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​Chapter 1: The Spark at Sunset
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Claire’s sundress was already sticking to the backs of her thighs by the time they pushed open the door to the ocean-view suite. The fabric was thin cotton, the color of overripe mango, and the resort humidity had turned it into a second skin. Salt air coated her tongue. Palm fronds slapped against the balcony railing outside like they were impatient for something to happen.

Ryan dropped their bags with a thud and went straight for the minibar. He didn’t ask if she wanted a drink. He just cracked two tiny bottles of tequila, poured them into plastic cups, and handed her one. His fingers brushed hers. Steady. Familiar. The same fingers that had traced the same lazy circles on her clit for the last six years of marriage.

Claire took the shot. The burn slid down her throat and settled low, right where the dress was clinging worst.

“Happy anniversary,” he said. His voice was too calm. Too careful.

She kicked off her flip-flops and sat on the edge of the king bed. The mattress dipped under her weight. “You’ve been quiet since the airport. What’s going on, Ryan?”

He didn’t answer right away. Instead he walked to the sliding glass door, pushed it open, and let the sound of the waves roll in—low, steady, like a heartbeat. Thirty-two years old, still lean from the gym he hit at five every morning, still the guy who made her coffee exactly the way she liked it. But tonight something was coiled tight under his skin.

He turned back to her. The sunset behind him painted the room orange and gold, made the sweat on his collarbones glisten.

“I jerk off to the thought of you fucking another man.”

The words landed between them like a dropped glass.

Claire’s stomach flipped hard. Her pulse kicked between her legs so sudden and sharp she had to press her thighs together. He’s serious. The thought hit clean, no cushion. My husband—my steady, devoted, slightly boring husband—wants to watch me get railed by a stranger.

She laughed once, short and nervous. “That’s... not funny, Ryan.”

“I’m not joking.” He took a step closer. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide. “I think about it all the time. Some guy who doesn’t know your coffee order or how you like your eggs. He just takes you. Hard. While I watch.”

Claire’s mouth went dry. She could feel the tequila mixing with the heat already building low in her belly. Her nipples tightened against the thin fabric; she crossed her arms without thinking. This is insane. This is the kind of thing people say in therapy or after too many drinks and then pretend never happened. But Ryan’s face wasn’t drunk. It was raw. Open in a way that made her chest ache and her pussy clench at the same time.

She swallowed. “You want me to cheat on you?”

“No.” His voice cracked on the word. “I want you to do it with me. I want to be there. I want to see his hands on you. I want to hear the sounds you make when he’s inside you. The real ones. The ones you don’t have to hold back for me anymore.”

Claire’s breath hitched. She could picture it—some faceless man with bigger hands, a thicker cock, no history, no tomorrow. Just skin and sweat and the wet slap of bodies. Her own body reacted before her brain could catch up: a slow, slippery heat between her legs, the kind she hadn’t felt in years without at least twenty minutes of foreplay.

He’s serious. He wants me ruined for him.

The thought should have terrified her. Instead it made her clit throb once, hard, like a second heartbeat.

“I don’t... I’ve never—” She stopped. Her voice sounded small. “Ryan, I love you. This is our anniversary. We’re supposed to be here for us.”

“We are.” He knelt in front of her, hands on her bare knees. His thumbs stroked slow circles on the inside of her thighs, just below the hem of the dress. “This is us. I’m not broken. I’m not bored. I’m so fucking in love with you it hurts. And the thought of watching you come apart for someone else... it makes me harder than I’ve been in months.”

Claire stared at him. The vulnerability in his eyes was new. Scary. It stripped him down to something she’d never seen before—not the reliable husband, not the safe partner, but a man handing her the reins and begging her to pull.

Her pulse hammered in her throat. She could say no. She could laugh it off, drag him into the shower, fuck him the way they always did—sweet, familiar, safe. But the words wouldn’t come. Because part of her—the part that got wet just hearing him say it—was already curious. Filthy. Curious.

“What if I like it?” she whispered.

Ryan’s hands tightened on her thighs. “Then we deal with it. Together. After.”

She searched his face for any sign this was a trap. There wasn’t one. Just hunger and love and something darker that made her stomach flip again.

The sun dropped lower. The room filled with the low thump of waves and the distant bass from the pool bar below. Claire’s dress felt too tight, too short. Her skin too sensitive.

Ryan stood, pulled her up with him, and kissed her. Not the soft anniversary kiss she expected. This one was deep, a little desperate, his tongue sliding against hers like he was already tasting someone else’s spit on her mouth. His cock was hard against her belly. She rocked into it once, involuntary.
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