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1

When my older brother Denny comes over, he doesn’t call ahead or even knock.
“What’s cookin’ good lookin’?” he shouted, coming down the hall and passing through our kitchen before our screen door even banged shut behind him. He slapped my wife Candi’s ass too hard like he always does, and he knew it too, because he crouched and darted out of her reach, smirking and snickering.
“Asshole!” she shrieked at him, but not without a half-grin up one side of her face.
She was getting burgers ready for the grill and was dressed in her tight, white, denim cut-off shorts and loose, extra-large, pink top with her white strapless bikini underneath. She pursed her lips over her shoulder at him and shot a glance at me where I was lying stretched out on the couch reading a book.
“You’re brother’s here,” she said, rolling her eyes. “Again.” 
“You better be making enough of those darlin’, I don’t think Ike-the-Psych is going to leave us alone and give us some privacy,” he shouted loud enough for her to hear, even though he was leaning over the couch and me on it and batting disinterestedly at my legs to make me move, even though he only needed to ask. “Right buddy?” he said, flopping his large frame down and nearly crushing my shins and ankles if I didn’t retract them in time. He slapped my thigh hard enough to leave a red imprint of his hand.
“Oh hey, come on right in, Denny, make yourself at home, why don’t you,” I said, pulling my knees up to my chest and rocking side to side to rotate myself around and sit up on the opposite end of the couch. I closed my book on my finger and reached for my bookmark on the coffee table.
But he snatched it up before I got to it. “What the fuck is this?” he said, turning it over and squinting at it. “You make this in your craft class?” he said, snickering at his own humour.
It was a crocheted bookmark Candi made for me back when she was trying her hand at another hobby. I didn’t want him to know it was meaningful to me. He seized on things like that, when he found out that kind of intel. I let him sniff it and even rub it under his armpit, squelching any expression on my face.
“Woman!” he shouted as though addressing the bookmark he held up close to his face, before he tossed it aside, onto the floor, bored. “Beer! Now!” He rotated his head toward Candi just as she came in holding two cold beers, one in each hand held down low by her knees from her sagging, rounded shoulders.
“What do you say,” she said with her head tilting to the side when she came to a stop three feet in front of him.
He stared back at her and they held each other’s gaze for two or three beats before he quickly bent at his waist, snatched my wife with his big, thick arm around her waist, and in one move, spun her, lifted her, and pulled her, stumbling backward, down onto his lap.
Candi squealed and shrieked and held the bottles up to avoid dropping them or bashing them and her legs caught the front of the couch and she collapsed backward hard into his arm and chest, her ass landing on his lap. He seized her wrist and, while she still held the bottles, he tugged her arm around the back of his shoulders and leaned back, pulling her with him so she fell sideways into his chest half lying over the front of him.
“I already said what I say when you take too long to bring me one of my brother’s beers,” he said to her, taking the bottle from her hand that draped, lifelessly, trapped behind his shoulder. “I say, ‘Woman,” and I say, ‘Beer,’ and I say ‘Now.’” He pushed his head forward and puckered his lips but she turned her face away in time to make him kiss her on her cheek.
“You’re so fucking gross,” she said, turned away from him. But she stifled a grin.
He turned to me and pulled her tighter against his body. Her legs dangled from his enormous thigh and she reached with her free arm to pass the other bottle over him and to me. “She’s learning though, isn’t she,” he nodded to me. “Don’t worry, Icky-Ikey, gonna make a good woman out of her yet,” he said to me with what he imagined was a reassuring nod. He used the back of his hand to brush the bottle she offered me away. Without looking at her, he said, “That’s for you sweetheart. He’s capable of getting his own,” he turned back to her, “is he not?”
He pushed his head back over the top of the sofa so far his face rolled up parallel to the ceiling and he emptied half the burbling bottle in one go before he leaned forward to slam it with a loud crack on the coffee table. He used his other arm to hold Candi tightly by the waist to keep her from sliding out of his lap when he leaned so far forward. The hand she draped around his shoulder scrunched and held on to his golf shirt. He leaned back, squirmed into the cushions to slump further down, and put his heavy feet up on the table — tugging her arm tighter around his neck to make sure it stayed in place and to keep her tight against him. 
Candi eyed me and tipped her bottle at her lips so briefly I doubt she got more than a thimble of beer in her mouth. Her legs swung back and forth but only a little before she stopped them. She hung from his neck and reached far over to put her bottle beside his on the table and came back to relax into his chest and arm behind her. Her free hand pushed down between her bare thighs.
She half fluttered her eyelids and dropped her gaping mouth open.  “So what did you come over to steal — sorry,” she formed air-quotes with her hand — “borrow from poor Ike this time?” She narrowed her eyes at him and tightened her lips, but it was for comic affect.
“What, I need a reason to come over and lay eyes on my favourite sister in law?”
“I’m you’re only sister in law,” she rolled her eyes at him. She pushed forward against his embrace and he loosened his arm enough to allow her to grasp her bottle from the table, to drink back a larger swill, and lean forward again to put it back on the table. She laid back into his enormous chest as though to prove his trust of her. She wasn’t going to try to get away.
“Good girl,” he said very quietly and close to her ear, and she slightly smiled to herself.
He pulled up her wrist where it was nestled between her legs and hung her hand in front of his face the same way he earlier examined the bookmark. “Aw, honey,” he said to her, turning her hand over and over again in front of his eyes. “You do your nails up nice like that just for me?”
She puffed air out her nose and rolled her eyes and shot them over to mine. She held her mouth tightly in a tiny circle as though trying to keep her lips from grinning. “No!” she said privately to him with her eyes still on mine, before she drew them hard to their corners to look in his eyes from less than three inches away,. They widened at him, almost as though to communicate something. She pulled her hand from his grip and, softly as a kitten’s paw, she slapped her fingers against his cheek. “Don’t be so rude, anyway,” she said with her eyes still flaring. She looked at me and shook her head. “He’s just being rude,” she narrowed her eyes. She curled the fingers of both her hands to hide her nails inside her palms. They were glossy brown, and perfect. “You know you’re brother.”
“Awful hot in here,” he said to her. He pulled at the bottom of her loose top. “You should take this off,  you’re too hot. Got to cool down,” he turned to me, “right bro?” She gasped with disdain at him and pushed her hand down hard into his wrist to try to release his pincering fingers from the edge of her top, but that only made him stretch it down tightly over the front of her body.
He turned to me still fighting with her, and lifted her top up over her bare stomach as though her strength were nothing to him. “You don’t mind if she takes this off, right?” he said. “I mean, she’s still dressed in something underneath, right?” He turned to her where she squirmed and tittered in his lap, struggling with her hand on his arm to keep him from pulling it up further over her ribs. “You’re still dressed in something under there, right?” he said with exaggerated concern. He pulled it up over her chest as though she wasn’t doing anything to stop him, even though she was appearing to struggle with all her strength to hold her top down, and he leaned his head sideways and down as though to look back up and under her top.
“You’re wife still has something on, bud, no problem there, right?” He kept staring at me as he used his much greater strength to simply pull her top up and over her head despite her shrieks, her laughter, and her arms scrambling to hold it down.
“I think she pretty plainly said ’No,’” I said to him and I swallowed.
He looked back at her with an open, shocked mouth, and wide eyes. “You said ‘No’?” he said, as though it was the most unbelievable thing imaginable. He kept pulling at it until she finally raised her trapped arms and let him pull it the rest of the way up and off her body. Her beach blonde hair fell back down around her shoulders and back.
“Your husband thinks you said ‘No,’ to me. Could that be true?” he said, laying her top over the arm of the couch behind her body.
My wife looked at me, now wearing only her white shorts and her white, strapless bikini top. He wrapped his arm back around her bare waist again and pulled her against his body. With the side of her face landing on his chest, she raised her eyes to mine. “It’s okay,” she nearly whispered to me, and she shook her head slightly. She grinned and shrugged. “Whatever,” she said to the far wall and reached for her beer again.
“Whatcha got on under these?” he said privately to her with a crooked grin, seizing the button in the middle of the waist of her white cutoffs with his strong, stubby fingers.
“She was just getting something ready for the grill, if you don’t mind,” I said to him.
He rolled his head over the back of the couch and toward me. “Buddy, I’m just admiring your fucking hot wife.” He looked back at her. “You’re okay if I just want to admire your fucking hotness, aren’t you?”
She blushed and sucked her lips in between her teeth as though fighting off another grin.
“Were you just getting your bro-in-law some dinner like a good woman?” he said.
She shrugged and spun around on his lap to hike her thumb over her shoulder to the kitchen behind her. “Just making burgers for the grill,” she said. While they both looked the other way to the kitchen, he continued to twist and pull at the button in the waist of her white shorts, and she twisted her fingers into his fingers, trying to keep him from succeeding in undoing them.
But she failed. She heaved herself forward and bent herself at the waist and pushed her hand into his chest to throw herself up and onto her bare feet. She struggled to get away from his grasp around her bare waist and continued to bend sharply at her hips, pushing her hand into her abdomen as though to hold her shorts up now the button had come undone.
But Denny thrusted forward and hooked his fingers into the belt loops on the side of the waist of her shorts and yanked them mid-way down her thighs. Candi shrieked and laughed and bent to try to pull her shorts back up, but he pulled her backward, and she abandoned her grip on her shorts and pulled one foot up and out and then the other, squealing and shrieking.
She spun around and stepped backward toward the kitchen, pointing and laughing like she got one up on him. He held her freed shorts in front of his face a moment before tossing them aside without looking, and without noticing he hit me in the face with them. I let them sit there a moment, blinding me to make a point, before pulling them off my face, folding them, and placing them on the coffee table.
Candi was wearing her white bikini bottoms, but there was a reason this was the one suit she only wore in private and not out at any public beach. The bottoms were thong-style, high on the hips with the thinnest of ribbons, and aside from a tiny triangle at the top of the back, not even visible between her ass cheeks. She bought it as a teaser for us at home. She backed up toward the kitchen to not reveal her bared ass and she held her knees together, she bent low at her hips, and covered the front of her bottoms with both her hands. She chuckled with a warning type of groan.
I followed her into the kitchen. “I can just tell him to go,” I said.
She worked on getting things together in the kitchen stripped to just the very private white bikini.  “Don’t bother,” she shook her head. “It’s just Denny. That’s just the way he is. Doesn’t mean anything by it.” She shrugged, picked up her stainless steel bowls, and walked backward to bump the door to the patio open with her nearly-bare ass. “Never going to change, right?” 
I followed her out to the patio and held the screen door so it didn’t slam. “But he just grabs you and makes you sit on his lap and now he’s even pulling all your clothes off. It isn’t right.”
She pressed her open hand against my chest and looked up at me. “Some men just express their affection differently.” She went back inside and I heard her whoop as though caught by surprise.
I turned around and looked back through the screen patio door. Denny surprised her in the kitchen. They were both facing me, but Denny was behind her with his arms wrapped around her stomach and his big hands crossing over each other and holding her bare hips. His face was down and buried in her hair and shoulder and neck. Candi’s hands were busy with utensils and bowls, incapacitating her. She kicked and squirmed and twisted side to side but she was weakened by her laughing and shrieking.
She lifted her face up to mine even as Denny’s hands moved up her sides and over her ribs. “I swear to god, Denny!” she cried out loud through a wide grin, staring straight at me.
He raised his face to follow where she was looking through the screen door to me on the patio. He grinned and, with his mouth dropping open and his eyes locked on mine, he slid his hands from the sides of her ribs up over the sides of her bikini top, and finally, over her breasts that he squeezed hard enough, they pushed up and out at her neck.
“Denny, I am warning you!” my wife said with exasperation and she bent far over at her waist to get her chest away from his wondering hand and she stomped her heel into his foot behind her. She attempted to manufacture a serious voice but she had difficulty keeping the grin off her mouth. She shook her head at me and finally pushed herself away from him by arching her back deeply and shoving her ass out into his hips, bumping him hard in the groin.
He growled and clenched at his crotch, bending over, but not before yanking down on the back strap of her bikini top so that her breasts spilled out, bare and pink. Candi screamed and closed her arms in front of her bared chest and darted out the door and past me, hurrying to put down her things before pulling her bikini top back up from her waist and tucking her breasts back inside.
Denny roared with laughter.
She came back inside. “That is enough!” she wagged her finger at him. But when she went past him to get to the cupboards, he threw one big arm around her ribs and with his other hand, he tickled her tummy and waist from behind.
“Cut it out!” she screamed and laughed.
He leaned his enormous frame back to lift her feet off the floor with his hips pressed into her ass. She squirmed and squealed and kicked in the air, but he made her flail uselessly with his tickling on her bare sides and stomach. He went up and down her sides, even high enough to tickle the soft bulges of the sides of her breasts, which I know are particularly sensitive for her. She became breathless — a writhing, squirming, barely breathing mass of nearly naked women in his arm.
“Stop it, Denny!” I finally shouted.
I wasn’t expecting it, but he immediately stopped tickling her. Candi continued to struggle and squirm and pushed both hands down against his huge arm wrapped around her stomach like it was the restraint to a ride at the park, until he finally set her down gently on her feet. Her bikini top had fallen again around her stomach and she pursed her lips at me as she pinched the top of the cups in her fingers and thumbs and pulled them back up over her chest. But she wasn’t as embarrassed this time, nor as quick to cover herself.
“Hey, just having a little fun, bro, take it easy,” he said. Candi went outside with condiments and he slapped her again on her bare ass, but more lightly than last time. She ignored it.
“Be just a few minutes, so wash up, you two,” Candi called from the patio where she became engulfed by curling clouds of smoke from the grill.
“Why do you come here and do that?” I said to him as we both leaned over the kitchen sink to share the faucet and pass the soap back and forth. “You know she doesn’t like it, you know we’re not like that.”
“Just playing around a little, take it easy,” he said. “Wife’s a fucking hotty, what’s a guy supposed to do? Prancing around almost naked like that in front of me, it drives me crazy, I told you that a long time ago.”
“You were the one who pulled her clothes off,” I said.
“Hey, take it from me, bro,” he bumped his shoulder into my shoulder and threw me off balance a moment.  “Girls like that, they love guys like me trying to get in their panties, believe me. They need that — keeps them in line.”
“Well Candi doesn’t like it,” I said.
He turned around and leaned against the counter in front of the sink and used the tea towel over the stove handle to slowly, studiously, dry his hands. “I believe that if you ask her,” he said to the backs of his fingers he inspected close to his face, “any money she’ll tell you she does.”
“I think I would know,” I half lidded my eyes at him.
He held out his hand. “Care to put your money where your mouth is, little bro?”
I looked at his hand. He was nothing if not predictable. Everything could be a bet with him. “We’re not doing this,” I said. I slowly raised my eyes back up to his face. “This is so not going to happen.”
He jabbed me in the stomach with his stubby fingers straight out and tight together. “Depends on the stakes involved, don’t it?”
Candi came back inside. “What you two betting on now?” she said with a wry grin. With Denny’s fingers still pushed into my stomach, she turned, edged between us, lifted herself on her toes, and leaned over his arm extended between us, to reach high up over her head to get her fingers around a roll of paper towels on a high shelf. Her left hand landed on Denny’s shoulder to steady her balance. Her breasts, barely staying inside her bikini top, hung pendulously between our faces.
She came back down holding the roll and said privately and intimately to me, “Don’t take too long,” and she traipsed in her bare feet back out the screen door to the patio. “It’s almost ready!” she called back over her shoulder.
“I don’t want your money,” I said.
“Tell you what,” he said, jabbing me again, harder. “Five thousand, me to you, if I manage to seduce your wife — right in front of you.”
“Stop it,” I seethed.
“And I’m going to make it easy as fuck for you, too,” he said. “If you’re right, and she doesn’t do me, I’ll give you five thousand also.”
“Wait, what?” I squinted. “What kind of bet is that? You’re giving me five grand either way?” I screwed up my face. He wasn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer at the best of times. But making bets — it was the one thing we had always done.
“Five grand, either way,” he sneered at me. “She gives me nothing, five grand to you. She does me, five grand to you. You can’t lose, bro!”
“It sounds like you’re just paying me five thousand to have a go at my wife.”
He shrugged and lowered his mouth. “Call it what you want. You already won, right? Easiest five thousand you ever made. Just one condition,” he smirked.
I folded my arms over my chest. There’s always one last condition with guys like him. “And what’s that?” I sneered.
“Look,” he said, showing me the face of his phone. “I’m already sending you the money, that’s what a great and trusting older brother I am.”
“So what’s the condition?” I repeated. I heard my phone in my pocket ping — undoubtedly it was his deposit landing in my bank account. I stifled my grin, but barely.
He slid his phone back in his own pocket and stood up to turn square to me. “Condition is this: You don’t say ‘No,’ or ’Stop,’ or anything like that to your wife, no matter what you see going on. And if she asks you what you think of it or if you want her to stop, you don’t say anything. No hand signals, no facial expressions, nothing. No guidance from you at all.”
“No,” I said. I didn’t hesitate.
He didn’t hesitate either. He pulled his phone back out, thumbed a moment, and put it back. My phone pinged again — which he was waiting for. “That’s another five grand. Ten grand.  Just for sitting there saying nothing and doing nothing.”
“Don’t you think Candi should have some say in this?” I said.
“Come on you two!” My wife cried out impatiently from the patio.
“Oh but she will!” he said. “I’m not going to force her, bud! It’s all going to be her choice. That’s why I put that little condition in there. Without you saying or doing anything, it’s all her choice either way this thing goes, right? You don’t say anything, and I don’t force her. That way, you get to see just how your wife really wants it to go. And you get ten grand for your trouble on top of it.”
I pulled out my phone to stall for time, but there it was on my screen, two notifications showing two five-thousand-dollar deposits to my bank account.
“So if she spurns you, you’re not going to force things?” I said, slipping my phone back in my pocket.
He laughed deeply and loudly and slapped me hard on the shoulder as he strode past me. “My bro, what do you take me for?” he said, and he backed his way out the door and out onto the patio walking backward toward my waiting wife. I twisted around to see him turn, come up beside Candi, and wrap his hand around her waist, and to bump his hip against her hip with a little pull.
“Taste,” she said to him, turning sideways to face him. Their faces were already too close together. She wouldn’t let him take the bite of meat with his fingers, pulling it back instead to feed his mouth with her own fingers, and she giggled when he snatched at it with his lips, nearly taking her fingers, too.
“Good?” she asked, and she glanced sideways and through the screen of the door, and back to me standing behind it. I nodded slightly at her and the corners of my mouth curled.
He slapped her ass gently — she wasn’t stopping him in any way anymore — and took one of the chairs. “Not bad,” he said, “but there’s tastier — right out here on the patio, as a matter of fact,” he said, and he skipped a beat or two before laughing heartily at me when I emerged through the door onto the patio. 
My wife rolled her eyes at me and shook her head as she passed by me with a plate full of freshly grilled patties to set on the round table under the umbrella. “Come on,” she said. “Things are hot.” The late evening summer sky lit up in a blaze of reds and oranges and yellows and greens. “Everybody helps themself,” my wife said, pushing the chips and cheese slices and condiments and salad to the middle. She sat beside me and leaned her elbows on the table with her wrists dangling down between the table and her bare stomach. She turned her face to me. “You should go get the bluetooth and your phone and put some music on for us,” she said. I was surprised how at ease she was, wearing nothing but our most most private bikini.
When I came back out, she wasn’t in her chair anymore. Denny was leaning back from the table, and my wife was in his lap. She was holding a plate of salad under her chin and stabbing little tomatoes and veggies with her fork. One of Denny’s hands was wrapped around her bare waist, and his other hand was on her thigh, too high up and close to her bikini bottom — what there was of it.
My wife looked up at me and shrugged. “He did ask nicely this time,” she said. “Hey, you should put the little sparkle lights on,” she said.
I went back inside and poked around behind the door trying to find the right switch.
“Turn the big lights off,” Candi called to me, and when I came out, it was a dimly-lit scene with soft, beat-driven music, and the sunset dying with only residual purple left on the horizon.
I pulled up in my chair close to the table and leaned my elbows on it. I picked at my food and tried to regulate my breathing. Denny said something too softly for me to hear and he chuckled, as did Candi, before she darted a glance up through her fallen strands of hair to me over the table.
“Stop it,” I heard her murmur to him with a grin on her down-cast face.
He shifted in his chair, heaving her body in his lap and tugging her body tighter against his chest.
“Cut it out!” my wife groaned quietly to him and she grimaced at him and flared her eyes. She pushed her hand into his stomach and tried to shift herself away from his body, but he tugged her and wouldn’t let her move. She looked at me and sagged in her shoulders and dropped her head with a tilt. “I swear to god, you’re brother!” she said to me, and she rotated herself on his lap so that she ended up sitting on his thigh with her legs falling down to either side of his leg. She caught the edge of his chair between his legs with the heel of her one foot and continued to poke at her plate of salad.
“Who you liking in the World Series this year, bro?” Denny said to me. Candi lifted her other foot and caught the outside edge of his chair with her other heel so that she sat on his thigh with her knees up like it was a ride. He bounced his leg and she rode him, her back gently undulating.
I watched as he gathered her hair in his hands and twisted it into a rope and pushed it over one of her shoulders to cascade down over her chest. She didn’t appear to even notice.
“Hard not to like the Astros versus the Dodgers,” I said to him.
My wife chuckled, but not from what I said. She continued staring down into her food even as Denny’s hands flowed over her hips. He very gently, very slowly, lifted her with his hands pushing under her bare ass cheeks and he settled her down on the edge of the chair between his wide-spread thighs. She snorted a light breath of air out her nose and glanced quickly through the tops of her eyes at me.
“I hear ya,” he said. “Makes me want to say Mets and Yankees, just to piss you off enough to make you bet against me,” he grinned. I watched silently, still, as he just as slowly, just as gently, slid his hands down under her bare thighs. When he pushed them up, she darted forward and shoved her nearly empty plate onto the table in front of her. He lifted her legs higher and pushed his hands down under her knees and then under her calves. She whined like he was bothering her, until he placed the arches of her feet on the edge of the table in front of her so close, her knees nearly touched her chin and her thighs pushed into her breasts.
Candi, defeated, slumped back until her bare back and head came to rest against his chest. He lowered his chin on the top of her head and slid his hands back up over her shins, over her knees, and up her thighs right up to where her skin creased at her abdomen. Her and I made eye contact just over the tops of her knees, still pressed together — until Denny grasped her knees in his huge hands, and parted them. She let him. He pressed them down widely, and slid his hands back up over her inner thighs to rest at the very apex of her legs.
“You got anything to say against it?” he said over the top of her head.
I shrugged and lifted my eyes, finally, from hers to his eyes. “You want to lose money to me, be my guest,” I said. We stared hard in each other’s eyes, even as he placed his two huge hands directly over top of my wife’s breasts.
“Got so much moola, don’t know what else to do with it,” he said, and he lowered his hands down the front of my wife’s body, taking her bikini top with them. Her nipples popped up from behind his hand, and then her whole breasts popped up as he pushed her bikini top down to her waist.
My wife shivered against him, but she also slightly jutted her chest out. Her head vibrated a second and the muscles of her jaw bulged. She kept her mouth closed even as her chin dropped down. Her chest heaved as she inhaled a long, deep breath through her nose, and she dropped her hands onto his forearms and twirled her polished nails into the dark, thick hairs there. She slowly raised her eyes to me, topless now, sitting against my brother’s crotch with his hands all over her. She did nothing to stop him.
Candi and I were both new teachers and we were paid like it, too. Denny day-traded and, despite the risks of his highly dubious and rash methods, he’d surprisingly made out — again and again — fabulously well. He bought us our house as a wedding present and charged us only enough rent for some line in his tax return to add up advantageously. He also paid for our entire honeymoon. He was extremely generous, no one could say otherwise.
“Guys like him . . . ” my wife said to me one night in bed. “They’re just different — they know what they want, and it’s just that kind of world where guys like that get it,” she shrugged up at me over her shoulder. She was lying with her back and head against my chest and shoulder. We’d just made love.
That time, I was moaning about the tickets he bought from me at the last minute to a game seven of a World Series. He didn’t even like baseball, he just did it so he could phone me from behind home plate and wave at me on the TV. He paid stupid money for them — too stupid for me to turn him down. We needed all we could get, Candi and me.
Another time, it was tickets to a high-end charity night to which several of my all-time favourite authors who were going read. He doesn’t even read. He didn’t recognize any names. I had to show him books to explain to him why they were so famous. He paid the enormously steep table fee and the cost of flights and hotel for both of us.
He never said it, but the look in his eyes made it clear: He owned our house, he bought my car, he owned, even, my student loans — he’s the reason I got though college without having to work. He could, on a whim, simply pull the string and my life would fall like so many beads. He made sure I knew I was at his mercy.
“Do you like him, though?” I screwed my face up at Candi. We were in bed another time talking about how he gropes her, slaps her, picks her up, sits her on his knee. Touches her hair. Tugs at her clothes. Always going on about how “fucking hot!” she is.
“Look,” she said, “not gonna lie, there’s a reason pigs like him have their pick of girls. There’s something attractive about a guy who just takes what he wants.”
“But he’s always groping you right in front of me.”
She twisted around and pulled herself up to sit straddling my hips. “Aw, is Ikey-Wikey feeling jealous?”
She never used to do that with my name — that was something she picked up from Denny.
“I just don’t see how you like that kind of thing.”
She kissed me and rolled her forehead against mine. “With guys like him, you know it’s just stupid physical stuff — it doesn’t mean anything.” 
“But he’s taking liberties with you.”
She shrugged. “It kinda feels good,” she gasped and hid her face in my neck. “He’s a sexy and very rich man, what can I say? He’s paying attention to me! Every girl loves that.”
“You actually do like it,” I screwed up my face. “I thought you just tolerated it. You know, the way we always have to — the way he fucking owns us.”
She pushed herself back up in front of me and sagged her shoulders and sighed. “He makes me feel powerless, and before you go off about how that’s the opposite of how I told you that you make me feel . . . “ she raised her voice and pressed her finger to my lips to stop me from interrupting. “ . . . it’s just Denny, it’s just in those moments when he’s over or something, and it, I don’t know,” she dropped her face into my neck again to hide her widening grin. “It kind of feels good?”
“It feels good to be made to feel powerless?” I said it out loud to demonstrate how absurd she was sounding. But she didn’t hear the absurdity of it. She only nodded her head where it pressed between my head and my shoulder.
“It does,” she whispered and she kissed my neck.
“You make it sound like you fantasize about him or something,” I chuckled.
She didn’t chuckle or deny it. She only sat up and looked deeply into my eyes and bit her bottom lip.
“Oh my god,” I exhaled, and I pushed her off me and got up to go to the bathroom to brush my teeth.
She came in after me and hung herself from my shoulders from behind and pressed her delicate nude body against my back. “Do you remember how we got him to pay for the entire wedding?” she grinned over my shoulder and through the mirror at me.
I had to grin too. I spit out and turned around inside her embrace and leaned back against the bathroom counter and clasped my fingers together behind her back and she leaned back into my hands behind her.
“And do you not remember how we made him buy us this house?”
I squinted at her and grinned and pursed my lips to keep from laughing. Of course I remembered, it was one of our masterstrokes.
“Well,” she said, pushing forward and kissing my nose. “That winter break holiday to Mexico is going to run us close to five thousand.”
“Which we don’t have,” I nodded at her with squinting eyes.
“Which we don’t have yet,” she said.
“But what you’re suggesting is something a little bit worse than what we’re usually up for.”
“It’s not like it’s something totally new to us, though,” she said, pulling her face sideways and pushing her eyes into their corners before she laughed out loud and darted like a sprite back to our bedroom.
Candi and I had this thing — hall passes. We talked about it before we got married. We both got around beforehand, and happily so. What are the chances, we reasoned, that we would suddenly be able to stop all of it?
“People like us cheat,” she shrugged, and she was right. As much as I felt the stir of rage inside me about the prospect, back then, of her cheating on me, I also realized that, left to myself in a hotel in a different city and no chance of getting caught — the game we posed each other, with promises to answer completely honestly — I would cheat too, if some hot girl came up to me.
“We might as well be honest before we get married so that if it happens, at least we were forewarned,” she said, and I had to agree. We decided that planning something would be too weird, but that admitting to it after, and describing it, would be fair, as long as it was always kept discreet and out of town.
Over the four years we’d been married, she’d done it ten times — we began to keep a ledger of it just for a laugh — and I’d done it, by then, eleven.
“I believe I am owed one,” she said, back in bed.
“But him?” I screwed up my face and slipped in beside her.
“You figure out . . . ” she said, throwing her leg over me and crouching down to lean her chin on my chest. “ . . . how he’s going to offer you roughly five thousand dollars for it, and I’ll look after getting him ready for you to do your thing.”
That’s how it was set up. And the day wasn’t long in coming, either.
Candi curled her bottom lip between teeth to keep from grinning too widely at me and she twisted her bikini top around her waist to enable her to undo the clasp at her stomach, and she pulled it out from behind herself and draped it over the vacant chair on the dark patio. 
Denny cupped her bare breasts in his hands and squeezed her and she closed her eyes, pressed her hands into his arms and pushed her head back harder into his chest.
“Aren’t you going to stop me, bro?” he said with a sneer.
“I think you should say something,” Candi said, her body stretching and writhing against his behind her.
“Look,” Denny said, jutting his chin at me. “Loser can’t even protect his wife.”
I watched his hands slide down over her stomach and touch the top of the waist of my wife’s bikini bottoms.
“Don’t you want your brother to stop?” Candi said to me with increasing breathlessness. Her eyes flickered closed and her back arched and her stomach pushed up. She brought her feet back from the edge of the table and draped her legs over his thighs, spreading herself widely on him.
“He doesn’t know what to say — maybe he’s one of those guys who likes other guys touching his wife.”
“I don’t think so,” she nearly whispered, her voice was so breathless. She reached up over and behind her head to grip the hair on the back of his head in her fists, and she pulled.
I sipped my drink and popped an olive off a stick and slowly chewed it, staring at his hands roaming freely around my wife’s body. He hooked his thumbs into the waist of her bikini bottoms and my wife squirmed and gasped and twisted against his hands.
“Don’t!” she breathed out, but she also lifted her hips off his lap and squeezed her knees together as she brought them up. He eased her bottoms down over her ass, down her thighs and over her knees, and she pointed her toes to allow him to pull the rolled up fabric off her completely, staring at my beady eyes the whole time. “I’m trying to stop him!” she said with barely a voice.
When he touched the outside of her pussy lips, she shivered and gasped with a short, sharp inhalation, and she twisted around at her waist trying to hide her grinning face in his neck.
“You can stop now,” she whispered to him.
“I’ll stop if he tells me to,” he replied. I stared at him as his finger moved through the cleft of her pussy lips. My wife was wet. She was swollen. Not everything was an act. He put pressure on his finger and it sank inside her and she arched hard in her back and jutted her bare chest out. A tiny high-pitched cry escaped her throat.
“Ask your husband if you can suck Denny’s cock,” Denny said with a grinning murmur against her ear.
She twisted around and faced him with all her limbs tightening around him and she grinned widely full of shyness and buried her face in his neck. “You ask him!” she said and she pressed her full lips to his ear and moaned on him. 
“Hey, bro,” he said to me over the table. I looked at my wife’s completely naked body lit by the dim sparkle lights, writhing on his lap, her slender, long naked back undulating and snaking under his touch, her naked ass pushing into his groin. “I think your sweet young wife wants to blow me, you got anything to say about that?” He sneered at me.
I stared at him at least three long beats before I nodded and said, “I got nothing to say about that.” I had ten thousand reasons to keep quiet — twice what the plan was invented to harvest. I was the one laughing.
He tapped her shoulder and she spun around and glanced at me over her shoulder, even as her nude body poured like oil down his body until she came to her knees on the deck between his legs. She opened his shorts and dutifully raised her shoulders and lowered her head and I watched her blonde waves bob in his lap and heard above the music the sloshy wet sounds she made on him.
She wasted no time getting down to it. If I was to believe my eyes, I’d say she was enjoying it. She was genuinely enthusiastic, and not just faking it.
“That’s right, baby,” he said, caressing the side of her head and pulling strands of her hair out of the way so he could watch her mouth wrap around the head of his cock and her lips sink down over his shaft. She cupped her fingers over her pussy and I could see from behind, between her spread thighs where her hips curled in and out and trembled, her middle finger with it’s long glossy brown nail, slide over her glistening lips and dip inside and circle around at the top. The tiny silver chain she wore around her waist glinted in the light and her toes curled.
He looked up at me. “What I tell you? Chicks love doing it. They like being told to do it, too.”
I did my best to not burst out laughing at him.
He squinted and leaned forward and put the back of his hand to the side of his mouth as though to whisper a secret to me. “I wasn’t going to fuck your wife, bro, but tell you the truth, I’m not sure I’m going to be able to stop her.” He chuckled and gripped the side of my wife’s head with both hands and thrusted his hips up into her face and buried his cock so deep in her throat, she coughed and gagged.
“Come up here,” he said to her and he pulled her with one hand in her armpit. She rose to her feet on rubbery legs and hung from his hand caught around her arm and looked at me with saliva dribbling from her chin.
We didn’t plan on her fucking him either. We never imagined it would come to that. She looked at me and I could tell, she was half way to not being able to stop things herself. But I was sworn to not say anything. We were entering unchartered waters.
He held her with his hands tightly around her hips and he pulled her backward so she had to step her legs widely around his knees. She continued to rub her middle finger up and down through the soaking cleft of her pussy and to slide her pretty painted finger inside herself. She tilted her head, curved her raised eyebrows, and shrugged at me.
I paused for about three beats, our eyes locked on each other. I stayed quiet. She stepped back as he tugged on her hips but when he pressed her hips down, she reached behind herself and slapped his hand and resisted him. When he pushed her hips down again, she reached under and between her legs to his erection that rose up from his lap under her and she slid her long delicate fingers over the top of his cock and down the sides of his shaft. He let go of her hips and leaned back in his chair.
“Fucking A,” he said leaning his head back. He crossed his arms behind his head. “You can always tell the moment when they decide they gonna give it to you.”
My wife curled her fingers and lightly scratched her nails up and down over the sides of his cock and she bit her lip at me and uttered a tiny helpless cry. I looked down her young, slim, body, over her flat stomach and to her pussy. She was rosy, swollen, and glistening. She lifted one knee and then the other so that she came to kneel on the edge of his chair with his legs between hers, still facing me. She pressed his erection against her stomach with both hands, petting the underside of it and dragging her nails tantalizingly up the skin.
I knew she did it with other guys. She knew I did it with other women. But it was always with strangers. I think she was begging me to tell her not to do it, but she knew also, just like I did, that the money was contingent on me saying nothing.
“Are you sure you want to watch?” she finally said to me in a shaking and weak voice. She lifted herself and pulled his cock up under her. Her hips began to rock and her thighs coursed with waves of quaking. She steadied herself with one arm outstretched and her palm planted on his knee. She looked down between her legs and her hair fell forward over her face hiding it from me. With her other hand, she pulled on his cock and lowered her hips to touch the tip of the head of it with her puffy, shining pussy lips.
She flung her head back and pushed her hair over her forehead and arched hard in her back and stuck her chest out at me. She rubbed her hand roughly over her bare breasts and curled her hips back and forth so that his cock drove back and forth through the cleft of her lips.
“You better say,” she said, and her head fell back and her eyes closed. Her mouth fell open and she cried a moan to the dark sky. She continued to hold his cock in her fingers and she continued to rock her hips forward and back, but the head of his cock pushed further inside her and she eventually was holding only the base in her upside-down palm. The head disappeared inside her and her pussy lips folded around his shaft.
“Fucking rights,” groaned Denny and he gripped her shoulders and pushed her so that she fell forward and her hands gripped his knees. He lifted his feet and rested his out-stretched legs over the table. My wife laid her breasts on his legs and seized his ankles in her fists. Her ass poked up high behind her and she twerked her hips and lifted her face through her messed-up hair to my face.
I could hear the wet slosh of my wife fucking Denny. “You didn’t say,” she groaned, and I wasn’t sure if it was part of the act — she knew the conditions Denny set for me for the money — or if she really wanted me, or needed me, to finally say ’No.’
Denny tapped her and she spun around and wiped her arm over her eyes. He helped her off him and stood up. He shook his hips and tugged at his shorts until they fell the rest of the way down his legs and he stepped out of them, leaving them crumpled on the deck. He tugged his golf shirt up over his head with one hand while, with his other hand, he clasped my wife’s waist tight to his hip.
“I think this lady needs a little privacy — she don’t want you watching her in her most intimate moments,” he said, and he tugged her to make her walk alongside him through the door and in.
She pulled at her bottom lip with her finger and thumb and her eyes were large and glassy. He tugged her again, and she made a silent, little wave to me with her fingers just as the screen door slammed behind them.
When I heard nothing, I went inside to investigate. They weren’t in the living room or kitchen. I went down the hall. There was dim light escaping from under our bedroom door. I sank down and leaned against it when I heard my wife’s voice crying out, her moans deep and sharp, and jolted-sounding in time with the bangs of our matrimonial bed against the wall.
I hung my head and buried my face in my hands. “What the fuck have I done?” I said to myself. My wife’s penetrated cries filled the little house. And when they finally finished, I heard her laugh gutturally.
A week later, I found Candi on Saturday evening in our bathroom applying finishing touches to her make-up looking like she was off to a wedding it was so perfect.
“What’s going on?” I said, pushing the door open with my foot. She was dressed only in pale blue lacy underwear with scallop-laced edges.
“Oh,” she said, turning to pass by me to her closet. “Just going to hang out at Denny’s for a bit.”
“Denny’s?” I screwed up my face.
She stepped out of her closet in a pink hoody and tight faded jeans, sliding her feet into sandals she dragged across the bedroom floor.
“It’s just a fun little date,” she said, lifting herself on her toes to press her arms into my chest and kiss my chin. “Don’t get so jealous! Denny says you should be able to just take it by now.”
“Denny said that?”
She turned at the bedroom door and gave me a tiny wave with her fingers — just like the time he took her to my bed. But this time, her eyes were wide and her smile was crooked.
“Don’t think you should wait up, okay?” she said.
“Wait!” I said, and I put my hands on my hips and turned to face her with my feet spread widely on the floor. “What’s going on?”
She came back in after checking the time on her phone. She cupped her hand around my balls and put her made-up face up close to mine. “He did pay you twice, you said,” she dropped her mouth open widely and squeezed my balls. “But then again,” she stood back and dropped her head in a tilt. “He is taking me out to Christopher’s and . . . . “ she bit her lip. “The Stag after that.”
Christopher’s was easily the most expensive restaurant in town. And The Stag was the most hard-to-enter club downtown. But of course, Denny owned a part of it, so that wasn’t an issue for him.
“Maybe he gets to keep that extra one in his back pocket for when he really needs it,” she said with her nose scrunched up and the tip of her tongue caught in her grimacing, clenching teeth.
“So a date?” I said, still standing in our bedroom dumbfounded. “Anyway, you can’t get into Christopher’s dressed in that.”
“Just wearing this over to his place — he bought me a dress!” she squealed. “Isn’t that fun!”
“Sounds like more than just a date,” I said.
“A date, plus,” she shrugged deeply and even blushed a little. “See you tomorrow?” she said. “I think he’s already here waiting.”
I pulled the curtain aside and saw him sitting in his Maserati in our driveway on his phone, grinning. And then I saw my wife skip out, fling the door open, and fall in beside him, leaning over to kiss him deeply, and long, on the lips.
A few minutes later, I got a text. “Denny says thank you for understanding,” she wrote.
I wrote her back. “He really said that?”
It took a while to get her reply. “No,” she wrote. “I was saying thank you for him, silly. You know you’re brother!”
The next time he came over, he was quieter and more respectful than usual. “How’s the car holding up?” he asked me.
“Yeah, it’s good,” I told him. Why wouldn’t it be? It was virtually new when he gave it to me — a hand-me-down when he got his Maserati.
“House good?” he said, scanning his eyes over the ceiling as though that would provide a thorough enough inspection.
“It’s all good — no problems,” I said.
“You guys get that winter break holiday all booked up?” he nodded.
“Yeah,” I said, leaning back on the stove and crossing my arms over my chest.
We stood silently and awkwardly a few more minutes, until we heard Candi padding back down the hallway from the bathroom. When she rounded the corner and came into the kitchen, I thought I’d died.
“What?” she said through a giggle. She was hotter looking than ever, and dressed to kill in a short black dress and hair pulled up with stands beside her face. Her shoes alone looked worth more than my car.
Denny casually wrapped his arm around her waist and she allowed herself to be pulled against him. When he turned his face to hers, she willingly kissed him in front of me long and deeply. All of it was a surprise to me. I had no idea that they had planned another “date.”
“How’s my girlfriend been?” he said, looking at my wife.
She blushed instantly and glanced at me and then away and at the floor. “Denny!” she said in a little, weak, and tittering voice. “Don’t,” she whispered privately to him.
“Wasn’t asking you,” he said to her. He lifted his face to mine. “I’m asking you, Ike. How’s my girlfriend been? You looking after her good for me?” He tapped, he didn’t slap, her ass. He also cupped it in his hand and squeezed it.
I said nothing and he laughed and turned away with her on his arm. He slapped his hand into my stomach. “Don’t sweat it, bro,” he called loudly down the hallway. “I can get her all tuned up myself.”
Candi tittered and glanced over her shoulder at me as he tugged her along after her out the front door.
This time there was one text. “Denny says thank you for letting him have me again.”
I didn’t write back. I knew it wasn’t him thanking me.
He dropped her off back at home around noon the next day. We sat outside at the table where things had begun that other night. “I thought we were just stringing him along,” I said. “What happened?”
“What do you mean?” she tilted her head and tittered nervously. “Still going according to plan, aren’t we?” She looked away as though needing at that moment to scan the yard.
“We never even planned for you to go with him like that to our bedroom that night!” I said.
“You knew there was a chance it could happen,” she said. “I told you how attractive he is to girls.”
“Well what about that date?”
“I told you, he paid you twice for me!”
“What about last night?” I slumped back and threw up my arms.
She scanned left and right and pulled her pursed lips hard to the side of her face. She looked at me and shrugged. “I don’t know,” she said. “I guess that one was on the house?” She chuckled briefly.
“It was supposed to be to get the money for the holiday.”
She leaned forward and clasped my hands in hers. “And we did that! It’s all paid up!” She shook her head like I was the one not understanding something.
“Why are you still going with him then?” I said.
She slumped back in her chair and gripped the arms and stared at me. Finally she dropped her mouth open and hung onto a syllable for a second or two before chuckling and changing her mind. But then she forced it out. “He makes me feel feminine.”
“What the fuck, Candi!” I flew back in my chair.
She leaned forward over the table. “He overpowers me. It’s like he puts me in a spell. And he . . . “ she paused.
“And he what?” I said, turning away, not sure I wanted to hear it.
“ . . . he makes me cum so fucking hard!” she said under her breath and she squirmed in her chair and cleared her throat and grinned sideways. “Anyway,” she said. She sipped her drink. “It’s just for fun.” She drilled her eyes on mine. “And I did ask you to tell him to stop.” 
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I pulled into the hotel lot a little after six, the sky still bright enough to show the dust on the hood of my car. Candi had texted me an hour earlier saying she’d be “late from work” and to “meet her here instead.” I knew what that meant before I even got in my car. She didn’t bother hiding behind codes anymore.
I walked through the lobby, past the bar, and spotted her at a high table near the windows. She wore a short black skirt that hugged her hips tight and a cream-coloured sleeveless top with thin straps. Her hair was done the way she only did it when she was going out with him, soft, high ponytail, long strands falling at her cheeks. Her legs were crossed, showing the sharp line of her calf from her heel to her knee.
She lifted her eyes when she saw me and grinned like she’d been caught doing something wrong already. “Hey,” she said, sliding off her stool. Her voice was airy, practiced, already warmed from something I hadn’t been there for. “You made good time.”
I kissed her cheek and felt the heat of her skin. “What’s going on?”
She looped her hand into the crook of my arm and steered me toward the elevators. “Denny got a suite upstairs. Says he needs to ‘talk things through’ with you. So don’t be weird about it.”
“Talk things through?” I said. “About what?”
She shrugged, chest rising, the thin straps lifting with the motion. “You know how he gets. He didn’t tell me. Just said to bring you up.” Her nails, pale pink now, tapped lightly along my arm as we walked. “Don’t pick a fight, okay? He’s been nice lately.”
At the elevators she fidgeted with the hem of her skirt, tugging it down even though it wasn’t high enough to cover much anyway. The doors opened and she stepped in close beside me, her thigh brushing mine. The cable hummed as the floor numbers climbed.
“That top new?” I asked.
“Mm-hmm.” She pulled one side of the neckline straight with her fingertip, exposing more of the smooth curve of her upper chest. “He said he wanted to see how I looked in something lighter. I stopped by the mall.”
I stared at her. She knew I stared. Her mouth crooked, pleased with herself. “It looks good,” I said.
“I know.”
When the doors opened she didn’t move right away. She touched her hand to my stomach, gentle, like she was reminding me of something. “Before we go in, don’t get thrown off. He’s in a mood. He told me I should let you ‘feel included,’ whatever that means.”
“What does that mean?” I asked.
She rolled her eyes. “I don’t know. Ask him yourself. He poured himself a drink when I got here and started acting different. Not aggressive. More calm. Like he’s planning something.”
We walked down the hall. Thick carpet, soft lighting. She reached the door, knocked once, then eased it open without waiting.
Her posture changed instantly, shoulders back, chin tilted up, a little breath through her nose. I saw it happen. She stepped in first, looked over her shoulder at me, and whispered, “Just follow my lead.”
Then she walked inside, hips swaying in that slow, careless way she only did for him when he was over.
Denny stood near the minibar with a drink in his hand, shirt off already, like he’d been waiting for an audience. His chest rose as he took a slow pull from the glass, eyes sliding from me to Candi and back again.
“There the beautiful couple are,” he said, not bothering to hide the way his gaze moved down her legs and up over her chest. “Took long enough.”
Candi stepped farther inside, letting the door fall shut behind me. She brushed her fingers over the back of her ponytail, smoothing it, the way she always did when his eyes travelled over her. “Traffic,” she said to him. “And I had to get him up here without freaking out, didn’t I.”
“I’m not freaking out,” I said. But my voice was tight.
Denny smirked. “Sure you’re not. Grab a drink.” He nodded at the counter like he owned the whole floor.
Candi walked ahead of me, hips loose, her skirt pulling tight over her ass with every step. She stopped near him, close enough that his arm brushed her side when he set his drink down. She didn’t move away.
“So what’s going on?” I said.
“I wanted to talk,” Denny replied. “About how things are gonna work out going forward.”
Candi’s eyes flicked to mine for a second like a tiny warning. She lifted her hand and stroked the back of Denny’s shoulder with two fingers like she was calming a dangerous dog she’d already surrendered to. “Be nice,” she murmured to him.
“I am being nice,” he said, turning his head so he was talking inches from her cheek. “Aren’t I baby?”
She didn’t answer. She only let her breath out slow and lowered her hand down his back.
He glanced at me. “You didn’t lose your wife, bro. Relax. She’s still yours.”
Candi gave a quiet chuckle. “Still his?” she said softly. “You two really love that phrase.” She reached for Denny’s glass, took a sip, and handed it back. Her lips left a faint shine on the rim.
“Look,” Denny said. “She just likes the attention. She likes how it feels when I take over. Nothing wrong with that, big brothers been doing it to little brothers since the Bible. But we should be clear on what we’re doing so you don’t start whining later.”
Candi slid her thumb along the side of his stomach, just above his jeans. “I told you he’d make this complicated,” she whispered to him. Then she looked at me and stepped closer, her chest rising against her thin top. “We all agreed. And you did take the money.”
“That was for the holiday,” I said.
She raised her eyebrows like I was missing something obvious. “Yes it certainly was.”
Denny reached behind her and gripped her hip, fingers sinking into the curve above her skirt. She exhaled sharply, eyes dropping for a second before she lifted them back to mine.
“He needs to know,” Denny said in a low voice near her ear, “that you’re good with things continuing the same way they’ve been.”
Candi’s hand rose to Denny’s chest, the pads of her fingers pushing lightly against his skin. She didn’t blink as she looked at me. “Do you have anything you want to say?”
She knew I couldn’t talk. She also knew I saw everything, her shifting weight, the way her thighs pressed together, the little tremor in her breath.
Denny slid his hand up her ribs, slow, deliberate. She didn’t stop him, not even with a token gesture. She kept her eyes on mine the whole time.
“Because if you don’t,” she said, voice unsteady but certain, “he’s going to keep touching me, you know.”
Denny’s hand slid higher until his thumb brushed the underside of her breast through the thin fabric. Candi swallowed hard and kept her eyes on me, not on him. Her chest rose against his touch like her body made the choice before she had time to think.
“You gonna say anything?” she asked me quietly. “Or do you want to see what he does next?”
My throat tightened.
“See?” Denny murmured against her temple. “He gets it.”
Candi let out a breath through parted lips. Her fingers tightened on his chest, nails pressing into his skin. She angled her shoulders toward him in a way that gave him more of her body without her actually stepping closer. She was offering, but pretending she wasn’t.
“You shouldn’t just assume,” she said to him. But she didn’t move his hand.
He slid his palm along the top edge of her bra through her shirt, slow enough that I saw the fabric pull and stretch. She shivered, one clean tremor that went through her shoulders and down her spine.
Denny grinned. “I’m not assuming. I’m just proving a point to you.”
She turned her head toward him, lips close to his jaw. “And what point is that?”
“That he’ll let me.” His fingers curled, lifting the fabric. “That you’ll let me. That he likes it.”
She inhaled sharply. I could tell by the way her knees soft-locked, the way her toes flexed in her heels. She looked at me again, eyes wide but not scared, more like she was checking on me. “You’re just doing this,” she breathed. “Right in front of him.”
“He’s part of it, baby,” Denny said. “Always has been.”
He used his other hand to hook a finger under the strap of her top. She gasped, not loudly, but enough I heard it.
“Denny,” she said, voice shaking, “don’t just . . . ”
He tugged the strap down her shoulder, exposing her skin inch by inch. She didn’t stop him. She only closed her eyes for a moment, like the contact pushed too much heat through her at once.
When she opened them, she looked straight at me again. I felt something drop out from under me. It was the same expression she’d worn the night he first pulled her onto his lap, half apology, half hunger she couldn’t hide.
“Say something,” she whispered. “If you want me to make him stop. Just say it.”
But I didn’t say anything.
Her breathing hitched. Her shoulders dropped in a tiny surrender. She let him pull the strap all the way down her arm.
Denny chuckled under his breath and shifted behind her, his body pressing close enough that her back rose with his inhale. “Told you,” he said, lips near her ear. “Guy doesn’t want it to stop.”
“That’s not true,” she started, but he moved his hand across her chest again and her voice disappeared into a soft, broken sound.
Her top had loosened enough that he could push the fabric aside. The swell of her breast showed, bare, tight, flushed. She sucked in a fast breath and grabbed his wrist, not to remove it, just to steady herself with it.
“Denny,” she whispered, “you can’t . . . ”
He murmured, “He’s not stopping me.”
Her eyes flicked to me. Her lips parted.
Her whole body leaned back into him, not forward toward me.
Denny pushed her other strap down with his thumb, and her top sagged across her ribs. Candi’s breath went high and shallow, her chest rising out of the loosened fabric, nipples tightening against the bra even before he touched her again. She had her hand on his wrist like she was steadying herself just to stay upright.
“Look at the guy,” Denny muttered against her cheek. “Doesn’t even blink.”
Candi glanced at me with that dazed, warm-eyed look she got when she wasn’t fully aware of her surroundings. Her lips were parted, her chest lifting fast, and she leaned her back deeper into his torso as though her spine had found a shape it remembered too easily.
Something twisted in me, not anger, not jealousy, but not exactly arousal either. Something off-balanced and tight in the ribs. Something that shouldn’t be there. Something a normal man would reject outright.
But I didn’t reject it. I let it land on me.
Denny slid his hand over the curve of her bare breast, slow enough that she shut her eyes and let out a small, helpless sigh. My stomach clenched hard. It should have made me sick. Should have lit me up with rage. Should have made me shove him off her.
But all I felt was heat. Heat, and a pressure behind my teeth like I didn’t know whether to speak or swallow.
“You feel that?” Denny said, dragging his thumb over her nipple until it tightened even more under his touch.
She shuddered. Her knees bent slightly. Her hips pushed back into him in this soft, unthinking way that hit me harder than anything he was doing with his hands.
“Ike…” she breathed, not even opening her eyes as she said my name. It didn’t sound like a plea. It sounded like she was asking me if I was still there, and telling me something was happening to her that she couldn’t stop.
I felt my pulse in my throat.
This wasn’t the same as before. Before, there had been the plan. The money. The loophole that let me pretend I wasn’t involved.
Now there was just her reacting to him in real time, with no mask, no act. And me watching, feeling things no man should feel while watching another man’s hand close around his wife’s breast and tug her backward like she belonged under him.
Denny kissed the side of her neck, slow, deliberate. Her lips parted, her breath caught, and her back arched, not for effect, not for show, but just because her body needed to.
Her body wanted it. That’s what killed me.
My chest tightened again. I should have hated it. But I didn’t.
“You see?” Denny said, lifting his eyes to mine while his hand stayed on her breast. “Some women respond better when a man takes the lead.”
She let out a trembling exhale and covered his hand lightly with her own, not to stop him, but to pull him tighter against her.
It made me feel hollow and wired at the same time, like something in me was splitting open. Like I didn’t know what kind of man I actually was anymore, or what kind I was turning into while I sat there, unable to move.
Candi finally opened her eyes.
She held my gaze. “Ike,” she murmured, voice unsteady, “I don’t know if I can stop him.”
She stayed against his body, pressed back into the hard line of him, her head tilted slightly so his breath reached her cheek and ear when he spoke. Her top had slipped halfway down her chest and Denny didn’t stop touching her. He kept one hand full on her breast, shaping her, thumb dragging slowly over the hard center of her nipple while the other hand slipped behind her and traced the curve of her ass through her skirt. Candi trembled when his fingers curved low under the hem. She didn’t move.
“I always knew,” he said in a voice meant only for her, “if I pushed it far enough, you’d stop faking.”
Candi shook her head slightly, but it was slow and dazed and more like she was reacting to how he made her feel than to what he’d said. He leaned in again and brushed his lips over the edge of her jaw.
Her eyes were locked on mine now, wide, searching, like she couldn’t make sense of the way her own body was reacting. Her thigh muscles flexed against each other, her breathing broken and short.
I knew what I was watching. I knew what it meant. A man is supposed to step in. Push the other man off. Shield her. End it.
But I didn’t. I couldn’t tell if it was because I was paralyzed, or because some twisted part of me didn’t want to.
The longer I looked at her, the more I felt the imbalance in my chest tilt the wrong way. This wasn’t just physical. Denny was doing something to her she wasn’t prepared for,  and maybe hadn’t expected to want. He handled her like he was sure she wouldn’t stop him, and she reacted like she wasn’t sure either.
She turned her body slightly toward me but didn’t try to pull away from his grip. Her top stayed pooled around her midsection. Her breasts were bare, visible, flush pink and rising with every fast breath she took. Her skin was tight with goosebumps.
“I don’t know what’s happening,” she said, and her voice caught halfway through the sentence. “I didn’t think he’d do things like this.”
“He’s not stopping,” I said, my voice was low.
She nodded, barely. Her mouth was parted like she was trying to breathe through a heat that overtook her faster than she could control it.
Denny slid both hands around her waist now and pulled her back harder into his body. “You want me to stop?” he said, half in her ear, half toward me.
Candi’s hands moved halfway up in front of her and paused like she didn’t know whether to push or touch or surrender.
“I don’t know,” she whispered. “I can’t think.”
She looked at me again, eyes shining. Something unclean and unfiltered passed between us, not shame, not guilt. Something else. Something closer to confession.
“Ike,” she said, barely audible, “he’s hard behind me.” Her thighs squeezed together instinctively, her back stiffening. “I can feel him, and it’s not, it’s not the same this time.”
Denny pressed his hips forward against her. He didn’t say anything, didn’t have to. She arched slightly, her eyes still on mine, and the way her breath caught told me everything.
It wasn’t just that she felt him. It was that she wanted to.
Denny slid his hand up under her top and dragged it the rest of the way over her head. She let him. Her arms lifted without resistance. The fabric fell behind her in a heap, and she was left sitting in just her skirt, heels, and nothing else. Her skin glowed in the dim light, goosebumps raised across her chest and arms, nipples pointed and flushed. Her breathing was shallow, and she couldn’t stop licking her lips.
He turned her in place, slow and casual, one hand firm around her wrist, the other on her hip. When she faced me again, she lowered her head slightly and looked up at me with her mouth parted and her chest rising fast.
Denny pulled her back against him again, his hands flat on her bared stomach. She tensed in the middle, but didn’t move.
“I’m not going to do anything you don’t let me do,” he said quietly, his lips brushing the back of her ear. “That’s what we agreed, right?”
Candi nodded slowly, her eyes still on mine.
He kissed the side of her neck and dragged his lips lower, shoulder to shoulder. His hands opened over her ribs, pressing up to the underside of her breasts, lifting them gently from behind. Her head tipped back against his chest and her knees bent just slightly, barely perceptible, but I saw it.
“Your husband can say something,” Denny murmured, voice low and smooth. “He just won’t.”
I should’ve said something. I should’ve told him to stop. But the words wouldn’t form. Because she wasn’t telling him to stop either.
Her mouth opened wider when his thumbs circled the tight points of her nipples. She gasped through her teeth, her neck arched, one hand rising halfway toward his arm but stopping, her fingers curling in the air like she was afraid of making contact.
“Ike,” she whispered, “he’s not playing anymore.”
Her face was flushed. Her thighs were trembling. I could see her muscles shift and clench and try to hold position while her body betrayed every instinct to pull away.
“Do you want him to stop?” I asked.
She looked straight at me, then slowly shook her head. “I want you to say it,” she said. “One way or the other.”
I opened my mouth, but all that came out was breath. Denny slid one hand down her stomach. His fingers hooked under the waistband of her skirt and paused.
I still didn’t move.
She bit her lip and didn’t stop him either.
He pulled the zipper. The skirt gave way with a soft sound and slumped down her hips, folding over itself until it landed around her ankles.
She stood there completely bare in front of me, hands at her sides, legs slightly apart, back arched against another man’s chest.
She didn’t try to cover herself. She didn’t flinch.
In that moment, watching the man who’d taken her, whose hands had already taught her things I hadn’t, who pressed his hard cock against her from behind while I stood motionless,  I felt something inside me shift.
She turned her head slightly, enough for her cheek to brush the edge of his jaw, her eyes still on mine, wide and too bright.
Denny’s hand moved slowly, almost reverently, from her hip down along the curve of her thigh, fingers open, dragging across the outside of her leg and then back up the inside, higher this time, until the back of his knuckles passed over the soft fold between her legs.
she jerked in place, not away, just inward, a sharp breath cutting into the stillness of the room. Her hands hovered slightly in front of her thighs like she didn’t know whether to stop him or steady herself, and her toes curled on the carpet.
She whispered my name once, like she was trying to find something solid in the room, but her body stayed loose in his grip, hips pushing gently back against him, chest rising, her breasts moving slowly with each breath, nipples so stiff they looked painful, and still she didn’t move away.
Denny kissed her bare shoulder, then the side of her neck, then her jaw, and the whole time his hand stayed between her thighs, barely moving, just pressing enough that she trembled.
I couldn’t stop watching. I knew what I should’ve felt, what I was supposed to feel, the masculine instinct to defend, to possess, to protect, but that wasn’t what lived in my chest now. What filled me up was heat and a kind of shameful wonder, the sense that I was witnessing something more real than anything I’d ever created with her, something exposed and stripped down, and the worst part was, I knew she could feel that too.
She tipped her head back against him and moaned softly. He dragged his hand higher, slipping between the folds, spreading her slightly with the side of his hand until her legs stiffened and her mouth dropped open. She started to make tiny, involuntary movements, her knees bending, her hips twitching forward and back, like her body didn’t belong to her anymore, like she was just trying to survive what he was doing to her.
Her eyes fluttered open again and she looked at me, but it was different now, softer, messier, not asking for anything, not offering anything either, just letting me see her as she was in that moment, exposed, trembling, and fully lost to it.
He pushed two fingers inside her, and she gasped. Her hands finally came up and held his wrist like she needed something to anchor her to the room, but still she didn’t say stop. I felt something collapse inside me, something hard and heavy and useless, and I knew this wasn’t just some heat-of-the-moment scene I could walk away from afterward.
Denny slid his fingers deeper into her, slow and steady, while his other hand moved up to cup her breast again, brushing the tight nipple between his fingers like he was studying her.
Her body rocked gently, not from show but from the rhythm of what he was doing to her. She let her head rest against his shoulder now, her mouth slack, lips parted, breath catching in short pulses every time he curled his hand or pressed just a little harder.
She moaned again, low and drawn out, and her knees gave slightly. He pulled her closer, supporting her with his body, his face buried in her hair. I watched the movement of his fingers inside her, slow and precise, watched the way her thighs tried to close around his wrist and failed.
She was soaking. I could see it from where I stood, the wetness on his hand, the shine between her legs, the way her skin glistened in the light.
Her eyes opened again and locked onto mine. There was no hesitation left in them. No performance. Just the exposed need, and the fear of what it meant to feel that need in front of me. She wanted him. And not just wanted, she needed what he was doing to her in a way that had nothing to do with logic, nothing to do with love.
He whispered something to her that I couldn’t hear. Her breath caught again. He kept moving his fingers inside her, and she trembled harder. Her hands gripped his forearm now, not to stop him, but to hold herself together. Her body started to tighten.
I saw it in her face. The concentration. The disbelief. The way she started biting her lip harder, like she was afraid of what would happen if she made a sound. Her hips pushed forward into the air like they were trying to meet something that wasn’t there. Denny murmured in her ear again, and she whimpered, soft and sharp and real.
She was close. I knew that sound. I knew that look. I’d seen it under me a hundred times. But now it was under him. And she was still watching me. She wanted me to see this. Or maybe she was trying to hide it and couldn’t.
Her breath hitched once more and her whole body jerked. Her eyes slammed shut, and she let out a ragged, helpless cry as she trembled in his hand. Her knees buckled completely, and he held her up against him, his hand still moving inside her, slow and soft now, drawing her out.
I didn’t move.
Candi sagged in his arms, her chest heaving, arms slack, legs trembling against his. He kissed the top of her head and slid his hand out from between her legs slowly, not hiding the wet sound of it, not hiding anything from me. Her thighs instinctively pressed together as he pulled his fingers away, and she made a soft, fragile sound in her throat like she wasn’t ready for the contact to stop. Her whole body stayed tilted back against his chest, bare, flushed, glistening at the center, the front of her pressed wide open toward me. There was no hiding anything anymore.
Denny looked straight at me as he brought his fingers to his mouth and sucked them slowly. He grinned like he knew what I felt, like he wanted me to feel it deeper. He whispered something into her ear again, and she nodded, her face still dazed, her hair messy now, clinging to the damp skin of her cheek and neck.
He moved her gently, one arm low on her stomach, the other guiding her by the hip. She let him, stepping slowly, her body pliant in his hands. He brought her over to the edge of the bed and sat her down carefully, then stood behind her, his hands stroking slowly down her arms, then up her sides again. She sat there, legs parted slightly, chest rising and falling, arms loose at her sides. Her nipples were flushed dark, still hard. Her thighs glistened. She didn’t look at me now. She stared forward, lost in it.
Denny knelt behind her on the bed, reached around her front, and cupped both of her breasts. She moaned again, weaker this time, more dazed, but still needy. He kissed the back of her neck, her shoulder, the top of her spine, all while kneading her slowly, almost possessively.
I didn’t know what I wanted. I just knew I couldn’t leave the room.
Denny looked over her shoulder at me, one eyebrow raised like he was still testing me. His hands slid lower, over her stomach again, down between her thighs. She didn’t resist. She opened her legs a little more and leaned back into him, one arm reaching up over her head to rest across his shoulders.
When he touched her again, she let out another soft moan and turned her head toward me.
“Ike,” she said, her voice deep now, barely there. “Do you want to stay?”
She blinked, once, slow and tired and turned on and too far gone to fake anything.
Denny didn’t wait for me to speak. He pushed her forward slowly, one hand guiding the middle of her back, the other sliding down to her hip. Candi shifted with him, pliant, legs parting wider as she leaned onto her elbows, her bare breasts swinging slightly with the motion, her hair falling forward around her face. She turned her head and looked at me through the strands, eyes glassy and wet. There was no pretense left in them. She wasn’t performing for me. She wasn’t asking permission anymore.
Her back arched as he slid his hand down the small of it, then along the curve of her ass, fingers spreading over her, then lower, between. She jerked once at the contact, a soft cry leaving her lips, and he murmured something close to her ear that I couldn’t hear. She nodded, slow and unsteady, then lowered her head to the mattress. Her body trembled, open now, ready.
I didn’t move. I couldn’t. I watched his hand stroke her again, long and slow, then pull away. He stood behind her and pushed his shorts down. I saw her flinch slightly as she felt him against her again, this time bare, thicker, harder. She moaned softly, not from pain, not from resistance, just from how much sensation was overtaking her.
She looked back at me, face flushed, lips parted.
“Ike,” she whispered, “you should go if you can’t handle this.”
But I couldn’t go.
Denny lined himself up behind her and leaned forward, resting one hand on her lower back. He rubbed himself along the seam of her, slowly, back and forth, spreading her wetness along his shaft. She gasped again, hips twitching toward him.
“I’m not stopping her,” he said, eyes on me. “You’re the one letting this happen.”
Candi groaned low in her throat, her head down, her fists clenching in the sheets. When he pressed forward, she rocked back into him, and her whole body shuddered when he started to push inside.
I gripped the edge of the dresser near me, fingers white, every nerve in my body lit up and confused. I wanted to yell, to move, to shut it down. But I didn’t.
She moaned again, louder now, as he entered her deeper. Her hips arched higher, and she gasped sharply when he bottomed out.
“Oh fuck,” she whispered, voice breaking. “Ike, he’s inside me.”
I could barely breathe.
She kept her eyes on me. Her body moved under his now, slow at first, then more urgent. Her mouth fell open, and her hand reached back to grip his hip, pulling him into her.
Denny gripped her hips and pulled her back into him with slow, deliberate force. Her thighs widened, her knees sliding farther apart on the bedspread, and her spine curved deeper, her ass lifting higher into his hips. Each time he thrust, her body answered without hesitation, her breath catching, her fingers twisting in the blanket, her toes curling under the pressure rolling through her. Her hair was a mess around her shoulders, sticking to the damp skin of her upper back, and her mouth hung open, lips swollen, gasping sounds spilling out of her between gasps.
He was taking her now, fully and without pause. There was no slowing it, no hovering at the edge. Every movement he made was met with a soft, startled sound from her throat and another involuntary push of her hips back into him, like she was trying to draw more out of him with each pass. She didn’t speak anymore. Everything she felt was visible in her face, her limbs, the desperate way her fingers flexed into the sheets beneath her. Her body was on fire for him, and I saw it all.
I sat at the edge of the seat, rigid, every part of me locked up. I told myself to look away, but my eyes didn’t move. I told myself to interrupt, to pull her back, to shove him off her, but I didn’t. I just sat there, breath shallow, blood pounding behind my eyes, and I watched.
The sounds grew sharper. His hips hit her harder now, slapping into her with rhythmic force. Her ass quivered with each impact, and her moans became higher, more broken, trembling across the room in a way I’d never heard from her before. Her voice had a kind of disbelief in it, but not from regret. It was the sound of someone overtaken. She pushed back into him every time, helplessly now, no resistance left anywhere in her body.
He leaned forward over her, his hand sliding around her ribs, gripping her breast from beneath and lifting it into his palm. She gasped when he pinched her nipple, and her back arched violently, pushing her deeper onto his cock. Her other hand reached under her stomach, and I knew by the way her wrist moved that she was touching herself, working her clit while he fucked her.
“Ike…” she said again, barely, just a whisper over her shoulder. “He’s making me come again.”
I couldn’t speak. I couldn’t think.
She cried out, high, raw, nearly desperate, and her body started to convulse against him. Her legs buckled, her chest dropped to the bed, and he grabbed her hips tighter, holding her right there as she came, loud now, no control, no hesitation. Her whole body trembled, muscles locking and then giving out under him, and she groaned so deep it sounded like it was pulled out of her against her will.
Denny stayed inside her, still grinding into her, dragging every last spasm from her body.
He didn’t slow down. If anything, her orgasm pushed him harder. He stayed buried in her, gripping her hips so tight his knuckles turned white. Each thrust hit her deeper, sharper, her ass bouncing with the impact, the wet sound of it filling the room in sync with her ragged breath. Candi didn’t try to hold back anymore. Her moans came wild and open-throated, sharp at the start of every stroke, rising high as he drove into her, breaking apart at the end like she couldn’t catch them in time.
Her face was pressed into the mattress now, hair matted to her cheeks, arms stretched out above her. She was gripping the headboard so tight I could see the strain in her forearms. Her back arched hard, her stomach drawn tight, her thighs trembling under the pace he’d taken her into. Her body rocked with him, helpless to resist the rhythm, like every part of her had given in to what he was doing.
He leaned down, chest against her back, mouth near her ear. I saw his hand slide under her again, back to her clit, working her there in small, punishing circles while he kept thrusting into her. Her whole body jolted, a broken sob escaping her throat, and her hips kicked once, hard, like she was trying to escape it, but then she settled back into it and let him take her even deeper.
“Oh my god,” she gasped, voice hoarse, breath hitched. “He’s making me come again, I can’t, Ike, I can’t stop it.”
Her thighs snapped tight around him. Her ass jerked back into his hips like her body was begging him not to stop. I watched her unravel a second time, louder now, louder than I’d ever heard her, rough and uncontrolled, every sound breaking into the next until she collapsed onto the mattress in a gasping, shaking mess. Her whole body convulsed as he held her in place and kept grinding into her from behind, slow and deep now, drawing it out with his hand still buried under her, working her through every last tremor until she cried out again, sobbed, groaned, begged under her breath for it to stop, but didn’t pull away.
She collapsed forward, arms useless, face pressed into the pillow, legs spread wide, her ass still tilted up for him. She was a mess, smeared with her own wetness, lips parted, skin flushed down to her chest, her voice broken into soft, stunned whimpers that didn’t even sound like words anymore.
Denny pulled out slowly, wet and heavy, dragging it across the back of her thighs as he stood straight.
She didn’t move. Didn’t speak. Just stayed there, naked and used, her body still twitching under the aftershocks of what he’d done to her.
He turned and looked at me. Then he reached down and flipped her over like she weighed nothing. She lay flat on her back now, hair wild across the sheets, arms limp, breasts rising and falling with each uneven breath. Her legs fell open without him even touching them.
She looked at me. Her lips moved but no words came. Just the softest breath, and the look in her eyes, drained, wide, needing more.
Denny stepped between her legs and gripped her thighs, pushing them farther apart until her heels slid across the sheets. Candi let him position her, her eyes half-lidded now, chest rising fast again, one hand flat on her stomach, the other loose at her side. Her pussy was red and swollen, lips parted and wet, twitching with every breath, still pulsing from what he’d just done to her. Her mouth opened when he reached for himself, stroking his length slowly, deliberately, looking right into her face as he lined himself up again.
She didn’t lift her hips to meet him, she didn’t have to. Her whole body gave off a desperate heat, this silent, open signal that she was his now in every possible way. I felt it across the room, like it had landed in my chest and hollowed me out. I could barely breathe.
He fed himself back into her, slow this time, steady, sliding in inch by inch until she gasped and clutched the sheet beside her. Her knees bent around his waist, her toes curling in the air. She was so wet, I could hear it. He pushed in deeper and she arched her back, lifting her chest to him, her mouth falling open again in a long, slow moan.
Her hands reached up and pressed against his stomach like she was trying to hold him in place, but not to stop him. She wrapped her legs around his hips, pulling him down into her. She was gone. She wanted him fully, completely, right there in front of me. And he gave it to her.
His rhythm was slow but deep, relentless. The sound of him sliding in and out of her was obscene, wet and thick and real. She sobbed once, quietly, breath catching in her throat as she looked up at him like she couldn’t believe how deep he was. Then she turned her head and found my eyes again.
“Ike,” she said, hoarse now, barely holding it together, “he feels so . . . “
She didn’t finish.
Denny leaned down and kissed her neck, then her chest, his hand sliding up to squeeze her breast while he fucked her deeper. She cried out again and raked her nails across his back, her legs locking around him tighter. He grunted with each thrust, breath heavy, his hips slamming against her soaked skin.
I could see it building in her again, the rising tension in her stomach, the way her head tilted back and her mouth opened wide without sound, her whole body bracing itself. She gripped his arms, clawed his back, her voice hoarse as she started to lose control again.
Her fingers dug into his shoulders as her body tensed again, thighs locked tight around his hips, ankles crossed behind his back. Denny thrust harder now, faster, the slap of his body against hers echoing off the walls, every sound sharper than the last. Candi’s head rolled back against the pillow, her mouth wide open, breath stuttering in broken rhythm with each impact. Her eyes fluttered, lips trembling, chest heaving so fast I thought she might pass out from it.
He gripped her wrists and pinned them down above her head, his body stretched out over hers, forcing her to take every inch, every deep, rough stroke that made her cry out in sharp, helpless gasps. She looked small under him, flushed and straining, her body lit from inside with heat she couldn’t contain. Her breasts bounced with the rhythm, glazed with sweat and glowing, her nipples swollen and stiff.
“Ike,” she choked, the word escaping like it hurt to say it. “I can’t hold it back, ”
He drove into her deeper, harder. Her whole body snapped taut. Her stomach clenched, her toes curled, and her voice broke open on a scream that wasn’t loud but cut straight through me. Her back arched violently, eyes squeezed shut, and her thighs convulsed around his waist as the orgasm ripped through her.
She didn’t come gently. She came hard, like it tore through her nerve by nerve, her whole body locking and shaking under him while he held her pinned, still thrusting into her as she sobbed out sharp, wet breaths. Her arms strained against his grip, but not to escape, only to hold onto something while the pleasure broke her in pieces.
And I stood there, a few feet away, not breathing, hard enough to hurt, watching the woman I married get fucked senseless by my brother while I did nothing.
No, while I wanted it.
There was no confusion left. No hiding behind shock or rationalizations. I felt it harsh and real in the pit of my gut: I wanted to see her like this. Not just reacting, not just giving in, but transformed. Overcome. Taken.
She whimpered as the aftershocks rippled through her, her legs still trembling around him, her arms limp now above her head. Her mouth was open, her eyes dazed, unfocused. She looked like she didn’t know where she was.
Denny slowed, finally, still inside her, lowering his mouth to hers. He didn’t kiss her right away. He just hovered there, watching her face, his hands cupping her cheeks, thumbs dragging gently under her eyes as she blinked up at him, wasted and vulnerable and completely his.
She whispered something too soft to hear.
And then she turned her head toward me.
She didn’t smile. Didn’t speak. Just looked. Her chest rose in quiet, shallow pulses. Her lips stayed parted.
Candi lay still, her legs half-open, one bent at the knee, her chest rising in slow, uneven waves. Her skin glowed red along her ribs and thighs, her hair stuck in clumps across her cheek. Denny leaned on one elbow beside her, running the back of his fingers slowly along her stomach, down to her hip, then up again, dragging lightly. She didn’t flinch. She didn’t say a word.
I hadn’t moved. My legs ached from how long I’d been standing there. My hands were clenched without realizing it.
Denny finally looked up at me, calm, like he was just settling into the evening. “You should bring her some water,” he said, not like a suggestion, like a task. “She needs it. Wore her out good.”
My mouth opened, but nothing came out. I looked at her, still quiet, still staring at nothing, and then I stepped into the bathroom and filled a glass with cold tap water. When I came back, she hadn’t moved. Her eyes were open but soft, barely focused.
I handed it to her without speaking.
She sat up slowly, legs still open beneath the crumpled sheet, and took it from me with both hands. She didn’t look at me. Not even a glance. She drank in small, shaking sips, then set the glass on the nightstand and slid back down onto the pillows, turning away from both of us.
“Candi,” I said, finally.
She didn’t answer.
Denny pulled the sheet up over her, smoothing it across her hip like he’d done it a thousand times. Then he lay on his back, arms folded behind his head, eyes on the ceiling.
“She wanted you to stop it,” he said after a beat. “You knew that, right? She kept looking at you for it. But you didn’t.”
I stood at the foot of the bed, heart pounding.
“She was waiting for your voice, Ike.”
I couldn’t reply. I didn’t know what I would’ve said if I could.
He turned his head lazily toward me. “That’s not a judgment. That’s just a fact. You saw it. You let it happen. So now it happened.”
Candi shifted under the sheet but still didn’t speak. Her back was to us both.
I sat down in the chair near the window. My body was cold now, even though the room hadn’t changed temperature. I looked at her and tried to feel angry. Tried to feel humiliated. But all I felt was heat and confusion and the dull throb of guilt under it all, because deep down, I knew what part of me liked watching her fall that far.
Denny picked up the glass from the nightstand and finished what she hadn’t. Then he set it back and leaned across her shoulder to speak softly in her ear.
“You want him to go?”
She didn’t answer at first. Then, very faintly: “No.”
He lay back again. Smiling.
Then he looked over at me.
“You should stay over.”
I stared at him. He grinned.
“Both of you.”
I stayed where I was, halfway between wanting to stand and wanting to sink deeper into the chair, watching both of them stretched out on the bed like I was the one who didn’t belong in the room. Candi pulled the sheet higher over her stomach and chest, but only enough to cover the middle of her. Her legs stayed bent, one knee drifting outward, the other resting flat. I could still see the inside of her thigh, the damp sheen across her skin from everything she’d taken. Her hair was messy across the pillow. Her breathing had started to slow, but her chest still rose fast enough that I knew she hadn’t come down from it fully.
Denny rolled toward her again and brushed her hair away from her cheek with the back of his knuckles. She blinked, barely, and looked at him instead of me. That small shift made something tighten in my throat. It wasn’t anger. It wasn’t jealousy. It was something quieter and harder to push down, like watching her rewiring herself right in front of me.
“You good?” he asked her. His hand stayed cupped against her jaw, thumb stroking the line under her cheekbone.
She swallowed and nodded once. “Yeah.”
“You want anything else?” he asked. “Food, another drink, another round, whatever. Send him.”
Her eyes flicked toward me for the first time since the water. Not long enough to hold, just a glance, as if she needed to confirm I was still in the room before she answered him.
“I don’t know,” she said softly. “I feel… I don’t know.”
Denny smirked and kissed her shoulder. “Look at her.” He chuckled.
She let out a small, shaky breath. Not a laugh. Not an agreement. Just a release, like her body couldn’t hold all the sensation inside it anymore.
He sat up, legs over the edge of the bed, and reached for a bottle from the minibar. He twisted the top off and took a long drink before handing it to her. She accepted it and brought it to her lips, her hand trembling slightly as she drank. The sheet slipped off her chest just enough that I saw the top curve of her breast again, the faint red marks from where he’d held her down.
“Candi,” I said quietly.
She looked at me then, fully this time. Her eyes were tired and blown wide, pupils dilated from everything he’d put her through. She held my gaze for a long second, long enough that I felt every bit of what she’d just done hit me again. Long enough to feel the shame and the want twist together in my stomach.
“He’s right. You didn’t say anything,” she said. Not accusing. Not hurt. Just stating it. “I kept looking at you.”
“I know,” I said. My voice didn’t sound like mine. “I know you did.”
Her eyes softened for a split second, then dropped to the sheet. She took another sip and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “He said you wouldn’t,” she said almost to herself.
Denny stood, stretching lazily, his body still half-hard, still glistening with her. He walked over to me, picked up his shirt from the arm of the chair, and tossed it aside like it was clutter.
“You’re here now,” he said, tone easy, almost friendly. “So let’s figure out what the night’s gonna look like.”
I didn’t answer.
He stepped past me, grabbed a folded white towel from the bathroom counter, and tossed it toward Candi. It landed across her legs. She held it but didn’t pull it over herself.
Then he pointed at the empty side of the bed.
“That can be yours tonight,” he said.
Candi looked at me again, this time with something unreadable in her face, something unsteady and unsure.
Denny didn’t wait for me to move. He walked around to the other side of the bed, eased himself down behind Candi, and slid one arm under her shoulders, pulling her back into him like she belonged there.
She let out a soft exhale as her body settled against his chest, her head resting just under his jaw. The sheet slipped lower over her hips, baring the top of her stomach and one breast. She didn’t fix it. She didn’t cover herself. She just adjusted the towel in her hands without actually using it, fingers kneading it absently while she stared at the ceiling.
“You look like you’re thinking too hard,” Denny murmured against her hair.
“I’m just catching up,” she said quietly. Her voice was still rough, still unsteady, but steadier than before.
He kissed the side of her temple. “You did good baby.”
She shivered. Not from cold.
I moved closer to the bed without deciding to. My legs just took me there. I sat on the empty side he’d pointed at, the mattress dipping slightly under my weight. Candi didn’t look at me right away. Her breathing deepened, chest rising slow and full, then falling in a long, controlled exhale like she needed to ground herself.
Then her eyes shifted toward me, slow, almost hesitant.
“You okay?” I asked her.
She studied me for a moment, then nodded. “I think so.”
“Think so,” Denny repeated with a low laugh. He dragged his hand down her arm, fingertips grazing the inside of her elbow. “Baby, you’re better than okay.”
She swallowed hard at the word baby. Her thighs pressed together under the sheet, an instinctive little twitch that made her gasp when her sore muscles contracted. She winced, then gave a breathy, embarrassed laugh.
“That hurts,” she whispered.
Denny smirked. “That’s because you didn’t hold back.”
She turned her face toward his chest, hiding for a moment. When she looked back at me, her cheeks were warm, flushed with that mix of shock and satisfaction that hadn’t faded yet.
“Ike…” she started, then stopped. Her lips parted like she was testing whether she had the nerve to say the real thing. “I didn’t expect it to be like that.”
I nodded slowly, throat tight. “I know.”
Her gaze flicked downward, toward the sheet draped over her hips, the marks on her chest, the tremble still running through her legs. When her eyes came back up to mine, there was something untame in them, something she’d never shown me before tonight.
“I kept waiting for you to stop him,” she said. Quiet. Honest. “And when you didn’t…” She trailed off, breath shaking. “I don’t know what that did to me.”
Denny’s hand slid up her stomach again, stopping just under her breast. Her eyes fluttered shut for one long second, then opened back onto me.
“Tell him,” Denny murmured.
She stiffened slightly. Her eyes stayed on mine.
“I didn’t want him to stop,” she whispered. “Not after a certain point.”
My heart kicked hard in my chest. I felt it in my throat, in my teeth, everywhere.
Denny exhaled against her ear, pleased.
“There it is,” he said. “She’s figuring herself out.”
Candi breathed in, shaky, pulled the sheet a little higher out of instinct, then let it fall again as if she realized covering up didn’t make any of this less real.
She shifted onto her back, still resting against Denny’s chest, one knee brushing mine under the sheet.
Then she looked at me again, fully this time.
“Are you staying with us,” she asked softly, “or are you leaving me with him tonight?”
Candi didn’t blink after she asked it. She just held my eyes, her lips parted, her body rising and falling against Denny’s chest in slow, uneven breaths. Her knee brushed mine again under the sheet, soft, warm, deliberate. She didn’t move it away. If anything, she shifted a little closer, like she wanted to see how I’d react before I even answered.
Denny’s arm tightened around her ribs. Not possessive, just certain. His thumb stroked just beneath her breast in a slow drag that made her inhale sharply through her nose. Her eyes fluttered, but she didn’t look away from me, even as her body reacted to him without hesitation.
“You hear her,” Denny said quietly. “She’s not confused.”
Her chest rose again, fuller this time. Her hand slid across the sheet until her fingers touched my thigh, light, hesitant, testing. Her touch wasn’t asking for reassurance. It was asking what version of me she was going to have tonight.
Candi turned her head a little toward him, her cheek brushing his jaw, then lifted her eyes back to me. There was still shock in them, still the rawness from everything he’d done to her, but there was something else now. Something opening.
“I didn’t know I could feel that way,” she said, voice low and shaky. “Not like that, not that fast.”
Her breath hitched and her fingers pressed firmer into my thigh, as if grounding herself.
“And I kept looking at you,” she said, “and you were still here. You didn’t walk out. But you didn’t stop it either. You didn’t reject me.”
Denny’s hand moved down her stomach again, slow and sure. Her body tensed under his touch, only for a moment, then softened into it, her hips shifting barely an inch toward him.
I swallowed, heat rising into my chest.
Candi’s voice dropped to a whisper. “I need to know if you’re staying with me, with us, or if you can’t handle seeing me like this again.”
Her thumb stroked my thigh once, shaky, vulnerable.
“Because if you leave,” she said, “I won’t stop him.”
Denny smiled against her neck, his breath warm on her skin. “She won’t.”
Her eyes glistened, not with tears, just with the aftermath, the intensity, the overload of everything she’d taken tonight.
“But if you stay,” she whispered, pulling herself a little higher against the pillows, her knee sliding along my leg, her body opening back toward him without even realizing she was doing it, “then I’m yours while he touches me. Both of yours.”
The room went tight around us. My pulse hammered. Her breathing quickened again from the anticipation of the answer she didn’t hide.
Denny’s hand slid lower. Candi’s lips parted. And she waited, fully exposed, flushed, trembling, for my choice.
Denny’s hand slid lower along her stomach, and I felt her whole body tense in anticipation. She shifted her hips just slightly toward him, like she couldn’t stop herself from inviting more. Her knee pressed firmer against my leg under the sheet, her skin warm and trembling. The movement wasn’t big, but it was everything, it meant she was ready again, already slipping back under, already losing the thin grip she had on the moment.
And that was when the thought hit me, the one I’d been pushing away all night.
How the hell did I let this happen? I should’ve stopped him the first time. I should’ve stepped in. I should’ve pulled her away the second I saw how hard she was falling into him.
But I didn’t. I watched. And worse, I reacted to it. My body gave me away every step of the way, even now, just from the way she flexed her thighs or exhaled when his fingers brushed her skin. The heat wasn’t fading. It was growing. I felt it low and heavy, pulsing, undeniable. The shame and desire tangled so tightly in my chest that I couldn’t pull them apart anymore.
What kind of man does that make me? I didn’t know. All I knew was I couldn’t look away, not with her lying there flushed and open, not with Denny’s hand sliding between her legs again, not with the way she gasped when he touched her.
Her head fell back onto his shoulder, lips parting on a sharp inhale as his fingers found her. Her hips bucked up into his hand immediately, like her body remembered exactly how he’d taken her before and wanted more of it.
“Ike,” she breathed, already slipping, already losing control again. “I can’t, God. ”
Her voice cracked on the last word. She was gone already, and he’d barely started.
Denny smirked against her neck. “Look at her,” he murmured. “She so needs it.”
Her legs shook. Her hand shot out and grabbed at my wrist, pulling me closer without even thinking. Her fingers were tight, desperate, trembling. She wasn’t doing it to reassure herself about me, she was doing it because she needed something solid to hold while she fell apart again.
The sight hammered into me. How is this turning me on? How am I not in pieces from this? How am I not dragging him off her?
I didn’t have answers. I only had the way my body reacted to hers.
Her hips lifted again as he slid his fingers deeper, slow at first, then faster when she whined for him. Her head turned toward me, eyes glassy, lips shaking as her breath hitched.
“Ike, he’s, he’s doing it again,” she gasped. “I can’t stop him, I can’t, ”
Her voice broke into a ragged moan as he curled his fingers just right.
The sheet fell off her completely. Her thighs spread wider. Her free hand clawed at his hip behind her, pulling him closer, urging him to keep going.
And I just lay there, pulse hammering, chest tight, unable to understand how the hell I’d become the man who could watch his wife fall apart for someone else.
Yet unable to look away as she started to come undone again, right in front of me.
Denny eased her onto her back again, the sheet bunching beneath her as he moved. Her knees parted instinctively. Her hand stayed on my thigh, fingers still curled against the fabric of my jeans. Her eyes were half-lidded, not from tiredness, but from everything that had built up in her since the last time he touched her, minutes ago, but it already felt like something she couldn’t live without.
She tilted her hips toward him as he knelt between her legs. He ran his fingers over her inner thigh slowly, watching her face. She trembled at the first contact. He hadn’t even touched her fully yet, and she was already gasping. Her fingers tightened on me.
And I lay there, heart hammering, body tense, still trying to understand what the hell I’d become. How did I get here? How did I let another man take her like this, right in front of me? How did I let it happen once, let alone twice, or now a third time?
And why the hell couldn’t I tear my eyes away now?
Because I couldn’t. I didn’t want to. That was the truth underneath everything. I told myself I was confused. I told myself I was paralyzed. But deep down, there was something else working in me, something darker, something I didn’t have words for.
It was the way her body moved when he touched her. The way her voice cracked when she moaned his name. The way she looked at me while it was happening. It was the way she reacted all that time whenever he came over, picked her up, threw her around.
I was fascinated by her.  That was the part I couldn’t make sense of. Because she wasn’t ashamed. She wasn’t asking me to forgive her. She was asking me to see her.
Denny bent over her and kissed the inside of her thigh, slow and deliberate. Her breath hitched. She opened wider for him. His hands slid under her hips, lifting her slightly, and then his mouth disappeared between her legs.
She cried out immediately. Her back arched. Her hand left my leg and flew to her chest like she was trying to hold herself still. Her thighs trembled and closed slightly around his head, but he didn’t stop. He dragged his tongue through her slowly, again and again, licking her with long, focused strokes. She writhed under him.
“Ike,” she moaned, head tilted toward me again. “I’m, he’s already, oh God, ”
Her words broke apart as her legs jerked wider. Her hands gripped the sheets, her breasts rising and falling fast, her stomach drawn tight with tension. He sucked at her clit once, then again, and her whole body snapped upward off the bed before crashing back down with a ragged scream.
I stood. I don’t remember making the decision. I just felt the heat crawl too far up my spine, too deep behind my eyes, and I needed out. I walked to the door without a word. My hand closed around the handle, and I opened it slow, careful not to slam it. The light in the hallway felt cold against my face.
I stepped out and let the door fall shut behind me. The latch clicked. I stood there.
Still. Jaw clenched, chest tight.
I didn’t know what I was doing. I didn’t know if I was walking away for good, or just trying to remember who I was before all this. I pressed my palms flat against the hallway wall, stared down at the carpet, breathed once, twice.
And then I heard it. Candi’s scream. Not loud, high. Broken. The kind of sound I’d never heard come out of her in our entire marriage.
I froze. It came again, wet, desperate, raw. Then another, guttural, drawn out, followed by a slap, a sharp crack of hand on ass. Her voice pitched up and broke entirely, gasping something between his name and mine. I couldn’t tell which.
The bed was thudding the wall now, rhythmic, violent. She cried out again, louder this time, and the next word out of her mouth was fuck, repeated three times, fast, like she was being destroyed from the inside out.
I gripped the edge of the hallway wallpaper. Then her voice shifted.
“Harder, don’t stop, don’t stop, ” she choked. “Harder, please, fuck.”
I shut my eyes. My breath left me in one long, shaking exhale. There was no way back to the version of her I thought I knew. Not after hearing that.
Another slap. Louder. Her voice rose again, almost unrecognizable now, wild, hoarse, begging him to keep going. I heard the mattress creak hard, something hit the wall, and then Denny’s voice, low, growling, barely audible over the chaos:
“You love to be fucked like this don’t you.”
She screamed her answer.
I stumbled a step backward from the door like it burned. I should’ve left. Elevator. Lobby. Anywhere. But I couldn’t move.
I leaned forward, forehead resting against the cool painted wood, listening to the sounds of my wife being used beyond anything I could’ve imagined. She wasn’t just taking him now, she was giving herself to him, no hesitation, no shame. Over and over, her voice cracked and rose, until there was nothing left in it but yes.
I heard the key in the lock before I opened my eyes. The deadbolt slid back with a soft click, then the door eased open like she was trying not to wake me. But I was already awake. Had been for hours, staring at the ceiling, mind replaying everything I’d heard through that hotel room wall. Every cry. Every slap. Every time she said his name.
Her footsteps were quiet. I didn’t move. I stayed in bed and listened to her drop her purse on the entry table, peel off her shoes, walk straight to the bathroom. A few seconds later, the water came on. Shower. Fast and hot. Like she was trying to wash off something.
I sat up slowly.
My body ached. My jaw was tight. I looked over at the empty pillow next to me.
The smell of her shampoo drifted out from the half-open bathroom door. The same scent I’d buried my face in a thousand times. Now it hit me different.
She didn’t say anything when I walked past.
I poured a glass of water, drank half of it, then stood at the kitchen counter, hands braced against the edge, trying to find the version of myself that had existed yesterday morning. I couldn’t.
When she came out of the bathroom, wrapped in a robe, her hair wet and dark down her back, her face was flushed and clean and quiet. No makeup. No performance. Just her this time.
We looked at each other for the first time in what felt like days.
“Hey,” she finally said softly, like she wasn’t sure if that was still allowed.
“Morning.”
She crossed the room slowly, bare feet on the floor, and pulled a mug down from the cabinet like it was any other morning. Her fingers trembled slightly as she filled it. She leaned against the counter, eyes on her coffee, then lifted them to mine.
“You heard me come in?”
“Yeah.”
Her jaw flexed. She took a sip and set the mug down carefully.
“I stayed at the hotel,” she said.
I nodded.
She looked at me like she expected something, anger, maybe, or shame, or distance. But I didn’t know what to give her.
“I didn’t plan to,” she said after a second. “It just, we finished and I couldn’t move. I didn’t want to.”
I swallowed. My mouth was dry again. “I figured.”
She wrapped her arms around her middle, robe clutched close, eyes darting to the floor.
“I thought about texting you,” she said. “But I didn’t know what to say.”
“What would you have said?”
She looked up at me, and something fragile passed across her face.
“I would’ve said that I don’t think I can undo what happened.” Her voice caught. “And I don’t know if I want to.”
We stood in silence. Just the two of us, in the kitchen we built together, after a night she spent in my brother’s bed. Her skin still damp. Her body still marked.
“I saw what he did to you,” he says. “I heard all of it.”
She flinched, but he didn’t stop.
“And I’ve never seen you like that. Not once. Not with me.”
She looked up ready for the hurt. The pushback.
But it didn’t come.
“I didn’t know you had that in you,” I said. “And I didn’t know I could want something so fucked up so badly.”
She blinked. Her mouth parted slightly. The breath she held trembled out of her.
“I didn’t stop it,” I said, voice steady. “Because I didn’t want to.”
She whispered, “You didn’t want to.”
“No.” I stepped closer.
When Denny came over later that day, as he always did on Sundays, I didn’t flinch when he slapped her ass too hard, didn’t react when she shouted and half-smiled at the same time. I thought it was still a joke to her. I thought it was still something I could roll my eyes at.
She was at the kitchen counter, laying out burger patties with her wrists turned inward the way she always did, her fingers pressing down the wax paper sheets. Her white denim shorts clung to her, high and snug, and the bottom hems had that soft worn curl. Her pink shirt had slipped off one shoulder. I could see her strapless bikini and the slope of her back, and she glanced over once, eyes darting toward me, checking me, gauging.
“Your brother’s here,” she said, almost like she needed me to do something about it.
But I just looked back and nodded.
Denny banged around like he owned the place, barreled toward the couch and kicked at my legs while I was reading. He always did that. It never meant anything before and still didn’t now. I pulled my legs up out of habit.
“Right buddy?” he said, before dropping down and nearly cracking my knees. He slapped my thigh hard. It stung. Still didn’t seem to mean anything.
Only now I knew better.
I didn’t see it then, not really, but it was all there. How she brought the beers in already. How she waited at just the right distance. How she dropped her eyes, then lifted them slow, like she knew exactly how that gaze would hit him.
And when he grabbed her, hooked that arm around her waist and spun her into his lap, I never say a word.
Because back then, I didn’t know what it meant to watch your wife let herself be taken in front of you. I didn’t know how far she'd already gone there in her own mind, or how far she was willing to go with him if I didn’t stop it.
I didn’t know how much of this was for me too. How much I was allowing without realizing I was allowing it.
She settled into his lap again like she’d been there before. Which she had, a lot.
And I just sat there, holding the stupid crocheted bookmark she made for me, trying not to crush it in my hand.




3

I parked outside the bar just before ten, the neon throwing a thin red line across the hood. Candi had texted me twenty minutes earlier: “Come inside when you get here. Don’t wait in the car this time.” The kind of line that already told me the temperature the night was going to reach. She had some new idea. She was unspooling a new play.
“Bet you can’t take it,” she added.
I smirked and put my phone in my pocket and got out.
Inside, the place was low-lit, busy, a murmur arising from every corner. She sat in a booth near the back, legs crossed tight, one heel dangling from her toes. She wore a short white dress I’d never seen before and a gold chain that sat against her collarbones. Her hair was down and straight, parted clean through the middle.
Denny was in the seat beside her.
She lifted her chin when she saw me and smiled, small, almost shy, like she knew exactly what the two of them looked like from my angle. Denny didn’t move. He had one arm stretched along the back of the booth, behind her shoulders, not touching her but close enough.
“About time,” he said.
I slid into the opposite seat. The vinyl was warm. Candi smoothed her dress over her thighs with the flats of her palms, fingers spread, nails pale and glossy. Her knees angled toward him, not me.
“You eat yet?” I asked her.
“A little,” she said. Her voice was soft, warmed up, like she’d been laughing earlier. She reached for her glass and took a slow sip, her throat moving tight and clean under the chain. “We were just talking.”
Denny grinned. “Catching up.”
Her cheeks lifted slightly. She kept her eyes on me while she set her glass down. “I told him we’ve been good lately. You and me.”
I nodded. “We have.”
Denny shifted his arm just enough for his knuckles to brush the back of her shoulder. She breathed in at the contact, not a gasp, not a flinch, just a thin intake of breath that lifted her chest and made the chain rise and fall.
“You look amazing,” I said.
She smiled again, wider this time, teeth showing. “I wanted to.”
Denny’s fingers tapped on the seat behind her. “She walked in here and every guy turned their head,” he said. “Swear to god. You should’ve seen it.”
Candi nudged him lightly with her elbow, but it wasn’t a real nudge. “Stop it.”
He let his hand drop from the back of the booth to her shoulder. Just rested it there. Her head dipped a little when he made contact, her hair shifting forward over one cheek.
“You okay?” I asked her.
She tucked a strand behind her ear, slow, revealing her neck. “Yeah. I’m good. It’s just, feeling different tonight.”
“How?”
She swallowed, eyes low for a second before coming back up to mine. “He thinks you like it,” she said. “And when he talks like that, it gets in my head.”
Denny smoothed his thumb once across her shoulder. “She means it gets her warm.”
Denny tightened his hand on Candi’s shoulder just enough that her breath hitched. She sat up a little straighter, smoothing her dress over her thighs, her fingers trembling for only a second before she controlled it.
That tiny slip did something to both of us. I saw the way Denny’s jaw shifted, how his nostrils pulled wide. She felt it too; she pressed her knees together and crossed her ankles under the table, the muscles along her calves tightening.
“Ike…” she said quietly, not uncertain, just acknowledging that things had already happened.
Denny leaned back, stretched his legs out under the table until his knee brushed hers. She breathed in through her nose, eyes down, letting the weight of his knee settle where it landed.
“You remember what we talked about last time?” Denny asked, eyes on me.
Candi’s spine stiffened.
“There’s a lot we talked about,” I said.
He smirked. “The part where she said she didn’t know if she’d be able to stop me again?”
Her head turned sharply and she shot him a look, but her cheeks were already heating up. She grabbed her drink and took another sip, her lips closing tight around the rim, the glass leaving a faint wet outline on her mouth when she set it down.
“I didn’t say it like that,” she muttered.
“You said it exactly like that, sweetheart.” His hand slid from her shoulder down her arm. The pads of his fingers traced along the inside of her elbow. Goosebumps rose all the way up her skin. “And you meant it.”
She swallowed hard. “I was . . . ” She glanced at me. “I was worked up.”
“And you’re not now?” he asked.
She didn’t answer, but kept her eyes on mine.
Even while Denny moved his hand lower, to her wrist. He took it casually, lifted it an inch, then placed it on her own thigh, right above the hem of her dress, guiding it like he was reminding her where she belonged in this moment. She didn’t pull away. She flexed her fingers and let her nails rest lightly on her skin.
“Candi,” I said quietly, trying to catch her eyes.
She lifted them to me in a dazed glaze, and that was the moment I realized something was different tonight. Her pupils were wide, her breathing too shallow for the middle of a crowded bar. She wasn’t drunk. She was keyed up. I knew the signs. She’d walked in already changed. Already half in whatever space she’d been in during that hotel room time.
“I’m fine,” she said softly.
But there was nothing steady in her voice.
Denny traced one finger along the inside of her forearm. She gasped, barely audible, but she didn’t stop him. His finger kept moving, slow, deliberate, up and down in a straight line. I watched her chest rise in a tighter rhythm.
“Tell him what you told me earlier,” Denny murmured.
Her head jerked. “No!”
He smirked, lowering his voice. “I’ll tell him.”
She froze still.
“Tell him,” he repeated.
Her eyes closed for one second before she looked at me again.
Her voice was soft, shaky. “I told him… I get nervous when I think about being in the same room with him.”
“Nervous how?” I asked.
Her knees pressed together. Her fingers curled into her thigh. “In a… good way, I guess?”
Denny grinned. “Told you.”
Her face flushed deeper. She tried to look away but didn’t manage to. Her pulse was visible in her neck, thumping hard under the gold chain.
“How long you guys been here, anyway?” I asked.
“Not long,” Candi said.
“A while now,” Denny corrected her.
He let his fingers drift higher up her arm, slow, steady, like he was testing how far she’d let him go with me sitting right there. Candi kept her hand on her thigh, nails lightly pressing into her skin. She didn’t move away when he reached the inside of her elbow.
“You remember the bet, Ike?” Denny asked, eyes still on her.
Candi’s head snapped toward him. A sharp jerk, then stillness. Her lips parted like she wanted to interrupt him, but she didn’t.
I kept my voice even. “Which part of it?”
“The part where I said I could break your wife.” His thumb made a light pass across her forearm. “And you lost in under ten seconds.”
Her cheeks heated instantly, exactly the way they had that night,  sudden, unplanned, the color climbing too fast for her to hide it. She looked down at the table, then back up at me, almost guilty but not pulling away from him.
“That was stupid,” she whispered. “You guys were drunk.”
“We were,” Denny said, “but the bet was good.”
Candi swallowed. Her pulse showed in her neck again, that tight jump under the chain.
“That was one time,” she said quietly.
Denny didn’t break eye contact with me. “You think I forgot who won that night?”
Her knees pressed together. It wasn’t embarrassment. It wasn’t fear. It was memory hitting her body faster than she could catch it, I knew it.
Denny slid his hand down her arm, slower this time, deliberate. “Every time you walk into a room,” he said to me, “I remember that I won her before you even realized you were playing.”
Her breath shook. Not loud. Just a thin tremor in her chest.
“That’s not fair,” she whispered.
He leaned in a little, voice calm. “You said it yourself. You blush for me. You always have.”
Her fingers curled against her thigh, gripping the hem of her dress. She lifted her eyes to me, wide, unsteady. “It was just a dumb thing.”
“Then why,” Denny said, “are you doing it again right now?”
Her face grew hotter, her breathing shallow. She didn’t deny it. She didn’t try to hide it. She just looked at me, caught between knowing she should move his hand and knowing she wasn’t going to.
“Ike…” she murmured, barely pushing my name out.
Denny smiled. He knew he’d hit something deep in her. “See? You feel it.”
She shook her head once, tiny, but her body betrayed her. Her thighs shifted. Her heel tapped the floor and then went still. Her pulse jumped.
“I didn’t come here for this,” she said.
“But you did,” Denny replied. “You liked that bet most of all.”
Her eyes fluttered shut, then opened slowly, her chest lifting in a long, tight breath.
Denny let his hand settle on Candi’s arm just above her wrist, his thumb tracing a slow line toward the inside where her skin was softest. She shivered. Barely. But enough. He saw it. I saw it. She felt all of it.
“You want to know something?” he said, still looking at her but aiming the words at me.
Candi swallowed. Her lashes dipped, then lifted again. Her breathing stayed tight, caught at the top of her chest.
“What,” I said.
“The bet never ended.”
Her head jerked toward him. “Denny.”
“I mean it,” he said, voice completely steady. “You two walked away that night thinking it was a joke. I didn’t.”
Candi’s fingers curled against the hem of her dress. “You can’t say it like that.”
“I can say it exactly like that,” he answered. “Because every time you react to me the way you’re reacting right now, I count it as another win.”
Her breath slipped out in a thin rush. Her cheeks warmed. She pressed her thighs together, shifting in the booth, trying to hide it but failing the second he dragged his thumb one more inch over her skin.
“You’re ridiculous,” she whispered.
He smiled. “I’m winning.”
The air left her lungs in a sharp swallow. She tried to look at me, but her eyes flicked to Denny first. Not her choice. A reflex. And that was all he needed.
“Ike,” he said, still studying her, “you wanna guess how many points she’s given me before you even got here?”
“Don’t,” she breathed.
He ignored her. “I’d say seven.”
Her hand shot to his wrist, but she didn’t pull it off her. She gripped him instead, fingers tight, holding his arm in place like removing it would make it worse.
“I’m not playing your game,” she said.
“You’re playing it right now,” he answered calmly. “Your body makes the calls for you.”
Her lips parted, but the words caught. Her pulse jumped again beneath the chain. I could see it clearly across the table, the steady rhythm losing pace.
“Denny…” she tried again.
“Tell him I’m wrong.” His eyes locked on hers. “Go on.”
She couldn’t. Her mouth opened. Nothing came out. Her grip on his wrist tightened, but everything else in her stayed open, overwhelmed, her breathing shallow and hot as she fought whatever was building in her.
He leaned closer, not touching her anywhere new, just tightening the space around her. “Every time you look at me like that,” he said, “it’s another point.”
“I’m not looking like that. ” She stopped, chest rising. “I wasn’t. ”
“You were,” he said.
And then the worst part for her, she let out a tiny sound she didn’t mean to, a soft, startled exhale that hit the air between their faces before she could stop it.
Denny’s smile sharpened.
“That’s eight.”
Candi’s eyes squeezed shut for a beat, her knees pressing hard together under the table, her whole posture caught between resisting him and giving in.
When she opened her eyes, she didn’t look at him.
She looked straight at me, wide and rattled, like she finally realized how far she’d already slipped.
She drew in a slow breath and lifted her chin like she was about to take herself back. A tiny shift in her shoulders, a tightening along her jaw, the kind of move she used to make when she wanted both of us to know she wasn’t some lightweight who folded the second someone pushed her.
“Okay,” she said, voice low. “Then maybe I should remind you that the bet was stupid. Both of you were idiots that night. I only blushed because you two wouldn’t stop. ”
Denny cut her off with a quiet laugh. “No. You blushed because you always did around me.”
Her mouth closed fast. Her eyes flickered. The confidence she tried to show faltered for a second so small she probably hoped neither of us caught it.
“I didn’t ‘always,’” she said, though her voice had already softened. “You’re remembering it wrong.”
Denny shook his head, slow and certain. “I remember every second of that night. I remember how you looked at him when he made the bet. You were embarrassed he said it out loud, but you were already red before either of us said anything.”
“That’s not true,” she whispered.
“It is,” he said. “And you know I’m right because you looked at me first. Not him.”
Her breath slipped out again, shaky, lips barely holding shape. She tried to answer, but Denny wasn’t done.
“You remember the corner table at the back? The one with the crack in the seat? You sat there and crossed your legs, and the second I said your name, your knees tightened.” He watched her reaction closely. “You think I didn’t notice?”
Her hands clenched together in her lap, the fabric of her dress caught between her fingers.
“You shouldn’t bring that up,” she said.
“You brought it up,” he countered. “You tried to pretend you were in control. You weren’t then, and you’re not now.”
Candi shifted in the booth, her thighs pressing tighter, her heel sliding across the floor as she tried to steady herself. The attempt at strength vanished from her face, replaced by something rawer, caught, exposed, needing to breathe but unable to draw in enough air.
“I was drunk,” she said again, but even she didn’t sound convinced.
“You weren’t drunk when you touched your throat,” he said. “Twice. You do that when you’re flustered. You did it back then, and you just did it two minutes ago.”
Her hand flew up to her neck instantly, exactly the way he said, and her eyes went wide with the realization.
Denny smiled. “See?”
She jerked her hand back down, but it was too late. Her pulse hammered under the chain. Her breathing climbed again. The small sounds coming from her throat weren’t controlled anymore.
“You’re not being fair,” she said, barely getting the words out.
“It’s not about fair,” he said. “It’s about honest. You react to me. You always have. And every time you pretend you don’t, you give me another point.”
Candi stared at him, stunned, her lips parted, her whole attempt at push-back dissolving in front of both of us.
And then, almost helplessly, she whispered, “Stop remembering everything.”
Denny leaned in a little, not touching her, just close enough that the heat of him reached her face.
“That,” he said quietly, “is why I remember.”
Denny shifted closer in the booth, not enough to crowd her, just enough that his knee slid against hers under the table. Candi’s thigh tightened instantly. Her breath hitched in her throat, and she tried to hide it by lifting her glass, but her hand shook as she brought it to her lips.
“There,” Denny said quietly. “That’s another point.”
Her eyes widened. She lowered the glass. “That wasn’t. ”
“It was.”
He reached for her wrist. Not the top. The underside. Right where her pulse hammered fastest. He held it lightly, almost nothing, just the tips of his fingers resting on that patch of sensitive skin.
Her whole body reacted. A tiny jump in her stomach. A soft exhale she didn’t control. Her knees pressed inward, then eased apart again like she couldn’t decide which reflex to obey. Her eyes stayed locked on his fingers.
“Denny…” she whispered.
“That’s another point,” he said.
She pulled her wrist back a half inch, but he didn’t grip her. He let her move. And the second she realized he wasn’t holding her, she froze, caught between escaping the touch and wanting it back.
I watched the conflict hit her across the face, a flush spreading up her neck, her lips parting, her breathing uneven. She cleared her throat, but the sound came out thin.
“You’re twisting everything,” she said. “I’m reacting because you’re,  you’re being intense on purpose.”
He rested his hand on her thigh. Not high. Not obscene. Just above the knee, warm, steady, claiming that strip of skin like he knew exactly how much she could handle without breaking away.
Her reaction was immediate. Her breath stopped. Her spine stiffened. Her heel slid slowly toward him under the table. Her dress shifted higher on her leg as she adjusted, and she didn’t pull it back down.
“Ike,” she said, turning to me, “he’s being stupid, you know that.”
Denny’s thumb stroked once along the inside of her knee. One slow line. One controlled pass.
Her voice cut out.
Another flush hit her cheeks. Her inner thigh tensed, visible even through the dress. She swallowed, trying to speak again, but the sound got caught somewhere low in her chest.
“That’s three points in under a minute,” Denny murmured.
She shook her head weakly. “You can’t do that.”
“I can,” he said, “because you let me.”
Her breath shuddered. She looked at me, eyes huge, pupils dark and wide, like she didn’t know how to hide any of what was happening to her. Her fingers moved across the table, toward mine, like she was trying to anchor herself.
Before she touched me, Denny slid his hand a little higher on her thigh.
Not much, just an inch, but it made her gasp softly, her lips curling inward as she tried to hold it in.
“I didn’t say you could move your hand,” she whispered.
“You didn’t stop me,” he said.
Her throat tightened. “I’m trying.”
“No,” he said, “you’re reacting. And that’s all the bet ever measured.”
She stared at him, shaking, her breathing fast.
And then she did the worst possible thing for herself. She leaned toward him. Just a few inches. Just enough that her shoulder brushed his bicep, her hair falling forward across her cheek.
Denny smiled.
“Nine.”
Denny didn’t move his hand from her thigh. Candi tried to lean back toward me, just enough to show she hadn’t surrendered anything, but the shift stalled halfway through. Her shoulder stayed against his arm. Her chest rose in these tight little lifts, each one shallower than the last.
“I’m not giving you points for that,” she said, her voice thin.
“You gave me one the second you leaned into me,” Denny said. “You don’t get to veto it after.”
She shook her head, but her breath came out in a soft tremor that hit his wrist. She realized it at the same time he did, and when she tried to pull back, he slid his knee farther between hers under the table, blocking her. Her thighs tightened around it immediately. She blinked fast, like she was trying to hold on to some version of herself from before this booth.
“Ike,” she said to me, “say something.”
“What do you want me to say?” I asked.
“That he’s being an ass.”
“He’s telling the truth,” I said. “Look at yourself.”
She flushed hard at that. Her lips parted, her tongue pressing lightly against the inside of her lower lip as she tried to breathe through whatever was hitting her. She let out a quick breath, then another, each one catching high in her chest.
Denny moved his hand higher on her thigh. Not much. Just enough to press the edge of his hand against the underside where the skin was softer. The instant he touched that spot, her hips twitched once in the booth, sharp, involuntary.
“That,” he said, “is ten.”
Her hand shot to his forearm, gripping hard. “You don’t get ten. You don’t get anything.”
He traced one slow line upward with his thumb.
Her eyes fluttered. Her legs trembled against his knee. Her breath caught again, tighter than before, the sound small and sharp.
“Eleven,” he said.
She stared at him like she couldn’t believe he was saying it out loud, like she couldn’t believe her body was giving him that many points without her permission. She turned to me again, cheeks burning, chest rising fast.
“I’m not,  I’m not doing this,” she said.
“You already are,” Denny told her.
He slid his hand up the outside of her thigh this time, fingers gliding along the curve toward her hip. Her whole body drew in on itself for a single second. Then she exhaled hard through her nose, like she was trying not to make a louder sound.
Her grip on his arm tightened. She still didn’t push him away.
“You remember the start of the bet?” he asked her quietly. “The part before he opened his mouth.”
“Don’t,” she whispered.
“You looked at me first,” he said. “You did it again tonight.”
Her lips parted. Her breathing stuttered. Her knees brushed the side of his leg under the table.
“You’re keeping score on things I can’t help,” she said.
“That’s the whole point,” he answered. “That’s the bet.”
She swallowed hard. Her pulse jumped wildly under the chain at her throat.
“Stop saying you’re winning,” she whispered.
She lifted her chin trying to steady herself. Her cheeks stayed hot, but she forced her shoulders back and angled her body toward Denny like she was about to regain some ground.
“Fine,” she said, her voice thin but trying to sound sharp. “If we’re keeping score, then I get points too.”
Denny didn’t move his hand from her thigh. He raised one eyebrow. “For what?”
“For the way you keep looking at me,” she said. “You’re acting like you’re immune. You’re not.”
He let out a quiet breath through his nose, not impressed. “Try again.”
She leaned a little closer to him, her bare shoulder brushing his arm. “You’re breathing harder than I am.”
“No,” he said, “I’m not.”
“You are,” she insisted.
“You can’t score imagination,” he said.
Her mouth opened. Her jaw tightened. She looked at me for backup, but the second she turned, her breathing sped up again and she knew she’d handed him something.
“That,” Denny said, “is twelve.”
“No,” she snapped, flustered. “You don’t get twelve for that. You’re just, you’re twisting this.”
He nodded toward her chest. “You hear your own breathing?”
She stiffened. Her hands froze on her lap.
“That’s not . . .”
“You’re up here,” he said, raising his hand to the level of her collarbone, “because of me. Not him.”
Her chest tightened at the words. Her nipples pressed lightly against the inside of her dress, visible through the thin black fabric. She tried to angle her body away from him, but the booth trapped her, and she only managed to shift her hips an inch to the side.
Denny looked directly at the spot she was trying to hide.
“Thirteen.”
Her head spun toward him. “You can’t say that!”
“I just did,” he said.
She shook her head, but she couldn’t stop the deeper breath that followed, her chest rising higher. She tried to talk over it.
“What about you?” she said quickly. “Your knee hasn’t moved from mine since you put it there. I get points for that.”
“No,” he said calmly.
“Why not?”
“Because I put it there. You’re the one holding it in place.”
Her thighs tightened instantly, squeezing around his knee. She looked down, caught herself doing it, then looked back up too fast.
“Fourteen,” he said.
Candi sat there stunned, her lips parted, her face burning. She started to reach for her drink, but her hand trembled halfway there and she stopped, fingers hanging uselessly in the air before she dropped them back onto her thigh.
“You’re keeping score on everything,” she said.
“No,” he said. “I’m keeping score on you. The bet was always about you.”
She swallowed hard. Her pulse thudded. Her breathing went shallow again. The booth seemed to pull her inward, closing her against him.
Her voice came out barely controlled. “I’m not going to lose.”
Denny didn’t wait. The second that tiny shift of her hips landed against his hand, he pressed his fingertips into the inside of her thigh, a slow, deliberate pressure that traced upward just enough to hit the place she’d been trying to protect all night. Candi gasped. Not loud. Not soft. Just a sharp, startled sound she couldn’t swallow.
Her legs opened another inch before she could stop them.
“That,” Denny said, “is sixteen.”
She reached for his wrist again, but this time her fingers didn’t push. They curled around him and held him there, tighter than before, like moving his hand would make everything worse. Her nails pressed into his skin. Her chest rose in a long, shaky breath she couldn’t disguise.
“Denny… don’t,” she whispered.
“You don’t want me to stop,” he said.
Her lips parted. Her pulse hammered. She tried to sit back against the booth, but the motion only put more of her thigh under his hand, her dress riding higher, the hem slipping across her skin without her even noticing it had moved.
“Ike,” she said to me, “this isn’t,  I didn’t come here for this.”
“You came here because you remember the bet,” Denny cut in. “You always do.”
Her head snapped toward him. “I don’t,” she said, but her voice shook, the denial weak and thin.
“You remember the first time I made you react,” he said.
Her thighs tensed again.
“Seventeen.”
She let out a breath that trembled all the way through her. Her hand moved to her own knee, gripping it, trying to anchor herself, but she didn’t pull away from him. Her body leaned into his side without her making the choice to do it. Her shoulder pressed against his arm, her hair slipping forward over her cheek, brushing his shoulder.
“I shouldn’t be doing this,” she whispered.
“You’re doing it,” he said.
Her breathing went rougher, high, uneven, her chest rising fast. The booth felt smaller around us. People talked and moved around the bar, but the air between the three of us tightened like nothing else existed.
Then Denny moved his hand higher. Slow. Precise. He stopped right where the inside of her thigh met the crease of her hip. The softest skin. The second he touched that spot, her body jerked once, her hips lifting a fraction of an inch off the seat before she slammed them back down.
“Oh god,” she whispered, the words escaping before she knew she’d said them.
Denny didn’t smile this time. He lowered his voice until I could feel it more than hear it.
“Eighteen.”
Her eyes fluttered open, wide, dark, drowned in everything she couldn’t hide anymore. Her thighs wrapped around his knee tighter than before, her dress pulled high enough that I could see the curve of her hip bone, the tiny tremor running through the skin above it.
“I’m… trying,” she said, the admission breaking out of her.
“No,” he said. “You’re giving up.”
Her lips shook as she tried to form words, but nothing came out. Her whole body angled toward him, her breath hitting his chest in uneven bursts, her hand sliding helplessly up her own thigh until it touched the back of his.
Denny didn’t move his hand. He kept it at the top of her thigh, right at the crease, right where her hips had jumped the second he touched her.
Candi tried to steady her breathing, but each inhale came thin and high, and each exhale broke off halfway. She looked at me like she wanted to say something that would make all of this slow down, but her body was already past that point.
“Denny,” she whispered, the smallest shake in her voice, “I can’t… I can’t take. ”
“You can,” he said.
Her thighs tightened again, clamping around his knee. She jerked once, like she was trying to stop herself from reacting, but the movement only pushed more of her against his hand. Her dress slid even higher, the fabric caught under her hip, showing a strip of skin she didn’t mean to show.
Her breath hit the air fast.
“That’s twenty,” Denny said quietly.
She shook her head hard, almost panicked. “Don’t. Don’t say it. Don’t count like  that.”
“You felt it,” he said. “He saw it. And you’re still pressing into me.”
Her hips twitched again, sharper this time, her body giving away everything she wanted to hide. She let out a quick, broken breath and tried to pin her thighs together, but Denny’s knee was already there, keeping them open. Her hand shot to his wrist again, but instead of pushing him away, her fingers slipped under his, gripping his hand and dragging it tighter against her.
She didn’t realize she’d done it until it was too late.
Her eyes snapped wide. Her lips trembled. Her whole body went rigid against the booth.
“I didn’t mean . . . ” she started.
“You did,” he said.
She tried to pull her hand back, but her grip tightened before she could stop it. Her thighs lifted a fraction of an inch, her hips arching into his palm with a helpless, involuntary roll. A sound escaped her throat. soft, strangled, completely outside her control.
Her cheeks flushed all the way to her ears.
“And that,” Denny said, his voice low and steady, “is twenty-one.”
The moment the number hit the air, her whole body broke.
Her breath caught in her chest and didn’t release. Her knees pulled inward and then pushed wide again like she couldn’t choose which reflex to give into. Her hand clamped over his, forcing it against the hottest part of her thigh, holding him there so hard her nails dug into his skin. Her chest rose in a long, desperate lift. Her lips parted on a sound she didn’t manage to make vocal.
She didn’t recover after twenty-one.  I watched her pull herself up from the booth with her hands sliding across the vinyl, her legs unsteady, her dress bunched high on her hips, but the moment had already cracked something open inside her. She tugged her dress down with shaking fingers, but it kept riding up again the second she breathed in. Her chest lifted in quick, uneven rises, and she kept pressing her lips together like she could force her breathing back into control.
“I need air,” she said, barely getting the words out. She glanced down at Denny as she turned.
Her heel skimmed the floor as she stepped out of the booth fast. She caught herself on the edge of the table, then pushed off it and headed for the door, her hips tight, her thighs brushing as she walked. The hem of her dress clung to her legs, pulled high from the booth, and she kept dragging it down every few steps.
Denny didn’t move right away. He let her take a few steps. Then he stood and followed her, slow, steady, the same control he’d used all night. He didn’t look at me. He just walked behind her close enough that she could feel him, not closely enough to make a scene.
I pushed out of the booth and followed them toward the door, watching her sway slightly as she reached the exit. She pushed it open with both hands, her breath hitting the thick air outside in a sharp exhale.
The night was cooler. The instant the air touched her skin, her nipples tightened under the dress. The fabric pulled against them, giving me a clear outline through the thin black material. She crossed her arms for a second, then dropped them, realizing it only drew more attention.
Denny stepped out behind her. The door shut soft behind all of us.
She didn’t walk fast. She moved toward the lot in small, unsure steps, her heels clicking lightly on the asphalt, the sound uneven. She pressed her fingers to her forehead, then let her hand fall. Her breathing stayed high. Her body hadn’t come down at all.
I watched her angle toward our cars, mine first. She got three steps toward it and then stopped right in the middle of the lane. Her shoulders rose slowly as she took another tight breath. Her head turned slightly. Her eyes found something further down in the row.
Denny’s car. She stared at it. Her chest rose again, harder.
She took a step toward it. Then another.
Her fingers reached out and touched the passenger-side door handle before she seemed to realize what she was doing. She held it there for a long second, her forehead leaning toward the window, her breath fogging a faint patch on the glass. Her dress had ridden high again from her walk, the hem exposing the curve of her upper thigh.
Denny approached her slowly, stopping a foot behind her. He didn’t say anything. He didn’t touch her. He just watched her hand on the handle.
She opened the door. nNot wide. Just enough to let the dome light hit her skin. her thighs, her chest, her flushed face. She stared at the seat inside. Denny clasped her waist from behind. And he pulled her.
She slid inside, pulling her legs in close, then shifting them. Her knees stayed pressed together at first, then eased apart as she tried to settle. Her hands smoothed down her dress, the fabric bunching around her hips. Her chest kept rising in quick, shallow pulls.
I walked closer without thinking, stopping a few feet from the car. The dome light stayed on, bright against her skin. She kept her eyes on her lap.
Denny went around and lowered himself into the driver’s seat and shut the door.
He didn’t touch her. He didn’t turn the ignition. He let the dome light stay on.
She sat there breathing hard, the dress tight across her thighs, her legs shifting closer to him inch by inch without her noticing.
She shifted again in the seat, her thighs drawing together and then opening slightly as she tried to find some position that didn’t feel like she was giving herself away. The dress was already too high on her legs, and each time she smoothed it down the fabric crept back up.
I moved closer to the passenger-side door, instinct more than intention, but before I reached it, Denny spoke low.
“Stay out here.”
My steps stopped cold.
He kept his eyes straight ahead. “Keep an eye out for us.”
Candi’s head snapped toward him fast, eyes wide for a second like she couldn’t believe he’d said it out loud with me standing right there. Her breath caught, chest lifting sharply. She didn’t tell him to stop. She didn’t open the door. She just stared at him, stunned, lips parted, waiting for him to keep going.
I stood there at the edge of the passenger window, my hands at my sides, the night air hitting my arms. The bar’s neon flicked a faint color across the asphalt.
Denny turned his head enough to look at me. Not challenging. Not mocking. Just calm.
“You’ll see everything you want to this way,” he said.
Inside the car, Candi shifted. a sudden, small movement of her hips, like she couldn’t sit still with him that close. Her knees brushed the console, then angled toward him a little. The dome light caught the inside of her thigh, the skin tense from how tightly she held herself. She pressed her fingers to her lips for a second, then let her hand fall back to her lap, breathing hard.
Denny rolled the window back up slowly, the sound soft, final. The dome light dimmed as the door sensors settled. The inside of the car went darker, lit only by the thin glow of the dash and the soft spill of the bar sign.
I stayed where he told me to, outside, watching.
Inside the car, Denny didn’t touch her yet. He sat back in the seat, one hand on the wheel, the other resting on his thigh, inches from her knee. She watched that hand like she expected it to move at any second. Her breathing stayed high, her chest rising fast, nipples hard under the dress from the cold air and whatever was happening to her nerves.
She pulled her hair over one shoulder. Her fingers twitched in her lap. Her legs shifted closer to him again, slow, unconscious, her knees parting just a little as she tried to breathe deeper. She kept glancing at him, then at the windshield, then down at her own legs like she was trying to understand herself. They were talking, but I couldn’t hear.
The car stayed dark except for the faint glow of the dash lights and the thin spill of red from the bar sign behind me. I could see both of them clearly through the windshield. her chest rising too fast, his stillness, the space tightening between their bodies without him lifting a hand.
Candi tried to sit more upright. Her legs shifted again, slow at first, then a little quicker when the dress slid higher up her thigh. She stopped touching the hem after that, like she finally understood it didn’t matter anymore.
She looked at me through the glass for a split second, wide eyes, breath shaky, and then she turned back to Denny as if the pull was too strong to resist. Her knees inched toward him.
Denny stayed relaxed, one hand on his thigh, not reaching for her. The longer he kept still, the more restless she became. Her fingers started tracing tiny circles on her own kneecap. Her breathing didn’t slow. The gap between their legs shrank until her knee brushed the side of his hand.
She froze. Her chest rose in one hard pull. Her lips parted just enough to let air slip out. She stared at his hand like she was waiting for it to close around her.
He didn’t. Not yet.
He let her knee stay there, pressed lightly to the back of his hand. She held herself rigid, every muscle in her thighs tight, shoulders pulled back, eyes locked on that single point of contact.
I stepped closer to the car without realizing it. My breath fogged lightly against the cold air. The windows were still clear. I could see the tremor in her leg as she tried to hold her position and failed, inching even closer to him.
He turned his hand over, slow, palm facing up.
She didn’t move away but her breathing skipped. She didn’t touch him, not on purpose, but the side of her knee slid along his palm as she shifted again. The movement was barely anything, a soft glide of skin against skin, but her entire body reacted like it was more.
Her back arched a little. Her thighs opened another inch. Her breath shook. They talked more, me having no idea what he was saying to her.
He finally moved. Just one finger, the tip of it, tracing a short line along the inside of her knee. Slow, barely any pressure.
Her reaction was instant. Her hips jerked once against the seat. Her fingers clenched on the fabric of her dress. A tiny sound escaped her throat before she bit down on her lip to stop it.
From where I stood, I saw the moment her pupils grew wide and unfocused, her body rising and falling with each tight breath.
He did it again, the same soft line with a single fingertip.
Her thighs fell open on their own. Her breath caught in her chest and didn’t release it for a full second.
He watched her carefully, his eyes on her face, then her legs, then back again, taking in every reaction as he spoke to her.
She swallowed hard, her chest rising high enough that the neckline of her dress rose, exposing the curve of the top of her breasts. She pressed her hand to her sternum like she needed to hold herself together.
Denny lowered his voice. I couldn’t hear the words, but I saw the effect.
Her head dropped forward. Her thighs tightened. A tremor rolled through her legs.
And she lifted her hips half an inch off the seat before she realized she had moved.
Candi sat with her knees parted, breath coming tight and high like she couldn’t pull enough in. Her one hand rested on her thigh, the other twisted in the fabric bunched around her lap.
Denny’s hand moved, slow, deliberate, off his thigh and hovered for a second above hers.
She didn’t flinch. He let it fall gently onto her leg, palm down, fingers resting across the soft curve where her thigh met the inside of her knee.
She let out a soft breath through her nose. I saw the way her eyelids fluttered. Her shoulders dropped a fraction of an inch like the contact released something she’d been holding in since the door shut.
Her knees opened another inch. Her hand dropped from her lap and settled on the seat beside her, this his thigh, fingers pressed down like she needed the contact to stay grounded.
Her breathing climbed again, shallow, fast, barely enough air.
I moved closer to the passenger window, close enough now that I could see every small shift in her dress as her body responded to him. The hem had slipped all the way up to her hips. Her thighs were fully bare. The dome light had faded but enough ambient light spilled across her to show everything I didn’t want to see, the goosebumps on her skin, the curve of her body angled toward him, the visible rise and fall of each breath getting tighter.
Then his fingers started to stroke upward, slow and firm, along the inside of her thigh. He didn’t rush it. He didn’t even change pace. Just that steady glide of contact, knuckles brushing soft skin, palm trailing heat behind it.
Her reaction was instant. Her mouth opened. Her hips lifted barely off the seat, not enough to escape, just enough to meet him.
Her hand curled into the seat beside her. Her knuckles went white. Her knees eased open further, enough now that I could see where his hand disappeared under the hem of her dress.
He moved his hand higher, inch by inch, up the inside of her thigh toward the crease of her hip. Her eyes locked on his arm, her lips trembling with a sound she didn’t release.
Then she turned her head, looked out the window, and locked eyes with me.
Her eyes stayed locked on mine through the glass. Her breathing didn’t slow. Her mouth stayed open, lips parted like she’d just tried to say something and lost the words halfway. Her thighs stayed spread, his hand still moving against the inside of her leg. slow, unrelenting, precise. Her window began to fog.
Denny’s fingers kept tracing her high,, skin to skin, knuckles riding the curve where her thigh softened toward her hip. I watched her tremble when he reached the spot where her body started to pull in, the place where everything changed. She didn’t move away. She didn’t push his hand down. Her breath caught. Her chest stayed lifted. Her knees opened wider.
His palm pressed flat. Her whole leg tensed. Her heel flexed against the floor mat. She let out a low breath, eyes fluttering half closed, then wide again when she realized I was still watching.
She didn’t turn away. She kept looking at me.
Her hands stayed where they were, one tight in the seat, the other limp in her lap, fingers twitching as if she wanted to do something and couldn’t choose what. Her hips gave a subtle roll forward into his hand, just a small, uncontrolled lift, and she gasped softly, the sound visible more than heard.
Denny shifted to her other leg, reached across, touched the far thigh with his fingertips. She jumped at the contact. Her hips jerked again. Both legs now under his hands.
He started stroking back and forth, from one thigh to the other, always at the highest point where the hem of the dress barely held. The motion forced her knees to follow. The fabric shifted again. Her breath broke again. Her lips moved but no words came out.
He leaned toward her enough that she felt his mouth near her cheek, his breath against her skin.
Her shoulders rose. Her chest caught.
I watched her spine go rigid, then melt, her body caught between resistance and surrender. She stayed exactly where she was, every part of her trembling.
Then he said something. I couldn’t hear it. But I saw what it did.
Her knees buckled in slightly. Her hands moved fast to her thighs, grabbing the fabric like she was going to pull it down. but didn’t. Her fingers just pressed there, holding the dress in place, except the dress wasn’t covering anything anymore.
Her head dropped slightly. Her breathing went even faster.
Her knees were fell fully apart now. The dress no longer hid anything. Her hands hovered above her thighs like she still thought she should cover herself. Her chest rose so high with each breath that the fabric stretched tight across it, the outline of her nipples impossible to miss, hard and lifted and visible in the low glow of the dash.
Denny didn’t rush. He moved one hand back to the inside of her right thigh, then the other to her left. Both hands now on her, high, close, holding her open.
She didn’t resist.nShe didn’t shift. She stayed still, legs spread, hips tilted, mouth open.
Her eyes came back to mine. I saw it in her face. She wasn’t trying to stop him anymore. She was trying to survive what her body was doing in response.
Denny slid both hands higher. His thumbs moved now I slow, careful pressure tracing up and down the line of skin where thigh met hip. She jolted. Her back arched a full inch off the seat. Her breath came out in a hard exhale. She bit her lip but couldn’t stop the sound that came next, a soft, broken whimper that misted the inside of the window.
He didn’t stop. His hands worked in rhythm now. One thumb up, the other down. The slightest curve of pressure. The same motion again and again.
Her hands clenched tight in her lap. Her fingers dug into the dress like they could hold her in place. But her thighs kept opening more. Her hips kept shifting forward. Her chest kept rising like she needed more air than the car would give her.
Then she turned toward him. Slow. Shaky. Her lips parted. Her eyes went low. And she whispered something.
I couldn’t hear it.
But Denny did. Because right after, he reached up and hooked one finger under the hem of her dress.
She didn’t move. He pulled it higher.
It slid easily, baring her completely. I saw the moment she realized I could see her fully through the glass.
Her head jerked toward the window. Her eyes met mine.And then her thighs clenched around his hands. Her hips rocked forward. A moan started in her throat, caught, and escaped in a shaky breath.
Candi’s legs pushed wider open, the dress pushed up around her waist now, nothing left to hide her. Her thighs trembled against Denny’s wrists, and her breath hit the window in short, shallow bursts. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. That was the part that hit me hardest, the way she looked at me while he touched her.
Denny didn’t speak. He just moved his fingers higher, slipping over the sensitive skin at the very top of her inner thigh. Her knees twitched outward. Her hips tilted into him again. I saw the way her lips parted wider, her body leaning into every inch of his contact.
He changed pressure, firmer now, more deliberate. His fingertips traced in slow circles where her body was softest, just beside the center of her. She gasped. It wasn’t loud, but it shattered the air in the car. Her hand shot out, caught the edge of the passenger seat, fingers white-knuckled. Her other hand was still in her lap, twisted in the fabric of her dress like she couldn’t remember what to do with it.
Then he did it again, the same motion, a little deeper.
She jerked in place. Her whole body rocked toward him, her knees pulling wider. Her back arched, lifting her chest, which was rising and falling faster now, the swell of her breasts pushing against the top of the dress like she was seconds from pulling it down just to breathe.
I could see every inch of her from where I stood. Her legs fully apart. Her hips working against his hand. Her chest strained forward. Her face, flushed, lips parted, eyes hazy, completely changed from the woman who sat in that booth earlier pretending this wasn’t going to happen.
She looked at me again, not to stop this, not to ask for help, just to make sure I was still seeing it. Still watching what she was letting happen.
Denny’s fingers moved again. Lower. Inside the edge of her white lace panties.
Her head dropped back hard against the seat, a soft thud against the headrest. Her mouth fell open. Her body bucked once, hard, and then she clamped her thighs against his hand, trapping it there. She didn’t tell him to stop. She didn’t even try. Her breath caught, high in her throat, then burst out in a moan that fogged the window completely in front of her.
He worked his fingers slow, deep, careful, dragging out each motion out until I could see the tension in her arms, the way her toes curled inside her heels, the way her stomach clenched every time his hand shifted.
Still not broken. But she wasn’t holding it together either.
Her hand moved to his wrist now, not to pull him away, just to feel it. Just to press him deeper. Guide him.
I watched her hips rise again out of the seat. I watched her body writhe and squirm under the weight of her own reactions.
And I saw her mouth form a single word she never said out loud. Please.
She didn’t close her legs. She didn’t stop his hand.
But now, something changed in the way she moved, slower, yes, but deliberate. Her hips rose again, and this time it wasn’t involuntary. It wasn’t reflex. She tilted into him with intent, pressing herself harder against his fingers, her body angling to give him more access.
She brought her hand down to her own thigh, the opposite side from where he touched her. Her palm smoothed up over her own skin, fingers grazing the top of her leg, then sliding in toward the center, until both of their hands nearly touched at the heat between her thighs and under her panties.
Her breathing deepened. Still ragged, but lower now, fuller. Her eyes dropped half-lidded, her lips parted, and when she looked at me through the fogged glass, it wasn’t in shame. It wasn’t apology. It was a challenge. A want. There appeared the slightest of grins on her lips.
She shifted her legs wider, hips angling up more, her back pressing back into the seat. Her knees hit the sides of the footwell. She looked at Denny now like she needed him to go further, not just accept what she gave, but take more. Feed it.
She slid her fingers under his wrist, curled them around, and pulled him higher, deeper. Her breath caught. Her jaw clenched. Her eyes closed and her body arched. full, hard, intentional.
Denny adjusted. He pushed his fingers further into her now, and she moaned out loud, sharp and real, her voice filling the small space of the car like it couldn’t be contained anymore.
I saw her mouth move again. Her lips formed a word. His name. He watched her, jaw tight, eyes fixed on her face. She started moving against him now, rhythm, friction, hunger. Her thighs clamped around his hand and released, over and over, her hips grinding in time with the pressure she was building.
Her other hand went to her chest. Fingers sliding over the curve of her breast. Palm pressing the top of the fabric down slightly.
Then more. The edge of her nipple slipped free from the top of her dress, tight and hard in the cool air. She didn’t fix it. She let it show.
She pushed her hand into her own skin, breathed hard through her nose, and bucked into him again. Her legs were wide open. Her hand was guiding his. Her body was no longer trying to hold back.
Her fingers moved over her nipple like she knew what her body needed. She pinched gently, eyes still half-lidded, hips working against Denny’s hand in slow, insistent rhythm. Every movement of his wrist now came with a sharper response from her, a breath caught, a thigh twitch, a sound she barely kept in.
And then she crossed a line.
She reached down, under his arm, and grabbed his wrist with both hands, not to guide him anymore, but to pull him deeper. Harder.
Her hips came up off the seat. Her back arched all the way up. She moaned again, louder now, her voice muffled only by the glass between us. Her forehead hit the window. I could see the heat of her breath fog it instantly, the glass damp with the sound she couldn’t keep inside.
Denny didn’t hold her down. He let her ride his hand.
She found a rhythm and stayed in it. Fast, then slower, then fast again, matching the pace to how deep his fingers moved.
She pressed her bare chest to his arm. Her nipple dragged across his skin. Her moan broke in the middle and came out rough. Her head fell forward onto his shoulder. She kept moving.
She didn’t look at me anymore. She was gone now,  inside whatever this had become.
She reached across his chest and unbuckled his jeans. No pause. No warning. Her hand dipped inside.
Denny’s head dropped back against the seat. His mouth opened, jaw tight. He didn’t say anything, but I saw his stomach tense, saw his eyes close for one breath, then open again sharp and focused on her face.
She worked him slowly at first, one hand inside his jeans, the other braced against his thigh. Her head still rested on his shoulder, and I could see her mouth moving, maybe kissing his neck, maybe whispering, maybe nothing. But her body stayed in motion. She rocked against his hand while her own hand stroked him slow and deep inside his pants.
Then she pulled back. She sat up in the seat, legs still spread, dress still high, chest still exposed. Her hand moved faster now inside his pants, her other hand still pressing his wrist between her thighs.
She looked down at what she was doing. She slid her hand out of his pants and looked at what she’d done. Her fingers were wet. Her thighs were still spread, dress hiked, lips parted. She reached up and pushed her hair back behind her ears like it was getting in her way.
Then she moved over him. She twisted in the seat, one knee up, her bare thigh brushing the center console, and lifted herself into his lap. Not tentative. Not careful. She climbed into it like she needed to be there, like the space between them had no use anymore.
Denny adjusted his seat back as she moved. One hand gripped the lever and reclined the seat just enough to give her space. The other stayed on her hip, guiding her down as she straddled him. Her knees on either side, her body folding into his, her chest pressed to his shirt.
Her arms wrapped around his neck. Her bare breast flattened against him. She rocked forward once. A hard motion. Then again.
She kissed him. I saw her mouth open against his. Saw her head tilt. Saw her hips grind as her hands pulled him closer. His arms wrapped around her waist now, holding her still while she moved. She was doing all the work. He just gave her something to work against.
Her mouth left his. She whispered something in his ear. His hand slid under her ass. He pushed her panties down her thighs.
She rocked again, this time slower, her whole body rising and falling in a tight rhythm. Her face pressed against his neck. Her hips didn’t stop.
Then she sat up straighter, pushed back from his chest, her hands on his shoulders, and reached between them. I saw her fingers working. His jeans were already open. She pulled him out, held him in both hands.
Then she lowered herself. Slow. Controlled. Focused.
Her thighs trembled as she dropped onto him. Her breath hit the window like a slap. hot, loud, visible. Her lips parted wide. Her hips paused for a second with just the tip inside her. Then she pushed all the way down.
She gasped. Head thrown back. Fingers digging into his shoulders. Her knees pulled tighter to the sides of his hips. Her whole body shuddered once, hard.
Then she started to ride him. The motion was steady. No teasing. No hesitation. She set the pace, hips grinding forward, back, down again, rolling deep every time. Her breath fogged the side window completely now. Her chest bounced with each drop. Her hair stuck to her neck.
The car started rocking. Not hard at first, just a slow, steady rhythm as she moved in his lap. Her back arched. Her hands braced on his chest. Her thighs flexed with each grind of her hips. Her breath fogged every inch of the glass in front of her.
She rolled faster. Her knees shifted wider, her heels dug into the floor, and she rode him like nothing else existed. Her dress was completely bunched at her waist. Her bare ass lifted and dropped in full view, again and again, the muscles in her back tightening every time she slammed down on him.
I could see the way her mouth opened. The way her eyes fluttered closed and her head rolled back. I saw her lips move again, whispering his name over and over.
He gripped her hips now. Holding her still enough to take each motion deep.
She slammed down harder. The whole car bounced. The shocks gave a faint creak. I could hear her now, even through the closed window, the muffled moans, the hitched gasps, the staccato breathing that got sharper every time she dropped into him.
Her hand slid back to her chest. She palmed her breast, squeezed it hard, pinched her nipple and moaned into the ceiling.
Then she looked at me. Her eyes found mine through the fogged glass. Her body never stopped moving. Her mouth opened wider. Her hand left her chest and slapped the window, fingers spread, palm smeared on the glass as her hips rocked faster.
She was watching me see her. Watching me stand there while she let herself go completely.
Denny’s hands gripped harder. His hips came up to meet hers. She dropped again, full weight, full sound, and cried out loud enough that the whole car shook with it.
Still, she didn’t stop. She bounced harder, faster, the wet sounds of her body on his starting to come through in sharp, rhythmic pulses. Her moans were higher now. Raw. Nothing held back. She wasn’t trying to control it anymore.
She was letting it take her. The dome light flicked once from the motion. Her hair was stuck to her face. Her thigh slapped against the console. She rode him like it wasn’t sex, it was something deeper, something her body had wanted for too long. I could see that in her eyes.
Her hand hit the window again. Then her head. She moaned against the glass, forehead pressed to it, hips working in frantic rhythm now.
Then she collapsed against him. Her body went limp in his lap, head on his shoulder, hair across her face, chest heaving against his shirt. Her arms hung loose now, her fingers no longer gripping anything. Her thighs were still spread, her hips twitching in the last few aftershocks. Denny held her. One hand low on her back. The other still cradling her leg.
The car had gone quiet.
No more rocking. No more moans. Just the hard sound of her breathing. And the soft creak of the seat as she shifted slightly, trying to find somewhere to land herself.
Her dress stayed around her waist. Her nipple was still exposed. Her legs never closed. She didn’t move. She just breathed, mouth open, forehead damp where it pressed against his neck.
Denny looked down at her like he was watching the last piece of her settle into place. Then he reached for the door. The handle clicked. The seal broke.
Candi flinched. She blinked, dazed, the light from the parking lot hitting her face. Her eyes met mine again. She looked ruined. No defense. No mask. Her body bare, open, used, and yet not one trace of regret in her expression.
But of course not.
She stared at me, her lips slightly parted, her chest still rising and falling like she hadn’t finished breathing through it all yet.
Denny didn’t say a word. He just sat there, hand still on her thigh, the door open wide, letting me see all of it.
Candi turned her face toward his neck, eyes closing as her body slumped into him.
I turned and walked back toward my car. When I opened the door and slid into the driver’s seat, I sat there, hands on the wheel, staring at nothing. The keys weren’t in the ignition yet. I didn’t move.
Her legs wobbled a little when she put her heels on the pavement. She caught herself on the door. Each step was careful, like she wasn’t totally sure where her body was yet. She tugged her dress down with one hand as she came closer, the other brushing hair out of her face. She got in without looking at me.
Her legs slid into the footwell. Her knees pressed together. Her hands went to her lap, smoothing the fabric once, then again.
I started the engine. Neither of us spoke. Then, quietly, she said, “Don’t take us home yet.” She peered out her window back toward Denny’s car as though checking on him.
We pulled out of the lot without saying a word. She sat quiet beside me, dress still rumpled, knees tight, arms folded over her chest. Her hair was messy, her lips slightly swollen, her thighs still flushed where his hands had been. She stared straight ahead like her brain hadn’t caught up yet.
I drove slow. We hit the main road. Five blocks passed. Then ten. She was starting to smile. She checked over her shoulder and down the road behind us one more time.
It started small, one corner of her mouth lifting, her eyes flicking sideways. Then her hand came up to cover her face, and her shoulders started heaving.
“Holy shit,” she whispered.
I cracked too, began laughing sharp, involuntary, and then couldn’t stop. It hit both of us at the same time. She doubled over in the seat, laughing harder, hand slapping her bare thigh. I let out a sound that didn’t even feel like mine, just bare release.
She turned toward me, hair falling in her face. “Oh my god!” she said, breathless. “Did you see your face?”
“You, you mean!” I shook my head, still laughing. “You were unreal.”
She leaned back, hand over her chest, dress still falling off one shoulder. “I didn’t know I was gonna do that. I swear to god, Ike, it just kept going.”
“And you just kept letting it!”
She looked over at me, eyes glowing now.
“So did you!”
I reached across the console, grabbed her hand. She laced her fingers into mine instantly.
“You were so fucking good,” I said.
She beamed. “You saw me keep eye contact with you the whole time, right?”
“Every second.”
We both burst out laughing again.
We were two turns from home before either of us could speak again.
She was still holding my hand, her thumb stroking the inside of my palm. Her breathing had settled, but her cheeks were pink and her chest stayed flushed above the dress that had never really gone back into place.
“I still can’t believe how far you went,” I said.
She looked over, brow lifted. “Far?”
“You made it so real,” I said, still half-smiling. “The way you moved. The way you breathed. Even the way you looked at me when you were lost. ”
“When I was riding him,” she said, bold and casual, voice low.
I tightened my grip on the wheel.
She grinned. “That look was for you.”
“I know that now,” I said. “But in the moment, fuck. You had me. Every second of it. I was watching you fall apart like I wasn’t even there.”
She turned in her seat, legs folded toward me. “You don’t know what it did to me, hearing you outside. Knowing you could see me. I was so far gone I almost forgot it wasn’t real.”
I glanced at her. “It felt real.”
She nodded. “That’s why it was so good.”
She brought my hand to her mouth, kissed my knuckles once, then let it rest in her lap.
“That wasn’t just acting,” I said.
“I know.”
“You were shaking.”
“I wanted you to believe it.”
“I did.”
I pulled into the driveway slow. The house was dark, quiet. I cut the engine and sat there a second. She stayed turned toward me, her legs folded up under her, hand still on my thigh.
We didn’t speak when we got out. She moved ahead of me, up the steps, her heels clicking softly on the wood. Her dress still rode high. Her lips still looked kissed.
I followed her inside.
She let the door swing closed behind us. The lock clicked. Her shoes came off in two sharp steps. Then she turned around, caught my face in her hands, and kissed me so hard I had to catch myself on the wall to stay upright.
Her mouth was hot. Open. Her breath hit mine like fuel. She pushed into me, thigh to thigh, chest to chest, and when I gripped her waist, she pressed tighter.
She pulled back just enough to speak.
“Tell me how I looked,” she said.
I stared at her. “You looked like you were his.”
She bit her lip, eyes still on mine.
“And it fucked me up,” I said.
She smiled.
“Because I knew you were mine.”
Her hands slid down my chest, under my shirt. “You watched me break on top of him.”
“I saw you ride him,” I said. “I saw you take it like you needed it. Like nothing else existed.”
She grabbed the hem of my shirt and pulled it over my head. “And you stayed right there with me.”
I nodded. “Because this was for both of us.”
She kissed me again, harder. “It’s what I always wanted.”
Her hand went to my belt.
“Not for him,” she whispered. “For you. Because I knew what it would do to you.”
“You did everything right.”
She shoved me back toward the hallway, fingers already inside my waistband. “You think I was good in the car?”
I let her push me against the doorframe. “You were unbelievable.”
She dropped to her knees in the hall. She yanked my jeans down, underwear with them, and took me in her hand like she couldn’t stand the wait anymore. I was already hard, had been since the parking lot, but the second her mouth touched me, I felt everything hit at once.
She didn’t ease in. She took me deep on the first pass, her lips sealing tight, her tongue moving instantly. Her head bobbed in a fast rhythm, not teasing, not playing. This was hunger. This was release.
She moaned around me and the sound pushed heat straight through me. Her hands gripped my thighs, pulled me toward her, and she never looked up. Just kept going. Deep. Wet. Controlled.
I leaned back against the wall, hands in her hair. She didn’t slow. Her mouth slid down again, deeper, and when I groaned, she moaned louder, like it was all for her.
Then she pulled off, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, looked up at me, and said, “You don’t get to stop me.”
I barely caught a breath before she took me again.
This time slower. Longer. Her tongue dragged every inch. Her lips sealed tighter. She built a rhythm that drained me.
I wanted to last. I wanted to make it to the bed. I didn’t. I warned her. She didn’t care.
She pressed deeper, hand wrapped at the base, mouth locked on me, and when I came, she took it, every drop, her throat working, her breath catching, her lips never pulling away until she knew I was empty.
She looked up after, lips wet, breathing hard. Then she stood. Wiped her mouth again. Grabbed my face with both hands. And kissed me like she hadn’t just swallowed every second of what I gave her.
She pulled away first, forehead resting against mine, both of us breathing hard in the hallway. My jeans were still down. Her dress was still crooked. Her hands stayed on my face like she didn’t want to let go of the moment just yet.
“Jesus,” I said quietly.
She smiled, eyes still half-closed. “Yeah.”
We stood there a few more seconds, letting the quiet take us away. The house was still. The air around us warm with the aftershock.
She stepped back, adjusted her dress slowly, smoothing the fabric down her hips, brushing her hair back into place. I pulled my jeans up, not in a rush, just getting there.
“You good?” I asked.
She looked at me, steady now.
“I’ve never felt more yours.”
“That was so good.”
“Why do you like it so much do you think?”
“I get to play with sex with a woman’s body, with your body. Why do you like it so much?”
“I get to fool around with my husband having fun with me.”
“It’s kind of like enjoying a movie together,” I said.
“Only more intense.”
I reached for her hand. She gave it without hesitation.
“I’ve never felt more like we’re us,” I said.
She nodded once. “That was the point I think. Sharing my body together, right?”
We walked to the kitchen, still barefoot, not fully dressed. She grabbed a glass of water. I leaned against the counter. She handed me the glass first.
“You think he knew?” I asked.
She smiled at that.
“He’s not dumb,” she said. “But he doesn’t know what we know.”
I set the glass down. “What’s that?”
She stepped into me, slow, arms around my neck.
“That none of this works unless we’re in it together. Every second of it. The watching. The touching. The pretending. All of it.”
I kissed her once, light.
Then again, deeper.
She held onto me.
And the house, the night, the silence, it all wrapped around us like something new.
“Something tells me this isn’t over yet,” I said.
“You took the words right out of my mouth.”
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