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Groans and sighs of pleasure met Sophie’s ears as she opened the door to her gorgeous overwater bungalow at a secluded resort on the Florida coastline. Bile rose in her throat so that it burned. “Not again,” she muttered with disgust when she saw her husband, Dan, penis in hand, masturbating to the porn on the television. Two blond nubile women licked and touched each other, their fake tanned bodies perfect, their silicone enhanced breasts unnaturally high.
“Sophie. I thought you were going sightseeing today,” Dan said, his voice full of surprise.
“You agreed to stop this,” she said. “No more porn. I thought the point of this holiday was for you to focus on us.” The sharp pain of disgust quickly followed disappointment. She couldn’t understand how her husband was so addicted to porn that he couldn’t make with her anymore. A gut wrenching pain stabbed her stomach. Their marriage was over.
She hugged herself. Her body, still warm from the sun, wasn’t as firm as when she’d first met her husband. Instead, it was rounded and sensuous, the body of a fit, healthy thirty-year-old woman.
Dan stood, his erection losing potency as he walked towards her. “I love you, honey, but I’ve been with you ten years. It’s hard to get excited. These women on the screen mean nothing. They’re strangers. It’s fun to try something new.”
The first time she’d heard this, his words had gutted her, until she’d discovered his porn addiction and she realised she could never compete against his celluloid fantasy women. “It’s over, Dan. We’re finished.”
“Don’t be ridiculous. You’d never leave me.”
One look at his cocksure expression and she knew how wrong he was. She snatched her sarong from the chair near the door, turned and ran.
She raced over the wooden bridge that linked the bungalow to the beach. The soft sand squelched between her toes as she jumped from the bridge and ran along the water’s edge. The wind whipped her long hair into her eyes, but she kept running, even though her chest was tight, even though a stitch made her grip her side. She ran. She had no idea what was around the next cove, but she didn’t care, just as long as she could get away from the pristine resort and not see lovers on their honeymoons, gazing adoringly at each other. It hurt too much to see what she had once had with Dan, a man who had adored her until he began working all hours to rise to dizzying heights at his merchant bank only to have been dumped when the bank’s fortunes turned.
When caught before, he’d said the porn helped him cope with the stress.
He didn’t seem to care what his neglect did to her.
When the stitch in her side became unbearable, Sophie slowed her pace. Jogging to the end of the beach, she reached a formidable rocky outcrop that separated the new resort from the next cove. A signpost with large lettering saying, Keep Out, was cemented into the sand. Probably some wealthy individual owned the land and didn’t want tourists walking along their beach. Would it really hurt if she trespassed and kept walking? She needed to put as much space between her and Dan, as possible. She’d have to go back eventually, if only to pack her things. Just. Not. Now.
She reached around and massaged the back of her neck to ease the tension that resided there, took in a deep breath, grabbed hold of the first rock and started to climb the wall of boulders. They were piled high like a giant had thrown them from the sky in a messy heap. To keep fit in New York, Sophie rock-climbed so she welcomed the challenge of scaling the boulders, stretching her body, pulling herself up and over them even though she grazed her naked legs in places.
When she reached up and pulled herself over the highest rock she saw a long deserted beach lined with trees stretching into the distance. Some of the trees had been cleared, and there was a rugged road, which met the sand, but she couldn’t see what lay beyond. No people at least. That suited her. She needed to be alone to think, and climbed down over the boulders, her arms and legs extended to their limits until she shimmied down the last boulder and dropped onto the sandy beach. Angry and sexually frustrated, she wanted to bath naked in the sea, let the water wash away her cares.
When she left the dry sand and walked towards the water’s edge, her feet sank so that soft grains of wet sand played between her toes. She untied her sarong and looked around her. No one. Slowly, she peeled her black swimming costume straps from her shoulders and pulled the costume down over her body until it pooled at her feet. She stepped out of it, picked it up and threw the costume and sarong up onto the dry sand.
The sun touched her breasts which were fair compared to the tanned skin on her shoulders. Her pink nipples contracted when the breeze hit them. Small waves tickled her toes and she smiled at the simple pleasure of the water as it rushed and ebbed around her ankles. She’d never wanted the grand life her husband’s job afforded them. It was funny how happy she was with her down-to-earth life as an English teacher. It was gone anyway, that fancy life, now Dan’s job had dissolved along with the hedge fund and she wouldn’t have come on this holiday if it hadn’t already been paid for.
Sophie walked further into the sea, savouring the feeling of the water rushing between her legs, the waves foaming between her thighs. Flecks of water splashed her naked sex, the cool water caressing the delicate folds between her legs. She’d had a Brazilian, leaving only a thin landing strip, so her skin was sensitive.
Water rushed between her legs and Sophie opened them. She raised her hands to her breasts, weighing them in her hand, her thumb and index finger teasing her nipples. It had been a long time since a man had held and wanted her. The sensation of the cool water playing with her delicate folds was unusually light and tickly, like a new lover. She splashed water over her breasts, aware that her nipples contracted further. She rubbed and played with them before reaching between her legs wishing her fingers were the size of a man’s. How wonderful it would feel to have a man desire her.
A rasping sound like someone coughing made her turn. Her breath seized when she saw the soldier standing a few feet from the water’s edge. He was tall and rangy with broad shoulders and an unsmiling expression. He appeared young, with dark sunglasses covering his eyes, so that all she could see of him were high cheekbones, a straight nose and a sensuous mouth. He pointed to her and called out something.
Exposed and raw with emotion, Sophie searched for her swimsuit and sarong. How long had he been watching her pleasure herself? Had he enjoyed it? Her gaze scanned the beach wondering if the breeze could have blown the light sarong further along the sand. Nothing. Surely the breeze was too light to have blown both pieces of apparel away. Cheeky devil. He must have picked them up. With water swirling around her waist, she realised she had to face the soldier and demand her swimsuit back.
When she walked closer, she saw from his expression, he didn’t look in the mood to hear her explanation for trespassing and her vulnerability sank in. Her hands moved to cover her breasts and as she left the water, her sex, although she knew it was a silly gesture. Clearly he had seen everything already.
She walked towards the shore, the waves thrusting her forward, faster than she wanted to go, then sucking back between her knees. Sophie trembled, agitation alighting along her senses, so that they became honed for danger. What was he thinking?
The soldier stood feet apart, wearing a military fatigue cap pulled low over his eyes. He wore a khaki-colored tee-shirt which sat tight over his shoulders, firm pectoral muscles and six pack. Around his hips was a leather belt holding up camouflage combat trousers. Even with the heat of the day, on his feet he wore black combat boots.
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