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Chapter 1: The Spark Fades, Then Flickers



Lila and I had been together for five years. We met in college at eighteen, two kids swept up in a dizzying romance that carried us to the altar after just a year. Six months later, our daughter arrived—a little whirlwind of joy we hadn’t planned but embraced fully. We adapted fast, and for a while, our bond only grew stronger. But by the fourth year, something shifted. The sex, once a daily fire, dwindled to a couple of times a week, then barely once if I was lucky. Our love held steady, but that missing heat gnawed at me. We’d slipped into a friendship—comfortable, yes, but not the wild, breathless thing we’d started with. Neither of us wanted to walk away, not with our sweet girl tying us together, so we agreed to chase that old spark, to reignite what we’d lost. At twenty-three, we were still young. I figured we had time to fix it.

I pitched the idea of a holiday—a break from routine to pull us back together. Lila’s mom, sensing our quiet struggles, offered to take our daughter for a week. It was perfect. We booked a flight to southern Spain, the Costa del Sol, our first real getaway in four years. The sun blazed down on us as we landed, and our hotel was a cozy haven—not fancy, but clean and welcoming, with a sparkling pool just below our balcony on the second-to-top floor. We’d vowed to let loose, to shake off the weight of parenthood and responsibility, and we dove in headfirst.

That first day, we lazed on the beach, the sand warm under our toes, the sea glinting like glass. After a slow, delicious dinner, we hit the bars, drinks flowing until we were stumbling, laughing messes. It was past midnight when we crashed back into our room, and suddenly we were teenagers again—hands tearing at clothes, mouths hungry, the bed creaking under us. It was the best sex we’d had in months, raw and desperate, like we’d cracked open a door to who we used to be.

The next morning, we nursed our hangovers by the pool. Around mid-afternoon, Lila slipped into the water for a dip. I watched her climb out, dripping and radiant, and couldn’t take my eyes off her. She’s petite, barely 5’3”, with a slim frame that makes her curves stand out. Her breasts—36C now, up from a 36B after our daughter—looked fuller on her small body, still firm and perfect despite motherhood. She’d tied her wet, shoulder-length auburn hair into a messy ponytail, and even in a simple black one-piece, she was stunning. I caught a few guys around the pool sneaking glances her way and pointed it out to her, grinning. She brushed it off, rolling her eyes, but I saw a flicker of something—pride, maybe—in her blush.

Later, as the sun dipped low, we retreated to our room. She asked me again if those men had really been staring, and I nodded, smirking. The idea seemed to light something in her, because next thing I knew, we were tangled up on the bed, curtains wide open, daylight spilling over us. It didn’t matter who might see—we didn’t care. It was fast and fierce, like the night before, and I felt that old rush again: sexy, alive, electric. I was grinning like an idiot after, thinking we’d found it—the fix we needed.

That night, we went out again, and Lila was buzzing. She ditched her usual knee-length skirts for a short one she’d packed but never worn since the baby, pairing it with a low-cut top that hugged her tight. She hadn’t dressed like that in years, and it hit me—the sun, the drinks, those poolside looks—it was waking her up. The barmen and waiters noticed too, their eyes lingering as they served us. In the nightclub, two young guys pulled her onto the dance floor, spinning her away from me. It was harmless, just flirting, and they bought us drinks before handing her back, all smiles.

I asked if she’d enjoyed it, teasing, and she practically dragged me back to the room. We were drunk, sloppy, but the sex was incredible—she screamed the place down when she came, loud enough to wake half the hotel. Lying there after, panting, I asked what had set her off. She hesitated, then admitted one of the guys had stared right down her top, while the other got bold, sliding his hands over her ass—not just a quick grab, but a slow, deliberate feel, pulling her close enough to feel his hard-on through his shorts. She’d broken away then, but the guilt in her voice was thin. I laughed, told her I didn’t mind if it meant sex like that, and she studied me a moment before winking. “Maybe I’ll flirt again tomorrow then, if you’re okay with it,” she said, rolling over to sleep before I could answer.

The next day, we hit the beach to sweat out the hangovers. I brought it up again—had she meant it about flirting? She asked if I was mad, but I shook my head. I confessed it turned me on, seeing those guys eye her up, hearing about that bold hand on her ass. I nearly lost it just thinking about it, though I didn’t get why. “Really?” she said, skeptical, and I nodded. She’d only been with one guy before me, a high school boyfriend, nothing memorable. I’d asked her before we married if she ever regretted settling down so young, missing out on more, and she’d always sworn she didn’t. Now, I pressed again, five years in—was she still sure? She brushed it off, insisting she loved me, that her vows meant everything. But her eyes flickered with doubt, and I caught it.

“I don’t mind either way,” I said, sipping a cocktail to ease my throbbing head. “If you’re curious, just be honest.” She chewed her lip—her tell when she’s torn—and admitted she’d enjoyed the flirting, that maybe she did miss that reckless, youthful thrill she’d skipped. “It was fun last night, wasn’t it?” she said, and I agreed, encouraging her. “We’ll see what happens tonight,” I promised, as she smiled and slipped into the sea to cool off. I didn’t want her sleeping with anyone—that felt too far—but the idea of her flirting, maybe letting some guy cop a feel, had me itching to drag her back to the room. I held off, saving it for whatever the night might bring.


















Chapter 2: Testing the Waters


When Lila came back from her swim, the sun was still high, and I pointed out the guys checking her out again. She’d swapped the black one-piece for a silver bikini that showed off more cleavage, and their eyes followed her every step. She blushed but grinned, soaking in the attention. I teased her about going topless, half-joking, and she shot me a look—playful but firm—telling me to drop it. I let it go, settling back into my lounge chair, the cocktail easing my hangover into a dull hum.

I must’ve dozed off, because when I opened my eyes, Lila wasn’t beside me. Scanning the beach, I spotted her in the water, waist-deep, chatting with some guy. He was older—late forties, maybe fifty—with short, graying hair and a build that said he hit the gym more than I ever would. His hand rested on her arm, casual but deliberate, and he leaned in close, whispering something. Lila’s hand flew to her mouth, shocked but laughing, and when he tugged her closer, she pushed him off with a giggle. They splashed each other, playful at first, then he grabbed her, dunking her under. They came up gasping and grinning, and I watched his hands slip to her ass a few times as he tossed her into the waves. She didn’t seem to mind.

After a while, she waved him off and trudged back to me, sand clinging to her legs, a huge smile plastered across her face. “I’ve been chatted up!” she announced, plopping down and grabbing her towel. I smirked, telling her I’d been watching. “He asked me for a drink tonight,” she said, drying off. “Seemed nice enough.”

“Why don’t you go?” I said, testing her. She laughed it off, chucking the towel at me. “No way! He’s too old, even if he’s got a killer body.” She stretched out to sunbathe, but I could tell her mind was still on it. As we packed up later and headed back to the hotel, she brought it up again. “Would you really have let me go out with him?”

“Why not?” I shrugged. “I’d manage one night alone. You said you missed out, marrying me so young.” She started to protest, but I cut in. “You don’t have to do anything. Just flirt, have fun.” She studied me, chewing her lip again, then said he wasn’t her type anyway. Still, she’d gotten his address—some apartment he owned, a vacation spot he hit a few times a year. By the time we reached our room, she was teasing, “I’d go if you really wanted me to.”

“It’s not about me,” I said, locking the door. “What do you want?” She blushed, peeling off her sarong. “What if he tries something and I’m drunk?” she asked, half-serious. “You know how I get.”

I grinned, playing it off. “That’s your mess to handle.” She gasped, mock-offended. “He might try to rape me!” That stopped me cold—I hadn’t thought that far. “Okay,” I said, sobering up. “I’ll go out too, stay close. If he pulls anything sketchy, call me, and I’ll swoop in. Deal?”

“So you wouldn’t care if something happened?” she asked, untying her bikini top. Her breasts spilled free, nipples stiff—maybe from the air conditioning, maybe from where this conversation was headed. I swallowed hard, my shorts tightening. “Up to you, babe,” I said, voice rough. Was I really okay with this? I wasn’t sure, but the words kept tumbling out.

“Would you be mad if it did?” She kicked off her bikini bottoms, standing there naked, her trimmed auburn patch catching the light. She was a mess when she got plastered—wild, unstoppable—and last night proved it. “You don’t have to go,” I offered, but she stepped onto the balcony, letting the warm air hit her skin. “I think I want to,” she said, eyes glinting. “Just to see. An adventure.”

“Okay,” I agreed, heart thudding. A wolf-whistle pierced the air from across the street—some guys on another balcony, gawking. Lila shrieked, darting back inside, yanking the curtain shut. “Did they see me?” she gasped, face flaming. Shouts of “Nice rack!” and “Show us again!” answered her, and I laughed. “Oh, they saw everything.”

“Oh my god,” she muttered, collapsing onto the bed, hand over her mouth. The guys kept catcalling, begging for an encore. She stood, peeked out, flashed them the finger, and slammed the door shut. Then she spun to me, eyes wild. “I can’t believe they saw me naked! I’m so fucking horny—do me, now.”

I wasn’t about to say no. We went at it right there, hard and fast, her moans drowning out the fading jeers from outside. Afterward, as we caught our breath, she changed her tune about the guy—Mark, she said his name was. She’d have gone for drinks, but knocking on his door felt too weird. What if he’d lied about being alone? I argued he wouldn’t have given her his address if he had a wife stashed away, but she waved it off. “I’ll flirt tonight instead,” she promised, rolling over with a smirk. “For you.”

We dressed up later—me in a shirt and jeans, her in tiny denim shorts and a white vest that dipped low when she bent over. Her auburn hair fell loose, framing her face, and she glowed with that reckless energy. We hit new bars, determined to sample every spot before the week was out. I was already buzzed from day-drinking, but Lila was a magnet—guys’ heads turned wherever we went. I’d nudge her, point them out, and she’d light up, feeding off it. By the time we stumbled into a nightclub, we were trashed, and she bolted for the dance floor
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