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While She Watched



“No, no, no.” The engine sputtered its final protest before dying altogether, leaving us coasting to a reluctant stop on the shoulder of a wooded back road.

“I thought you fixed it, Sasha,” Josie said sharply. My Josie—normally a bright, bouncy bundle of joy, all smiles and spark—was scowling now, and rightfully so. The road trip we’d been looking forward to for weeks was veering toward disaster, and a dead car might be the thing that pushed us over the edge.

“I did fix it,” I muttered, pushing open the door and stepping into the humid evening air. I slammed the door harder than I meant to, my nerves already fraying. The sight around me was no comfort—trees pressed close on every side, tall pines hemming us in, their shadows stretching long as the sun slipped lower. I popped the hood and stared at the lifeless engine, but without tools there was nothing I could do but pretend to check.

When I came back around to the passenger window, Josie had it rolled halfway down. Her blonde hair caught the last streaks of light, glowing like gold.

“I’ll have to call for help,” I told her.

“Good luck,” she said dryly. “The service here is terrible.”

She wasn’t wrong. My phone screen stayed stubbornly blank—no bars, no hope. I turned slowly, scanning the woods, until I spotted a faint trail cutting into the trees. It was narrow, but worn, as though people had used it regularly. “Maybe we should try that way,” I said. “It looks like a driveway.”

Josie wrinkled her little button nose, that stubborn expression I knew so well flashing across her face. She shook her head, hair swinging. “A driveway? It looks like a death trap.”

“We don’t have any other choice,” I said, forcing calm into my voice. “I’m just going to see where it leads. You stay here and flag down anyone who passes.”

“We’re in the middle of nowhere, Sasha. No one’s driving down this road.”

She wasn’t wrong about that, either. The silence pressed in too heavily, broken only by the ticking of our cooling engine. I swallowed and made my way toward the trail. The air was cooling quickly now, the sky fading from gold to violet, and unease skittered up my spine. It would be dark soon, and we were stranded in the woods with nothing but each other.

At the trail’s mouth, I shielded my eyes against the glare of the setting sun and peered down the narrow path. My pulse gave a little leap. At the far end, half-hidden among the trees, was the gleam of white siding. I blinked to be sure I wasn’t imagining it, but no—the clean angles of a house cut through the shadows.

I jogged back to the car, adrenaline giving me fresh urgency. Yanking open Josie’s door, I tugged her gently but firmly to her feet.

“What are you doing?” she asked, shrugging me off once she stood.

“There’s a house down there,” I said breathlessly. “We can get help.”

Her lips parted in disbelief. “No thank you. This is how every horror movie starts.”

“Come on, Josie. I’ll protect you,” I teased.

“With what?” she shot back, half a smirk tugging at her mouth.

“With these.” I flexed my arms, knowing full well my skinny frame wasn’t intimidating. She laughed anyway, a sharp little sound that both stung and warmed me.

“You need a weapon,” she said. “What if they come out with a chainsaw?”

“This isn’t a movie,” I told her firmly. “This is real life.”

“Yeah—and people in real life are worse.”

I was done debating. Taking her hand, I tugged her down the gravelly path. She resisted, grumbling under her breath, her heels crunching against the stones. The pine trees closed around us, tall and watchful, and the last spill of daylight slipped away above their crowns.

When we finally stepped into a small clearing, relief washed over me. A modest white house stood before us, its siding freshly painted, a red pickup truck parked neatly in the drive. A welcome mat waited at the door as though inviting us inside.

“See?” I said, trying to sound braver than I felt. “Looks harmless enough.”

Josie’s fingers squeezed mine, her voice dropping to a whisper. “That’s what they want you to think.”

I climbed the porch steps slowly, each creak of the wood loud against the hush of the trees, and slipped beneath the shelter of the overhang. My knuckles rapped on the front door, the sound swallowed almost instantly by the still evening air. A lump tightened in my throat as I waited. And waited. No answer.

“Maybe they’re not home,” I murmured.

“Good,” Josie shot back, her voice clipped. “Can we get out of here now?”

I had half turned, ready to agree, when faint laughter drifted from somewhere beyond the house. It rose and fell in the distance, warm and communal. I stilled, cocking my head. “They must be around back,” I said.

Josie grabbed my wrist. “Sasha, don’t. What if they think you’re trespassing—and shoot you or something?”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” I said, though my pulse was already racing as I shook her off and rounded the corner of the house.

The backyard spread open like a secret waiting to be discovered. Beyond the weathered deck and patch of lawn, the trees parted into a wide field sloping toward the glimmer of a lake in the distance. And there, at the field’s heart, sat a cluster of ten or so people gathered around a crackling fire. The glow lit their faces, flickering over loose limbs and easy smiles. One man strummed an acoustic guitar, his voice threading through the laughter like smoke.

“Harmless,” I whispered, as if saying it aloud would make it true.

I stepped forward, gravel crunching beneath my shoes. Heads turned. The music faltered, the circle shifting to watch me approach. My nerves fluttered, but I pressed on. “Sorry to bother you,” I called, lifting a hand in greeting. “Our car broke down up the road. We don’t have service out here, and we were hoping someone might let us use a phone.”

The guitar fell silent. A man rose from his seat by the fire, his bare chest catching the light. He studied me for a long, weighted moment before his expression softened into a grin.

And oh, he was striking—rugged, sun-browned skin stretched over lean muscle, dark brown hair brushing his forehead, and eyes so blue they seemed almost unnatural in the firelight. When they locked with mine, it was as though the world narrowed to that single point of contact.

“Of course you can, sister,” he said, his voice deep and warm, carrying authority without effort. He moved toward me, and the others drifted back into their conversations as if assured I was now his concern. He extended a hand. “The name’s Adrian.”

“Sasha,” I replied, slipping my hand into his. The shake was unusual—gentle but encompassing. His other hand closed warmly over mine, almost like an embrace. His touch lingered, deliberate, and I felt heat rise to my cheeks before he finally let go.

“Right this way, Sasha,” Adrian said, turning back toward the house.

I followed, though I couldn’t resist glancing over my shoulder. The circle had already resumed its rhythm—strums of the guitar, low laughter, the fire sparking as though I’d imagined the pause.

“You having a party?” I asked as we climbed the back porch steps.

“Not exactly,” Adrian said, a smile playing at his lips. “They live here.”

I blinked. “In this house?”

“Some of them,” he said smoothly. “Others live in smaller homes, tucked into the woods.”

“Like… your neighbors?”

His hand settled lightly on the doorknob. The curve of his mouth deepened. “Neighbors. Friends. Lovers.”

My stomach fluttered, though I forced a casual shrug. “Okay. Whatever you say.”

He pushed the door open, and I stepped inside. The scent hit me first: smoke from the fire clinging to clothes, a haze of weed, and the savory comfort of something simmering in a pot. The living room sprawled before me, crowded with low couches draped in woven blankets, mismatched pillows, and acoustic instruments propped in corners. It was eclectic, bohemian, and—despite myself—inviting.

The tension in my shoulders eased. Something about the space disarmed me, coaxing me into its rhythm.

Adrian led me through to the kitchen, where a landline phone sat waiting like a relic. He handed it to me with a little bow of deference that almost made me laugh.

I dialed roadside assistance, relief flooding me when the line connected. After explaining our predicament, I listened to the flat voice on the other end. “We can have someone out there in about two hours.”

“Two hours?” I echoed, my shoulders sagging. What were Josie and I supposed to do until then? Still, I forced a polite smile into my voice. “Okay. Thanks.”

I set the phone back in its cradle and rubbed at the tightness in my neck. A shaky laugh escaped me. “Of course. We just had to break down in the middle of nowhere.”

Adrian was watching me. Not casually, not the way strangers sometimes glance in passing, but with a steady, assessing gaze that both unsettled me and drew me in. I felt uneasy and oddly comforted at once, as if he were seeing through me and offering shelter at the same time.

“You’re not nowhere,” he said at last, his voice low, calm, certain. “You’re among friends.”

“No offense,” I replied, forcing lightness into my tone, “but I don’t even know you.”

His lips curved into a smile so unbothered it seemed nothing in the world could offend him. “Then get to know us. Come sit by the fire. It’s the best way to pass the time until help comes.”

I shifted, torn between instinct and necessity. “I should grab my friend. She’s waiting out front.”

Adrian moved to the window, parting the curtain with a finger. “I don’t think she’s waiting anymore.”

I stepped closer, close enough to feel the warmth radiating from his bare skin. His breath ghosted along the side of my neck as I peered past his shoulder. Out by the fire, Josie—my Josie, with her unmistakable city-girl curves and bright blonde hair—was standing at the edge of the circle. She was laughing at something one of the men said, already sliding into the group as though she’d belonged all along. By the time I blinked, she had settled onto a log bench, smiling easily as the music rose again.

My pulse quickened, though I wasn’t sure why. I turned to Adrian, heart stuttering at the nearness of him. There was something different about this man—something magnetic, impossible to shrug off.

“Sure,” I said softly. “I guess we could stay for a while.”

“Perfect.” His hand settled firmly on my shoulder, a gesture that was both guiding and possessive. “Shall we join the others?”

I nodded, and together we stepped out into the twilight.

When Josie saw me, she leapt to her feet, her arms flung high. “Oh my god, Sasha! Isn’t this place gorgeous?”

“Yeah,” I admitted as I crossed into the glow of the fire. All eyes shifted toward us, expectant, curious, drinking us in as though we were some new discovery. Heat rose to my cheeks under their collective gaze. “It’s…pretty great.”

“They invited us to stay the night,” Josie said, her voice bubbling with excitement. “Please say yes. I don’t want to drive through the woods in the dark.”

I glanced at Adrian. He only smiled, a languid curve of his mouth, and lifted his shoulders in a shrug. “Our home is your home.”

I hesitated, then gave in. “Sure. I guess that would be okay.”

“Good,” Adrian said, his hand patting my back with quiet authority before he returned to the circle. The gesture lingered on my skin even after he walked away.

I sank down beside Josie, the fire’s warmth mingling with her perfume, familiar and grounding.

“This place is so cool,” she whispered, eyes wide as she scanned the group. “Do you all live out here?”

Several people nodded, their smiles soft, almost secretive. Adrian’s voice carried easily over the crackle of the flames. “We bought this land together about ten years ago. The main house needed everything—gutting, rebuilding. But together, we made it a home. And after that, we built cabins tucked into the woods. Each of us has a place, but we share everything.”

Josie gave a low whistle. “Sounds like a commune.” She tossed her head back and laughed, her golden hair catching the firelight.

Adrian didn’t laugh. He only grinned, his eyes fixed on her with a kind of hunger disguised as warmth. The others smiled, serene and unreadable, but none of them refuted her.

A shiver trailed down my spine. Maybe Josie was right. Maybe it really was some kind of commune.

Eventually, we sank into the same easy quiet as the others, lulled by the circle’s rhythm. The guitar drifted from hand to hand, each player coaxing out a different tune—sometimes soft and dreamy, sometimes quick and playful. The firelight flickered over faces and bare skin, illuminating smiles and shadows alike.

Beside me, Josie swayed gently to the music, her eyes half-lidded, her lips parted in a dreamy smile. She had never looked more beautiful than she did in that moment, bathed in firelight, her golden hair glowing like a halo. Maybe it was the wine-sweet haze of the evening, maybe the hush of the woods pressing close around us, but I felt a sudden, undeniable pull toward her. The attraction, long buried under friendship and habit, swelled to the surface with startling clarity.

Across the fire, Adrian’s gaze moved over the group like a shepherd surveying his flock. Even when he smiled at others, even when his attention appeared elsewhere, his piercing blue eyes always circled back to me. I felt the weight of them—steady, certain, claiming. Josie noticed, too. I could see the corners of her smile twitching with mischief each time his attention lingered.

By the time the rumble of roadside assistance broke through the night, both of us were restless, eager to compare notes, to finally say out loud what had been simmering between us in unspoken glances.

We walked back to the car together, the gravel crunching underfoot. As soon as we were out of earshot, Josie’s words tumbled out in a rush. “Oh my god, what is with them? They’re amazing, but…a little weird, don’t you think?”

Relief bubbled up in me. “I’m so glad you said something. Do you want to just sleep in the car instead?”

“In the car? No way.” She shook her head, her grin wide and wild. “I think we can handle one night with them. And that Adrian guy, man. He’s a hottie.”

A sharp pang twisted in my stomach. “You think he’s attractive?”

Her laugh rang out, bright and wicked. “I know you do. And I think he likes you, too.”

Heat flared in my cheeks. “I don’t think he’s attractive. Where’d you get that idea?”

“You’ve barely been able to take your eyes off his six-pack,” she teased, nudging me.

I glanced over my shoulder to make sure the mechanic wasn’t listening, but he was busy with the car. I folded my arms, defensive. “I just don’t know why he has to be shirtless all the time.”

Josie leaned closer, her breath tickling my ear. “To lure girls like us into his bedroom.” Her eyes widened, shining with wicked delight. “Oh my god. That would be so hot.”

I swallowed hard, my throat tight. “What would?”

“You and him.” Her voice dropped, low and sultry. “Fuck, my panties are wet just thinking about it.”

My breath caught. “What do you mean, me and him? Doing what?”

“Fucking, of course.” She grinned, shameless and wild, before her gaze flicked downward—lingering over my hips, my thighs. “You’re getting wet thinking about it, aren’t you?”

I turned away, but there was no denying it. Heat was pooling low inside me, a wetness I couldn’t pretend wasn’t there. Adrian was enticing in ways I didn’t want to admit, his charisma burrowing under my skin. But the truth was sharper, more dangerous—I suddenly wanted Josie, too. Wanted her laugh, her lips, her body pressed against mine as much as I wanted to explore the forbidden allure of Adrian.

The thought made my chest tighten, my pulse race. My mind betrayed me with an image of Josie—topless, arching toward me, her skin pale and perfect in the firelight. I bit my lip to keep from moaning, the taste of her name on my tongue.

“Come on, admit it,” Josie teased, her footsteps light as she came up behind me. Her voice curled around my ear, sing-song and daring. “You think he’s hot.”

I exhaled sharply, trying to keep my composure. “Okay, yes. He’s attractive. But that doesn’t mean anything.”

“Okay, okay,” she said, laughing softly, her breath warm against the side of my neck. “If you say so.”

But now I wasn’t so sure. The admission lingered between us, heavy and alive, as we stood in silence waiting for the mechanic to finish. Tools clinked and the hood thudded shut.

“It should be good enough to get you out of the woods,” the man said, wiping his hands on a rag. “But don’t drive too far before taking it to a shop.”

“Thank you,” I told him, meaning it. We said our goodbyes and watched his taillights fade into the dark.

Josie and I turned toward the house. The gravel crunched beneath our feet, the trees whispering as night settled thick around us. My thoughts spiraled. Did Adrian sleep in that modest white house? Would we be sharing a room with others? I pictured his body stretched out across fresh sheets, the weight of him lingering in the mattress. Heat prickled low in my stomach.

When we reached the backyard, my unspoken questions were answered. Adrian rose to meet us, the firelight gilding his chest and jaw.

“You two can have my bed,” he said easily. “I’ll take the couch in the living room.”

“Oh, don’t do that,” Josie protested, her voice lilting with false innocence. “Not on our account. We can sleep on the floor.”

“Nonsense.” His hand brushed her arm in a gesture that was both gentle and deliberate. He smiled, slow and warm. “It’s my pleasure to share the room with you.”

“Thank you,” I managed, though a peculiar tickling sensation swept over me at the thought. Sleeping in his bed. In his space. I couldn’t stop imagining what had happened there before—whose skin had pressed against his sheets, what sounds had filled the darkness, whether the air still carried his clean, intoxicating sweat.

“Of course,” he said. “Come, I’ll show you.”

We followed him up the narrow staircase, the wood creaking under our steps, and down a hallway washed in shadows. At the back, a door stood open, amber light spilling out like honey. His room was simple, almost austere: pine furniture, white sheets, a nightstand with a single book. The air smelled faintly of cedar and something unmistakably male.

“It’s beautiful,” Josie said, her smile too bright. “We really appreciate all the help. Let me know if there’s any way we can repay you.”

I nudged her arm, shooting her a look. She was stirring up trouble, and we both knew it.

Adrian, however, only tilted his head with calm generosity. “No need. We give what we can and take only what we need.”

Josie stepped closer, closing the distance until she was almost brushing his chest. She held his gaze with deliberate mischief. “Well then…let us know if there’s anything you need.”

The air shifted. Adrian studied her for a long moment, his expression unreadable, as if weighing the layers of her meaning. She wasn’t being subtle—Josie rarely was—but fear stirred in me that he might mistake her boldness, that he’d think she was offering herself when I wasn’t sure I wanted to share him. Or maybe the truth was worse: that I wanted him, and her, and didn’t know what to do with that realization.

His eyes flicked to me. For the briefest moment, his gaze softened, darkened. My pulse stuttered. He swallowed, his face solemn. “I’ll let you know,” he said at last. Then he turned and slipped away down the hall.

“Jesus, Josie,” I hissed once he was gone. “Could you be any more obvious?”

She burst into laughter, tossing her hair. “Oh, come on. I see the way you two look at each other. You want him, and he wants you.”

“But he probably thinks you want him,” I argued, moving toward the bed and peeling back the sheets. The fabric smelled faintly of pine and musk, and my stomach flipped.

“Oh, so that’s why he wasn’t interested,” she teased, her grin wicked.

I grabbed a pillow and threw it at her, breaking her spell of smugness. “Just get into bed. This whole idea of yours is ridiculous.”

She caught the pillow, still laughing, her eyes sparkling with secrets. I wasn’t sure if I wanted her to be wrong—or desperately hoped she was right.

Josie crawled into bed and, without hesitation, swung a leg over my hips, settling her weight on my lap. My heart stuttered wildly as I stared up at her. She had never straddled me before—not like this, not with such intention.

“Is it now?” she teased, her smile wicked as her hand slid to the seam of my jeans. Her fingers traced along it in slow, deliberate strokes, the pressure making my breath catch. “I think you want him bad.”

I couldn’t deny her. Couldn’t even form words. All I could do was tip my head back and let a moan escape as she toyed with me.

In one swift motion, she unfastened my jeans and slipped her hand inside, fingers sliding beneath my panties. The shock of her touch stole my breath. I couldn’t believe I was letting her do this—but the truth was, I didn’t want her to stop. Every nerve in my body screamed for more.

Her fingers teased me, slipping in and out of my wetness before retreating. She brought them to her lips and sucked them clean with a grin that was both triumphant and hungry. Then she lowered herself between my thighs, her hair tickling my skin as her mouth pressed against me.

My hands found her head instinctively, fingers threading into her soft hair to hold her there. Her tongue stretched out, licking me in slow strokes before plunging deeper. I arched against her mouth, shuddering at the intimacy, the forbidden thrill of it.

We had never crossed this line before. But something about this place—this strange house, these strange people—had shifted something inside us, loosened the boundaries we had never dared to test.

Just as Josie found her rhythm, her tongue sliding over me with practiced hunger, the door opened with a quiet creak.

Adrian stood there.

For a heartbeat, the world froze. He leaned casually against the doorframe, but his eyes betrayed him—burning, hungry, fixed entirely on me. On us.

Josie kept going, oblivious, her tongue circling me until my moans filled the room. My gaze locked with his, and instead of shame, I felt only heat pooling lower in my belly. Maybe he really did want me. Maybe he wanted both of us. And maybe, God help me, I wanted that too.

My grip tightened in Josie’s hair, my hips rocking helplessly against her mouth. The orgasm tore through me fast and hard, my body shivering as I came against her tongue. Only then did she lift her head, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Her eyes widened when she noticed him.

“How long have you been there?” she asked, breathless.

“Sorry,” Adrian said, though his smirk told a different story. “I just needed something from my closet. I didn’t mean to interrupt.” His voice was smooth, teasing, as if nothing could rattle him.

I didn’t bother pulling my panties back up. I only lay there, flushed and panting, letting him look.

“Sasha and I were just talking about being more adventurous,” Josie said slyly.

“Is that so?” Adrian arched a brow, his gaze flicking back to mine. “And what exactly were your ideas?”

Josie grinned, wicked and bright. “I told her how much I’d love to see you fuck her.”

Adrian’s throat worked as he swallowed. “Really?”

I met his eyes, caught in the pull of them, and nodded once. “But I told her it was a foolish idea.”

He stepped into the room, closing the door softly behind him, the lock clicking into place. His smile was slow, certain. “I’d be happy to let you experiment—if that’s what you want.”

Josie turned to me, eyes wide and sparkling, her excitement spilling over in a grin she couldn’t contain.

I looked back at Adrian, my body already trembling with anticipation. “Okay,” I whispered. “Sure.”

He moved toward the bed, the shadows stretching across his bare chest. He looked at Josie first, then at me, before bracing his hands on either side of my body. Leaning down, he pressed his lips to mine.

The kiss was fierce, claiming. His jaw was firm, his mouth insistent, his tongue slipping past my lips to tangle with mine. A hand slid to my neck, gripping tightly, and the heat of it sent a shiver down my spine. His kiss grew deeper, hungrier, until he pulled back with a look of fire in his eyes.

“What do you think?” he asked, his voice low, roughened by want.

I licked my lips, breathless. “I think I’m curious for more.”

Beside us, Josie clapped a hand over her mouth to stifle a squeal of delight.

Adrian turned to Josie, his voice low and commanding. “Lie back.”

She obeyed instantly, reclining on the bed with an eagerness that made my pulse quicken. Adrian slid a hand onto her bare thigh, his fingers tracing upward in slow, deliberate inches. The movement was languid but purposeful, and I could hear her breath grow shallow, quickening with anticipation. His hand disappeared beneath the hem of her skirt, and I felt a sharp twist in my stomach.

The jealousy was strange, layered—because I wasn’t sure which of them I wanted more. I envied Josie for being touched by him, and I envied him for having her. The truth was, I wanted them both.

Her body jerked when his fingers brushed her panties, and a moan slipped free before she could stifle it. She rocked her hips upward, grinding herself shamelessly into his palm as he massaged her pussy. And then—still stroking Josie between her thighs—he turned back to me and kissed me again.

The kiss was as consuming as before, his mouth claiming mine even as his other hand slipped down to find my own slick folds. His fingers pressed into me with confident precision, teasing and plunging until I was gasping against his lips.

Josie’s eyes were locked on us, wide with desire. Her moans grew ragged, her body trembling on the edge of release as his hand worked her harder. When Adrian broke the kiss and lowered his mouth to me, burying his face between my thighs, she couldn’t hold back any longer. Her climax crashed over her, her voice breaking in a desperate, beautiful cry.

I gripped the sheets, nails digging into the fabric as Adrian’s mouth devoured me. His lips wrapped around my mound, his tongue flicking mercilessly over my clit. The sensation was so raw, so overwhelming, it frightened me. Part of me wanted to push him away, to retreat back into the girl I’d always been. But the other part—the stronger, hungrier part—wanted everything he was giving me.

And so I let go.

I let him suck and tease and lick until the pressure inside me broke. My back arched, my body convulsing as I came hard against his mouth for the second time that night. His tongue stayed steady, carrying me through every pulse and shiver until I collapsed, trembling, against the mattress.

When he finally rose, his lips glistened with my arousal. He leaned in and kissed me deeply, feeding me the taste of myself from his mouth. The intimacy of it sent another shiver racing down my spine.

Then Adrian shifted his weight, straddling my hips as he tugged down the loose lounge pants that hung low on his hips. That was when I realized—he hadn’t been wearing anything underneath. My breath caught as he freed himself.

His cock sprang heavy and thick into the air, and my chest tightened with both awe and intimidation. It was massive—longer and far thicker than anything I’d ever taken.

“Oh my god,” Josie gasped, sitting up to stare. Her eyes widened, her lips parted in disbelief. “Is that thing real?”

Adrian chuckled, gripping the base of his shaft and giving it a slow, deliberate stroke. “It’s very real,” he said smoothly. His gaze cut to me, teasing and dangerous. “The question is, can your friend handle it?”

Josie’s smile was wicked, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “She won’t know until she tries.”

And God help me, I wanted to try.

Adrian brought the swollen head of his cock to my lips, brushing them apart with maddening patience. I opened for him, and he slid in slow, letting me feel every inch as it pressed against my tongue and stroked the roof of my mouth. My jaw strained to accommodate him, my throat tightening as the thick crown nudged deeper.

I gagged when he reached the back of my throat, and he eased out, letting me breathe. Then he guided himself back in, rocking his hips with steady, shallow thrusts, his grip tightening on the headboard above me. Each push filled me more completely, the salty weight of him stretching my mouth until my eyes watered.

I glanced sideways at Josie. She had lifted her blouse, her bra pushed halfway up, her nipples pinched between her fingers. With her other hand, she slid beneath her skirt, touching herself as she watched us. Her moans were soft but insistent, and the look in her eyes told me she was savoring every second of the show.

The sight of her pleasuring herself while Adrian thrust into my mouth sent a new rush of heat through me. And in that moment, the three of us were tangled in a web of hunger I knew there was no escaping.

I hollowed my cheeks and took Adrian’s cock as deep as my throat would allow. The thickness forced a choke from me, and his answering groan vibrated through the air, deep and primal. The sound alone made my pussy slick all over again. He was a beast above me, powerful and unrelenting, forcing himself into spaces I’d never thought could be filled. The sheer rawness of it made me ache in ways I couldn’t name.

And then, like he could read my thoughts, he pulled out with a wet snap of breath. “Flip over,” he ordered.

My body obeyed before my mind could catch up. I tugged my shirt and bra over my head and rolled onto my stomach. Behind me, Adrian stripped my pants from my legs and tossed them aside. By the time I raised my head again, his own pants were gone, his naked body looming hot and heavy over mine. Josie sat to the side, eyes bright, cheeks flushed, watching as though she were starved for every detail.

Adrian straddled the back of my thighs, his cock thick and heavy as it pressed against the curve of my ass. I felt him spit into his hand, the slick sound obscene, before he stroked himself and spread me with his fingers. His other hand landed firm on my lower back, keeping me pinned as he bent forward and spat again directly onto my hole. The warm trickle slid down my skin, and then he smeared it across with the broad head of his cock.

I shivered as he rubbed himself against me, circling, teasing, coating me with spit. And then he pressed. The blunt tip pushed against my tight ring, and I gasped as my body stretched around him.

The pressure was intense, sharp at first, my hands clutching the pillow beneath me. I winced, sucking in a breath as he spread me wider, filling me past the point of reason. But then—slowly, achingly—the pain bled into a deep, heady fullness. My muscles unclenched, my body opening for him.

Josie moaned at the sight, her fingers buried in her pussy, her blouse bunched around her waist. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, wide and dazzled, her face flushed scarlet with arousal. The intimacy of her gaze made my pussy ache all over again, desperate to be touched. I slid my hand beneath me, found my swollen slit, and slipped a finger inside. The dual sensation—the stretch of Adrian’s cock in my ass and my own fingers in my pussy—sent sparks flying through every nerve.

Adrian groaned above me, sinking deeper until his hips pressed against my ass. He was all the way inside me—thick, overwhelming, impossibly deep. The three of us groaned together, a strange chorus of lust and disbelief, before he gripped my hips tightly, holding me still while my body adjusted. My ass felt stretched far beyond what I thought it could take, yet somehow it kept yielding, the pressure transforming into a sharp kind of pleasure.

When he pulled back and thrust in again, it was slow, deliberate, his cock massaging me from the inside out. The rhythm was punishing and addictive all at once. I glanced sideways at Josie. She had her bra pushed up and was rolling her nipples between her fingers while the other hand worked furiously at her pussy. Watching her unravel made me feel closer to her than I ever had—like we were tethered by something raw and unspeakable.

I pumped my fingers faster to match Adrian’s rhythm. He began to move harder, rocking into me with more force, his grip bruising as he drove himself deeper and deeper. Josie broke first, crying out as her body shuddered in release, her fingers circling her clit as she came undone before us.

Her climax spurred me on. Adrian’s grunts grew louder, rougher, his hips pounding harder as he fucked my ass with wild, relentless strokes. My body was on fire, heat gathering low in my belly, pressure building until I couldn’t fight it anymore. I bit down on the pillow to stifle the scream clawing its way up my throat.

I shattered, coming hard, my body quaking beneath the stranger who had just taken my ass for the first time. And even as my orgasm tore through me, Adrian didn’t relent. He kept moving, faster, deeper, no longer holding back.

He moaned—a soft, guttural sound that vibrated against my skin—as he leaned forward, pressing the full weight of his body onto mine. His chest molded to my back, his breath hot against my ear as his hips surged forward. He buried himself deeper than before, stretching me wide until I gasped at the sheer force of it. Then the sudden heat of release bloomed inside me, spilling into every place that felt impossibly tight.

His cock pulsed as he came, each throb filling me with more of his hot seed. My body quaked beneath him, torn between the shock of what I had done and the thrill coursing through me. I had just let a stranger—a man I’d met only hours ago—claim my ass completely, and Josie had watched every second. The thought alone left me dizzy.

Beside us, Josie was sprawled across the bed, chest heaving as she caught her breath. Her cheeks were flushed, her hair mussed, her eyes glazed with arousal. She looked like sin itself personified.

Adrian finally pulled back, his cock sliding free of me with an obscene wetness. I gasped at the sudden emptiness, my body clenching around nothing as his cum trickled out, hot and thick, sliding down the curve of my ass and along my thighs.

“Such a beautiful sight,” he murmured, settling back on his heels to watch me. His gaze was heavy with satisfaction, the look of a man who knew exactly what kind of effect he had.

I rolled onto my back, my body trembling, and looked up at him through half-lidded eyes. His cock glistened, still swollen and slick with his release. “I could say the same,” I whispered, my lips curving as my tongue darted across them.

He moved closer, guiding his length toward my mouth. The weight of it brushed against my lips, and I opened for him willingly. I stretched out my tongue, tasting him, and began to lick him clean of every drop. The mingled flavors of his skin and his cum filled my mouth as I worked slowly, deliberately, savoring the act as much as he did.

Our eyes met, his gaze locked on mine with an intensity that made me shiver. He cupped my cheek, his thumb stroking lightly across my skin, his expression one of approval—almost paternal, almost possessive. His smile told me he liked seeing me this way, obedient and eager.

“It’s a shame you have to leave tomorrow,” he said at last, his voice low and smooth as velvet. He withdrew from my lips with a wet glide, his cock slipping free for the final time.

I glanced at Josie. She was watching us with an almost childlike hope, her lips parted, her eyes asking the question before she spoke it.

“I guess…” I said slowly, feeling the words as they left my lips. “I guess we don’t have to leave just yet. We could stay a few more nights.”

Josie broke into a radiant smile, then leaned in to kiss me softly. My heart pounded, her mouth warm and sweet against mine, the taste of her mingling with Adrian’s lingering salt. Her scent—vanilla and familiar—wrapped around me like home, grounding me even as everything else spun out of control.

“If that’s okay with you,” I added, turning my gaze back to Adrian. “After all, we’re just taking up space. And I’d hate for you to spend the whole time exiled to the living room.”

Adrian’s answering smile was slow, confident. “I won’t be staying in the living room,” he said. His tone carried a promise, heavy with certainty. “I’ll be staying here. With you both.”

Josie giggled, a wicked gleam in her eye as she brushed a strand of hair from her face. “Looks like it’s going to be a long, hard vacation.”

My gaze flicked back to Adrian’s cock, still thick and heavy, and heat coiled low in my belly once more. I smiled, unable to resist the tease. “Yes,” I said, my voice husky. “Yes, it is.”
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