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      Three diaries. Two women. One dangerously intimate obsession.

      I’m Captain Charlie Handcock, and my well-charted life of one-night stands nosedived last year when I found a stranger’s diary in my carry-on.

      Its explicit pages steered me to Sophia—the headmistress of an exclusive Parisian house of pleasure—and to her mercurial Spanish lover, Virginia.

      They’re searching for the right man to complete their FFM triangle, and I’m certain that man is me.

      The Vacation is Episode 7 of The Diary Obsession—a very high-heat, poly-romance serial told through three uncensored journals. Begin with Episode 1 (The Transition) for the full story.

      Buckle up for voyeuristic thrills, worldwide temptation, simmering intrigue, and a flawed pilot determined to guide this triangle to the smoothest landing of his life—if obsession doesn’t send them all into a tailspin first.
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      My ladies and their drama…

      About a year ago, Sophia came out to her mother, Geneviève. It didn’t go smoothly—Mom eventually accepted her bisexuality, but I could tell she still secretly hoped her daughter would “straighten out.”

      When I met Geneviève a few weeks back, I dropped a few hints about my interest in Sophia, and sure enough, she handed over her daughter’s number. That’s a serious boost in my quest to woo Sophia.

      Meanwhile, Vee—what Sophia calls Virginia—broke her promise not to see JuanMa again and slipped off to Montreal for one last rendezvous. He overdosed there, survived, then ghosted Vee—leaving her heartbroken and too bound by her vow to spill the truth to Sophia.

      On the bright side, Sophia’s STD tests came back clean, and I’ve locked in my Paris fluency exam.

      I’m Paris-bound next, hoping at last for that in-person meeting…

      But before I make that move, I’m digging back into my ladies’ diaries to piece together what really happened on their “family” holiday last year.
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            8:03 P.M.

          

        

      

    

    
      Back in Paris, days after Vee’s most significant public display of affection, I was still on cloud nine. She had managed to find enough courage to kiss me at the gate in JFK, and it hadn’t just been a peck on the cheek.

      While I had been hoping for that kind of behavior for months, I didn’t think she would ever do it.

      My state of bliss had continued ever since, even though she was now in Spain, with hundreds of miles between us, and we hadn’t talked much since.

      The reason Vee hadn’t been available for extended video conversations with me in recent days was our upcoming trip. She wasn’t planning a romantic trip with just the two of us. She was planning a family trip. She’d be bringing her kids long, something I hadn’t dreamed would happen so soon.

      Every night I dreamed of her. Every morning I woke up with a smile on my lips.

      Finally, for once in my life, I was in a great relationship. After countless flings and failed relationships, I’d ultimately found my person.

      Unbelievable.

      I tried imagining my teenage self and telling her that my soulmate would turn out to be a woman…

      I wouldn’t have believed it.

      But here I was now, in a lesbian relationship. Even my mother knew about it. I was glad that dramatic disclosure was behind me now.

      Vee was planning our trip without my input, and I was enjoying every minute of it. Managing the maison close gave me plenty of opportunities to plan big events, so it was a relief to have someone else take care of things for once.

      I’d been in such a great mood since I got back that I hadn’t bothered to use many of the perks the maison close had to offer. Sure, I’d drunk my fair share of wine, and eaten delicious meals that Mr. Marc-Antoine had concocted, but I’d stayed away from the male patrons and female employees. I’d isolated myself in the secret room and read books, texted with Vee, or sat on the balcony to daydream with my mom’s shoebox in hand.

      It was hard to believe the timing of it all.

      I could still remember how I felt months ago when my mom gave me her shoebox, which brimmed with romantic memories of my dad. At the time, a month or so after my trip to Spain, I’d been lost in a sea of unrequited love. After my sensuous fling with Vee that had culminated in me posing naked for a portrait, Vee’d hadn’t made a single attempt to reach out to me. My heart had ached so bad.

      That precious shoebox had both given me hope that one day I’d find a romantic soul who’d care for me the way my dad had courted and loved my mom, but it had also sent me down a very strange path. I was convinced that Vee and I would never see each other again and that I had to move on and find someone else.

      How wrong had my gut been?

      After weeks with no news from her, I’d lost all hope that she had any feelings for me. So, I’d created my own romantic trap for a man who could be an ideal match for me. My diary was still out there, in Grandcock’s possession. Or perhaps it was now in the trash or in the hands of an FAA officer investigating the actions of an unidentified flight attendant…

      I had no clue if anything would come out of it. Perhaps it didn’t matter anymore.

      Sure, having a man replace JuanMa would certainly make for some enjoyable times, but I was content with just Vee in my life.

      And now I’d also soon have her children be part of the plan too. I was getting a little old for children of my own (although I still had plenty of fertile years in me). Natural conception sure seemed impossible now with my new lifestyle. My mental screen flashed my mom’s disappointed face. On several occasions she’d mentioned wanting to be a grandmother…

      Oh well. Couldn’t win at all aspects of life.

      And I certainly couldn’t please my mother all the time. I was too old for that. I had my own life to live.

      Perhaps she’d eventually see Vee’s kids as her step-grandchildren and that would be enough.

      But they were not children anymore; they were young adults. Going on a trip with them would be a major step in our relationship. I’d asked to meet them before and was turned down. “This is our relationship. My children have nothing to do with us,” she’d said.

      That was months ago. She’d obviously changed her mind since, and had even surprised me by introducing me to Isabella, her daughter who lived in Paris. That surprise meeting hadn’t gone overly well though. My own behavior had had nothing to do with it flopping. But I was hopeful our upcoming trip with Isabella and her brother Mateo would be a turning point for the better.

      All I needed now was a bit more information from Vee so I could pack accordingly. I had no idea what kind of family trip she was planning and what our destination was going to be, but I was looking forward to it.

      I certainly hoped we’d get our own separate bedroom. While hanging out with her kids would be awesome, I also wanted to enjoy some sexy times with the woman I loved.

      As angst and worries began to crawl in the corners of my mind, it dawned on me I might have some control-freak tendencies.

      But Vee would set some time aside for some romantic encounters, wouldn’t she?

      With some forced self-control, I resisted the urge to touch base with her. She’d assured me she’d take care of everything.

      Displaying a lack of trust in her skills would definitely not be a great move right now. Our relationship was still in the early stages.

      The last few weeks had proven how fragile our romantic bond was, and I didn’t want to risk ruining it now as we were about to step into the next phase of our life as a couple. Or possibly a family.
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      I refilled my glass of wine and returned to the balcony with my mom’s precious shoebox in hand. Letting luck guide me, I randomly dug in and retrieved a piece of paper yellowed by the passing years.

      After carefully unfolding the note, I exposed my dad’s unmistakable handwriting.

      
        
        Geneviève, oh my Geneviève

        In my love you should believe.

        My heart beats for you

        And I know it is true.

        For you’ve stolen my soul

        Being away from you is a sinkhole.

      

        

      
        If you say No to what I propose

        The rest of my life will be in shadows.

        But if you say Yes and support my goal

        Over my life, you’ll have complete control.

      

        

      
        What do you say?

        ___ YES

        ___ NO

      

      

      I had no idea what this note was about.

      Was it following up a marriage proposal? Perhaps it was just asking her out on a date or teaming up for a school project. I would have to call my mom to find out, but it was already getting late here, and I was in no mood to chit chat. My recent coming out to her had been exhausting for both of us. I felt like we’d gotten a little closer, but I also needed breathing room now.

      Instead, I reached for my phone to text Vee. Too many nagging questions had prevented me from getting a good night’s sleep last night, and I figured asking just a few questions would be okay.

      
        
        Any progress on vacation planning?

      

      

      It took a few minutes, but she replied.

      
        
        Mateo and I have narrowed it down to warm climate and good food.

      

      

      I sipped my wine as I tried to decipher more.

      
        
        Should I pack for the beach?

      

      

      
        
        Maybe.

        Could be hiking or more of an adventure type of trip.

        Mateo can’t seem to make up his mind.

        I’ll text you as soon as I know.

      

      

      
        
        Gives me a reason to buy a new bikini and hiking shoes.

      

      

      
        
        :)

        I’d love to see you in a new bikini.

      

      

      There was my opportunity to make sure we were on the same page with romantic times.

      
        
        You’ll be booking us a separate room, right?

      

      

      
        
        Of course!

      

      

      A weight lifted off my shoulders.

      
        
        No matter what the kids decide to do, we’ll have plenty of time together, just the two of us.

        I have to go.

        Love you.

      

      

      
        
        Love you, too.

      

      

      I texted my driver to arrange for a shopping trip tomorrow. Spending some of my generous salary on new clothes would certainly cheer me up.

      I could also buy Vee a surprise gift while I was out.

      Nothing like a new sexy outfit to spice things up.
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      As Mr. Jean-Michel slowed down to park the car, he spoke up, “This is where Ms. Gabriella liked to shop. It was her favorite store. I’m sure you’ll find something nice here.”

      We came to a full stop. He got out and walked around the vehicle to open my door.

      “Thank you. Could you pick me up in ... sixty minutes or so?” I asked, looking at my watch.

      “Of course, Ms. Sophia. Text me if you finish early. I’ll find parking nearby.

      I looked at the high-end lingerie store in front of me and pushed open its glass door, triggering the delicate chime of small bells.

      A young woman in a luxurious skirt suit walked around the counter to greet me. “Can I help you?”

      I shook my head. “Not yet. I’d like to browse first.”

      She nodded and stepped back behind the register.

      I wandered around, looking at the lingerie. It was all so beautiful and delicate. I didn’t know what to choose. Should I pick something for Vee first, or should I get myself something nice?

      As I meandered around the racks, touching the smooth and lacy fabrics, my eyes landed on a sheer burgundy gown with a push-up bra and matching thong. Well, the thong had more strings than fabric—something surely uncomfortable—but there was no way it would stay on for long. I could picture Vee in it. Her skin tone would pair perfectly. I imagined her wearing it, strutting her stuff in front of me, and I got so turned on I could feel heat rising to my cheeks.

      “Would you like me to find your size?” the shop attendant asked as I lifted the garment up to assess if it would fit Vee’s body.

      I forced myself to ignore the hidden insult. I knew I was much curvier and bigger than Vee. There was no way my breasts would fit in the size I held up. I smiled before replying, “It’s not for me, but thank you.”

      “Of course, please ask if you need my help with anything.”

      I nodded as I walked toward her. “Could you please hold this for me as I continue to browse?”

      The outfit would be the perfect gift for Vee. And if I gave it to her at the end of our trip, it would hopefully stretch the holiday feeling after it was over. She’d have something new to remind her of me until our next time together. Plus, a present at the very end would be surprising indeed.

      Yeah, that’s what I’ll do.

      I continued browsing the store, hoping to find something for myself as well.

      A few minutes later, I had grabbed three potential outfits for me. Aunt Gabriella had left me several sexy outfits that I wore at the maison close, but picking something matching my own taste would be nice for once. For me, and for Vee, hopefully.

      While in the fitting room, someone rapped on the door, startling me and making me turn around.

      “I know you didn’t ask, but I’m going to leave a few outfits on the door. We pride ourselves in offering great customer service, and I think you would look great in the outfits I picked. No pressure to try them on though.”

      I didn’t know how to feel about her comments. Was she totally bored since I was the only customer in the shop? Did she think I had no taste and sense of style or no clue as to what outfit would fit me?

      But after seeing my reflection in the mirror, curiosity got the better of me. The lacy outfit I’d selected dug into my breasts, making them bulge out in an unsightly fashion. The price tag on the outfit was more than I’d ever paid for lingerie. Perhaps expensive lingerie used different breast measurements.

      I opened the door wide enough to grab the outfits the woman had left there for me. She’d obviously paid attention to the items I’d chosen, and she’d picked different outfits in the same shades.

      I tried on the black negligee first. The long, flowing sheer fabric had a black silk ribbon above the waist, below my breasts. It connected to two wide ribbons that acted as shoulder straps. I reached behind my back to tie the ribbon and then took a step back to assess the effect in the full-length mirror.

      The woman was a genius.

      I’d seen the outfit on the rack, but had dismissed it, thinking it would be too much fabric and make me look old, but nothing could be further from the truth. The ribbon encased my breasts, supporting them just enough to tighten everything without the discomfort of underwires. The pleats in the sheer fabric still let my nipples show through but in a classy fashion.

      Vee would love it.

      Heck, the clients at the maison close would love it. I imagined my employees for a minute and decided that I would order them all the same outfit. If the outfit looked great on me, a mere normal woman, they would look stunning on the models who worked at the maison close.

      The other two outfits the woman had chosen fit me perfectly as well, so I didn’t even bother to try on the other ones I’d chosen.

      Looking at the price tags, I realized my personal credit card balance was large enough for my three outfits and Vee’s outfit, but I should really get a business credit card if I wanted to purchase outfits for my employees. Nicholas could no doubt help me figure this out if I contacted him.

      I came out of the dressing room with a large smile on my face. “You have excellent taste and a perfect sense of size.”

      She beamed. “That’s what I specialize in.”

      “I’ll take these outfits here and the one I picked earlier. Could I also put in a bulk order for this long negligee here but come back and pay for them later?”

      “Bulk order?”

      “I can’t pay for them today, but I’d like to order several and then come back to pay for them. I’ll need a lot more than what you have in stock here.”

      “Of course, how many will you need, and what sizes?”

      “I’ll have to get back to you on this. Do you have a business card?”

      “Of course.” She handed a white card with her details. “How would you like to pay for this today?”

      I dug out my credit card. “Put it all on this, here,” I said, handing her my Visa, “and could you please gift-wrap this one here?”
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      After two more stops for a bikini and hiking shoes, Mr. Jean-Michel drove me to Nicholas’s office. A quick call to him earlier had confirmed he would be around.

      As traffic whizzed by on his street, I pressed the button for his office. A few minutes later, Amélie opened the door for me. They really needed to upgrade the lobby and allow businesses to buzz people in. I couldn’t imagine the number of up-and-down steps Amelie took every day just to perform that part of her job.

      She and I had had our differences in the past, and I still didn’t like her. So, I followed her in silence as we climbed our way up.

      “He will see you in his office,” she said as she sat back behind her reception desk.

      I headed toward Nicholas’s door, which was open, so I knocked on the frame.

      He looked up from his massive desk. “Sophia, what brings you here?”

      “I wanted to ask about getting a business credit card and how to go about bulk orders. So far, I’ve been using the accounts that already existed with our suppliers, but what do I do when I don’t have accounts with companies?”

      He scribbled a few words on a yellow Post-it note. “I can get that sorted for you. I’m sorry I forgot to do it before now.”

      “No worries! I’m sure you’ve had other things to focus on. Everything good with the business?”

      He nodded. “I settled out of court with a disgruntled customer, so that problem is officially gone.”

      “Are you referring to the issue you had the other day when we met at the restaurant with Virginia?”

      He looked up for a second. “There are always a few outstanding problems, so I can’t recall exactly.”

      “Anything I need to know about?”

      He leaned back in his chair as he shook his head. “Definitely not. As I said before, there are things for which I’m purposely keeping you in the dark. For your own protection. If anything goes wrong, I will be on the hook, not you.”

      “Things like what? Is someone suing the business for all it’s worth?”

      He shook his head. “No. Sexual harassment, an isolated case of violence, and there’s someone who broke their non-disclosure agreement.”

      “Anything I can do or help with?”

      His jaw tightened. “I’m handling it all.”

      “But can you promise to tell me if the business was ever in trouble or if there was something I needed to be aware of?”

      “Of course, I can do that. I’m pretty sure I could get you a fifty thousand euro limit. Would that work, and how urgently do you need it?”

      I felt my eyes grow. None of my cards had ever had such a high credit limit. I’d definitely stepped up in the world. “That would be perfect. I don’t need it right away, but over the coming weeks would be fine. I’m actually going to be out of the country for a little while. Going on a holiday. If it could be ready by the time I get back, that would be awesome.”

      “I’ll take care of it.” He moved the Post-it note to a page in his paper agenda. “Where are you going? Anywhere exciting?”

      “I’m not in charge of planning, so I don’t know yet.”

      “Going away with that girlfriend of yours?”

      “And her kids.”

      His eyes grew big as he reclined in his leather chair. “Things are going well, I take it? I’m happy for you. When you find out where you’re staying, please send me your details, should I need to reach you while you’re gone.”

      “Will do. Thanks, Nicholas.”
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      I got off the plane in Cancun then fetched my bag from the carousel. Before I could reach the hot afternoon sun, I had to make my way past the time-share people, tour guides, and other companies wanting some of my money.

      Once outside, I checked my watch. I had at least an hour to kill before Vee and her kids would arrive.

      A few days earlier, after she’d finally given me the dates and destination, we discovered I couldn’t be on the same flight she’d booked, so I’d gotten my own. I’d flown from Paris to Mexico City yesterday then Mexico City to Cancun today.

      In a way, this was good. Less stressful.

      The seven-day stay at an all-inclusive resort would offer me plenty of time to get to know her kids. It would have been an awkward flight with too many pauses and forced conversation. I’d never been fond of small talk. Young adults and I had barely anything in common to discuss… other than Vee, of course. But I hadn’t seen much of Vee’s motherly side, and I had no idea what their childhood had been like.

      I headed to the beer stand, my wheeled luggage in tow. I bought an ice-cold Dos Equis.

      A glance around the area made it clear there wasn’t anywhere for me to sit right now. The few seats that the airport offered were already taken. The rest of the people hanging out around the airport terminal were standing at various bus stops, waiting for their shuttles to arrive. The mood was mostly festive, though, with the majority of people talking excitedly about what they would do. I could overhear various conversations in English, French, and lots of Spanish, of course.

      I wheeled my bag back to the shaded area along the side of the building and drank my beer in silence as I tried to recall if Vee had arranged a shuttle or a cab for us.

      Nah. I shouldn’t worry about it. She’s in charge of planning.

      The bubbly beverage was refreshing in the humid heat. A quick shake told me the can was nearly empty already.

      A group of flight attendants and pilots exited through the doors near me. Their uniforms were of a different color than the one I used to wear, but I could recognize some faces. While spending so many years in airports like I’d done, often covering the same destinations, faces became familiar. Sure, newcomers would join airlines and some left, but most of us stayed for the long haul.

      I missed my old job. Traveling, mostly. The camaraderie with my fellow flight attendants was nice, too. Well, most of the time. I didn’t miss the gossipy aspect of it, though.

      I downed the rest of my can and headed back to the beer stand while the crew headed in the opposite direction, toward their shuttle.

      Two beers later, while engrossed in a book I’d brought in my carry-on, I heard my name.

      “Sophia, there you are!”

      The sound of Vee’s voice brought a smile to my face. I put my book in my carry-on and saw her heading toward me. She wore a linen skirt and sleeveless top. A large brick-colored sheer scarf covered her head and wrapped around her neck, adding a splash of color to her beige outfit. She wheeled a small suitcase behind her. I recognized Isabella next to her, even though her large brimmed hat hid most of her face.

      I didn’t see Mateo, though.

      “How was your flight?” I asked Vee.

      “They lost my f-ing luggage! Can you believe⁠—”

      “Isabella,” Vee interrupted. “It’s only delayed. We should get it within 24 hours. In the meantime, you can wear any of my clothes.” She turned to face me and then kissed me on both cheeks. The scent of freshly smoked tobacco lingered on her, mixed with her regular perfume.

      “It’s lovely to see you. Other than Isabella’s delayed bag, the flight was nice. How was yours?”

      I tried not to let my disappointment show. She was working on her PDAs still. “Good. My luggage didn’t get lost.” I turned to face Isabella. “It’s nice to see you again.”

      She approached me, and we exchanged the customary kisses on the cheeks.

      “Isn’t your son with you as well?” I asked Vee.

      “He’s getting us drinks. We had to wait outside under the hot sun for too long.” She turned around. “There he is.” She pointed to a small young man with shoulder-length brown hair holding four cans of beer. A famous brand of sports bag was strapped across his shoulders, but his delicate physique made it obvious he hadn’t spent any time lifting weights or visiting gyms. Perhaps he was a runner.

      “Mateo, meet Sophia,” Vee said as he reached us.

      He offered us all a beer, then kissed me on the cheeks. “Nice to meet you. Mom has told me lots of great things about you.”

      I chuckled, wondering what she’d told him. Maybe he was just being polite.

      “It’s lovely to meet you, too, Mateo.” I popped open my beer can and raised it to offer a toast. “Here’s to a fun week getting to know each other under the sun!”
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      The shuttle dropped us off in front of a five-star hotel. The oversized entrance was lined with palm trees and was wide enough to allow multiple buses and taxis to park and drop off their passengers.

      A few steps up the stairs granted us an unobstructed view of the ocean in front of us. The reception area was large, with a cathedral ceiling at least 40 feet high. The marble floor shone like a sun-lit mirror as a refreshing ocean-breeze flowed through the wide area, bringing with it a hint of salt and flowers.

      The muffled chatter of guests checking in or talking with the concierge echoed around us. Luggage was neatly lined up in one area, ready to be taken to rooms or claimed by their owners if they were at the end of their stay. A uniformed staff appeared to be guarding it.

      “I’m going to check us in,” Vee said. “I’ll be right back.”

      Not ten seconds passed before a short, stocky Mexican woman appeared next to us, a tray with water glasses in hand. “Agua? Water?” she offered.

      “Do you have anything with booze in it?” Isabella asked in Spanish.

      The waiter replied that a bracelet was required for alcoholic drinks and that we’d get our bracelets at check-in. Then we could head to the bar. She’d pointed toward the ocean when she said the last part.

      The large bar was easy to spot, with a large palapa hanging above a very wide selection of brand-name bottles.

      “I’ll get us our bracelets,” Isabella said before walking away from us and heading toward Vee.

      Mateo and I stood together in silence until I came up with something to say. “First time in Mexico?”

      “We came as a family when I was a kid. First time as a grown-up.”

      “I’m sure we’ll have a great time. The water is amazing here in the Riviera Maya. Food is excellent.”

      “That, I’m excited about.”

      “The clear blue waters or the food?”

      “Food!” he answered as Isabella returned, two bright pink bracelets in hand. She’d already donned hers.

      “Here you go. Put it on. I told Mom we’d wait for her at the bar. You can leave your bags over there.” She pointed toward the bag area that I’d noted earlier.

      “Thanks,” I said, taking the piece of plastic she held. I put it on and did my best to leave enough of a gap so I could comfortably slide it up and down my wrist to avoid getting an ugly mark while sun-tanning. A long piece of it dangled after I snapped it closed. I tried to rip it off, but couldn’t, so I folded it around the band, making a mental note to find scissors or a knife to cut the extra plastic material later.

      “Do you want me to take your bag?” I offered Mateo as he struggled to put on his wristband.

      He shook his head. “I’m good.”

      I quickly wheeled my bag to the man, and he gave me a ticket after tying a tag with the matching number to my suitcase.

      By the time I rejoined the kids, Mateo had figured out how to don his bracelet. We made our way through the reception and stepped onto the beach. I paused for a second to take off my sandals and roll up the bottom of my pants. The sand was warm and soft beneath my feet. It had been a long time since I’d felt sand between my toes, like sugar grains massaging my skin. Thankfully it was white sand, so it wasn’t hot enough to burn my skin.

      Within a few steps, we reached the shade of the palapa and took a seat at the bar.

      “What would you like to drink?” the short man asked in English with a strong Mexican accent.

      Mateo answered first, “¡Mojito, por favor!”

      Isabella tilted her head. “Sounds good. Make that two,” she said in Spanish.

      “Three,” I added.

      The bartender smiled wide. “Coming right up!”

      “Is that your preferred drink?” I asked Mateo, mostly to get the conversation going.

      “I don’t like fruity drinks. Beer is okay, but I can get that anytime. But rum, lime and minty goodness together? It’s refreshing and delicious, especially when you’re not the one preparing it.”

      The waiter brought over three glasses of crushed ice with mint leaves and lime wedges on top. Even though I’d seen him prepare the drinks just now, condensation had already started to collect on the tall glasses.

      A sip of the drink had me agreeing with Mateo. We stayed quiet for a minute. They were probably as parched as I was.

      Then my bladder reminded me I’d already had a few beers. I’d sweated some of the liquid while waiting outside, but I’d now reached my limit.

      “¿Donde estan los baños?” I asked the bartender.

      He pointed to my left and then back to the reception. A quick glance in both directions showed a lineup in the reception but none on the beach to my left, so I headed that way, my drink in hand.

      As I stepped away from Vee’s kids, I wondered if they thought it was weird of me to go to the bathroom with my drink.

      I shook my head.

      Why was I even worried about what they thought? I’ve lived long enough as a single woman to know to never leave my drink unattended. That habit was ingrained in me, for better or worse.

      I finished my drink before I reached the bathroom and temporarily left my empty glass on the counter before taking care of business.

      On my way back to the bar, I scanned the beach to see what the beach chair situation was like. Most chairs were taken, but there were still a few open by the pool. That’s when I spotted
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