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Greg stood at the edge of the resort’s infinity pool, phone already in hand, pretending to scroll through emails while his pulse hammered against his ribs. Tara was twenty feet away, stretched face-down on a teak lounger, the white bikini she’d bought just for this trip riding low on her hips. The knots at her neck and back had loosened the moment the first masseur appeared (tall, dark-skinned, shoulders like bridge cables, smile bright enough to make Greg’s stomach knot). His name tag read Marcus. A second man, leaner, lighter brown, hair cropped close, arrived with a bottle of oil and a rolled towel. Name tag: Jalen.
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