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      I fold another blouse into my weekend bag and pause, staring at it like it might magically refold itself better. My suitcase is already too full, but Drew is no help. He’s sprawled across the bed behind me, scrolling through his phone, shirtless and smug. His toned chest rises and falls with each lazy breath, and I hate how easily I get distracted by the way his abs dip beneath the waistband of his joggers.

      I glance over my shoulder. “You’re really not going to help me finish packing?”

      He grins without looking up. “I’m providing moral support.”

      “You’re providing eye candy.”

      He winks. “And yet you still complain.”

      I toss a rolled-up pair of socks at him. He catches them without looking, finally setting his phone down. “You’re not seriously taking that many sweaters to L.A.”

      “It’s a conference. Indoors. Hotel AC is cold.”

      “And you’ll be gone three nights, not three weeks.”

      I sigh and zip the suitcase halfway. His eyes are on me now, and I can feel the heat of his gaze sliding down my back like warm fingers.

      “You gonna miss me?” I ask, trying to keep it light.

      Drew leans up on his elbows, head tilted like he’s already plotting something. “Depends.”

      I arch an eyebrow. “Depends?”

      “If I’m allowed to misbehave while you’re gone.” His voice is low and teasing. I laugh, brushing it off, but my stomach flips.

      “Don’t go screwing some random girl while I’m gone,” I say, half-playful, half-serious. I toss it out like a joke, even though I feel the pulse of something darker underneath it.

      He doesn’t miss a beat. “What if you gave me permission?”

      My eyes snap to his. For a second, the room goes quiet. The air shifts.

      My heart stutters in my chest. “You want permission?”

      He shrugs, like this is just another one of our games. But the glint in his eyes tells me he’s more curious than he should be. “It’d be hot, wouldn’t it? Me, with someone else. Just once. Just for fun.”

      I scoff, but it comes out breathy. I can’t tell if I’m trying to end the moment or lean into it. “You wish.”

      Drew gets up from the bed and crosses to me slowly, placing his hands on either side of the suitcase. “C’mon, Jess. Admit it. You’d think about it. Picture it.”

      I laugh, but it catches in my throat. “You think I’d let you sleep with another woman while I’m gone?”

      He leans in, voice low and coaxing. “I don’t know. Would you?”

      I roll my eyes, but I’m already wet between my thighs and I hate that he knows it. “Sure. Go ahead,” I say, voice thick with sarcasm. “If you can find someone who’s into floppy-haired dorks who suck at laundry…”

      “And if I can?” he presses. “I promise to give you all the sordid details. I can tell by the way your cheeks are flushing how into this you really are.”

      I stare up at him, my mouth slightly open. This is a game. A line we’ve never crossed. But the way he’s looking at me—challenging, hungry, playful—makes me feel exposed.

      My cheeks flush. “Fine. One night. One girl. Don’t fall in love.”

      He searches my face like he’s trying to figure out if I mean it. I’m not even sure myself. It came out too fast, too easy. Like a dare I didn’t expect to be accepted.

      A beat passes. Then he laughs softly, brushing his lips against my forehead like this is just more banter between us. “I won’t fall in love.”

      But he doesn’t say he won’t do it. And I don’t tell him not to.

      The moment hangs in the air, pulsing with something that tastes like danger and heat and the kind of fantasy we’ve both secretly circled without admitting it.

      I finish zipping the suitcase, but my hands are trembling.

      When I glance back at Drew, he’s watching me like he’s already undressing someone else in his head.

      And I can’t help but wonder… what if I really do want him to?
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        * * *

      

      By the time I get home Sunday night, the air in the apartment feels heavier. Maybe it's me. Maybe it's what I said before I left. But something’s different—and not in a subtle way. Drew greets me with a smile that’s just a little too careful, his body too still, like he’s been waiting to do something and doesn’t know how to start it.

      He takes my suitcase, kisses my cheek. “How was the conference?”

      I shrug, kicking off my shoes. “Fine. Long. Boring. I missed you.”

      “I missed you too,” he says. His voice is soft. Controlled.

      He’s watching me too closely.

      We make dinner together—just something easy, pasta with garlic and olive oil—but the quiet between us is loud. Drew keeps looking at me like he’s reading a script in his head, rehearsing his lines. I try not to show how tense I am, but my fork barely scrapes the plate. I know something’s coming. I just don’t know what.

      After we finish eating, he clears his throat.

      “I need to tell you something.”

      I set my wine glass down, the little clink of it louder than it should be. “Okay…”

      His eyes drop to the table. Then they rise, locking onto mine.

      “I did it,” he says. “What you said. The night before you left.”

      My body goes still.

      He keeps going, like he has to get the words out before they choke him. “Emma. From our philosophy class. I ran into her on campus, and… well, I know we were joking, but something about it felt real. Like you wanted this. Please, tell me it’s what you wanted.”

      My skin flushes hot, then cold. I don’t know what to say.

      “Jess…” His voice cracks, barely.

      I stand slowly and walk to the sink, rinsing my plate just so I have something to do with my hands. “So, what, you just... took your free pass and ran with it?”

      He comes up behind me, but not too close. “I thought about it all night after you left. The way you said it... I don’t know. I thought maybe you wanted me to.”

      “And now?” I turn, and my voice comes out steadier than I feel. “Do you regret it?”

      “Not if you don’t.” He hesitates. “There’s… video.”

      I blink. “You filmed it?”

      “She did. For you. I told her about our arrangement which only interested her even more. She suggested we film it for you. It was her way of including you in this.”

      He slides a small flash drive across the counter. The way it clicks against the granite sounds obscene. I stare at the device like it might catch fire.

      “I haven’t watched it all the way through,” he says. “But it’s… there.”

      All I can feel is this weird twist in my stomach—something between nausea and heat. My thighs press together on instinct, and I hate myself for it.

      He studies me. “I’m not going to ask you to watch it. But if you want to… it’s here.” I stare at the silver sliver of plastic. My mouth goes dry.

      “I don’t want to see it,” I say. But I don’t move. Don’t touch the flash drive. Don’t push it away either.

      “I get it,” he says, nodding. “I just didn’t want to hide it from you.”

      He walks out of the kitchen, leaving me with the flash drive on the counter and my own ragged breath. I stay rooted there for a long time, watching the way the light glints off the edges like it’s daring me.

      My fingers twitch.

      I tell myself I’m just cleaning up. Just clearing the table.

      But I don’t throw the flash drive away.

      I slip it into the side pocket of my bag instead.

      And later that night, when the lights are out and Drew is asleep beside me… I reach for it.
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        * * *

      

      Drew’s breathing is soft beside me, steady and warm. His arm drapes across my waist like it always does when we sleep. But tonight, I’m not still. I’m too wired. Too wound up with questions.

      Did he really touch her like that?

      Did he kiss her the way he kisses me?

      Did he moan?

      I swallow hard and shift onto my back, careful not to wake him. The flash drive is in my purse, tucked beneath a chapstick and a crumpled receipt. It’s practically humming in there. Calling to me.

      I stare at the ceiling.

      I told him I didn’t want to see it. And I meant it—sort of. But I can’t stop imagining it. The sounds. The rhythm. His voice when he’s close. I know it too well. I can hear it in my head even now.

      I slip quietly out of bed and tiptoe into the living room. My laptop glows as I open it, the hum of the fan like a secret spinning into the night. My hands tremble slightly as I plug in the flash drive.

      I double-click the file.

      The screen goes black for a moment. Then it starts.

      Soft lighting. Twisted sheets. The edge of Drew’s body half-shadowed as he leans over someone. I already know who it is, but my breath catches anyway when she comes into view.

      Emma.

      She’s gorgeous in that undone, natural way I’ve always noticed but never acknowledged. Her skin is all golden warmth, flushed in the cheeks. She’s got this silky waterfall of dark blonde hair that spills over Drew’s pillow, and a lazy, knowing smile on her mouth. The kind of smile that says I know he wants me—and I know you’re watching.

      My throat tightens as I watch Drew kiss her neck. It’s slow, purposeful. His mouth trails down her collarbone and she arches like it’s the only thing she’s ever wanted.

      I should look away.

      Instead, I touch my lips.

      The sound quality is quiet, just the rustle of sheets and a few soft gasps. Her voice is breathy—almost too soft to hear.

      “Right there…”

      My thighs squeeze together.

      I watch as Drew slides down her body, spreading her legs apart and settling between them. The camera angle isn’t perfect, but I see the way his head dips low, the way Emma’s hips roll forward to meet his mouth. I can hear the wet suck of his tongue.

      He’s never looked more focused.

      I shift in my seat and slip my hand between my thighs, just over my panties, pressing softly where the ache has bloomed. My breath hitches when Emma moans again, this time sharper, needier.

      He fucks her with his mouth like he wants to own her.

      And I… can’t look away.

      Her hands tug at his hair. She bites her bottom lip and says his name like it’s the only word she remembers. Drew lifts his head just long enough to kiss her inner thigh, then drags his cock against her slickness.

      I bite back a gasp.

      He pushes into her—slow and thick—and she cries out. Her body stretches, so pliant and eager, her arms reaching for him like she can’t stand the distance. And his rhythm... God, I know that rhythm. That slow, deep, hungry pace he uses when he wants to make it last.

      My fingers slip past the edge of my panties.

      I glide over my clit, slow at first. A soft circle. Then another. It’s too much and not enough all at once. I keep watching as Emma wraps her legs around his hips, pulling him in deeper. Her breasts bounce with every thrust, her nipples flushed and stiff, begging to be touched.

      He bends and takes one into his mouth.

      I imagine it's me.

      I imagine being her.

      The heat rushes through me like wildfire.

      I tease myself faster, circling harder, not caring that I’m squirming now, panting quietly in the glow of my laptop screen. My skin is fever-hot, my heart pounding.

      Drew starts to fuck her harder. Her voice rises, breathy and high, and then—God—she comes. Her back arches, mouth open, face twisted in bliss. I know that look. I’ve worn that look.

      My orgasm hits like a punch to the gut. I clamp a hand over my mouth to keep from crying out. My legs shake. My breath stutters. Pleasure explodes through me like a tidal wave, crashing, tumbling, pulling me under.

      When it passes, I slump back against the couch, one hand still tucked between my legs, the other gripping the edge of the cushion.

      The video is still playing. I watch Drew fall over her, kissing her shoulder, murmuring something I can’t quite hear. It’s strangely tender.

      Too tender.

      I pause the video.

      Stare at the screen.

      I should feel betrayed.

      Instead… I feel breathless and guilty and so turned on I could cry.

      And maybe that’s the worst part.

      Because deep down, I’m starting to realize something I never expected: This isn’t just his fantasy anymore.

      It’s mine too.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I make breakfast because I don’t trust myself to sit still.

      The eggs sizzle in the pan, loud and frantic, like my thoughts. I can still feel it—my body flushed and tender from last night, the images from that video burned into my memory. Every thrust. Every moan. The way he touched her like he knew exactly how she wanted it. The way she responded like she’d wanted it for a long, long time.

      Behind me, Drew sets the table. He’s being careful. Quiet. Like he knows something’s shifted but isn’t ready to ask what. I’m not ready to tell him either.

      “Coffee?” he asks.

      “Sure,” I murmur. My voice is hoarse, and I can’t blame it on sleep.

      I plate the eggs, toast, fruit. Normal couple stuff. Domestic. Routine. But nothing feels routine about the way he keeps sneaking glances at me—like he’s waiting for me to explode. Or confess.

      We sit down. Eat.

      Sort of.

      I pick at a piece of toast and feel his gaze finally settle hard on me.

      “You didn’t sleep well,” he says.

      I shrug. “The bed felt different after being gone for a few nights.”

      He doesn’t smile.

      A beat.

      Then: “Did you watch it?”

      I freeze mid-bite. The egg slides down my throat like sand. My stomach twists.

      I nod slowly. There’s no sense pretending.

      His voice softens, low and deliberate. “And…?”

      I glance up, then away. I can feel my cheeks betraying me, pink and warm and telling the truth before I can form words.

      “I don’t know,” I say, almost whispering. “It was… a lot.”

      He leans in, his voice dipping lower. “Did you like it?”

      I flinch at how direct it is.

      His fingers toy with the handle of his mug, but his eyes are locked on me now. Searching. Wanting.

      “I didn’t think I would,” I say.

      He raises an eyebrow. “But you did?”

      I press my thighs together under the table.

      The images rush back—Emma’s flushed skin, her parted lips, Drew’s mouth on her breasts, the way she moaned when he took her deep. My hand trembling between my legs. My orgasm crashing over me like shame dressed up as release.

      I look down at my plate, suddenly fascinated by blueberries. “Maybe.”

      He hums. Not smug. Just curious. Like he’s testing the water while I try to figure out if I’m drowning or learning how to swim.

      “You didn’t seem mad when I told you,” he says carefully. “Not really.”

      “I was surprised.”

      “But not angry.”

      I look up at him. His eyes are warm, steady. That same quiet hunger I’ve always recognized in him—when he wants to understand me deeper than I want to be understood.

      “It turned me on,” I admit, and it feels like a confession ripped from somewhere deep in my chest. “That’s what scares me.”

      He leans back, his lips curving slightly. “Why?”

      “Because I liked watching you fuck someone else,” I whisper. “Because I liked it too much.”

      We’re both quiet.

      The air between us is electric again—like that moment before a storm breaks. It’s not anger, not even tension. It’s want. Raw and open and unfamiliar.

      He stands and walks over to me. I tilt my face up, not sure what I expect. A kiss? A scolding?

      Instead, he crouches beside my chair, sliding one hand to my bare thigh under the hem of my sleep shirt.

      “Did you touch yourself?” he asks.

      My throat is dry. I nod.

      “While you watched me with her?”

      My breath catches. “Yes.”

      He strokes up slowly, his fingers warm against my skin. I don’t stop him. I don’t move. I just sit there, trembling.

      “You have no idea what that does to me,” he murmurs. “Knowing you watched. Knowing you came for me.”

      My eyes flutter shut.

      His fingers slip higher, brushing against the edge of my panties. I’m already wet.

      “Do you want to do it again?” he asks, pressing just enough to make me gasp.

      “Do what?” I whisper, even though I know exactly what he means.

      “Watch me fuck her.”

      The word her lands with a jolt. Emma.

      A pretty mouth. Dark golden skin. The girl who came on my boyfriend’s cock while I watched in the dark and fell apart at the sound of it.

      I open my eyes, meet his gaze, and let the truth bleed out in a breath.

      “Maybe.”

      His fingers curl around my inner thigh, holding me still, his mouth brushing my ear. “Maybe it doesn’t have to be just a video anymore.”

      My heart pounds.

      I don’t say yes.

      But I don’t say no either. And last time, that got me into trouble.
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        * * *

      

      Drew reaches out to her first.

      I don’t see the message he sends, but I can imagine the tone. Casual. Curious. The kind of thing that says this isn’t a trap, even though it might be. She responds with a little hesitation, a little intrigue.

      She doesn’t say no.

      We agree to meet for coffee two days later. A place with neutral territory, bright sunlight and too many people around to let anything get weird—which is a lie, of course. It’s already weird. I’m sitting across from the woman who moaned my boyfriend’s name on camera. The woman I came to while watching.

      Emma looks even prettier in daylight. Natural, with her tawny skin, oversized sweatshirt slipping off one shoulder, and leggings that hug every curve of her thighs. She’s not wearing makeup, and she doesn’t need it. Her mouth is soft and knowing, her posture relaxed. She’s confident in a way that makes my spine straighten and my insecurities flare.

      Drew introduces us again like we’re strangers. Emma smiles at me, tilts her head.

      “I wasn’t sure you’d want to meet,” she says. Her voice is like it was in the video—hushed and warm, just slightly amused.

      I manage a polite smile. “Neither was I.”

      She sips her coffee. “So... is this the part where I get scolded? Or is this the part where you ask if I had fun?”

      Drew laughs under his breath. I just blink at her. She’s bolder than I expected.

      “Did you?” I ask. My voice is tighter than I want it to be.

      Emma shrugs one bare shoulder. “Your boyfriend’s talented. But you already knew that.”

      I flush.

      There’s a silence, then she leans forward, chin resting on her hand. “You watched it, didn’t you?”

      The air thickens.

      I glance at Drew. He doesn’t answer for me.

      “I did,” I say, soft but honest.

      Emma’s lips curl slightly. “And?”

      “I don’t think I owe you a reaction.”

      She hums, like she’s not offended. “That’s fair. But your body language is giving you away.”

      She’s toying with me. Not meanly—just enough to remind me that I watched her come apart on my boyfriend’s cock, and she probably enjoyed every second of it.

      I should hate her.

      Instead, I keep picturing how her nipples looked in the video, how her legs trembled when he went down on her, how I couldn’t look away.

      “Would you ever do it again?” I ask suddenly.

      She doesn’t flinch. “If it’s not a trap.”

      “It’s not.”

      Emma smiles slowly. “Then maybe.”

      She’s testing me. Maybe I’m testing myself too. We finish our coffees in a tension so thick it could be chewed. When we stand to leave, I’m the one who says it:

      “We should hang out sometime.”

      Emma raises a brow. “Just hang out?”

      “Just hang out,” I echo, but we both know what it means.

      Her lips twitch like she’s trying not to grin. “Sure. I’m free Friday night.”
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        * * *

      

      Friday night arrives faster than I expect.

      The apartment smells like mint and honey—Drew’s been fussing with the tea setup like we’re hosting a dinner party and not something… else. I try to act calm, casual, like I haven’t spent the last two hours rethinking my outfit five times. I settle on leggings and a soft black tank top, something in-between homey and fuckable.

      When the buzzer goes off, my breath catches. Drew opens the door before I can stop pacing.

      Emma steps in wearing a cropped sweater that slides just off one shoulder, soft and slouchy and intentional. Her jeans hug her like a second skin. Her lips are glossed. Her hair’s tied up in a loose bun that says I didn’t try too hard, which only makes it more devastating.

      She smiles at me. “Hi.”

      “Hey.” My voice is too light, too tight.

      We sit in the living room, herbal tea in hand. The couch suddenly feels too small, and the silence between words too loud. Drew tries to make conversation—music, campus drama, some professor’s ridiculous syllabus—but all I hear is the soft inhale of Emma’s breath, the way her tongue flicks over the rim of her mug before every sip.

      We’re all pretending we don’t know what this night could turn into.

      It’s not long before Emma sets her mug down and shifts closer. Her leg brushes Drew’s.

      “Is this weird?” she asks, glancing at both of us.

      “Little bit,” I admit.

      Drew shrugs, his arm draped loosely along the back of the couch behind her. “It doesn’t have to be.”

      She looks at me, then him.

      Then kisses him.

      It’s soft at first. Careful. Testing. Drew doesn’t resist—and I don’t stop them. I watch as Emma tilts her head, her fingers finding the edge of his jaw, her mouth parting just slightly as she deepens the kiss.

      My breath catches in my throat.

      I wrap my arms around myself, gripping tight. “I’m fine,” I murmur, but I’m not even sure they hear me.

      Emma breaks the kiss and looks at me. “You sure?”

      I nod, but the heat blooming between my thighs says something else entirely.

      They start again.

      His hand slips to her waist. Her fingers tangle in his hair. And I just… watch.

      The room feels too warm. My skin too tight. I can’t remember the last time I was this aroused from the outside in. My heart pounds as Drew’s hand slips beneath the hem of her sweater, his fingers splaying across her back, tugging her closer.

      Emma pulls back only to lift her sweater off, revealing a lace-trimmed bra that’s barely holding anything back. Her breasts rise with every breath, full and flushed. She turns to me.

      “Still okay?”

      I nod again. “Yeah.”

      But my voice is hoarse, and my thighs are squeezed together under my leggings.

      Drew starts to kiss down her neck. His hands slide to her hips, then up, unfastening her bra with shaky fingers. She shrugs it off, letting it fall between them.

      Her nipples are soft pink, already hardened.

      He kisses between them, then takes one in his mouth.

      She moans, just loud enough to make my breath hitch.

      I tell myself I won’t get involved. I won’t interrupt. I’ll just… watch.

      My hand creeps into my lap. I press my palm gently between my legs, over the thin fabric. I’m already soaked.

      Drew’s shirt comes off next. Emma unzips her jeans and shimmies out of them, revealing lacy black panties that match the bra on the floor.

      And he’s looking at her like he’s never seen anything so beautiful.

      Maybe I’m jealous.

      Maybe I’m just desperate.

      He lays her down on the couch, kisses along her collarbone, her stomach, the waistband of her panties. She lifts her hips, and he peels them off slowly.

      Her legs part naturally.

      She’s wet. Glossy. Bare.

      My mouth goes dry.

      I slide my hand into my leggings, my fingers finding heat and slickness and something too overwhelming to name.

      He goes down on her, his mouth pressing into her pussy like it’s something sacred. Her back arches. Her lips part in a soft, trembling moan.

      I can’t stop touching myself.

      I watch every movement—the way she grips his hair, the way her thighs tremble, the way his shoulders tense when she gasps his name. I’m soaking. Aching. Embarrassed and desperate and completely unraveling.

      She moans louder now, bucking gently beneath him, and her whole body tightens before it breaks.

      She comes.

      Hard.

      And I do too—quietly, hand buried between my thighs, hips rocking against the couch cushion, eyes locked on hers.

      She opens them in the aftermath, dazed, glowing, and finds me.

      Her mouth curves into the tiniest smile.

      Emma’s body trembles with aftershocks, her legs still parted, chest rising in shallow, unsteady breaths. Drew kisses the inside of her thigh before finally sitting back, his breathing ragged. She blinks up at him, dazed and flushed, then reaches for his hand.

      He helps her sit up slowly. Her limbs are shaky, her skin still glowing. She smiles—soft, satisfied, a little wild.

      Then, with a breathy laugh and a glint in her eye, she shifts forward, climbing onto his lap like she’s done this a million times before. One thigh, then the other, until she’s straddling him fully. Her bare skin presses to his, sticky and warm.

      Drew steadies her with both hands as she settles in. She adjusts her hips just slightly, grinding against his cock with a teasing roll. He groans low in his throat.

      She doesn’t look at him.

      She looks at me.

      Drew’s hands slide up the backs of her legs, fingers gripping her ass as she rocks gently against his cock. He’s hard again already. Or maybe he never went soft. I wouldn’t blame him. Emma is flushed, glowing, lips slightly parted, hair mussed just enough to look perfect.

      Their bodies move together slowly—just a rhythm right now, a tease.

      She’s still watching me.

      I clench the arms of the chair. My breath is shallow, almost shaky. I’m soaked between my legs, but I haven’t moved. I told myself one orgasm would be enough. That watching would be safe.

      

      But sitting here now, watching her ride him, flushed and glowing and facing me like this—

      I know I was lying. I want to touch myself again and again to the sight of them.

      

      Drew kisses her neck, murmurs something I can’t hear. Emma smiles but doesn’t look away from me. She leans back slightly, lining him up.

      Then sinks down onto his cock.

      My stomach clenches. I grip the chair harder. Watching him disappear inside her inch by inch makes something in me twist—shame and heat tangled so tight I can’t tell which is which. Her mouth drops open when she’s fully seated. She lets out a low moan.

      Drew groans against her skin.

      She starts to ride him slowly, hips rolling in smooth circles. Her breasts bounce slightly, nipples flushed and stiff. Drew’s hands spread across her back, guiding her, steadying her.

      And I just sit here.

      Trembling.

      Hating that I want this—and wanting it so badly it almost hurts.

      I shift in the chair. My thighs rub together. My panties are soaked. I bite my lower lip, hard, to keep from making a sound.

      Emma watches me with heat in her eyes as she moves faster, pressing harder against him. Their bodies slap gently, wet and rhythmic, and every sound is an echo of the video that rewired my body just nights ago.

      “You look so pretty like that,” she says, voice breathy. “All flushed and quiet. You like watching, don’t you?”

      I don’t answer.

      Drew leans into her chest. “She watched the whole thing, you know. The video.”

      Emma’s eyes flick to me. “I figured.”

      Emma grinds down harder. “I bet she touched herself right here. On this couch. Thought about what it felt like to have you buried inside me.”

      I want to run.

      I want to come.

      I grip the arm of the chair so tightly my knuckles go white.

      Emma lifts herself and sinks again. And again. Faster now. More desperate. Her moans grow louder, sweeter. Drew grips her waist and starts meeting her thrust for thrust, his cock sliding in and out of her with wet, slick sounds that make my skin tingle.

      “Jess,” he says suddenly, his voice thick, low. “Come here.”

      I shake my head. I can’t. If I get closer, I’ll fall apart.

      Emma looks at me and smiles—soft, open, inviting.

      “You don’t have to touch,” she says. “You can just… be with us.”

      My body leans forward before my mind does. I rise from the chair slowly, unsteady on my feet. I cross the room and perch on the edge of the couch—just a few feet from where she’s still riding him, her pussy swallowing him over and over.

      I can see everything now. His cock glistening with her arousal. The tension in her thighs. The flicker of pleasure on Drew’s face. The way she’s glowing, fully in control and fully undone at the same time.

      I don’t touch.

      I just sit there and ache.

      Then Drew reaches for me—one hand slipping along my thigh, warm and careful. I freeze.

      “You can join us,” he whispers.

      I inhale sharply. “I said I wouldn’t.”

      He nods. “Okay.”

      But he doesn’t move his hand.

      Emma leans forward and brushes her lips over mine. Just a whisper of a kiss. She smells like sweat and sex and honeyed tea. Her breath is warm.

      “Just one taste,” she murmurs.

      She kisses me again. Deeper this time.

      And I fall.

      Her mouth is soft and open, her tongue teasing mine gently. My hands tremble as I reach for her hips, feeling them rock beneath my palms as she keeps moving on Drew.

      She gasps into my mouth as he thrusts up harder.

      I pull back, breath ragged. “I want to watch you come,” I whisper.

      She leans back, arching her spine as Drew thrusts up into her. “Then help me.”

      I reach between her legs, my fingers brushing over her clit. She shudders, her walls pulsing around him. I circle gently, feeling how wet she is, how swollen and ready.

      Drew groans beneath her. He’s close.

      Emma’s head falls back. Her mouth opens in a moan.

      Her body tightens.

      Then breaks.

      She comes with a cry, shivering above him, her hands gripping my thighs, her pussy clenching around his cock like it’s the only thing keeping her grounded. Drew follows seconds later, his body tensing, hips jerking upward as he groans her name.

      I just kneel beside them, flushed and breathless, watching the tremors pass through both of them.

      Emma looks at me, cheeks pink, sweat beading along her collarbone.

      “You okay?” she asks.

      I smile, still shaking.

      “I’ve never been better.”

      My body is still buzzing. My knees are unsteady on the carpet. Drew is breathless, his cock wet with Emma’s arousal. I finally let myself lean in and kiss him.

      He tastes like her. Sweet and dizzying. I melt into it, my arms wrapping around his shoulders as his tongue slips between my lips. He groans against me, his hands gripping my hips like he’s been waiting all night to touch me again.

      When I pull away, breathless, Emma is still beside us—watching, smiling, her fingertips ghosting over my thigh.

      She leans in next. Her kiss is softer, but more dangerous. I shiver as her lips part mine, as her tongue explores with slow, lazy strokes that make my insides tighten. Her hands cup my waist, then move up, brushing the curve of my breast through my tank top. I can’t breathe. I don’t want to. I’ve never touched another woman like this before, but now it’s all I want.

      She peels my top off. My nipples harden instantly in the cool air. She lowers her mouth to one, sucking gently, then flicking her tongue until my legs nearly give out.

      Drew's fingers find the waistband of my leggings and slide them down with my soaking wet panties. I step out of them shakily, and Emma reaches out and takes my hand. “Your turn,” she whispers, rising from the couch. “But I want to watch him fuck your cute little butt.”

      She guides me onto the cushions, easing me down so I’m on my hands and knees, my body still flushed and slick from watching them. Drew gets up and kneels behind me. I feel his hand slide along my thigh, up over my ass, spreading me open with slow pressure.

      “Are you sure?” he asks, voice low, thick with restraint.

      I nod, unable to speak. My cheeks are burning. I’ve never done this before—but I want it. More than I should. More than I’ve ever wanted anything.

      He leans over me, his chest warm on my back. One hand steadies me at the hip while the other moves lower, slick enough with Emma’s arousal that he doesn’t need lube. His fingers circle my back entrance, working me open with care, easing the tension until I feel myself give way.

      And then I feel the head of his cock.

      He presses against me, just enough to make me inhale sharply. I grip the cushion beneath me, the stretch new and deep and shocking.

      “Breathe,” Emma murmurs from in front of me.

      I do.

      Then I feel her mouth.

      She slides between my thighs, her breath teasing the wetness there before her tongue finds me. She licks me like she knows exactly what I need—slow, steady, patient, while Drew begins to push inside. I moan, caught between pressure and pleasure, my body split open and worshipped at the same time.

      Drew inches deeper, groaning as my body clenches around him. His hands tremble where they grip me. Emma flicks her tongue over my clit, then flattens it, pressing in harder as I shudder beneath them both.

      I’ve never felt this full. This stretched. This helpless.

      And I love it.

      Drew moves deeper with each breath, rocking into me in short, controlled thrusts. Emma keeps licking—faster now, more insistent. My legs begin to shake. I can’t keep still. Every muscle is tense, my orgasm building fast.

      “God,” I whisper, voice cracking. “I… I’m—”

      “I know,” Emma says, her voice vibrating against me. “Come for us, Jess.”

      Drew grips my hips, driving deeper now. He’s fully inside. I can feel him everywhere. Emma moans against my pussy, and that’s it. That’s the thing that breaks me.

      I come hard—so hard I almost sob. My body locks, my fingers dig into the cushion, and I cry out as the waves hit. Drew grunts behind me, thrusting faster now, losing control as I squeeze around him. I barely register Emma’s hands stroking my thighs as my body jolts from the aftershocks.

      Drew pulls out with a groan, and a hot spill of come lands across my lower back, sticky and warm. I collapse into the cushions, panting, spent, wrung out and still humming.

      Emma crawls up beside me, licking a stray drop of come off my skin with a teasing flick of her tongue. She kisses my shoulder, then my cheek.

      “I didn’t think I’d like this,” I whisper, eyes still closed.

      “But you did,” she says, smiling.

      Drew brushes a hand along my spine. “You were incredible.”

      I let them hold me, tangled together on the couch, still pulsing with the afterglow. My body aches. My thighs are trembling. But the shame I thought I’d feel never comes.

      Only heat.

      Only peace.

      And the aching, impossible truth that I want more.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The living room is quiet now.

      Just the soft hum of the fridge in the kitchen and the faint rustle of night air sneaking in through the cracked window. We never made it to the bedroom. We’re a heap of limbs and sweat-soaked skin across the couch—tangled, flushed, and blissfully wrecked.

      I’m curled between them. Drew’s behind me, one arm draped possessively around my waist, his chest pressed to my back. Emma’s in front, her leg thrown over mine, head resting just beneath my chin. Her fingers trace slow shapes along my stomach, lazy and featherlight, like she’s still tasting me with her skin.

      None of us speak for a while.

      It’s the kind of silence that isn’t empty. It’s full—of breath, of memory, of everything that just happened.

      Drew kisses the curve of my neck. “Remind me again who was supposed to be watching?”

      I smile, cheeks still warm. “Hey, it was Emma who encouraged me to join in.”

      

      Emma shifts, lifting her head to glance at me. “He’s just mad you wore us both out.”

      “Pretty sure you did that all on your own,” I say.

      She hums, a soft laugh curling around her words. “You tasted even better than I expected.”

      

      My cheeks go hot again. I turn my face slightly so she can’t see how much I like hearing that. Drew chuckles low behind me, his thumb sweeping slow circles over my hip.

      “Next time,” he says, “maybe we try a bigger couch.”

      Emma stretches and flops onto her back dramatically. “Or a bed,” she says, “if we’re feeling wild.”

      I laugh. I can’t help it. Everything feels loose now, light. Like I’ve crossed a line and discovered it wasn’t a punishment—it was a promise.

      Emma looks at me again, smile still soft but more serious now. “That was hot.”

      I nod slowly, my lips parting before I even think the question through. “Would you want to do it again sometime?”

      She lifts one eyebrow. “Tonight?”

      “No,” I say, laughing. “I mean... yes. But I meant in general.”

      She leans in and kisses the corner of my mouth. “Absolutely.”

      Drew’s hand slips up my side, his voice close to my ear. “So we’re all in agreement?”

      Emma smirks. “I mean, if you’re offering...”

      I sigh, content and spent, letting my eyes fall closed as their bodies press in closer. My skin still buzzes where they touched me. My thighs ache in the best way. And somewhere in the back of my mind, I know nothing’s going to be the same again. In the best possible way.
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