
        
            
                
            
        

    
My Girlfriend Went With My Roommate

A stolen girlfriend story

Evan Slate

PMI


Copyright © 2026 Evan Slate

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.






















Sasha curled into my side on the couch, her legs tucked under her, one hand resting on my thigh. The apartment smelled like the pizza we'd demolished an hour ago. The TV glowed with the pre-game show, announcers talking about the Raptors' chances against the visiting team.

My roommate Trey sprawled in the easy chair across from us, his long legs stretched out the way they always did. He'd been living with me for three months now. Sasha still seemed nervous around him.

I hoped they’d enjoy each other’s company more. I encouraged her to relax more around him.

The game started and I settled into it. By the end of the first quarter, I was genuinely invested in the action. Sasha leaned against me, her attention drifting to her phone the way it always did during games. She'd never been interested in basketball, but she liked sitting with me while I watched.

Around the middle of the second quarter, during a timeout, Trey shifted in his chair and stretched his legs out even further. He looked over at Sasha for a moment, then back at the screen.

“Hey Sasha, how come you never come sit over here with me for a change?” he said. He patted the spot next to him on the chair.

Sasha hesitated. I felt her shift against me, like she was considering it.

"She's probably fine," I said.

Trey glanced at me and shrugged, then returned his attention to the game.

Sasha stayed where she was for about thirty more seconds. But then she slowly pushed herself up from my side and walked over to his chair. She perched on his armrest, still maintaining some distance, still not quite sitting on the chair itself. Trey extended his arm along the back of the chair, his hand resting just inches from her shoulder. She looked at me with a challenging expression but I said nothing.

The game resumed. I tried to focus on the screen, but I was too aware of her sitting there, the proximity. After a few minutes, she adjusted her position, crossing her legs, and her shoulder brushed against his arm.

By halftime, she was no longer on the armrest but actually in the chair now. Trey kept his arm over the back of the chair, relaxed and easy. He offered her some pizza from the table.

The second half started. The game tightened, and I got drawn back in. With about five minutes left in the third quarter, there was a crucial play, a fast break that could have gone either way. Trey leaned forward, caught up in the moment too, and as he did, his arm came down from the back of the chair. His hand landed on my girlfriend’s thigh just above the knee.

Sasha went completely still. Her body just froze and her hand tightened around the pizza slice she was holding.

"Come on," Trey muttered at the screen, his hand still on her leg. A few seconds passed and then he withdrew it, settling back into his original position like nothing happened.

But something had. Sasha's breathing was faster. I could see the rise and fall of her chest, and the way her body moved as she set down the pizza.

The rest of the game played out with a strange kind of tension. Trey's hand didn't return to her thigh, he kept it on the armrest, relaxed and casual. But Sasha was hyperaware of it now. I could see her watching his hand out of the corner of her eye, waiting for it.

With two minutes left in the fourth quarter, the Raptors hit a crucial three-pointer. The announcers got excited, the crowd roared, and Trey jumped up in that involuntary way people do when something goes right. Sasha stood too, caught up in the moment. When they both settled back down, Trey's arm went around her shoulders. It was a celebratory gesture, the kind of thing that wouldn't seem strange to anyone watching. But his arm stayed there as they sat, and she leaned into it.

Then his hand moved down from her shoulder and settled on her waist. His fingers spread across the fabric of her shirt. He pulled her closer, and she didn't resist. Her own arm came up and her hand rested on his thigh, not moving, but resting there.

The game ended a few possessions later and the Raptors closed out the win. When everyone stood up to stretch, Sasha quickly moved her hand away from his thigh.

Later, when we got into bed, she was restless. She curled against me the way she usually did, but her body was tense, her breathing not quite settled. I asked her if she was okay. She said she was just tired. But she wasn't asleep for a long time. I could feel her lying there, awake, her mind somewhere else entirely.

The next evening, Sasha texted that she'd come over straight from work. When she arrived, Trey was in the kitchen making pasta. I heard her set her bag down by the door, heard her move into the kitchen, heard her voice change when she greeted him, lighter, more engage.

"You're just in time," Trey said. "Help me with this?"

I stayed on the couch not really watching the TV. From where I was sitting, I could see into the kitchen. Sasha moved to the counter beside Trey and he handed her a cutting board and a knife.

They worked together in the kitchen, moving around each other with this easy rhythm, close enough that sometimes their arms would brush as they reached for things. Trey worked on the sauce while she chopped vegetables. After a while, he stepped behind her.

"You're so tense," he said, and without waiting for a response, he placed his hands on her shoulders.

Sasha made a small sound, but she didn't pull away. He squeezed her gently, working her tension out with his thumbs, his fingers pressing into the muscle of her shoulders. She tilted her head forward, giving him better access, and I watched her exhale, watched her shoulders drop as the tension released under his hands.

His mouth was close to her ear when he spoke. "Better?"

She nodded, not using her voice.

He kept his hands on her for several seconds, his thumbs making slow circles on her shoulders, working down toward her shoulder blades. Then he stepped back and returned to his cooking. She stood there at the cutting board for a moment, her breathing elevated, before she resumed chopping vegetables.

When we sat down to eat, Sasha kept glancing at Trey when she thought I wasn't paying attention. Her movements were more careful around him, more deliberate. I watched her fork lift to her mouth, watched her swallow, watched the way her eyes tracked him across the table. She was infected with something, I could tell.

Three days later, Sasha came over for another game night. The Raptors were playing again, and I'd mentioned it casually. She'd shown up an hour before tipoff with beers and snacks, which was becoming routine now.

She sat next to me on the couch, tucking her legs underneath her, but her attention seemed divided.

Trey came out of his room dressed in a t-shirt and jeans. He looked directly at Sasha and smiled, then settled into his chair.

The game started and for the first quarter, everything was normal. But around the middle of the second quarter, Trey got up to get more beer. He came back and as he passed behind the couch, his hand briefly grazed over Sasha's shoulder. The contact lasted just long enough to register. She didn't react outwardly, but I saw her spine straighten. Her breathing changed.

He sat back in his chair and didn't look at her again for the rest of the half.

At halftime, during the commercials, Sasha stood up and said she was going to use the bathroom. I watched her walk past Trey's chair. His eyes followed her as she moved through the room, tracking the movement of her body.

By the fourth quarter, the game was close enough to be genuinely engaging. With about six minutes left, Trey leaned forward suddenly, invested in a crucial possession. He called out something about defense, his focus entirely on the screen. But when the play ended, he stood up and stretched, his back arching, his arms extending above his head. Then he walked over to the couch. Without saying anything, he sat down right next to Sasha close enough that their legs were touching.

"Better angle from here," he said, his eyes still on the screen.

Sasha went very still. I could see her chest rising and falling. The color in her cheeks deepened. Her hands were folded in her lap stiffly.

The game continued, Trey’s presence suddenly enormous. He was so close to her that his arm could brush hers if either of them moved. He didn't touch her, but he didn't move away either. The space between them crackled.

With about ninety seconds left in the game, a critical play came and the Raptors' star player drove to the basket and drew a foul. The crowd on the TV went wild. Trey reacted instinctively, his arm coming up and his hand landed directly on Sasha's knee. He kept it there while the free throw was being shot, his fingers squeezing her just above the hem of her shorts.

She didn't move his hand. She didn't tell him to stop. And her breathing had definitely changed. I could see her jaw tighten, could see the way her thighs pressed together at the contact.

The free throw went in. The game tightened further. Trey's hand remained on her knee, completely casual. His thumb started moving on her in a small circular motion against her skin. Her thigh muscle tensed beneath his palm.

With thirty seconds left, one of the opposing team's players hit a three to tie the game. Everyone was focused on the screen. Everyone except me, because I was watching Trey's hand on my girlfriend's knee, and the way she was holding herself perfectly still, and the small movement of her chest that suggested she wasn't breathing normally.

The Raptors didn't manage to answer in time. The game went to overtime. During the break, Trey finally withdrew his hand, but only to stretch. When he settled back, he immediately put it back on her knee. This time, his thumb moved more deliberately, making slow circles against her skin.

Sasha's fingers seemed to grip the edge of the couch cushion so hard her knuckles went white.

The overtime period started and the game became even more intense. Neither team was making good decisions, but the play was desperate and close. Trey's hand stayed on Sasha's knee the entire time, his thumb continuing that same small movement every few seconds. But now his fingers were moving too. Slow, deliberate strokes against her skin, like he was exploring the muscle of her thigh through light circular motions.

About halfway through the overtime period, his fingers slid higher on her thigh, maybe three inches above the knee now. His thumb was still moving and his other fingers were starting to move too, in these long strokes that traveled from her knee toward her hip and back again.

Sasha's breathing had become shallow. I watched her swallow hard. Her hand tightened even more on the cushion, her knuckles going white. Her other hand moved to her own thigh and I could see her fingers digging into the fabric of her shorts like she was trying to hold herself together.

The Raptors hit a crucial three-pointer with about a minute left. It was a good shot, a big moment. Everyone's attention should have swung back to the screen. But Trey's hand didn't move from her thigh. If anything, his movements became more confident. His fingers traced higher, almost to the leg opening of her shorts, and then back down, in these slow, measured strokes that made her hips shift.

She was pressing her legs together now, trying to contain something, but it only seemed to intensify whatever she was feeling. Her chest was heaving. A soft sound escaped her throat, something between a whimper and a sigh, and she quickly covered it with a cough, as if that would explain away the noise.

Trey didn't look at her. He kept his eyes on the game, his hand continuing its exploration of her thigh, his thumb pressing deeper into the muscle now. The intimacy of it was staggering. The casualness of it shocking while the game played around us. The fact that he was touching her in this nearly sexual way while I sat there watching and doing nothing was galling to me.

With thirty seconds left, the opposing team fouled deliberately. The Raptors were going to win as long as they made their free throws. Trey finally withdrew his hand, sat back, his attention returning fully to the screen like nothing was going on.

The Raptors made their free throws. The game ended. Trey stood up to celebrate, and when he sat back down, he was back in his chair. The moment was over.

Sasha sat on the couch exactly where she was, not moving. Her legs were still tucked under her, but her body was rigid now. Her eyes were fixed on the TV screen, but I wasn't sure she was actually seeing anything. Her breathing was still elevated, and there was a faint flush that covered not just her face but her neck and the exposed skin of her shoulders.

"Good game," Trey said, looking between us.

I nodded.

Sasha didn't say anything. She couldn't seem to speak.

Trey got up and headed to the kitchen to get more beer. The second he was out of the room, Sasha finally moved. She uncrossed her legs and stretched them out in front of her. Her hand came up and pressed against her own thigh, stroking upward in this unconscious mirror of what Trey had just done to her.

She didn't look at me.

When Trey came back, he settled into his chair like always. The rest of the evening proceeded with that same strange tension, this electric awareness that we all seemed to be carrying.

Around eleven, Sasha said she should head home. She gathered her things, moving carefully, like her body didn't quite feel like her own. Trey walked her to the door in that casual way he'd started doing. I heard him say something that made her laugh. The sound of it made my stomach tighten.

After she left, I sat on the couch for a long time without moving. The TV was still on, showing some late-night show that I wasn't watching. Trey came back from seeing her out and settled into his chair like it had been any other evening.

"Good game," he said.

"Yeah," I said.

He picked up his beer and took a long drink. He looked completely relaxed, like nothing significant had occurred, like his hand hadn't just spent the entire fourth quarter and overtime on my girlfriend's thigh, with her not moving it away, with her pressing her legs together around his touch like she was trying to hold the sensation inside her body.

I didn't say anything about it and neither did he.

He finished his beer and headed to his room around midnight. I stayed on the couch longer, trying to process what I'd watched happen. Eventually, I got into bed. Sasha texted me good night from her apartment and that was all.

The next morning, she texted asking if I wanted to grab lunch. I said yes. When we met up, she was different, more careful around me, more attentive. She held my hand as we walked. She asked about my day. She seemed almost guilty, except she wasn't apologizing for anything specific.

"Everything okay?" I asked at one point.

"Yeah," she said. "Why?"

"You just seem different."

"I'm fine," she said, and she squeezed my hand. “Maybe a bit tired."

She wasn't tired, but I didn't push it.

That evening, she texted asking if Trey would be around this weekend and if maybe we could all do something together.

I told her I'd check with him. But I already knew what his answer would be. He'd want her here. He'd want her around. And now that she knew what his hand on her thigh felt like, now that she'd felt what it was like to have him touch her while I was sitting right there, I wasn't sure she could stay away even if she wanted to.

The weekend came around. Sasha arrived Friday evening with an overnight bag. But there was something different about how she moved through the apartment, the way her eyes tracked Trey when he emerged from his room.

I ordered food and we ate together at the table. Sasha sat across from Trey and I noticed she'd changed her shirt at some point. It was something she didn't usually wear, more fitted, showing more of her body. She kept tucking her hair behind her ear as she ate, exposing her neck in a way that seemed almost deliberate.

Trey noticed. Something in his expression shifted. The acknowledgment was enough.

After dinner, we moved to the living room. There wasn't a game on, so Trey put on some movie none of us cared about. I settled onto the couch. Sasha hesitated for a moment, then instead of sitting next to me, she sat in the middle of the couch, closer to where Trey would normally sit.

He took his usual chair, but his full attention was on her now.

About twenty minutes into the movie, Sasha got up to use the bathroom. When she came back, she didn't return to the middle of the couch. She came back and sat directly next to Trey's chair, close enough that if he reached over, he could touch her.

And he did reach over.

His arm came up and rested along the back of the chair and his hand hung in the space behind her neck, not quite touching but close enough that she could feel the proximity. The warmth of him. The presence of him.

She was breathing through her mouth now with small, shallow breaths.

The movie continued. Nobody was actually watching it anymore. Trey's arm stayed where it was, his fingers dangling just behind her ear. I saw her reach up with one hand and tuck her hair more firmly behind her ear, like she was giving him better access to her neck, even though he wasn't touching her.

Then, with no preamble, his hand lowered. His fingers brushed the side of her neck, just barely making contact with her skin. A testing touch that didn't move away.

His hand settled fully on her neck now, his palm warm against her skin, his thumb resting against the curve where her jaw met her neck. He kept his eyes on the screen, but his other hand came down from the armrest and he rested it on her thigh, his fingers spreading across the fabric of her pants.

Sasha's entire body had gone rigid. But not in a way that suggested she wanted him to stop. More in a way that suggested she was holding herself together through sheer force of will.

Trey's thumb moved on her neck, stroking upward toward her ear. His fingers on her thigh pressed into the muscle. Neither touch was aggressive, but both were clearly intentional. His thumb traced the line of her jaw. His fingers flexed against her thigh, and she felt it all the way through her body I could tell.

She turned her head, and their faces moved closer. Not kissing close, but close enough that she could feel his breath. Her eyes were closed now.

This went on for several minutes. Trey's hands stayed exactly where they were, his thumb tracing the line of her jaw, his fingers flexing against her thigh. Sasha's breathing remained shallow and uneven. Her hands had curled into fists in her lap.

Then she opened her eyes. She turned to look at him directly, and the intensity in her gaze was something I'd never seen before. Her pupils were dilated. Her lips were parted.

Trey looked back at her, and something passed between them. An understanding? A question that didn't need to be asked because the answer was already written on her face?

He headed to his room. "Good night," he said as he passed.

Sasha was already in bed, seemingly asleep. I got in next to her, and she stirred but didn't fully wake. She was warm, and she smelled faintly like Trey's cologne mixed with the musk of sex.

Saturday morning, they were both in the kitchen when I woke up. Sasha was making pancakes and Trey was sitting at the table, coffee in hand, watching her move around the space.

She was wearing my t-shirt and nothing else, as far as I could tell. Her legs were bare. Her hair was still messy from sleep or sex or both. The t-shirt came down to mid-thigh, and every time she reached up to flip a pancake, I could see the soft curve of her ass where the fabric rode up.

Trey was watching that too.

"Morning," she said when she saw me, and she smiled. Her smile was different now.

I nodded and headed straight to the coffee maker without saying anything.

"You okay?" she asked.

"Yeah. Why?"

"You seem quiet."

"Just tired?” I said.

We ate breakfast together, the three of us. Sasha sat between me and Trey at the table. Her foot brushed against mine under the table and the touch made me flinch. Then I saw it brush against Trey's, and it stayed there. She kept it there throughout breakfast, her bare foot pressed against his under the table while she ate and made small talk.

After breakfast, Trey said he was going to the gym. Sasha said she'd go along. They left together around eleven, and I was alone in the apartment.

I sat on the couch and stared at the wall and couldn't stop thinking about the two of them at the gym together, her in workout clothes, he watching her body move, his hands spotting her on the bench press, the two of them in the locker room. The possibility of him fucking her in the shower.

They came back around two. Sasha went straight to the shower. While she was in there, Trey came into the living room and settled into his chair. He picked up his phone and scrolled through something, completely at ease.

"So," he said without looking up. "She's something else, huh?"

I didn't answer.

"I mean, I knew she had it in her," he continued. "But she's really something when she lets herself go.”

I still said nothing.

He glanced over at me with an expression that could have been sympathy or amusement or both. "You good?" he asked.

“I’m fine," I said.

He nodded like that was all he needed to know, and went back to his phone.

Sasha emerged from the shower a few minutes later, wrapped in a towel. She came into the living room and for a moment, she was just standing there in front of both of us in that towel. Her shoulders were bare. Her legs were bare. Her skin was still damp and I could see marks on her neck as though someone had been kissing her or biting her.

She noticed me noticing. She reached up and touched her neck with her fingertips, almost self-consciously, but there was no actual shame in the gesture. Just acknowledgment.

"I'm going to get dressed," she said, but she wasn't moving yet. She remained standing there, Trey was looking at her, me looking at her, and she was looking at both of us.

Then she turned and went back to my bedroom.

That evening, we ordered in again.  Sasha sat across from Trey again. She was wearing different clothes now, shorts and a tank top. She'd braided her hair, and it hung over one shoulder.

During dinner, Trey's foot found hers under the table. This time, she didn't move away. His bare foot traced along her ankle, and she kept eating like nothing was happening, but her hand tightened around her fork. Her breathing became shallower.

He moved his foot higher, stroking along her calf, and I watched her pupils dilate. She set down her fork and reached for her water glass.

"You okay?" I asked.

"Fine," she said, but her voice was strained. "Just hot."

Trey smiled and continued eating like nothing was happening, but his foot was still moving against her leg under the table with long, slow strokes that went from her ankle all the way up to her knee and back down again.

After dinner, we moved back to the living room. There was another game on, but nobody was interested. Sasha sat on the couch and Trey sat right next to her. I sat in his chair.

"You don't mind if I sit here?" he asked, not really asking.

I said nothing.

He settled in next to her, and after a few minutes, his arm came up around her shoulders. She leaned into it without hesitation. They sat like that, like they were the couple, while the game played on the screen that neither of them was watching.

His hand moved down from her shoulder and settled on her waist, and then it drifted lower, to her hip, and then his fingers were brushing the bare skin just above the waistband of her shorts. She stayed absolutely still, but her breathing became quicker, more shallow.

His fingers traced along that bare line of skin, moving from her hip toward her stomach. She was clenching her teeth now, I could see the tension in her jaw. His hand slipped under the waistband of her shorts, just barely, but enough that his fingers were on skin that was definitely meant to be covered.

She didn't stop him.

The game continued in the background. The announcer was yelling about a play. Trey's hand was exploring under her shorts now and Sasha was holding herself rigid, like if she moved at all, she might break.

Then she did move. She turned, and suddenly they were kissing. His hand came out from under her shorts and came up to her face, holding her chin while they kissed. She wrapped her hands over his shoulders and she was pulling him closer, and the kiss went deep and intense and was completely unambiguous.

I watched this out the corner of my eyes unsure what to do.

His hand returned to her thigh and slipped under her shorts now, his fingers moving against the thin fabric of her underwear, I could tell. She made a sound against his mouth, a whimper, and pressed herself against his hand.

When they broke apart, she was breathing hard. There was this look on her face like she couldn't quite believe what she'd just done, but also like she wanted to do it again immediately.

Trey looked over at me while Sasha was still pressed against his side. He didn't say anything. He just looked, but in that look was everything, the acknowledgment of what was happening, the reminder that I was still here, still watching, still doing nothing.

He returned his attention to her and kissed her again, softer this time, almost tender. His hand continued moving under her shorts. I could see his fingers moving against the fabric of her underwear, could see the way her hips were responding to his touch with small thrusts forward, seeking more pressure.

“Hey I need to show you something," he said, his mouth close to her ear.

She nodded without hesitation, her eyes half-closed.

He stood and took her hand, and she stood with him. He led her toward the hallway and toward the bathroom.

I sat in the chair and listened.

I heard the bathroom door open and the light click on. Then nothing for a few seconds. Then I heard her gasp, a sharp sound that suggested surprise.

I got up and moved to the hallway. The bathroom door wasn't quite closed. There was a crack, just enough to see in.

Trey had her bent over the sink. Her shorts were around her ankles. Her underwear was pushed to the side. His cock was inside her and he was moving slowly, watching her face in the mirror.

She was gripping the edge of the sink, her knuckles white. Her breasts were spilling out of her tank top where he'd pulled it down. Her face was flushed, her mouth open.

He had one hand on her hip, holding her in place and the other was wrapped around her throat. His hips were moving in slow, deep thrusts that made her entire body shift forward with each stroke.

In the mirror, I could see her eyes meeting his. She was looking at him while he fucked her, completely focused on him, completely absorbed in the sensation of him.

"You like that?" he asked, and his voice was calm, like he was just making conversation.

She gasped and nodded.

He increased his pace. His hand on her throat tightened enough that her eyes widened, enough that her breathing became strained. His other hand on her hip pulled her back harder against him.

I could see the moment, the way her breathing became more ragged, the way her whole body was tensing, the small sounds she was making, gasps and moans and whispered words.

Her entire body went rigid, and she made a high sound, a cry that was half pleasure, half desperation. He continued moving, driving her through it, his hand on her throat keeping her head back while her body shook.

When it was over, she collapsed forward against the sink. He stayed inside her for a moment longer, then pulled out. He stepped back and pulled his shorts up, completely unbothered.

She remained bent over the sink, breathing heavily, her body still trembling.

“You can clean yourself up, right?” he said, and it sounded like an afterthought, like she was just something he'd used and now needed to be put back in order.

She straightened up slowly, pulling her underwear back in place, pulling her shorts up. Her legs were shaking. She gripped the sink for balance.

Trey left the bathroom and walked back to the living room like nothing had happened. I barely made it back to the chair before he returned.

Sasha emerged a few minutes later. There was this expression on her face, satisfied and ashamed and confused all at once. She came and sat on the couch, but not next to me. She sat in the middle of it, curled into herself.

The rest of the evening passed with this strange energy. The game continued. Sasha kept glancing at Trey, and he kept occasionally looking at her like he was planning the next time he'd do her.

Around nine, she said something about being tired. Trey suggested they go to bed. She didn't protest. They got up together, and this time, they didn't even pretend it was casual. They held hands as they walked to his bedroom. His door closed.

This time, I didn't try to listen. I already knew what was happening. I already knew the sounds she would make. I already knew the satisfaction it would bring him and the overwhelming pleasure it would bring her.

I lay on the couch in the dark and tried to convince myself that I was okay with this.

Sunday morning, Sasha came out of his room wearing one of his shirts and nothing else. He followed a few minutes later, already dressed, already looking like the situation was completely normal.

They made breakfast together. His hand brushed her ass as he passed. She leaned back into his touch. They were completely comfortable with each other's bodies.

When she eventually went home that evening to her own apartment, Trey walked her to the door. I watched them from where I was sitting. He kissed her goodbye, and the kiss lingered. When they finally separated, she touched his face.

After she left, Trey came back to the couch and sat down next to me.

"This is working out pretty well, don't you think?" he said.

I didn't answer.

"I mean, she's happy. Everybody’s getting what they need."

I still didn't answer.

He seemed satisfied by my silence. He stood up and stretched.

"I'm going to order some food," he said. "You want in?"

Sasha started coming over more frequently. Wednesday evenings became routine. She'd arrive after work around six, and by eight o'clock, she and Trey would disappear into his room. I'd stay in the living room with the TV on, pretending to watch, listening to the sounds that came through the wall.

It started with muffled voices. Then movement. Then sounds that were unmistakably physical. A bed creaking. Her breath catching. His voice low, saying things I couldn't quite make out but that made her moan in response.

By the third Wednesday, I stopped pretending not to listen.

I sat on the couch with headphones around my neck, not playing anything, just listening to the wall, to the sounds of my girlfriend being fucked by another man in the room next door.

The bed was hitting the wall in a steady rhythm. Each impact corresponded with a sound from her, a gasp, a moan, a cry. He was fucking her hard.

The rhythm increased. Her sounds had become almost frantic. She was getting close. I could hear it in her voice, that edge she reached right before she came.

Then she made a sound, a high, keening cry that was completely uncontrolled. Her body was shaking against his. The bed movements became more forceful as he drove her through it.

He continued for a few more moments, then went still. Silence. Just the sound of them both breathing heavily.

Friday was worse. She came over around six, and by seven-thirty, she was on her knees in front of him on the couch.

I was sitting in the chair across from them. I watched her lower herself down between his spread legs. Her hands moved to his waist, and she was pulling his shorts down. His cock was hard, already leaking precome.

"You sure about this?" he asked, but his hand was already in her hair, and his hips were already shifting forward.

She just leaned forward and took him in her mouth.

Trey's head fell back against the couch cushion, his eyes closed. A low groan escaped him. His hand tightened in her hair.

She was moving slowly at first, like she was learning the shape and size of him. Her lips were wrapped around his shaft, and I could see the way her cheeks hollowed as she sucked. Her eyes were closed, and she had this expression of complete concentration on her face.

"Just like that," he murmured, and his hand in her hair tightened, guiding her pace.

She increased her speed. Her head was moving faster now, and the sounds were becoming obscene. The wet sounds of her mouth on his cock. His groans. The occasional small gagging sound as she took him deeper.

His breathing was getting heavier. His hips were starting to move, fucking up into her mouth with short thrusts. She accommodated each one, taking him deeper, adjusting her angle to let him in farther.

She responded to his praise by increasing her pace even more. Her hands came up to his thighs, gripping them as she moved. I could see the muscles in her shoulders working as she bobbed on him, completely focused on his pleasure.

This went on for several minutes, her mouth working him toward his climax, his hand in her hair, controlling her pace, pushing her deeper when he wanted, his voice telling her how good she was, how much he loved having her mouth on him.

He pulled her off him.

"Come here," he said, and she rose up from between his legs.

He kissed her, pulling her up onto his lap. His cock was still hard, glistening with her saliva. She straddled him and he was positioning her over him, and then he was pulling her down onto his cock, and she was gasping against his mouth.

He held her there for a moment, fully inside her, while they kissed. Then he started moving her. His hands were on her hips, pulling her up and pushing her back down, setting a rhythm that she quickly matched.

She broke the kiss and threw her head back, her eyes closed. Her breasts were bouncing with each movement. She had her hands on his shoulders, and she was riding him with this intensity that suggested she was completely absorbed in the sensation of him.

He increased his pace. He pulled her down harder against him with each thrust. She was making sounds with each impact, gasps and moans that got louder as he increased his pace.

"You want it harder?" he asked, and before she could answer, he was lifting her up and shifting position. He pushed her back onto the couch and positioned himself between her legs, and then he was driving into her with forceful thrusts that made her cry out.

He was fucking her hard now. His hips were moving in fast, powerful thrusts. Her whole body was moving with each stroke. Her breasts were bouncing. Her hands were gripping the couch cushions.

I could see his cock sliding in and out of her. I could see the way her body was responding to him. Her hips were moving in rhythm with his, meeting his thrusts. Her face was contorted with pleasure.

"You're so tight," he groaned. "So fucking tight."

She was getting close again. I could see it in her face, the way her breathing was becoming more ragged, the way her whole body was tensing.

Her body went rigid, and she made a sound, part cry, part gasp. Her entire body was shaking. He continued moving, fucking her through it, his own breathing becoming more ragged.

He gave her a few more thrusts and then he pulled out, stroking himself quickly, and came across her stomach. Rope after rope of cum covered her skin.

They stayed there for a moment, both breathing heavily. Then he pulled away and went to the bathroom.

Sasha lay on the couch, cum on her stomach, her body still trembling, her eyes unfocused. She was completely wrecked, completely satisfied.

When Trey came back, he helped her up. They went to his bathroom together, and I heard the shower start a few minutes later.

Saturday came. Sasha showed up in the afternoon. She barely made it through the door before he was kissing her, pulling her into his room. They didn't even bother closing the door completely.

I could see them through the gap, him pushing her against the wall, her legs wrapping around him, his cock driving into her while she was still fully clothed, her dress just pulled up, her underwear pushed to the side.

He was fucking her with an intensity that suggested he'd been thinking about her all day, like the thought of her had been driving him crazy. His thrusts were hard and deep, and she was clinging to him, her fingers digging into his back.

They tumbled onto his bed, and now he had her on her back, and he was on top of her, His thrusts were deep and hard. Her legs were wrapped around him, pulling him deeper.

Her body went rigid beneath him, and she made a sound that was half-scream and completely uninhibited.

He came a moment later, groaning into her neck, his body going still inside her.

When they emerged from his room an hour later, she looked completely fucked. Her hair was messy, her dress was wrinkled. There were marks on her neck from where he'd been kissing her or biting her. Her lips were swollen.

She caught me watching her and for a moment, she looked almost ashamed. But then Trey came out behind her and put his hand on the small of her back, and she leaned into it, and the shame was replaced with satisfaction.

That evening, we ordered food and ate together again. Sasha was in one of Trey's t-shirts and his shorts. She kept touching him while we ate, her hand on his arm, her knee against his leg, small, constant contact.

After dinner, she and Trey didn't even wait until I wasn't looking. He stood up and extended his hand to her, and she took it without hesitation. They went to his room together.

I sat on the couch and listened to my girlfriend moan his name while he fucked her.

The bed was moving in a steady rhythm. Her sounds were getting louder, less inhibited. She wasn't trying to be quiet anymore. She was completely uninhibited, completely loud, completely his.

By Sunday, Sasha had clearly spent most of her time in Trey's room. She'd been fucked into a state of satisfied exhaustion. When she moved, it was with this careful precision that suggested she was sore, that her body had been used hard and well.

One evening, I came home from work to find them on the couch together. They were clothed, but his hand was in her hair and they were kissing like they hadn't just seen each other yesterday. She was gripping his shoulders, and there was this intensity to it that suggested they were moments away from the clothes coming off again.

"Hey," I said.

They broke apart, but neither of them moved away from each other. Sasha's hair was messed up. Her lips were swollen. Trey had this satisfied expression on his face.

"Good day?" Trey asked.

"Fine," I said.

"Sasha's staying over tonight," he said. "Thought you should know."

I nodded like this was relevant information. Like I didn't already know. Like I hadn't already watched her spend almost every night of the past week in his bed.

She was staying over. That meant she and Trey would be in his room. That meant I'd lie awake listening to the sounds. That meant in the morning, I'd sit at the table and watch them interact with this ease that suggested complete intimacy.

I went to my room and closed the door.

Later, I heard them in the hallway. Heard her laugh. Heard the click of his bedroom door. Heard the sounds begin not too long after.

The bed was hitting the wall within minutes. Her moans started almost immediately, like she'd been waiting for this, like the anticipation had been building all day.

They went at it for probably twenty minutes. Long, intense fucking. Her orgasms coming one after another, each one seeming to build on the last. His stamina seemingly endless.

I put in earbuds and tried to sleep, but it didn't help. I could still hear everything. I could still picture exactly what was happening in the room down the hall.

I understood, in that moment, that I was never going to say anything. That I was never going to draw a line. That I was going to continue to exist in this space, watching my girlfriend belong entirely to someone else, and I was going to do nothing about it.

By the fourth week, the dynamic had become completely normalized.

Sasha came over after work on Wednesday and went straight to Trey's room. She didn't bother with dinner or conversation. She just dropped her bag and headed down the hallway, and Trey followed her. The door closed. I heard the sound of clothes being removed almost immediately, heard the bed start to move right away.

She was loud. There was no more pretense of trying to be quiet. Her moans carried through the walls, uninhibited and desperate.

The bed was moving hard with fast, brutal thrusts that made the whole frame creak. Her sounds were coming with each impact, a gasp, a moan, a cry.

This went on for probably fifteen minutes. There was her high-pitched cry that was completely uncontrolled. Then silence as they both recovered.

But they weren't done. Twenty minutes later, the sounds started again. This time it was slower, more gentler, a different position, her moans deeper, more guttural.

By the time they emerged, it was late evening. Sasha's hair was completely destroyed. She was wearing just one of his shirts. Her neck was covered in hickeys and bite marks. Her legs were shaking as she moved.

Thursday she came over again. This time they didn't even make it to his room. They were on the couch, and I was sitting in the chair reading something on my phone when they arrived. She came in and kissed him right there in the living room, right in front of me. Their hands were all over each other immediately.

Trey glanced over at me with an expression that was almost curious, like he was checking my reaction. I didn't move. I didn't object. I just sat there.

He stood up and pulled her with him, stripping her clothes off as they moved. She was completely naked by the time they reached the couch. Her body was already flushed. Already ready.

She pushed him backward and straddled him, and I could see his cock hard against his stomach. She positioned herself over him and sank down slowly, and I watched his cock disappear inside her.

She was riding him hard, her hands on his shoulders for balance, her breasts bouncing with each movement. Her face was contorted with pleasure.

She got up eventually and went to the bathroom to clean up. When she came back, she sat next to him on the couch and curled into his side, her legs tucked under her, one hand resting on his thigh
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