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It was almost noon, though the light carried the drowsy, honeyed weight of something later—a brightness left over from a wedding night, pressed down on the world as if time itself found the couple inside the car too splendid, too ripe, to hurry them on. The parking lot was dusted with sun. The bakery’s pink-and-cream sign looked both dopey and lewd, promising something both homey and obscene. The stucco walls, meant to invite, only reminded one of how quickly sweetness faded: a patina of birdshit, a garbage can warped by heat, a single weed growing feral and ambitious by the curb. Nothing neat or innocent ever lasted, not in places like this. Not in cars like this one, either.

Sophia’s hair fell like wet ink against her skin, dark enough to threaten, even when the world was so blindingly gold. Her body—freshly exercised, freshly tanned—radiated need through the thin cotton of her dress. Lean, leggy, the taut curves of a woman who had spent weeks fucking her new husband stupid on a beach somewhere—that was Sophia, newly made, polished to a shine by honeymoon sun and by the knowledge that someone, at last, wanted her enough to sign his life away.

Alex was beside her: bigger, broader, the sort of man built for grinning at fathers across dinner tables and for putting dents in headboards. Brown hair clipped short enough not to matter, tan skin, forearms roped with veins, a jaw already a little shadowed even at noon. He sat in the driver’s seat, still radiating the nervous, idiotic energy of a man who had not yet gotten used to getting everything he wanted.

Honeymooners. They were honeymooners. Their very bones remembered, and ached, and vibrated with it.

A car like this was not meant for idling, not really. The interior gleamed: polished black dashboard, scorch of leather, center console gleaming with smeared prints and leftover sugar from the box they had devoured on the way home. It still smelled of rental, stale vanilla and something synthetic, but more than that, it smelled of them: sweat and hunger, a sweetness that did not belong to anything you could buy.

Neither of the newlyweds spoke at first. Their hands moved. The silence was dense, full of promise, full of what came next.

Alex’s knuckles tightened on the steering wheel, then loosened: he caught Sophia looking at him sidelong, eyes dark and mouth already curled up into a private smile. Her hand found his thigh as if summoned, sliding up, fingers digging in just hard enough to make his pulse misfire.

“You know,” she said, voice syrupy and low, “that cake was perfect. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

She drew out the last word. She made everything sound like a dare. She pressed her knees together, feeling the slick ache that refusing to act would build. She had no intention of refusing anything.

Alex made an unserious sound: not quite a laugh, not quite a groan. He tried to look at her, but the world was veined with sunlight and hunger and it was easier to keep his eyes forward.

“I haven’t gotten a thank you like that in a while,” she added. Her fingernails pressed at the inseam of his shorts—subtle at first, then not subtle at all. “All that work, all that time, and the whole thing just—melted in my mouth.”
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