not-knowing of them, the clean anonymous heat of being looked at by people who were nothing to me. This morning I know their faces. The blonde with the sunburnt back is at the bar with a coffee, and she lifts it an inch toward me when she sees me, a small private salute, and goes back to her paper. The copper-haired woman and her broad-shouldered partner are on their loungers near the rail, and the woman lifts her sunglasses and gives me a slow warm look that has the whole week in it and no embarrassment anywhere. The two from the steps are tangled together asleep on a single lounger in the sun. The man with the working jaw is in the shallow end with his elbows on the edge, and he tips his chin up at me, that same slow nod from the sand, and there’s nothing in it now but easy recognition, the look of someone who watched all week and is glad he did.

The chorus. The willing eyes that climbed the curve with me: a few heads turning the first afternoon, the deck angling, the cluster lingering, the ring on the sand, the room at the late hour. All of them here this morning in the flat ordinary sun, drinking their coffee, reading their papers, nodding at me as I pass. The whole week’s audience become this: people who saw me all the way down and think no less of me for it. People I can walk past in the morning with nothing to perform.

That’s the thing I didn’t come here knowing I needed. I came to be looked at by everyone. I got that: the deck, the club, the late hour, every stare I ever wanted. But what’s landing this morning, walking past the loungers that watched the whole week with Elena’s hand loose in mine, is the calm under it: that being seen all the way down, by all of them, didn’t cost me anything. Didn’t make me smaller. Out there in the ordinary world I spent my whole life braced for the moment the looking turned into a problem somebody made me answer for. Here it never turned. They looked, and they kept looking, and the looking only ever made me more myself. The bracing I carried across a continent is just gone, and I didn’t notice it go until I went looking for it this morning and couldn’t find the seam.

. . .

We take two loungers near the middle, the ones we held that first long afternoon, one over from each other and then not, because Elena drags hers the last foot across the tiles until they’re touching, the legs scraping their short complaint against the stone, the same sound she made the third afternoon when she turned her lounger those few deliberate degrees toward me and started all of this.

“There,” she says, settling back, and reaches for the bottle of oil.

I lie back in the sun and let it find me by degrees, the way it found me the second morning, the heat coming up over the rail and laying itself across my chest and my stomach, warm and then warmer, my own skin drinking it. And I feel the deck do its small ordinary looking, a glance here, a held look there, the blonde’s eyes coming off her paper and going down me once, slow, and lifting again, and I feel it land the way it’s always landed, the prickle on the skin, the warmth on top of the warmth, and I lie there in it easy and proud and let them have whatever they want to take. Some of them came for nothing else. Same as me.

The bead of sweat starts at my collarbone.

I feel it before I track it, that single warm line breaking loose and sliding down the center of my chest, slow, finding the dip of the sternum and following it down over my stomach toward the low line of the navy, the same line that’s run down me every afternoon since the first, the line she has followed with her eyes every single day. And I turn my head and she’s watching it go, of course she is, her eyes tracking the bead the whole way down, unhurried, frank, the way she tracked it the first afternoon when I came up out of the water and found her on the next lounger and didn’t yet know her name.

“You’re still doing that,” I tell her.

“I’ll always do that,” she says, not looking up from the path of the sweat. “It’s the best thing on this deck.” Her eyes reach the waistband and stop where the line stops, and stay there a beat past polite, a beat past comfortable, the unit of measure we built this whole week out of, and then come back up to my face. “I watched that exact drop on the first afternoon. Before I knew your name. I decided right then I was going to watch you the whole holiday.”

“I know,” I say. “I felt you decide it.”

. . .

The morning goes long and gold and slow, the way the good ones do, the way the first ones did before either of us had the nerve to name the thing out loud.

We don’t talk much. We never did. That was the shape of us from the start: looking more than speaking, the gaze doing the work words would only have cluttered. She reads a little, her book open on the cushion, her eyes lifting off the page every minute or two to find me, and every time they find me they stay a beat longer than a stranger’s would, and every time, I let them. I lie in the sun and let it work and let her look, and the foot of warm air between our two touching loungers stays live the way it’s stayed live since the first day, humming, easy now, no clock on it, nothing being climbed toward, just the looking itself, which turns out to have been the whole point the entire time.

Once, around the hottest part of the late morning, she reaches over without a word and lays her hand flat on the center of my chest, palm down, right where the sweat starts, right where she’s laid it every day of the week: at the shower, on the daybed, at the bottom of the club steps, in the wreckage on the terrace. The heat of her palm through the sun-warm sheen of my skin. She doesn’t say anything. She just leaves it there, feeling my heartbeat under her hand, looking at me, and I cover her hand with mine and we lie there like that in the gold light with the deck murmuring around us and nobody minding, two people who came to a place built for being looked at and found, looking at each other, the one thing neither of them came expecting.

“Don’t fix it,” she says, after a while, out of nowhere, and I don’t understand for a second, and then I do: the dare’s old governing phrase, the words she scraped out of her throat the third afternoon when my hand drifted toward the band on its last dying instinct to set things right, the line the whole week ran on. She’s not telling me not to fix anything now. There’s nothing to fix. She’s just saying it, handing it back to me, the way you hand back a thing you built together.

“I never did,” I tell her. “Not once after you said it.”

“No.” The tuck at the corner of her mouth. “You didn’t.”

. . .

In the early afternoon I get up to go to the water.

I do it the way I did the first day, because some things are worth doing the same way twice, once at the start of a thing and once at the end of it, to feel the whole distance between. I stand, and I let myself be standing for a moment, the navy doing the small honest job it does, covering the legal minimum and lying about nothing. I shift my weight and feel the fabric resettle and feel the deck’s attention gather at the edges of me the way it gathered the first afternoon, the heads turning, a conversation dropping a beat, the small helpless orientation of a room toward the thing it came to look at.

And then I walk.

The same forty paces from the loungers to the steps at the water. The tiles hot under my feet, the heat coming up through the soles. The deck breathing with me, coconut and salt and warm skin. And the looks land, and they stay, and the staying is the part I came for, the part I’ll always come for: the second look, the one that lingers past polite, the one that admits itself. I feel every one of them settle on me and slide and hold, and I keep my shoulders open and my chin level and my pace exactly what it is, and I am, walking the length of this deck one more time in the flat afternoon sun, more completely myself with every stranger’s eyes on me than I have ever once been alone in a room.

I came here to be looked at by everyone, I think, going down the warm steps into the clean cold rush of the water. I leave having been seen by one.

I push out into the blue and turn and float on my back with my face to the sun, the way I did the first afternoon, and I let the whole deck look at all of me it wants. And I find her, on the lounger, propped up on her elbows, watching me float, her eyes among all the others and not like any of the others, the one set of eyes that turned looking into being seen, that found the edge of my cool on the first afternoon and walked me off it by the last. I spent my whole life starving for the admiration of everyone, and she showed me that what I was actually hungry for was to be looked at completely by one person who wouldn’t flinch.

She lifts a hand off the lounger. Not a wave. Just a hand raised an inch into the gold air, a small thing, an acknowledgment, I see you out there. And I raise mine back off the surface of the water, the same inch, I know. I see you seeing me. The whole engine of the thing, from the first afternoon to this one, the gaze running both ways and complete with nothing else added, no word, no touch, just the looking, which is the act, which was always the act.

I come up the steps with the water sheeting off me, down my chest and off the line of my stomach and soaking dark into the navy where it sits low, and the deck watches it run and I let them, and I take the slow way back to the lounger she’s dragged against mine, and I settle down beside her in the sun.

She lets her eyes go down the length of me one more time, the water on my chest, the line of my stomach, the navy clinging wet and low, and back up to my face, and finds me already watching her watch me.

“Same time next year,” she says. Not quite a question. Low and dry and certain, the way she’s said everything that mattered this week.

I don’t answer it the way the ladder would have, with a venue and a clock and the word that drove the whole week forward. That’s done; we climbed it; there’s no rung above this one. I just hold her look, a beat past comfortable and then past two, the way we learned to, and let the held look say the thing back to her that words would only have made smaller.

The sun presses down warm and flat. The water flattens. The deck murmurs on around us, skin and salt and nobody minding, the whole place breathing in its easy matter-of-fact way. And I lie there one over from her and then not, close enough to feel it when she shifts her weight, looked at and looking, seen and seeing, at home completely in the one thing I crossed a continent to find and didn’t have the word for until now: that being looked at, here, by her, in the open, with nothing covered and nothing braced for and nothing to answer for, is the most honest thing I know how to do.

I didn’t come here to swim.

I came to be seen.

And I was.


From the Author

Thank you for reading. Every WATCHED book is a standalone summer on a different stretch of warm coast, one voice, present tense, telling you exactly what it feels like to be looked at and to want it. If this one left you breathless, there’s more where it came from, with more on the way: a new country, a new shore, the same heat and the same fearless gaze. You’ll find everything I’ve written — and you can follow to hear the moment the next one goes live — on my author page.

→ Jade Hotwife on Amazon
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