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Consensual Desires

Hey Ash, I’m running late, love. Be home in twenty.”

“No worries,” Ashley said easily. “The guys are already here. Game’s about to start and we’re pouring drinks. See you soon.”

“See you soon.”

Our team was playing in their first playoff game in five years, and Ashley and I had decided to host. It was the same small group of friends we’d been close with for years — guys we trusted, guys Ashley felt completely at ease around. When we all got together and drinks started flowing, things tended to get playful. A little flirtation. A little teasing.

All harmless.
And the kind we both enjoyed.
“James, about time,” Dave called as I walked in.

Eli, Zak, Terry, Dwayne, and Drew were all sprawled around the living room, springing up to greet me with the usual hugs and back slaps.

“Let’s get this guy a shot,” Terry announced, already heading for the kitchen.

Ashley smiled when she saw me and leaned into a quick kiss. “Hey, love.”

“Shots for everyone,” Zak shouted, lining up glasses.

“Salud,” we yelled, tossing them back together.

I told Ashley I was going to change before settling in for the game. As I turned away, Eli stepped close, his arm settling comfortably around her shoulders. Ashley leaned into him without hesitation, smiling up at his broad frame.

“I bet you will,” she teased when he joked about taking care of her.

I laughed and headed upstairs.

A roar from downstairs told me I’d missed something big. I pulled my shirt on and hurried back down.

“Pick six!” Drew yelled. “We’re up!”

Ashley was stretched out on the couch between Eli and Dwayne, looking almost tiny next to them. To anyone else they might’ve seemed intimidating — both former college athletes, broad and solid — but Ashley looked completely at ease. Comfortable. Safe.

Her bodyguards, I thought, smiling to myself.

Pizza arrived, the boxes filling the coffee table. We ate, talked about work and life, and settled into the easy rhythm that only comes with long familiarity.

At halftime we refilled drinks and did another round of shots, celebrating the lead.

Most of the guys drifted back to the living room, already arguing play calls. It was just me, Ashley, and Eli in the kitchen.

Ashley giggled, clearly feeling the buzz, and caught Eli by the arm. “Save my spot,” she said, tugging him down toward her face before slipping away toward the bathroom.

Eli shook his head, laughing. “Man... she’s awesome. You really did hit the jackpot.”

“I know,” I said. “We both love these get-togethers. She feels comfortable with you idiots.”

He grinned and pulled me into a rough hug before we headed back to the couch as the second half kicked off.

Ashley returned a few minutes later. As she stepped past Dwayne, she caught his shoe and tumbled — right into Eli’s lap.

They both burst out laughing. She tried to sit up, failed, and instead settled back against him, still giggling. Eli hesitated, glancing at me.

I just shrugged. Go with it.

He smiled and wrapped his arms around her. “Guess you’re stuck.”

Ashley flashed me a quick, knowing look — the kind that told me the fall hadn’t been entirely accidental. I raised an eyebrow. She smiled wider.

She was safe.
And free to enjoy herself.
Dwayne chuckled. “Looks like all you need now is a foot massage.”

Ashley didn’t miss a beat. “Is that an invitation?” she asked, lifting her legs into his lap and wiggling her toes.

Dwayne started rubbing, and Ashley let out a soft, surprised moan before clapping a hand over her mouth, laughing. “Oh my god — shut up and watch the game.”

We all laughed and settled back in.

By the end of the third quarter, our team was dominating. A few of the guys started checking phones, talking about early mornings and long drives.

Drew clapped me on the shoulder. “I’m gonna take off while the score’s good.”

Terry followed not long after. Dwayne mentioned he was on call and headed out too.

Before I really registered it, the house was quieter.

Just us.
And Eli and Zak.
Ashley was still curled against Eli when he stood up. “Bathroom,” he said. “You can have your seat back when I get back.”

“You promised,” she laughed, standing.

She glanced at me, then headed upstairs.

I followed a moment later.

The bedroom door had barely closed before she was kissing me, hard and eager.

“That was so hot,” she breathed. “They’re reacting exactly how we thought they would.”

She slid her hand down my chest. “I want to turn it up.”

I watched her, steady.

“You remember,” she said softly. “I want it to look like I’m not in control. Even though I am. I want to feel taken — the way we planned.”

“I remember,” I said. “And I’ve hinted before. They know this only happens if everyone’s comfortable.”

She smiled, her grip tightening through my jeans. “Good. Are you still okay with this?”

“Hells yes,” I said without hesitation. “Watching you like this — like we talked about — is something I’ve wanted for a long time.”

“I’ll be there the whole time,” I added. “If anything feels off, you say the word and it stops.”

She kissed me again, slow and grateful. “Thank you.”

Then she slipped into the bathroom, leaving me hard, calm, and absolutely certain.
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Downstairs, the game played on, quieter now.

I grabbed a beer and leaned against the counter. “Hey,” I said casually. “Quick check-in.”

Eli and Zak looked over. No surprise.

“You guys remember the conversations we’ve had before,” I said. “The what-ifs.”

Zak nodded. “Yeah.”

“Well,” I said, “tonight feels like one of those nights — if everyone’s still good with it.”

Eli didn’t hesitate. “She wants this?”

“She does,” I said. “And I’m here.”

Zak took a breath and smiled. “Alright then.”

“That’s it,” I said. “Nothing’s rushed. If anything feels off, we stop.”

“Always,” Eli said.

The TV volume went back up.

Nothing else needed to be said.

I glanced toward the stairs — not impatient, just aware.

With about three minutes left in the game and a lopsided score for our team, footsteps sounded on the stairs and the vibe was changing. 

All three of us glanced up without thinking.

Ashley appeared at the top step, unhurried, calm, wearing a short silky pink robe that didn’t hide anything so much as promise it. She didn’t pause or make a show of it — she just met my eyes and smiled.

I held her gaze and nodded once.

She came down slowly, not because she was nervous, but because she knew she didn’t need to rush. When she reached the living room, she didn’t hover or wait to be invited. As she passed me, she let her hand drag lightly across my shoulder before dropping onto the couch between Eli and Zak.

“I’m back for my seat,” she teased, elbowing them both gently as she settled in. They laughed and shifted just enough to make room.

I took it as my cue to start tidying up, gathering plates and empty glasses and carrying them into the kitchen. On my way back to grab the pizza boxes, I heard Eli mention something about shots and playing a little poker—something to keep the mood light and easy.

“The cards are in the kitchen,” I said. “Let’s grab a shot and play a few hands around the table.”

I scooped up the pizza boxes and followed everyone in. I took them out to the garage, and when I came back inside, Ashley and Zak were wrapped in a loose embrace. She wore a teasing, pouty expression as she told him he wasn’t having a shot and would be leaving shortly. She pushed him away playfully.

“You won’t be so lucky next time,” Zak said, laughing.

“Is that a promise?” Ashley shot back, giggling.

“You know it,” he said.

Eli poured the shots, flashing his devilishly handsome smile. “Looks like you’re stuck with me tonight,” he said with a wink as he handed Ashley her glass.

I grabbed mine, and we clinked glasses. “Cheers.” The shots went down easily.

Zak checked the time and smiled, the decision clearly made. “I should head out. Early morning tomorrow. These weekday games are brutal. Another one Saturday night, though—see you all then.”

He hugged Eli and me. “See you Saturday,” we said together, laughing.

Then he turned to Ashley. She opened her arms, and he wrapped her up in a lingering hug. She caught my eye over his shoulder. I smiled and nodded toward the door, silently telling her to walk him out. She smiled back, took Zak’s hand, and led him toward the front door.

Eli and I exchanged a knowing look
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