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Chapter 1: The Suitcase and the Secret
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Ally Thompson stood in the middle of her walk-in closet, staring at the open suitcase like it was a portal to another life. The soft overhead light cast gentle shadows across the cream-colored carpet, illuminating the neat piles of folded clothes she had been arranging for the past hour. At thirty-four, she still looked good—curvy hips, full breasts that strained against her simple white tank top, and long auburn hair that fell in loose waves down her back. But lately, looking good hadn’t translated into feeling desired. Not by her husband, Mark, and certainly not by herself.

Mark was downstairs in the living room, half-watching a football match, the same way he half-watched everything these days. Their sex life had dwindled to nothing more than occasional, perfunctory encounters that left her feeling more empty than satisfied. Missionary under the covers, lights off, over in ten minutes. No passion. No hunger. Just routine. She couldn’t even remember the last time she’d had an orgasm that wasn’t self-administered in the shower, quick and quiet so no one would hear.

This trip to Marbella was supposed to change something. A girls-only week at a private luxury villa overlooking the Mediterranean. Chloe had booked it—Chloe, the wild one who never met a man she didn’t flirt with, and Jen, who had finally divorced her cheating husband six months ago and was now embracing her newfound freedom with a vengeance. They had both been relentless in their teasing.

“You need to get fucked properly, Ally,” Chloe had declared over cocktails last month, her red lips curling into a wicked smile. “Your pussy is probably gathering cobwebs at this point.”

Jen had laughed, swirling her wine. “Come on, live a little. You’re too young to be this vanilla. Let loose. Wear something slutty. Flirt. Maybe even bring someone back to the villa if the mood strikes.”

Ally had blushed furiously at the time, denying everything while secretly feeling a sharp twist of longing deep in her belly. Vanilla. That word stung because it was true. She had always been the responsible one—the loyal wife, the organised friend, the one who never caused drama. But tonight, as she folded another modest sundress into the suitcase, that repressed part of her was stirring, whispering that maybe it was time to stop being so damn good.

She picked up a black bikini from the pile on the bed. It was the one Chloe had forced her to buy during their last shopping trip, insisting it was “tasteful but still sexy.” The top was a halter style that would push her generous C-cups together, creating deep cleavage. The bottoms were cheeky, cut high on the hips to accentuate her round ass. She held it up, imagining how it would feel against her skin under the Spanish sun. Imagining eyes on her. Hungry eyes. Male eyes that actually wanted her.

A low heat began to bloom between her thighs.

Ally glanced toward the bedroom door. It was closed, and Mark rarely came upstairs during games. She was alone. For once, that felt like a gift rather than a lonely routine.

She set the bikini down and slowly peeled off her tank top, letting it drop to the floor. Her breasts spilled free, heavy and soft, nipples already tightening in the cool air of the room. She cupped them gently, thumbs brushing over the sensitive peaks, and a soft sigh escaped her lips. God, it had been so long since anyone had touched her like this—even herself.

Next came her yoga pants and plain cotton panties. She stepped out of them, standing completely naked in front of the full-length mirror. Her body was soft in all the right places—thick thighs, a slight belly from years of comfort eating, wide hips that swayed when she walked. She turned sideways, running her hands down her sides, over the curve of her waist and the generous swell of her ass. Not perfect. But real. Womanly.

She moved to the bed and lay back against the pillows, the open suitcase forgotten for the moment. One hand trailed down her stomach, fingers lightly grazing the trimmed patch of auburn hair above her pussy. She was already wet. The realisation sent a thrill through her. Just thinking about the trip, about the possibility of being seen, touched, wanted—it was enough to make her slick with need.

Ally spread her legs slowly, knees falling open. Her fingers dipped lower, parting her outer lips to reveal the pink, glistening folds beneath. She was swollen already, her clit peeking out from its hood, begging for attention. She circled it lightly with her middle finger, gasping at the sharp jolt of pleasure that shot through her core.

“Mmm...” The sound was quiet, almost hesitant, as if she were afraid to let herself enjoy it too much.

She closed her eyes and let her mind wander to the villa in Marbella. She pictured the private infinity pool, the warm Spanish night air, the sound of waves crashing below the cliffs. She imagined herself in that black bikini, walking along the terrace while strangers—tall, tanned men with strong hands and confident smiles—watched her. One of them would approach her, his gaze dark and predatory. He wouldn’t ask permission. He would simply pull her close, his large palm sliding down to grip her ass possessively while his mouth claimed hers in a deep, hungry kiss.

Ally’s fingers moved faster now, rubbing her clit in firm, steady circles. Her hips rocked gently against her hand. With her other hand, she pinched and rolled one nipple, tugging it hard enough to make her whimper. The dual sensations sent waves of heat straight to her pussy.

In her fantasy, the stranger pushed her against the stone balustrade of the terrace. His fingers would slip under the bikini bottoms, finding her soaked and ready. He’d growl something filthy in her ear—“You’re dripping for me, aren’t you, you needy little wife?”—before sliding two thick fingers deep inside her without warning.

Ally moaned softly and pushed two of her own fingers into her tight channel. She was so wet that they slid in easily, the obscene wet sound filling the quiet bedroom. She curled them upward, searching for that sensitive spot inside her, stroking it rhythmically while her thumb continued working her clit.

“Oh fuck...” she whispered, her voice breathy and desperate.

She added a third finger, stretching herself, imagining it was the stranger’s cock—thick, veined, and much bigger than Mark’s. He would fuck her right there on the terrace, bending her over the railing so anyone could see if they looked up from the beach below. Hard, relentless thrusts that would make her breasts bounce and her ass jiggle with every impact. He wouldn’t stop until she was screaming, her pussy clenching around him as she came harder than she had in years.

Ally’s breathing grew ragged. Her fingers pumped faster, deeper, the slick sounds growing louder. She could feel her inner walls fluttering, the pressure building low in her belly. Her free hand left her breast and gripped the sheets tightly, knuckles turning white.

She was so close.

In her mind, the stranger slammed into her one final time, burying himself to the hilt as he came, flooding her with hot, thick spurts while growling, “Take it all, you dirty girl. This is what you’ve been missing.”

That was enough.

Ally’s back arched off the bed as her orgasm crashed over her. Her pussy spasmed violently around her fingers, juices coating her hand and dripping down between her ass cheeks onto the sheets. A choked cry escaped her throat—louder than she intended—and she bit her lip hard to stifle it, her whole body shaking with the intensity of her release. Wave after wave rolled through her, her clit throbbing under her thumb, her inner muscles clenching rhythmically as if trying to milk a cock that wasn’t there.

It seemed to last forever. When the last tremors finally subsided, she lay there panting, legs trembling, fingers still buried inside her soaked pussy. A deep, aching satisfaction mixed with a new, sharper hunger. One orgasm wasn’t enough. Not anymore. Her body felt awake for the first time in months—starved, greedy, alive.

She slowly withdrew her fingers, bringing them up to her mouth. She tasted herself—tangy, slightly sweet—and sucked them clean with a soft, needy moan. The act felt filthy and liberating at the same time.

Ally glanced at the suitcase again. The modest sundresses and conservative one-pieces suddenly looked wrong. She got up on shaky legs, walked to her lingerie drawer, and pulled out a few things she hadn’t worn in years: a sheer red lace thong that barely covered anything, a matching push-up bra that made her tits look obscene, and a short black sundress with a plunging neckline and a hem that barely reached mid-thigh.

She packed them without hesitation.

As she continued folding and arranging, the reality of the trip settled over her like a warm, dangerous promise. Seven days in Marbella with Chloe and Jen. No husbands. No responsibilities. Just sun, sea, wine... and whatever else the night might bring.

She imagined coming home afterward—changed. Marked. Maybe even ruined for the vanilla life she had tolerated for so long.

Her pussy gave another lazy throb at the thought.

Downstairs, the football match continued. Mark shouted something at the TV, oblivious.

Ally smiled to herself, a secret, wicked little smile, and zipped the suitcase shut.

She was ready.

Or at least... she was ready to stop pretending she wasn’t starving.
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Chapter 2: Arrival in Andalusia
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The private transfer from Málaga airport wound along the coastal road like a slow, seductive promise. Ally sat in the back seat of the sleek black Mercedes, the air-conditioning doing little to cool the flush that had settled permanently on her skin since leaving London. The Spanish sun poured through the tinted windows, turning everything golden and heavy. She could already feel the heat pressing against her body, thick and insistent, like a lover’s breath on the back of her neck.

Chloe lounged beside her, long legs crossed, oversized sunglasses perched on her nose, scrolling through her phone with a predatory smile. “I swear to God, if this villa doesn’t have at least three men worth riding by the end of the week, I’m demanding a refund.”

Jen, in the front passenger seat, laughed—a rich, throaty sound that spoke of her recent divorce and the hunger it had unleashed. “Speak for yourself. I plan on getting railed so thoroughly I forget my ex’s name. Ally, you still with us, or are you mentally packing your return ticket already?”

Ally forced a laugh, shifting in her seat. The short black sundress she had chosen at the last minute clung to her thighs, the thin fabric already damp with a light sheen of sweat. Beneath it, the red lace thong she’d packed in a moment of rebellion rubbed teasingly against her still-sensitive pussy. Every bump in the road sent a tiny spark through her clit. She crossed her legs tighter, trying to ignore how wet she had been since her intense solo session the night before.

“I’m here,” she said, voice lighter than she felt. “Just... taking it all in.”

The car crested a hill, and the villa came into view.

It was breathtaking.

Perched on a cliff overlooking the glittering Mediterranean, the whitewashed Andalusian villa sprawled across terraced gardens bursting with bougainvillea, jasmine, and lemon trees. The infinity pool seemed to melt straight into the sea. Wide terraces wrapped around the property, shaded by pergolas heavy with wisteria. The air that rushed in when the driver opened the doors was thick with salt, sun-warmed stone, and the sweet, heady perfume of night-blooming jasmine.

Ally stepped out and inhaled deeply. The scent wrapped around her like silk. Her nipples tightened instantly against the thin fabric of her dress. She felt exposed, alive, every inch of her skin humming with awareness.

A tall figure emerged from the grand entrance, moving with the easy, confident grace of someone who belonged to this sun-drenched world.

Javier.

He was the villa’s private concierge—mid-thirties, olive skin kissed darker by the Spanish sun, thick black hair swept back from a strong face, and a jawline sharp enough to cut glass. His white linen shirt was unbuttoned at the collar, revealing a hint of dark chest hair and smooth, muscled pectorals. The sleeves were rolled up over powerful forearms corded with veins. Tailored navy shorts hugged his narrow hips
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