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“Honey, I’m home!” 

Kelly Wilbers flung her purse on the coat rack, rushed through the corridor and burst into the living room. 

“Ron, I’m—” 

No one. 

She looked around the empty room in surprise. Where was Ron? 

Still at work? 

No, he was supposed to be home early today. 

Oh! She longed for him. She craved his arms around her, his lips in her hair. She wanted him to caress her skin, feel his hard erection press to her thigh just before he.... 

“Ah yes, go on. Please go on!” a panting, almost begging voice sounded from upstairs. 

Pressing her fingers to her mouth, Kelly pricked up her ears. 

What kind of noise was that? A voice? A female voice? From the bed room? 

Ron must be watching a movie in bed. 

Oh, she couldn’t wait to see him again! 

She slipped out of the living room and rushed up the stairs. 

“Please make me come!” the voice shouted when Kelly was halfway up the landing. 

Kelly stood as if bitten by an extraterrestrial being. 

Huh? 

This wasn’t a movie. It sounded too real. But there couldn’t be someone with Ron, right? Ron was her lover, her husband-to-be. They were going to be married next week. 

He must have lent their bedroom to one of his adulterous friends. She’d better go downstairs again. 

“Ron, oh yes, give it to me, give it to me....” 

The female voice faded away and was replaced by another, very familiar male sound. 

“Elsa! Elsa, I gotta come!” 

Elsa? Come? 

All blood drained from Kelly’s face. That was definitely her lover’s voice. Ron was making love to another woman! 

Of course not. He couldn’t be. 

Kelly burst into the bedroom, watching the hot scene in front of her in utter disbelief. 

Ron was on the bed. Their bed. Lying on his back, in his gorgeous birthday suit. The woman was sitting on top of him, as if he were a pedigree stallion. She was buck naked, and breathing hard, obviously exhausted and satisfied from the wild ride. She had round curves in just the right places and a wonderful tight sun-tanned bottom. 

Kelly’s hands glided over her own butt. She was too fat. And her breasts were much smaller than the perfect bosom in front of her. 

Ron had found himself Miss Holland. She, Kelly, was no match for this stunning beauty.  

An unearthly sound escaped her lips—a knowing gasp. During her absence, Ron had chosen another bride. 

Ron raised himself on one elbow, and the woman glided down his side in the move. Two faces turned at Kelly, investigating, annoyed. 

“Ron,” she whispered in agony. “Ron, how can you do this to me? You’re mine.” 

“What are you doing here?” Ron returned. “Your flight was due tomorrow.” 

“I came back early,” she muttered. “One of the students got ill and I—” 

“Welcome back. We gotta talk.” 

Kelly pressed her lips so firmly together that she tasted her own blood, warm and salty. 

“The wedding’s off,” the woman said, grinning in a wicked way. “That’s to say, he’s gonna marry me.” 

“Is that true?” Kelly snapped in distress, trying to catch Ron’s gaze. But he looked away. 

“Yes, the wedding’s off,” he muttered. “And since this house is mine, you’d better find yourself another place to live.” 

Kelly’s knees changed into melting ice cream, and she trembled all over. 

“But the Bridal Shower is in two days. Everyone’s invited!” 

Ron shrugged, as if he were apologizing. “Sorry. I’ve chosen Elsa.” 

“This can’t be. We belong together.” Kelly took a deep, steadying breath, composing herself. This was just a nightmare. She was still on the plane, flying from Athens to Amsterdam, and she’d fallen asleep. This wasn’t happening. It couldn’t be real. 

Elsa stood, shamelessly exposing her beautiful nakedness. “You heard him. He wants me. Off you go.” 

Kelly bit on her finger. Hard. 

Ouch, it hurt. Did that mean she was awake? 

“But this can’t be,” Kelly stuttered. 

Elsa grinned. A wicked mean grin. “Get lost,” she snapped. 

“Hey, this is my home!” Kelly shouted. An enormous anger filled her chest and her knees stopped trembling. 

She rushed to Elsa and hit her straight in her smiling face. 

“How dare you talk to me like this, you slut! You get out! This is my place. I’m not going to let you take my man!” 

Elsa winced but kept on smiling. “He’s mine now, you loser.” 

“Oh, is he?” Kelly raised her hand to slap Elsa once more, but Ron didn’t let her. Ron took her wrist in an iron grip. 

“Hey, let go of me!” she snapped. “You’re hurting me, you bastard.” 

“You watch your tongue, little wild cat. I’m not gonna sit here and let you mistreat my future wife.” 

His words struck Kelly like the proverbial hammer blow. 

“Ron, I’m your future wife,” she whispered. Why didn’t she wake up? It was high time to wake up! 

“Sorry, hon. I’d planned to tell you at a better moment, but I don’t wanna marry you anymore.” 

“But what happened? We’re a happy couple,” she cried out in despair. “Everyone says we’re a happy couple.” 

“Take a look at yourself,” he barked in a rude manner. “You’re too fat. Elsa has the tightest butt I’ve ever kissed.” 

“Out you go,” Elsa repeated with another mean grin. 

“No!” Kelly shouted. “Ron’s mine! He’s mine!” 

But her cries didn’t work out. Ron picked her from the floor as if she were a feather and carried her down. 

Before she realized what had happened, she was sitting on the dirty sidewalk, next to her unpacked red suitcase. 

The door slammed shut. The airplane label flew up in the sudden draft, then softly whirled down again. 

An enormous emptiness filled Kelly’s entire body. She was all alone now—she had nowhere to go. Orphaned at six, she was raised by her grandparents. But after Grandpa passed away, Granny had suffered from a nervous breakdown, and she was now living in a nursing home, not even remembering her own name anymore, least of all her granddaughter. 

Kelly tried to swallow, but her mouth was too dry. 

She sniffed, rubbing her eyes, unable to stop the tears from running down her flushed cheeks. 

She moaned softly. Where could she go? Her best friend and colleague Violet was still in Athens with their middle school class. Violet was her maid of honor, she was hosting the bridal shower in two days. 

‘There won’t be a bridal shower’, Elsa’s mean voice toned inside her head. ‘The wedding’s off, you lame duck with your elephant butt.’ 

The door opened behind her, and Ron and Elsa came out. 

“I’ve reconsidered,” Ron said. 

Kelly’s heart jumped up inside her chest. Ron had reconsidered. He was throwing Elsa out! Of course, he was. This was all just a bad joke. A little fun to stress the bride. 

“I’m gonna stay with Elsa for a few days,” Ron went on. “That’ll give you time to find another place to live.” 

Leaving the door widely open, he slipped his hand into Elsa’s, and side by side they walked away. 

“Ron! Come back!” Kelly yelled at him, but Ron didn’t react to her outcries. He rounded a corner and was gone. 

As if she were made of rusty iron, Kelly stumbled stiffly to her feet, and walking like a robot she went inside, automatically heading for the bedroom closet. 

She opened the cupboard and with trembling fingers, she pulled out her wedding gown. It was the most beautiful dress she’d ever seen and the moment the sales woman had shown it, she’d known this gown belonged to her. 

Kelly took off her clothes, wrestled herself into the gown, and stepped to the mirror. 

Swollen mournful brown eyes stared at her from a flushed teary face that was framed by tousled brow hair. But the rest of the reflection looked fabulous in the traditional Victorian white-ivory wedding ball gown, made of pure Italian silk. The amazing dress had a perfectly fitting boned bodice, a hand-beaded neckline with shining little pearls, bell shape long sleeves and a long skirt with an inbuilt petticoat and train. The glamorous veil was long, reaching past the end of the train. 

Kelly sighed. She looked slim and beautiful, like a movie star stepping out of a wedding magazine, but this dazzling bride would never be kissed by her gorgeous groom. 

She turned, stumbled down the stairs and left the house, bare footed and in tears, like a robot heading for the beach where she’d spent so many wonderful hours with Ron. 

When she reached the yellow dunes, the sun was slowly sinking behind the horizon. A deep scarlet glow streaked across the fading blue of the sky, reflecting in the ocean water, coloring the rippled surface into a mysterious red. 

Kelly sat down in the warm sand, and staring at the waves gently breaking on the beach, she blew her nose. She’d been here so often with Ron, close together, holding hands, watching the sun sink until it totally dropped behind the horizon. After that, they’d mostly made sizzling love, covered by the darkness. 

She sniffed. She had not only lost her lover, but also her honor, her credibility. All wedding invitations had to be cancelled, the bridal shower was off and everybody would know about her disaster. People would pity her, gossip behind her back, laugh at her, whisper she was going to wind up an old maid. 

“She’s too fat,” Elsa’s sarcastic voice echoed inside her head. “That’s why he dumped her. She’s a waddling goose with a rhino butt!” 

Shame made Kelly’s cheeks flush. She couldn’t face the laughs and the cynical grins and the pity. She’d lost everything. Including her reason for living. 

Wiping her swollen red eyes, she came to her feet again. 

Her life was so over. 

She crossed the sandy beach until she came at the shoreline. The warm waves rolled over her feet in a comforting way and Kelly stood, staring at the glowing red sun that had almost reached the surface of the sea in his endless way down. It looked like a burning Phoenix, drowning in the scorching fire, coming to a new life the next day. 

A new life ... It was an attractive thought. Being born again with a beautiful tight butt. 

She snorted, took a deep breath and walked on, straight into the sea, her eyes fixed on the dying sun. 

The water reached her waist and she vaguely wondered if the salty fluids were about to ruin her gown. 

Oh, what the heck. She didn’t need the dress anymore, it was of no importance if the valuable silk would shrink. 

She wandered on, struggling against the waves that were trying to push her back to the shore, until she reached the point of no return. The ocean swept her from her feet, tugging at her, carrying her along, pulling her down, sucking her up like a gigantic killer whale swallowing his fish. 

It was then when Kelly realized she was being stupid, throwing away her valuable life for a rotten man’s sake. 

She desperately struggled to get in control again, but the ocean didn’t let go, slamming water all over her. 

All she could do was close her eyes to protect them from the prickling water and accept her defeat. 

An intense blackness overwhelming her, Kelly passed out. 

 

* * * * 

 

“Wish I could screw her,” a distant hungry voice toned somewhere above Kelly’s head. 

“Not a single chance, my boy,” a husky male voice answered. “Skipper’s got first rights. You know that very well.” 

Kelly peeped through her eyelashes and blinked. There were boots in front of her. Two pairs of worn-out brown leather boots on a tawny wooden floor next to a heap of crinkled wet white-ivory silk. 

She swallowed. Her poor wedding dress looked like a mess. What had happened? Where on earth had she landed? 

“What if I let her suck my privates, bosun?” One pair of boots shoved restlessly over the planking. “Would the old man mind?” 

“You bet he would,” the husky voice answered. 

Kelly shivered. Good grief, she was all wet. And sitting on a wooden, wobbling floor against something very hard. Hard and round. A pole? 

“But bosun, I’ve been without a woman for three hundred years. I’m sure the skipper...” 

“Shut up youngster, there he is. Skipper James Henderson.” 

A pair of black boots with silver spurs came in sight. 

“What have we here?” a deep male voice toned. “A castaway?” 

A castaway. Ron ... The wedding. She’d walked into the sea to finish her lousy life. Had she ended up in hell? 

“A drowned woman, Skipper. I was wondering if I might fuck her, please?” 

“Good Christians don’t abuse the dead,” the deep male voice answered, obviously in anger. 

“But she ain’t dead, sir. Look, she’s breathing. I saw her shiver a while ago.” 

“I told the youngster, Skipper has first rights,” the bosun said. 

Kelly bit on her tongue. She wasn
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