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  Prologue: Ella


  So explain to me how we ended up like this...


  Me, the ringleader, the girl who’s seen and done it all, staying in an adult resort like Club Tropicana with my two best friends – yes, I know, that part makes sense, I get that, but the rest doesn’t.


  Crystal was emerging from the tail end of a messy divorce and needed taking in hand, and this trip seemed the obvious thing. And Jenny’s the sensible one, level-headed enough to make sure we could have as much fun as possible without doing the kind of things I might end up doing if I was here alone. So yes, it makes sense that the three of us were here.


  But...


  Club Tropicana is an adults-only resort. I don’t think any of us had realized just how adults-only it was until we got there. We all thought it just meant no kids and a laid-back vibe; we weren’t quite prepared for the playrooms and the clothes-optional pools, not to mention the adult entertainment acts downstairs in Jack’s Bar.


  But hey, when you’re on vacation you learn to adapt, and nobody back home needed to ever find out what we got up to on this trip. As they say, what goes on tour stays on tour.


  No, what needs explaining is why, on the last night of our stay, I was the one ushering Crystal and Jenny out of my room, sending them on their way to the Friday night Hasta La Vista party in Jack’s while I made other plans.


  Me.


  Ella Cooper. Corruptor and corruptee, hedonist and experimenter, graduate of perhaps too many casual encounters and not enough real relationships.


  Passing up the chance to explore the kind of party even I had never actually taken part in, so I could head off into the night without my two friends.


  Maybe I was getting old and jaded, in my mid-twenties.


  Maybe it was a downhill slope from here on in.


  Or maybe, just maybe, it was something else entirely...


  

  §


  Just Us Girls: Crystal’s story


  Afterward, Crystal had one question.


  Well, in truth, she had a ceaseless cascade of them, but one stood out head and shoulders above the rest.


  Crystal was the shy one. The one whose reticence had only been reinforced by three years in a relationship that had spiraled downhill right from those trigger words, I do. The one whose divorce was still fresh enough that she hadn’t managed that shift in mindset from merely getting through to putting herself back out there, open to possibilities.


  So how was it that she, Crystal McKay, was the one who discovered there was more to Club Tropicana than Ella had ever let on?


  Crystal had taken some convincing about this vacation, not least because she knew Ella wanted to take her in hand. It was six months since the papers had been finalized between her and Greg’s attorneys. Ella kept telling her she should be moving on, looking to the future.


  In truth, she’d been over Greg a long time before the ink had even hit those divorce papers, let alone had a chance to dry. She didn’t have issues. She didn’t need to come to terms with things. She didn’t need taking in hand.


  The truth of it was, she was actually getting used to a little Crystal Time. Evenings home from work when she could just shut the door on her little downtown apartment, put the TV on in the background, pour a big glass of Napa Valley Merlot, and chill.


  She loved Ella, of course. Ella and Jenny were just about her two favorite people in the world. And she liked to have fun, a bit of excitement, a party. But at those parties, she was the one who would be in the kitchen, talking about literature or art or town politics, not the wild one, dancing the night away.


  But it was a spur of the moment thing and Ella had been persistent. She’d pointed out that Jenny would be there to chaperone them – “She’s a journalist, she’s on the school board, she’s married; she’ll keep us safe and sensible” – and at a quick glance Club Tropicana looked sophisticated and laid back.


  Adults only, too. No screaming kids. No loud, partying teenagers.


  Did Ella know from the outset that adult in this context meant adult? Crystal would probably never know the answer. Ella certainly looked surprised the next day, when the three friends gathered by the Sunset Pool bar for post-breakfast mocktails and Crystal finally had to answer the question that had been repeated several times already this morning.


  “So... where did you end up last night?”


  She felt her skin burning, and not just from the intense St Monique sun. She glanced at the barman for long enough to see he was watching them, not even trying to pretend he wasn’t listening to every word.


  When he caught her eye his smile broadened. Why were all the people here so attractive? Crystal couldn’t remember the last time she’d appreciated the eye candy like this – perhaps something to do with the heat and the laid back atmosphere, and the sense of having sidestepped her crappy life for a few days.


  The barman was the perfect example: ebony skin, a wide mouth that easily broke into that cheeky grin, a twinkle in his eyes, and a physique an Olympic swimmer would kill for. The only thing she wasn’t so keen on was the stiff bundle of dreadlocks tied back from his head, but she could handle that.


  What was she thinking?


  Her two friends were waiting for an answer.


  She picked up her virgin mojito and indicated a table by the corner of the pool.


  “Sorry,” she said. “I didn’t mean to skip dinner. I got distracted.”


  As soon as she’d said that, she knew she would have to explain.


  §


  Yesterday she’d decided to explore.


  It was their first day on St Monique, and as soon as she’d set foot out of the plane that afternoon she’d felt a surge of... it was a feeling she didn’t recognize. Excitement. Anticipation. Curiosity. Maybe more than anything, it was a sense of liberation.


  When was the last time she’d done something this big for herself?


  She couldn’t remember. Long before Greg, for sure. Even their New Orleans honeymoon had been scheduled in around his work arrangements and opportunities to hook up with a few business contacts in the Big Easy.


  Ella and Jenny, though, just wanted to get settled in. When Jenny had suggested it might be sensible to retreat to their rooms for a siesta after all that travel Ella had agreed straight away. It made perfect sense to give themselves time to get over the flight and adjust to the heat before they headed out to see what the evening held in store.


  Not long after that, Crystal stood alone in her room, the last of the three neighboring rooms they’d reserved on this corridor. Right up until this moment she’d been ready to just collapse onto the bed, and she’d been sure she would be asleep within seconds.


  But now... She was wide awake and she wanted to get a feel for where they were.


  She hefted her case onto the bed and flipped it open. She was over-dressed for the heat and for Club Tropicana. This pants suit had been fine for the flight, but now they were here it was both too hot and too formal.


  She pulled shorts and a string-strapped cami top from the case and did a quick change.


  Out on the balcony, she took a deep breath. The heat in the air was like when you open an oven door. Thank goodness the room had air-con!


  The view was a tease. Out between the Club’s concrete buildings she could see slivers of deep blue sea. Off to


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
    
  


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
    


  


  


  More from Sadie


  PARTY GIRL: A First-time Hotwife Novella by Sadie Somerton


  There’s no harm in fantasies, right?


  Thinking about what you might do, if only...


  But what if you had absolute freedom to try new things? Freedom to explore? What if you had encouragement from the man you love?


  



  
    “What’s your biggest fantasy? Right now?” He opened his mouth to speak, but then stopped. I plunged on: “What came into your head when I asked you that? No hiding, no avoiding an honest answer. What are you picturing right now?”


    “You,” he said. No hesitation this time. “Watching you. Seeing you.”


    “Just me?” I knew about his fantasies; we’d played this game before.


    A pause, a flick of the eyes: away, down, then back up to meet mine.


    “No. Not just you...”

  


  



  He wants me to be a hotwife. To sleep with other men and tell him all about it afterwards.


  He wants me to bring our shared fantasies to life.


  



  Party Girl: an open-minded, loving couple, carnival week on a tropical island... and plenty of opportunity to explore. A steamy story of cuckoldry and desire. A story of a couple’s adult fantasies made real.


  



  More information and purchasing links for PARTY GIRL: A First-time Hotwife Novella are available from the author's website.
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