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There was a house party, loud and hot, so loud people had to yell to have a conversation at all. My girlfriend Trish sashayed into the living room with a fresh drink in her hand and I waved her over, but Shawn, the big black guy who lived there, snatched at the waist of her skirt and pulled her until she landed, laughing and spilling, in his lap.
Everyone laughed so I laughed too. Shawn slipped both hands around her waist from behind and pulled on her hips until she slid up his lap and came to rest against his chest.
He spread his knees open causing her legs to spread too the way they hung over his, and she tugged on the hem of her skirt to keep it from riding up too high, until she noticed and snatched at a blanket and pulled it over their laps.
Shawn settled back deeper in the easy chair and rolled his head sideways to carry on whatever conversation he was having with a guy on the couch. Trish seemed to settle back deeper into him as well, and when she finally found me with her eyes, she shrugged and rolled her eyes and shook her head and grinned like there was absolutely nothing she could do.
I showed her there was space beside me, even pushed myself harder into the arm of the other couch I was sitting on, but she mouthed “it’s okay” to me, and leaned her head back and looked up into the underside of Shawn’s chin as he chattered away over her head. I looked around and saw everyone’s attention had moved on. It became quickly normal that my girlfriend was cuddled in Shawn’s lap. I saw no way to intervene without it getting weird, without it becoming a scene.
A little later, Shawn leaned forward beside her, mussed his hand in her hair, which she hates, and she glared at him, but with a grin. He got up from the chair and disappeared down a hallway. She watched him go but stayed in the chair keeping in his place.
I mouthed to her across the room, “You want to go?” but she shook her head “No.” She texted me, it was easier than talking. “Try to relax. This is fun.”
“Just getting late,” I texted back.
She didn’t reply because Shawn returned at that point and he made everyone laugh by pretending not to see Trish there as he sat down, burying her beneath and behind him, until she wrapped her legs around his waist from behind and hung her arms around his shoulders, and laughed.
They grew comfortable like that, him now gently leaning back pressing but not suffocating her into the chair behind him, and holding, even stroking, her bare calves and ankles where they fell over his lap and down between his thighs. Her heels pulled back into his groin and he smirked over his shoulder and down at her. She was teasing him.
I drank my drink, tried to start a conversation with the girl who took the space I was holding for Trish beside me, but I couldn’t help glancing back at Trish and Shawn. Her hands poked through his arms to wrap around his chest, then around his stomach, then lower, where her fingers drew along the edge of the waist of his jeans. She flicked his t-shirt hem so her fingers were now underneath, so they were scratching his skin along the edge of his jeans, now hidden from me.
He threw the blanket over himself but was distracted by something funny someone was saying on the couch, and didn’t notice the blanket fell from his lap. Trish must have thought the blanket was still up over him, because her hands slipped under his t-shirt. I could see his t-shirt bulge where they moved around on his body, over his skin and underneath his t-shirt, all around his stomach, up over his chest, and down again.
I watched also when her hands, still reaching around from behind him, forced themselves under the waist of his jeans, and inside.
I texted again, “We should go.” I was embarrassed for her. Anyone who looked would have seen. I didn’t know anybody there, maybe it didn’t matter.
Her phone was in her back pocket and its buzzing from me went unnoticed. Shawn glanced down and instantly pulled the blanket up over his lap, shot a glance over at me. But it was too late to cover the tenting and bulging in the front of his jeans that told me my girlfriend’s hands were busy inside his pants.
I never had a group of people I hung out with. I never lived in shared housing, never went to college away from home. Trish was a revelation to me, an entirely different creature from anything I had ever encountered before. Her big city, college-educated, east coast life confused and bewildered small town mid-west me in a lot of ways. She fascinated me.
I stepped on a steep learning curve when her and I found each other. I liked to think she was attracted to my steady approach to work and spending, and to my values and beliefs. She kept saying that she never met a genuinely nice guy before, “a real one in the wild,” she’d say. She did things in bed with me, the sort of things you only read about.
I got up and made my way across the room and squatted down beside the easy chair. I found Trish’s face sideways where her head was gently pressed into the back of the chair by Shawn’s back. She was relaxing there, it looked like.
“Hey babe,” I said, “What do you think?”
“About what, babe?”
Her hands had come free while I was heading across the room, but now hung by their thumbs from the edge of his pockets.
“Maybe we should go, you think?”
“It feels like we just got here, you know?”
“Been like three hours.”
“But aren’t you having fun?”
“I don’t really know anybody,” I said.
Shawn twisted around and lifted her chin with the side of his finger. “You want to come up and see that thing, girlfriend?” he said, utterly ignoring me. “You know you want to.”
He gave her a grin and her eyes bulged back at him. “You know the door,” he said, and he got up and strolled languidly across the room like a guy who knew everyone was watching him, which they were, and he ducked under the arch he was so tall, and went up the stairs slapping the ceiling as he went. 
“I’m just getting into it, though,” she said to me after she pulled her eyes away from where his body receded up into the darkness above.
“It’s late,” I said.
“You should go then if you want to, I can probably sleep here, like on a couch or something.”
“I don’t think that’s a very good idea.”
“Oh come on!” she said, and she gaped her mouth at me. “It’s more than perfectly safe here. I know everybody.”
I caught a shaft of light cutting across the darkness at the top of the stairs, saw it dim to golden, and the shaft narrow as though a door was partially but not all the way closed.
“I just think it’s time. We should go, what do you think?”
“I think you should go if you want to go, I’m okay here.”
“I don’t like it,” I said.
“What don’t you like? You’re really killing the vibe, you know?”
“I’m going to go out to the car. I think you should come with me.”
She leaned over, kissed my nose, and smiled. “Go wait for me then, I’ll be out in like ten minutes.”
I made my state of mind known to her with my face and I pushed up and went out the front door to my car. I don’t smoke often but there’s a pack in the glove box for whenever its needed, Trish said, and this was one of those moments, I though, and I pulled one out.
Rolling down the window, I looked up and noticed a dim light on in one of the rooms upstairs.  Thinking about it, I realized it was the room that threw the shaft of light over the top of the stairs earlier. I reclined the seat, leaned my head back, and began staring up into that window.
The curtain shifted the way it would if someone opened and closed the door. Then shadows played dimly over the walls and ceiling. I chased intrusive thoughts from my head and tried to pull my eyes away, but the shadows were soon playing on the backs of the curtains more distinctly.
I pulled myself up into sitting straighter and leaned my head out the window. What I saw in the shadows appeared to be a woman’s shape pushing her hair up and letting it fall, then two shapes, the other looming larger over the smaller one, came together, and then both shapes together slid down until there were no more shadows on the curtains to see.
I got out of my car and stamped out the cigarette. Just at the bottom of the curtain, a curved shadow rose and fell with an undulating regularity. I went back into the house. Trish was nowhere on the main floor. I reached for the railing going upstairs, but a guy coming down pressed his hand into my chest and stood over me on the step above. “Whoa whoa, dude, party’s down here, nobody up there.”
“Just looking for my girlfriend,” I said.
“Look around down here.”
“I think she’s up there.”
The guy jutted his jaw crookedly and narrowed his eyes at me. “Blonde chick? Bout yay tall?” he said, holding his hand out.  He was smirking the whole time.
“Trish” I said.
“Oh yeah, no, she’s not up here,” he said, and he physically twisted my shoulders until I faced away from the stairs and he guided me back to the living room. “You wait here, let me go take a look, how about that?” he said.
I retuned to the same place I had been in the couch earlier. The girl I tried to talk to glanced over her shoulder at me, glanced back at the stairs, and then back at me again.
“Weren’t you the one with Trish?” she said.
“She’s my girlfriend, yeah. Have you seen her?”
She took a long time to reply before she said, “I don’t think so,” before she leaned forward and whispered something in another girl’s ear who darted forward where she was sitting to see me on the other side, before she whispered something back to the first one.
A few moments later Shawn came down the stairs with the man who stopped me, and they both glanced at me before Shawn came over. “Hey, Danny, isn’t it?” he said.
I nodded sitting under him where he came over me huge and menacing.
“You’re looking for Trish aren’t you,” he said. I nodded. “But, man, I thought she left with you already. Seriously, you try looking everywhere? There’s a party in the basement too, you look down there?”
“No,” I said. I tried to get up.
“My friend here will take you down.”
The guy who stopped me on the stairs grinned when he looked away, and then gestured with his head for me to follow him. They exchanged some murmuring in each other’s ears before we wove through the kitchen party and down steep stairs into the basement. Down there was a cloud of smoke, hazy tunes, and several people sprawled around saying nothing.
“Yeah, no, she isn’t down here,” I said, but the guy urged me further down and into it. “Really look around, hard to see down here, isn’t it.”
Only when I was all the way down and searched high and low through the smoke and dim lighting did the guy get a text on his phone, and he pulled my arm. “Nope, she isn’t down here,” he said, and he guided me back to the stairs.
I came up into the kitchen to find Trish standing there with her jacket on holding her purse. “There you are,” she said, “I was looking all over for you. I thought you wanted to go.”
The guy smiled at me, said, “There you go, look at that,” and turned away, disappearing into the crowed again. Trish went ahead of me through the living room toward the front door. I caught sight of her hand down by her hip giving the tiniest finger wave at Shawn, now returned to his kingly easy chair.
Here’s the thing. When we left home, I followed her to the elevator and noticed her panty line was obvious under her tight white dress. It was also something I noticed at the party. But now, leaving through the front door and returning to my car, try as I did, I could not see any panty lines under her dress.
We got in the car and I pulled out. Trish pulled the visor down to check herself in the mirror, touched her lips with her pinky, combed her fingers through her hair.
“Looked all over for you in there,” I said.
“I looked all over for you too! DJ said you came back in looking for me.”
“DJ the guy who was taking me down the basement?”
“Yeah, uh-huh, he lives there too.”
“How do you know these guys anyway?”
“What’s that supposed to mean?” she said.
“Just wondering where you know them from, like college, or work?”
She stared at the deep passing night out her window. Finally she said, “Just friends of friends I know, he’s no big deal.”
“Like friends of Riley?” I said. Riley and this DJ guy seemed to be very friendly all night, I noticed.
She turned to me and with deadened eyes and no expression on her face, she said, “Friends of Riley, yeah.”
“You weren’t upstairs with Shawn the whole time?”
“What? Shawn? No!” she said, shaking her head, chuckling at the thought of it.
“But you went up there with him.”
“Oh yeah, he just wanted to show me his snake thingy, something.”
“Snake thingy?”
“You know, what do you call it, an aquarium but for snakes?”
“Terrarium?”
“Yeah, that’s it.”
“He has a snake up there?”
“He’s thinking of getting one.”
“So no snake.”
“What are you getting at?” she said.
“I thought maybe you were up there with him.”
She turned soft, dropped her face down, undid her seatbelt, and came close to me. She curled her hand around my jaw, pressed her lips to my cheek, nibbled at my ear. “Baby I would never. He’s just a friend.”
I thought it would be strange to tell her I was looking up at the window, that I saw shadows, that I imagined things. I let sleeping dogs lie though.
Two weeks later, she asked me if I’d be bothered too much if she went away for a weekend with “friends.”
“Like with who?”
“Just friends,” she said, and she nuzzled my face with her face. “Are you jealous all of a sudden?” she grinned.
“No, just wondering who,” I said.
“Riley and a couple others.”
“I’m not going to be bothered,” I said. “Where you going?”
“It’s actually a resort like place that Riley and DJ know about, isn’t that cool? Like a resort along the coast.”
“Jesus, what’s that going to cost?”
“Nothing! I don’t even have to pay,” she said. “They’re already doing it already, I can just go along.”
“You don’t have to pay anything?”
“It’s just a thing we wanted to do,” she said. “They’re picking me up Friday afternoon.”
“They’re driving?”
“DJ has an Escalade.”
“That so,” I said, nodding.
“I’ll text you, okay?” she said, and she kissed me and squeezed my thigh. “Don’t worry, I’ll be going with Riley. You know her.”
Friday afternoon, I found her packing a small bag. She went into the bathroom and I leaned around to look and found her carefully leaning into the mirror to put on make-up. I fingered open her bag. Inside I found her “clubbing dress” as she called it, her peep-toe platform pumps, and hidden in a smaller bag tucked deeper inside, when I felt safe enough to quickly unzip it and zip it back up, were red thong lace panties, a thin sheer bra, other items I wasn’t even aware of before. I found one of her bathing suits too, but not her usual, her bikini she bought on a trip we took once, but never wore. “Too revealing,” she said.
“So what kind of resort is this place?” I said, putting the bag back the way it was.
She came out in a crop-cut white hoody, short white denim shorts, and bright white sneakers. Her face and hair looked like a wedding. “I don’t know it, but they said it had a pool.”
“Ok well . . . ” I said.
She kissed the tip of my nose. “I’ll be back before you miss me.” She got a text and hurried to the door. “Bye-bye, they’re here!” she called out over her shoulder, and flew out the door.
I went to the balcony and looked down. An Escalade was idling in the circular driveway of our building. A few moments later, I saw Trish come out the front door and skitter over the sidewalk and tug open the back door. It appeared locked, and she laughed, until it flew open from inside. I saw a large athletic black arm pushing it open before she jumped inside and shut the door behind her.
That arm from inside the back seat fell over her bare lap, and that hand gripped her knee, but the windows were tinted and I saw no more. The Escalade screeched a moment and sped away.
I texted her throughout the evening with no replies. To my surprise, at five after two in the morning, my phone buzzed and woke me up. It was Trish.
“I’m fine! My phone was out of power, couldn’t find my charger! Stupid me.”
“Hey, it’s late.”
“Oh my god, I didn’t know, did I wake you up?”
“Can I call you?” I wrote.
There was a long delay before she wrote me back. “Just give me a couple, I’ll phone you.”
“I can call.”
“Let me call you,” she wrote back. “Two minutes.”
It was twenty minutes before she finally phoned.
“Hey babe,” she said. Her voice was whispering and it echoed at the same time.
“Are you in the bathroom?”
“Yeah, don’t want to wake up . . .  people,” she said.
“You’re sharing a room?”
“Me and Riley are,” she said.
“I thought Riley was with DJ?”
“Well we just kind of made things up as we went along, it’s whatever.”
“So the two guys are sharing a bedroom?”
She laughed and then muffled her voice. “Don’t make me laugh,” she murmured.
I heard deep bass beat music in the background. “Is that music on your end? I thought you said everybody’s sleeping.”
I heard rustling as though her hand was over the phone, and when she spoke again, the echo was gone, and so was the music.
“I should go, babe, keeping you up.”
“That’s okay, I was worried about you.”
I heard her breath catch, a short, sharp inhalation. “I’m fine, I told you, I have to go now though.”
“What’s the rush, babe? I’m awake now.” I said. But she didn’t reply. I could hear her breath so I knew the line wasn’t dropped. “Babe?”
“Sorry . . . “ I heard her voice cry in a high pitch, and then I heard the bump of the phone dropping.
The music came on again, louder now. I checked the time: almost 2:30 in the morning. “Babe?” I tried again. I had to listen carefully but I think I heard high pitched sounds that didn’t fit the music. The lyrics were loud, but after a few minutes of this, I heard a deep voice laugh that also didn’t fit the music, the rustle of the phone being moved, and then what was clearly Trish saying “Oh shit!” and the call was ended.
I sat on the side of our bed going over what I heard, theorizing about it, wondering about it. But they used to test me in school, said I “perseverated,” told me I lived up in my head too much.
The next day, Saturday, she didn’t text. In the evening, I was scrolling when a notification popped up on Riley’s feed, which I happened to be connected to. It was a photo of a night club, a selfie by Riley, showing her around a small round table in a high back circular bench, DJ on one side of her, Trish on her other. On Trish’s other side was Shawn. Everyone was pressed close together as though trying to fit into the shot, but none closer than Shawn and Trish. Nobody else was in the picture. They were all making peace signs, Trish with her tongue out and her eyes crossed.
As I contemplated that picture, another one was posted, this time showing Trish on the dance floor  facing the camera but bent deeply at her waist. She was dressed in those peep-toe platform pumps and that tight white dress I found in her bag when she was packing. She was laughing hard and reaching behind herself with both hands. Standing behind her and up against her, holding her hips, was Shawn again, a cool, smooth glare at the phone camera on his face.
She texted a little while later, but this time I didn’t reply. She phoned, too. I didn’t answer. I had the rest of Saturday night and half of Sunday to contemplate what I was going to do. Leave? Tell her to pack up and leave? I heard deep bass music and went to the balcony. DJ’s Escalade was back in the driveway. No doors opened for a while, the SUV idling down there, music pounding.
Finally the back door was flung open. Trish’s legs swung out, but her body was pulled backward and her legs were dragged back inside. I could hear her laughing. Now she came out head first, large black arms, undoubtedly Shawn’s, wrapped around her lower waist tugging at her playfully, not really holding her back. She squealed, peeled his hands off her body, they gripped her higher up, around her chest, but she got out and leaned back inside.
Her back, her ass, and her legs remained visible to me. I saw his hands draw up and down her back, his fingers drive through her hair, and her body lean further over and inside. I saw his hand cup her around her groin from in front, grab her ass through her legs, and she slapped at him and laughed and stepped back from the door. He handed her the bag and she turned toward the building.
She glanced up at the balcony but I had ducked down in time to remain unseen. I quickly laid on the couch and pulled out a book as though I had been reading like a usual Sunday. My mind was spinning like a hamster wheel. I needed time to put things in order.
She came in the door as chipper as ever, greeted me, swung her bag into the laundry room, stuck her head in the fridge, and chattered away at me over her shoulder. I asked her how the weekend at the resort was. She said “It was great!” and nothing more.
Now I might be accused by people who know me of overthinking things and I accept that. I often get trapped in rabbit holes inside my own head. But yes, this whole thing intrigued me more than it upset me.
I had already decided, of course, that it was over between us. Nobody can accept what she was doing. But I’d already decided that I’d wait for the opportune moment to inform her I saw the pictures, I heard the phone, I heard her voice. There was no need to act immediately. I was never a rash person, I never felt adrenaline in my life, and I made my best decisions when others were losing their heads. This was nothing for me. I could control it, manage the process to a preferred outcome.
“You hungry?” I said. “I can make you a sandwich.”
She hugged me, buried her face in my neck, told me I was the best. I nodded to myself over her shoulder, my eyes fixed on the far wall.
When the following weekend came, she said, “You okay if I have Riley over to watch shows Saturday night?”
Of course it was fine with me. Everything was fine with me all week. I was biding my time, wasn’t I. “No problem,” I said. “I like Riley.”
“She might be bringing DJ with her, that okay?”
“The more the merrier,” I said.
“So if Shawn comes with DJ, that’s okay too?”
I paused this time, but I was facing away so she didn’t see my face. “Shawn too? Anyone else?”
“No just Riley and DJ.”
“And Shawn.”
“Well yeah, DJ and Shawn pretty much go together,” she laughed.
“Shouldn’t be a problem,” I said, and I carried on to the bedroom. I needed to plot how to respond to this latest event.
Saturday afternoon, we were shopping together, and she picked up snacks for the evening. “You’ll need more than that, three people coming over,” I said.
“Oh,” she replied, “yeah, Riley isn’t feeling well, so she isn’t going to make it.”
“So it’s still on?” I said. “DJ and Shawn?” I laughed at the idea. 
“Well, just Shawn now, DJ is going to stay with Riley and look after her.”
“So just Shawn is coming over to watch shows with you and me?”
“Yeah, uh-huh,” she said absently.
This time I was too stunned to reply. As afternoon passed into evening, I found her in the bathroom meticulous about her make-up and hair. She was wearing very special looking underwear, as well, I saw until she swung the door shut on me with her foot.
She came out in a short, tight red dress, another new one. She was also wearing a necklace, earrings, rings on her thumb and toes, and she slipped on a different pair of platform pumps.
“Just for watching shows?” I said.
But she didn’t hear me, she was distracted by her phone, over which her thumbs flew and at which her grin widened. She held out her phone as if she forgot I was even there, and took a selfie with her lips pink and frosted and puckered up at the camera, and chuckled when she sent it.
“Are you okay being here do you think?” she said. “He’s like ten minutes away.”
She was visibly excited, pacing and typing.
“Do you want me to go?”
“It’s totally up to you.”
Before I had a chance to plot what I should do given the plan, her phone buzzed with a call. She answered it and scrunched her face at me, covering her phone to tell me he was here already.
She rushed to the front door and went out into the hallway, pulling the mat up so it wouldn’t lock behind her. I remained on the couch. I could hear her suddenly shriek and laugh in the hallway, and a moment later, in came Shawn, his arm around Trish’s waist, and Trish hanging from his arm walking and squirming like he had been tickling her.
“Hey there Danny boy,” he said in that low rumbling voice, a broad smile across his face.
“Shawn,” I said and I nodded.
I heard Trish tell him she bought snacks, but he told her they’re going to make nachos instead. He kicked off his shoes, hung his jacket on a door knob, and started spreading things out on the kitchen counters.
I pretended to read in the living room, but through the passthrough, I caught sight of them laughing, feeding each other tastes, and working around each other with their arms entangled, readying the nachos for the oven.
“Bathroom?” he said privately to her, and she said back to him privately, “l’ll show you.”
“You can just tell me,” he murmured.
“I can just show you,” she murmured back to him with widened eyes, and though my face was in my book, my eyes were in their corners, and I saw her walking backward in her pumps holding both his hands in her hands, dragging him out of the kitchen and down the hallway toward our bedroom, him chuckling and glancing over his shoulder. She didn’t take him to the hall bathroom, but instead shut our bedroom door.
They were gone at least ten minutes. Trish came back silently at first, her knees visibly and obviously red. Shawn came back also quietly and now they worked silently getting the nachos into the oven, but not before he murmured something to her and wiped something from the corner of her mouth with his thumb, about which she laughed in a muted tone.
“Do you want to read instead of watching shows?” Trish said to me when they came in to sit down and get it set up, the nachos cooking in the oven. “Maybe read in bed,” she said. “The show might be too loud.”
Taking her suggestion at face value, I smirked to myself and agreed, I’d maybe go to bed to read. The nachos were quickly ready, and I helped myself to a few before I took my time vacating the living room. I purposely left the bedroom door open.
That’s because a strange thing came over me once I had already decided she and I were over. I would be sad, of course, but I knew I had time for that later. For now, I was deeply wrapped up in plotting how I was going to win the day in the end. Because I liked to think I always win the day, even if I sometimes play a very long game. Whatever I was going to do, it was going to be epic.
Their show came on and I heard them chatter and laugh and crunch away on their nachos. I heard her tease him, feed him, and him feed her. They paused after a while and I heard them put things back in the kitchen and get drinks.
Trish then came into the bedroom, laughed nervously, said she had to pee so bad, and went to the bathroom. She came back out, leaned over me to kiss my cheek, and said she’s going to close the bedroom door, that it’s going to get too loud for me.
“Not necessary,” I said.  She closed it anyway.
I gave it time and slowly, quietly, opened it again. I could see the side of the couch. Trish was sitting nearest me and Shawn was on her far side. The hallway was dark and I turned off the bedroom lights so it remained dark and I couldn’t be easily seen.
For the longest time, they seemed truly to be watching the show. I was nearly ready to pull back inside when I saw him pick up her hand, tongue her fingers, and suck one into his mouth. I pressed my face to the doorjamb and widened my eyes.
Trish let him do it without seemingly showing any reaction. But then I noticed her eyes were closed. Her head sank back and her mouth parted open. She rolled her face toward the hallway and I quickly retracted inside the bedroom. I knew she wouldn’t be able to see the bedroom door was open from there.
I gave it a few moments and slowly projected my eye back around the edge of the wall. Shawn’s hand was now buried in her hair and her hand was around the back of his neck. Her head was twisting where it faced away from me, and only when the screen showed a daytime shot and the room lit up did I realize they must have been necking. She turned out the lamp earlier.
This went on for some time before I heard Trish murmur something, and she got up. I ducked down, brought the door closed as silently as possible, and dashed, still in my clothes, under the sheets and blanket, and pretended to be sleeping.
She came into the room quietly. I didn’t stir, even though she leaned over me so close I could feel her breath on my neck. She spent nearly a minute studying me, before she went back out the door and closed it silently behind her.
I gave it a few minutes before I crawled out of bed and silently opened the door. When I felt safe, I leaned my head out. What I saw was difficult to picture at first, it was so dark in the living room. But again, the show flashed light over the scene.
Shawn was slumped deeper in our couch, so deep his head rested over the top of the back of the couch. Trish was straddling his lap, her head above his but facing down, her hanging hair obscuring their faces that appeared to be together, like a couple kissing.
His hands, I saw when the screen flickered, were wrapped around her waist. I darted back inside when she pushed up from him, but leaned back out when I could hear them quietly murmuring to each other. The show was no longer of interest to anyone.
She laughed at something and protested and squirmed. I couldn’t see down into the couch over the arm on the side. But he held her and she pushed her face into his neck. A moment later I saw her tight pencil skirt dress come up to bunch around her waist. He was pulling it up and she had lifted herself off him to allow it, before coming back down. I could see her panties, white this time, lace thongs, something else new.
The show went dark for awhile and I had trouble seeing anything. But I heard his voice say something, her laugh and protest again, and then I saw her feet come to the floor.
I quickly dashed back to bed. This time she opened the door but didn’t come in. I had my back to the door but I could tell she was checking if I was still asleep. She closed the door satisfied that I was.
When I went back to look, I again had trouble making out what I was seeing. But a sudden bright scene in the show that was still playing showed me Shawn now further deeply buried back into the couch, and in front of it, Trish on her knees, her body largely hidden by his legs that seemed to flow out and around her.
Every moment or so, I saw the back of her head rise up above the arm of the couch, and go back down again. When he leaned forward and tugged on her dress, she sat back on her calves and put her arms up. He pulled her dress up and off her. She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, shook her arms, let it fall down from her chest, and she placed it on the couch where he put her dress.
I could see clearly now as the show put out enough light in steady flicker. Trish arched her back in and looked down at the profile of her bare breasts. I could see clearly enough that her nipples were erect, before she touched them with her fingertips, twisted them. He cupped them in his hands, twisted them with her, and she fell forward again, down into his lap, where he head bobbed some more.
I watched it all. She laughed when she threw her head back and wiped her hand across her mouth. She leaned back and tugged on the bottom of his pants and these ended up on the couch too. She crawled up into his lap and now his arms went up and she tugged his t-shirt up and off his body.
I pulled back when she raised her hips enough for me to see her whole body, and she held the back of the couch behind his head and rose to her feet on the edge of the cushion. He hooked his fingers in the waist of her panties and she dropped one knee after the other as he brought them down her legs, and off her feet.
She slowly came back down in his lap, his hands wrapping around her thighs and sliding up, her hair falling around his face. The show went dark and I lost most of my vision. I came back into the bedroom and sat leaning against the wall to catch my breath.
Well, I thought, at least there’s no further doubt, if there was any doubt still lingering, that is. They were both completely naked in out living room, her making sure I was asleep.
But she was wrong about that. I leaned back around the edge of the wall when I heard a high pitched sound, which I could tell was Trish’s voice, muffled and breathy. The flashes of light only came sporadically now and only for a fraction of a second. I caught only random freeze-frames of the scene in the living room.
In one, Trish was outlined in a bright flash of light cupping her breast and feeding it into Shawn’s mouth. In another flash later, she was hanging back from his neck, her arms outstretched, her fingers interlocked behind his head, her body bounding up and down in his lap. A minute passed and I saw a prolonged glimpse of her back arched deeply and moving like a wave, her ass coming up slowly and plunging back down even slower.
I could hear her cry in gasps and whimpers in time with the movements of her body over his.
When I saw again, the whole tableau had changed, and now Trish was nearly invisible to me on her back on the couch, her head barely seen where it was propped up against the back of the couch. Her feet dangled over this big shoulders where he kneeled in front of the couch, and thrusted his body seemingly into it, the way the whole couch reverberated from him. Her feet jolted with each thrust. I could see her fingers digging into the backs of his thighs.
He pulled out and I ducked. When I peaked, she was now leaning forward doubled over, and he stood with his hands in her hair. Here, when the screen flashed bright for a sustained moment, I had my first sure evidence he was naked too, though I had no doubt by then. Her hips drew back and as they did, his cock emerged in silhouette from between my girlfriend’s protruding lips. I could even see, when the screen flashed again, a string of saliva stretch from the tip of his cock to her mouth.
He came down on the couch to lie on his back with his head propped up on the further arm, and she laughed and danced around him and stepped up on the couch before coming down on all fours. I was unclear about what I was seeing, until the screen went bright again and showed me she was bobbing between his legs, her ass rising and falling and circling over his face behind her. If I wasn’t sure, her muffled moans made it clear.
They laughed, covered each other’s mouths, and got up from the couch and raided the leftover nachos on the counter, the light on now and showing me a clear view of both their naked bodies. He picked her up and placed her on the edge of the counter. She wrapped her legs around his waist, drove her heels into his back, and they kissed and fed each other water and chips and I saw again his long cock, only this time it disappeared between her legs, and she collapsed around his shoulder. Now the slap of his thighs into her body filled the kitchen.
She hung onto him when he wrapped his hands around her naked ass and they necked as he carried her back into the living room. I could see him slip out of her and she laughed and reached behind her and twisted to grip him, and steer him back into her, and she sighed again into his neck.
Now he laid on the couch with his head on the arm nearest me, and she mounted him again, straddling him, facing me. His hands pushed into her breasts and she gripped his shoulders, pressed her hands down in his chest, and kissed him, She sat up and reached behind herself to tickle him down there. I saw him thrust up into her from below because they had forgotten the kitchen light.
I saw her arching body in the light flowing out of the kitchen. Her breasts jiggled with each hard thrust he made up into her. Her head fell back so far she was facing the ceiling. She was so gone, she forgot where she was, forgot her boyfriend was down the hall in the bedroom. When she spasmed and clenched and erupted, she cried out loud, until he covered her mouth. A moment later, he grunted and she was covering his mouth with both hands and laughing.
Her whole body was thrusted up off his, he rose so high and hard into her. He reminded me of those bars with bucking broncos the way he contorted under her and threw her body around with his body.
They finally subsided. I hid myself back inside and heard them finally stir. I heard the kitchen tap and I peaked around and saw her cleaning him with a towel. Then I heard them laugh softly and saw her help him, clumsily, get dressed. Naked she went with him past the bedroom door, now closed. I leapt in bed and pretended to sleep. When the front door finally closed and I heard the deadbolt thrown, I knew he was finally gone.
She peeked in the door and then scurried across the floor when she was satisfied I was still asleep. But I had one eye open and saw her dash right in front of me naked with her arm full of her clothes, and her other hand clutching a towel to her pussy. I heard the shower go on, and a few minutes later, she came out in her usual t-shirt and loose shorts, and she climbed into our bed.
Being who I am, I rolled over, asked her “Did you enjoy the shows?” and I kissed her arm.
“Go to sleep, sorry to wake you,” she said, and she kissed my nose. I smirked to myself because she had no idea what I’d seen. She thought I had slept through the whole thing, but of course, I saw it all.
Here’s the thing. The next morning, she got up and behaved like nothing had happened. I did too, pacing myself to her lead. But as day became night became day again, as weeks went by, I found myself distracted from the main thought by, among other things, how kind and close she was to me.
There were benefits, when I laid it out on a spreadsheet. I don’t mind admitting I enjoyed having her in bed. We had fun cooking together. It was good for me to have someone like her around that I could bounce ideas off of, that I could learn the meanings from, what other people said in conversations.
In the periods between the times Shawn reappeared in her life, she was every guy’s dream of a perfect girlfriend. No question, when Shawn was back, she was, in a word, orgasmic. But she always came back to me . . .
Shawn was the perfect man, muscular, charming, able to do anything, and had money, too, more friends than I had pennies in my jars. Yet for all that, she came back to live with me. I began to see things with an evolving perspective. He had all those things, friends, admiration, abilities beyond my dreams, but he only got to borrow my girlfriend. She remained mine, me as awkward socially, as blue collar as I was, my abilities limited to machines and devices.
To confront Trish over what I’d seen, to demand what any person in my place would be right to demand, would leave me alone, cooking for myself, playing my video games, my life a routine of sleep, work, and eating probably the same thing every night.
I didn’t decide to not do anything, I didn’t decide to accept what she was doing, that would be sickening. I just kept it in my back pocket, though, kept it like an evolving plan about what I would ultimately do about it. In the meantime, what harm was really being done?
“Babe,” she came to me and I looked up to find her in a stunning tight dress, her hair in flowing waves, her cheeks dusted with sparkles, her eyes bright. “My car isn’t starting, can you drive me?”
“Where to?”
“Oh, didn’t I tell you? Riley invited me over.”
“To her place,” I said.
“No, she’s at DJ’s.”
“The house.”
She looked over the front seat at me. “Yeah,” she said flatly. “The house.”
“What’s wrong with your car?”
“It won’t start.”
“I’ll look at it.”
“Would you?” she said, and she threw her arms around my neck, kissed my chin. “I’ll phone you to pick me up,” she said getting out of the door.
“Tonight?”
“Probably tomorrow morning, if I’m being honest,” she said and she shrugged at me.
Before I rolled away, I saw Shawn at the front door of the house. He held the door open and Trish passed through under his arm, her hand gliding across his hip and his stomach as she passed, and Shawn shut the door.
I drove home eager to see what had befallen her car. Alternator? Fuel pump? I had to have it fixed by the time she got back home the next morning.
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