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Sarah strides across the hot sand, each step punctuated with purpose. The lake shimmers before her like spilled mercury, but the beauty is lost on her today. Her phone burns in her pocket, the text messages she discovered still scrolling through her mind like poison. Jake and his secretary—such a fucking cliché. Her lips curl into something between a snarl and a smile as she adjusts her bikini top, deliberately showcasing the generous curves that Jake won't be touching again.

The red bikini clings to her body like desperate hands, barely containing the swell of her breasts. She'd bought it last month, planning to wear it on their anniversary weekend. Now it serves a different purpose. Sarah tosses her blonde hair, the silky strands catching sunlight and tossing it back defiantly. Twenty-three years old and already discovering the bitter taste of betrayal. But unlike some, she doesn't plan to cry into her pillow. No, Sarah has a different kind of catharsis in mind.

She drops her towel on an empty patch of sand and surveys the beach. Families, elderly couples, young people posing for selfies—nothing interesting there. Then she spots them. Six men, athletic and shirtless, engaged in a volleyball game that showcases every flex and stretch of their sun-kissed muscles. Sweat paints their bodies in a glistening sheen, transforming ordinary skin into something almost pornographic. Sarah feels a familiar heat bloom between her legs, a welcome distraction from the anger that's been burning in her chest all morning.

Four of them stand out immediately—taller, more defined, more commanding in their movements. The hunger in Sarah's belly sharpens, focusing like a predator selecting its prey. She watches them play for a few minutes, learning their rhythms, noting which ones laugh the loudest, which ones move with the most confidence. Perfect. Exactly what she needs.

The sand is hot beneath her feet as she approaches, each step calculated to maximize the sway of her hips. She stops at the edge of their makeshift court, just close enough that they can't help but notice her, but far enough that they must stop their game if they want to engage. It takes exactly twelve seconds before one of them—broad-shouldered with dark hair and a tribal tattoo curling around his bicep—misses a shot because his eyes are tracking her instead of the ball.

"Sorry, guys," he says, not sounding sorry at all. "Got distracted by the view."

His friends turn to look, and Sarah feels a rush of validation as four pairs of eyes lock onto her body. She smiles, not the polite closed-mouth smile of social convention, but a wide, knowing grin that shows teeth and intention.

"Don't stop on my account," she says, her voice carrying just enough husk to make it clear she doesn't mind being looked at. "I'm enjoying the show."

"Are you?" asks a blond one with shoulders like carved stone. "What's your favorite part?"

Sarah takes her time answering, making a show of considering each of them. "Hard to choose," she finally says, stepping closer. "So many... impressive aspects to consider."

Their game forgotten, the volleyball players form a loose semicircle around her. The sand beneath Sarah's feet feels different now—not just hot, but charged somehow, as if the grains themselves are responding to the current running between her and these strangers. She notes the bulges forming in their swim trunks with satisfaction. So predictable, yet so useful.

"I'm Sarah," she offers, extending her hand to the nearest player—a guy with coppery hair and freckles across his shoulders. When he takes it, she holds on a beat too long, her thumb stroking across his palm in a gesture too deliberate to be accidental.

"Matt," he responds, his Adam's apple bobbing as he swallows. "These are Tribal Tattoo, Blondie, and Dark Eyes." He gestures to each in turn, but Sarah doesn't bother trying to remember the names they offer. In her mind, the nicknames stick better, and they're all interchangeable anyway—just tools for the revenge she's crafting.

"You guys look hot," she says, letting the double meaning hang in the air. "Been playing long?"
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