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My husband, Marq, coordinated the ground game on this one. In exchange for my undying affection, he wrote the “meat” of the sex scene. This story is the start of a beautiful partnership.

As usual, thank you to our Cover Guy™ for nailing this. You got the vibe exactly right... like ya do.

The blue and silver of Kady’s game day underwear looked mighty fine over her yoga-toned legs, if she did say so herself. But she’d love to hear what Brian had to say. Tossing her reflection a wink and a kiss, Kady flung open the bedroom door and let her socks carry her into the hallway in a dramatic slide. 

“BRIAN.” Her husband’s name came out more bellow than seductive summons, but he poked his sandy head around the kitchen wall nonetheless. At the sight of his wife’s panties and cami, Brian’s mouth slackened into a happy grin. 

“Why hello, wife.” 

“Hello, husband.” Kady popped her hip in a practiced way and rested a hand on it. “I just finished my mental checklist, and I’m excited to report that everything’s ready for the party. That is—I do need one more thing.” 

She made a movement with her lips and mouth that made it very clear what that one more thing was. 

Brian ran both hands through his shaggy hair and swung around to stand in the hallway, facing Kady. “C’mere, babe. I got what you need.” 

“Yeah, you do.” Kady let loose a throaty giggle and bounded towards Brian. 

They met in a clash of flesh and enthusiasm. His hands were all over her, grabbing generous handfuls of her ass, clawing at the base of her spine. Kady wriggled against him, kissing and nipping his neck and giggling into it whenever his fingers strayed below her panty line. 

“God. Sometimes I wish the boys knew how lucky I am.” Brian startled her by murmuring this earnestly against her shoulder. 

Kady pulled away and raised an eyebrow at him. “Do you really?” 

She expected him to drop into an easy laugh, but he was serious. “Yeah. I do.” 

He tugged her into a fierce kiss, enough to make her pop one foot. She snuggled against him, enjoying his hard erection against her leg, her body already preparing for him to enter her. 

The smart speaker timer sounded. 

Brian tensed up. Kady tensed up. They broke off their kiss and looked at each other with profound disappointment. 

“Guess that means Archie will be here in ten minutes,” Brian said, his attractive mouth curling into a pout. “Too bad. I was gonna ravage you.” 

Kady shuddered, her whole body wishing he could make good on that promise. “I could tell. I would have given as good as I got.” 

He flashed his teeth at her in an altogether predatory smile. “I know.” 

Kady threw up her hands. “I am horny as hell.” She dropped one hand between her legs, dangling it enticingly, watching Brian’s eyes follow it. 

He closed his eyes and sighed. “Same, hon. Wish we could do something about it.” 

“After the game.” Kady tried to hide her frustration and knew she wasn’t doing a very good job. 

Brian, too, looked thoroughly flustered. “Yeah. After the game. I’ll fuck your brains out.” 

“I’ll hold you to it.” 

Their collective blue balls notwithstanding, Kady gave Brian a good view of her assets as she strutted back to the bedroom to finish dressing. While she was pulling on her just-too-big uniform and flattering jeans, she heard the doorbell and Ratchet yip to announce the arrival of their first guest. 

Kady finished dressing and hurried out to meet Archie, attempting to ignore the pleasant way her jeans rubbed between her legs. She managed to get a bowl each of chips and guacamole to keep her hands busy. 

Brian was already clapping his best friend from childhood on the shoulder and taking his jacket as Kady entered the living room. Archie always looked like he’d stepped out of a 1970s documentary about Steve Jobs and Bill Gates: bespectacled, with a haircut the Beatles would have been proud to sport, he typically dressed in button-up shirts tucked into khaki pants. Today, however, he’d traded in his buttons for an oversized number 78, and looked like a kid wearing his brother’s old jersey. 

There was something extremely endearing about Archie—always had been, Kady thought as she sized him up through the lens of her recent arousal. He had that thoughtful engineer thing going for him. He’d probably be quite attentive and focused on optimization. Kady tucked her smirk behind her hand and waited for Archie to turn around. 

“Arch! How are you, bud?” She threw her arms open to embrace him, as she always did. 

He shrank into himself, as he always did, but then crept forward and let her hug him. She could feel his shoulders trembling under her armpits and tried not to laugh, certain he was sporting a hard-on. 

“I’m, uh, I’m good, I’m good,” Archie said, adjusting his glasses furiously as soon as she stepped away. “Excited for some football!” He cleared his throat and sent this last in Brian’s direction, the courage he’d mustered to meet Kady’s eyes fading away. 

Still attempting to hide her laughter, Kady leaned on the couch, casually popping her hip and tilting her head in a way she knew played as seductive. She wondered what Archie was thinking about the three of them, alone under Brian’s roof, and if that’s why his hands were shaking. Maybe he had threesomes on the brain. I sure do... 

A sharp knock on the door prevented any further attempts at conversation and sent a wildfire of nerves through Kady’s body. No matter which of the remaining men stood on her doorstep, it was certain to be a treat. 

She flung open the door to find Rafael standing there. 

Raff and Brian had met at work when the pair were both struggling to make ends meet in college, spending whatever hours they could spare at a junkyard. They’d torn up cars, refrigerators, and dryers side by side for three years and developed a hell of a rapport, one they claimed came from ripping parts out of machines with their bare hands. In private moments, Kady wondered if their bond went a little deeper, but she’d never found the nerve to broach it with Brian. 

These days, {a decade} out of college, Raff had maintained his junkyard style but matured into a powerful jawline, a lean and sinewy build, and just enough dark beard to shade his cheeks. He was the grown-up version of the scoundrel standing on car roofs with a massive {smashing} hammer, and Kady still nursed a giant crush on him. 

Kady was sure she’d rushed through this thought sequence in a matter of seconds, but Raff raised one scruffy eyebrow and smirked at her. “You gonna let me in or stand there blocking my way? I came for the game, baby!” 

“Come on in!” Kady half-shouted, registering even as the words left her mouth how loudly she was speaking. She swept aside and threw her arm out to indicate that the living room was all Raff’s, and with a deep nod like an old-fashioned cowboy, he strutted into their house. As he walked past Kady in the small entryway, his leather jacket-clad arm brushed against her breasts, and she shivered with ill-concealed arousal. 

“Go ‘Boys!” Raff called. 

“Raff! Go ‘Boys!” Brian bellowed. The two men embraced with hearty slaps on the back, and when they broke away Raff offered Archie one giant hand. 

“Good to see you, Arch.” 

“You too, Raff.” Archie always looked like he wanted to curl up into a ball when he was anywhere near Raff, though Kady—tucking her smirk into her shoulder—had never thought Archie was straight, and was sure he knew a hottie when the body was right in front of him. 

And Raff, for his part, always knew how to put Archie more at ease. “{Some sort of stats talk!}” 

Archie visibly relaxed and started spouting numbers, and soon the trio of men were deep in conversation. Kady took the opportunity to slip to the kitchen and fetch some Nachos which she brought out with an exaggerated pop of her hip. All three pairs of eyes slipped away from each other and to her, so when she went to the table to set the food down, she leaned over and lingered for a moment so her designer jeans flattered her ass a little extra. 

That was when a heavy fist rapped a greeting on the door, and everyone lit up. “Ellis!” Brian said, for all of them. 

Kady got to be the one who danced to the door, and she did so with an extra spring in her step, imagining Brian’s gaze glued to her rear end. 

Ellis was Kady’s favorite. Ellis was everyone’s favorite, truly, because he was exactly the right mix of cool and suave and confident and yet completely genuine and unwilling to be anyone but his weird-ass self. He had this way of glancing across a room and seeing her, really piercing her with a knowing gaze, that sent her heart skittering in three directions at once and made her wet as all hell. 

Kady would have let him come up her ass if he’d asked. She was a little annoyed he’d never asked, but then again, Ellis was too good a friend to Brian to ever go there without explicit permission. 

And she had yet to give him that. 

There he was, on her stoop, hefting a 12-pack up onto his shoulder, leaning his dreads and his head against the box. 

“Kady, baby!” It was the usual greeting, but tonight it made a fist catch the breath in Kady’s throat. “I’m the last one again, huh?” 

“Always, Ell, but if you were on time, it wouldn’t be much of a party, I daresay.” Kady raised her arms and Ellis responded by swinging the beer back by his side and embracing her heartily with one arm. 

The other three men clustered at the entryway, grinning and bobbing. 

Ellis flashed a toothy smile at each one in turn. “Bri, Raff, Arch, my man.” He extended a paw
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