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Madison’s fingers tightened on the stem of her wineglass the moment Rafael stepped out of the water.

Not because he was beautiful, though he was: shoulders cut from years of hauling fishing nets, skin the color of burnt honey, black hair plastered to his skull in thick ropes, water streaming off him like he’d been poured from the sea itself. No, it was the way he looked straight at her, not past her, not through her, but into her, as if he already knew what her mouth tasted like when it was full of someone else’s cock.

Tyler was sprawled on the lounger beside her, half-drunk on rum and sun, pretending to scroll through his phone. His jaw flexed the second Rafael’s gaze landed. Madison felt it the way you feel thunder in your teeth.

“Evening,” Rafael said in English laced with something rougher, Portuguese curling at the edges. He didn’t ask if they minded him cutting across their private stretch of sand. He simply walked, barefoot, dripping, until the shadow of him fell over her thighs.

Tyler sat up. “Can we help you you?”

Rafael smiled with one side of his mouth. “Your wife looks thirsty.”

Madison’s pulse slammed against the inside of her wrists. She hadn’t spoken yet, but her body had already answered. She felt the slick proof of it soaking the gusset of her bikini bottoms, the fabric clinging like a second, treacherous skin.
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