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The cabin lights dimmed somewhere over the Indian Ocean. Tom's head tilted against the window, his breathing deep and steady. Seventeen hours in the air, five more to go. My husband could sleep through anything. I couldn't.

The flight attendant passed with her cart, wheels whispering over carpet. I declined more water. My bladder already complained from the last two glasses.

Outside, darkness pressed against the oval window. Inside, passengers cocooned in blankets, screens glowing blue. A baby cried three rows back, then quieted.

I pulled my knees up, wrapped my arms around my shins. My wedding ring caught the overhead reading light.

Twenty-three years. More than half my life.

We were flying to Bali. Tom had been offered a year-long guest lecturer position at Udayana University, teaching sustainable tourism management. The department had been courting him for months. Good salary, amazing location, professional prestige. An adventure before we got too old to take one.

Erik had been thrilled when we told him.

"You guys deserve this," he'd said over video call from his university apartment.

Twenty-three years old now, second year of studies, his own life unfolding. He didn't need us anymore. Not really.

That thought sat heavy in my chest.

For twenty-three years, I'd been Mom first. Designer second, wife third, myself last. The order had seemed natural, necessary. Erik had needed me. Tom's career had needed supporting. My freelance graphic design work had fit around school pickups and faculty dinners and summer camps.

Now Erik lived three hundred kilometers away and called once a week if I was lucky.

Tom shifted beside me, his hand sliding off the armrest. I watched his chest rise and fall. Reliable. Steady. The man who'd married me when I was nineteen and pregnant with another man's baby.

I'd been wild before that. Sixteen to nineteen, my body had been my own and I'd shared it freely.

A guy from my English class who wrote terrible poetry but fucked with surprising intensity. His best friend two weeks later, stockier, rougher. The bartender at O'Malley's who had tattooed forearms and never asked my age. A stranger at someone's house party whose name I never learned, whose face had blurred within days.

Sex had felt like freedom. Like proof I existed. Like something that belonged to me and no one else.

Then I'd gotten pregnant at nineteen.

I couldn't even remember his face clearly now. Some student passing through, good looking enough, confident enough. We'd fucked once after too many drinks at a beach party. He'd left town the next week. By the time I realized I was pregnant, I didn't have a number, an address, nothing.

Tom and I had only been dating three months. He was twenty-one, studying tourism management, planning his sensible future. I was a design student with a wild streak and suddenly, terrifyingly, a pregnancy I hadn't planned for.

I'd expected him to leave. Any rational person would have.

He married me instead. Adopted Erik legally, gave him his name, became a father overnight.

We built a life. A good life. Stable. Safe. Everything my teenage chaos hadn't been.

And I'd stopped sleeping around. Stopped thinking about it, mostly. Buried that version of myself so deep I almost forgot she'd existed.

Twenty-five years of faithful marriage. Twenty-five years of monogamy. My wild teenage self buried like something shameful.

The flight attendant passed again, collecting trash. I handed her my empty cup. My throat felt dry despite all the water.

Who was I without the mom role?

Freelance designer, sure. I had clients, deadlines, a portfolio.

Wife, obviously. Tom's partner, his support system, the person who'd stood beside him through every career move and conference and late night grading session.

But what else?
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I pressed my forehead against the seat in front of me.

The woman who used to fuck freely, who used to feel desired, who used to know her body was hers. Where had she gone?

Somewhere over the Pacific Ocean, buried under twenty-five years of responsibility.

Tom's hand moved, fingers twitching in sleep. I looked at his face, relaxed and younger in the dim cabin light. Forty-four years old. A few grey hairs at his temples. Slight softness around his middle. Still handsome. Still the man who'd stepped up when he didn't have to.

I loved him. That had never been the question.

But I missed myself. The version of me that existed before pregnancy, before motherhood, before I became someone's wife and someone's mother and nobody's anything else.

Bali was supposed to be an adventure. A year in paradise. Tom teaching, me working remotely, both of us exploring a new place before age made adventure too difficult.

I wondered if I'd find her there. The girl I used to be. The woman I might have become if life hadn't crashed down and rebuilt me into someone safe.

The baby started crying again. The mother's soft shushing carried across the seats.

I closed my eyes, let the white noise of the engines fill my head.

Five more hours. Then we'd land. Then we'd see what happened.

My thighs pressed together. Even thinking about it made something tighten low in my belly. Not desire, exactly. More like hunger. Like anticipation for something I couldn't name yet.

Outside the window, the dawn sky turned pink across the horizon.
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Two years ago, Tom had whispered something during sex that changed everything.

We'd been fucking in our bedroom, the familiar rhythm we'd perfected over twenty-three years of marriage. Good sex. Comfortable sex. The kind where you know exactly what the other person needs.

His hands on my hips, me on my back, legs wrapped around him.

Then his mouth found my ear.

"Tell me about the men you fucked before me."

I'd frozen.

We didn't talk about my past. Not in detail. He knew the broad strokes. Wild teenager, multiple partners, pregnant at nineteen. It was understood, forgiven, buried under two decades of faithful marriage.

"Rachel." His voice insistent, fingers digging into my flesh. "Tell me."

"Why?"

My breath caught. His cock was still inside me, still hard.

"Because I want to know. I want to hear you say it."

So I had. Haltingly at first. The bartender with tattooed forearms. The stranger at the house party whose face I couldn't remember. How many there had been. How often. How it felt to be wanted like that, freely, without apology.

Tom had fucked me harder with every word. His breathing changed, his grip tightened, his rhythm intensified.

When I described how the bartender had bent me over a table in the back room, Tom came so hard he shouted.

Afterward, lying in the dark, he'd pulled me close.

"That was incredible."

"What just happened?" I'd asked.

"I don't know. But I want to do it again."

And we had.

Fantasy talk became our thing. Tom would ask questions during sex, elaborate ones, inventing scenarios.

"What would you do if another man touched you here? Would you let him fuck you? Would you want it?"

And I'd play along because it made us both come harder than we had in years.

The scenarios grew more detailed. Tom wanted specifics. He'd ask me to describe fictional encounters while he touched me.

"Tell me how his cock feels different from mine. Tell me what you'd say to him. Tell me if you'd let him come inside you."

My answers became stories, elaborate fantasies spun out while Tom's fingers worked between my legs or his cock filled me.

I'd thought it was just talk. Bedroom games. Married people spicing things up.

Then six months ago, lying in bed after one of those sessions, Tom had said, "What if we made it real?"

My heart had stopped.

"What?"

"Udayana University. The tourism faculty in Bali. They've offered me a year-long guest lecturer position."

His hand traced circles on my bare shoulder, casual, like he was discussing vacation plans.

"We'd be anonymous there. No one knows us. No one from home. Safe."

I'd stared at the ceiling, processing.

"You want me to fuck other men."

"I want you to have what you lost at nineteen."

He'd turned my face toward his, eyes serious.

"You buried that part of yourself. The sexual freedom, the variety, the feeling of being desired. You gave it up to be a mother, to be my wife. You've been faithful for twenty-five years."

"You're saying I should cheat on you."

"Not cheating. Permission. A gift."

His thumb brushed my cheek.

"I want to see you come alive again. Like you were before you had to bury that woman."

"This is insane."

"Maybe."

He'd smiled.

"Or maybe it's exactly what we both need."

I hadn't said yes that night. Or the next week. But the idea had taken root, growing in my mind like something forbidden and irresistible.

Tom didn't push. He just kept introducing the fantasy during sex, kept making me come while I described fictional encounters, kept reminding me how much he loved hearing about my desires.

Erik had announced his university enrollment around the same time. My baby, twenty-three years old, moving three hundred kilometers away. The empty nest I'd known was coming but hadn't prepared for.

Suddenly my days stretched ahead without the structure motherhood had provided.

Who was I without that role?

Freelance designer, sure. Tom's wife, obviously. But what else?

Two weeks after Tom's proposal, I'd found him in his study.

"Tell me more about Bali."

His face had lit up.

"The position is for a year. Sustainable tourism management, teaching and research. The pay is good. They'd provide housing. You could work remotely, your clients wouldn't even notice the time difference if you schedule it right."

"And you really want me to..."

I couldn't finish the sentence.

"Fuck other men. Yes."

He'd stood, crossed to me, taken my hands.

"With my full permission. My encouragement. I want to know about it. I want you to tell me everything. But I want you to experience it."

"Why?"

The question had been burning in me for weeks.

Tom had considered, choosing words carefully.

"Because you gave up so much for me. For Erik. You became someone safe, someone responsible. I love that woman. But I also loved the wild girl you told me about. The one who fucked freely, who felt desired, who owned her sexuality."

His grip tightened.

"I want her back. Not instead of who you are now. In addition to. I want you to have both."

"And you'd be okay with it? Knowing I'm with other men?"

"I think so. Honest. I don't know for sure. But the fantasy makes me so fucking hard. And I trust us. Our marriage is solid. This wouldn't change that. It would just be... physical. An adventure."

"An adventure."

I'd laughed, slightly hysterical.

"That's one word for it."

But I'd said yes. Terrified and exhilarated in equal measure. Yes to Bali. Yes to the year away. Yes to whatever this experiment would become.

Now, thirty-five thousand feet above the ocean, Tom asleep beside me, the reality was sinking in.

In a few hours we'd land in paradise. Tom would start his position at the university. I'd set up my remote workspace. We'd settle into our villa.

And then.

Then I'd find out if I could actually do this. If the fantasy could translate to reality. If I could be that woman again, the one who fucked freely, who felt desired, who wasn't just Mom or Wife but something wild and hungry.

My pulse quickened. My thighs pressed together. Even thinking about it made heat pool low in my belly.

Tom shifted, his hand finding mine in sleep. I laced our fingers together, squeezed.

Whatever happened in Bali, we'd face it together. That was the deal. His fantasy, my adventure, our marriage.

The cabin lights stayed dim. The engines hummed. Outside, darkness gave way slowly to the approaching dawn.

I needed to pee. Again.

The aisle lights cast blue shadows across sleeping passengers. I climbed over Tom carefully, his breathing unchanged. Three rows back, a baby whimpered.

The plane engines hummed their endless drone.

The lavatory light showed green. I pushed through, locked the door, sat on the cold toilet seat. My reflection in the mirror looked exhausted. Dark circles under brown eyes. Hair flat from hours pressed against the headrest.

I washed my hands. The water was lukewarm.

Outside, voices murmured near the galley.

When I opened the door, I saw them.

A woman on her knees in the galley area. A man standing with his back against the wall, head tilted back. Her mouth wrapped around his cock.

I froze. Three feet away. The lavatory door still in my hand.

She was giving him a blowjob. Right here. Passengers sleeping twenty feet away. Flight attendants probably in the forward cabin.

Her head bobbed in steady rhythm. His hand gripped her hair.

My pussy clenched.

They hadn't seen me. Too focused. Her hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, stroking what her mouth couldn't reach. His other hand pressed flat against the galley wall, fingers splayed.

I should have walked away. Back to my seat. Pretended I hadn't seen.

Instead I watched.

Heat spread low in my belly. My nipples hardened against my thin travel shirt.

The cramped galley space smelled like coffee and sex. The wet sounds of her mouth on him carried in the quiet cabin.

The man's eyes opened.

Met mine.

He didn't stop her. Didn't push her away. Just held my gaze while her head kept moving, while her hand kept stroking.

A small smile curved his mouth.

I couldn't breathe.

Then he came. I saw it in his face. The tension, the release, the sharp inhale. His hand tightened in her hair, holding her there.

She swallowed, kept her mouth on him until he finished.

I turned. Walked back to my seat on shaking legs.

Tom hadn't moved. Still asleep against the window, his face peaceful in the dim cabin light.

I slid into my seat, pulled the blanket over my lap. My heart hammered. My pussy throbbed.

I pressed my thighs together, felt how wet I was.

Strangers fucking in public. The thrill of being caught. His eyes meeting mine while he came.

I wanted that.

Not just the watching. The doing. Being that woman who couldn't wait, who needed it so badly she'd risk everything.

Tom's hand found mine under the blanket. I jumped.

His eyes were open, watching me in the darkness.

"You okay?"

His voice rough with sleep.

"I saw something."

My whisper barely audible over the engines.

"What?"

"A couple. In the galley. She was sucking his cock."

Tom's hand tightened on mine.

"Did they see you?"

"He did. When he came."

Silence. Then his other hand slid under my blanket. Found my thigh. Moved higher.

"You're turned on."

Not a question. His fingers brushed the seam of my leggings, pressed against the heat there.

"Yes."

"Tell me what you saw."

His hand rubbing now, firm circles through the fabric.

"Her mouth on him. His hand in her hair. He looked right at me when he came."

My hips lifted, seeking more pressure.

Tom's fingers found the waistband of my leggings. Slipped underneath. No panties. Just his hand against my bare pussy, already soaked.

"Fuck, Rachel."

His finger slid through my wetness, circled my clit.

***
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Around us, passengers slept. A flight attendant walked past, didn't glance our way. The blanket hid everything. Tom's hand between my thighs. My legs spreading wider to give him access.

"In Bali," he whispered, his finger pushing inside me. "That could be you."

I bit my lip to stay quiet. His thumb on my clit, finger curling inside, hitting that spot.

"Different man."

Another finger. Stretching me.

"My permission."

"Tom."

Barely a breath.

"You could fuck someone in public. Let strangers see how you come."

His words pushed me over. I came silently, biting down on my fist to muffle any sound. My pussy clenched around his fingers. Waves of pleasure rolled through me while three hundred people slept around us.

When I could breathe again, Tom withdrew his hand. Brought his fingers to his mouth. Sucked them clean.

"Three more hours," he said, settling back against the window. "Then paradise."

I adjusted my leggings. Pulled the blanket higher. My body hummed with satisfied tension.

Outside the window, the sky was turning grey. Dawn approaching.

Somewhere below, Bali waited. A year of freedom. A year of becoming.

I closed my eyes. Sleep wouldn't come. My mind spun with possibilities.

The couple in the galley. Tom's fingers inside me. The promise of more. Different men. Permission. Paradise.

The plane engines droned on.
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First Night in Paradise
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The heat hit like a wall.​

Ngurah Rai Airport doors opened and tropical air wrapped around me, thick and wet. After twenty two hours of recycled airplane cold, the humidity felt like drowning. My shirt stuck to my skin before we'd reached the taxi stand.​

"You okay?" Tom's hand found the small of my back.​

"Just adjusting." I pulled my hair up, already damp at my neck. Around us, tourists in fresh arrival confusion. Balinese drivers holding name signs. The smell of clove cigarettes and frangipani mixing with exhaust.​

Our driver held a placard: "TOM ANDERSON - UDAYANA UNIVERSITY." Middle-aged Balinese man in batik shirt, wide smile. "Selamat datang﻿. Welcome to Bali."​

The thirty-minute drive to Sanur passed in a blur. My eyes fought to stay open despite the stimulation. Rice paddies giving way to dense development. Motorbikes weaving between cars, entire families balanced on single seats. Temples every few blocks, offerings of flowers and incense.​

"First time Bali?" Our driver's English careful, practiced.​

"First time," Tom confirmed. "Teaching position. Tourism faculty."​

"Ah, very good. Sanur very nice. Quiet. Not like Kuta." The driver's eyes met mine in the rearview mirror. "Your wife will like. Very safe for ladies."​

I felt Tom's hand squeeze my knee.​

Sanur appeared gradually. The chaos softening into tree-lined streets. Small warungs with plastic chairs spilling onto sidewalks. Beach glimpses between buildings. Calmer than I'd expected. Less touristy.​

We turned down Jalan Danau Buyan. Narrower street, walled compounds on both sides. The driver stopped before a green wooden gate. "Here. Your villa."​

Tom handled payment while I stood on the street, swaying slightly. Exhaustion or displacement or both. The gate opened into a small courtyard. Garden bursting with tropical plants I couldn't name. A pool, rectangular and blue, taking up most of the space. The villa itself modest. Modern but simple. Two stories, clean lines, large windows.​

"Pool key, house key, gate key." The villa manager, a younger Balinese woman named Komang, handed Tom a ring. "I show you everything."​

The tour lasted ten minutes. Open-plan living area downstairs, kitchen adequate for basic cooking, outdoor shower tucked behind bamboo screen. Upstairs, two bedrooms. The master faced the pool, sliding doors opening to a small balcony.​

"Garden man comes Tuesdays," Komang explained. "Pool, plants, everything. Also Monday and Friday for house cleaning. Wayan. Very good worker." She demonstrated the air conditioning remote. "You need anything, you call me. Number on refrigerator."​

Then she was gone and we were alone.​

I stood on the upstairs balcony looking down at the pool. The neighboring villa loomed close, two stories like ours, windows facing our garden. No one visible but I felt exposed. Open sightlines everywhere. The walls enclosing our compound weren't high. A person standing on a chair in the next property could see everything.​

"What are you thinking?" Tom joined me, his arms sliding around my waist from behind.​

"That there's no privacy here." I leaned back against his chest. "Anyone could watch."​

His lips found my ear. "Is that a problem?"​

My pulse quickened. "I don't know yet."​

We unpacked slowly. Clothes into closets, toiletries in the bathroom. My laptop set up on the dining table for freelance work. Tom's research materials stacked on the spare bedroom desk. Creating the infrastructure of a year-long life.​

By the time we finished, evening had fallen. The garden lights came on automatically, casting the pool in blue glow. Night sounds I didn't recognize. Insects, birds, distant motorbikes. The air still heavy with heat despite darkness.​

Tom found me by the pool, feet dangling in warm water.​

"I start Monday," he said, settling beside me. "Monday, Wednesday, Friday lectures. Tuesday and Thursday for office hours and research meetings. Gives you alone time during the week."​

The words hung between us. Alone time. We both knew what that meant.​

"The gardener comes Tuesdays for the garden," I said quietly. "And cleans the house Mondays and Fridays."​

"Yes."​

I kicked my feet, watching ripples spread across the pool surface. Frangipani scent so strong it was almost cloying. Everything felt surreal. The flight, the arrival, this villa that would be home. The unspoken possibility crackling in the tropical air.​

"This is really happening, isn't it?" I looked at Tom. His face half-shadowed in the blue pool light.​

"Only if you want it to." His hand covered mine on the pool deck. "We can just have a nice year abroad. I teach, you work remotely, we explore the island. That's enough."​

"Is it?" I turned my hand over, lacing our fingers together. "Enough for you?"​

He was quiet for a long moment. A gecko called from somewhere in the garden. Click-click-click.​

"I want you to have what you lost," he said finally. "But I want you happy more than I want the fantasy. If this feels wrong once we're here, we stop."​

I looked around the garden. The pool. The open windows of neighboring villas. The warm tropical night wrapping around us like permission.​

"It doesn't feel wrong," I whispered. "It feels like possibility."​

Tom pulled me to my feet. "Come to bed. We'll figure everything out tomorrow."​

But I knew we wouldn't sleep. Not yet. Not with all this possibility hanging in the air between us.

The outdoor daybed sat beneath a canopy of stars I'd never seen before. Southern hemisphere constellations. Different sky.​

Tom's hands pulled me down onto the cushions. Still warm from the day's heat. The garden lights cast everything in blue and shadow. Frangipani scent thick enough to taste.​

"I need you." His mouth found my neck. His hands already pulling at my shirt.​

I let him undress me. Slow despite urgency. My travel clothes peeling away. His too. Skin against tropical air. Everything felt heightened. New place. New possibilities. Twenty two hours of anticipation finally releasing.​

"We're really here." I straddled him, naked, his cock already hard between us.​

"We're really here." His hands cupped my heavy tits, thumbs brushing my fat nipples until they hardened. "No one knows us. No one would ever find out."​

My pussy clenched. We'd had this conversation a hundred times in fantasy. But here, now, in Bali, it felt different.​

"You could fuck anyone." His voice rough, fingers pinching harder. "Right here in this villa. On this bed. In that pool. Anyone."​

I ground against him. His cock sliding through my wetness. Not inside yet. Just friction and heat and his words making me wetter.​

"The cleaner comes Monday." Tom's hips lifted, pressing harder. "He'll see you like this. In your bikini. Your heavy tits barely covered. Your strong ass. He'll get hard looking at you."​

"Tom." I reached down, positioned him, sank onto his cock in one slow slide.​

"Fuck." His hands gripped my hips, my strong ass, pulling me down harder. "Would you let him touch you?"​

I started riding him. Slow rolls of my hips. His cock hitting deep. The daybed creaking. Night insects loud around us. Anyone in the neighboring villas could hear if they listened.​

"Would you?" Tom insisted, thumb finding my clit.​

"Yes." The word escaped before I could think. "Yes, I'd let him."​

His thumb circled faster. His other hand on my heavy tit, squeezing, thumb and finger tight on my fat nipple. Pain and pleasure mixing.​

"What would you let him do?" His hips thrusting up now, fucking me from below while I rode him.​

"Touch me." My breath coming faster. Close already. His cock, his hands, his words, everything combining. "Kiss me. Fuck me."​

"Here?" Tom's hand left my clit, gestured at the daybed, the garden, the pool. "Where I fuck you? Where I touch you every day?"​

"Yes." I was grinding hard now, chasing my orgasm. "Right here. Let him have me right here."​

"While I'm at the university." His voice strained, close too. "You'd text me. Tell me a stranger was inside you. Tell me how his cock felt different from mine."​

I came. Hard and loud. My pussy clenching around Tom's cock. My heavy tits bouncing as I shook. No holding back. No worry about noise. Just pure release under foreign stars.​

Tom flipped me. Strong despite his dad bod. My back on the cushions, legs spread, him between them. He fucked me hard. Desperate. Reclaiming even though I hadn't been with anyone yet.​

"Mine." He grunted with each thrust. "You're mine."​

"Yours." I wrapped my legs around him. "Always yours."​

"But I'll share you." His mouth on my ear. "I'll let other men have this pussy. This mouth. These tits." His hand squeezed my heavy breast roughly. "I'll watch you come on their cocks."​

"Tom." I was close again. Too soon. Impossible. But his words, his cock, everything pushing me higher.​

"You want to be that woman again." Harder now. The daybed scraping against tile. "The one who fucked freely. Multiple men. No shame."​

"Yes." Second orgasm building. "I want that."​

"Then you will be." He bit my neck. "We'll make it happen. I promise."​

I came again. Softer this time. Waves instead of crash. Tom followed immediately. His cock pulsing inside me. Both of us sweating despite the evening air. Tropical heat never really leaving.​

We lay tangled together. His weight on me. My hands in his hair. The garden alive with sounds. Geckos clicking. Distant motorbikes. Someone's television in another villa. Music in Balinese.​

"Did you mean it?" I whispered.​

"Every word." Tom lifted his head, looked at me in the blue garden light. "If you want this, we'll do it. Carefully. Safely. But we'll do it."​

My heart pounded. Fantasy becoming plan becoming possibility becoming inevitability.​

"Wayan comes Monday," I said quietly.​

"Yes."​

"That's two days."​

Tom's hand traced down my body. Over my heavy tits, my flat stomach, between my legs where his cum was leaking out. His fingers pushed it back inside me.​

"Two days to decide," he said. "No pressure. You can just be here. Wear a bikini. See what happens. Nothing has to happen."​

But we both knew something would. The decision had been made months ago. Maybe years ago. Maybe the moment I agreed to come to Bali.​

"I'm terrified," I admitted.​

"Me too." His fingers still moving inside me, slow, gentle. "But I'm more excited than terrified."​

"What if it ruins us?" The question I'd been holding since he first proposed this.​

Tom pulled his fingers out. Brought them to my mouth. I sucked them clean without thinking. Our taste together.​

"It won't." His voice certain. "You're mine. That will
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