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It was popcorn that started it.

Neither couple had much money left after buying their first homes. The houses stood side by side on the same quiet suburban street, and with mortgage payments, furniture, and an endless list of repairs swallowing most of their spare cash, entertainment had become a decidedly modest affair. A rental movie on Friday night, watched in one of their basements with a few drinks and something to eat, was about as extravagant as they got.

The arrangement suited them. They had only known one another for a few months, but living next door had quickly turned them into close friends. Most weekends found the four of them together, grilling in one backyard or the other, playing cards, or sitting around talking until much later than any of them had intended.

That evening, it was Lucy and Ben’s turn to host.

Lucy carried a large bowl of popcorn downstairs and found Jess sitting beside Luke on one couch. Ben sat alone on the other, with an empty cushion beside him.

“Shit, I forgot to put some of this in another bowl for Luke,” she said.

Of the four of them, she and Luke were the only ones who really liked popcorn. Usually, Lucy sat beside Ben and passed a separate bowl across to Luke.

“Don’t be silly.” Jess stood up. “Sit here with Luke and share it. I’ll sit with Ben.”

Lucy looked from her friend to the tall, dark-haired man waiting on the couch. The suggestion was entirely innocent, but something about it made her smile.

“Okay with me,” she said.

“Me too,” Ben replied, moving over as Jess crossed the room and settled beside him.

Lucy sat down next to Luke and placed the bowl between them.

None of them made anything of it at first. They were friends, after all. They had spent countless evenings crowded around the same tables and sitting shoulder to shoulder during card games. Swapping places for the sake of a bowl of popcorn shouldn’t have felt remotely significant.

But when the movie began and Luke turned down the lights, the atmosphere changed.

The basement fell into darkness apart from the flickering television screen. Lucy became unexpectedly conscious of Luke sitting beside her instead of her husband. There was nothing improper in the space between them, yet it seemed charged precisely because it was usually occupied by someone else.

Across the room, Jess sat close enough to Ben that their legs nearly touched. She glanced toward Luke, perhaps expecting him to notice, and found him already looking in her direction. He quickly turned his attention back to the movie.

The film itself didn’t help. It contained several nude scenes—nothing especially graphic, but enough glimpses of bare breasts and naked backsides to make all four of them acutely aware of whom they were sitting beside.

Lucy placed the popcorn bowl between herself and Luke. Whenever one of them reached into it, their fingers seemed to brush. The first contact was accidental. So was the second. By the third, neither of them pulled away quite as quickly.

Luke tried to concentrate on the television, but the warmth of Lucy’s body beside him and the faint scent of her perfume had already caused an uncomfortable stirring inside his jeans. He shifted slightly, hoping she wouldn’t notice.

On the other couch, Jess twisted her body so she could see the screen properly, but the position soon became awkward. Normally, she would have leaned back against her husband and used his chest or shoulder for support.

“Maybe we should switch back,” she said. “I miss leaning on my husband.”

“You can lean on me,” Ben offered.

His tone was casual, although he glanced across the room to see whether Luke or Lucy objected. Neither of them said anything. Luke merely kept his eyes on the television, while Lucy reached for another handful of popcorn.

“Okay, but you’d better behave yourself,” Jess said with a giggle.

She turned sideways and carefully leaned back until her shoulder and upper back rested against Ben’s left side. Ben adjusted his position to accommodate her, stretching one arm along the top of the couch above her head. He wasn’t actually holding her, but the posture made them look surprisingly intimate.

Lucy and Luke both watched their spouses settle together.

For a few seconds, neither moved. Then Lucy lifted the popcorn bowl from the cushion between them and placed it on her lap. Without discussing it, they turned their bodies toward the television and copied the position of their spouses. Lucy leaned back against Luke while he raised his arm and rested it along the couch behind her.

The new arrangement meant that whenever Luke wanted popcorn, he had to reach around Lucy to get it. His forearm passed close to her breasts, and his hand disappeared into the bowl resting between her thighs. Each time he reached forward, she felt the warmth of his chest against her back.

On the opposite couch, Jess shifted more comfortably against Ben and watched them.

The four friends had arranged themselves into two different couples without really meaning to. It should have felt awkward. Instead, with the room dark and the movie continuing in front of them, none of them seemed eager to change back.

The two couples now matched up physically because both Lucy and Luke were tall and thin, whereas Jess and Ben were shorter and stockier.

At first, Luke made a conscious effort to reach around Lucy without touching her. Each time he wanted more popcorn, he extended his arm awkwardly past her side, keeping his wrist turned away from her bare arm.

As the movie grew hotter, however, his caution began to slip.

The next time he reached into the bowl, the inside of his wrist lightly brushed Lucy’s forearm. The contact was brief enough to be dismissed as accidental, yet both of them noticed it. Luke hesitated, waiting for her to shift away or move the bowl somewhere else.

She did neither.

A few minutes later, he reached around her again. This time his wrist remained against her arm for a moment longer. When Lucy still offered no objection, Luke became bolder. His touch grew gradually firmer until his fingers and bare wrist repeatedly brushed across her warm flesh whenever he dipped his hand into the bowl.

There was nothing overtly sexual about it. He wasn’t stroking her, and Lucy wasn’t encouraging him in any obvious way. It was merely the continued contact of skin against skin, harmless enough that either of them could pretend it meant nothing.

Yet it soon caused both of them to forget about the movie.

Lucy became aware of every small movement Luke made behind her. She could feel his breathing through the thin fabric covering her back, and whenever he reached around her, his chest pressed a little more firmly against her shoulder. Luke, meanwhile, found himself thinking less about the nude woman on the television and more about the real woman nestled against him.

On the other couch, Jess lifted her feet onto the cushions and leaned farther back into Ben. Her head settled directly against his left shoulder, while her right elbow dropped naturally onto his thigh.

Ben’s mouth was only a few inches from her ear.

“Are you comfortable?” he whispered.

His warm breath teased the delicate skin below her earlobe, sending a faint shiver down Jess’s neck. She had been with Luke since eighth grade. She had dated no one else seriously, and she had certainly never been this physically close to another man. Ben’s size, his scent, and the low vibration of his voice beside her ear all felt unfamiliar.

And disturbingly exciting.

“Yes,” she replied.

Jess turned her head toward him as she spoke. The movement brought them closer than either had anticipated, and her soft lips brushed across Ben’s cheekbone.

She immediately drew back.

“Sorry,” she murmured.

In her haste, her elbow shifted farther down his thigh. It pressed against something firm beneath his pants.

At first, Jess didn’t understand what she was feeling. She moved her elbow slightly, trying to reposition herself, and felt the unmistakable rounded shape of the head of Ben’s erection through the fabric.

Her breath caught.

She jerked her arm away and placed both hands in her lap.

Ben said nothing. He kept his face turned toward the television, but Jess could feel the tension running through the body behind her. The knowledge that Ben was hard—that sitting with her had made another man hard—sent an unexpected pulse of heat through her.

The movie continued for another thirty minutes, but none of them could have explained what was happening on the screen. Their attention remained fixed on the bodies pressed close to their own and on the spouses sitting across the darkened room with somebody else.

Every accidental touch now seemed deliberate. Every shift of position carried a second meaning. Their breathing became uneven, and the basement felt warmer despite no change in temperature.

When the movie ended and the credits began to roll, no one moved.

The room remained lit only by the glow of the television. Lucy stayed against Luke’s chest, conscious of his arm stretched behind her and the hard shape pressing discreetly against her lower back. Across from them, Jess remained nestled beside Ben, her hands held carefully in her lap as though she were afraid of touching him again.

Finally, Lucy lifted the popcorn bowl and moved away from Luke.

“Well,” she said, her voice sounding unnaturally bright in the quiet room, “I made some cookies.”

She stood and smoothed her clothes. Before turning toward the stairs, she glanced down and saw the unmistakable bulge straining against the front of Luke’s jeans.

A private thrill passed through her.

She had caused that.

Jess rose and followed her upstairs. Neither woman mentioned what had happened, but Lucy wondered whether Jess had noticed Luke’s erection. Jess wondered whether Lucy had seen where her elbow had been resting against Ben.

The men remained in the basement for another minute, both pretending to be interested in the final credits while waiting for their erections to subside.

“That was some movie,” Ben eventually said.

“Yeah,” Luke replied, although neither man could have named a single character in it.

Once they were reasonably confident their excitement was no longer obvious, they went upstairs. The four friends ate cookies and drank coffee, maintaining a conversation that felt almost comically ordinary after the tension in the basement. They discussed the movie without saying anything meaningful about it, carefully avoiding one another’s eyes whenever the conversation faltered.

Eventually, Jess and Luke said goodnight and walked next door.

It had been a while since either couple had enjoyed anything more than routine sex. That night, however, it took very little for the tension created in the basement to turn into an urgent need for satisfaction.

Jess barely waited until their bedroom door was closed before reaching for Luke. Their kisses were hungry and clumsy, their clothes discarded with none of their usual hesitation. Within minutes, she was on her back beneath him, her legs wrapped tightly around his naked hips as he thrust into her.

“Oh, Luke,” she moaned. “Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

She clung to him, pulling him deeper with every movement. It had been a long time since she had felt so aroused, yet she knew her excitement had not begun in their bedroom. She could still feel Ben’s breath against her neck. She remembered the pressure beneath her elbow and the stunned realization that another man had become hard while she rested against him.

Luke’s thoughts were just as divided. He looked down at his wife, but part of his mind remained in the basement with Lucy leaning against his chest. He remembered the warmth of her bare arm beneath his wrist, the scent of her hair, and the way she had stayed perfectly still each time he reached around her.

The fantasy of what might have happened if he had moved his hand somewhere other than the popcorn bowl pushed him rapidly toward the edge.

Normally, Luke would have lasted longer, but he was already too worked up.

“I’m close,” he gasped.

Jess heard the strain in his voice and realized he was about to finish.

“Wait!”

She forced one hand between their bodies and found her swollen clit. Her fingers rubbed it frantically while Luke continued thrusting into her.

“Now, Jess,” he groaned. “Now!”

Her back arched from the bed. The pressure inside her finally broke, and she cried out as her climax tore through her. Luke buried himself deeply within her and came almost immediately afterward, his body shuddering against hers.

For several seconds, neither spoke.

They held one another while their breathing slowed, each privately wondering whether the other had been imagining someone else.

Next door, Lucy’s fingers were wrapped around Ben’s long, hard cock.

She lay beside him with her head resting on his stomach, watching her hand slide steadily along his shaft. The sight fascinated her more than usual. As her fingers circled his thickness, she found herself wondering whether Luke was built the same way.

Had the shape she’d seen in his jeans been longer than Ben’s? Thicker? What would it have felt like if she had turned around on the couch and touched it?

Ben’s eyes remained closed as Lucy stroked him. In his imagination, however, the hand around his cock belonged to Jess. He could still feel the brief pressure of her elbow against him and remember the startled expression on her face when she realized exactly what she had touched.

He reached down and cupped Lucy’s right breast, enjoying its familiar fullness. His thumb moved across her nipple, but his thoughts remained fixed on Jess. Her breasts were smaller than Lucy’s, and he wondered how they would feel in his hands.

Lucy’s hand continued moving as she studied her husband’s face. She could tell he was lost in the same forbidden thoughts consuming her, although neither of them was brave enough to ask whom the other was imagining.

Then she lowered her head.

Her lips lightly kissed the damp tip of his cock.

“Oh God,” Ben moaned.

He couldn’t remember the last time she had gone down on him.

Lucy giggled softly. As her lips and tongue traveled down Ben’s hot shaft, she turned her body until she was facing the opposite direction. She carefully swung one leg across him and positioned herself above his face.

Ben looked up at the moist blonde curls between her thighs. Lucy hesitated for only a moment before lowering herself toward him, spreading her knees wider on either side of his head. At
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