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            Great sex is what makes you feel good, yes, but also about feeling loved and being part of another person's happiness. Even if it means jerking off when she is with another man. And for her, great sex is knowing her husband is jerking off as she is getting fucked.
Morian, c.c
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I had reached the part of my life where everything was going right, and I knew it, and I was trying very hard not to be insufferable about it.

Twenty four hours from now I would be married. Tonight I just had to get through dinner with the five idiots who had known me since I was a kid, plus the one extraordinary woman who had somehow decided I was worth marrying. Cassie was a first-year PhD student in astrophysics at UT, the kind of smart that made people forget to be nervous around her about four seconds after they started being nervous. Not a bad trade for a Thursday night.

The restaurant sat on South Congress, the kind of place with exposed brick and a wine list longer than my law school transcript, the kind of place that made you feel like you'd arrived somewhere even if you weren't entirely sure where. I'd booked the private table in the back three months ago. Cassie had picked the restaurant. I had picked nothing, which was generally how the good decisions in our relationship got made.

Jake showed up first, because Jake was always first, a habit left over from a childhood where being late meant getting left behind. He filled the doorway the way he filled most doorways, shook my hand, then pulled me into the kind of hug that made my spine pop.

"Last free night," he said. "Hope you're ready to lose it."

"I lost it fourteen months ago," I said. "Tonight's just the paperwork."

Marco arrived two minutes later, already mid sentence about a bottle of mezcal he was trying to get the distributor to pick up, talking before he was fully through the door. Brett came in behind him without a word, nodded at me once, and found a seat against the wall like he was casing the room for exits, which, knowing Brett, he probably was. Drew slid in quiet, ink visible at his collar and his wrists, eyes moving over the room the way they always did, cataloging something the rest of us weren't paying attention to. Chase showed up last, hair still damp from a shower he'd clearly taken twenty minutes too late, grinning at me like he'd gotten away with something.

Five men. Every one of them taller than me, broader than me, louder or quieter than me in ways that should have made a man feel small. I didn't feel small. I felt lucky. These were my people, the ones who'd watched me become whatever I was now, and tomorrow they'd watch me marry the best thing that had ever happened to me.

Then Cassie walked in, and the entire table did the thing it always did, which was forget, briefly, how to keep talking.

She'd worn green, the kind that did something specific to her eyes, her hair down and loose the way I liked it best. She crossed the room like she owned the floor under her, kissed me once, soft and quick, and said, "Sorry, parking was a war crime," in a tone that suggested she'd won.

"You're worth the wait," I said.

"I know," she said, and sat down next to me like that settled it.

The hostess came by to finalize the table, and for a few minutes it was just logistics: chairs scraping, someone arguing about who sat where, Marco insisting he needed to be near the door for reasons nobody asked him to explain. Cassie ended up between me and Jake, which felt right, which felt like nothing at all.

I looked around the table once everyone settled, my best friends on one side, my almost wife on the other, and thought, not for the first time that week, that I had no real idea what I'd done to deserve any of this.

I just knew I wasn't going to question it.

The first round landed like a small, controlled explosion.

Marco ordered tequila before anyone had opened a menu, Brett asked for bourbon neat in a voice that barely cleared normal conversation level, Drew said he'd take whatever IPA was least embarrassing, Jake stuck with beer, and Chase tried to order a rum and Coke until Cassie tilted her head at him.

"You're about to be in wedding photos," she said. "You can drink like a frat boy tomorrow."

Chase groaned, then switched to whiskey, which earned him a nod from Brett that looked suspiciously like respect.

I sat back and watched them settle, the noise at the table climbing in stages. Marco had already pivoted from mezcal to some story about how he'd gotten a bar owner to triple his order by taking him out "for research," Jake was asking about my first month at the firm, Drew wanted to know whether the judge on my last case was as lazy as rumored. Brett listened more than he spoke, same as always, eyes moving, taking in Cassie, the room, the door, our drinks, like every detail might become important later.

Cassie slotted herself into all of it like she'd been born for this table.

She laughed at Marco's punchline, then immediately skewered him with a question about whether "research" meant drunk or hungover, promised Drew she'd come by the shop once things calmed down and let him tattoo something tiny somewhere she could hide it from her advisor, asked Brett how the Gulf had been this last rotation and actually listened to the answer. When the waiter came for food, she ordered confidently, no dithering, then looked at me and said, "He's getting the steak," without asking.

"Am I?" I said.

"You'll thank me," she said, and went back to teasing Jake about his flannel addiction like she hadn't just steered my life with one sentence.

I watched her work the table, watched the way each of the guys reacted to her in their own way. Marco leaned in, smiling like he was front row at his favorite show. Jake relaxed, shoulders easing, the line of his mouth softening. Drew's eyes caught on the line of her dress when she reached for her glass, then flicked away, polite, and came back later like he hadn't meant to. Brett didn't stare, but he didn't miss anything either. Chase sat next to her, too aware of his own hands, trying not to notice the way her breasts moved when she laughed.

None of it felt dangerous. It just felt like my life.

"You realize," Jake said at one point, looking from me to Cassie, "that you outkicked your coverage so hard we should be checking you for performance-enhancing drugs."

Cassie snorted. "Please," she said. "He makes up for it by being smart."

"That's what I'm saying," Marco added. "You get a brain and a decent face, the universe gives you tits like that as a consolation prize."

"She's getting a PhD in astrophysics, Marco," Drew said, not looking up from his beer. "Pretty sure the universe owed her one."

Cassie rolled her eyes, but the smile didn't leave her mouth. "You are not allowed to talk about my tits at the rehearsal dinner," she said.

"That's for the reception," Drew murmured, dry, and the table broke into laughter that felt clean and safe.

I laughed too, because how could I not. My chest felt full. My world felt small in the best way, confined to this table, this room, these people. Cassie leaned into my shoulder for a second as she reached for her drink, her thigh pressed against mine, and I thought, in one clear, simple line, that this was it. This was the top of the hill.

I had no idea yet how far there was to fall.

At some point between the second round and the main course, the table stopped being a table and turned into a moving puzzle.

The photographer the restaurant used for events showed up at our door with a too-bright smile and a camera that looked bigger than her forearms. She wanted shots of "the happy couple and their crew," which meant half the table had to stand, move, swap, pretend we hadn't just settled into a perfect configuration.

Marco hopped up first, dragging his chair with him and somehow ending up at my side, clapping a hand on my shoulder and saying something about "brother of the groom energy" that didn't make any sense. Brett gave up his corner spot so the photographer could get a clean angle, Drew shifted to the other side to avoid glare. Chase half-stood, then sat back down with a shrug when Cassie told him he had "baby face front of table" and the camera would find him no matter where he hid.

"You," the photographer said to Cassie, like there was any doubt. "Center."

Cassie made a mock-curtsy from her seat, then stood, sliding out from beside me. For a moment she hovered, looking at the new arrangement: Marco at my right, Jake at my left now, chair pulled closer to the end so the camera could see his whole face. The only open spot was between me and Jake.

She smiled, that quick flash of mischief that meant she was about to make it more fun than it needed to be, and said, "Well, I guess I'm the meat in this sandwich," before dropping her weight into the gap.

She misjudged the distance by half an inch.

Instead of the empty chair, she landed squarely in Jake's lap.

The impact was solid enough that his beer sloshed, his hand shot out to steady the glass, and the table broke into hoots before anyone decided whether this was actually funny. Cassie gasped, then started laughing, head tipped back, hair brushing Jake's shoulder.

"Jesus," Jake said, an arm coming around her instinctively to keep her from sliding. "Warn a man."

"You moved my chair," she said, still laughing, reaching down to grab the back of it, which was now pushed further under the table. "This is sabotage."

"Yeah, that's the problem," Marco said. "Sabotage."

The photographer, bless her, lifted the camera like this was exactly what she'd been hoping for. "That's perfect," she said. "Just like that. Big smiles."

Cassie stayed where she was.

Jake's arm tightened a little, hand firm at her waist, fingers spread. When the photographer stepped closer and said, "Closer together," Cassie shifted in his lap without thinking, rolling her hips to sit up straighter.

Jake's hand slid with her.

His fingers traveled up from her hip to her stomach, then higher, following the curve of her body until the heel of his hand settled under the soft weight of her tits, just enough to lift them a fraction as she straightened.

It looked like balance; that was the story my brain told me in real time. His palm was high, his thumb almost brushing the line of the neckline, his fingers spread over the top of her stomach where it met the underside of her tits.

Cassie didn't flinch. She just smiled at the camera, chest subtly framed by his hand, hair brushing his jaw as she turned her head toward me.

"Smile, Mercer," she said. "You're about to be immortalized."

I smiled. Of course I did.

I just also registered, without meaning to, how comfortable she looked, how naturally Jake's hand had found that high spot on her body, how his fingers flexed once, almost absent-minded, under her tits as the photographer adjusted her angle.

The flash popped.

"One more," the photographer said.

Cassie leaned back a fraction, laughter still in her voice. As she did, Jake's hand moved again, sliding an inch, knuckles grazing the underside of her tits in a way that shouldn't have meant anything and somehow meant everything. The second flash went off with his palm still there, high, too high for a man who didn't know my wife well, exactly right for a man who'd known me since we were kids.

Then the camera lowered and the spell broke.

Cassie laughed again, patted Jake's chest once, and pushed herself up out of his lap. As she stood, his hand came down with her, knuckles brushing under her tits one last time before dropping to his own thigh.

She dropped into her actual chair, adjusted her dress like any woman who'd just stood up too quickly, and reached for her glass.

No one commented. The conversation flowed on.

Only later, alone in a hotel room, would I realize that my body had noticed that hand and that touch long before my brain was willing to admit it.

The photographer left us with a promise to email the shots, the waiter reappeared with more drinks, and the table snapped back into motion like nothing unusual had happened.

Chairs scraped, conversations picked up where they’d been interrupted, someone made a joke about how many photos a rehearsal dinner really needed. Cassie was back in her actual seat, shoulder pressed lightly against mine, dress smoothed down over her thighs, hair twisted off her neck for a second before she let it fall again.

If I hadn’t been there for the last thirty seconds, I could have believed nothing had happened at all.

My body hadn’t gotten that memo.

I could still feel the tiny spike of adrenaline in my chest, the way my breath had caught when Cassie landed in Jake’s lap. Worse, I could feel the echo of something lower: the way my cock had given one hard, stupid pulse when his hand slid up, the heel of it pressing under her tits before she stood.

I told myself it was protective. That was the line I grabbed first. Big guy, small woman, bar chair, gravity doing its thing. Of course he’d steady her. Of course that was all it was. Of course my best friend’s palm hadn’t actually been on my wife’s tits, not in any way that counted.

It had, though. I’d watched it. I’d watched his fingers flex once under the soft weight of her tits as the flash went off, watched his knuckles graze the underside again when she stood, watched her not react at all, like that part of her body being touched there was the most normal thing in the world.

Beside me, Cassie took a sip of her drink and leaned in to tell me something about the dessert menu. I caught three words at most. My brain was busy walking through the physics of what I’d just seen.

Hips. Stomach. Tits.

It would have been easier if he’d grabbed her wrist, her shoulder, anything that didn’t make my cock twitch behind my zipper. Instead, the image stuck: Cassie laughing, weight settled on his lap, Jake’s hand high and firm and easy under her tits, like he had a right to brace her there.

"Earth to Ryan," Cassie said softly, bumping my knee with hers. "You spacing out on me already? The ceremony is tomorrow."

"I'm just thinking," I said. "About... how much my feet are going to hurt."

It was a terrible lie. She let me get away with it anyway.

Around the table, the noise rose and fell, jokes and stories washing over the moment like it had never happened. Jake was talking to Marco about some job he’d just finished, Brett was listening, Drew was picking at the label on his beer bottle. Chase was arguing with Cassie about whether he was allowed to make a toast at the reception.

Nobody looked like they’d noticed where Jake’s hand had been. Nobody looked like they’d seen it land under her tits and stay there for two flashes and one extra heartbeat.

I was the only one sitting with that particular piece of data.

So I did what I’d been trained to do. I built a case, then dismantled it. I reminded myself that Cassie loved me, that Jake had never once given me a reason to doubt him, that we were all drunk and the camera had been a distraction and bodies moved in messy ways in crowded spaces. I stacked every rational explanation I could find between that image and the part of my brain that was already filing it under kink instead of accident.

By the time the plates arrived, I had half-convinced myself that it was nothing.

It would take a hotel room and a dark ceiling to prove how much work that half had really cost.

By the time dessert menus appeared, the edge had come off the room.

The tequila buzz had settled into something warm and heavy. The jokes were lazier now, the laughs slower. Brett had loosened enough to tell a story about a guy on the rig who’d tried to sneak a bottle aboard and gotten caught in the world’s least dignified way. Marco was busy negotiating with the waiter about a bottle of something "for the groom" that I suspected he intended to drink most of himself. Drew had gone quiet again, listening more than talking, the way he always did once the noise hit a certain level.

Cassie leaned into me, head resting briefly against my shoulder as she read the dessert list.

"You’re getting the chocolate one," she said. "You need the sugar for tomorrow."

"I thought I needed sleep," I said.

"Sleep is for people who aren’t getting married," she said. "You, my dear, are screwed."

She said it with enough playful menace that Marco choked on his drink. "Jesus, Mercer," he said. "She’s already making sex puns. You sure you’re ready for this?"

"I’ve been ready," I said, and it was the easiest truth I’d spoken all night.

We passed on dessert when the waiter finally came back, more full than hungry, more interested in getting out into the mild Austin night. Bills were paid, hugs traded. Jake pulled me in again, squeezing my shoulder hard enough to bruise.

"Sleep," he said. "You’ve got a big day."

Marco kissed Cassie’s cheek, promised to bring something dangerous for the reception. Brett shook my hand and told me, in his quiet way, that he was glad to be there. Drew just clapped my shoulder once and said, "You picked right," like it was a verdict. Chase lingered a second longer than he needed to when he hugged Cassie, then grinned at me like a kid caught stealing.

Outside, the air felt cooler than it had inside. Cassie slipped her hand into mine as we stepped onto the sidewalk, heels clicking, dress skimming her hips. The restaurant light framed her in the doorway for a moment before it closed behind us, then it was just the two of us and the city.

"You okay?" she asked, looking up at me.

"Perfect," I said, and mostly meant it.

We walked to the hotel where the wedding party was staying, our friends peeling off in different directions, the group thinning until it was just us at the front desk. Cassie kissed me once more in the lobby, soft and quick, fingers brushing my jaw.

"Last night as a single man," she said. "Enjoy your solitude."

"Not sure I remember how," I said.

She laughed, pressed one more kiss to my mouth, then headed for the elevator that would take her to the room the girls were sharing. I watched the doors close on her dress, her hair, her smile.

Then I turned toward my own room, alone for the last time, carrying one small, stubborn image from dinner that refused to let go of my brain.
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I did not fall asleep so much as lose consciousness.

One second I was staring at the hotel ceiling, running the same three seconds on a loop, Jakes hand sliding up from her hip, the heel of his palm finding the soft weight of her tits, his fingers flexing once like it was nothing. The next second my alarm was going off and sunlight was doing something aggressive to the curtains.

Wedding day.

I lay there for a second, taking inventory. Head, fine. Mouth, dry. Cock, blessedly quiet for once, no opinions this early in the morning. I let myself have thirty full seconds of just breathing before I picked up my phone.

Four texts.

Jake: "Rise and shine, Mercer. Big day."

Marco: a photo of an iron, no caption, which somehow explained itself.

Cassie: "You survive the bachelor sleep coma or did Jake actually kill you with that hug."

Cassie again, thirty seconds later: "Also I love you. Also my hair person just texted and I'm panicking a normal, contained amount."

I smiled at the ceiling before I'd even sat up.

"Barely alive," I wrote back. "Jake's hugs are a war crime. Tell your hair person she's dealing with a professional. You've got this."

Three dots. Then: "I know I do. See you at the end of an aisle, Mercer."

I set the phone down on my chest and let that sit for a second. See you at the end of an aisle. In a few hours she would walk down one toward me in front of everyone we knew, and by tonight she would be my wife instead of my fiancee, which felt like it should require more ceremony than a single word swap but apparently did not.

I got up, showered, and made the mistake of closing my eyes under the water.

The image came back immediately, uninvited. Cassie's weight settling into Jakes lap, his hand traveling, the flash going off with his palm still up there, high, easy, like he had a right to be. I opened my eyes and reached for the shampoo instead of thinking about it further.

Protective. Bar chair. Gravity. I ran through the case again while I toweled off, and it held up about as well as it had the night before, which was to say barely, and only if I didn't look at it too directly.

I got dressed slowly. Suit, tie, the cufflinks that had been my dads. Checked myself in the mirror: brown hair, decent face, average height, the kind of man who looked exactly like what he was. Nothing about my reflection explained how I had ended up marrying the most impossible woman five of my closest friends had ever met.

My phone buzzed once more before I left the room.

Jake: "Car's downstairs. You ready to do this?"

I looked at myself one more time. Whatever my body had noticed last night, whatever it had filed away under a heading I wasn't ready to name yet, none of it changed the answer to that question.

"Been ready for fourteen months," I typed back, and meant every word of it.

I grabbed my room key and stepped into the hallway, the stubborn image finally, mercifully, quieting down under the much louder fact that today, in a few hours, Cassie was going to become my wife.

The ceremony blurred the way people always warn you it will.

I remember Cassie at the end of the aisle, white dress, green eyes locked on mine, my chest tight and my cock giving one slow, stupid throb before I'd even said a word. I remember almost nothing else until we were being introduced as Mr. and Mrs. Mercer to a room full of clapping people who all seemed personally thrilled I'd pulled this off.

The reception hit different. Louder, looser, lit up gold at the edges from string lights someone's mother had insisted on.

Cassie worked the room like she'd been born knowing how. She hugged my aunt, complimented someone's toddler, stole a sip of my champagne and made a face like it personally offended her. I stood there in my suit, tie loosened one notch, watching her tits shift under the fabric every time she laughed, feeling the same dumb gratitude I'd been feeling on repeat for fourteen months.

Marco found us first, spinning Cassie into a dance before the DJ had even finished the first song, one hand flat against her lower back, the other lifted theatrically like they were in a ballroom instead of a rented event space. He dipped her once, too low, her tits pressing briefly against his chest as she laughed, and she laughed back, head tipped, hair sliding loose from its pins.

"Careful," I called out. "She's married now. You need a permit for that."

"I filed the paperwork years ago," Marco called back, spinning her again.

Brett didn't dance. Brett stood near the edge of the floor with a bourbon he was making last, watching the room the way he always did, cataloging. When Cassie passed close enough, he caught her hand for a second, said something too quiet for me to hear, and she laughed and squeezed his fingers before Marco pulled her away again.

Drew asked her to dance properly, slow, one song, his hand flat against the small of her back, careful and deliberate the way he did everything. I watched his eyes drop to her tits for half a second, then come back up, polite, like he hadn't meant to look.

Chase cut in before the song even ended, spinning her away from Drew with the kind of grin that meant he'd been planning this for an hour. "My turn," he said. "Sister-in-law privileges."

"That's not a real thing," Cassie said, laughing, letting him pull her in anyway, her ass brushing his thigh as she turned.

I lost track of the order after that. Jake with his hand at her hip during a slower song, thumb resting just above the curve of her ass, keeping a careful, respectful distance that still made my breath go short. Marco again, closer this time, murmuring something that made her swat his shoulder and press her chest against his for a second before she stepped back. Cassie weaving between all five of them like the world's most popular hot potato, and none of them seemed to mind holding on a little longer than they needed to.

None of it looked wrong. None of it looked like anything except five men dancing with the bride at a wedding.

I told myself that twice, just to be sure, and mostly believed it.

At one point she came back to me between songs, flushed, breathless, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "Having fun?" she asked, sliding her arms around my neck, her tits pressing against my chest.

"Watching my wife get passed around the dance floor like the world's most popular hot potato," I said. "It's a lot."

She grinned up at me, cheeks pink from champagne and dancing. "Jealous, Mercer?"

"Should I be?"

"Never," she said, and kissed me, soft and sure, right there in front of everyone.

I believed her completely. My cock still gave one small, interested pulse against my zipper when she said the word jealous, and I filed that away with everything else I wasn't ready to look at directly yet.

The night kept moving. Speeches, cake, more dancing, Marco's toast running four minutes longer than anyone asked for. By the time we finally slipped out toward the hotel, hand in hand, my feet ached, my cock was still half interested in the night's events, and Cassie's lipstick was smudged from more than just me.

Whatever tomorrow held, tonight was ours.

The suite door had barely clicked shut before Cassie kicked off her heels and groaned like she'd survived a war.

"Mrs. Mercer," I said, watching her roll her neck, hair coming loose from its last few pins. "How does it feel."

"Like my feet are filing for divorce," she said. "Everything else is staying married to you."

I laughed, shrugging out of my jacket, tossing it over a chair. She turned her back to me without asking, sweeping her hair over one shoulder.

"Zipper," she said. "I've been trapped in this dress since forever and I need out before I combust."

I crossed the room, found the small metal tab at the top of her spine, and drew it down slow, watching skin appear inch by inch, the curve of her back, the clasp of her bra, the dimples just above her ass. She shivered when my knuckles grazed her spine.

"You're stalling," she said, voice softer than the joke deserved.

"I'm savoring," I said. "Married men are allowed to savor."

She turned around once the zipper hit the small of her back, dress loosening off one shoulder, and looked up at me with the same green eyes that had wrecked me at the end of the aisle hours earlier.

"Hi, husband," she said.

"Hi, wife."

The word did something to both of us at once. She reached up, cupped my jaw, and kissed me slow, deliberate, nothing like the quick reception kisses we'd been trading all night. My hands found her waist, then the dress, easing it down over her hips until it pooled at her feet and she stepped out of it like it was nothing.

She stood in front of me in white lace, tits full and high, nipples already tightening under the fabric, and I felt my cock go from interested to fully hard in about two seconds flat.

"You've been staring at me all day," she said, reaching behind her back to unhook her bra herself, letting it fall.

"Can you blame me?"

"No," she said, stepping closer, her bare tits pressing against my dress shirt. "I'd be offended if you hadn't."

I kissed her again, harder this time, one hand sliding into her hair, the other tracing down her spine to the curve of her ass. She made a small sound against my mouth and started working my shirt buttons open, quick and practiced, until it hung loose off my shoulders.

"You looked so beautiful today," I said, mouth moving to her jaw, her throat. "Walking down that aisle. I don't think I breathed for a full minute."

"Good," she said, tipping her head back to give me better access. "I wanted you speechless."

"Mission accomplished."

She pushed my shirt the
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