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He Fucked My Wife—and She Loved It!
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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.
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