
        
            
                
            
        

    Pool Party

The better man series

JL Sanders

PMI
 




Copyright © 2026 JL Sanders
All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.






















We took the elevator up from our tenth floor unit, the mechanical hum rising around us as she checked her reflection in the mirrored wall, tugging loose strands of hair down the sides of her face, tilting her head as though to see herself through another’s eyes.
Her dress was tight and short, something she’d normally wear downtown for a Saturday night out, and the kind of thing she would normally think was too much for a “Welcome the neighbors” building party.
But tonight she didn’t find it too much, not like I did. She adjusted the hem and asked again what Reece had said in the invitation. I told her the same thing I told her downstairs: rooftop drinks, couple friends from out of town, come up and enjoy the view. She nodded, but didn’t respond right away, just smoothed her hand over her hip and glanced at the digital floor number blinking toward PH.
“I’ve only met him once,” I added. “At the gym, back when we first moved in. The guy’s place takes up the whole top floor. The rooftop’s his private deck, he had it all redone, pool, fireplace, full bar, everything. I think he’s an ex-pro or something.”
She smiled faintly but didn’t seem to be listening, didn’t respond with how many times she may have run into him. I could feel the difference in her energy as we rose through the building, and chalked it up to nerves. It was a private invite, after all, and we hadn’t seen many people since moving into the building. She had her wrap folded in her bag, bikini on underneath her dress in case she wanted to dip into the pool, and heels that made her legs look unfair in the low light of the elevator. I felt proud walking next to her. I felt good showing her off, I didn’t mind her dressing like that for this thing, inside I bursted with boasting.
When the doors swished opened, the air hit us warm and quiet, thick with that late-summer city heat that stays trapped between buildings. Reece was already standing by the bar near the pool, shirtless, toned, holding a drink like he was born into this level of life. Like he won.
“There they are,” he called over to us, grinning wide. “Look at this guy, bringing the whole damn skyline with him.”
Teri laughed, shy and uncertain, eyes flicking over the rooftop. There were only three other men up there, all tall, all athletic, just like Reece, all standing like him too with a kind of ease that said they’d been drinking for a while already. The lights strung above cast everything in a soft golden glow, catching the shine on their shoulders and the wet edges of the pool tiles. Music played low from the corner speakers, something slow and rhythmic that moved like the heat. They were all like Reece, shirtless and bare feet in only swim trunks.
“Come on, brother,” Reece said, waving us over. “You got to get her a drink before these brothers start fighting over who gets to make it for her, girl like that.” He tsk-tsk’d me and shook his head. I felt quickly like I was a part of them.
But it pulled a nervous laugh from Teri, and she looked at me as though to say, Should we really be here? but followed me across the deck anyway, her delicate heels clicking quietly against the deck, every head turning to watch her walk.
As soon as we reached the bar, the other guys started in, smiling, casual, teasing, bumping shoulders and hips.
“You brought her up here? Damn. That’s true love, bro.”
“She’s way too hot for you, man. No offense.”
“Tell me she has a friend.”
I laughed along and tried to appear chill about it, but I noticed Teri shift her body closer to mine.
Reece poured her a drink without asking what she wanted. “So,” he said, looking right in her eye, “you just gonna stand there looking totally gorgeous, or are you planning on swimming later? That dress is playing dirty.” The way she appeared at side profile, that thing fit her like a thin elastic tube, tight as a second skin. I tried telling her it was over the top. “It’s just Reece,” she said, which twigged me because I wondered if she even met him before.
She smiled tightly at his remark, tucked her hair back, and didn’t answer. Her fingers drew around the rim of her glass, but she didn’t lift it yet. Her dress shimmered under the lights. Her bikini was underneath.
“It’s just us tonight,” one of the men said softly to me. “Nobody else coming. Looks like we all got lucky.” I chuckled and sipped the drink Reece had put in my hand.
Teri glanced at me and I smiled back, said she seemed to express something to me in her eyes, something like We might as well enjoy it. She still hadn’t taken a sip. Reece’s eyes fell to her legs now, and I could feel her breathing change.
She finally lifted her glass, sipped it slow like she was playing for the delay, then laughed quietly at something one of them said, something I didn’t catch. The music wasn’t loud, but it filled the space just enough to blur the edges of conversation. Reece leaned back against the bar, sipping his drink like he was watching something entertaining unfold. Her eyes weren’t quite meeting mine now. They weren’t distant, just distracted, shooting back and forth. She had to know that every time she moved, six pairs of eyes watched her like wolves circling in a hunt.
“What's in this?” she asked, her voice light.
Reece smiled and took his time answering. “Something that’s going to make that dress come off that body of yours.”
The guys cracked up and I smiled too, reflexively, trying to play along. He was joking. But Teri blushed and laughed behind the rim of her glass, her other hand instinctively tugging the hem of her dress down as if that would stop them from looking. It barely stretched to her high thigh.
“That’s a fine-looking girl,” one of the guys said half-privately to the other.
Teri shook her head, smiling into her drink, but her legs crossed at the ankles and I could see how still she’d gone, like she didn’t know what to do with her body anymore, their eyes were so free to look her up and down and all over.
Reece stepped forward, drink in hand, his gaze steady on her eyes. “You really do look incredible. I'm not messing with you,” he added, glancing toward me, “but it’d be criminal not to make sure you know that. That dress is unfair to the rest of us.”
She looked down, flustered. “It’s just something I wear out sometimes.”
“Good,” he said. “That’s exactly what you should’ve worn coming up here.”
One of the other guys leaned toward me, nudged my arm. “Bro, she’s insane. You must be doing something right.”
“She’s got that look,” another said. “Like she doesn’t even know how hot she is. That’s the best kind.”
I laughed again and we all did, perhaps for different reasons, and I kept my hand spread on her lower back. I could feel her skin through the thin stretched fabric, warm and taut. She hadn’t moved from my side, but the way she was holding herself had shifted, subtly. She was more aware. Her weight slipped over onto one hip now, her drink gripped tighter like she didn’t know where to put her hands or eyes anymore.
Reece remained in front of her. “You ever swim in that new bikini yet?”
Her head turned slightly. “Not yet.”
He smiled, wide and slow. “You should.”
Another laugh came from behind us. I didn’t know how he knew she was wearing a bikini under her dress, but maybe the outline of it told him. But that couldn’t have told him it was a new bikini she’d never swum in before.
She hesitated then looked at me, not for permission, not quite, but rather like she wanted something from me, something to hold onto. I gave her a smile, small and supportive, and she looked away again.
Reece tilted his head. “C’mon, baby. Let’s see what you’re hiding for me under that dress.”
The way he said it, gentle teasing like it was nothing, hit me harder than anything vulgar could have. He didn’t reach for her and didn’t step closer. He only stood there watching her.
“You’re down, right?” he said to me.
“He’s down,” one of his friends responded for me. “He’s my friend.” He hung his hand on my shoulder from behind. “Reece just like that, you know that, right?” he said to me.
Teri’s hand slid lightly along the side of her thigh, fingers grazing the hem of her dress like she was debating herself about it in real time. I watched her pretend not to notice the silence hanging around her, and for a moment I had a surreal, out-of-body sense of just how strange this was, how intimate and public at the same time. She wasn’t the kind of girl who played to a room. She didn’t need attention. She could get it just by walking through a place like she didn’t care who was watching. That had always been her power, that accidental magnetism.
But she had a serious weakness for flattery. Not throwaway compliments, but the kind that came with a little heat behind them. She got overwhelmed by it sometimes, almost shy, like she didn’t know what to do when men got bold. But she also didn’t stop them. She’d laugh, blush, try to laugh it off, but never walk away. It was a flame to her, but one that drew her in. I used to think it was cute.
Reece stepped back slightly and raised his hands like he was giving her space. “No pressure,” he said, smiling crookedly. “I just figure, if we’re all swimming, it’s only fair.”
The way he said “if we’re all swimming” was deliberate, even though none of the guys were in the pool. They were just standing there, drinks in hand, waiting.
She let out a breath that passed for a light, dismissive laugh, then shifted her weight to her other hip. I could see her debating it, but the way her body moved gave her away. She wasn’t retreating. She was absorbing it, planning it, already seeing it. I’d seen that look before. Teri had that streak in her, the moth that singed its wings in the candle flame and circled in only tighter. Her weakness, like I said. She was too easily buttered up, too suggestible.
Her dress had a zipper hidden along the side and her fingers were there now, not tugging yet, just fingering the tiny tab. She hadn’t looked at me again. My mouth was dry. I knew she wasn’t trying to show off because that wasn’t her, but she definitely wasn’t trying to tone down the heat. I knew Teri, knew she like rising to a challenge, meeting pressure, staking her independence.
One of the other guys said something I didn’t catch. It was just a quiet comment to the man beside him, followed by a low chuckle, but I could feel myself trying to decipher it, like if I could decode the tone, I’d know where this was headed. But everything was blurred by the heat, the golden light, the rising tension, plus the dull hum of the rooftop speakers pulsing behind us.
She unzipped the dress slowly, the sound inaudible under the music. She pulled the zipper free of the end, then jutted her chest and peeled the dress inside out  down over her hips, then stepped out of it and folded it neatly in her hands before setting it beside her bag. Her bikini underneath was dark blue and small, the kind she would only wear sunbathing on private balconies, never around strangers. She did this facing Reece square on. That was also Teri all over. You couldn’t tell her No once she decided something was a matter of her pride.
Now she was standing in only that bikini just five feet from Reece, pretending not to notice the way he let his eyes roam, slowly, from her collarbone to the curve of her hip and back up again. The two friends murmured and chuckled and I cleared my throat. The music droned in a mesmerizing beat from all around us, and the lights swayed over us with a breeze that did nothing to cool the scene. I wanted to say something but one of the guys nodded at me and put his finger to his lips like he knew I was about to speak.
Teri shifted her stance like she wanted to move but didn’t know where to go. The silence had deepened. Reece didn’t say anything and didn’t step closer. He just let his gaze rest on her body like he was memorizing the lines of her stomach, or the way her bikini bottoms stretched tight across her hips, left a double gap over her pelvic bone.
I’d seen him look at women like that back at the gym, in the café downstairs, even in the elevator when a girl got on in tight leggings. But this wasn’t the same thing. This wasn’t passing, this was locked-on gazing. He was studying her and letting her see him do it. She didn’t flinch, she stood there letting him take his time with her. It was like a transformation was coming over her. If I said something to her, she’d dismiss me, or get mad, or call me paranoid. One of the guys rested his hand over my shoulder.
It hit me then how quiet she had gone. Not just in her voice, but in her body. She was always moving, always talking with her hands, brushing hair behind her ear, tapping her fingers against her glass. But now she remained still, not frozen, but composed, like she was letting herself be taken in, like she knew if she broke the moment, it would change something she wasn’t ready to come out of just yet. It hit me that she was getting into it, and she was the last person you’d ever think would, most of the time. But like I said, there was a streak in her sometimes.
One of the other men stepped around me and sank into a lounge chair, stretching out and lifting his drink with a low murmur of approval.
Reece finally spoke, but his voice was softer now. “That’s the one, ain’t it.” He caught my eyes. “That’s the one, it looks good on her, right?”
Teri looked down half smiling, her knees slightly turned in as if trying to hide how exposed she felt, but not enough to move away. I could tell she was caught between modesty and momentum, that strange gravity that starts once she’s already crossed the first line. I couldn’t tell if she felt cornered or complimented. Maybe both.
“You okay Teri?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.
She nodded without looking at me. “It’s warm.”
That was true. The night air had remained heavy, the kind of summer heat that settled over the city like a blanket. Her skin had a sheen to it now, her shoulders, her chest, her thighs, and I couldn’t stop imagining how it must feel under roaming hands, slick and soft and lightly trembling. I hated that the thought turned me on.
The other guys kept their distance, but they weren’t pretending not to look. They were very open about it, in fact. One of them leaned in beside me, shook his head slowly, and said, “Man, you’re killing us. That body, that face? She’s like a dream coming to life. That’s yours, bro?” He slapped my back and hooted.
I smiled politely, made some vague reply. I wasn’t sure if I was still part of the joke or the one they were playing it on. My mind was split. I wanted to leave.
Reece reached behind the bar, grabbed a fresh towel, and tossed it to her. “You getting in, or you just here to torment us all night?”
She caught the towel against her chest, laughing, her cheeks flushing.
She held the towel like armor, clutching it against her front, not wrapping it around herself, but holding it there. Reece had already turned back to the bar, calmly fixing another drink. The other men were quieter now, but their attention hadn’t drifted. One of them leaned back in his chair, nursed a glass of something neat, watched her over the rim like it was a private show.
She wasn’t saying anything, just slowly adjusting the towel in her hands, folding it like she was considering what to do with it. Her feet were angled toward me, but her eyes hadn’t met mine in minutes it felt like. There was a dazed quality to her posture, as if some part of her had stopped resisting, but she hadn’t admitted it to her mind yet. She loved the attention, and Reece, I had to admit, was a charismatic man.
I couldn’t tell if this, whatever it was, was happening to her, or if she was making it happen. I kept trying to read her face because that was always the giveaway with her. She could act calm, play things off, but her expression would always betray the truth if I looked long enough. Right now, though, it wasn’t giving me much. She looked flushed, yes, but from the heat, or the drink, or the attention? I couldn’t tell. Her mouth hung slightly open, like she was breathing slower, like the air came thick in her chest.
Reece handed her a fresh drink. “Try this,” he said, “you’ll like this one.”
She took it without comment, sipped it once, then another. I could see her blinking now. The warmth had settled into her body and her posture eased a bit.
“That’s better,” Reece murmured. “See? That’s all you needed.”
He didn’t sound cocky when he said it. He sounded calm and patient, like he was reassuring her, like this had all been planned and the night was right on schedule.
One of the other men looked at me and smiled, then nodded toward her. “She’s so stunning, man. Like, real talk, she might be the hottest girl I’ve ever seen up on Reece’s rooftop, ever. That dress was just the opening act.”
I half-laughed, half-swallowed, unsure if I was supposed to take it as a compliment or a warning. He clinked his glass lightly against mine and took a long sip, still watching her.
“I mean, you know what you’ve got, right?” he added.
I nodded. I did. At least I thought I did.
Reece sat on the edge of the sectional now, legs spread casually, drink balanced between his fingers. He patted the cushion next to him without saying a word.
And Teri moved. She didn’t look at me and didn’t hesitate. She walked across the deck, slow, barefoot now, her towel still draped over one arm, and sat down beside him close. Not touching, but close.
She crossed one leg over the other, slowly, the way she always did when I knew she felt exposed but didn’t want to seem like it. Her bikini bottoms pulled tight  at the hip, and I saw Reece glance down, take it in, then lean back like he was giving her room to be herself. His arm rested across the back of the cushion behind her, his thigh angled toward hers. She sat with her drink in both hands now, elbows tucked in, chin tilted down like she was pretending to study the fire ring in front of her.
I couldn’t stop watching the space between them. It wasn’t sexual exactly. But it was no longer innocent either. The shift had already happened. It was in the way she sat too straight, like she didn’t trust her body to relax. Or the way she held the glass too carefully, as if trying to focus on not spilling it. The way she didn’t even glance at me.
I stayed sitting at the bar, the glass in my hand long since forgotten. No one was talking to me anymore. I was there, but not part of things. One of the other guys lit a cigar and tapped ash into an empty rocks glass, murmuring something I couldn’t hear. The one who’d complimented me earlier was leaned back in a lounger with his eyes half closed, drink resting on his chest, head tilted just slightly toward her and still watching. The droning tunes were spellbinding.
Reece reached out like he was going to brush something off her shoulder with jhust his fingertips, a small movement. His hand hovered for a beat too long before touching her, and even from where I stood I could see the subtle flex in her shoulders when he made contact. She didn’t pull away and she didn’t even flinch from his touch. There was just a small, quick intake of her breath, nothing more. Her eyes might have glanced out their corners at me, but it was dark.
“You’re glowing, baby,” he said in a low murmur and a big, wide smile.
She gave him a soft laugh but her eyes stayed down, trained on the dancing flames in front of her like she didn’t trust them to not wander.
He reached again, slower this time. His fingers brushed a strand of hair off her cheek and tucked it behind her ear.
I had to look away. I stared at the water in the pool, the flicker of the lights along the surface, the shimmer of her reflection beside his. I tried to remember why we’d come up here, how casual it all seemed an hour ago. The pool, the lights, the rooftop view, we’d thought we were just joining a neighbor for a drink.
And now she was sitting next to him in her bikini only, legs crossed, hands tight around her glass, body still as stone while he traced the line of her hair behind her ear.
He said something low then, just for her, and I saw her turn slightly toward him, eyes flicking up, cautious but drawn. She answered with a quiet nod I couldn’t interpret, then sipped again, a little deeper this time, holding the glass longer at her lips. Reece smiled like he already knew what it meant. His hand was still behind her on the back of the couch, not quite touching her shoulders anymore, but closer now. Almost resting on her neck.
The towel had slipped from her arm and she didn’t seem to notice. I watched her thigh shift slightly where it touched the cushion. Her heel slid along the deck. Her posture changed, nothing dramatic, but it was the difference between a woman waiting to be touched again and one who was already being touched, even if it wasn’t obvious. Her body gave it away.
I kept thinking she’d glance at me, that there’d be a check-in, a look, something that reconnected us. But it never came.
The others were still watching, but they weren’t speaking anymore. The joking had stopped. One of them had lit another cigar, the smell drifting lazy through the thick air. The guy closest to the bar leaned toward me slightly and muttered, “That’s a very good girl you got right there.”
I gave him a tight smile and nodded. It was all I could do.
Reece tilted his head, said, “You wanna dance?”
She blinked at him, caught off guard. “What?”
He nodded toward the speaker near the bar. A new track had started, slower, heavier, something with a deep, pulsing bass that sat low in the chest. “You look like you wanna move,” he said. “Like you got a rhythm coming over you.”
She hesitated. “I don’t know. Not like this.”
Reece looked over at me, grinning now. “We should test that, don’t you think, bruv?”
I froze, not sure if it was a joke, not sure if I was supposed to respond. Then he added, “I mean, we’ve got the perfect song, the perfect setting, the perfect view, and your girl, she’s perfect, what more do we need?”
He turned back to her. “Come on,” he said.
Her breath caught, shoulders rising, but her legs uncrossed slowly. Her glass went onto the side table without looking. She still hadn’t said yes, but she also hadn’t said anything at all, including No. She just stood.
I could barely hear the blood in my ears.
She stepped in front of him, hesitant at first, not quite smiling and looking down at her bare feet on the deck like that might anchor her. Reece leaned back, legs spread now, arms resting over the cushions behind him like a man settling into a show he already knew was on.
“Turn around,” he said, voice low and calm.
She did.
The lantern light hit her stomach, her hips, the line of her legs. Her back arched.
“Now come sit right here. Give me a lap dance.”
I didn’t know if she would. I told myself she wouldn’t.
But she lowered herself slowly, her hands brushing his knees as she backed into him. He didn’t help her down, he just waited, steady, his arms still stretched wide along the cushions behind him, letting her do it on her own. Her hips found his thighs, and for a second she hovered there, her back just barely touching his chest, unsure if she was really going to go through with it.
And then she settled down on him.
Her motion was careful. She sat with the stiffness of someone aware of every inch of her own skin. Reece shifted slightly beneath her, just enough to adjust her weight on him, his palms now resting on her hips like they belonged there on him. His fingers spread wide, thumbs pressing lightly against her ribs, low and intimate. The gesture was casual in its confidence, practiced without needing practice.
It was so natural, I forgot I could have said something.  I felt something drop in my stomach.
The other two men had gone still. One leaned forward in his seat, forearms on his knees, the cigar burning forgotten between two fingers. The other was sipping again, but slower now, like even blinking might break the spell.
Teri looked down at her lap, hands resting there lightly, her thighs pressed together tight. Her back stayed straight, her breathing shallow. She wasn’t dancing yet. But she was sitting on him with all of them watching. With me watching, everyone mesmerized, me in a daze.
The music pulsed through the rooftop speakers heavy and slow. The bass was the only rhythm she had to follow, and when she finally moved with just a small shift of her hips, tentative and restrained, it felt like the ground under me tilted.
Reece didn’t speak, he just let her move. His hands remained steady on her, guiding nothing, allowing everything.
She rolled her hips, slower this time. Her breath caught, a tiny hitch in her throat that I don’t think anyone else heard. But I did.
I sat there, drink untouched, unable to move. Part of me wanted to stop everything, grab Teri, get back downstairs. But part of me was fascinated, I have to admit, waiting to see how far this would go. A part of me, the one I can’t quite face now, didn’t want it to stop.
Reece’s hands slid lower now, from her hips to her thighs, tracing the outside edges of her with the ease of someone who knew exactly how far he could go without resistance. She didn’t pull away. She didn’t shift forward. She just kept moving, barely, with the music, her body starting to melt into his.
His hands came back up. One cupped her waist, the other slipped under the thin stretch of bikini strap at her hip. His fingers curved inward.
I saw her flinch, but  just slightly. She didn’t look at me and she didn’t speak. But her mouth parted, her chest rose, her eyes fluttered, and her hips pressed down into his hand.
Her head tilted forward, chin tucked, hair falling over her face enough to make a curtain over her eyes. She was breathing deeper now, her back shifting against his chest as her body adjusted to what was happening, what she was letting happen. Reece’s hand stayed under the band of her bikini bottoms, his hand’s movement small but unmistakable, his other arm still loosely around her like he wasn’t doing anything at all. Her hips didn’t lift, didn’t resist, but just stayed where they were, every muscle in her legs drawn tight even as she kept rolling her hips really slow to the droning beat.
It no longer looked like dancing. It looked like giving in. I watched the shape of her stomach tense and soften with every breath, watched her lips part and close. The others were silent now. Reece wasn’t speaking. I couldn’t think of a single thing to say. I kept searching for a look from her, some flick of the eye, some gesture that might tether this back to us, but she never glanced my way.
His hand moved again, sliding deeper under the waist of her bikini bottoms. His fingers pulled her hips back a fraction. Her thighs widened to give him more space. Her shoulders drew up. I watched her entire body respond without her ever making a sound. She was letting him do it.
The guy nearest me shifted, exhaled, and murmured something low, something like “goddam,”and I realized I had a white-knuckle grip on my glass. I didn’t remember picking it back up. I could see the way Reece’s fingers flexed under the fabric of her bikini, the way the waistband tightened into her hip as he worked her slowly, like this was the most natural thing in the world.
She leaned back into him. Her shoulder touched his chest, her knees widened a little more, and the music dropped to a deeper, slower throb. Her hands were gripping her own thighs now, like she didn’t trust them to stay still. Her eyes fell fully closed.
And then his fingers moved down deeper, her hips curled in, she opened her mouth, and she let out the smallest, strangled sound, a half-second of breath she couldn’t hold in anymore.
Reece smiled.
I felt like I was outside of myself, watching something through glass, watching as though under water. She was still my girlfriend. She was still Teri. But she was being touched now by someone else, openly, with my legs frozen in place as though made of sand, and the sound of the rooftop party swallowed into quiet awe. The firelight flickered against her skin as her body began to move on him, slower, deeper, more freely. Reece’s hand stayed where it was, deep inside her bikini bottoms up his wrist.
The night had narrowed into her body and his hand. Everything else, the skyline, the music, the other men, even me, felt like background noise, dull and weightless compared to the way she moved now with full, rhythmic control. Her thighs rose and fell with each slow grind against his lap, her breath deepening as though her body was no longer waiting for him to advance things. The heat from the fire ring cast a soft sheen across her rising and falling stomach and chest, her bikini top clinging tighter now as her back arched with each undulation of his hand.
He didn’t rush. He kept one hand anchored around her stomach while the other moved with an excruciating calm between her legs, beneath the stretch ing fabric that had long since stopped protecting anything. She was wet, I could see it in the way her posture changed. Her hips lifted more eagerly now, her shoulders dropped back heavier into him, her head tipped slightly to the side in surrender. Nothing about it looked like performance.
And still I said nothing. I kept sitting there like I was part of the furniture, as if speaking would shatter whatever this had become, or maybe shatter me. I was locked into place, my pulse pounding, telling myself this wasn’t real, couldn’t be real, even as I watched Teri’s bikini bottom stretch again and his fingers drag even slower, more deliberate, between her thighs. Her knees spread wider in response, and one of her feet slipped, toes curling against the tile to steady herself.
Reece leaned in and said something against her ear, something I couldn’t hear over the low beat pulsing through the speakers. She nodded, small and quick, and he shifted beneath her. His hand came out from under the fabric, glistening in the light, and moved to her hip to guide her as she rose up on her knees and turned in his lap.
I thought she might stop then, that she’d come back to herself, snap out of whatever current had pulled her under, but she didn’t. She faced him now, straddling his thighs, arms resting gently on his shoulders, her chest rising high as she adjusted her knees and settled into place. Her head dipped, her hair falling over her face.
He reached up and pulled it back behind her ear. That simple gesture hit me harder than anything else so far.
She blinked down at him, half-lost, only half-aware, and let her hand trail down the front of his chest. He lifted his glass again, took a slow sip, then placed it behind him. His hands returned to her waist, thumbs tracing the line of her ribs.
She began to moving on him again, her hips circling slowly in his lap, grinding down on him with an aching smoothness that made the men behind me go completely still.
Her knees dug into the cushion on either side of him, her back curving with each slow roll of her hips, her hands planted lightly on his chest now for balance. The bikini top shifted higher with every movement, the tension across the fabric no longer enough to hold it in place. Reece didn’t speak. His eyes stayed on hers as his hands roamed her waist, then lower, then back again, like he was reading a map of her.
I watched her thighs flex and loosen with each pass of her body over his lap. She was moving with more confidence now, completely tuned in and focused. It was as though the music was inside her, not just background noise. She wasn’t trying to be watched anymore.
Reece leaned forward and kissed her chest just above the bikini edge. Her mouth fell open just a little and her fingers curled against his collarbone. His tongue traced the curve of her skin, slow and wet, following the shape where her breast met the fabric. I saw the way her stomach tightened. Saw her nails press in harder.
One of the other guys had leaned closer. He sat a few feet to my left, silent, arms crossed, eyes locked on them like he was watching a film. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t move back. There was nowhere to go. I felt trapped.
Reece’s hands moved again, gliding over her hips and then behind her, fingers slipping under the back strap of her bikini bottom. Her body shifted in response making small reflexes, but obvious ones. She arched, her shoulders drawing back, and he used the motion to pull her in tighter, closing the gap between them until there was no space left. His mouth moved lower now, tongue dragging across her chest, lips wet against the top curve of her breast.
She looked down at him, eyes heavy, and for a second her hand brushed the back of his neck.
He slid one hand between them, under the small triangle of fabric at her waist, and her hips jerked once before settling again. Her breath came out hard, faster than before, and she lowered her head against his, her forehead pressed to his temple.
She was grinding him slower now, tighter, circling her hips in a way that kept his hand exactly where she wanted it. Her thighs trembled. The music kept its pace, thick and low. One of the guys turned it up louder.
Reece pulled back from her chest, kissed her collarbone, then her throat, and whispered something more in her ear and she nodded then, too.
Her hand slid down between them and rested lightly over his, and helped guide his movement. His thumb moved higher and her breath caught.
She opened her eyes briefly, looked straight ahead, but not at me, not at anyone. Her mouth parted again. Her hips lifted with under slow trembling control that made everything worse. There was no panic in her body, no resistance in the way she moved. Just a kind of quiet surrender, a rhythm matched perfectly to his hand beneath her fabric. The tension in her thighs was visible now, a deep, steady flex with each roll forward, her knees adjusting against the cushion behind him to keep the motion going steady.
Reece’s fingers remained hidden, buried under the thin strip of her bikini bottom. His other hand stayed firm on her lower back, not pushing her, just holding her there, letting her work against him at her own pace. She moved like she forgot anyone else was there, completely inside whatever it was he was doing to her.
One of the other men let out a quiet breath behind me, like he couldn’t believe what he was seeing either. No one said anything. I could hear the ice settle in my drink, could feel the heat of the fire on my shins. Still she didn’t stop. She was riding his hand now, openly, arms trembling, her chest rising and falling with a sharpness that made it impossible to look away.
Reece tilted his head and pressed a kiss just under her jaw. Her head fell back enough to expose her throat to him as her hands found his shoulders again for balance. Her lips moved, mouthing something I couldn’t hear. Her breath was coming in faster now, small gasps with each shift of her hips.
He moved his hand again, slower this time, changing angle. She bucked once and bit her lip. Her eyes fluttered shut and her fingers curled around the back of his neck. Her hips began to stutter, not from hesitation, but from effort.
She was close. I could see it in every twitch of her body. Reece stayed locked on her, his hand doing just enough to keep her teetering there, riding the edge while the rest of us sat in stunned silence. Her legs started to tremble more wildly in waves. Her breathing turned shallow, broken. She leaned forward, arms tight around his shoulders now, forehead resting just below his ear.
Her thighs clamped down and her whole body jolted forward. She gasped, low and choked, right against his neck.
Still he didn’t stop.
Her hips bucked once more and then she went limp in his lap, arms wrapped around him, breath shaky and loud in the thick air.
The fire popped. A breeze stirred the edge of a towel hanging off the sectional. She stayed curled into him, head down, chest heaving, bikini askew across her hips. Reece’s hands didn’t move. He just sat there, holding her, like all of this was the most natural thing in the world.
He kissed her shoulder slow and lightly then reached up and smoothed her hair back. Her face was still buried in the side of his neck, her arms slack now, legs still straddling him, her hips twitching with the faint aftershocks that hadn’t yet let her go. The firelight shimmered across the curve of her back, catching the dampness just under her ribs where his chest had pressed against her. Her bikini bottom had slipped even further to one side, just barely still on.
One of the other men had got up and drifted closer to the pool, but his eyes were still locked on her body. The guy beside me was slowly sipping his drink again, like nothing had changed, like this had all just unfolded naturally, the way it always up there, I didn’t know.
I didn’t know what I looked like in that moment, either. Stunned? Complicit? Weak? Part of me was waiting for her to glance up, to give me some kind of look, something to explain where she’d gone just then. But she stayed against him, head low, her breathing gradually slowing. The music shifted again to a different track but with the same slow beat, and Reece leaned back into the cushions with her still wrapped around him, one hand lazily tracing her spine now, up and down in long, even passes.
Eventually, she pulled back from him, but just a little. She didn’t lift her head, but her hands slid down his chest as she slowly pushed herself upright. Her thighs stayed pressed against his, her knees still bent tightly around his hips, but her posture shifted, and for the first time since she’d sat on him, she seemed aware of her surroundings again.
Reece looked up at her and smiled. “You good, baby?”
She nodded, breath still shallow. She licked her lips, said nothing. She smirked at him and exhaled through a grin.
Then he moved his hand again. It came up from behind her, slow and casually, and caught the strap of her bikini top where it clung tightly against her shoulder. He rubbed his thumb over it, eyes still on hers, then hooked a finger under the strap and pulled it down, watching the fabric slip off her arm. She didn’t stop him. Her body tensed, but not in resistance. More like anticipation.
She turned her head slightly, her eyes closed again, and the second strap followed, peeled slowly from the opposite shoulder. The top didn’t fall immediately. It stayed up a moment, caught between her arms and the pressure of her body against his. Then she shifted just enough, and the fabric slid loose, crumpling in his lap between them.
Her back was bare in the firelight. Her hands stayed on his chest. I swallowed hard and looked around at the city behind me, eyes wide like those locked-in patients.
She remained in his lap, topless now, skin glowing from the firelight and the effort of what he’d done to her. Her chest rose and fell with uneven breaths, her thighs splayed where she sat high up across him, and his hands had settled back into place.
He leaned forward, his lips brushing her ear, and whatever he said, whatever quiet suggestion slipped from his mouth into hers this time, it froze her completely. I saw her jaw tighten, her spine stiffen like she was trying to decide whether to act or to stay still. She didn’t respond right away, but her hands moved.
She pushed gently off his chest and slid back off his lap. Her knees hit the cushion first, then the tile. She turned up to face him. She wasn’t rushed, and she wasn’t robotic. She was just quiet and deliberate, her head bowed slightly, her hair falling in loose strands across her cheeks as she lowered herself between his legs.
She paused there, on her knees, half in shadow when one hand came to rest on his thigh. She still hadn’t looked at me, not since the moment before she stood. I don’t know if that was kindness or cruelty.
Reece leaned back into the couch like he’d just settled into a better seat. His knees parted. His hand reached for her hair, running his fingers through it slowly, brushing it away from her face. She didn’t flinch, but she leaned into it.
Her hand moved to his waistband. She didn’t say a word as she pulled it down, slow, tugging just enough to free him, her eyes low the whole time.
I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t blink. The sight of her kneeling between his legs like that, bare from the waist up, her shoulders still glistening under the lantern light, was enough to make time stop.
He was already hard, fully thick and long, hanging heavy in her hand when she reached for it. She didn’t jerk or gasp or laugh. She just looked at it for a second, steady and silent, her thumb brushing over the tip like she was testing the weight of it in her palm. She gave one small stroke. Then another. Her wrist turned slightly with each pass, lips parting like she was syncing her breath to her hand. Then she lowered her head.
I felt my stomach drop. She started with her tongue, just a single slow lick from the base up. Then again with a little more pressure. Her hand didn’t stop moving on him and her tongue circled the tip before she opened her mouth wider and let the head slide in.
It was all so slow. She wasn’t rushing. She sank down gradually over him, cheeks hollowing, taking him inch by inch until her lips were halfway down his shaft and her nose hovered above his stomach.
Her eyes remained closed. Reece’s hand rested on the back of her head. She stayed there, breathing through her nose, letting him fill her mouth. Then she started to move.
I couldn’t look away from her hands. One rested on his thigh, fingers splayed lightly, the other moving with that same quiet rhythm she always used when she was trying to focus, like this took effort, like she was concentrating. I knew that posture, I’d seen it when she painted her toenails, when she applied liner in front of a mirror before we went out, so careful, so practiced, and so precise. But now she was doing it to him and for him. I could see the movement of her shoulder every time she leaned forward and drew back.
Her sounds were soft and controlled, nothing obscene, but nor did they stop.
She nestled closer between his legs, her knees tucked in neatly, her back curved, her head lowering, rising, and lowering again. He didn’t guide her, he didn’t push her, or groan or talk. He just watched her, hand on her neck like she was already his. I remember wondering if she even realized how much time was passing, if she was aware of how long she’d been down there or if it had all started to blur for her the way it was blurring for me.
My heart had that thick, painful beat in it, the kind that takes over your chest and throat at the same time. I wasn’t angry. I wasn’t jealous. I was locked into something more menacing, like shock, but not surprised. I was stuck inside a moment I couldn’t escape. Teri’s body, the way she moved, the way she’d slid into this without ever looking back, it all made a kind of sense that slowly crushed me.
There was no dramatic gesture from him no begging, no look of apology from her. That was what broke me open and turned me inside out. It wasn’t their first time, it was just time to show me. That’s why she wore the dress.  This wasn’t something happening to her. This was something she was doing.
No one said a word, least of all me. The rooftop had gone silent as if everyone knew this part wasn’t meant to be spoken through. It was for watching, for absorbing, for letting happen. And I was the audience.
She leaned in farther, deeper, and her fingers gripped his leg now, her knuckles flexing tight, her spine dipping low enough that I could see every muscle in her back tighten in sequence.
He whispered something more to her, barely audible, and I saw her nod quick and tiny, like an instinct.
She kept going and the firelight flickered against her skin, soft and golden, catching the edge of her ribs where they flared with each breath, and I wondered how long I’d been holding mine. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d swallowed. My throat was dry, my body numb except for the places that burned.
And through it all, I was still waiting for her to stop but I knew she wasn’t going to.
I kept thinking I could blink and it would be over. That she would pause, rise up, realize what she was doing, and laugh awkwardly as if snapping out of something. That maybe she’d stand up and look at me, lips flushed, eyes wide, searching for some excuse we could both grab onto.
But she never paused. She never hesitated. She just kept moving up and down on him, slowly and steadily, their bodies syncing, tiny muffled cries escaping the back of her throat, the wet slush sound of her saliva and his pre-cum filling the air.
Reece’s head tilted back now, his eyes closed, one arm resting on the back of the couch like this was all part of the evening, nothing worth noting, nothing urgent. His other hand moved through her hair again lazily, not forcing anything, just keeping her close, threading his fingers through strands.
She didn’t look up, not at me, bot at him. Her focus was inward now, her effort mechanical. Or at least something deeper, something I didn’t have the knowledge to understand. My girlfriend wasn’t being taken from me, she was leaving on her own, quietly and completely, with every bob of her head, every controlled breath through her nose, every long, wet pull she gave him. She wasn’t trying to impress anyone and she wasn’t trying to be dirty. She was just doing it, and doing it well.
The other men behind me had fallen into complete silence. No muttering, no half-laughs, no movement. The entire rooftop had gone still. The only sound was the low flick of the fire pit and the soft, unmistakable rhythm of Teri’s breath.
I remember thinking that it was too good. She was too practiced. Too calm. I’d never seen her like that with me, never that locked in, that fluid, that far into it.
My legs wanted to move but couldn’t. My thoughts had started to double back on themselves, replaying earlier pieces of the night, her hesitations, her glance when she took off the dress, the way she didn’t reach for her wrap. It had all been moving toward this. I’d just been too stunned to see it.
Her pace changed and became slower with more pressure. Her hand gripped him tighter at the base, and I saw her jaw work harder now, deeper strokes, longer holds, her whole body shifting with it. She was taking him fully, letting him push into her mouth.
He tapped her shoulder and she pulled back, slowly, her lips gliding wetly off the length of him, tongue trailing as she lifted her chin. Strings of saliva stretched from her fist and his cock to her lips. For one second, but just one, she looked at me, not wide-eyed, not shocked, and not guilty. She looked like herself, at peace, settled, happy and content.
He pulled her up into his lap again and his hands rested on her waist and she began to move again, more deliberate now, her hips grinding in longer, slower arcs, no longer dancing and no longer uncertain. Both of them were completely naked now, his large cock pressed up between their stomachs.
One of the men behind me made a low sound under his breath, something between awe and disbelief. Still, no one interrupted. No one asked if this was okay, least of all me.
I couldn’t stop staring at the way her back flexed, the lines of her ribcage tightening each time she exhaled. She leaned forward as her hips circled on his before Reece finally moved. He dipped his head and kissed the slope of her breast, then lower, slow and firm, until his mouth was on her nipple, tongue working in slow, deliberate strokes.
Her breath caught hard. Her hand moved to the back of his neck. I stopped breathing, my heart pounding like a hammer in my chest.
Teri’s body had crossed over into that place where reactions take over, where the last threads of inhibition dissolve and instinct takes over. She held him, guiding his mouth with one hand while the other slipped behind his shoulder for balance, her whole torso leaning into his attention.
He sucked harder and her hips jerked once in his lap. She moaned, not loud, but deep, like the sound came from the center of her body. She tried to stifle it but couldn’t. Waves of shakes traversed her body up and down.
I took leaned back like the heat from the fire had finally reached my brain. I looked down at the deck, at the smooth edge of the cushion, the thin trail of sweat running along the side of her torso. I looked at her leg, bent tight around his, her foot flexing with every movement. Nothing about her looked hesitant anymore. Nothing about her looked like she was ever asking to stop.
Reece shifted forward. He lifted her slightly with both hands, then turned her in his lap again. She let him reposition her, moving with his grip like she was weightless. Now she was facing away from him, back to his chest, legs still draped over his, her breasts fully exposed to the firelight.
He kissed her neck, slowly and steadily. And with one hand already between her thighs, he said, just loud enough for all of us to hear: “Let’s take this inside, yeah?.”
She didn’t answer, she didn’t nod or rise or look for her top or for me. She just let his words hang there, her body still pressed back against him, her chest bare to the open air, to me and the other men, her breath cooling on her skin as the silence folded around them. Reece didn’t repeat himself and he didn’t have to. One of his hands slid up beneath her thighs, the other braced behind her chest, and he stood, lifting her as smoothly as if she weighed nothing.
Her arms looped around his neck behind her without hesitation. Her legs hung loose at first, then folded slightly, feet brushing his thighs as he carried her. She looked down and toward the glowing trail of the fire pit and the faint shimmer of the pool beside it, her eyes soft, distant, and unfocused. She looked like she wasn’t fully in her body anymore, like she’d handed it over to him.
He walked past me, his bare feet silent on the deck, Teri’s body cradled against his chest, and her foot brushed my arm on the way by. I didn’t move, I didn’t breathe. I just watched her cheek against his collarbone, her hand resting lightly on his chest, her lips parted in a slow exhale that never quite became a sound.
The glass door slid open, quiet on its track, and they disappeared inside his penthouse.
No one followed. The two other men stayed seated like me. One poured a fresh drink without speaking and the other lit another cigar and leaned back into the cushions like this was a part of the evening where the energy shifted into waiting.
The door stayed open. I stood there, my pulse in my throat, listening. The music played on. The water in the pool rippled faintly in the night air. One of the guys said something to the other about the whiskey selection. Neither of them looked at me.
At first it sounded like a distant bird or the whine of a dog. But it came repeated and louder, and clearly from inside. It was Teri, her voice inhaling with audible cries over and over, and then periodic long exhaled moans, before the cycle repeated but rising higher each time, and louder. This became part of the music for me and I only realized how long it had been going on when she cried out with tremors and everything stopped.
I swallowed and stared into the perfectly still pool as the silence from inside became like a rising ring in my ears, I listened so intensively.
Then I heard it, faint, but sharp: a rhythmic thump from inside, then a second, then a pause. Then again, a harder thumping, the kind of sound a bed makes when it’s being pushed into the wall.
Another sound followed, a soft cry, muffled, but unmistakable. Then again, louder this time. The man nearest me glanced up briefly, then looked back down at his drink. The other one found the remote and turned the music up louder.
But the thumps grew steadier. A low creak in the floorboards joined in. Teris voice came again, broken this time, a jolted gasp followed by silence and then a dragged out moan.
I felt something collapse inside me, some internal resistance I didn’t know I’d been holding. She was fucking him and not maybe or almost. They weren’t playing around anymore. She was inside, in his bed, making sounds I’d never heard from her before, not like that, not in that rhythm, not with that raw edge in her voice.
The sounds didn’t stop. They came in waves, her breath catching, the bed shifting, the wet slap of their bodies meeting again and again just past the edge of sight. She wasn’t holding back anymore. I could tell by the way her cries rose with every inhalation, how she didn’t even try to muffle them. Every time I thought it might slow, the thumping deepened and steadied, like he was taking his time with her, fucking her with control, making her feel every stroke.
The window by the deck was open, not wide, but enough. The angle of the firelight barely reached it, but I didn’t need to see. The sound painted the picture on its own. Her voice hit that higher, desperate register, then dropped again into broken gasps and long moans. It was like nothing I’d heard from her before.
One of the men near the pool chuckled softly and took a slow sip, as if nothing inside surprised him. The other just watched the flame from the fire pit flicker in his glass and smirked. They glanced at each other.
I leaned my head back to the sky but stopped when I saw a shape move against the darkened glass behind the pool. It was Teri’s  silhouette, faint and stuttering with each thrust, bent forward, her palms against the glass or maybe the headboard. Her hair bounced with the rhythm.
Then it disappeared again. Next I saw the faint shadowy impression of two legs sticking up into the air. There followed another beat, then her voice came back, louder, more ragged. Her feet bounced where they pointed loosely at the ceiling, and the tempo of it was merciless now, her breath hitting that wet, half-sobbing rhythm that told me she wasn’t just letting it happen anymore. She was meeting it, pushing into it, wanting more.
I gripped the arms of my chair to keep my balance. My chest was hollow, my limbs were frozen. I felt like I had fallen outside the scene completely, like the whole building belonged to other people and I had no right to be anywhere near there, hearing my girlfriend come apart in another man’s hands, under another man’s bodies. A bigger man than me, a better man.
Teri was crying out loud now. The bed pounded the wall. The wet slap of bodies was clear, fast, and sharp. Her voice was jolted as she bellowed out long hard and deep.
And then all the noise stopped. Not all at once but with a  slowing down. The bed creaked no more. There was a long exhale. Teri’s voice, faint now, murmured something and I heard her chuckle.
Moments passed and then the glass door slid all the way open again. Reece stepped out, bare-chested, sweat across his collarbone, and he picked up Teri’s bikini top and bottom in one hand and the dress and towel in the other. He didn’t look at me, but he walked calmly to where she’d left her bag and placed her things inside, slow and unbothered, and picked it up.
“She needs a minute,” he said, adjusting the waistband of new shorts with the same hand he’d just held her clothes in.
He went inside and closed the door. No more sounds came through the glass. No more moans, no shifting bed, just the hush of the rooftop, the low murmur of voices behind me, and the steady hiss of the fire pit. The music had stopped at some point that I didn’t even notice.
Behind me, one of the men said something and laughed, casual and muted. The conversation had picked back up, low and scattered, as if nothing had happened in the last twenty minutes. As if the evening hadn’t pulled its center out from under me and placed it in that room over there.
I kept staring at the door. Part of me thought she might come out fast, flustered, apologetic, looking for me. But another part, the part that had been growing quieter all night, knew better.
She didn’t appear for a long time. But when the door finally slid open, she stepped out back in her dress, her hair down over her shoulders, skin flushed in the glow from the firelight. She was holding her bag and stepping into her shoes.
Her eyes found mine almost instantly and she didn’t smile or say anything.
She walked toward me in silence, her steps steady, her face composed in a way that didn’t look like guilt. It looked like distance, like something once opened now closed.
When she reached me, she stopped just short of touching. “We should go,” was all she said. Her voice was quiet but clear and I nodded.
She didn’t look back at the others and didn’t say goodnight. She just turned toward the condo without another word, holding her bag.
I followed her and didn’t ask what happened in there, because I didn’t need to. I saw Reece as we passed through is unit, where he was flopped on one of his couches with his feet up, the TV scree on.
One of the guys called something after us as we left, something friendly, something forgettable, but I didn’t respond. My eyes were on Teri’s back as she stepped into the hallway with her hair swaying gently with each movement, her shoulders set low like she’d already processed whatever she had to.
She walked a step ahead of me, silent as the hallway swallowed us. We got on the elevator. I stared at her back, at the slight sway of her hips beneath the dress.
When we reached our floor, she waited by the door while I unlocked it. There still were no words, no eye contact, just the sound of the key sliding in and the faint click of the latch. She walked in first, headed for the bedroom without flicking on a light, and I stood in the entry for a long moment, not sure whether to follow or stay or just go.
The apartment was quiet as we hadn’t turned anything on before we left. The windows were cracked open from earlier in the day, letting in the warm, still air. I could hear faint sounds from the street below, cars, voices, life continuing like nothing had come apart just above it.
I finally stepped inside and closed the door. In the bedroom, I found her near the dresser. She’d placed the towel on the surface, slowly unfolding it, bikini top tucked neatly within. She didn’t look at me. She untied the dress at her neck and let it slip down her back. It pooled around her feet and she stood there in nothing She didn’t cover herself.
Every detail of what happened was written across her body, how she moved with him, how she reacted to his touch, how she didn’t resist when he carried her inside. The moment she sat in his lap, it had started. By the time she disappeared through that door, it was already done.
She went into the bathroom and took a shower, me standing in the bedroom doorway still too stunned to move.  She came out drying her hair and turned toward the bed and climbed in.
I remained in the doorway staring at her dress on the floor beside her towel and her bikini, the soft hum of the city outside coning into the space between us.
She finally spoke, but without looking at me.
“Are you coming to bed?”
Her voice didn’t break. It didn’t beg. It was just a simple question quiet and straightforward, like everything was still normal. Like it was all an illusion.
A whole two weeks passed without either of us saying anything about it. I was half convinced it was all a dream, so little had changed between us. I kept waiting for the moment to talk, but there seemed always other things going on.
But two weeks after that night, sitting on the couch playing a game, Teri came into the darkened living room. She caught my attention right away: dressed in a wide-flaring green summer dress, peep-toe platform pumps, and long dangling earrings, a necklace, bracelets, her hair done in long lazy waves down over her shoulders, eye shadow and nude glossy lipstick, she said softly, “I might go up for a bit, I was thinking.”
I didn’t even pause my game but looked up at her, at her striking beauty, her look like she was off to a wedding.
“Up? I said, the whole thing “up there” having faded from my mind.
“It’s just a little party this time,” she said, and she looked sideways and down.
“Those other guys?”
She shook her head and couldn’t look at me. “Just Reece and me,” she said nearly too quietly for me to even hear. She pointed her toes at each other, looked away.
“Teri,” I said.
“I’ll be back down later,” she said.
“When?”
She looked frightful at me over her shoulder. “Probably late,” she said, and she slipped out the door and was gone.
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