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It had been a long, cold winter, and the only thing I wanted was the trip. Warmer weather, Daniel beside me, and a few days where nothing needed an answer. The bags were already by the door. All I had left was a workout, and then I could stop thinking about home.

We'd been decent about it for two months, keeping each other honest, trying to look like ourselves again before we had to stand around in almost nothing. It mattered more now than it used to. The mid-thirties had a way of sending the bill.

Daniel was still working in the living room. I didn't want to walk through if he was about to get pulled onto a call, so I took the spare bedroom, the one that also passed for my office. I shut the laptop earlier than I meant to and got straight into it. The room was small and warm within minutes. I added a few extra moves at the end. Once we left I knew I'd go soft on myself, and this would be the last real one until we were back.

When I finished I stood in front of the mirror and didn't look away. Five-six, still curved, tighter through the waist than I'd been in the spring. I could see the two months. I liked seeing them.

The door opened. Daniel leaned in.

"Someone ready to get out of here?"

"You have no idea." I was smiling before I finished it. "Tomorrow morning can't come fast enough."

He crossed the room and kissed my forehead. "Quick run. Half an hour."

I watched him go. The shorts sat well on him, and I let myself look. Just over six foot, dark hair, the kind of muscle that had stuck around since college because he still treated it like a job. I wanted him the way I always had. Some days that still surprised me.

I stood there a moment after the front door shut, then made myself move. Shower. Leftovers. Nothing that required a decision. I had the plates on the table when he came back in, sweat darkening the collar of his shirt, his face flushed from the cold.

"Claire. Give me a minute. I'm starving."

He was already heading for the bathroom.

He came back with his face washed and sat down like a man who had already decided the night was over. We ate the leftovers and talked through the morning. Alarm, car, which bag had the passports. Leaving early meant a full afternoon at the hotel with nothing to do but be there, and I could feel myself leaning toward it already, the ordinary kitchen going soft at the edges.

When the plates were done we cleared them without discussing it. Daniel ran the water. I wiped the table. It was the sort of quiet we only managed when a trip was close enough to touch. He dried his hands, kissed the side of my head, and went to shower.

I gave him a few minutes, then brushed my teeth with the bathroom door open and the water still running. Steam on the mirror. His shorts on the floor where he'd stepped out of them. I undressed in the bedroom, folded the day away, and got into bed with my phone, not really reading any of it.

He came in naked and still damp at the hairline, moving around the room for the last few things that needed to go in the carry-on. Years of him and the look of it still caught me. Broad chest, dark hair laid flat by the shower, stomach flat without being carved. I followed him down without meaning to. Soft, he was still heavy. It swung as he crossed to the dresser, low balls moving with it, the shaft tapping his thigh once, then again. I watched that longer than I watched what he was packing.

"This might be the most ready we've ever been," he said, and got in beside me.

"We're in bed and the bags are shut. I don't trust it."

"Then we've got time we didn't plan for."

His hand found my thigh under the sheet, warm from the shower, unhurried. I was already gone. I covered his hand with mine and he kissed me, slow at first, then with his weight coming over. He moved down. I felt his shoulders between my knees, his mouth on the inside of one thigh, then the other, before he settled where I wanted him. He knew me. Tongue flat, then precise, two fingers easing in once I opened for them, the rhythm of it so sure I stopped trying to be quiet about it. I came with my hand in his hair and my heel dug into the mattress.

He came up to kiss me. I tasted myself on him and looked down between us.

He had been soft in the doorway. He wasn't now. Eight inches, thick enough that the sight of it still did something foolish to my breathing, the head flushed and heavy where it stood off his stomach. I wrapped my hand around him. My fingers didn't meet. He was hot, the skin tight, a bead of precum slicking my palm when I drew up over the head and back down. He pushed into the stroke, a small sound in his throat.

I let go and lay back. Daniel took himself in hand, rubbed the head through me, slow circles, then brought it down against me in a few heavy taps. The weight of it. The heat. I felt myself clench around nothing.

"You have to fuck me."

Daniel pushed into me the way he always did at the start, slow, letting me take him. I was wet enough that the stretch still made me grab at his arms. He stayed there a moment, buried just past the head, then drew back and gave me more. Each stroke went deeper. I stopped thinking about the morning, the bags, any of it. There was the weight of him, the thick drag on the way out, the way my body kept pulling him back in.

When he finally sank the rest of the way I felt him flush against me, all of him, deep enough that I had to breathe through it. A few more of those and I came hard, clenching around him, the sound caught in my throat. He didn't stop. He fucked me through it and into whatever came after, one long unraveling that left my legs shaking against his hips. I knew the change in him when it arrived. His rhythm went short. He groaned, low and rough, and came deep inside me, pulsing while he held himself there.

"Fuck. I love you."

He rolled onto his back. I stayed where I was, full of him, one hand on his chest until his breathing evened out. We didn't talk. The room was dark and the trip was tomorrow, and that was enough. I slept against his shoulder.

The alarm was ugly. For a second I didn't know where I was, only that I was sticky and warm and late for nothing yet. We showered together because it was faster, though his hands on my waist under the water nearly made a liar of that. Clothes, bags, the door. The car was cold. The airport was the airport. Two hours in the air and then the heat met us on the jet bridge, wet and immediate, and I felt the winter leave my skin.

The rental smelled like someone else's sunscreen. We took the coast road with the windows down and checked in while the lobby was still quiet. They had a room. Twentieth floor, bigger than I expected for our short break, and a balcony that opened straight onto the water. I stood at the rail while Daniel tipped the bags onto the rack. Afternoon already, and we were hungry in the particular way of people who have been awake since dark.

"We don't have to do anything today," I said.

"Good. I don't want to."

The hotel restaurant had tables on the patio, a tiki bar, and the ocean doing most of the decorating. We ordered drinks before we looked at the menu. The couple beside us were about our age, sun-tired, closing out their week as we opened ours. I asked what was worth doing. They gave us a beach, two restaurants, a place for jet skis if the weather held. I put it all in my phone while Daniel listened and made the right noises. We wished them a safe flight. They wished us a slow one.

The pool deck was all skin. We took the last two chairs in the sun at the far end, and I opened the book I had brought as if I meant to read it. Three drinks in, I didn't. Men, women, couples, all of them in nothing but what the water required. I watched over the top of the page and pretended I wasn't.

Daniel stood and pulled his shirt off. "I'm going in."

"Go. I'm fine here."

I put on more sunscreen I didn't need and watched him walk into the shallow end, close enough that I could have touched him. He swam out. A man passed him coming the other way, smooth through the chest, light blue trunks gone dark and clinging. I kept the sunglasses on. The wet fabric had turned thin enough that I could see all of him: a decent length, the head pronounced, the shape of it held against his thigh. He hooked a thumb in the waistband and peeled the suit off his skin as he climbed out. It didn't help the view from behind. The trunks still held his ass, and I watched that too, until he reached a chair on the other side of the deck and the spell broke.

I kept at it, and the book stayed open on a page I wasn't reading. A woman came up the steps with water running off her, the suit no more than string and triangle. A couple after her, his hand at the small of her back, both of them brown and unhurried. Then a man, older, thick through the middle, trunks that told me nothing. I turned a page. The sunglasses stayed on. So did the looking.

The one in the light blue was still in me. Not the best body on the deck. Just the way
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