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I knew something was off the moment Rachel mentioned Troy was coming over. She'd never shown much interest in our neighbors before, but suddenly she was all about being "friendly." I watched her apply a second coat of lipstick in the hallway mirror, adjusting that cropped tank that barely contained her tits. My stomach churned with something I couldn't name yet—some primal warning I was too stupid to heed. When the doorbell rang, she straightened her back, her nipples visibly hardening beneath the thin fabric. That was the moment I should have said something, should have stopped whatever was about to happen. But I didn't. I just followed her to the door like a fucking idiot.

"Hey, neighbor," Troy said with that easy grin of his, the one that had always irritated me. He stood there in jeans and a fitted t-shirt that hugged his gym-built frame, a bottle of whiskey in one hand.

Rachel's smile widened. "Perfect timing. Come in, come in."

I watched as she led him through our hallway, her hips swaying more than usual in those denim shorts that barely covered her ass cheeks. They were so tight the seam disappeared between her curves, and I caught Troy's eyes locked on her movement. He didn't even try to hide it, just openly stared as if I wasn't even there.

"Nice place you guys have," he commented, though his eyes weren't on the decor.

"Thanks," I said, the word hollow in my dry mouth. "Rachel did most of the designing."

"I can tell," he said, finally looking around. "It's got a woman's touch. Refined."

Rachel beamed at the compliment. She gestured to the couch. "Make yourself comfortable. I'll get us some glasses for that whiskey."

Troy settled into our sofa like he'd sat there a hundred times before. He spread his legs wide, taking up space, one arm stretched across the back of the cushions. The casual dominance of his posture made something in my chest tighten. I took the armchair opposite, suddenly feeling like a visitor in my own home.

Rachel returned with three glasses and sat beside Troy on the couch. Not at the other end, not with a respectable distance, but right next to him. I watched her thigh press against his, the bare skin of her leg making direct contact with his jeans. He didn't move away. Neither did she.

"So," she said, pouring generous measures of whiskey, "Troy was telling me earlier that he used to bartend in Miami. Said he's got some wild stories."

"Oh yeah?" I took my glass, needing something to do with my hands. "Like what?"

Troy leaned forward, elbows on his knees, glass dangling between his fingers. "You ever been to South Beach during spring break? It's a fucking madhouse." He launched into a story about some celebrities who'd come into his bar, something about models and yachts and after-parties.

I didn't really follow the details because I was too busy watching Rachel. She was completely absorbed, laughing at every punchline, her body angled toward Troy. She'd never laughed like that at any of my stories. It was high and melodious, almost performative, her head thrown back to expose the long line of her throat.

"And then this fucking guy—" Troy continued, slapping his thigh, "—he just drops his pants right there on the deck. Fifty grand in the pot, and he's standing there with his dick out, trying to prove it wasn't him who took the yacht keys."

Rachel exploded with laughter, louder than I'd heard in months—maybe years. She placed her hand on Troy's forearm, her fingers lingering there longer than necessary. Something cold slithered down my spine.

"Jesus," she gasped between giggles. "What happened then?"

"The wife found the keys in her purse," Troy said, grinning. "Poor bastard stood there with his cock out for nothing."

I forced a chuckle, trying to seem part of this conversation that increasingly felt like I was watching from outside a window. Rachel's cheeks were flushed pink, whether from the whiskey or Troy's attention, I couldn't tell.

Troy refilled her glass without asking, then his own, then mine as an afterthought. He settled back into the couch, somehow closer to Rachel than before. His arm had migrated from the back of the sofa to rest behind her shoulders, not quite touching but hovering there with intent.

"You know," he said, his eyes moving from Rachel's face down to her legs and back up again, "you look damn tight for a married woman."

The room went still. My laugh came out nervous and strangled. I waited for Rachel to shut him down, to be offended, to move away.

She didn't.

Instead, she blushed deeper and smiled into her glass. "Oh, stop it."

But she didn't mean it. Her tone conveyed the opposite—continue, please continue.

"I'm serious," Troy pressed on, emboldened. "Most married women I know let themselves go after a few years. But you—" He let out a low whistle. "You must work out."

"Just yoga," Rachel replied, her voice softer now, intimate. "Keeps me flexible."

There it was—the innuendo hanging in the air, heavy and unmistakable. I felt my face burn. I should have said something. Should have made a joke to break the tension or changed the subject. Instead, I sat there, paralyzed, as Troy's hand descended from the back of the couch to rest on my wife's bare thigh.

Rachel inhaled sharply. Her lips parted, her pupils dilated visibly even from where I sat. She didn't remove his hand. Didn't shift away. She just sat there, letting him touch her, her chest rising and falling faster than before.

Troy's fingers splayed possessively across her skin, his thumb making small, circular motions that inched the hem of her shorts higher. "Yoga, huh? Ever try hot yoga? Gets you all sweaty."

"No," she breathed. "Maybe you could take me sometime."

They were talking as if I wasn't there. Troy's fingers crept higher, disappearing beneath the edge of her shorts. Rachel's thighs shifted slightly apart. I couldn't tear my eyes away from the point of contact between them. My heart hammered in my chest, a mix of anger and something else—something worse—building inside me.

"I'd like that," Troy said, his voice lower now. "Get you all hot and sweaty."

Rachel bit her lip, her eyes flicking to me for just a moment before returning to Troy. In that brief glance, I saw something that crushed me—awareness. She knew exactly what she was doing. This wasn't accidental or naive. She was turned on by this, by him touching her right in front of me.

I took a large gulp of whiskey, the burn in my throat a welcome distraction from the scene unfolding before me. The ice in my glass clinked loudly in the strange silence that had fallen.

"More?" Troy asked, holding up the bottle.

"Please," Rachel said.

He poured her another measure, then set the bottle down to stroke her hair away from her face, his fingers trailing along her cheek. She leaned into his touch like a cat being petted.

"Such pretty hair," he murmured. "Bet it looks amazing spread out on a pillow."

Rachel's breath caught. Her chest flushed red above the neckline of her tank top. I could see her nipples straining against the fabric now, hard and visible. My wife was aroused—wet, probably—from another man's touch and words. And I was watching it happen, unable to move, unable to speak.

The evening dragged on, the three of us locked in a strange tableau. Troy's hand remained on Rachel's thigh, occasionally squeezing or stroking higher, then retreating. Rachel grew more relaxed under his touch, more responsive. She laughed at everything he said, leaned into him, touched his arm or chest to emphasize her points in the conversation. I contributed little, just watched as something fundamental shifted in my marriage before my eyes.

Eventually, Troy glanced at his watch. "Getting late. Should probably head back."

"So soon?" Rachel pouted, and the childish gesture looked obscene with his hand still on her thigh.

"Got work tomorrow," he said. "But we should do this again. Soon."

"Definitely," she agreed quickly. Too quickly.

I stood as Troy did, my legs stiff from sitting tensely for so long. I extended my hand mechanically. "Thanks for coming over."

His grip was firm, dominant, his eyes meeting mine with something like amusement. He knew. He knew exactly what had just happened, what he'd done, and he was enjoying my reaction.

Rachel walked him to the door, her body close to his. At the threshold, he paused and leaned down, putting his lips right by her ear. I couldn't hear what he whispered, but I saw Rachel's reaction—her sharp intake of breath, the way her entire body seemed to respond to his words. She bit her lower lip, her eyes going half-lidded with naked desire.

Then she turned to look back at me as I stood in the living room. Her face was flushed, her expression dazed and hungry. There was no shame there, no guilt. Just raw, unapologetic want.

The door closed behind Troy, and Rachel leaned against it for a moment, gathering herself. When she finally looked at me again, something had changed in her eyes. Something profound and irreversible.

I didn't know it yet, but I was already losing her.
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The next night came too quickly. I'd spent the day in a fog, replaying those touches, those looks, those whispered words I couldn't hear. When Rachel told me Troy was coming over again, her voice was different—lower, charged with something primal. "Just so you know," she said, not meeting my eyes as she slipped into our bedroom. I sat at the kitchen table, heart pounding as I heard drawers opening, water running in the bathroom, the sound of her getting ready for him. Not for a friendly visit. For something else entirely. When she emerged in that silk robe—the one I'd given her for our anniversary—I knew exactly what was about to happen.

"Rachel," I started, my voice cracking. "What are you doing?"

She flicked her eyes toward me, then away. "Getting ready."

"You're not wearing anything under that, are you?" The question felt stupid the moment it left my lips. Of course she wasn't. The silk clung to her nipples, outlined her body in ways that left nothing to the imagination.

"Does it matter?" she asked, running her fingers through her freshly blow-dried hair. She'd put on makeup too—smoky eyes, red lips. She'd never dressed up like this for me, not in years.

I opened my mouth to say more, but the doorbell cut me off. Rachel straightened, a shiver visibly running through her body. She moved toward the door with purpose, leaving me frozen in the kitchen.

Troy didn't wait for an invitation this time. He stepped inside as soon as she opened the door, his large frame filling the entryway. He wasn't carrying whiskey tonight. He didn't need to.

"Look at you," he growled, his eyes raking over my wife's body. His hand shot out, gripping her ass through the silk, squeezing hard enough to make the fabric bunch between her cheeks. "Fucking gorgeous."

Then he pulled her against him and kissed her. Not a friendly peck. Not a tentative first kiss. He devoured her mouth, his tongue pushing past her lips, his hand in her hair gripping tight enough to tilt her head back. And Rachel—my Rachel—moaned into it, her body melting against his, her hands clutching at his shirt.

I stood there, unable to move, unable to speak, as another man kissed my wife with more passion than I'd shown her in years. My brain screamed at me to stop this, to throw him out, to reclaim what was mine. But my body wouldn't cooperate. I was rooted to the spot, watching as Troy's hand slid around to the
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