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The hotel pool glows electric blue in the midnight darkness, the "CLOSED" sign just another rule Jen intends to break. She dangles the tequila bottle between her fingers, the liquid sloshing inside like the wanting between her thighs. Brian follows three steps behind, glancing over his shoulder with every creak of the gate.

"You sure about this?" he asks, voice tight with the thrill of trespassing.

"Are you?" She turns, moonlight catching the mischief in her eyes. Her fingers already working at the buttons of her cover-up. "Nobody's around. Live a little."

The cover-up drops to the concrete with a whisper. She stands in a neon pink bikini that barely contains her curves, material thin enough to show the outline of her nipples already hardening in the night air.

"Your turn," she says, nodding at his t-shirt.

Brian takes a deep pull from the bottle instead, the burn of tequila giving him just enough courage to peel his shirt off. He's still fumbling with the drawstring of his swim trunks when she hooks her thumbs into her bikini top.

"Wait" he starts.

Too late. The top joins her cover-up. Her breasts bounce free, nipples dark against her olive skin.

"Fuck, Jen," he hisses. "Someone could see"

She laughs, backing toward the pool's edge. "That's the point." She turns, giving him a view of her ass, the thong nothing but dental floss between her cheeks. Then she launches herself into the air, tucking her knees to her chest.

The cannonball splash echoes across the courtyard. Brian freezes, bottle halfway to his lips.

From somewhere in the shadows, male voices hoot and clap. Three silhouettes materialize from the hot tub area—men in their thirties, drinks in hand, eyes locked on Jen as she surfaces, water streaming down her naked breasts.

"Well, look at that," she calls to Brian, not bothering to cover herself. "We've got fans."

The tallest of the men raises his beer. "Don't mind us. Just enjoying the show."

Brian's stomach knots while his cock stiffens. He takes another burning swig, watching his wife tread water, her nipples hard peaks above the surface. She swims to the edge nearest him, chin resting on her crossed arms.

"Come in," she whispers, voice dripping with intent. "The water feels amazing."

He hesitates, glancing at their audience.
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