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Chapter 1: The Sunset Promise



The sun hung low over the Mediterranean, a swollen orange orb kissing the horizon, its reflection spilling across the sea like molten fire. Sophie and I lay sprawled across the bed in our honeymoon suite, bare skin warm against the crisp sheets, each cradling a glass of Prosecco. The full-length window framed the view perfectly—no prying eyes from the outside, just us and the endless expanse of twilight. We’d married a few days ago, a ceremony brimming with joy, and now we were savoring the first stretch of a week-long escape at this coastal resort.

Our first marriages had been trainwrecks—hers a slow unraveling, mine a bitter clash of wills. Now, in our early forties, we’d found each other, a second chance stitched together over three years of living together without so much as a raised voice. Laughter came easy, as did the quiet moments, and with our kids grown and gone, we had the freedom to chase whatever pleasures we craved. This trip was our celebration, a shedding of old scars for something vibrant and new.

The bed creaked faintly as I shifted, brushing my leg against hers, the contact sending a small spark up my spine. Sophie’s eyes flicked to mine, then back to the sunset, her lips curving into a soft smile. “Look at that,” she murmured, her voice husky from the wine. “It’s like the sea’s burning just for us.”

“Fitting,” I said, tipping my glass toward her. “Everything feels like it’s on fire lately.”

She laughed, a low, throaty sound, and clinked her glass against mine. Our phones had been buzzing all day—texts from friends and family, well-wishes piling up like confetti. As if on cue, hers chirped again, a sharp ping cutting through the stillness. She reached for it on the nightstand, her body stretching languidly, and I couldn’t help but trace the line of her silhouette with my eyes.

“It’s Daniel,” she said, glancing at the screen. Her ex-boyfriend from before we met. We’d laid our pasts bare early on—no secrets, no shadows—and I knew Daniel had been the one to nudge her into uncharted waters sexually. Swinging, threesomes, a parade of partners—she’d sampled it all with him, though she’d confessed the thrill peaked when another man joined them. I’d met him a few times at gatherings, a charming guy with a firm handshake and a house twenty minutes from ours. Since Sophie, he’d drifted through a couple of flings, nothing sticking.

“He’s wishing us well,” she said, her thumb scrolling the message. “Says he’s got a wedding gift for us and wants to drop by when we’re back.”

“Nice of him,” I replied, keeping my tone light. “When’s he thinking?”

She tapped out a response, her fingers quick and sure. “I suggested next Wednesday. I’ll cook. Gives us a few days to settle in after we land.”

“Works for me,” I said, sipping my Prosecco. “What’d he say?”

She grinned as her phone pinged again. “He’s in. Says it fits his schedule.”

We fell back into silence, the sunset bleeding deeper into the sea, hues of crimson and gold swirling together. Sophie set her phone down and rolled onto her side, propping her head on one hand. Her bare skin glowed in the fading light, and I felt a familiar stir low in my gut. She caught my gaze, her eyes glinting with something playful, something daring.

“You’re staring, Mark,” she teased, swirling the last of her wine in her glass.

“Can’t help it,” I shot back, letting my hand drift to her thigh, fingers brushing lightly over her skin. “You’re too damn beautiful.”

She smirked, shifting closer until her breath ghosted over my cheek. “Flattery’s not getting you anywhere you haven’t already been.”

“Not trying to get anywhere new,” I said, my voice dropping. “Just enjoying the view.”

Her laugh was softer this time, and she leaned in, her lips brushing mine—a fleeting, electric touch that promised more. The air between us thickened, charged with the unspoken, and I wondered, not for the first time, how far this week might take us.


































Chapter 2: Shadows of the Past



The next morning dawned soft and golden, sunlight filtering through the gauzy curtains of our honeymoon suite. I woke to the sound of waves lapping against the shore, a rhythmic murmur that mingled with Sophie’s steady breathing beside me. She lay on her stomach, one arm flung across my chest, her dark hair fanning over the pillow like spilled ink. I traced the curve of her spine with my eyes, resisting the urge to run my fingers along it, not wanting to stir her just yet. The Prosecco from last night lingered faintly on my tongue, a crisp memory of our sunset-soaked evening.

We’d slept late, the luxury of no obligations pulling us deeper into the sheets. When Sophie finally stirred, her eyes fluttered open, catching mine with a sleepy smile. “Morning,” she mumbled, her voice thick with drowsy warmth.

“Morning,” I replied, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Sleep well?”

“Like a rock,” she said, stretching languidly, her body arching in a way that made my pulse quicken. “You?”

“Same.” I propped myself on one elbow, watching as she rolled onto her back, the sheet slipping just enough to reveal the soft swell of her breasts. “What’s the plan today?”

She grinned, a spark of mischief lighting her eyes. “Village streets, good food, too much wine. Then the pool. Cocktails. You in?”

“Always,” I said, leaning down to kiss her—a slow, lingering press of lips that deepened as her hand slid to the back of my neck, pulling me closer. Her mouth was warm, tasting faintly of sleep and promise, and when we parted, her cheeks were flushed.

We dressed lazily—me in linen shorts and a loose shirt, her in a flowing sundress that hugged her hips just right. The village was a short walk from the resort, its cobbled streets winding between whitewashed buildings draped in bougainvillea. The air smelled of salt and baked bread, and we wandered hand in hand, stopping at a café for espresso and pastries still warm from the oven. Sophie’s laughter rang out as I fumbled with a flaky croissant, crumbs dusting my shirt, and I couldn’t help but marvel at how easy this felt—how right.

Lunch was a sprawl of local dishes: grilled octopus drizzled with olive oil, tomatoes bursting with sweetness, a carafe of chilled white wine that went down too smoothly. We lingered at the table, the sun climbing higher, our conversation drifting from the wedding to the messages still trickling in. Daniel’s text from last night hovered at the edge of my thoughts, an ember I couldn’t quite extinguish.

“He’s always been thoughtful,” Sophie said, swirling her wineglass as we sat beneath a striped awning. “That gift thing—it’s classic Daniel.”

“Yeah?” I leaned back in my chair, keeping my tone casual. “You two still talk much?”

“Not really,” she said, her gaze drifting to the street where a vendor hawked woven baskets. “Just the occasional catch-up. He’s… you know, part of the past. But a good part, mostly.”

I nodded, sipping my wine. She’d told me about Daniel early on—how he’d coaxed her out of her shell, introduced her to desires she hadn’t known she harbored. Swinging with couples, experimenting with women, the thrill of another man’s hands on her skin. I’d listened without judgment, intrigued more than I’d expected, and over time, those stories had woven into our own intimacy, a shared thread of curiosity.

Back at the resort, we claimed a pair of lounge chairs by the pool, the water shimmering under the afternoon sun. Sophie stripped down to a bikini that left little to the imagination, and I caught myself staring as she rubbed sunscreen over her legs, her fingers lingering at the edges of the fabric. She tossed me the bottle with a smirk. “Your turn.”

I obliged, my hands gliding over her shoulders, down her back, the slick warmth of her skin stirring something low in my gut. She sighed under my touch, tilting her head back, and for a moment, I imagined someone else’s hands there—Daniel’s, maybe—testing the boundaries of what we’d built. The thought flickered and faded, buried beneath the clink of cocktail glasses as a waiter delivered our drinks.

By evening, we were pleasantly buzzed, the world soft around the edges. We traded the pool for a nearby restaurant, a cozy spot with candlelit tables and a view of the darkening sea. Sophie glowed in her knee-length dress, the fabric swaying as she walked, and when we paused on the way back to the hotel, I couldn’t resist pulling her close. Our kiss was deep, hungry, her body pressing into mine as the night air wrapped around us.

“Lift your dress,” I murmured against her lips, half-teasing, half-daring.

She arched a brow, then complied, the hem rising just enough to reveal she’d skipped underwear entirely. My breath caught, and I kissed her again, harder this time, my hand sliding up her inner thigh. Her skin was silk under my fingers, and when they brushed higher, I found her already slick with arousal. She gasped softly, parting her legs, and I slipped two fingers inside, marveling at how she responded—warm, wet, eager.

“Mark,” she breathed, her voice a mix of plea and delight, and I worked her slowly, drawing out the moment as her hips rocked against my hand. We stumbled back to the hotel like that, pausing to kiss, to touch, her moans a quiet symphony in the night.

At the bar, we perched on stools, her dress riding up as she crossed and uncrossed her legs, offering me fleeting glimpses of bare skin. I was hard just watching her, the alcohol loosening my thoughts, and when we finally tumbled into bed, she reached for me, her hand wrapping around my cock with practiced ease. It swelled under her touch, and I groaned, the sound raw in the quiet room.

“Tell me something,” I said, my voice rough. “One of your stories with Daniel.”

Her eyes lit up, a wicked edge to her smile. “You sure?”

“Very.”

She shifted closer, her breath hot against my ear as she began. “It was the first time he got me to meet another guy. He’d been dropping hints for weeks—little comments about how hot it’d be to see me with someone else. I laughed it off, said I’d try anything once, and next thing I know, he’s on some site, posting an ad, sifting through replies.”

I swallowed, my cock twitching in her grip. “Go on.”

“He picked two guys, showed me their profiles—pictures, stats, the works. I got to choose. We met this one, Dave, at a hotel bar. Drinks first, just talking, but you could feel it building. Daniel watched me the whole time, that look in his eyes—like he was daring me to enjoy it.”

“What happened?” I asked, my hand sliding to her hip, anchoring myself as her words painted the scene.

“We went upstairs,” she said, her voice dropping lower. “Dave was… attentive. Daniel sat back at first, letting it happen, and I could tell he was loving every second. Then he joined in.”

Her hand tightened around me, stroking now, and I thrust into her grip, heat pooling fast. “Keep going,” I managed.

She did, detailing every touch, every sound, until I was teetering on the edge, her voice and her hand pushing me over. “Fuck, Sophie,” I gasped, spilling across my chest, the release sharp and sudden.

She grinned, wide and triumphant. “Guess that hit the spot.”

“Understatement,” I panted, catching my breath. “You’re dangerous.”

“Only when I want to be,” she said, then leaned closer, her lips brushing my ear. “So… what if you saw me with Daniel? Like that?”

The question hung there, heavy and electric, and my body answered before my mind could catch up—another pulse of heat, undeniable. She laughed softly, reading me like an open book.

“Something to think about,” she murmured, settling against me as the room spun faintly around us.
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