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The tropical air, thick with the scent of salt and frangipani, hit Bex the moment the plane door opened. It wasn’t just heat; it was a promise. She breathed it in, a slow, deliberate drag into her lungs, her fingers already curling around Leo’s wrist with a possessive, excited squeeze.

“Smell that, baby?” she murmured, her voice already a low, hungry purr. “That’s the smell of freedom.”

Leo just adjusted the strap of the camera bag on his shoulder, his expression a familiar mask of resigned tension. The flight had been silent, save for the relentless tap-tap of Bex’s manicured nails on her phone screen, scrolling through profiles she’d bookmarked months in advance. The “research,” as she called it.

The resort was a blur of white stucco and vibrant bougainvillea. Bex barely glanced at their suite, a spacious villa with a private plunge pool overlooking the turquoise sea. Her mission began at the pool bar. She changed in a flash, emerging in a white bikini so scandalously small it was more suggestion than garment. The fabric strained against the generous curve of her ass, a fact she was profoundly aware of as she led Leo to a pair of loungers.

“Set up here, angle towards the bar,” she instructed, not looking at him as she applied a gloss to her full lips. “Wide shot. I want everything in frame.”

Leo fumbled with the camera, the professional-grade DSLR she’d bought him for this “project.” He peered through the viewfinder, the world narrowing to a rectangle of sunlight and flesh. His rectangle was filled, overwhelmingly, with Bex. She stretched, arching her back so her tits pushed against the flimsy triangles of fabric, a soft moan escaping her as the sun warmed her skin. Then she turned, bending over at the waist to retrieve a bottle of sunscreen from her bag. The action was slow, deliberate. The white bikini bottom vanished into the deep cleft of her ass, offering the camera, and the entire pool area, a perfect, heart-shaped view of her thicc, pale cheeks.

A low whistle cut through the reggae music. Bex straightened up, a smirk playing on her lips. She didn’t look for the source. She didn’t need to.

They arrived like a tide. First was Malik, the bartender, bringing their drinks himself. His chest was a broad wall of polished ebony, his arms corded with muscle. His smile was dazzling. His eyes, as he handed Bex her pineapple rum cocktail, lingered not on her face, but on the deep valley of her cleavage.

“Welcome to paradise,” he said, his voice a deep rumble.

“I think I’ve found it,” Bex replied, letting her fingers brush his as she took the glass.

Then came Darian, a water sports instructor, his swim trunks hanging low on narrow hips. And after him, Kofi, who simply lounged at the edge of the pool, watching with a quiet, confident intensity. They were all different, yet they shared the same magnetic, powerful presence. And Bex, like a sun, pulled them into her orbit.

She didn’t talk to Leo. She performed for the lens he operated. She laughed, tossing her blonde hair. She traced the rim of her glass with a fingertip. She stood and walked to the pool’s edge, the slow, hypnotic sway of her hips a silent announcement. When she dove in, the water did nothing to conceal her; it made the white fabric translucent, clinging to every curve.

She surfaced near Kofi. He hadn’t moved. His gaze was a physical touch.

“You look... intense,” Bex said, treading water before him.

“You look like a dream,” he replied. No smile. Just a statement of fact. “A dream made for big things.”

The innuendo was a bare wire, live and crackling. Bex felt a jolt straight to her core, a sudden, soaking wet heat that had nothing to do with the Caribbean sun. She hoisted herself out of the pool, the water cascading down her body. She stood before him, dripping, letting him look his fill. Then she turned, presenting her back to him, and glanced over her shoulder, directly at Leo’s camera lens.
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