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  Arrival and First Meeting


The humid air wrapped around Tom the moment he stepped off the plane, thick with the scent of salt and tropical flowers. He adjusted his carry-on and glanced at Lisa beside him, her olive skin already glowing under the Caribbean sun. She wore a light sundress that clung to her curves, the fabric hinting at the full breasts and wide hips he knew so well after eight years of marriage. This anniversary trip was supposed to be their reset, a week of lazy beach days and reconnecting away from work and routines. 
"God, it's gorgeous," Lisa said, her voice playful as she slipped her hand into his. "I can't wait to get out of these clothes and into a bikini."
Tom smiled, squeezing her fingers. The resort shuttle wound through palm-lined roads, delivering them to a sprawling property with white sand beaches and infinity pools that seemed to melt into the ocean. Their suite overlooked the water, all polished wood and crisp linens, with a private balcony that promised evening drinks under the stars. They unpacked quickly, the excitement of the trip buzzing between them like it always did on vacations.
After a quick shower, Lisa emerged from the bathroom in a tiny red bikini that made Tom's breath catch. The top barely contained her breasts, the ties resting against her toned back from all those yoga sessions. The bottoms hugged her hips, accentuating the sway of her walk as she grabbed a towel and sunscreen. "What do you think? Too much for the beach bar?"
"You look incredible," Tom said, his voice steady even as a familiar warmth stirred low in his gut. He changed into swim trunks and a loose shirt, and they headed down to the sand.
The beach bar was open-air, with thatched roofs and stools facing the waves. A soft breeze carried the sound of laughter and clinking glasses. They claimed two seats at the counter, ordering rum punches that arrived cold and sweet. Lisa leaned forward on her elbows, her dark wavy hair spilling over one shoulder as she sipped her drink. Tom watched her relax, the tension of the flight melting away.
That's when Javier appeared behind the bar, tall and broad-shouldered with tanned skin that spoke of hours in the sun. His dark hair was tousled, his jaw sharp, and he moved with the easy confidence of someone who belonged here. "First time at the resort?" he asked, his Spanish accent smooth and inviting. "I'm Javier, one of the trainers. If you two want any beach activities or snorkeling tips, I'm your guy."
Lisa turned toward him, her smile brightening. "We just arrived. This place is perfect already. I'm Lisa, and this is my husband Tom."
Javier's eyes flicked over her, appreciative but polite, lingering a second longer on the curve of her hips in that bikini. "Beautiful name for a beautiful woman. You look like you belong on these beaches." He poured them fresh drinks without being asked, his movements fluid. "What brings you here? Anniversary?"
"Ten years," Tom said, keeping his tone light. He noticed the way Lisa shifted closer on her stool, her knee brushing the bar as she laughed at something Javier said about local hidden coves.
"You must keep her very happy," Javier replied, directing the comment at Tom but with a teasing glint that made Lisa tilt her head. She crossed her legs slowly, the motion drawing attention to her toned thighs. "I run morning yoga sessions and fitness classes. Maybe you'd like to join one, Lisa. It would suit someone as... flexible as you seem."
Lisa's cheeks flushed, but she didn't look away. "I'd love that. Tom here is more of a pool lounger, but I could use the stretch after the flight." Her hand rested on Tom's arm as she spoke, but her gaze stayed on Javier, playful and open. She leaned in a little, her full breasts pressing against the thin fabric of her top as she described their itinerary. "We want to try everything. Snorkeling, boat trips, maybe even some night beach walks. What do you recommend?"
Javier's smile widened, his voice dropping just enough to feel intimate. "For a woman like you, the water is perfect right now. Clear, warm, and full of life. I could show you some spots if your husband doesn't mind sharing your time."
Tom felt a flicker in his chest, something sharp and unexpected. Jealousy? He pushed it down, focusing on his drink. Lisa was just being friendly, the way she always was with charming strangers. But there was a spark in her eyes he hadn't seen in a while, a lightness that made her lean closer to the bar, her wavy hair catching the sunlight. Javier's muscular arms flexed as he wiped the counter, and Lisa's gaze followed the motion.
"Tom's very supportive," Lisa said, her tone warm and teasing. She placed a hand lightly on Javier's forearm for emphasis, her fingers lingering a beat too long. "He knows I love trying new things. Don't you, babe?"
Tom nodded, forcing a chuckle. "She's the adventurous one." The words came out easy, but inside, he noticed the way his body reacted. A subtle heat pooled in his stomach, mixing with the rum. He told himself it was nothing, just the vacation vibe and Lisa looking stunning in that bikini. Yet he couldn't ignore how her laughter seemed brighter when Javier responded with a low comment about her energy, how she tossed her hair and held his stare.
They talked for another half hour, the conversation flowing from resort recommendations to light stories about Javier's life on the island. Lisa flirted with small touches, a brush of her hand here, a compliment on his build there, her voice turning husky when she asked about his training routines. Tom watched it all, suppressing the odd twist of possessiveness that rose each time Javier's eyes dropped to her cleavage. But beneath it, something else stirred, a quiet thrum of arousal he didn't want to examine yet. Lisa was his, after all. This was just harmless vacation fun.
As the sun dipped lower, casting golden light across the sand, Lisa turned back to Tom with a satisfied smile. "This is already the best trip," she said, her hand finding his thigh under the bar. Her touch was warm, familiar, but Tom felt the echo of that spark between her and Javier lingering in the air. He squeezed her hand, pushing the jealousy deeper and letting the moment settle into something he could handle. For now.






  
  Private Snorkeling Trip


The morning sun filtered through the palm trees as Tom and Lisa made their way down to the beach, the air already warm and heavy with the promise of adventure. Lisa had suggested the snorkeling trip the night before, her eyes sparkling when she mentioned Javier's offer to show them a private spot. Tom had agreed, telling himself it was just part of the vacation fun, but a small knot formed in his stomach at the thought of seeing her with the trainer again. 
They met Javier at the edge of the water, where he stood in board shorts that hugged his muscular thighs, his broad chest bare and glistening from a recent swim. "Ready for something special?" Javier asked, his voice smooth with that Spanish accent that made every word sound intimate. He handed Lisa a mask and fins, his fingers brushing hers as she took them. "This cove is perfect. Private, clear water, and I'll be right there to guide you both."
Lisa smiled, adjusting her bikini top in a way that drew Javier's eyes. "Sounds amazing. I can't wait to get in." She turned to Tom, her hand on his arm. "You're coming too, right? Don't want you missing out."
Tom nodded, forcing a grin as he grabbed his own gear. "Wouldn't miss it." They waded into the warm water, the gentle waves lapping at their legs. Javier led the way, pointing out colorful fish darting below the surface. As they reached a deeper spot, he moved closer to Lisa, his hand on her lower back to steady her. "Here, let me help with your mask. Make sure it seals right against your face."
Lisa leaned into the touch, her body floating easily in the water. Javier's fingers traced the strap along her cheek, then down to adjust the fit near her neck, his palm lingering on her shoulder. Tom floated nearby, watching as Javier's other hand rested on her hip to keep her balanced, the contact seeming casual but sending a spark through the air. Lisa laughed, a light sound that carried over the waves. "You're good at this. I feel so safe with you here."
"You're a natural," Javier replied, his hand sliding lower to her waist as he demonstrated how to clear the snorkel. His touch wasn't rushed, but it stayed, warm and firm against her olive skin. Lisa's breathing quickened slightly, visible in the rise of her chest. Tom felt that same flicker from the beach bar, jealousy mixing with something hotter he couldn't name yet. He pushed it down and focused on the reef below.
They spent the next hour exploring, but the contact escalated. Javier swam beside Lisa, his arm brushing hers as he pointed out a sea turtle. When she struggled with a fin, he reached down, his hands on her calf, sliding up to her thigh to fix it. "There, that's better. Don't want you getting tired out here." Lisa didn't pull away, instead turning to face him, her body close enough that their legs tangled lightly in the water. "Thanks, Javier. You're making this trip even better than I imagined."
Tom swam a few feet away, catching glimpses of her flushed cheeks and the way her eyes held Javier's. The physical proximity built a tension Tom couldn't ignore, especially when Javier helped her back to the shallows, his hand on the small of her back again, fingers splayed wide. Lisa's bikini clung to her curves, water droplets tracing paths down her full breasts, and Javier's gaze followed them openly now.
Back on the sand, they dried off, the conversation turning lighter but charged. "That was incredible," Lisa said, toweling her hair as she sat on a beach chair. Javier stayed close, offering her a bottle of water. "You two should do more with me. Maybe a night dive next time." His words carried an undercurrent, and Lisa met it with a playful bite of her lip.
They parted ways soon after, heading back to their suite as the afternoon heat built. Inside the cool room, Lisa dropped her towel and turned to Tom, her expression open but excited. "I have to tell you something. That trip... it got me thinking. I felt so attracted to him out there. The way he touched me, guided me. It was innocent, but it stirred something."
Tom set his gear down, his heart racing. He tried to keep his voice steady. "Yeah? You seemed into it. I noticed the way he was with you."
Lisa stepped closer, her hands on his chest. "I am into it, Tom. I love you so much, but being here, with him so close, it makes me wonder. What if we explored that? The idea of me with someone else, and you knowing about it. It turns me on more than I expected."
They talked openly then, the conversation flowing as they moved to the bed. Lisa admitted the sparks from the bar and the water, how Javier's confidence pulled her in. Tom listened, his jealousy flaring but tempered by the growing arousal in his body. "I don't know how to feel," he said honestly. "It's hot, but it scares me too."
"I get that," Lisa replied, her voice soft but direct. "But I want to share it with you. Tell me what you're thinking when you see him touch me."
The talk turned explicit as clothes came off. Lisa straddled Tom on the bed, her naked body pressing against his. "Imagine if he was here now, his hands on me like in the water. Would you watch? Would that make you hard for me?"
Tom groaned, his hands gripping her hips. The admission unlocked something. "It does. Seeing you flirt, feeling that pull... it shouldn't, but it does."
Lisa leaned down, her lips near his ear as she rocked against him. "Then let's play with it. I want you inside me while I tell you how his body felt against mine. How I'd let him fuck
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