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Five months after they left to travel Asia 
 
Opening the shutters took my breath away. Gone. Floating. No longer mine. The dark wood had too 
long denied us the welcome strip of sunlight that illuminated the floor and painted the walls in a bright 
golden shade of white. I lifted my arms above my head, stretching out my body to ease the knots that had 
formed after a night of being fucked by Danny Benedichi. My body worked hard for him, accepting the 
way he moved my legs, the strength of his fingers digging into my hips as he lifted me off the crisp, fresh 
linen, the force of his thrusts crashing out of him like an explosion of his love. For me. Kate. Quiet, 
pleasing Kate, who was now adored by a sexual man-beast.   
 
I sighed out the swoon that escaped my lips on a gasp whenever I saw him. He was lying on the bed, his 
arm thrown above him, allowing me to see the exquisite art of the tattoos swirling across his arms and 
chest. His body told a story. His story. The face of his mother who died when he was too young to 
experience grief, the little boy searching for peace, the haunted moon and shadowy trees cascading over 
his shoulders. He was beautiful yet flawed, perfect yet raw, and he was all mine.       
 
My gaze settled over the view from the doors of our room. This was a level of luxury we hadn’t 
experienced on our travels before. After deciding to join Danny as he backpacked around Asia, I hadn’t 
quite anticipated that for much of the six months we were here, I would be sleeping in hostels and on 
bare floors belonging to friends we were making along the way. Not quite in keeping with my need for 
hair straighteners, heels and designer bags. This was the opposite end of the scale of what we’d become 
accustomed to, a luxury room in an exclusive holiday retreat on Krabi Island, Thailand. Danny had been 
in touch with the owner of the art gallery where he’d had an exhibition before we left the UK. He’d sold 
three large paintings and a healthy royalty payment had been deposited into his bank. Three days later, he 
told me to pack up my things and brought me here, a treat he said I deserved. I didn’t agree. I was happy 
to sleep on the beach, sand reaching places it shouldn’t, if it meant being with Danny. However, waking 
up to bright turquoise water, the sharp rocks in the distance dusted with greenery, I wasn’t complaining.  
 
And I wanted to paint. 
 
I went back to the bedroom, trying not to get hypnotised by the sleeping god splayed out across the bed, 
and fished around in my backpack for my travel journal the girls had given to me as a gift before we left. 
I’d carried it everywhere, and the book was now full of drawings and watercolour paintings of the 
paradise we’d witnessed over the last few months. To me, it was my way of documenting our journey. 
There were small notes I’d made, and Danny had added to it. He was used to keeping a feelings diary as 
part of his addiction recovery. But mainly it was art, pencil sketches and paintings. A way of taking a 
snapshot without the need for a camera.  
 



‘Come here,’ Danny said, his commanding voice so familiar to me now that I automatically made my way 
to the bed where he’d lazily opened one eye. ‘Sit.’ A smile spread across his face, lifting his harsh tone to a 
simple instruction. A need. He wanted me next to him, and I was more than willing to comply. He 
reached his hand to the back of my neck and lifted my hair, now in a permanent state of beach wave, with 
the tug of his fingers. ‘Don’t leave me again,’ he said, pulling my head back, exposing my mouth to him. 
He dragged a finger down my plump bottom lip and traced it along to the sharp bone of my chin, slowly 
down my neck. He studied the movement voraciously, his brows deepening before lifting his eyes to meet 
mine again. Like he was forever wondering how I was his.  
 
‘I had to speak to Elle. Didn’t want to wake you,’ I replied softly as we linked our fingers.  
 
‘How are the girls?’ he asked, kissing the back of my hand. 
 
‘Good. Elle’s getting that excited bride glow. Gem’s trying to keep her calm,’ I laughed. 
 
‘How’s the bridesmaid dress coming along?’ 
 
‘It looks beautiful. I just wish I wasn’t giving my measurements over the phone. I’d love to try it on.’ 
 
‘You will. Soon. I can’t wait to see you in it,’ he replied, leaning forward to kiss the swell of my breast. ‘I 
can’t wait to take it off.’  
 
I was still trying to fathom how this rough-around-the-edges, flawed hero of mine could make me swoon 
one minute and melt in a pool of arousal the next.  
 
‘They’re going to be so surprised,’ I said, biting my lip in excitement.  
 
‘A few more weeks and we’ll be home.’  
 
‘We haven’t really talked about it much,’ I replied, hitting the topic of conversation I’d steered away from 
the entire trip.  
 
‘No,’ he said lazily. ‘Maybe we should.’ 
 
Danny rarely planned any aspect of his life. He was used to surprises knocking him off his feet, and he 
handled them in his own style, usually by running away. This trip was an escalated version of that. Before 
I came along, he was using this as an escape from a life that hadn’t always been easy for him. I was highly 
aware that I was just along for the ride, but what was going to happen when the six months I’d been able 
to take as a career break were over? Would I go home alone? Or would Danny be coming with me? 
 
‘I’m due back at work in August. Jamie emailed me to ask if I’d made a decision about going back.’ Jamie 
was Abi’s boyfriend, who also happened to be my boss. I’d been vague and aloof with the girls about 
when I would be coming back to the UK, but Jamie needed details. I understood that totally, but still 
ignored his email. 
 
Danny sighed before sitting up, his breathtaking face closer to mine now, and I wanted to forget the 
conversation that needed to be held in favour of littering his neck with kisses.  
 
‘Tell me your thoughts, princess.’ 
 
Ah. That one word. Princess. The nickname that started as an insult now never failed to bring me to my 
knees.  
 
‘Elle’s wedding is in a few weeks’ time. We always agreed that I’d be back in time to be her bridesmaid, 
and what choice did I have, really? Elle would be on the first plane to Asia to hunt me down with Gem 
and Abi behind her holding spears.’  



 
Danny laughed lightly. ‘As soon as we land, I’m going to have to share you with them, aren’t I?’ I nodded 
as he cupped my breast. ‘You know I don’t like to share you.’ His voice was low and had that I-really-
want-to-fuck-you-right-now rasp to it. My thoughts flitted back to the sex party he’d taken me to in the 
early stages of our relationship where we hadn’t named what we had or what we were becoming. He was 
just my teacher—my teacher in the art of sex and how to drive a man wild. And I was just his student 
with a humongous crush. Until that night, when our relationship shifted because he didn’t want other men 
touching me—watching me—and we started riding the waves of this could be so much more if only we would let it. 
 
‘Don’t throw me off by doing that,’ I said, looking down at his hand slowly pulsing the swell of my 
breast, kneading, tracing the half-moon curve hidden partially by my purple bikini top.  
 
‘You’re fucking beautiful, and every day I wonder what I’ve done to deserve you,’ he said, pulling the 
string at my back, breaking me free, the rush of endorphins matching the quick pace of how he’d 
discarded the piece of fabric on the floor at my feet.  
 
‘We deserve each other,’ I replied, my eyes wandering to the thickness of his cock. Long too—huge. 
Hard. Beautiful. Could a penis be beautiful? Our second night in Thailand led us to a tattoo and piercing 
parlour. I’d joked that his penis was so beautiful it should be decorated. I was thinking a tattoo to match 
the rest of his body, patterned, delicate, more tasteful than the no mercy he had above it, but Danny had 
other ideas. He pierced the head with a silver ring, fighting an erection as I sat in awe watching him, my 
thumb in my mouth, an aroused smirk laced across my lips. I couldn’t wait to flick the tip with my 
tongue, bite the silver, pull it, drive him mad.   
 
‘Go to the light, princess,’ he said, and I knew what he was thinking. I jumped up, covering my breasts 
with my hands as he reached for his paints, a brush hanging out of his mouth. I slid the strips of white 
linen, blowing around in the breeze to open up the scenery behind me. Colours blared around us, the 
deep blue of the sky, the vivid green tops of the trees, the warm light of the sun. ‘Your bikini bottoms,’ 
he said, crouching on the floor to set out his palette. ‘Take them off.’ 
 
I walked over to the vase on the table by the bed, took out an orchid from the exotic flower arrangement 
and stuck it behind my ear. I smiled as I heard Danny whisper fuck and close his eyes briefly. I took 
advantage of this moment of weakness for me. He was normally so dominant, taking me with him to 
sexual heaven, but this was my moment, one I wanted to grab with both hands. I stood above him and 
slid my finger into my bikini pulling it down to reveal more tanned skin, just enough to elicit a deep 
swallow, a lick to his lips. He reached out, his finger pulling down the band, dipping down into the seam 
of my pussy, brushing my clit.  
 
‘Are you sure you want me to take them off?’ I asked, breathy and weak. 
 
‘No,’ he replied, running his fingers up the fabric at both sides. ‘I fucking will.’ A rip and they were gone. 
He caught me with one hand, my knees ready to bring me to the floor, and I moaned to the ceiling as he 
drew his tongue along me in one lazy lick ‘If I ask you to do something, I don’t expect you to be defiant,’ 
he said, looking up at me from between my legs. ‘Do as I ask, princess. I’ll make it worth your while.’ 
 
‘Tell me what to do,’ I gasped as his tongue returned to my clit.  
 
‘Sit down.’ A circle. The tip of his tongue. ‘Over there.’ Pressure. Firm. ‘Spread your fucking legs.’ A flick. 
Quick and easy. ‘So I can paint this pretty pussy.’ I stepped back, his mouth followed, and I smiled. All 
that alpha talk, controlled and measured, and he still couldn’t keep away. I turned, took three strides, 
climbed the steps to the platform in front of the doors, now swung wide open, and dropped down to my 
knees. ‘Not like that,’ he said gruffly. ‘Spread them wider.’ 
 
I watched him fumbling around trying to find a brush he needed, squeezing out paint and opening a fresh 
page in his sketchbook. He was just as affected as me, but he was hiding it behind the barked orders and 



fake nonchalance. My spread legs always brought him close to the edge. That was my power and I was 
going to play it.  
 
‘Is this wide enough? Or would this help?’ I lifted one leg, bent it at the knee and used my fingers to open 
myself further. His facial expression didn’t change, but I could hear the uplift of his breathing, spot the 
tick of his jaw. ‘Can you see me now?’ A firm nod made me bite my lip. He averted his eyes to his paint 
palette. ‘What about this?’ I asked as I circled my finger on the hard button of nerves exposed to him so 
intimately. I heard a harsh breath. Saw him grip his magnificent cock, pumping from pubic bone to 
crown in slow strokes. A hard grasp escaped him. A groan from deep within his throat. ‘Do you still want 
to paint me? Or do something else?’ I said, shrugging a shoulder for added affect. We’d been here before, 
painting me was a form of foreplay. Naked and open seemed to spark something from within him, an 
intense pleasure, a buildup, a way of teasing out the sexual liberation of countless mutual orgasms. 
 
‘Are you questioning me?’ he asked, still stroking, still stoking the pleasure.  
 
‘Me?’ I said, doe-eyed and innocent. He liked that. It took him back to our first sexual encounter on a 
table, rolling around in paint. ‘Never.’ I slid a finger inside myself. One, then two. His eyes flicked shut. 
He shook out his head, rolled his shoulders and put down his sketchbook. I moved them in a slow 
rhythm, my gaze never leaving his as my pace increased.  
 
‘Fuck, Kate. Fuck. How do you do this to me?’ He sprang forward, swiping the paints and brushes out of 
his way and crawling up the steps to meet me. He kissed my hand, the one where my fingers were still 
inside of me and added his flattened tongue to my clit. ‘I try to control myself, but you do this.’ He 
clasped his hand around mine, pushed his finger alongside mine inside me, making me scream, making 
me fall, making me fly. We found a tempo, a steady pace, the feel of his finger alongside mine terrifying me 
with how good this felt. My mind wandered to the future, to catching a plane home, attending the 
wedding of my best friend and a few days later watching the love on my life return to a life of travelling. 
One I wasn’t sure I wanted, but honestly, didn’t know if he did either. Why did I overthink things? 
Worry. Make situations bigger when they didn’t need to be. His knuckle brushed my g-spot, and the 
worry dissipated as quickly as it had rushed in. A catastrophic rumble burst through, and an orgasm 
created by our joined hands, flew through my body with a crash. Danny pressed himself against me, a kiss 
to my neck—my magic spot, and he knew it—heightening my senses further. ‘Shout that orgasm in my 
fucking ear. Let me hear it. Let me fucking hear it.’ And by God, I did. A wail. That was the only way to 
describe the noise that left my mouth. A huge wail. A cry that was wrapped up in pleasure. A sob of the 
body. A sound of wreckage.  
 
‘Turn around,’ he groaned against my ear and I scrambled up, my body flicked over in one full turn and 
my arse lifted into the air in silent permission. I closed my eyes and listened to the familiar noises, a rip of 
a condom packet, Danny’s small gasps as he rolled it down his sensitive cock, and the sound of his kiss 
against my back. A nudge of his crown against my pussy lips forced my head to loll forward, dropping of 
its own accord as I struggled to lift it. My body had been replaced with liquid—a melty, hot mess of 
arousal. I needed him inside me. I lived for it. I yearned for him.  
 
Danny’s hand grasped my breast, his fingers pulling my nipple. The sting was pleasure wrapped in pain, 
sensation and thrill, and I wanted more. ‘Harder,’ I said, leaning back. His cock was straining against me 
and without much movement he slipped inside, a delicious glide, a sublime slide. No effort, like his cock 
was instinctively finding its own way there. His hips rocked—a slow dance, a teasing pace. I could feel 
every inch of him. The silver ring I’d grown to crave was hitting my soft walls, finding the place I needed 
him most. Coolness against heat. I wanted to shake off my skin. Didn’t know how else to handle the 
collection of nerves that were vibrating, pulsing, twisting together to form a tingle so intense I felt that 
familiar rumble of a full-on body sob. It created an uncontrollable urge to cry through my orgasm because 
it was so good. Too good.  
 
‘I’m possessing your body, Kate. Isn’t that right?’ He knew. He always knew. He didn’t need to look at 
my face to know I was ready to burst. I threw my head up, watching the strips of fabric dance against the 
open doors, feeling the warmth of the sun against my face, my body, a yacht caught my eye in the 



distance, the stark white of its exterior such a contrast to the bright turquoise of the sea. The walls of our 
room were lined with vases full of orchids in deep purples and striking pinks. Artwork framed every 
wall—abstracts, a long painting of the beach, a gold feather so realistic I could almost feel the tickle 
against my fingers. I was in paradise. Pure, exhilarating paradise, and I was being fucked into oblivion by 
my love. My wonderful, beautiful love.  
 
‘Feel me,’ Danny said, a deep groan passing through him. ‘Feel my cock. Your pussy grips me. So fucking 
perfect.’  
 
‘Faster. Take me,’ I shouted, not caring that we could be heard, not caring that the doors were open, we 
could be overlooked by holiday makers on the beach. We were in our own world. The two of us. Just us. 
Danny increased his thrusts. I could feel him tense his body, pull in his stomach, and make everything 
tight and taut. He’d told me it made his orgasm harder and was a sign for me that he was ready to come. I 
pushed back onto his cock, met his thrusts, took him deeper. ‘You’re beautiful like this. Pushed to the 
edge—free.’ One push back so hard made him swear against my back.  
 
‘I’ll come if you do that again,’ he rasped. 
 
‘I want you to. Lose yourself in me.’ 
 
‘I do. Every fucking time.’ 
 
One more thrust was all it took. A throaty roar, the final indication that he was coming undone. A rapid 
pattern of breathing against my ear. We fell to the floor, a mess of lust and love. Danny moved a cushion 
to my head, protecting me, providing comfort. A small thing, but big for Danny. He couldn’t always 
show me his emotions through his words, but his actions did all the talking for him. I felt his fingers 
brush across my back, and I laughed as I watched his sleepy, smiley smirk. He was spent. Tired but 
blissful.  
 
‘You’ve distracted me from our conversation,’ I said. 
 
‘Have I?’ he said, lifting his eyebrows in fake shock. 
 
‘You do this all the time. It’s your way of throwing me off thinking about reality.’ 
 
‘What do we need to think about?’ 
 
‘What happens next. What happens when we go home,’ I replied. ‘Our plans don’t go further than six 
months travelling around Asia.’ 
 
‘Why worry?’ he said simply. My deep sigh caught his attention, and I felt his fingers push my chin up to 
look at him. ‘I don’t like that sigh. Tell me what you’re thinking.’ 
 
I sat up, crossed my legs and raked my hand through the waves of my long brown hair. He flicked the 
ends over my shoulder and smiled. Danny and I were complete opposites in many ways. I liked to plan 
ahead, know where I was going in life. He didn’t. He was a free spirit. Happy to take life as it came. 
Somehow, we’d made it work. The last six months travelling around Asia were a testament to that. But I 
was conscious that I had a career to pick up—one that I loved and was nowhere near to achieving 
everything I’d planned to do. I wanted to return to Goldenwell’s, continue the art therapy classes, help 
Ruth, the manager, run more sessions. I missed my family. I missed my girls, Elle, Abi and Gem. Danny 
had none of those things to return to. No family, no job, no plans.  
 
Only me. 
 
‘What is it you said to me? The past doesn’t have to define you. Well neither does the future, Kate.’ 
 



The muscles in his back flexed and raised as he sat up to face the billowing fabric twirling at the open 
doors. He raised himself onto his knees, held up his arms to stretch out his body, and looked out to the 
view. His shoulders relaxed, he sighed, he crossed his arms. I knew he loved it here. I understood the 
freedom of travelling suited him perfectly, but at the same time something else came into focus.  
 
Tracing my fingers along the tattoo on his back I had a lightbulb moment. This tattoo had always 
fascinated me. It showed Christ on the cross, a few dots of deep red down his face, ankles and wrists 
where the thorny crown pierced his skin and large nails held his body in place. Underneath the cross at 
the bottom of his back was the Virgin Mary weeping at Christ’s feet as she held her hands out to the 
thunderous sky above his head. He’d always explained that he saw this image as his mother, weeping for 
her son who turned to addiction to cope with her untimely death. But now there was another face in the 
crowd, a young woman, her head covered with a scarf, the end of her long waves falling across her 
shoulders. She held out her hands to hold him, save him, rescue him. The woman standing next to 
Mary…was me.  
 
‘Why did you do this?’ I asked, as I kissed along his shoulder blade. ‘Why did you add me to your tattoo?’ 
 
‘Because you’re my salvation. The reason I’ve come this far.’  
 
He’d added numerous tattoos over the last six months. My image first, a copy of the dreamcatcher I had 
on my forearm—the one he designed for me—on his stomach, and the date we first met on his wrist. He 
said it was the date his life began, the date he became the person he wanted to be.  
 
‘I love that I’m with you even when I’m not,’ I said, as I circled my finger across the image of my face. 
He’d taken a photo of me on the beach, a wide smile, my hair blowing behind me. I didn’t realise he’d 
shown it to a tattooist the next day. I was forever on his skin within a couple of hours. 
 
‘Kate, what’s going on?’ he asked, taking my hand. I bit my lip to stop myself from crying, covered my 
face with my hands. Danny pulled my hands away. ‘Do you want to go home?’ 
 
I wiped the stray tear, laughed at how ridiculous I was being. I’d been told my entire life that I should 
enjoy the moment. I wanted to listen to that advice. ‘I am home,’ I replied. ‘Wherever you are, that’s my 
home.’ 
 
‘Kate, I know you’ve been thinking about what happens next. You like to know what you’re having for 
fucking dinner, let alone what you’re going to be doing in a few months’ time.’ I laughed again. ‘I’d be 
pretty fucking stupid not to know that about you by now.’ 
 
‘I have thought about it. My job, the girls, my family. But I don’t want to lose you. If you want to come 
back after the wedding, I’ll come with you,’ I replied, honestly.  
 
‘I was going to talk to you today,’ he said, meeting my gaze. ‘I spoke to Ruth.’ Danny had been keeping 
up his counselling sessions with Ruth through Skype calls. He described it as topping him up, keeping him 
away from the addictions he’d finally controlled. ‘She offered me a job.’ 
 
‘What?’ I gasped, unable to understand where he was going with this. 
 
‘Ali’s decided to scale back her work.’ Ali was Ruth’s partner and they ran Goldenwell’s together. She had 
experienced some ill health, so it didn’t come as a complete surprise that she was reducing her work 
commitments. ‘Ruth asked me if I’d like to run some art sessions, help out around the centre, that kind of 
thing.’ 
 
‘That’s amazing!’ I said, throwing my arms around him. 
 
‘There’s more.’ He smiled. ‘The guy at the gallery said I can use some space at there. I’ll have my own 
studio to paint and I can continue to sell them.’ 



 
‘Danny! I can’t believe this,’ I gasped, closing my eyes as he pulled me in to him, kissing my neck as he 
did. 
 
‘I know your career is important to you. You were born to be a social worker. I can’t keep you to myself 
forever. I know you miss the girls, your mum—’ 
 
‘I love you,’ I said, stopping him midsentence. ‘I love you so much.’ 
 
‘Fuck. I love you too,’ he replied, his face twisted in this-is-too-good-to-be-true confusion.  
 
We kissed in the picture-perfect setting, the peace surrounding us as we started talking about going home 
and the excitement of what was awaiting us. A future.  
 
‘I’ll need to call Mum. I’m sure we could stay with them when we first go home.’ 
 
‘Kate. No.’ His face dropped. ‘No fucking way. I’m not living with your parents.’ 
 
‘Why?’ I laughed knowing exactly where this conversation was going.  
 
‘We can’t…be us.’  
 
He meant we can’t fuck all over the house, against the windows, or on the 100% sheepskin rug in the 
conservatory.  
 
‘We’ll have to be quiet,’ I replied. 
 
‘Ain’t never going to happen,’ he said, pinching my nipple and causing a moan that shook the artwork off 
the walls.  
 
‘You’re too good at this, Mr Benedichi.’ 
 
‘Kate, I was your sex instructor. I had to be qualified for the job.’ 
 
‘Don’t I know it,’ I laughed as he sucked the crescent of my boob. 
 
And just like that, my animalistic lover with a tendency for withdrawing and running away from anything 
I liked to attach an emotion to was standing on the same road as me, taking the same steps, ready to take 
the journey together. We’d been on this road before, stepped on a plane together, focused solely on the 
next six months, far too giddy to be thinking about anything beyond that. But as the giddiness started to 
fade and the swarming giant bees of anxiety thundering in tandem in my stomach led me to start 
questioning if reality would be as wonderful as our living dreams, I also questioned us. And that was 
awful, right? How could I? This man was complicated, yes, but he was loyal without question. Committed 
to me. Right down to the simplicity of a tattoo dedication to the new promise of a shared life together.  
 
Danny Benedichi was the only complication I would willingly accept in my life. He was the fluidity in my 
structure, the chaos in my calm.  
 
My love.  
 
My life.  
 
Everything.  
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