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      I’m floating at the edge of the infinity pool, bored out of my mind. The water is warm, the margarita is watery, and the silence is making me itch. This is our second honeymoon. It’s supposed to be a reward for five years of grinding careers and being responsible adults. I look at the horizon and feel absolutely nothing.

      David wants me to be happy. He loves me. He treats me like porcelain. But right now, with three shots of tequila sitting in my stomach, I don’t want to be cherished. I want to be handled.

      It was his idea to open the marriage. He suggested it with a shaking voice and a hard cock, telling me to do whatever I wanted as long as I told him the dirty details later. He wants the stories. I want the friction.

      “You look like you’re trying to melt,” a voice says from above.

      I open my eyes. It’s the pool attendant I clocked yesterday. Zack. He’s standing over me, blocking the sun. He is big, built for labor, and arrogant enough to know I’m looking. His shirt is tight across his chest, and his shorts are short enough to show thick, dark hair on his thighs. He isn’t smiling. He’s assessing me.

      “Melting is easier than swimming,” I say. My voice is low, stripped of polite vacation chatter.

      He steps closer. The toe of his sneaker nudges the pool edge, right by my fingers. “You look dehydrated. You need a distraction.”

      “What kind?” I ask. I don’t wait for an answer. I reach up out of the water, my hand dripping wet, and wrap my fingers around his ankle.

      He doesn’t flinch. His leg is hard muscle, rigid under my grip. He leans down, his shadow falling over my face.

      “The kind that happens in the private cabanas,” he says, his voice a low rumble. “Or inside a suite with the lock engaged.”

      My stomach drops. A hard, sharp spike of adrenaline hits me. This is it. The theoretical pass David gave me is about to become a physical fact.

      “My husband is at the spa,” I lie. David is upstairs, pacing the carpet, waiting for a text. “He’s gone for hours.”

      Zack grins. It’s a predatory look. “Room number?”

      “402,” I tell him. “Give me ten minutes.”

      “Don’t make me wait, Jessica.”

      He steps back. My hand feels cold where I was holding him. I haul myself out of the pool, water streaming down my legs. My heart is hammering against my ribs. I grab my phone. My hands are steady as I type the order to David.

      Target acquired. He’s coming up. 10 minutes. Edge yourself twice, no release. Strip the bed. Lay out the black lace set. Get in the closet. You listen. You do not speak.

      The reply is instant. Yes, ma’am. God. Please.

      His submission settles me. I’m not cheating. I’m directing a scene.

      I meet Zack by the elevators. The lobby is freezing, making my nipples hard against my thin cover-up. The doors slide open. We step into the mirrored box. The doors shut, sealing us in.

      Zack moves immediately. He backs me into the corner, his hands slamming onto the railing on either side of my head. He smells like chlorine and musk.

      “You’re shaking,” he says.

      “Anticipation,” I say, looking him dead in the eye. “I didn’t say you could touch me yet.”

      He freezes. His eyes darken. He likes the pushback. “Is that right?”

      “Hands on the rail,” I order. “Watch. I want to see how bad you want it.”

      He grips the chrome bar. His knuckles turn white. I step into his space. I run my wet hands up his chest, feeling the muscle jump. I trace his stomach down to his shorts. He is heavy and hard against the zipper.
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