
        
            
                
            
        

    



















My girlfriend was 19 and lived in a shared house with another girl, also 19, and three guys, all of whom were 24. I had my suspicions, but as a 19-year-old myself, I wasn’t sure how to bring them up. My feelings were all over the place.
She usually came to my place, which was the basement of my parent’s home, but this time, we decided to hang out at her place. “Maybe you want to see what it’s like there,” she said tentatively.
Kylie was always pretending to be someone else. She dreamed of being an actor. She loved creating little scenarios and playing out little roles. “Everybody there is into acting. They’re really cool guys — they’re all professionals. They’re working all the time. They’re showing me and Corrie the ropes. Isn’t that cool?”
“How did you end up getting a room in that house?” I asked.
“I met then at an open call!” she replied with wide eyes and a gaping mouth. “They let me practice outside with them when we were all waiting, and then, they just a room come up in this they shared.”
“Why do you like acting so much?” I asked her, after she showed me her room upstairs. We came into the huge living room together.
“Because I can just lose myself in it, I guess,” she smiled at me from the middle of the couch where she sat down. I sat on the big old overstuffed chair on the other side of the coffee table because two of the guys who lived there were already on either end of the couch and it would have been awkward to squeeze in against one of them to side beside Kylie. The two guys were focused on a game they were playing with headphones on.
Above us the ceiling creaked with a certain rhythm that then seemed to speed up. There was music on and the two guys’ headphones were so loud, I could hear their shots through them, too, but behind all that, above our heads, I might have heard breathy cries, though it was hard to tell if it was in the game or not. Kylie seemed to not notice the strange sound up there, even though the cry got pretty just before the creaking stopped.
“So have you got any auditions coming up?” I asked her.
“No!” she grinned with embarrassment. “I’m hardly ready yet. Still practicing, still learning.”
“How are you practicing?” I asked, genuinely interested. Both guys to either side of her twisted their faces toward each other over Kylie’s lap with ominous eyes wide opened at each other, before they both swivelled back to the screen.
“I don’t know,” Kylie shrugged. “Just sort of around here with these guys”
“Oh yeah?” I grinned crookedly at her. “Like here at home?”
“I’m too shy to do it anywhere else yet, you know that,” she said, biting the corner of her lip. She was wearing sky-blue shorts that were folded up at their bottoms and a light and loose white cami top.
“Like up in your room?” I nodded.
She shrugged and puffed a shot of breath out her nose. “Sometimes. Or like just around the house. Different places.” 
“Out here, like?” I said, glancing at the two guys playing their game — Will and Shad, apparently.
The third guy came down and leaned against the arching entrance to the living room dressed only in a long towel tied low over his waist. I thought it was a little odd to be dressed as though the shared space was a guy’s locker room. “The whole house is her stage,” he said, making an elaborate stagey gesture with his sweeping hand, his eyes drawing across the ceiling like it was far away. It was a very high ceiling, but not that high.
Kylie snickered. “I think you just scared him,” she said to him. “That’s Dwayne, by the way,” she said to me, but she didn’t look away from the guy. She looked wary, like she was suddenly nervous. “I think I told you about him,” she squinted, her eyes still on him. His body was built and hairless. He didn’t seem the least concerned about being stripped to his waist as he causally scratched at his huge pecs.
“Does he scare easily?” he said to her over my head like I wasn’t even there.
“Sometimes,” Kylie said to him with large innocent eyes directly up and on his behind me. She shrugged one shoulder. “I don’t know,” she tittered. She twisted her hands together between her thighs where she sat straight up on the couch slightly pushing her chest up and out. “Just showing him around the house, he wanted to know what it’s like here . . . “ she trailed off.
“Just he’s just like you, then,” Dwayne snorted, and he turned and drifted back into the enormous kitchen. “Scaredy cat!” he called out and he laughed.
“You wish!” Kylie shouted and laughed back at him, leaning over to catch him as he left. He wagged his finger at her behind his back and she threw a pillow across the room at him and shrieked. She recoiled with her knees pulled up and her arms in front of her face when he caught it and whipped it back at her much harder.
“That’s they guy who’s your mentor?” I asked her. “The guy you said?”
Dwayne leaned back through the doorway again. “Mentor is it?” he said with a wide sideways grin. “You said that to him?” he snickered.
Kylie’s face immediately went red and she squealed and doubled over at her waist, wrapping her body around the pillow in her lap. “I didn’t say that!” she nearly screamed at him. She sat up and tossed the pillow lightly toward me but I missed it all the same. “That was supposed to be private!” she said quietly to me with flaring eyes.
“You into acting too?” Shad suddenly said, tossing his game controller onto the old chipped-up coffee table and leaning far back into the couch with his headphones pulled around his neck and his leg crossed widely over his other knee. He was in loose and long basketball shorts and a sleeveless t-shirt that hung from his huge shoulders like nearly nothing at all.
“I don’t think so,” I chuckled.
Will also settled his headphones around his neck and stood up and tossed his controller into Kylie’s lap. “You got the look for it, you should think about it,” he said, passing across the room and into the kitchen. “Easy money,” he added, stopping in the archway and tipping his thumb to his lips with a questioning gesture at Kylie and Shad. He was in jeans and a button up shirt that hung untucked and completely open. I didn’t realize no buttons were done up until he rose from the couch. 
Kylie shook her head “No,” but Shad said, “Bring it,” and when Will lifted his chin at me, I shrugged and nodded “Yes” to a beer.
“Okay then, me too!” Kylie suddenly shouted.
“You sure?” Will pointed at her and tilted his head and squinted his eyes at her. “You know what happens . . . “ he said with a crooked grin.
“Get out!” Kylie shrieked and she threw another pillow at the back of his head as he ducked and laughed and went into the kitchen.  “They’re always teasing me like that here,” she shook her head at me with pursed lips pulled to the side of her face. “They’re very unfair to me,” she said to me but loud enough for the two guys in the kitchen to hear.
That’s when Corrie came in. She was also 19 like Kylie, but she was wearing a short shimmering-pink teddy camisole and nothing else. I swallowed and tried not to look. She passed close by my chair and combed her fingers up the back of my head and through my hair.
“Is this him then?” she said to Kylie before padding lightly in her bare feet around the coffee table to drop herself directly against Kylie on the couch.
Kylie twisted sideways and shook her head at Corrie with an exaggerated gape in her mouth and widened eyes. “We could hear you!” she murmured nearly, but not quietly enough, under her breath.
“I didn’t know he was here already,” Corrie groaned back to Kylie through her mouth pulled sideways and she shrugged sheepishly.
“Are you an actor, too?” Corrie said to me as she dropped her arm on Kylie’s bare leg and dug her fingernails into the front of her knee.
“No,” I chuckled and cleared my throat.
Corrie turned to Kylie and their faces were close enough to touch. “He’s nervous like you,” she said, and her eyes darted down to Kylie’s mouth. “I remember your first time here,” she grinned slightly with her eyes widening.
Shad stretched back and turned his face up to the ceiling. He plunged his hand down the front of his loose shorts. “I need to eat me some pussy!” he shouted to no one.
Corrie leaned over Kylie’s lap and slapped him on his stomach. “Don’t be so rude, Shad, Kylie’s boyfriend is here!” She continued to roll over until she laid on her stomach over Kylie’s legs with her ass up toward her face, and she rested her arms crossed over Shad’s bare legs and settled her cheek down sideways on her arm to face me with her light sandy-blonde hair falling over her face and down the front of his legs.
“Maybe he’s one of those guys who likes to watch,” Shad said to the ceiling. His one hand came down on her shimmering satin back that he slipped under her camisole and his other hand plunged into her hair and tugged it.
Her eyes came to settle on mine. “Does he like to watch, Kylie?” she said. She arched her back and pressed her hips up against Kylie’s chest.
“I don’t know, stop it!” Kylie said and she shook her head at me and rolled her eyes with a helpless grin.
Will finally returned with a handful of open beer bottles in his hands. He bent beside me to let me take one from him, before he went to the couch and snaked himself under Corrie’s bare legs up beside Kylie.
“Okay,” he said. “Rog? Roger is it?” he to me.
“I already told you, it’s Roger,” Kylie said quietly to him.
“Give me a woman’s name, Roger,” he said.
“I don’t understand,” I said. Kylie looked over at him and shook her lightly as though to tell him “No.”
“What was your first girlfriend’s name, Roger?” he tried again.
“I don’t know,” I said, “Kim I guess?”
“Okay,” he said. He turned to Kylie. “Hey, Kim-I-Guess,” he said to her, how old are you?”
“Stop it,” she grinned.
“How old?” he repeated.
“She’s 24,” Corrie said and she smiled at me with her face resting on Shad’s lap. Kylie blushed and widened her eyes at me like she was exasperated with them. “And she’s a young mom in some backwoods Texas town,” Corrie giggled.
“Nice one,” Shad said, and I could see, though I wasn’t staring, that his hand had drifted down her back and, still under the shimmering satin, was moving over her ass where it slightly gyrated on Kylie’s lap.
Dwayne returned to stand in the doorway still in nothing but a towel. “What’s the conflict?” he said, pouring a beer back in his throat.
Will turned sideways to lean against the arm of the couch and sneered at Kylie. “The little bitch has been cheating on her dumb fuck husband and she has to distract him and get his mind off it before he up and kills someone.”
Corrie cooed and rolled on Kylie’s and Shad’s laps until she faced up to Shad’s chin from below. “Nice one — can you handle it?” she said, biting lightly on the tip of her tongue. She reached inside the loose leg of his shorts and I saw, for a second, what appeared to be the head of his cock that she played with in her hand, before Will yanked on her ankles and dragged her body back roughly over Kylie’s lap.
“That one’s for Kim,” he said, “you fucking slut.” Corrie squealed and everybody chuckled.
“You are, a little bit, though,” Dwayne said from the doorway. “Aren’t you baby,” he grinned and winked.
“Like you don’t love it,” Corrie said to him standing behind me. She pulled herself up to sit between Will’s spread open and pulled up knees, leaning herself gently back against his chest and pulling her hair around her neck and over her shoulder to let if fall over her chest. “Can you see?” she said softly up to him over and behind her head. He wrapped his arms around her body and I couldn’t help notice that she didn’t seem to mind that his palms cupped her breasts. She wasn’t wearing anything under her teddy. Her pokes of her nipples were visible before his hand covered her there.
The lights in the two floor lamps suddenly dimmed and I spun around to notice that Dwayne was twisting a dimmer switch in the wall. “It helps them get into character,” he said to me as if I was asking.
Shad inhaled sharply and puffed his cheeks out as he exhaled with force and he stretched his arms out in front of himself and shook them like flags before he slapped himself in the face.
“Are you okay with this?” Kylie said softly to me with her face cast down and her eyes up under her hair that had fallen down over her face.
“Okay with what?” I said.
“You told him, right?” Dwayne said to Kylie.
“Yeah!” Kylie replied, but I was confused about what it was she supposedly told me. All she ever said was that she lived with actors in a shared house and that they mentored her and got her little roles on movie sets they were working on. “We practice all the time. It’s like living your art, not just talking about it like some workshop.”
“What do you mean practicing?” I said.
“It’s just acting,” she shook her head at me. “It’s not real, don’t worry.”
“What’s not real?” I said.
“You know!” she blushed.
That was all she ever told me about her house. Just “You know.” That was it.
Suddenly Shad shouted. “Bitch!” And he exhaled sharply again with his bottom jaw jutting out and his lips curled tight to his teeth. He huffed breath like he was about to explode and his face turned red. “I swear to god!” His fists curled in his lap. I, for one, was shaken and I shivered in my body.
Kylie shrugged at me.
“Go girl,” Dwayne said, sitting down on the arm of my chair. “That’s your cue.” The slit of his towel fell open along his thigh that was bare and nearly touching my arm, if I didn’t slightly shift away. “Camera’s rolling,” he said, as he brought his phone sideways up to his face.
“It’s just a little improve exercise we do,” Kylie said to me half pushing up. “Kind of a warm up,” she said. “It’s to get over all the inhibitions,” she shrugged.
Corrie lifted her leg and pushed the sole of her foot into Kylie’s thigh until she had to stand up. “Go,” she said to her. “You have to do it. Your turn, slut!” she grinned.
“My turn,” she said to me twisting around to see me over her shoulder. “But you can just watch, okay?”
I looked at Shad who was still fuming at something and then to Will who calmly, casually, rubbed Corrie’s breasts with his hand now under her teddy, and then to Corrie who equally casually dropped her arms behind her back down to where his crotch was.
“I think she’s going to be a good little actor tonight,” Dwayne said quietly down to me. “So fucking hot too,” he grinned. “What are you feeling, Kim?” he said louder to her across the room. 
She turned to Dwayne. “Scared? He might have found out?” She looked back down at Shad and inhaled, held her breath, and let it out slowly. She shook her arms that hung at her sides in the same way that Shad earlier had.
“Scared as fuck,” Dwayne said.
Kylie looked down at Shad. “Baby?” she said in a tiny, high-pitched and breathy voice. I twisted my face back to her and pressed my back harder into the back of my chair. She definitely had a sudden Texas twang to her voice. Her expression seemed to transform.
“Are you fucking him?” Shad said to Kylie. His eyes narrowed and his chest rose and fell with deep and fast breath.
“I don’t even know who you mean,” she said. She stepped toward him and nudged her knees against his until his knees spread. Her hand hung down at her side and she let her fingernails touch and brush over the top of his thigh. “Why don’t we just . . . “ she said and she tittered looking down at him.
“I’ll fucking kill him,” Shad said.
“You have to distract him, remember?” Dwayne said to Kylie over my shoulder. “Can’t let him go out and kill a man, right?”
Kylie twisted around to face Dwayne and listened to him carefully. “Okay,” she said to him and she glanced at me and grinned and puffed a shot of breath out her nose. She turned back toward Shad below her. “We didn’t do anything, baby,” Kylie said to him, and she picked up one leg and then the other to place her knees on the couch outside his legs where he slumped deeply on the cushion. “Why don’t you just let me . . . “ she paused and she bit her lip with a grin and began to tug at the waist of his shorts.
“I swear to fucking god, I’ll snap his fucking neck!” he said.
Kylie twisted around again. “Should I . . . “ she began, looking to Dwayne for direction.
“What do you think Kim would do? That’s her husband, she’s been fucking the neighbour, and he’s about to find out. What would Kim do?”
“Suck him off!” Corrie shouted and she laughed.
Will pulled his hand out from inside her top and lightly slapped her face. “Shut up you, or you’re next,” he said quietly to her.
“You wish,” she said to him still looking down the couch at Kylie and Shad. I could tell she squeezed his cock behind her back because he contorted and yelped and laughed, and she smirked.
Kylie sat on Shad’s lap and pressed her hands down into the tops of his thighs. She twisted around to face me. “Are you sure you want to stay? You can go, if you like,” she shrugged at me.
Shad tugged at the bottom of her cami top and while she continued to stare across the room at me, he lifted it up and over her head. She let him — she raised her arms up for him. She was wearing a white satin bra beneath.
“Do you want to go?” she repeated. He gripped her breasts hard enough in his hands that she shuddered, but she kept staring at me. “I don’t mind if you need to go now,” she said, but her breath was short and catching.
“I don’t know what’s going on,” I said.
“You ever been to improv theatre?” Will shouted over the room at me. I just frowned at him with incomprehension.
“Whatever anyone shouts out, you can’t say ‘No,’ you have to do it,” Dwayne murmured to me.
“She can say ‘No,’” Corrie scoffed.  She turned toward me and shook her head with a grin. “The girls get to say ‘No’ if they want, just the boys can’t.”
“You mean the real actors can’t say ‘No,’ but the students get to,” Will said.
Corrie spun around and pushed herself up until she was sitting in his lap and she let her knees spread down around his hips. “You’re such a shit,” she said to him with a grin and she leaned against his chest and twisted her face to look at Kylie and Shad over her shoulder. She chuckled and her arms were busy between their bodies.
“They have to practice not saying ‘No,’ that’s what their training is all about, right?” Dwayne said to me softly over my shoulder. “You going to be okay with that, big guy?”
I looked back at Kylie who sat in Shad’s lap twisted around looking at me and she shrugged. “I have to learn, right?” she said. Still twisted around toward me, still with her big, soft eyes on my eyes, she let her body slide down between Shad’s legs until her knees came to the floor in front of him on the couch. “Just a little, okay?” she said to me. “I have to get good,” she said. “It’s just acting, okay?”  she said. She turned back toward Shad and twisted her lips together trying to squelch a grin. Her fingers wrapped around his waist before they slipped under the band of his shorts and she pulled on them.
Shad stretched his arms out along the back of the couch as he planked his body and raised his hips and Will grinned from the other end of the couch and reached over to slide his hand palm-down over Shad’s palm.
“You guys are such pigs,” Corrie said in a murmur. She had slipped off his lap sideways, and though it was dim, I thought I could see, over her bare hip, her hand wrapped around his cock, but I wasn’t sure.
“Slut,” Dwayne said to her from behind me.
She didn’t look at him but she chuckled. “Fuck off,” she said. “You weren’t complaining half an hour ago.”
Kylie squared up to Shad as she tugged his shorts down his thighs and over his knees. He lifted his feet one at a time from beside her hips to let her take his shorts completely off.
“Underwear too,” Dwayne said.
“She knows,” Corrie barked at him. “Right Roger?” she tittered at me. She was definitely jerking Will off right in front of everyone.
Kylie looked over her shoulder at me. “Okay?” she said. Her fingers had hooked into the waistband of his underwear and she began to pull them down, too.
I wanted to leave, but Kylie lived there — would I leave her there with them? But she had been living there for three months — whatever was going on, it had been going on probably the whole time. Would I leave and insist she come with me? I don’t think she would have. And for what purpose? She’d only go back. She lived there.
“It’s good for her development that you’re here,” Dwayne said quietly to me. “She has to get over the self-consciousness.” He tapped my shoulder. “You good there?”
Shad was looking at me, Corrie and Will stopped moving and they both stared at me, Dwayne was looking down at me, and even Kylie kept looking over her shoulder at me. I squeezed both arms of the chair and sank down further into it.
“Are you sure you want to stay and watch?”Kylie said softly. Her shorts had fallen from her hips and had bunched around her knees where she knelt on the floor. She remained only in her bra and panties.
I swallowed and my heart rate went through the roof. I said nothing and Kylie began to pull Shad’s underwear down his legs, still staring at me. Everyone continued staring at me, even as his schlong sprang up semi-erect into the back of her head. Her eyes narrowed and I could see in his lap her little hand return to his groin and wrap around his cock. She glanced behind me to Dwayne and gave him a tiny nod before she turned her face away from me and back to Shad, pulling her eyes into their corners as far as they could go before she broke contact with my eyes.
Shad’s hands dragged down the sides of her head like he was patting down her hair, before they travelled  out over her shoulders to slide her bra straps off. The tiny white ribbons fell slackened down her biceps. Her back swayed and her head ducked forward into his lap. She shook one arm and then the other until her bra fell from the front of her body and hung from her hips. Her shoulders, bare, perfectly round, and shiny, poked up and her head dropped down.
Shad looked over the top of my girlfriend’s bobbing head and shoulders and gave me a thumbs up. “Fucking rights, buddy,” he said to me. “She’s blowing me right in front of you.” He turned to Will down the other end of the couch. “Right in front of the dude, right?” he said chuckling.
“Don’t be a pig,” Corrie said softly glaring at him but she also grinned. She looked at me as Will lifted her shoulder straps down her arms. Her camisole crumpled around her waist and her back was bare, facing me. “You don’t mind, right?” she said to me.
I tried to push myself up but Dwayne pressed my shoulders back down. “Just experience it, man,” he said. “Don’t fight it.”
Kylie chuckled and snorted as she pulled herself up and stood with her back to me as she bent at the waist, hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, and pushed them down to her knees. She wriggled her legs until they fell to the floor and she delicately stepped out of them. She crawled up into his lap and sat on his thighs, draping her arms around his neck. All she had on was her bra, twisted and loose around her waist. Will said something in her ear and she scrunched her body down against his and pressed her face into his neck. I could hear her squeal against him and say, “No,” but also laugh.
“So fucking hot,” Corrie said, twisting around in Will’s lap to watch Kylie play and tease Shad in his lap.
Kylie laughed nervously and and buried her face harder into Shad’s neck. He ran his hands down her bare back and tickled her sides and she squirmed and shrieked and twisted and laughed. Shad scooped his hands under her ass and lifted her up. She squealed and hung on to his neck, but when he lowered her again, his cock was under her abdomen. I could see from behind the head of his cock press against the lips of her pussy and I could hear her moan and gasp as he let her weight go and as her body lowered onto his, and as his cock disappeared inside her glistening, folding lips.
“Look,” Corrie said to Will and Dwayne. “He’s just sitting there watching him fuck his girlfriend.”
“I told you,” Dwayne said.
“Isn’t he going to do anything?” she said, biting and nibbling at Will’s neck.
“I get her next,” Will said, and he sneered.
Corrie snapped up and buried his mouth with hers. When she pulled her face away, she said, “I thought you were going to do me tonight.” She pouted with exaggeration.
“Didn’t I wake up with you in my bed this morning already?” he said with an equally exaggerated frown.
“No, silly, that was Kylie.” She kissed him hard again. “I was in Shad’s bed last night,” she giggled.
Dwayne cleared his throat and I looked at him and he brushed his hand at his throat in a gesture to make them shut up.
Corrie tittered and wriggled in Will’s lap. “I forgot he was still here,” she laughed.
“Hey buddy,” Will said over the top of Corrie’s head. “You’re not staying over, are you?”
I heard a loud cry and I looked as though dazed down the couch and finally over to the other side. Kylie was riding Shad fast and hard. Her head fell back and her face grimaced up to the ceiling almost upside down. “Fuck!” she cried again almost without breath. Finally she inhaled and held her breath a moment before she shook all over, moaned loudly, and began to laugh. She hid her face in Shad’s neck and her body jiggled with stifled laughter.
“Go stick your cock in her mouth,” Dwayne said, pushing my shoulder up. “She likes it.”
I was unable to move or talk.
He still held the camera in front of his face even as he stepped around in front of me and moved the camera down. “Here, you do this then,” he said, smoothly handing it off to me. I took it from him and looked through the back. What else was I supposed to do?
Through the camera I watched as  Dwayne entered the field of view. On one end of the couch, Corrie, with her camisole twisted around her waist, rode in Will’s lap reverse style, watching the other end of the couch, her round ass bounding up and down and slapping against his lap hard. Will’s hands squeezed and fondled her breasts that hung down forward from her chest.
Down the other end of the couch, my girlfriend Kylie squirmed and writhed in Shad’s lap, recovering from her orgasm but still tittering and moaning, and still fucking him. Dwayne had dropped his towel and was completely naked when he appeared behind the couch. He hefted his cock in his hand and pushed the head of it at the side of Kylie’s face. Without looking, without being alarmed or even surprised, she turned her face and chased his cock with her open, yearning mouth until he jutted his hips and buried it between her lips.
Kylie moaned with muffled cries as Dwayne fucked her face and her body was jolted from below as Shad rammed his hips up into her from below. Corrie reared up and stretched her body all the way back to clasp the back of Will’s head behind her shoulders and she pulled at his hair and bounced in his lap and cried out.
“Keep it rolling,” Dwayne shouted at me from the behind the couch. I could hear my girlfriend moan and I could see the back of her head jolt with each of his thrusts into her mouth. Shad slapped her ass so hard I could see the red imprint of his hand after and it seemed to make her ride on him faster.
Suddenly Corrie yelped and she leapt up and spun around. She tried to throw her mouth around Will’s cock but she wasn’t  quick enough before wads of his cum sprayed her face. She laughed and screamed at the same time and buried her mouth over his cock to catch the rest of him.
I could barely breathe. I heard Kylie cry out in a muffled tone and then I saw cum gush from the corners of her mouth before Dwayne pulled out of her lips and jerked his cock at her smiling face. He got it all over her tits, too, and she laughed languidly and used her fingertips to rub him into her nipples like it was lotion.
Shad started to bounce her high in his lap, but when Kylie yelped, Dwayne pressed her shoulders down and Shad gripped her hard by the ass. She yelped and laughed and squirmed until I could see cum gush from her pussy.
She climbed off and staggered warily and bent over to gain her balance with her hand on the coffee table. She wiped her arm over her mouth and cupped her hand under her pussy where cum ran out through her fingers in stringy gobs. “You bastards!” she laughed, and she padded on her toes and went upstairs.
In minutes everyone but me had left the living room. I could have gone, but I was too bewildered to move. After a while, Kylie had come back down wearing panties and a long sleeveless t-shirt.
“Want to play a little?” she said, handing me one of the game controllers. We sat on the couch together, her with her knees up to her chest and her heels on the edge, laughing and screaming as we chased each other and shot away like maniacs. She leaned over to kiss me and she smiled.
About an hour later, Dwayne came into the kitchen. He and Kylie made some kind of hand signals to each other and they both laughed before he went back upstairs. A few minutes later, Kylie turned to me and said, “I’ll be back down in a bit, okay? Don’t finish the game without me!”
“Where are you going?” I said.
“Just have to do something,” she said, hopping over my outstretched legs and half turning to wave at me as she skipped out of the living room.
I paused the game a few minutes later because I heard a funny sound. It was above me — repetitive creaking that stopped and started and sped up and slowed down. It finally stopped, and Kylie came back down a few minutes later.
“All done?”
“Uh-huh,” she said, and she held my face in her hands and kissed my nose. “Ready to play again?” she said with a grin and she picked up her controller.
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