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I sat in the armchair by the window, turning the beer balanced on the wide wooden arm, watching Katie and Kyle wrestle over the remote. The old couch springs creaked under their weight as she tried to pin his arm behind the cushions and he twisted sideways, laughing hard enough that his face went red. She had one knee braced against his ribs and was using her free hand to tickle under his arm while he bucked and tried to throw her off.

"You two are going to break that thing," I said, laughing.

Katie shot me a grin over her shoulder, hair falling across her face in blonde tangles. "He started it."

"Liar," Kyle said, gasping between laughs. He got a hand free and went for her waist, fingers digging into her side. She shrieked and tried to roll away. The remote clattered to the floor but neither of them went for it anymore. They were both breathing hard, faces flushed, still grappling in that half-play, half-serious way they had been at it for weeks now, ever since Kyle moved into our building and started coming up after work.

The apartment smelled like the takeout we had an hour earlier, grease and basil and chili paste. The big windows behind me showed the lights of downtown Portland a few blocks away, blurred and soft through the old wavy glass.

Kyle got Katie's wrist pinned against the couch cushion and used his weight to hold her. She twisted, trying to wrench free, and their faces ended up too close. For a second they froze like that, both of them panting. And then Kyle kissed Katie right on the lips.

It was quick. His mouth pressed against hers and I saw her eyes go wide and then he jerked back like he had been shocked. Katie blinked up at him, lips parted, and Kyle let go of her wrist and sat back hard against the couch.

"Shit," he said. "Sorry." But he was half laughing too.

Katie pushed herself upright and shoved hair out of her face. She was breathing fast and her cheeks were red but she laughed too, a short nervous sound. "What the hell, Kyle?” She wiped her mouth and glared at me.

"I don't know," he said. He scrubbed a hand over his face too. "That was, sorry. I wasn't..."

“Crazy,” she said. She was still laughing but it sounded tight and uncertain. She smoothed her tank top down and tucked her legs under herself, putting space between them on the couch.

I took a drink of my beer and set it back on the arm of the chair and twisted it around some more. The room felt bit  different now.

Kyle cleared his throat. "Should I, do you want me to go?"

"No," Katie said. “Don’t be stupid. It's fine. Seriously." She picked up the remote from the floor and turned the sound back on. "Let's just watch the game."

Kyle nodded and leaned back, arms crossed over his chest. Katie pulled a throw pillow into her lap and hugged it. I watched the screen without really seeing it, aware of the way they were both sitting stiff and separate now, the way Katie kept tucking her hair behind her ear even though it didn't need tucking.

We sat through the rest of the third quarter and most of the fourth. Kyle drank two more beers and Katie nursed hers and made a few comments about the plays that didn't really land. When the game ended Kyle stood and stretched and said he should get going, early start tomorrow.

"Yeah, me too," I said.

I stayed in the chair and heard the low murmur of their voices, couldn't make out the words. The door opened and closed and the deadbolt clicked and then Katie was standing in the kitchen, running water into a glass.

"You good?" I asked.

She nodded without looking at me. "Yeah. He was just being dumb."

She drank the water and set the glass in the sink and then went to the bathroom. I heard the faucet running, the sound of her brushing her teeth, the creak of the old floorboards under her feet. The light from the bathroom spilled into the hallway and then went dark. The bedroom light came on, a soft glow through the gap under the pocket doors.

I finished my beer and set the bottle on the side table and looked out the window at the city lights. After a while the bedroom light went out.

The week passed without Kyle coming up. I worked my shift, came home to Katie heating leftovers, and we ate on the couch watching whatever was on. She asked if I had seen Kyle at work and I said yeah, he was fine, we were working different sections of the site. She nodded and went back to her phone.

Thursday night when she got out of the shower, se climbed on top of me already in bed and moved for a while and then we switched and I finished and she rolled over and fell asleep with her back to me. I lay there for a few minutes looking at the ceiling and before I got up to brush my teeth.

Friday evening my phone buzzed while I was pulling off my boots, Kyle's name on the screen. The text said he was wondering if he could come up for the game tomorrow night, bring beer, if we weren't doing anything.

I typed back “sure” and set the phone on the counter.

Katie looked up from her spot on the couch. "Who was that?"

"Kyle. Wants to watch the game tomorrow."

She nodded and pulled her knees up under her chin. “That’s okay."

"That cool?"

"Yeah," she said. "Of course."

Saturday he knocked a little after seven. I opened the door and he was standing there with a six-pack in one hand, same grin he always had, easy and loose. "Hey man."

"Hey." I stepped back and he came in and handed me the six-pack and nodded at Katie on the couch. She smiled and said hi and he went to the kitchen to grab a bottle opener from the drawer.

I cracked two beers and handed him one and we sat down, him on the far end of the couch, me in the chair, Katie in the middle with her legs curled up and under a throw. The pre-game was already on, commentary filling our space. Kyle said something about the lineup and I said something back and Katie scrolled through her phone.

It felt different. Not bad, just careful. Kyle kept his hands to himself, bottle resting on his knee. Katie stayed tucked into her corner of the couch. They didn't look at each other much. The first quarter played out with all of us watching the screen and making the kind of small comments that didn't need responses.

Halfway through the second quarter Katie's team fumbled on their own twenty and she groaned and threw her head back against the couch. "You've got to be kidding me."

Kyle grinned. "That's what you get for betting on them."

"I didn't bet on them," she said. "I just have taste."

"Taste," he said, shaking his head. "They're four and six."

"They're having a rebuilding year."

"They've been having a rebuilding year for five years."

She grabbed the pillow next to her and whipped it at him. It hit him in the chest and he caught it and tossed it back, light and easy. She caught it and hugged it to her stomach, grinning now. "You don't know what you're talking about."

"I know they're terrible," he said.

"They're not terrible. They're inconsistent."

"That's the same thing."

She threw the pillow again and this time he dodged and it hit the back of the couch and fell behind him. He twisted around to grab it and she lunged and tried to snatch it first and they ended up with their hands on it at the same time, pulling, both of them laughing. He yanked it toward him and she held on and got dragged half across the couch, her knee bumping his leg. She shoved him in the shoulder and he let go and she fell back with the pillow in her lap, breathless and laughing.

“Turnover!” she said.

"Yeah, impressive," Kyle said. He was smiling, the tension from earlier completely gone. Katie tossed the pillow aside and settled back into her spot, but closer now, her legs stretched out so her feet were near his thigh.

The game played on. They started talking again, easier now, arguing about plays and stats and who was going to choke in the fourth quarter. Katie leaned over at one point to steal a sip of Kyle's beer and he held it out for her and she drank and handed it back and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. By the time the third quarter ended they were back to their old ways, poking at each other, Katie flicking his ear when he said something dumb, him tugging on a piece of her hair in retaliation.

No wrestling this time. No kiss. Just the banter and the game and the three of us in the apartment.

Kyle left around eleven, said he had to be up early. I heard them saying goodnight, voices low and easy. The door closed and she came back into the room and flopped down on the couch, legs sprawled out, looking lighter than she had all week.

“He’s fun, though,” she said.

"Yeah."

She looked over at me and smiled. "I'm glad he came up."

I nodded and finished my beer and got up to put the bottles in the recycling. I liked it when my friend and my girlfriend got along well. When I came back she was still on the couch, arms stretched over her head, her tank top riding up to show a strip of her stomach. She looked at me and held out her hand.

"Come here, baby.”

She pulled me down and kissed me, her mouth soft and hot, her hand on the back of my neck. When she pulled back she stood and took my hand and led me to the bedroom.

The pocket doors were half open and the room was dark except for the light from the hallway. She pulled her shirt off and dropped it on the floor and climbed onto the bed and I followed. She kissed me again, harder this time, and pushed me onto my back and straddled me, her hands on my chest.

It was not wild or different but she was more there, more eager, moving against me with her eyes open, her breath coming faster. She leaned down and kissed me and rolled onto her side and pulled the blanket over both of us.

Kyle knocked on the door a little after eight on a Wednesday. I was on the couch in my work jeans and a t-shirt and Katie was in the kitchen pouring herself a glass of water. She was wearing cutoff white denim shorts that frayed at the hem and a faded gray tank top, her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail. It was warm in the apartment, the kind of late spring heat that made the old radiators unnecessary but the building hadn't switched them off yet.

I got up and opened the door. Kyle stood there with a six-pack dangling from one hand. "Hope I'm not interrupting."

“Not at all,” I said, and stepped aside.

He came in and set the beer on the counter and Katie turned and smiled. "Hey."

"Hey," he said. He grabbed three bottles and twisted the caps off and handed one to each of us. I went back to the armchair and Katie stayed in the kitchen, leaning against the counter. Kyle dropped onto the couch. The screen was off. I put on some playlist earlier and it was still going, something low and easy in the background.

We drank and talked about work, about the site and the new supervisor who didn't know what he was doing. Katie told a story about someone in her office getting fired for sleeping through a client call. Kyle laughed and Katie grinned and took a long drink from her bottle.

She walked over and sat on the arm of the couch, one leg folded under her, the other swinging loose. Kyle leaned back and looked up at her. "What?"

“Maybe I'm still mad at you," she said.

He raised an eyebrow. "For what?"

"For ambushing me."

"Ambushing you."

"Yeah," she said. She was grinning now, eyes bright. “The kiss. You totally did that on purpose."

Kyle shook his head, smiling. “It was an accident."

"Bullshit."

"It was. I’m going to kiss you right in front of your boyfriend?”

“I think you have a thing for your buddy's girlfriend," she said, gesturing at me with her bottle. “Just admit it and we can move on.”

I laughed and Kyle looked over at me and shrugged. "She's delusional."

"I'm not delusional," Katie said. She poked him in the shoulder with her finger. "You're just full of it." She smirked at him through her fallen strands of hair.

Kyle set his beer on the side table and looked up at her, still grinning too. "So what if I did? It's just a kiss."

Katie opened her mouth to say something and he leaned up and kissed her again. It was quick and light, his hand bracing against the couch arm next to her hip. She froze for half a second and then he pulled back and she blinked at him, lips parted.

"See?" he said. "Just a kiss. Where’s the harm? I think you liked it, you ask me.”

She laughed with a sharp surprised sound, and shoved him hard in the chest. "You're such a dick.”

"You brought it up," he said.

She shoved him again and he grabbed her wrist and pulled her and she tumbled off the arm of the couch and onto his lap, still laughing. She tried to twist away and he wrapped an arm around her waist and she squirmed and got one hand free and pushed at his face. He turned his head and caught her wrist again and they were both breathing hard now, grinning at each other, their faces close.

Now she leaned in and kissed him. It was longer this time, her hand on his jaw, his arm still around her waist. I could see the way her fingers curled against his skin, the way his other hand came up to the small of her back. When she pulled away they were both flushed, chests rising and falling. She laughed and pushed off his lap and stood up, smoothing her tank top down.

"Okay," she said. "Points made on both sides.”

Kyle leaned back against the couch, grinning up at her. "Yeah?"

"Yeah."

She walked back to the kitchen and grabbed her beer and took a drink, her back to us. Kyle looked over at me and I raised my bottle in a mock toast. He shook his head, still smiling, and picked up his own beer.

“Your girlfriend, man, I don’t know about her.”

“I heard that!” she called from the kitchen.

We finished the six-pack over the next hour, talking and laughing. Katie was back on the couch now but on the opposite end from Kyle. The mood was light and easy, everyone grinning. Kyle told a story about a guy on the crew getting his boot stuck in wet concrete and Katie laughed so hard she had to set her beer down.

Around eleven Kyle stood and stretched and said he should get going. She locked the deadbolt and turned and looked at me, her face flushed, eyes bright.

She crossed the room and climbed onto my lap in the armchair, her knees on either side of my hips, and kissed me hard. Her hands went to my face and then into my hair and she pressed against me, her body warm and solid. I put my hands on her waist and she ground down against me and I could feel her breathing fast, could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of her shorts.

She pulled back just enough to yank my shirt over my head and then her mouth was on mine again, her tongue against mine, her hands on my chest. I slid my hands up under her tank top and she arched into me and made a low sound in the back of her throat.

"Bedroom," she said, her voice rough. “Now.”

I stood and she wrapped her legs around my waist and I carried her through the pocket doors, her mouth on my neck, her hands pulling at my belt. I dropped her on the bed and she pulled her tank top off and kicked her shorts to the floor. I got my jeans off and then she was pulling me down on top of her, her legs around me, her nails digging into my shoulders.

She louder than she had ever been, her voice breaking, her hips moving hard against mine. When she arched up off the bed, I followed a few seconds later, my face buried in her neck.

We lay there breathing hard, her legs still wrapped around me, her hands on my back. After a while she loosened her grip and I rolled onto my side and she turned and pressed against me, her head on my chest.

The music was still playing faintly in the other room. I felt her breathing slow and then she was asleep. Where was that coming from, I had to wonder.

Kyle showed up on Saturday night with a twelve-pack and a bag of tortilla chips. I let him in and he clapped me on the shoulder, squeezed it too hard, then walked past me toward the kitchen where Katie was pulling a block of cheese out of the fridge.

"Hey," he said. She turned and he leaned in and kissed her right on the mouth, easy and quick, like he had done it a hundred times before. She blinked and then smiled and kissed him back, her hand coming up to rest on his arm for just a second before she pulled away.

"Hey yourself,” she said. Her cheeks were pink but she was grinning.

I sat down in the armchair and cracked a beer. Kyle grabbed the cheese grater from the drawer and started shredding cheddar into a bowl while Katie chopped a jalapeño on the cutting board. They moved around each other in the tiny kitchen like they had practice. Kyle reached past her for the bag of chips, Katie handing him a plate without him asking. She hip-checked him and he smirked.

"You need help?" I asked.

"We got it," Katie said.

They piled chips and cheese and jalapeños onto a baking sheet and Katie slid it into the oven and set the timer. Kyle grabbed two more beers, cracked them, and handed one to her and they came over to the couch, Katie sitting in the middle, Kyle on the end. I turned on the screen and found a show we had been watching, some crime thing with probably too many plot twists.

Katie propped her bare feet on the coffee table and Kyle settled back sunken into the cushions, his arm stretching along the back of the couch behind her. The oven ticked as it heated and the three of us watched the show.

When the timer went off Katie got up and pulled the nachos out and brought the whole tray over with a roll of paper towels. We ate off the sheet, reaching across each other, cheese stringing between the chips. Katie laughed at something on the show and Kyle squeezed her knee and she swatted his hand, gaped at me, and left her leg where it was, pressed against his.

Halfway through the episode there was one nacho left, loaded with cheese and jalapeños. Katie and Kyle both reached for it at the same time. She got there first and he lunged and tried to grab her wrist and she shrieked and pulled her hand back, holding the chip high over her head. He went after her and she twisted away, laughing. He got his hands on her ribs and started tickling.

She doubled over, gasping, trying to shove him off, and the nacho fell on the couch. Kyle stopped tickling and grabbed it and she threw herself at him, trying to wrestle it out of his hand. They ended up tangled together, her knee across his lap, his hand braced on the back of the couch, both of them breathing hard and grinning, killing themselves laughing.

He still had the nacho pinched between his fingers and she grabbed his wrist with both hands and tried to pry it away. Kyle, he leaned in and kissed her.

And it wasn’t quick this time. His mouth opened against hers and she made a small sound and kissed him back, her hands loosening on his wrist, her body going soft against him. I could see the way her fingers curled into his shirt, the way his hand came up to the side of her face.

I laughed and took a drink of my beer. Katie pulled back and looked at Kyle, her lips wet, her face flushed. She was breathing hard. Kyle grinned at her and she shook her head and pushed off his lap, sitting back on her end of the couch.

"You're cut off," she said, but she was smiling.

“Oh yeah?" he said.

"Yeah."

She picked up the fallen nacho from the couch cushion and ate it, still grinning. Kyle leaned back and stretched his arm along the back of the couch again. We finished the show and started another one. Katie stayed on her end of the couch but her legs were stretched out now, her feet eventually finding Kyle's lap. He rested one hand on her ankle, thumb moving in slow massage.

Around midnight Kyle said he should head out and he was gone. She turned as I was getting up to take the empty bottles to the recycling and she crossed the room and grabbed my hand.

"Come here, you,” she said.

She pulled me toward the bedroom and I followed. When we got through the pocket doors she pushed me down into the chair in the corner, the one we usually piled clothes on. I sat and she dropped to her knees in front of me, her hands already working on my belt.

"Katie..."

"Shh," she said with a devil’s grin. She got my belt open and unzipped my jeans and pulled them down, and then her hand was around me and her mouth was on me and I sucked in a breath.

She took me deep, her hand working at the base, her other hand braced on my thigh. She made a sound, a low hum in the back of her throat, and pulled back and licked along the underside and then took me in again. Her eyes were closed, her hair falling across her face. I reached down and pushed it back so I could see her, watch her. It was a rare show of enthusiasm.

She moaned, the vibration running through me, and moved faster, her head bobbing, her hand twisting. I gripped the arms of the chair and watched her, the way her lips stretched around me, the way her cheeks hollowed, the wet sound of her mouth.

I didn't last long. I warned her and she didn't pull away, just kept going, and when I came she swallowed and kept her mouth on me until I was finished. Then she pulled back and wiped her lips with the back of her hand and grinned up at me.

"Bed," she said.

I pulled her up and she stripped off her tank top and shorts and climbed onto the bed. I followed. She pulled me on top of her and wrapped her legs around my waist and kissed me, her hands in my hair, her body hot and urgent against mine.

She was loud, her voice rough, her nails scratching down my back. She arched up and buried her face in my shoulder and I felt her shaking. I finished a few minutes later and collapsed next to her, both of us breathing hard.

She rolled onto her side and pressed against me, her hand on my chest. "That was pretty good," she said and she laughed hoarsely.

I nodded. She’d been doing that to me lately, giving me back-to-back performances, due to the way she was coming at me. I couldn’t believe my good fortune, and just when I thought things were getting stale between us.

I came home from work on Thursday and heard the bathroom fan running. Katie called out that she would be ready in a minute and I dropped my keys on the counter and grabbed a beer from the fridge. The apartment smelled like the perfume that she only wore when we went out.

I walked over and pushed the bathroom door open a little wider. She was leaning toward the mirror, one eye closed, drawing a line of dark gray along her lashes. She had on a tight black tank top that showed the curve of her waist and a short denim skirt that ended high on her thighs.

She “looked like a chic going out clubbing. But I knew better. Kyle coming over?" I asked.

She nodded and capped the eyeliner and picked up a small brush, sweeping shadow across her eyelids. "He texted earlier. Said he'd be here around seven."

I leaned against the doorframe and watched her finish, the way she tilted her head to check her work, the way she pressed her lips together and smiled at herself in the mirror. She looked good, hair loose around her shoulders, makeup making her eyes stand out, the skirt showing off her legs.

"You look nice, babe” I said.

She glanced at me and grinned. "Thanks. Just like to sometimes, no reason.” She smirked and chuckled at that as she passed by me out the bathroom.

Kyle knocked a little after seven. I opened the door and he came in with a six-pack and stopped when he saw Katie in the kitchen. His eyes went wide and he swallowed and she laughed, a bright voce, and walked over to him.

“You going to be able to handle it?" she asked, patting his stomach.

He blinked and grinned and slid his hand around her waist, pulling her close. “One way to find out.”

Then he kissed her, long and slow, his other hand coming up to cup the back of her head. She kissed him back, her arms falling around his neck, her body pressing hard against his. When they finally pulled apart she was flushed and smiling and Kyle looked at me over her shoulder.

"Your girlfriend, man," he said. "She's getting out of control." When she turned he patted her ass and she smiled to herself and looked at him over her shoulder with sparkling eyes.

I only laughed and grabbed a beer from the counter. "You're the one getting out of control, Kyle.”

Katie pushed Kyle's chest and pulled away, grabbing her own beer. "Both of you are out of control."

We settled onto the couch, Katie in the middle again, her legs crossed, the hem of her skirt riding up on her thighs. Kyle sat close against her, his knee touching hers. I took the armchair as usual. We turned on a movie, something action-heavy.

Halfway through Katie leaned over and tried to grab the remote from Kyle's hand. He held it up out of reach and she stretched for it, laughing. He wrapped his other arm around her waist and pulled her onto his lap. She squealed and twisted around, half fighting him, half settling in, and ended up sitting on him, her back against his chest.

"Give it," she said, reaching for the remote.

"No," he said, holding it behind his back.

She lunged for it and he grabbed her wrist and they struggled for a second, both of them grinning, and then she gave up and settled back against him, breathing hard. He brought the remote back around and held it loosely in one hand. She put her hand over his, their fingers tangled together, both of them holding it.

Kyle's other hand rested on her waist, his thumb moving in slow circles against the fabric of her tank top. Her legs were draped across his legs, bare skin against his jeans. She shifted and got more comfortable on him and they stayed like that, watching the screen, hands together on the remote. I tipped my beer and snorted. So funny.

She twisted up and around and kissed him just lightly, and then turned back to the movie. A few minutes later he leaned down and kissed the side of her neck and she tilted her head to give him more room and he pressed his lips to the spot just below her ear. She smiled and reached up and ran her fingers through his hair.

"You're distracting me," she said in a low private voice.

“And you dressed like that to help me relax?” he said.

She kissed him again, longer this time. I saw the way his hand tightened on her waist, the way her fingers curled into his shirt. When they pulled apart they were both breathing harder. Katie shifted on his lap and Kyle made a low sound and adjusted her position, his hands on her hips.

“Are you getting hard?" she asked, grinning. “I think your friend is getting hard under me,” she said to me with a smirk.

"Yeah," he said. "You getting wet?"

She laughed in a burst and leaned her forehead against his. "Maybe a little.”

“Your girlfriend is getting wet on me, bud.”

I snickered and refused to get drawn into their little battles.

They stayed tangled together like that for the rest of the movie, kissing casually every so often, talking in low voices during boring parts. I finished my beer and got another and watched them, the easy way they moved together, the way Katie's hand stayed on Kyle's chest, the way he kept his arm around her. Their tongues came out and flicked at each other’s lips and Katie’s chest pushed up.

Around eleven Kyle said he should get going. Katie stood and smoothed her skirt down.They kissed goodnight, his hands on her hips, hers on his shoulders, and then he left.

Katie locked the door and turned and her eyes came at me bright, her face flushed. She walked over to me and grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the bedroom.

“Baby,” she said. “You know what I need.”

I followed her through the pocket doors. She pushed me onto the bed and climbed on top of me, straddling my hips. She leaned down and kissed me, slow and teasing, her tongue flicking against mine and then pulling back. She sat up and pulled her tank top over her head and dropped it on the floor. No bra. She grinned down at me and ran her hands over her own breasts, thumbs brushing her nipples.

"You like that?" she asked. She was breathing so hard.

"Yeah."

“You’d like watching Kyle do that to me, wouldn’t you,” she said but she burst out laughing and got embarrassed and buried her face in my neck before I could answer.

She kissed me again, deeper this time, her hips grinding against me. I could feel the heat of her through my jeans, could feel how turned on she was. She pulled back and unbuttoned my jeans and I lifted my hips so she could pull them down. She wrapped her hand around me and stroked me slow and careful, watching my face with her deep dark eyes.

Then she moved down and took me in her mouth, just the head at first, her tongue swirling, and then deeper. She hummed and the vibration ran through me and I groaned and she pulled back and grinned.

"Not yet, baby,”  she said in a groaned whisper.

She climbed back up and kissed me and reached down and pulled her underwear aside and sank down onto me. We both made a sound and she started moving on me, slow at first, her hands braced on my chest, and then faster. She was wet and hot and tight and I gripped her hips and watched her, the way her head tipped back, the way her mouth fell open, the way her breasts heaved.

Her whole body tensed, her nails digging into my chest. I followed a few seconds later. She collapsed on top of me, breathing hard, her hair wild over her face.

After a minute she rolled off and curled against my side, her head on my shoulder. "I like when Kyle comes up,” she said. “He’s fun."

"Yeah," I said. “I noticed.”

“Should we stop?”

“I think it’s funny.”

“Your friend and girlfriend making out is funny?”

“I’m just laughing. The way you tease him. But he’s got your number too.”

She leaped up and bit my nose. “He does not have my number!”

“He has you wrapped around his finger.”

“I can’t believe you think that!” She pretended to be aghast.

She kissed my chest and closed her eyes and shook her head. Her breathing slowed and I watched the way her hair spilled across the pillow, the way her hand rested on my stomach. She was asleep in no time.

Kyle came up Friday with a twelve-pack and his phone in his hand. Katie was already on the couch in a loose gray tank top that hung off one shoulder and a pair of black cotton shorts. No bra. I could see the outline of her nipples against the thin fabric and I glanced at her and she caught my eye and grinned.

“Maybe you get your wish tonight.”

“You’re a bad girlfriend,” I said with a smirk.

She had done her makeup again, dark around her eyes, lips glossy. Her hair was down and wavy like she had curled it. Kyle walked in and stopped dead and looked at her and shook his head.

"Damn," he said.

She laughed and stood high on her toes up to him and he kissed her, his hands wrapping around her waist, and then he held up his phone. "You look just like your pics.”

"What pictures?" she asked him with exaggerated innocence, and she glanced quickly at me.

"The ones you sent me."

She grabbed for his phone and he pulled it back, holding it over his head. She jumped for it, laughing. "I didn't send you any pictures."

"Getting ready selfies."

She lunged for it again and he twisted away and she grabbed his arm and they tumbled onto the couch, both of them laughing. I sat in the armchair and cracked a beer and watched them wrestle again, Katie trying to pry the phone out of his hand, Kyle holding her off with one arm while keeping the phone out of reach.

She got her knee on his chest, her skirt coming up her thighs high, and reached for the phone. He shifted and his hand came up and landed on her breast, fingers pressing into the soft flesh through the thin fabric. He froze. She froze. They both looked down at his hand and then at each other and Kyle jerked his hand back.

"Shit, sorry," he said, but  laughing, his face going red.

Katie laughed too, breathless, her own face flushed. "Better watch it."

“It was an accident."

"Sure it was."

She shoved him and he grabbed her wrist and pulled and they were wrestling again, harder now, both of them breathing fast. Katie twisted and got her hands on his shoulders and tried to push him down into the couch and he resisted and she shifted her weight and her hand slipped and landed right on his crotch, palm pressing against the bulge in his jeans.

She yelped and pulled her hand back like she had been burned. "Oops."

Kyle laughed, a sharp surprised sound. I laughed too. Katie was grinning and shaking her head.

“It was an accident," she said, imitating Kyle’s voice comically.

"Sure it was," Kyle said.

She shoved him again, lighter this time, and climbed off his lap and sat on the other end of the couch, tucking her legs under her. Kyle sat up and adjusted himself and ran a hand through his hair. The air felt different now, charged, everyone still grinning but something was underneath it, something that hadn't been there before.

Katie grabbed her beer from the coffee table and took a long drink. Kyle did the same. I watched them both, the way Katie's chest was rising and falling fast, the way Kyle kept glancing at her and then looking away. They were both grinning like it was merely intermission.

They tried to settle into watching the show but it didn't last long. Twenty minutes in Katie leaned over and said something to Kyle and he said something back and she pushed his shoulder and he grabbed her hand and pulled her toward him and kissed her deep and slow, his hand coming up to the back of her head, fingers tangling in her hair.

She made a small sound and shifted closer, her hand on his chest, and they kept kissing, mouths open, tongues moving. I could see the way his thumb brushed along her jawline, the way her fingers curled into his chest. They broke apart for a second, both breathing hard, and then she leaned in again and he met her halfway.

This went on for a while, them making out and breaking apart and kissing again, hands moving over each other, Katie's legs pulled up onto the couch, Kyle's arm around her shoulders. At one point she climbed into his lap and straddled him and they made out like that, her hands in his hair, his hands on her hips. I looked away and finished my beer and got another.

When I came back they were still at it, Katie grinding down against him, Kyle's hands sliding up under the back of her tank top. She pulled back and rested her forehead against his, both of them panting, and then she climbed off his lap and sat next to him, her hand on his thigh. “Calm down, you,” she said with a smirk. “Or my boyfriend is going to hurt you something bad.”

I smirked and shook my head.

They watched the rest of the show like that, close together, Katie's head on his shoulder, his arm around her. Every so often one of them would turn and they would kiss, easy and casual, and then go back to watching the screen.

Kyle left a little before midnight. They kissed for a long time at the door, his hands on her waist, hers around his neck, and then he pulled back and said goodnight and left.

Katie locked the door and turned and looked at me, her eyes bright, her lips smeared. She walked over and grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the bedroom.

She pushed me on the bed and stripped off her tank top and shorts and climbed on top of me, naked, her hands already working on my belt. She got my jeans open and pulled them down and wrapped her hand around me, stroking me hard and fast.

"I need you, baby,” she said, her voice rough and breathy.

She didn't wait for me to respond, just climbed up and sank down onto me, taking me all the way in one motion. She groaned and started moving, fast and hard, her hands braced on my chest, her head tipped back, eyes clenched tight.

I gripped her hips and watched her, the way her breasts bounced, the way her mouth fell open, the way her whole body moved. She was loud, gasping and moaning, saying my name, and she cried out and her whole body shuddered.

She didn't stop. She kept moving, slower now, grinding down against me, and then she climbed off and turned around and sank back down, reverse cowgirl, her back to me. I could see everything, the way she moved, the curve of her ass, the way she reached down and touched herself while she rode me. I saw her pussy lips grasp at me, slick and frothing.

I didn't last long. I grabbed her hips and thrust up into her and came hard, groaning. She moaned and leaned back against me, still moving, drawing all of me out.

She climbed off and collapsed next to me, breathing hard, her skin beading with sweat. She turned her head and looked at me and smiled sleepily.

"That was so good," she said.

“You mean you and me, or you and him?”

She laughed out loud and slapped my chest. But she didn’t answer.

She rolled onto her side and pressed against me, her leg over mine, her hand on my chest.

Kyle came up the following Friday and when Katie opened the door he immediately pulled her into a kiss before he even said hello. It was long and deep, his hands all over her face, her arms around his neck. I heard her make a soft sound and then they pulled apart and he walked in and nodded at me.

"Hey man."

"Hey."

Katie was wearing cutoff shorts and a white tank, hair pulled up in a messy bun, makeup done fine of course. She followed Kyle to the couch and sat down close to him, her body angled toward his. I grabbed beers from the fridge and handed them out and took my spot in the armchair.

We talked for a while about work, about the weekend, about nothing. Katie stretched her legs out and propped her bare feet in Kyle's lap, leaning back against the arm of the couch. He set his beer down and started rubbing her feet, his thumbs pressing into her arches, his fingers kneading the balls of her feet.

She closed her eyes and made a small satisfied sound. "That feels good."

"Yeah?" he said.

"Yeah."

His hands moved up to her ankles, then her calves. Katie's eyes stayed closed, her head tipped back, a small smile on her face. I watched from the chair, the easy way they moved together, the way his hands worked over her skin.

After a while Katie shifted and pulled her feet back and Kyle leaned over and kissed her. She kissed him back and they stayed like that for a minute, mouths moving together, and then she pulled away and grinned at him.

"You're trouble," she said.

"You started it."

She shoved him and he grabbed her wrist and pulled and she tumbled into his lap, laughing. They wrestled but it was different now, slower, more acted than real. She squirmed against him and he held her hips and she moved like she was riding him, slow grinding motions, both of them smiling but not laughing anymore. It was different.

His hand slid down over her ass and squeezed her, fingers pressing into the flesh through her shorts. She made a sound and pushed her hips back into his hand and he squeezed harder this time. She reached down between them and grabbed his crotch, her hand wrapping around the bulge in his jeans, squeezing and massaging. They weren’t making mistakes anymore.

He groaned and grabbed her wrist but didn't pull her hand away, just held it there while she kept working him through the denim. His other hand stayed on her ass, kneading, pulling her against him. She turned her head and kissed him, deep and slow, her tongue in his mouth. He kissed her back, his hand sliding up under the back of her tank top.

They remained like that, kissing and grinding, groping and petting, her hand on his crotch, his hands roaming over her. He moved up to her ribs, the side of her breast, his thumb brushing the curve. She arched into his touch and made a sound into his mouth.

His hand went to her hair and he pulled, gentle at first, tilting her head back. She gasped and he did it again, harder. She moaned. She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled back and they both grinned at each other with glaring eyes, breathing hard, and then she yanked harder and he groaned and kissed her sloppy and rough.

His hands were everywhere now, her waist, her hips, sliding up under her shirt to cup her breast. She ground down against him harder and I could see the way his hips moved up to meet her, the way her whole body rolled.

They finally broke apart, both flushed and panting. Katie climbed off his lap and sat next to him, her hand still on his thigh. They watched the screen for a while, kissing every few minutes, hands moving over each other. At one point Kyle pulled her back into his lap and she straddled him easily, and they made out more, her hips moving against his, both of them breathing hard all over again.

He left around midnight, his jeans tenting, his face flushed. They kissed for a long time before he finally pulled away and went out the door.

She turned and walked straight to the bedroom, pulling her tank top over her head as she went, dropping her skirt inside. I followed.

She too me deep and rode me hard. Her nails dug into my chest and she moved faster, her head tipped back, her mouth open. I gripped her hips and thrust up into her and she moaned and moved faster.

I came fast, groaning, my hands tight on her hips. She kept moving and a few seconds later she cried out, her whole body tensing. She collapsed on top of me, breathing hard, and after a minute rolled off and curled against my side.

Catching her breath, she said “You sure you’re good?" she asked.

"Yeah."

“With all of it I mean?”

“Makes me laugh.”

She kissed my shoulder and closed her eyes. I waited until her breathing slowed and then got up and went to the bathroom. I turned on the faucet and splashed cold water on my face, then looked up at the mirror.

My face looked back at me, calm and smooth, somewhat surprising me. I dried off with a towel and turned off the light and went back to bed. I didn’t lie to her, I was good with it. Maybe more than good. She wasn’t the only one pumped up and ready for it the second Kyle left. We were both way more energized at each other in bed.

Kyle came up on Tuesday and again on Friday. By the following week he was coming up three times a week, sometimes texting first, sometimes just knocking. Katie started buying new things to wear for when he came over. This time it was a black satin cami top with thin straps and tiny sleep shorts in dark blue that barely covered her ass.

She was on the couch when Kyle arrived, legs stretched out, and when he sat down she immediately put her feet in his lap. He started rubbing them without being asked, his hands working over her arches, her ankles, and then moving higher up to her calves.

"Long day?" he asked.

"Yeah," she said. “That asshole in accounting."

His hands moved to the back of her knee, fingers pressing into the soft skin there, and then further up to her thigh. She watched him, smiling, her head resting against the arm of the couch. His hands kept moving, thumbs brushing the inside of her thigh. It was new territory.

She shifted and brought one foot up, pressing it slowly down against his crotch. She rubbed him slowly, her toes curling against the bulge in his jeans. He didn't stop her. His hands remained on her other leg, moving higher, fingers sliding under the hem of her tiny thin shorts.

I sat in the armchair and grinned, my eyes not even on the screen once after I put the show on. 

Katie glanced at me with a little teasing smile, and then she looked back at Kyle. I could tell she had something cooking in her mind. She pressed her foot harder against him and he made a low sound and his hand moved further up her thigh, thumb stroking the sensitive skin on the inside even under the leg of her shorts.

"So what did you say to him?" Kyle asked, his voice tight, almost breaking the way she was rubbing his crotch wither her bare foot.

"I told him to check his own fucking numbers before he came at me for mine,” Katie said. She was still rubbing him with her foot, slow circles. I could see him getting harder under her touch.

His hand slid all the way up under her shorts, fingers brushing the edge of her thong now. She made a small sound and her hips shifted, pressing into his hand. He stroked her inner thigh, his thumb moving in circles. She closed her eyes for a second and bit her lip.

“That’s good," he moaned.

“Dan fine with this,” he said to her but his eyes were lifting up to me.

“I told you,” she groaned. “He fucks me like a ragdoll after you go.”

He kept looking at me and I refused to look at him, but I couldn’t hide my crooked struggling grin.

She pulled her foot back and sat bolt up and curled into his side, her legs tucked under her. His arm went around her shoulders and his hand remained on her thigh, thumb still moving deeply under the edge. She turned her head and kissed him, deep and slow. He kissed her back, his other hand coming up to her face.

They made out for a while, tongues and hands, Katie shifting closer to him until she was almost in his lap. Her hand rested on his chest and then drifted lower, fingers tracing the waistband of his jeans. She hooked one finger under the waistband and tugged and he groaned into her mouth.

His breathing changed, faster and rougher. She kept kissing him, her hand still at his waistband, fingers slipping under and brushing the skin just below his jeans. They stayed like that, half-watching the screen, but mostly touching and kissing, both their hands wandering, Kyle's hand too high on her thigh, both of them breathing hard.

Around eleven Kyle stood and adjusted himself, his jeans fully tented. They kissed goodnight and he left. She turned and smiled at me, bright and cheerful.

"Night," she called and she headed toward the bedroom.

I followed and she grabbed my hand and pulled it between her legs, pressing my palm against her through her tiny thin shorts. She was soaked, the fabric damp and hot.

"Feel that?" she said.

"Yeah."

She pulled her shorts and panties down and kicked them off and climbed onto the bed on her hands and knees, looking back at me over her shoulder. “Look after me?”

I stripped fast and got behind her. She pushed back against me, taking me deep in one motion in reverse. She moaned and started moving harder, rocking back and forth, her hands gripping the sheets when she got down on her elbows.

"Harder, baby,” she cried with desperation.

I grabbed her hips and fucked her hard, fast and rough, the sound of skin slapping filling the room. She was loud, moaning and gasping, pushing back to meet every thrust. I didn't last long. I came hard, groaning, my fingers digging into her hips. Her whole body shook.

We collapsed onto the bed, both breathing hard. She turned her head and grinned at me.

There was nothing to say.

Kyle knocked and Katie called out that she would get it. She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt and she opened the door and let him in and they kissed, long and deep, his hands on her waist. When they pulled apart she grinned at him.

"Give me a second," she said.

She disappeared into the bedroom and came back a minute later in a thin white tank top and black panties, nothing else. Kyle stopped mid-sentence and stared and I looked up from the armchair.

"What?" she said, walking past him to the couch. "I'm at home. I can dress how I like."

Kyle laughed and shook his head and followed her to the couch. She sat down and he sat next to her and pulled her into a kiss right away, rough and hard and demanding. One hand slid up under her tank top, the other gripped her thigh. She kissed him back, her arms around his neck, and they stayed like that for a while, hands roaming.

I grabbed a beer and settled into the chair. Katie climbed into Kyle's lap, straddling him, and they kept kissing, deeper now, tongues and teeth. His hands moved to her ass, squeezing her through the thin fabric of her panties. She ground down against him, her hips rolling.

He pulled her tank top up and she lifted her arms and he pulled it off and dropped it on the floor. She was bare underneath, her breasts small and firm, nipples hard. He cupped them, thumbs brushing over her nipples. She gasped and arched into his hands. And then she gave me a peek over her shoulder and snorted with a knowing laugh.

She leaned down and kissed his neck, her teeth grazing his skin. He groaned and slid his hands back down to her ass, pulling her harder against him. She could feel how hard he was through his jeans and she ground down on him. He made a rough sound in the back of his throat.

I turned the lights down like usual, put the volume up if they needed that cover, and I sank back in my chair. They weren’t the only ones more comfortable in the darkened room. I pushed my hand down under my pants.

After a while she pulled back and climbed off his lap and slid down onto her knees between his legs. She was laughing now, her face flushed, her hands reaching for his belt. She unbuckled it slowly, looking up at him, her fingers working the leather through the loops. She glanced back at me but I was no doubt looking delirious already.

She leaned forward and pressed her face against the bulge in his denim, her mouth open, and she sucked through the fabric. Kyle groaned and his hand went to her hair, fingers tangling in the blonde strands. She looked up at him, still giggling, her face pressed against him. He tightened his grip in her hair.

She pulled back, still laughing but breathing hard, her face red. He pulled her up by her hair and kissed her hard, his other hand on her jaw, holding her in place. She made a sound into his mouth and he kissed her deeper.

Then he pushed her back onto the couch and she went willingly, her legs spreading as he moved between them. He lowered his face to her panties, the only thing left she had on, and kissed her through the then fabric, his mouth pressing against the triangle of black lace. She gasped and her hips lifted and he pressed his mouth harder against her, his hands gripping her thighs.

She laughed nervously, a breathless sound, and squirmed, her hands going to his hair. "Kyle..."

He kissed her there again, slower this time, his tongue pressing harder against the wet fabric. She moaned and her legs opened wider. He pulled back and grinned up at her, looking smug. She laughed and pulled him up by his shirt.

They made out for a long time after that, hands everywhere. Katie's hand slid down and gripped him through his jeans, squeezing and stroking, and then she undid the button and slipped her hand inside, wrapping her fingers around him over his boxers. He groaned and kissed her harder, his hand sliding down to the front of her panties, fingers dragging over the damp spot in the fabric.

She made a sound and pushed her hips up into his hand and he hooked his fingers under the waistband and pulled, teasing, not actually taking them off, just tugging and letting them snap back. She grabbed his wrist and pushed his hand harder against her and he rubbed her through the fabric, slow circles. She gasped and arched.

They did that for a while, touching and kissing, both breathing hard. Eventually Kyle pulled his hand back and Katie took hers out of his jeans and they retuned to sitting, flushed and panting.

Kyle left around midnight, his jeans still tented.

She locked the door and turned and walked straight to me, stripping off her panties as she crossed the room. She climbed into my lap in the armchair and kissed me, her hand already working my belt open.

"I'm so turned on, baby,” she said, her voice rough.

She got my jeans open and pulled me out and sank down onto me, not at all surprised I was so hard. She took me all the way, and started moving, fast and hard, her hands on my shoulders, her face buried in my neck.

I gripped her hips and thrust up into her hard and she moaned and moved on me faster. He body shook, her nails digging into my shoulders. I followed a few seconds later, groaning into her hair.

She stayed on top of me, breathing hard. After a minute climbed off and took my hand and pulled me toward the bedroom. We got into bed and she lay on her back, her hand already moving between her legs.

"I'm still so worked up," she said in a whining voice.

I watched her touch herself, her fingers moving in quick circles, her other hand on her breasts. She turned her head and looked at me, her eyes half-closed, her mouth open, and kept going.

I felt myself getting heavy, my eyes closing, and the last thing I saw before I drifted off was her back arching off the bed, her body twisting, her hand moving fast.

Kyle knocked and Katie opened the door in a tiny white tank top and pink panties this time. He pulled her into a kiss immediately, his hands on her face, and walked her backward until her back hit the wall next to the door. She wrapped her arms around his neck and he lifted her and she wrapped her legs around his waist.

He carried her to the couch like that, still kissing her, and sat down with her in his lap. I was in the kitchen rolling out pizza dough on the counter, flour dusting my hands. I glanced over and they were already lost in it, mouths moving together, hands everywhere.

Kyle pulled his shirt over his head and dropped it on the floor. Katie's hands went to his chest, nails dragging down his skin. She ground down against him, her hips rolling. Her tank top rode up and his hands moved to her breasts, cupping and squeezing, thumbs brushing her nipples.

I shaped the dough into a circle and spread sauce over it, watching them out of the corner of my eye. Katie reached down between them and rubbed him through his jeans, her hand working over the bulge. He groaned and she unbuttoned his jeans and pulled the zipper down.

She reached in and pulled his cock out. I saw it for the first time, hard and thick in her hand. She stroked him, her grip firm, her hand moving up and down while they kissed. His hand slid into her panties and I heard the wet sound of his fingers moving inside her.

They were panting hard now, both of them moving against each other. I put cheese and pepperoni on the pizza and slid it into the oven. I set the timer and leaned against the counter, watching.

Kyle hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and started pulling them down. She squealed and laughed and grabbed his wrists.

"Hey," she said, but she was grinning too.

He pulled harder and she pushed back and they wrestled over it for a second but then he got them off and tossed them onto the floor. She grabbed at his jeans and boxers and he lifted his hips and she pulled them down and off, leaving both of them now fully naked on the couch.

I laughed and shook my head but they didn't look at me, didn't acknowledge me at all. Katie straddled him again, his cock pressed between them, and they kissed, hands roaming.

The timer went off and I pulled the pizza out and cut it into slices and brought it over on a plate. Katie grabbed the throw blanket from the back of the couch and pulled it over both of them, covering their bodies. She sat sideways on Kyle's lap, the blanket draped over her legs and his waist, and reached for a slice of pizza.

"This looks amazing," she said.

"Yeah, thanks man," Kyle said.

They ate and praised the pizza, telling me how good it was, how I should make it more often. Katie fed Kyle a bite and he fed her one back, their fingers brushing, both of them smiling. The blanket stayed over them and I couldn't see their hands or their bodies underneath.

I sat in the armchair and ate my own slice and watched the show on screen. Katie shifted and the blanket moved and I saw Kyle's hand disappear under the fabric. She made a small sound and bit her lip and reached under the blanket too. There was motion, subtle but unmistakable. Katie gasped and then pressed her lips together, trying to stay quiet.

Kyle's breathing changed, faster and rougher. Katie leaned her head against his shoulder, her hand moving under the blanket. He made a low sound and she shushed him, laughing softly, and kept going.

I finished my pizza and got up and went to the bathroom. When I came back Kyle was dressed, his shirt back on, his jeans buttoned. Katie was still wrapped in the blanket on the couch looking embarrassed.

"I should go," he said.

"Yeah," she said. "Probably."

He leaned over her and they murmured a bit, voices too low for me to hear, and then they were kissing again, long and slow. She had one hand on his chest and he had both hands on her waist, under the blanket. They kissed for a long time and then he pulled back and said goodnight and left.

Katie locked the door and turned and walked to the bedroom, dropping the blanket on the floor as she went. I followed and she climbed onto the bed and got into position on her hands and knees saying nothing.

She was soaked, her thighs already slick. I slid into her easily. She moaned and started moving back against me, wild and urgent, her fingers twisting in the sheets.

I fucked her hard and she was loud, gasping and moaning, her whole body arching up against mine. She cried out and I followed right after, groaning into her neck.

We lay there breathing hard and after a minute she turned her head and looked seriously at me.

"Tonight was fun, right?" she said.

"Yeah," I said. “Fun.”

She smiled and kissed my shoulder and closed her eyes. “I almost let him,” she said. “When you were out.”

I didn’t say anything.

Kyle knocked and Katie opened the door and he pulled her into his arms and kissed her hard, his hands already sliding up under her tank top, pulling it off right away. She kissed him back, her arms around his neck. He walked her backward into the apartment. I closed the door behind them and went to the couch to find something to watch.

They moved to the other end of the couch, still kissing, Kyle's hands roaming over her already nearly naked body. She pushed him down onto the cushions and climbed into his lap and they kept going, tongues and hands, both of them breathing hard.

She climbed off his lap and knelt on the floor between his legs. Her hands went to his jeans and she unbuttoned them and pulled the zipper down. She looked over at me as I was scrolling through the streaming menu, half-watching, smirking. She turned back to Kyle and pressed her face against the bulge in his boxers, rubbing her cheek against the fabric.

Kyle's hands went to her hair, fingers threading through the blonde waves. She pulled his jeans down and he lifted his hips and she got them off and dropped them on the floor. She ran her hands up his thighs and hooked her fingers into the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down too.

His cock sprang free, hard and thick. She wrapped her hand around the base and looked up at him. He was watching her, his chest rising and falling fast, his hands pulling in her hair. She leaned in and licked along the underside, her tongue tracing the vein from base to tip.

He groaned and his fingers tightened in her hair. She licked again, this time swirling her tongue around the head, and then she wrapped her lips around him and took him into her mouth.

I found a show and hit play but kept watching them. Katie's head moved slowly, taking him deeper with each pass, her hand working at the base. Her hair fell across her face and Kyle pushed it back with one hand, holding it so he could watch. She looked up at him, her big lined and shadowed eyes meeting his, and took him deeper.

The sound of her breathing through her nose filled the room, steady and rhythmic. Kyle's hips shifted, a small thrust. She took it, her hand and mouth working together. She pulled off and stroked him, her hand slick, and leaned down and licked his balls, her tongue moving over them before she took one into her mouth.

Kyle's head tipped back against the couch and he made a low sound. She went back to his cock, taking him deep, her throat relaxing for him. He groaned louder. She worked him like that for a while, pulling off to stroke and lick, then taking him back in, slow and thorough.

His grip in her hair got tighter and his breathing got rougher. "Katie, I'm..."

She didn't stop. She kept going, her mouth moving faster now, her hand twisting at the base. He grinded up, his whole body tensing. She swallowed, her throat working, and kept her mouth on him until he was finished.

She pulled off and wiped her lips with the back of her hand and grinned up at him. He pulled her up by her arms and kissed her hard, his hands on her face. She kissed him back.

Then he pushed her back onto the couch and pulled her panties down and off. He knelt on the floor and spread her legs. He lowered his face between her thighs. His tongue moved over her, slow licks up and down. She gasped and her hips lifted up to his face.

He licked her clit, circling it with his tongue, and slid two fingers inside her. She moaned and her legs opened wider. He kept going.

She lifted her legs over his shoulders and her hands went into his hair, gripping tight. He sucked on her clit and pumped his fingers and she moaned louder, her hips moving against his face. Her breathing got faster and her thighs started to shake.

"Kyle," she said.

He didn't stop. He kept licking and sucking and fingering her and her thighs clamped around his head, her whole body arching off the couch. She cried out, loud and unrestrained. He kept going until she was shaking and pushing his head away.

He pulled back and wiped his mouth and climbed up onto the couch next to her. They kissed, lazy and slow, her hand on his chest, his hand on her thigh. They stayed like that for a while, tangled together, both of them catching their breath.

Eventually Kyle sat up and reached for his boxers. "I should, yeah, I should go I think.”

Katie sat up too, still naked, her hair a mess. "Okay if you think.”

He got dressed fast not looking at me, pulling on his jeans and his shirt. She didn’t bother to cover herself. They kissed goodnight and he left and she locked the door behind him.

She turned and walked back to the couch and grabbed my hand and pulled me down on top of her. She was already reaching for my belt, unbuckling it, pulling my jeans open.

She got my cock out and guided me into her and wrapped her legs around my waist. She was soaked and I slid in easily and she moaned and started moving, her hips rocking up to meet mine.

"Harder," she said. "Fuck me harder."

I braced my hands on the couch and thrust into her. She cried out and dug her nails into my back. She was loud, begging, her voice rough and desperate.

I fucked her harder and the couch creaked under us and then there was a loud crack and the front leg gave out. We dropped a few inches and we both started laughing, breathless and wild, but I didn't stop. I kept going and she kept laughing and moaning and then she came, her whole body shaking. I came right after, groaning into her neck.

We collapsed on the broken couch, both of us still laughing, and after a minute she looked at me and grinned.

"Oops," she said.

I shook my head and kissed her and we lay there, the couch tilted at an angle.

Kyle came up on a Wednesday night with a six-pack. Katie was wearing black panties and one of my old work shirts, oversized and hanging off one shoulder. She let him in and they kissed at the door, his hands sliding up under the shirt, and then they moved to the couch.

Kyle sat down and looked at the broken leg propped up with a stack of books. "What happened here?"

Katie laughed and climbed into his lap. "Dan fucked me so hard after you left last time that we broke it."

I laughed from the kitchen where I was grabbing beers. "Not my fault."

Kyle grinned and pulled her down into a kiss. They stayed like that for a while, mouths moving together, hands roaming. Katie pulled his shirt off and dropped it on the floor and then pulled my old shirt over her head. She was bare underneath and Kyle's hands went to her breasts immediately, cupping and squeezing.

She slid off his lap and knelt between his legs and unbuttoned his jeans. She pulled his cock out and took him into her mouth, her blonde hair falling across her face. Kyle's hands went to her hair, gathering it up so he could watch. She worked him with her mouth and hand, the wet sounds filling the room, her head bobbing.

After a few minutes she pulled off and Kyle pulled her up and laid her back on the couch. He pulled her panties down and spread her legs and lowered his face between her thighs. His tongue moved over her and she gasped and arched her back. He licked and sucked, his hands gripping her thighs. She moaned and her fingers went to his hair.

He sat up and wiped his mouth and she grinned at him, flushed and breathing hard. They got up and walked to the kitchen, both of them naked. Kyle opened the fridge and grabbed two more beers.

He cornered Katie against the counter and lifted her, setting her on the edge. He leaned down and kissed her breasts, his mouth moving from one to the other, tongue flicking over her nipples. She laughed and her hands went to his hair.

His hand slid between her legs and he pushed two fingers inside her. She gasped and her hand braced on the counter, knuckles white. He pumped his fingers slow and deliberate, curling them. Her head tipped back.

I watched from the armchair, beer in hand. Katie's breathing got faster and her hips started moving, rocking against his hand. He kept going, his fingers working inside her, his thumb pressing against her clit.

"Kyle," she said.

Her knees buckled and he wrapped his other arm around her waist, holding her up. He kept his fingers inside her until she went still. Then he pulled them out and kissed her, deep and slow.

They walked back to the couch, still naked. Katie grabbed the blanket and draped it over them. She climbed into his lap and straddled him, the blanket covering them both. I could see the motion underneath, the way her hips moved.

She was rubbing herself against him, her pussy sliding along the length of his cock, not taking him inside, just grinding. He had his hands on her hips under the blanket and she had her arms around his neck and they were kissing, deep and slow.

After a while Kyle got up and went to the bathroom. Katie looked at me and grinned and stood, letting the blanket fall. She walked to the bedroom and I followed. She pushed me onto the bed and climbed on top of me, already pulling my jeans open.

The pocket doors were open and I could hear Kyle in the bathroom, the faucet running. Katie got me out and sank down onto me and started moving, fast and hard. She was loud, moaning and gasping, not trying to be quiet at all.

I heard the bathroom door open and footsteps in the living room. Katie didn't stop. She kept riding me, her head tipped back, her hands on my chest.

She collapsed on top of me, breathing hard, and after a minute she got up and grabbed the sheet from the bed, wrapping it partly around herself. She walked out to the living room, the sheet draped over one shoulder.

I heard them talking, voices low, and then the sound of kissing. After a few minutes the door opened and closed and Katie came back to the bedroom. She dropped the sheet and climbed into bed and curled against me.

“I didn’t, you know,” she said quietly.

“I know.”

“I almost did.”

“I know that too.”

“Baby,” she half propped up on her elbow and looked down on me on my back. “Would you say anything if I did?”

As I thought about how to answer, she held my face in her hand. “Would you stop me?”

I could only look back and forth between her two eyes. “Do you want me to do it?”

I shut my eyes and gritted my teeth. “It’s so fucking hot, baby.”

Kyle came up on Saturday and Katie met him at the door in a black thong and a white tank top. They hugged and he grabbed her ass and she squealed and pushed him toward the kitchen. I was pulling vegetables out of the fridge. They started wrestling over the cutting board, Katie trying to steal a piece of bell pepper, Kyle holding it over his head.

She jumped for it and he caught her around the waist and she grabbed his shoulders and they ended up pressed against the counter, both laughing. His hand slid down and squeezed her ass and she poked him hard in the ribs and he grabbed her wrist.

"You're too horny for your own good," I said to her.

She grinned at me over her shoulder. "Your friend is hornier."

I walked over and pulled her away from Kyle and kissed her, deep and hard, my hand on the back of her head. She kissed me back, her body soft against mine, and when I pulled away she was flushed and breathing hard.

"You love it," she said. "You fuck me so hard after he gets me all worked up and soaking."

Kyle laughed and grabbed her hand and pulled her toward the couch. "Oh I'll make you wet alright." I held her wrist until she was stretched out between us.

Kyle tugged. “You have to fight for me baby,” she said with a teasing grin. “Or he’s going to win.”

Her wrist slipped out of my hand.

He pushed her down onto the cushions and knelt on the floor and pulled her thong down and off. He spread her legs and lowered his face between her thighs and started licking. Katie gasped and her hips lifted and he pressed her back down, his hands on her thighs, and kept going.

Her eyes, charcoal dark and glassy, never left mine in the kitchen.

She was moaning loud, her hands in his hair, her whole body moving. She bucked and twisted and he held her down and kept licking, his tongue working over her clit. She reached down and tried to pull him up, tried to get to his jeans, but he pushed her hands away and went back to eating her out.

After a few minutes she was panting and shaking and he pulled back and stood up. He stripped off his shirt and his jeans and his boxers and she sat up and lurched at him but he pushed her back down onto the couch and climbed over her.

I muted the nature documentary on the screen and turned up the music. I sank back into the armchair and watched.

Kyle was naked on top of her, his cock hard and pressed against her stomach. He reached down and wrapped his hand around himself and guided the head to her pussy, rubbing it through her wetness. She gasped and her legs opened wider. He kept teasing, the head of his cock sliding up and down, pressing against her clit, then down to her entrance.

"Kyle," she said, her voice rough.

He pressed in just the tip, barely an inch. She made a sound and her whole body arched up. Her legs started to wrap around him and then she twisted and looked at me.

"Dan," she said.

I met her eyes.

"Your friend is trying to fuck me," she said.

Kyle grinned down at her and pressed in another inch. Her mouth fell open and her hands went to his shoulders. She pushed him back and grabbed the blanket from the back of the couch and wrapped it around herself and stood up.

She crossed the room to me and climbed into my lap, the blanket still around her, and kissed me hard. She pulled back and leaned in close to my ear, her breath hot against my skin.

"If you don't stop this, he's going to fuck me," she whispered. "I am so fucking turned on right now I can’t stop him.”

I slid my hand between her legs under the blanket and found her soaked, dripping wet. She gasped and pressed against my hand. She reached down and unbuttoned my jeans and pulled the zipper down and wrapped her hand around me.

Kyle was getting dressed on the couch, pulling his boxers and jeans back on. "Maybe I should go," he said.

Katie was kissing my neck, her hand stroking me. I barely heard him. The door opened and closed and he was gone.

Katie dropped the blanket and pulled my cock out and climbed on top of me in the chair. She sank down onto me, taking me all the way in, and started moving. Fast and hard, her hands on my shoulders, her nails digging in.

She rode me wild, her whole body moving, her breasts bouncing in my face. I grabbed her hips and thrust up into her and she cried out and moved faster. She was loud, moaning and gasping, her head tipped back.

Her whole body shook. I kept going, fucking up into her. She cried out my name. I followed right after, groaning, my hands tight on her hips.

She collapsed against me, breathing hard, her face buried in my neck. We stayed like that for a long time, her body hot and slick against mine, both of us catching our breath.

Eventually she climbed off and took my hand and pulled me toward the bedroom. We got into bed and she curled against me, her leg over mine, her hand on my chest.

"That was intense," she said.

"Yeah," I said.

She kissed my shoulder and closed her eyes. “You have to stop me,” she moaned sleepily. “If you want.”

Kyle knocked and Katie opened the door. This time she was wearing a thin white cami and white satin panties, her hair down, makeup already done. She pulled him inside and kissed him hard, her hands working on his belt.

"I've been waiting for you," she said against his mouth. “My boyfriend won’t stop me fucking you,” she said to him looking over her shoulder at me.

She pulled him to the couch and pushed him down and dropped to her knees. She got his jeans open and pulled his cock out and took him in her mouth immediately, no teasing, just wet heat and suction. Her head bobbed fast, her hand working at the base. Kyle groaned and his hands tugged her hair.

She took him deep, her throat relaxing, and pulled back and did it again. Her tongue swirled around the head and then she went down again, taking him all the way. The wet sounds filled the room and Kyle's breathing got rough and he gripped her hair tighter.

He managed to find his shaking voice. “That true buddy?”

I didn’t say anything, I just drank back my beer.

“Your girlfriend is going to fuck me?” He sounded like he was dying.

I watched her work him like that for a few minutes, fast and thorough, and then she pulled off and wiped her mouth and stood up. She took his hand and pulled him toward the bedroom.

“Looks like it, buddy,” I said.

"Come on," she said to him.

The pocket doors stayed open. I remained in the armchair, beer in hand. Katie pulled Kyle through the doors and I heard them get on the bed, heard the rustle of fabric, heard Katie's voice low and breathless.

"I told Dan I was going to fuck you next time," she said. "I can't stop it."

“No?” Kyle's voice.

“No.”

The bed creaked and Katie made a sound, a low moan and then I high, sharp and sudden gasp, a cry. Then the rhythm started, slow at first, the mattress springs squeaking, and then faster. Katie's voice got louder, gasping and moaning. I could hear the slap of skin behind my head, the sound of Kyle's breathing, rough and hard.

The rhythm got faster and Katie got louder. She was crying out now, not holding back. I could picture it all. Her tits bouncing, Kyle's hands gripping her hips, her nails raking down his back, the sound of their bodies coming together, wet and hard.

She screamed, loud and unrestrained, and the bed kept moving. Kyle didn't stop. He kept going and Katie kept moaning and a few minutes later her voice broke crying out his name.

The rhythm got harder and Kyle groaned, deep and rough, and then the bed stopped moving. There was silence for a moment, just heavy breathing, and then low talking, words I couldn't make out. Katie laughed, soft and breathless.

A few minutes later they came out together. Kyle had his jeans on, no shirt. Katie was in her panties and the cami, her hair a mess, her makeup smudged under her eyes. She was glowing, her face flushed, a smile on her lips.

Kyle grabbed his shirt from the couch and pulled it on. He looked at me and nodded and I nodded back.They kissed, slow and easy, and then he left.

Katie locked the door and turned and walked to me. She took my hand and pulled me toward the bedroom. The bed was messed, the sheets tangled. She climbed on and pulled me down next to her.

"Kyle's much bigger," she said, grinning. "I'm too sore for anything else.”

She laughed and curled against me, her head on my chest. I wrapped my arm around her.

"Did you have fun?" I asked.

"Yeah," she said. She tilted her head up and kissed me. "You okay though?"

"Yeah," I said. And I meant it.

She smiled and settled back against me, her hand on my stomach. Her breathing slow and even.

I lay there with her head on my chest, her hair spread across the pillow, and closed my eyes.

Kyle came up and Katie met him at the door naked this time. They kissed hard, hands everywhere, and moved to the couch. She pushed him down and knelt between his legs and took him in her mouth, working him until he was rock hard, and then she climbed into his lap.

She straddled him, both of them naked, and reached down and wrapped her hand around his cock. She guided the head to her pussy and rubbed it through her wetness, slow circles, not letting him inside,just teasing him the way he teased her so much last time.

"Katie," he said, his voice tight.

She grinned and kept going, the head of his cock sliding up and down on her, pressing against her clit, then down to her entrance. She rocked her hips and almost let him in and then pulled away. His hands went to her hips, trying to pull her down, but she resisted, still grinning, still teasing.

She did this for minutes, grinding against him, her wetness coating his cock, her little gasps filling the room. She would press down just enough that the head started to push inside and then she would lift up and do it all over again.

I watched from the chair, the way her body moved, the way Kyle's jaw was clenched, his hands gripping her hips hard. She was breathing fast now, her face flushed. She kept teasing, kept rubbing him against her, not giving in.

“Fuck,” Kyle said.

I took my cock out, wrapped my fist around it.

She looked down at him and bit her lip and finally she sank down, taking him all the way in one slow motion. Her mouth fell open and she made a sound, high and sharp. Her whole body shuddered. She was stretched around him and she stayed there for a second, not moving, just feeling him.

Then she started to reck on him, slow at first, rolling her hips, and then faster. She rode him hard, her hands on his shoulders, her head tipped back. Kyle's hands moved to her tits, squeezing. She moaned and rocked faster.

After a few minutes he grabbed her waist and lifted her off and flipped her onto her back on the couch. He climbed over her and pushed inside her again and she gasped and wrapped her legs around his waist. He started fucking her, hard and deep. She was loud, moaning and gasping with every thrust.

His hand went to her throat, fingers wrapping around her, not squeezing hard, just holding. She looked up at him and her mouth opened and she moaned louder.

He kept going, his hips slamming into hers, the couch creaking under them. She cried, her whole body tensing. He didn't slow down. He kept fucking her through it and she was begging now.

He pulled out and stood up and pulled her to the edge of the couch. He lifted her legs and dropped her ankles over his shoulders and pushed back inside her. She was nearly upside down. The angle was different and she cried out and her hands gripped the cushions. He fucked her like that, deep and hard. Her legs shook. He was thrashing her whole body.

He pulled out and flipped her over, pulling her up onto her hands and knees. He entered her from behind and she pushed back against him, meeting every thrust. His hands gripped her hips and he pounded into her and she was screaming now, her voice raw.

"Kyle, fuck, yes..."

He pulled her up so her back was against his chest and kept fucking her, one hand on her breast, the other sliding down between her legs. He rubbed her clit and her whole body convulsed.

Then he pulled out and sat back on the couch and she climbed on top of him, reverse cowgirl, sinking down onto him and riding him hard. He could see everything, the way she moved, the curve of her ass. He groaned and grabbed her hips and thrust up into her.

Her hand fell back, and then he followed, groaning, his hands tight on her hips as he finished inside her. They stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard, her body still trembling.

Then she climbed off and they lay tangled on the couch, her head on his chest, his arm around her. I could see his cum slide out of her pussy. After a few minutes she sat up and took his hand and pulled him toward the bedroom. The pocket doors stayed open.

I heard the bed creak and then Katie's voice, already building again. They went for another twenty minutes, her moaning and crying out, the bed slamming against the wall. When they finally stopped it was quiet for a while and then I heard them talking, low voices, Katie laughing.

Kyle came out a little after midnight, dressed, his hair a mess. He nodded at me and I nodded back and he left. We said nothing. Katie came out a minute later.

She curled against me, her head on my chest, her body warm and exhausted.

"I love you," she said, her voice soft and sleepy.

"I love you too," I said.

She kissed my chest and closed her eyes. We went to bed.

We went out for dinner at a Vietnamese place on Burnside, the kind with mismatched chairs and string lights hanging from the ceiling. Katie wore a short black dress and heels and she looked incredible. Kyle met us there and we ate and drank beer and Katie sat between us in the booth, her leg pressed against mine under the table.

When we got back to the apartment she kicked off her heels and went to the bedroom. She came back out a minute later in a black lace bra and matching panties, her makeup still done, her hair loose around her shoulders.

"What do you think?" she asked, turning in a slow circle.

Kyle was on the couch and he looked at her and swallowed. "Damn."

She grinned and walked over to me in the armchair and climbed into my lap. I wrapped my arms around her waist and she settled against me, her head on my shoulder. I turned on the screen and found a show and we sat like that, the three of us quiet, just watching the screen.

After a while Kyle looked over at Katie and she looked back and grinned and her face flushed. He stood and walked over and held out his hand. She looked at it and then at me, still grinning.

"Is it okay?" she asked.

I jutted my chin but grinned too and she leaned down and kissed me, soft and warm. Then she took Kyle's hand and stood up. He led her toward the bedroom and she followed, glancing back at me once over her shoulder.

They went through the pocket doors and this time they closed them. I heard the latch click and then quiet murmuring, voices too low to make out. The sound of fabric rustling, something dropping to the floor, Katie's soft laugh.

Then there was kissing, wet sounds, Katie's breathing getting heavier. There was a low moan, the creak of the bed, and more sounds, sucking, licking, Kyle's voice saying something I couldn't hear, Katie giggling and then moaning.

And then came a sudden high-pitched gasp from Katie, sharp and clear. I knew what it meant. The bed started to creak, slow at first, rhythmic, Katie's voice building, soft moans turning to louder cries. The rhythm got faster and the bed slammed against the wall and Katie was screaming now, loud and unrestrained.

There came the  sound of skin slapping hard and fast, Kyle's rough breathing, grunting with effort, Katie begging.

The bed was pounded, relentless, Katie’s scream cutting off into a sob, and then a few minutes later, her voice hoarse, the rhythm changing, slower, and deeper, Katie moaning continuously now, a steady stream of sound and cursing.

It went on and on. Ten minutes, fifteen, twenty. Different rhythms, different sounds. At one point the bed stopped and I heard movement, furniture scraping, and then it started again, harder, Katie crying out with every thrust.

Her voice went ragged, Kyle groaning, his voice deep and rough, the sound building to a peak and then Kyle's final groan, long and guttural, Katie's high whimper, and then silence.

There was just breathing for a while, then low talking, Katie's soft laugh, exhausted and satisfied.

I sat in the chair and stared at the screen, not seeing it, just listening.

Eventually the pocket doors opened and Kyle came out, dressed in his jeans and t-shirt. His hair was a mess and his face was flushed. He slumped onto the broken couch and looked at the screen.

"What's this show about?" he asked.

"Some detective thing," I said and I sipped my beer.

He nodded and we sat there watching. After a few minutes Katie came out, her hair tangled, her makeup smudged, wearing just her black panties and the black bra. She walked slowly, a little stiff, and climbed into my lap in the armchair.

“These really do look good, babe,” I said, touching her panties.

She curled against me and kissed me, her mouth hot, her breath still heavy. I wrapped my arms around her and she settled her head on my shoulder.

“He fucks me almost too hard, baby,” she murmured privately in my ear. “He leave none of me left for you.”

“You love it,” I murmured back at her and she squirmed and chuckled and pushed her embarrassed face in my neck.

Katie stayed in my chair while I locked the door after Kyle quietly left. I carried Katie to the bedroom. We got into bed and she pressed against me, her body warm and loose.

“You have a good night tonight, babe?” I asked her.

"Yeah," she said. “I thought you’d stop us after that first kiss.”

“It wasn’t an accident,” I said to her and I kissed her hair.

She stirred and lifted her face from my chest, found my eyes. “Meaning?”

“Sh-sh,” I said, “sleep my darling.”

“Meaning?” she repeated louder.

“It wasn’t an accident, that’s all.”

“How do you know that?”

I petted her head and kissed her cheek.

She pulled away and came up on her elbows. “Tell me.”

We stared at each other for nearly a whole ten seconds. “I told him to do that.”

“To kiss me?”

I closed my eyes and nodded.

“And the next time?”

I gave up. I reached for my phone, opened my text thread with Kyle and handed it to her.

She had to scroll back a mile to find where it began. But it was all there, the kisses, the playing on the couch, the groping, the stripping, the sucking and licking and even taking her to the bedroom.

“Why would you?”

I shrugged. “Have you not seen yourself in bed with me the whole time? You know what we were like before.”
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