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EVE
THE MORNING AFTER


It’s the roar that wakes me.

Not six inches from my face, I study a waking nightmare: unhinged jaw, razor sharp teeth, orange striped fur. And my god, the smell of that breath is nearly enough to knock me unconscious.

I’m usually a don’t-talk-to-me-until-I’ve-had-my-coffee kind of girl, but in situations like this my body seems capable of making an exception. I am wide awake, even though I'm still 100% disoriented.

“What the hell?” a voice grumbles next to my ear. “Who’s cat is that?”

I blink at the little orange tabby perched on the edge of the bathtub. He blinks back at me.

The whole room spins as my head pounds. What the fuck, I think to myself, we barely even drank last night. In fact, I specifically remember calling it after my second glass of wine. The other girls might have had a drink or two more. That was it. But then what the hell happened?

An elbow shifting into the worst possible position in my lower back reminds me that I’m not alone. In addition to the cat, there is a person here with me. And here, from what I can tell in the dull light of dawn, is a…bathtub?

A flash from the night before hits me so quickly I can’t even take it in. It’s a fleeting impression, but it’s enough to solve one mystery.

“Isabel?”

The shifting mass of limbs intertwined with mine stops moving.

“Eve?”

The two of us scramble out of the tub, and tangled up as we are, it takes about ten times as long as it should, resulting in more than a few knees in stomachs and elbows colliding with noses.

“Ow,” is just about the only thing either of us says for the ninety seconds it takes to separate ourselves.

“Whose cat is that?” Isabel repeats and I shake my head.

“I have no idea,” I say, glancing around the bathroom for any clues. There are none. “Do you remember what the hell happened last night?”

She shakes her head. “Not a clue. Not really. I remember…” She trails off and shakes head again, harder this time as though something might be really lodged in there and needs some force to shake it loose. “Not much.”

It’s only then that we both notice the obvious.

“You’re not wearing a top,” I say and I don’t even try to disguise where my eyes are: roaming over Isabel’s toned stomach which is impossibly tan for February, but I’m hardly complaining. Then my gaze moves higher, drinking in her pert and perky chest. More flashes from last night, once again gone before I can make sense of them. But they leave me with the distinct impression that that gorgeous chest featured heavily in whatever I got up to last night.

“You should talk,” she says motioning toward me, which—fair—I am also topless, after all. Then she takes a step toward me, licking her lips as she reaches out. I playfully bat her hand away and point an accusing finger in her direction.

“Seriously, Izzy?” I huff, using Halley's nickname for her that I know she both loves and hates, the same way she seems to love (for real) and hate (playfully) just about everything involved with us. “Don’t you want to figure out what the hell is going on? Maybe why we woke up spooning together in the tub with some stray cat watching over us instead of in bed with our girlfriends?”

Isabel scoffs. “Halley is not my girlfriend.”

I can’t help but roll my eyes. “Yea, whatever, the girl whose bed you spend most nights in, then. How’s that?”

“Better,” she says, one eyebrow arching dangerously as she reaches out her hand again.

“Isabel!” I knock it away. “Would you rather go find Halley and Steph so we can get to the bottom of this, or stay here trying to cop a feel?”

Isabel’s lips purse. “See, I have a problem. It seems like you want me to choose the first one, but the second is so obviously the better answer.”

“Izzy!”

She shrugs. “Maybe if you were Steph or Halley, I might be able to contain myself—” Doubtful. “But with those assets on display, what am I supposed to do?”

I’d like to tell her that flattery will get her nowhere, but it’s not exactly the truth. I feel my skin heat at the way Isabel so casually talks about my assets. I’m not exactly lacking in the self-esteem department and for the most part I love my body, feel comfortable in it, but what I really love, not to be too direct, are my tits.

They are, in Steph’s words, absurd. Ridonkulous if you ask Halley. Isabel had been at a loss for words the first time she ever saw them and had decided to skip the talking and put her mouth directly to work.

Right now with her staring at me like this, it’s hard not to think back to that night. Memories flash, familiar and well-known, but then mix with others, hazier but fresher. Memories, perhaps, from last night?

“You’re the worst,” I throw back, but there is no heat behind my words.

Isabel looks doubtful. One eyebrow ticks up toward her hairline as her eyes remain glued to my chest. “You like it,” she says with a smirk that makes my stomach heat. “Clearly.”

I don’t need to glance down to know what she is talking about. My nipples are pinched and hard, and the room is far too warm for me to use that as an excuse. It’s because of Isabel and how absurdly gorgeous she looks standing in front of me, though it’s really the verbal banter that is setting me off.

Even though I am still getting comfortable with Isabel since she and Halley had started regularly hooking up, it’s an odd thing. After her and Halley had gotten off on the wrong foot, Steph and I had decided to hate her as well. Out of solidarity, you know? But then Halley had shown up with Isabel over the holidays and…well, things had certainly changed from there. But despite that, Isabel still had a bitchy streak, one that she rarely tried to hide, at least when it came to the kind of sexual cat and mouse games that drove all three of us wild.

I have to swat her hands away again, but I can feel my resolve weakening.

“Are you sure?” she coos. “I’m sure Steph won’t mind as long I promise to do everything to her that I’m going to do to you.”

Isabel takes another step closer and from this distance her height forces me to look up at her. The skin on my throat is stretched and buzzing and I want nothing more than to feel Isabel’s pouty lips on it.

“You know we don’t do that,” I say archly, hoping my tone conveys a confidence and finality that I don’t really feel.

I’m not sure I’m able to resist again. Luckily, that test of my resolve is spared. My phone buzzes with a text. It’s a message in the group chat between the four of us.

Halley - 9:34 A.M.


WHAT THE FUCK???




Steph - 9:34 A.M.


EVE!!! Where are you? I’m trapped upstairs with a beautiful stranger. HELP!




Halley


If I’m a stranger, why do you have your hand between my legs?




Steph


Tactile reconnaissance? Eve, good news and bad news.




Good news, not stranger. It’s just Halley. Bad news is she seems a little cranky for no reason.




Oh and we are really trapped up here. Door is [image: skull and crossbones]




I can’t help but laugh. At least Steph and Halley seem to be taking things in stride, but they seem just as lost as we are. Not to mention the whole trapped situation.

Isabel grabs her phone from the vanity and sets to work, furiously typing out a text message that reaches my phone a few seconds later.

Izzy the Anal Queen - 9:37 A.M


Steph, if you are already getting busy with Halley, can you please tell your girlfriend that I’m allowed to play with her tits??? It’s honestly not fair. She isn’t even wearing a shirt!




Isabel glances over at my phone as I try to stifle a laugh. Her eyes go wide as she sees her name in my phone.

Izzy the Anal Queen


Izzy the ANAL QUEEN??? Is that seriously what you guys have me in your phones as?




Steph


No…?




Halley


Of course!




Eve


I really don’t know what series of choice I made in my life to end up here, but…wouldn’t trade you crazy freaks for anything!




Steph


Awww, babe! You like us. Maybe even like-like, where some of us are concerned?




Isabel


Honestly, same. You girls are exactly my kind of freaks.




Halley


Ew, guys. You know I don’t do feelings!




Isabel and I share a glance and then a laugh.

“So,” Isabel says, arching one eyebrow, “that sounded like permission.”

It takes all my self-restraint to bat Isabel’s hands away again.

“No, it did not. Besides, my girlfriend is trapped upstairs,” I say, my tone icy. “And so is your…whatever you want to call her.”

“Fine,” Isabel huffs, but from her expression she knows I’m right. “But you go first. At least let me watch your ass as you walk up the steps.”

“Deal,” I say, with a laugh on my lips. “That, I think we can allow.”
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HALLEY
THE MORNING AFTER


“Thank a lot, Halley,” Steph says, but she doesn’t move her hand. “Why would you tell Izzy that? She’ll be playing with Eve’s tits for at least a few hours now. We’ll starve up here!”

“Well,” I hiss out through clenched teeth, bucking my hips against her fingers, which are currently buried inside me, “to be fair, I’m not sure we have much room to talk.”

Steph looks at me, then down at her hand currently between my legs. “This?” she asks, incredulous. “Totally different. We’re trapped in here. In case of an emergency, you should always stay put and not move. That’s what we’re doing.”

“I think that’s like if you’re a kid and you get lost in a department store or something. We probably should try the door again.” I’m barely paying attention to the words coming out of my mouth as Steph’s fingers piston inside me again and again. It’s only been a few minutes, but Steph is more than a little handy and I know I’m close.

“We already tried,” Steph huffs. “Remember? Besides, are you really complaining? I know you don’t want me to stop.”

And she’s right, of course, though I’m loath to admit it. I’m searching for some clever rejoinder when Steph’s free hand snakes its way under my T-shirt—red and flowy and the absolute only thing I am wearing. When she takes one of my nipples between her thumb and forefinger at the same moment she strokes her fingers against my walls, I absolutely lose it.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I hiss as the orgasm plows through my body. Steph’s hand’s continue to work, adding to the sensation as I come hard enough to see stars.

Steph is all smiles when I push her hands away and sit up against the headboard of the bed.

“Out of breath?” she asks with a wink. “Everything okay?”

I can only shake my head and laugh, unable to muster up any real frustration after Steph just rocked my world. I am still trying to clear my head when there’s a loud snap and then the door falls inward, crashing to the floor with a boom.

“Holy shit!” Steph jumps half a foot off the bed, getting enough air time that she almost seems to float there for a moment before she comes crashing back down, managing to land more or less in my lap as her arms wrap around me.

Luckily, what comes through the door is exactly what I’m hoping for: rescue.

“Took you long enough, bitch,” I aim my salvo at the one person for whom words like bitch are foreplay.

“Might have gotten here sooner if Eve had agreed to provide the needed motivation, but…” Isabel casts a glare at Eve who only shrugs, a motion which ironically highlights the very motivating features Isabel was just referring to. Mercifully, she’s wearing a baggy T-shirt. Otherwise, I know my eyes would be bulging out of their sockets right about now.

But I’d be lying if I said my eyes were anywhere but on Isabel. She’s holding a screwdriver in one hand, wearing nothing but a tool belt, and it’s without a doubt the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. So that answers what happened with the door: Isabel took the hinges right off and my lady boner has never been bigger. That kind of take charge competence? Very fucking hot.

“I’m sorry, but how would letting you play with my tits have gotten us up here sooner?” Eve asks as she walks into the room, surveying the carnage.

And the look on her face is quite similar to how I felt when I woke up this morning and saw⁠—

“What in the ever living fuck happened last night?” Eve’s question is the same one we all seem to be sharing this morning, and it’s not hard to understand why.

Steph and I are adrift in a sea of chaos, with the bed as our life raft, surrounded by the ruins of the room: overturned chairs, two broken dressers—one with the contents of its drawers seemingly scattered about the room—at least two broken glasses and what appears to be several thousand feathers, freed no doubt from their prison in one of the many now shredded down pillows that litter the floor.

“Yea,” Steph says, shaking her head. “I don’t think my parents are going to be too happy about this.”

“Does anyone have any idea what happened last night?” This time the question comes from Isabel, who still looks like some absurdly gorgeous pinup in a car magazine or something.

“Honestly, I'm having a hard time thinking about anything other than how sexy Izzy looks with all those tools.” I shoot her a suggestive smirk that lets her know exactly how much I like the way she looks.

She points the screwdriver menacingly in my direction. “You already got off, from the looks of things, miss. No more until we figure this out.”

Busted. Though it’s hardly a stab in the dark. I can still feel the flush in my cheeks and my breathing hasn’t returned all the way to normal. Isabel has seen me post-orgasm enough to be able to clock it instantly. So yea…completely busted.

“Don’t be going and getting jealous,” Steph warns, not unkindly. “I gave you permission to go to town with my girlfriend. It’s not Halley’s fault that Eve is in a mood.”

“I am not in a mood,” Eve says, clearly in a mood.

Isabel jabs the screwdriver again, this time toward Steph, as she opens her mouth and then pauses.

“Wait,” she says, realization dawning on her face. “I think I remember something.”
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ISABEL
THE NIGHT BEFORE


“You’re in a mood.” Halley says as we wind our way up the walk toward the main house. “What’s the deal?”

In the dark, it looks even more intimidating than it did during the day as we drove up the absurdly long driveway, through the palatial gates and parked in a courtyard that probably cost more money than the house I grew up in. Whatever could I be nervous about?

“Is that a joke?” I ask.

Halley shrugs and I can’t help but watch the way her ample tits rise and fall with the motion. She’s wearing a modest sweater, but it’s tight enough around her chest that I can still enjoy the view.

“You already slept with them,” she says as if that’s all there is to it.

“With Eve and Steph, sure.” Am I taking crazy pills? “But not with the other people who are going to be there!”

Halley stops in her tracks. “Well, yes, I certainly hope you didn’t have sex with Steph’s parents or Eve’s dad, but, honestly, if you did? Good for you, Izzy!”

“Halley.”

She shrugs. “Just make conversation. I know you’re an ice queen, but I have to imagine you have had friends at some point in your life. If you feel stuck, just talk about your work as…” Halley trails off. “Huh.”

I know she’s going to make me fish here. “What is it?”

Halley runs a thoughtful finger across her chin. “Just realizing I have no idea what you do for work? What exactly is it you do with your time when your face isn’t buried between my legs?”

At Halley’s words, I can feel a surge of arousal to exactly the spot that Halley is talking about. “God, you’re lucky you’re so hot. Not a lot going on up there, is there?”

The way Halley’s eyes narrow slightly as she bites at the inside of her cheek is all I need to see to know that she’s enjoying this.

“Excuse me, but I’m spending time with you more for that smoking hot bod of yours than your mind.”

I bite back a smile. The truth is I find Halley’s brusque demeanor more than a little endearing. And however endearing it might be, it’s at least twice as hot.

“Did you really just say ‘smoking hot bod’ unironically?”

Halley shrugs again and then smiles and then, she shrugs again. She knows exactly what she’s doing.

“If you must know,” I say, wrapping one arm around Halley’s waist while the other finds purchase of the swell of her ass, “I’m a mechanic.”

“Like cars?” Halley doesn’t even try to keep the excitement out of her voice.

I shake my head, my smile coy and calculating. “Airplanes,” I say at the same moment I squeeze Halley’s ass.

“Oh fuck,” she moans and presses herself against me, rocking her hips into me. “Like commercial or…?”

I raise one eyebrow as my expression becomes deadly serious. “That’s classified miss,” I say, which is technically true-ish, but nowhere near as exciting as it sounds. 

I work as a civilian contractor for the National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration in a position that technically requires a security clearance, a very, very low level security clearance—the kind that at least four people in any busy restaurant in North Virginia are likely to have. I’m not exactly Jason Bourne.

“Fuck,” Halley hisses, her fingers gripping the fabric of my top. “That’s so hot.” 

I’ve lost count of the number of dumb jocks who said “That’s so hot” upon learning what I do for a living, but with Halley, I feel a warmth in my stomach when she says it—the way more and more things seem to affect me these days. I swallow hard and refocus on the conversation.

“I’m trusting you with this information,” I say, one hand cupping her cheek while another hand cups…well. “So don’t make me regret it.”

“Worried I’m going to blow your cover, Miss Super Spy?” Halley bumps her hip playfully against mine.

“No, much more worried that you and Steph are going to make a million terrible jokes about it.”

“I’m offended,” Halley says, all smiles as she pulls back enough so that our eyes can meet. “First”—she leans in so that her lips are pressed against the bare skin of my neck—“I never make bad jokes.”

It’s cold enough that I can see her breath and it makes it seem like steam is rising where her lips meet my neck, which would be an accurate portrayal of how it feels. It’s fucking freezing out here, but I’m burning up.

“Second”—her kisses grow hungrier—“I’m too busy being turned on by the idea of it to make any dumb puns.”

The prickling at the back of my neck is familiar by now. I know Halley well enough to know that when she says she isn’t going to make any dumb puns that she has one lock and loaded, and is about to unleash it.

“Definitely not going to say that that must be why you are so good and getting underneath me and working on my engine.” Halley’s teeth nip at my earlobe and I shudder. “Definitely not going to ask if you want to take a peek under my hood or ask you to adjust my suspension.”

The voice she is using is filthy and exaggerated, the kind of husky throaty tone you mostly find in poorly made porn…and it’s fucking working. God, it’s so fucking dumb, but I can’t help the way my body reacts.

“Just admit it,” she says, her mouth inches from mine. “You’re getting turned on by this.”

I am, but there is no way I’m going to admit it. It’s not like it’s going to get me anything anyway. We are standing only ten feet from the front door and we are already running late.

“So predictable,” I chide her playfully. “Oh my girlfriend’s job as a super secret airplane mechanic is just so sexy.”

It’s a joke. The tone is clear, but it isn’t until Halley tenses that I realize what exactly I just said. I’m not imagining it, right? I just said girlfriend.

My stomach twists but I don’t pull away, neither of us do, but the easy comfort of earlier is long gone.

The silence is finally broken when the front door opens.

“And what exactly were you two sluts doing out here?” Steph asks, hands on her hips as Eve comes up behind her wearing a matching sweater.

“Nothing,” Halley and I say at the same time as we break apart from one another.

“How very disappointing,” Steph scolds, jokingly.

I steal a glance back at Halley as we enter the house, but she refuses to meet my gaze. Fuck, I know I’ve messed up now.

How very disappointing indeed.
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EVE
THE MORNING AFTER


“Holy shit,” I say, glancing over at Halley to see her reaction to this latest revelation. “Girlfriend?”

She looks shell shocked.

“It was obviously a stupid joke,” Isabel is quick to explain. “Neither of us are the girlfriend type.”

They are both clearly a little uncomfortable with the whole thing, but what better way to cut the tension than with a joke. And, of course, Steph is happy to assist in that area.

“Oh my god, did you guys break up?” She glances back and forth between them, eyebrows arched in a scandalized expression. “Oh my god, Halley, am I your rebound? I would be honored.”

Several different sets of eyes roll.

“We didn’t break up,” Isabel says, tersely. “Because we were never together. I made a joke and things were a little awkward and then…”

Isabel trails off, frowning.

“And then none of us remember what happened.” Steph furrows her brow as she thinks things through in real time. “So how do we really know? Oh my god, Eve.” She turns to me. “Did we break up too? Is that why I’m here with Halley and you were downstairs with Izzy?”

I shake my head. “No, we didn’t break up. So sorry to say, you are still stuck with me.”

The smile that Steph gives me back is enough to make my stomach do flips. For as sexy as the other two women in the room are, it’s this woman and that smile that I am head over heels in love with. No matter what craziness happened last night, I know that that hasn’t changed.

“Thank god,” Steph says and it almost sounds like real relief. “So then I think this is called swapping. I’ve seen documentaries about it.”

I suppress a laugh as Isabel furrows her brow.

“Is that a joke?”

Steph is all smiles and nods.

“What’s the punchline?” Isabel asks, hips cocked.

“Porn,” Halley says, her voice flat. “The punchline with her is always porn.”

Steph whips her head around to the girl still lying in bed next to her. “What crawled up your butt and died?”

Halley crosses her arms over her chest, her frown more than a little pronounced. “She’s not my girlfriend.”

The tension in the room is back in full force, Steph’s awful attempts to defuse the situation be damned. Isabel shifts uncomfortably and suddenly her standing there more or less naked is no longer arousing. She just seems…vulnerable. Is it possible that it wasn’t a joke? To her at least?

My mind is reeling. Neither of them seem like the kind of people who would ever be for a relationship, but…How well do I really know Isabel? Plus, Halley is still in school and it’s not like she’d be the first wildchild coed to grow out of only wanting to sleep around. No judgement, of course, but for all the fun I’ve had and continue to have, having Steph as my anchor and my rock has meant more to me than almost anything else.

And Halley has seen that firsthand. Is it impossible to think that maybe she’s met someone that makes her feel differently than any of the girls that have come before?

From the still miserable look on her face, she certainly doesn’t seem to think so, but—that’s just it. Usually with that kind of stuff, she’s feisty and obnoxious and clear that she’s just not into that kind of thing: no feelings, no attachments. But right now, she just seems defensive.

I am still trying to think all this through when a loud meow at the door grabs all of our attention.

“What the fuck?” Halley asks, staring in disbelief at the orange tabby rubbing itself against the doorframe. “Whose cat is that?”

I shrug. Isabel does too. We have no more idea now than we did when the thing woke us. It’s Steph whose face is screwed up in something that looks like recognition.

“Guys,” she says, her voice more than a little confused. “I’m pretty sure that’s my cat. I don’t know why, but I think his name is Walter.”
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STEPH
THE NIGHT BEFORE


“What’s up with those two, do you think?”

Eve and I are in the kitchen, fixing drinks, while Halley does the rounds and introduces Isabel to everyone.

“Not sure,” Eve says, sounding like she’s only half listening as she carefully constructs Isabel’s complicated drink order.

I would have told her to fix her own drink, if she was going to be so persnickety about it, but my girlfriend fancies herself a bit of a mixologist. It would wound her pride to refuse, because, to her, saying she won’t is the same as saying she can’t.

“But something is up?” I ask, my voice intentionally a bit nagging. “I’m not just imagining it.”

Eve glances up with a smirk. “No, you aren’t imagining it, but Izzy is probably just nervous. This is an odd deep end to get thrown in given…well, everything.”

I nod in agreement. “That’s fair. You’re probably right. I just hope Isabel isn’t too put off by the whole thing. You know my parents and your dad are heading out soon and we’ll have the whole place to ourselves while they are busy weekend-ing at some stodgy bed and breakfast. It’s Valentine’s Day!”

“Because you’re already thinking about what the four of us are going to get up to later.” Eve raises an eyebrow as she smirks at me.

She knows me about as well as I know myself, though in this case, she’s not right—at least, not exactly.

“Sort of,” I say, feeling nerves that I almost never feel with Eve.

We have been an item for over a year now, live together, said ‘I love you’, etc. etc. She still gives me butterflies but that’s about teasing and anticipation; there’s never any real doubt where things are headed. But this…well, what I want to talk to Eve about is sort of uncharted territory.

“Okay, out with it,” she says, finally looking up from her work and giving me her undivided attention.

“So, I know that usually we all do our thing, you know? Me and you and Halley. And now Izzy too. Okay, don’t take this the wrong way, but listening to Halley talk about her time one-on-one with Isabel was really hot and I was thinking that maybe…”

My throat feels like it’s closing. Given everything I have done to and with this woman, I should not be having this much trouble saying a few simple words. Funny how things work sometimes.

“That maybe you could have a little solo tryst with Isabel?” Eve flashes me a knowing smile. “Babe, you know I’m not the jealous type, and we already know her, if you want to spend some one-on-one time⁠—”

“No.” I shake my head, my cheeks burning like the surface of the sun. “Not me.”

Eve’s eyebrows raise for a moment as she puzzles out what I’m saying. I watch the moment of realization hit her—genuine surprise is written all over her.

“Me?” she says, tilting her head to the side. “Oh, so you got a little turned on hearing about what Isabel did for Halley, or maybe what she did to her? Is that it babe? And now, you want that beautiful busty bitch to defile your girlfriend?”

As Eve speaks, my clit thrums—want echoing out with each pulse of my heart until my teeth are nearly chattering with excitement. I nod.

Eve’s smile is filthy. “You know I always want to turn you on, always want to give you what you want.” Eve walks around the counter, her eyes locked on mine. I can’t help but take a step back, but there’s not enough room. My back presses flush against the refrigerator as Eve closes the distance between us.

She plants her arms on both sides of me, palms against the refrigerator. There is no escape now as Eve leans forward and plants a soft kiss on my neck, right against my pulse point and I come unspooled.

There is a hallway between the kitchen and the main room where everyone is, but that hardly gives us much privacy. It takes everything in me to not cry out as Eve’s lips make their way up my neck, until I can feel her breath against my ear.

“Eve,” I whisper her name, trying to hold on to what small bit of self-control I still possess.

“So you want me and Izzy to fuck?” Eve’s tone is downright sultry. “I think I can arrange that. Not sure what she or Halley will have to say about that but…”

Eve smirks and steps back. She glances at the doorway, before her hands go to the hem of her sweater and, in one swift motion, she pulls it over her head.

“Eve.” My mind is blank as I drink in the sight. Eve isn’t wearing a bra which means her perfect tits are on full display. I can’t help but lick my lips.

Her hands cup her breasts and push them together. It’s far from the first time I've seen something like this from this woman, but the context makes all the difference. Someone could walk in at any moment. We might have time to hear someone coming down the hallway, or…we might not.

Eve pouts. “What do you think? Could Izzy resist the chance for some one-on-one time with these?”

My clit throbs until I’m practically delirious.

I shake my head, still stunned mute by the sight and situation.

“And what do you think she would do?”

I open my mouth, a thousand filthy answers already on the tip of my tongue, but Eve places her finger on my lips and shakes her head.

“Don’t tell me,” she says, her eyes like two burning embers. “Show me.”

I whimper just at those words, feeling the arousal building to dangerous levels, high enough that I might just do something stupid and risky. Something like play along with Eve while our parents are just a shout away. It’s an awful idea. Awful, and unbelievably hot.

“Someone could walk in,” I say, physical need warring against my better judgement.

“I think that just makes it hotter,” Eve growls before she leans in and nips at my neck, a sweet hurt blooming out where her lips and teeth meet skin. “I’m happy to fuck Izzy or get fucked by Izzy however you want, babe. But first, you need to show me what you want her to do to me. Not all of it. Just a taste.”

I bite at my lip, even as Eve bites at my neck, teeth working their way lower. My whole body is an inferno of want.

“Stephanie,” she says and I can feel every syllable in my clit. “I need you to show me.”

The vertigo is almost overwhelming. Eve so very rarely uses my full name and never that I can remember in a sexual context. I’m flustered, utterly shocked by just how hot it sounds coming out her mouth, the way her mouth looks as she says it.

“What I think would be hot,” she says, “is that you show me, while I close my eyes and pretend that it’s her.”

Oh, fuck. She certainly has me nailed. Yet another reason I love this woman so deeply: she gets me. A few hints from me about Izzy and she is quickly taking the reins, steering us directly toward pure debauchery. I hadn’t even known how turned on the idea of Eve pretending I was Izzy would be: it’s like a practice run for the even filthier things I’m hoping really come to fruition between the two of them.

Without another word, I lean forward and cover her nipple with my mouth.

She throws her head back as her calm and in control exterior begins to unravel.

“Oh, Izzy,” she moans and the jolt that goes through my body has me convinced that anything more than a light breeze could set me off, maybe Eve too.

I can’t help the whimper that escapes my throat as Eve’s hand snakes its way between us and presses itself between my legs. Her hips surge forward, pressing her hand into me. Through the thin fabric of my legging, the friction is just enough—not to get me off, but enough to keep building me higher, raising my arousal to levels that make the room spin. I moan again, louder this time, unable to help myself. If Eve’s tit wasn’t still pressed into my mouth, I’d be worried about someone hearing us.

“We have to be quiet, Izzy,” Eve coos in my ear, her arms wrapping around me and pulling me closer as my mouth works greedily, kissing and sucking at her tits, moving between them and lavishing them with the kind of filthy oral attention that I know Eve loves. “Or my girlfriend might catch us.”

There’s a slight pause when she says this, just the slightest bit of hesitation as she waits to see how this new wrinkle lands, wanting to see whether or not I’m into it.

And I am so fucking into it.

“Oh, I don’t think Stephanie would mind.” I can’t believe how turned on I am, how fucking stupid of an idea this and very, very little I care—about the stupid idea part. I definitely care about how hot this is. Right now, that might be the only thing I do care about.

Worse—or maybe better—just saying my own name, in that same sultry tone as Eve, sends shockwaves through my clit. I might be embarrassed if I stopped for a second to think, if this was anyone other than Eve—but with her, I feel completely free to lose myself in this, in this absurd—and absurdly hot—little game that we are playing.

“Not even if I did this?” Eve asks, as her fingers slip into my pants. “Oh, what is this, Izzy? No underwear.” Two fingers sink into me and the world goes white. “You don’t think my girlfriend would mind me burying my fingers in this tight little pussy?”

“No,” I hiss, and that single word is enough effort to nearly make me faint. I suck in a deep lungful of air. “I think she would love it. Even if she caught us, she would fucking love it. She would want to watch you make Isabel come.”

“Well,” says Eve, as her whole hand slips into my legging and her thumb presses hard against my clit, “we wouldn’t want to disappoint her.”

I come undone utterly, totally, completely. The orgasm shatters my world into a million pieces as Eve’s thumb continues to work my clit, squeezing every last drop of pleasure from me, until I’m so sensitive I have to push her hand away.

I take a few moments to catch my breath only looking up as Eve takes her two fingers and wraps her lips around them.

She moans as she tastes me. “I can only hope the real Isabel tastes half as good.”

I’m so sensitive that just those words make my clit throb with enough force that my knees wobble.

“Holy fuck,” I pant out. “That was…” I shake my head. I simply don’t have the words.

“Yea,” Eve is nearly as breathless as I am. “That was incredible.”

I step forward and reach one hand down toward the waistband of her pants. Eve captures my hand with her own and gently pushes it away.

“Are you seriously not going to let me get you off after that?” I’m more than a little surprised. Not just because I owe her for the way she just turned my world upside down, but also because after all that, how can she possibly resist? How can she not be dripping with need?

Eve, as always, seems to know what I am thinking without me having to say anything. “Don’t worry. I am as turned on as you are.” She takes my hand and guides it under her waistband, under the pair of lacy boy shorts she’s wearing, until I can feel how wet she is. And she is soaked.

My fingers wriggle with impatience even as Eve shakes her head again.

“But,” she says, guiding my hand away, “I don’t want to get off yet.” She leans in close. “I’m saving it for Izzy.”

Holy fuck. I absolutely love this woman.
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EVE
THE MORNING AFTER


“Ididn’t hear anything about a cat in there,” Isabel says, but her tone betrays her.

I can hear the shake in it, the desire. She is just as turned on by the memory Steph just relayed as I am, which is saying something!

“Holy fuck.” I don’t have better words for it than that.

I shoot a glance at Steph and see that her cheeks are bright and rosy red.

“I can’t believe I just told you guys that,” Steph says, burying her face in her hands.

“I can’t believe I didn’t remember that,” I say, my voice thick with lust.

“But you do now?” Isabel asks, unable to keep the curiosity out of her voice. “Do you remember anything else?”

“I remember it now.” My eyebrows shoot upward. “Anything else? Like do I remember if we actually took it beyond a little roleplaying? Like do I remember if you and I did get some alone time last night, Izzy?”

My smirk is filthy. Isabel bites at her lip, waiting. And then I shake my head.

“Sadly no,” I say. “At least right now.”

Another meow captures our attention.

I watch the light go on in Halley’s eyes, and it seems the issues caused by Isabel’s earlier revelations have been forgotten in the aftermath of Steph’s. The enthusiasm on Halley’s face tells me all I need to know. She casts a glance at the cat before shooting an apologetic look toward Isabel. I can see Isabel's nose scrunch up as she realizes what is about to happen.

“Well, Steph,” Halley says, wrapping an arm around my girlfriend’s shoulder. “Nothing at all to be embarrassed about. In fact that was almost im-paw-sibly hot.”

Isabel looks back and forth between the three of us with murder in her eyes. “If any one of you dorks makes a joke about a fifth pussy, I will throttle the lot of you.”

“Izzy!” Steph looks aghast. “It’s not like you to so cat-egorically dismiss the possible puns here.”

“Yea, babe.” Halley looks genuinely concerned. “Are you sure you're feline alright?”

Isabel’s groan is the sound of affectionate frustration distilled to its purest form. I should know, because it puts a sound to exactly how I feel at this moment.

Sometimes Steph and Eve can be adorable with their corny jokes and sometimes they can overdo it, but the best bits always come when they are toeing the line between hilarious and insufferable. It’s weirdly comforting to see Isabel react the same way. It no longer feels like two against one.

“I take back every nice thing I ever said about the two of you.” Isabel’s hands half-muffle the sound of her voice.

Steph and Halley share a look of feigned confusion.

“She said something nice about us, Halley?”

Halley shakes her head. “No, not that I can recall. Are you sure you’re feeling okay? You seem paw-sitively unwell.”

Steph’s voice is somber. “I think she might be hiss-terical.”

“Purr-plexed even.”

“For the love of god,” I says, unable to keep myself from laughing. “That’s enough with the puns, hilarious as they are.”—they aren’t, for the record—“But we still need to figure out what the hell happened last night.”

I take a seat in one of the chairs in the room, while Isabel rifles through Halley’s drawers looking for an oversized T-shirt that will fit her taller frame. She finds one, but it ends up being more midriff than T-shirt. Halley’s wolf-whistle makes Walter jump.

“How do you look hotter by putting more clothes on?” Halley asks, running her tongue over her bottom lip.

“Should I be insulted?” Isabel asks, turning back toward the three of us and cocking one hip as she glares at Halley.

Halley rolls her eyes. “Of course not. I just like to leave a little to the imagination.”

“I have a theory,” Steph announces, her brow furrowed. It seems like Halley’s little round of cat-based puns has brought Steph back to herself. “Nobody really remembers drinking all that much, right?”

Heads shake.

“You think someone spiked our drinks?” Isabel asks, incredulously. “Or that one of us did it?”

Halley looks just as skeptical. “Don’t look at me. I know if this were The Hangover I would be the prime suspect for who accidentally roofied us all, but I don’t think that’s what happened. I feel…a little worn out, but not hungover, not like I was drugged, or did drugs or anything as intense as all that.”

“Right,” Steph says, nodding like they are making her point for her, though I’m not sure anyone other than her has any idea where this is going. “So, what I’m thinking is this—and there’s already some evidence from my memory with Eve—but basically, last night we debauched one another so thoroughly—I’m talking truly, truly filthy stuff—again and again and again, until our brains just sort of couldn’t hold anything together anymore.”

She pauses for dramatic effect. “I call it the Bangover.”

Three groans greet this announcement.

“What?” Steph says, crossing her arms across her chest in mock offense, which only pushes her tits together. Combined with the angry pout she’s wearing, I can feel my own arousal humming.

“I don’t think that’s how it works,” I say, and Steph just scowls deeper and it’s hard to say whether it’s more adorable or sexy—both have a strong case. “I also don’t think that that's, like, physically possible.”

“How would you know?” Isabel asks, not bothering to keep the snark from her voice.

“Well, I’m not an expert, or anything, but I’d like to think I know a few things about how the human body works.” When Isabel doesn’t seem to follow, I continue. “Because I’m a nurse.”

That seems to surprise her. “You’re a nurse?”

Halley’s head whips toward Isabel. “You didn’t know that?”

There are daggers in Isabel’s eyes. “You didn’t even know what my job was until last night.”

“Fair,” Halley says sheepishly. “Maybe there’s been a bit too much focus on ravaging other’s bodies and not enough on exchanging basic information about one another.”

“Basic information,” Isabel’s eyes glaze over as she repeats the words. “Wait, I think I remember something else.”
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ISABEL
THE NIGHT BEFORE


“Are you going to make this whole night awkward now?” I ask, finally snatching a minute with Halley without anyone else in earshot.

She’s sitting on the back of an oversized leather sofa facing backwards, her eyes looking out the big bay windows and into the darkness outside.

She casts a disinterested look my way. Trying just a bit too hard.

“No idea what you’re talking about, Izzy,” she says, returning her eyes to face forward.

“You know I love how much of a bitch you are, but even for you this is a little much.”

Halley tenses for a moment and I’m worried I’ve overstepped. Usually, this is the kind of banter that Halley lives for, the kind that drives her crazy with want, but this is new territory with the sour mood she’s in. I’m on the verge of apologizing—me! Apologizing to Halley!

Thankfully, the grin that breaks out on Halley’s face saves me the mortification.

“Ugh, fine. You’re probably right. I just wasn’t expecting that earlier. But since it was just a joke.” She shrugs, and pauses like she’s going to say something more, but at that moment we are interrupted.

“Hands where I can see them,” Steph says in a fake cop voice.

“They are already where you can see them.” To demonstrate I give a little wave. Halley does the same.

“Well, that's disappointing,” Steph says, sounding a little out of breath.

I glance back at both of them. Red cheeks, mussed hair, and do I see the hint of hickey on Steph’s neck?

“Speaking of,” I say, arching one eyebrow. “What were you two up to in the kitchen? You were gone for a little while.”

Halley and I share a glance. Delight dances in her eyes.

“You look a little out of breath.” Halley smirks as she looks the two over.

I can almost see the wheels turning, can almost guess what filthy things Halley is imagining as she undresses both Eve and Steph with her eyes. “I can’t believe you guys got started without us. We only have another fifteen minutes or so until we have the place to ourselves.”

Both girls look at each other, cheeks flushed from more than just exertion. It’s almost like they’re….embarrassed? Which makes no sense. The very first time I met the two of them involved me popping out of a closet dressed like a sexy Santa before they stripped me down and we all had our way with one another—Halley’s Christmas gift to the girls. One that I was more than happy to play a part in.

Halley tilts her to the side. “What was so enticing that the two of you couldn’t wait?”

Steph is blushing so hard, I’m worried she might pass out. Eve looks a little more composed but even she seems somehow off. Eve has always seemed so possessed, so confident, not at all the kind to get flustered.

“Steph told me a little fantasy of hers,” Eve says, plopping herself down on the arm of the couch.

I can’t tell if I’m imagining the shake in her voice, so subtle it would be easy to miss. But when she looks at me and swallows before looking away, there’s no doubt.

“About me?” I swing my legs around so I’m facing forward on the couch. I slide down into the seat, and reach out for Eve, placing my hand gently on her thigh, just above the knee. It’s enough to make her shudder, but not enough that it would draw unwanted attention if anyone glanced over from the other side of the room.

Eve nods and I can’t believe it, but she won’t even meet my eyes. I glance back at Halley who has a puzzled, but curious look on her face.

Halley licks her lips. “Were you girls hoping for a repeat of your little Christmas tryst? We didn’t pack any holiday outfits this time around, but if I recall correctly you had Izzy stripped down to nothing in under sixty seconds anyway.”

Eve and Steph share a look. “Not exactly,” Eve says, taking a deep breath that has me glancing at her chest as it rises and falls under her tight sweater. “Steph told a little fantasy she has about Izzy. A little solo fantasy.”

My clit throbs at the way her breath catches as she says my name. Steph has a little thing for me? That thought sets me off. Despite the truly debauched things we have all already done—including Steph—there’s still something about her that screams wide-eyed innocent. Of the three of us, she’s certainly the one who is the least assertive, the most submissive. The idea of having my way with her—the idea that maybe she has fantasized about exactly that—is almost too much to take in.

I’m at a loss for words, but Halley isn’t. “Oh, does sexy little Steph want to be a submissive little slut for Izzy?”

Steph nearly moans as Halley whispers those words. I can’t really blame her. A few minutes ago, I was worried about whatever had happened between me and Halley and now I have a fire building between my legs. I glance over and see Eve’s dad and Steph’s parents starting to clean up some of the appetizer trays that were set out earlier. Only a few more minutes and we can actually make this little fantasy of hers a reality.

Steph shakes her head. “Not me. Eve. I told Eve I wanted her and Izzy to…”

She trail’s off, her voice shaking like a leaf. Her hesitation is almost as hot as what she is saying. She wants me to fuck her girlfriend. And she said solo right? My whole body is a live wire, surging with electricity.

“And in the kitchen?” Halley asks, a knowing look on her face.

Steph buries her head in her hands. Eve shifts on the arm of the couch and then lets out a soft sigh as I slide my hand six inches higher up her leg.

“We did a little role play,” Steph says so quietly I can barely hear it over my own labored breaths.

Holy fuck.
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THE MORNING AFTER


“Honestly,” Isabel says, fanning herself with one hand, “Steph’s theory is starting to make more sense.”

I roll my eyes in Isabel’s direction. But at the same time…

Maybe she has a point. I’m not saying it really makes any sense, but after what she just relayed, it’s hard to completely dismiss the possibility.

Role play?

The thought of Steph pretending to be Isabel while they fooled around has me almost dizzy with lust. I can feel a deep ache in my stomach that sinks lower with each beat of my heart, pure animal need settling between my legs. Isabel’s story may have cut off just when things were getting good, but the four of us are here now, so…

Without a second thought, I slide out of bed, my loose red t-shirt still the only thing I’m wearing. All eyes are on me as I make a show of stretching my arms out wide above my head, letting the shirt ride up as my tits strain against the shirt—just to be sure they all realize I have nothing else underneath this.

“Umm,” Steph breaks the silence first. “I thought we were trying to figure out what happened last night.”

“We are,” I say, giving her a playful smile. “Sorry, is this too distracting?”

Eve tsks. “You know it is, Halley. So which of us do you want?”

Damn. Eve really is the one who always seems to be on top of things, anticipating where any of us is going—sometimes even before we know ourselves.

“What do you mean?” I bat my eyelashes at her, so obviously playing innocent.

“Oh, please.” Eve closes the distance between us and then her hands move to my shirt, fisting the fabric tightly. “That little story got you going and now none of us are going to be able to continue puzzling this out until you’ve gotten off.”

I can’t help but smirk. She’s got me nailed, which, come to think of it, sounds like a pretty good idea.

“Steph?” Eve looks at her girlfriend. “Mind if I take care of this little slut so we can move past this?”

Steph’s smile is wide as she nods, her one hand already moving down between her legs.

Tempting as Eve’s offer is, I have other ideas.

“Izzy,” I say, taking a step back from Eve, who takes the hint and is more than happy to let Isabel handle this. “Top drawer by the bed.”

“What are you talking about?” Her frown, as much as Steph’s enthusiastic smile, is what sets me off.

Isabel has the sexy bitch—emphasis on bitch—thing down pat, and it fucking drives me wild. Originally, the hate between us was real, but over time it has morphed into actual affection, not that everything isn’t still couched in our combative little game. If I want sweet and fun and flirty, I have Steph and Eve. If I want something rough and hard and fast—well, that’s what Izzy is for. Izzy and⁠—

“My strap-on,” I say, matter-of-factly. “It’s in the top drawer.”

“And?” Isabel crosses her arms over her chest, the muscles in her arms and shoulders rippling. God, I love a girl with some muscle.

“The way you two flirt is so fucking weird.” Eve shakes her head.

Isabel casts a glare in that direction and Eve holds up two hands.

“Hey, if it works for you guys, go at it. I’ll keep my mouth shut and enjoy the show,” Eve says, sliding into bed next to her girlfriend, who looks offended.

“Mouth shut? That better just be a figure of speech.”

Eve rolls her eyes, and in one fluid motion she pulls the neck of Steph’s shirt down over her tits and latches her mouth onto an exposed nipple. Steph whimpers as her eyes roll to the back of her head.

As much as that is a show I’d enjoy watching, I have other things on my mind.

“Top drawer now, bitch.”

Isabel shudders and a sultry smirk spreads over her face. “See? If you ask correctly, I’m happy to help and—huh.” Isabel looks toward me, frowning. “It’s not here.”

“What do you mean it’s not there?” I’m already crossing the room, moving Isabel out of the way and checking myself. And she’s right. It’s not there.

“Oh.”

I glance toward the bed. “Let me guess: you remember something, don’t you, Steph?”
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THE NIGHT BEFORE


There is a charge in the air, the moment we see the car pull down the drive, flick its blinker and turn off down the country lane that leads to the highway. The house is all ours, not just for the night, but for the rest of the weekend.

Which means…

“Okay, out with it,” Halley demands, practically buzzing with excitement as she bounces from one foot to another, wearing a matching lingerie set that has my mouth watering.

“So you were just wearing that under your clothes?” Isabel asks, shaking her head.

“Are you complaining, Izzy?” Halley’s shoots a challenging glance at the other girl who only shrugs.

“Not at all. It’s just you’re always calling me a slut and then you are practically naked before the door even closes.” Isabel runs a finger along the lacy bra Halley is wearing and the shorter girl shudders at the touch.

I can already feel the wetness between my legs and we haven’t even gotten to the main attraction.

“So,” Isabel says, turning her predatory gaze in my direction. “Why don’t you tell me a little story, Steph?”

She saunters toward me, hips swaying. She’s the tallest of the four of us, lithe and lean, but still with enough curves to make my mouth water. Her dark hair is long and lustrous, done up in a single braid that hangs halfway down her back.

She slides into the high backed leather chair in the living room and pats her knee. “Why don’t you take a seat?”

I’m blushing as I mutter out something that might be an agreement. I can hardly look at Isabel without feeling like I’m going to lose it.

Shaking like a leaf I take a seat in her lap, angled sideways so that my legs are draped over hers perpendicularly. Her strong arms wrap around me, pulling me into her, as her hands snake up my back, her fingers dancing along the nape of my neck. The warmth of her body against mine sends my arousal into overdrive, but when she reaches up and brushes the hair out of my eyes, I nearly lose it.

Her lips brush my ear and her voice is like thunder rolling over me. “So Steph, why don’t you tell me about this little fantasy of yours? The one where I have my way with you girlfriend and those perfect tits of hers.”

The throbbing in my clit is impossible to describe. How is this—simple words, a few touches—melting me so completely? I am coming undone, losing myself to a hunger so deep it almost frightens me. I’m worried just what will happen once I actually start speaking—to say nothing of what might happen if Isabel actually makes my fantasy into a reality.

“As you know,” I start and curse myself for how formal it sounds, “Eve and I are together but still fool around with other girls.”

“Yes,” Isabel says, her tone dry. “I think I’ve heard something about that.”

Of course she knows—she’s one of them. Get it together, Steph!

“Well, umm, since Eve has had more experience with this kind of thing than me—at least originally—we would usually mess around with Halley together, sometimes I would mess around with Halley on my own when Eve was working, but, umm, Eve doesn't really…or she hasn’t really…”

I trail off, my cheeks burning up, my tongue heavy and clumsy in my mouth. The lust drives a spike through my brain, lobotomizing me and I can’t make a single coherent thought as Isabel’s hands brush across my face and her thumbs rubs along my swollen bottom lip.

“You’ve gotten to have some alone time with Halley—which I know you have greatly enjoyed— and now you want you to give that same thing to Eve. Only you don’t want Halley to fuck your little girlfriend. You want it to be me.”

I whimper out a “yes” as Isabel’s lips touch mine, one long lingering kiss that makes my heart flutter, even as my clit pulses with want.

“I think we can arrange that,” she says, her gaze slipping past me until it lands on Eve. The hunger in her eyes is astounding. “You cool with doing this the way Steph seems to want? Just let me know if I go too far.”

Eve nods. “So, I figured we could give the two of them a good⁠—”

“Did I say you could talk, bitch?” Isabel's mouth curls into a cruel smile as one eyebrow raises in question.

The silence that follows is deafening. Eve lips quiver and for a moment I can’t tell if it’s from anger or desire—maybe both. This kind of thing is how Halley and Isabel usually go at it: bitch this and slut that. Testing and teasing, playing up the charge of anger between them until they can’t take it anymore. I can still remember Halley relaying the story of the first time the two of them fucked. Hate fucked as Halley had put it. Eve and I are very far from vanilla, very far from prudes, but this kind of thing wasn’t an area we had ever ventured into.

I have no idea how Eve will take it, until Eve’s eyes light up and she gives me a filthy smile before shifting her gaze back to Isabel. “If you don’t want me talking, you are going to have to give this slutty mouth of mine something else to do.”

I feel the heat as Isabel’s nostrils flare, her hot breath washing over my neck. I can feel her body tense against mine.

“Steph,” she says, her voice low and sultry. “I’m going to need you to be a good girl and get up. Halley, you go and get one of your strap-ons from the guest house.” She glances toward Halley. “The biggest one you’ve got. If Steph wants a show, I am going to give her one.”

She turns her predatory gaze back toward Eve and I can almost see my girlfriend’s knees buckle. Yes, I think. This is what I want, what I wanted when I broached the subject with Eve in the first place. We don’t really go for defined roles in the bedroom, but of the two of us, I’ve always been the one that’s a bit more submissive, a bit more willing to let Eve take charge. Even when I’m in the driver’s seat, Eve always seems so composed and so in control.

The idea of another girl—especially Isabel—turning that all on it’s head has me so turned on I almost can’t breathe. I want to see Eve submit, give in to Isabel, and be thoroughly dominated by this bitchy brunette.

Isabel raises one outstretched finger and curls it back. “Come here, slut.”

Eve's jaw is slack, breaths short and erratic. She obeys, walking forward until she moves to slide onto Isabel’s lap—the same way I was just moments ago. Isabel stops her.

“I’m sorry,” she says haughtily. “Did you think this was going to be some little make out session on the couch? Get on your knees.”

Eve sinks to her knees.

Isabel looks down at her. “We’re both overdressed. You first. Lose that tight little sweater. I want to see those tits of yours.” She continues talking as Eve pulls the sweater over her head and just like before there is no bra. “Here’s how this is going to go.” Her hand moves down lazily, fingertips ghosting over Eve’s breasts, pebbling the skin as her nipples pinch tight. “We are going to put that pretty little mouth of yours to work and then once you’ve made me cum, I am going to fuck you with that strap-on so good that you are going to forget your own name. I hope you don’t need to be on your feet for work, because you aren’t going to be able to walk for a week.”

“She’s a nurse.” My voice trembles with desire as I push the words out without a second thought.

Isabel's face brightens. “Oh? A slutty little nurse? I like that. Too bad we don’t have a naughty little nurse outfit to put you in.”

I can’t believe that this is really happening. It’s like my filthiest fantasies playing out right before my eyes with Isabel absolutely nailing her starring role—the same way I hope she will soon be nailing Eve. I’m not going to complain about watching Eve eat Izzy out, but what I really want is to watch her fuck Eve with the strap-on, the very same strap-on that Halley has just returned with.

“What did I miss?” she asks, taking a seat next to me.

“Izzy was just explaining to Eve what she’s going to do to her.” My voice is breathy, trembling with each word as Halley smirks at me wiggling the strap-on. It’s purple ribbed silicone and so thick it makes my stomach flip.

“My pride and joy,” Halley says with a wink. “Your girlfriend is going to look so good with this buried inside her.”

“Too much talking, girls,” Isabel chides. “You wouldn’t want to miss the show.”

I refocus my attention on the real reason we are here: two hot women about to do unspeakable things to each other's bodies.

Halley scoots closer to me, her hands idly falling into my lap, one hand rubbing its way up and down my thigh as we watch Eve peel Isabel’s pants off along with her underwear.

Isabel shoots us another smirk as she lifts her shirt over her head to reveal her sculpted body. She might have the smallest tits of the three of us, but she without a doubt is most in shape. She could be a fitness model with those lean lines and that perfect tan that she somehow maintains even in the dead of winter. She swears she doesn't use a tanning bed, but I have my doubts.

“Let’s see what that mouth can do.”
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EVE
THE NIGHT BEFORE


“Let’s see what that mouth can do.”

I am already dripping, soaked through with want and pure, animal need. I can’t believe how fucking turned on this is all making me. I had some idea of what Steph had in mind for this little liaison, but Isabel has quickly upped the ante past what I was expecting. If you had asked me yesterday, I would have told you that something like this wasn’t what I was into.

But now? I can hardly remember ever wanting something this badly.

Definitely the first time I ever had Steph after months of living with her, after months of seeing her parade around in tight little shorts and barely there night shirts. But otherwise? I am floored.

There’s too much swirling in my mind right now to make sense of any of it. That can come later. Now, I have a job to do. And three very beautiful women eager to see me do it.

I glance over at Steph and Halley, eyes wide and jaws slack—expressions of pure lust written on their faces. I give them a wink and then bend to my task.

My tongue tastes Isabel and I realize it’s for the first time. Isabel and I have done other things to and with each other, but not this. Her wetness is sweet as my tongue slide along it in firm, broad strokes, working upward toward her clit with each stroke as she begins to come undone.

“Fuck,” she hisses out, her hands threading through hair as she pushes my face down, pushes my tongue into her even as her hips rise up to meet each swipe of my tongue.

The world shrinks to Isabel’s thighs around my neck, Isabel’s hands in my hair. The world shrinks until all I can think of is the taste of Isabel and how badly I need her to come.

“Oh fuck, Steph,” Isabel’s voice is muffled with her legs wrapped around me, blocking my hearing. “I can see why you love this bitch.”

“Yea,” Steph says, her voice catching with an unmistakable hitch. “She’s fucking incredible with that tongue, isn’t she?”

It’s obvious from the way Steph has to force the words out past moans and deep breaths that she is touching herself, or else Halley is doing it for her. In either case, the takeaway is the same: she’s getting off watching this. And I can’t even begin to blame her.

The movement of Isabel’s hips grows more erratic and her grip tightens around the stands of my hair until I can feel a sweet hurt in my scalp as she pulls me up to look at her. I’m practically crossed-eyed from being so close to the focus of my attention and it takes me a moment to refocus on Isabel’s face and on the sexy smirk plastered there.

“You’re not bad at that,” she says flatly, her voice a challenge.

“Fuck that,” I say, licking my lips as Isabel’s sucks in a breath. “I’m the best you’ve ever had. And you still haven’t seen my best.”

Isabel arches an eyebrow. “Fuck that. You’re just talking.”

I shake my head. “No, I need a little help to get into it more. Having an audience helps, but I think if the girls came and gave me a little attention…”

Isabel’s nostrils flare. She runs a finger over my swollen lips, still slick with her wetness, and then licks her finger clean.

“You heard her.” Isabel casts a bored glance over at Steph and Halley on the couch, who a quick glance shows have their hands in between each other’s legs. “Get over here.”

Halley snatches her hand away and practically dives toward us, sliding onto her knees next to me on the right while Steph takes a more controlled route to settle in on my left.

“Fancy meeting you here,” I say, wiggle my eyebrows at my girlfriend while I’m still kneeling between another woman’s legs. The sexual charge in the air is overwhelming.

Steph presses her lips against the side of my neck. “Come here often?” she asks, even as I feel Halley’s mouth kissing the other side.

Halley’s kisses dip lower, her lips moving down to tops of my breasts and then lower still. I clench my teeth as she closes around my nipple, her tongue swirling as it joins the action, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body that have me delirious.

I shake my head as I bite my lip, riding out the waves of pleasure crashing over me. “Can’t say that I have in the past.” I look back up at Isabel. “But I could get used to this.”

She smirks. “I could too. Now, enough talking slut. Put that mouth back to use.

“Anything for you, Izzy,” I say and then let her guide my face back between her legs.

As Steph and Halley explore my body, my tongue explores Isabel. It moves across her folds, drinking up her sweetness, devouring her as she drives her hips down again and again, rolling them into my face, pressing herself against me with frantic need.

Steph adds her mouth along with Halley, both girls latched onto my tits, mouths and tongues working overtime as their hands slide across my stomach, playing with the waistband of my shorts, teasing me until the frustration is almost enough to make me scream.

Which, incidentally, is exactly what Isabel is doing as my tongue circles her clit again and again, building a steady pace, moving ever faster around her swollen button.

“Eve,” she hisses out my name like a prayer and grips my hair tighter, until the hurt is too sweet to ignore.

Until I can feel myself begin to unravel. And then, as Isabel’s breathing becomes ragged and she tips toward orgasm, I feel fingers on me, fingers in me, mouths attacking my neck, sucking on my tits. Who is doing what becomes quickly lost in a haze of hands and mouths and tongues, all working in concert.

Isabel and I come at the same time.

By the time it’s over, Halley and Steph are practically holding me upright, while my girlfriend’s thumb rests against my clit, having squeezed every last drop of pleasure from the orgasm that has left my body shattered.

“So Stephanie,” I say, giving her a filthy smirk. “How did that compare to your fantasies?”

She shakes her head in disbelief. “So much better.”

“Oh please,” Isabel says as she stands from the couch, towering over the three of us still on our knees. “We are just getting started.”
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“Oh please,” I say, standing. “We are just getting started.”

I look down at the three beautiful women on their knees before me. How does a girl get so lucky?

I study each of them in turn. All three are beautiful, busty, and more than a little out of breath. The red flush on each of their cheeks is a testament to the physical and carnal exertion we all just got finished with. I can feel my own skin warmed and flushed after that mind blowing orgasm.

“Stand up,” I say, locking eyes with Eve. “You two back on the couch. You can do whatever you want to each other, but I would recommend keeping your eyes over here. You won’t want to miss the show.”

Steph and Halley scramble over to the couch with almost comical speed. I half expect cartoon sound effects to ring out or little motion lines to trace their path back to the sofa.

Eve, on the other hand, moves with a bit more intention as she silently obeys. Closer now, I can see the slickness on her lips and chin, and I can’t resist. I capture her mouth with mine, hands hooking onto her hips as I run my tongue over her lips.

“Fuck,” I say as Eve’s lips slide across my cheeks and find a delicate, sensitive spot on my neck. “I taste fucking good.”

Eve is practically panting as she attacks my neck. “Yes, you do Izzy. I could eat that pussy for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.”

I suck in a breath. After what we’ve just done, it's strange that just words can have such an effect, but when they are coming from a woman that looks like this, I guess it’s not really a surprise. Especially when those words are as filthy as these.

“You don’t think your pretty little girlfriend would mind?” I say, testing the waters, seeing just how far this little kink goes for Steph and Eve. “She might get jealous.”

“Maybe that’s the point.” Eve glances between me and Steph. “Maybe I want to make that slut a little jealous. Make her watch another woman dominate me. Make her watch while you shatter this perfect body and ravish these perfect tits. Because that’s what she wants. And my girl gets what she wants.”

My clit is so swollen it hurts. Even the slight motion as I move my hips against Eve’s is enough to send shockwaves of pleasure through me, enough to set my knees to shaking. I take a deep breath in to steady myself.

I run a tongue over my upper lip as I let my eyes drift back to Steph and lock with hers. The position she is in forces me to do a double take. She’s still on the couch, but Halley isn’t. No, Halley is once again on her knees, only this time her face is buried between Steph’s thighs which are splayed out to the sides. It somehow makes it hotter that Steph isn’t even looking down at Halley while the other girl eats her out. No, she is listening to my instructions—even if Halley isn’t—and making sure she has her eyes on the real show.

“Then let’s give her what she wants.” I look back toward Halley who is far too busy to notice. “Halley, when you have a second, where did you put the toy?”

She waves her arms vaguely toward the coffee table as she says something completely unintelligible, muffled as it is by what her mouth is currently doing. My eyes track her motions, find the black nylon bag sitting on the table and retrieve it’s contents.

“Oh fuck yes.” Eve’s eyes light up as she sees the size of it. “How fast can you have that inside me?”

I shake my head, unable to contain my smile. “Patience. I promise it will be worth it.”

The pout on Eve’s face says she has her doubts—doubts that I’ll be happy to put to rest.

By the time I step into the harness and fasten it around myself, I am buzzing with anticipation, and Eve, well, from the look on her face, I know she is ready for comes next.

“How do you want me?” she asks, her hands roaming over her body.

With more than a few inches of purple silicone between us, Eve chooses sight over touch in order to tease me, making a show as her hands slide up her toned stomach, kneading her own tits obscenely.

I swallow away the thickness in my throat, even as I can feel my heart slam against my rib cage. Holy fuck. I still can’t believe how lucky I am. Looking over at Halley and Steph only reinforces that feeling, but something else too. Sure. I’m lucky, but I’m gonna make sure that Eve feels exactly the same way. Steph and Halley too.

“Knees on the couch right here,” I say, patting a spot by the arm of the sofa closest to the other two girls. “Chest over the arm, I want those big tits bouncing when I slam into you and I want to make sure our girls have the best view.”

“Our girls?” Eve smirks. “I like that. Though your girl seems a little busy right now.”

I don’t even look over. The way Steph’s breathing catches and she lets out a high pitch whimper is evidence enough that Halley is still busy.

“Don’t worry,” I tell Eve as she follows my instruction and I settle in behind her, gripping the curves of her hips. I give her ass a playful smack and she pushes her hips back toward me, impatient to get this show on the road. “This isn’t going to be a quickie.”

I lean in, grip Eve’s hair hard and pull, exposing her neck as my lips and teeth find it. She hisses out my name as I nibble my way toward her ear. “I meant what I said, earlier. After I'm done with you, you aren’t going to be able to walk for a week.”

Eve practically growls as I press the head of the strap-on against her wetness. “Stop fucking teasing me and do it then, bitch.”

“Oh, you are going to regret that,” I say and now I am done playing.

My hips leap forward and the purple shaft slides into Eve so easily that for a moment I think it might have slipped out. But it hasn’t—Eve is just that wet.

The moan that slips out of Eve raises goosebumps across my skin. My hand is still in her hair, pulling it back to expose her neck, as I lean over her, my tits sliding over the smooth skin of her back so that I can kiss her neck. She shudders and shifts and comes undone.

Her hips rock backward to meet each powerful thrust. For a moment, I am almost jealous of the girls and the angle they have, able to watch the way Eve’s tits bounce each time I sink into her. Not that I’m really complaining of course. From this angle I have a perfect view of the curve of Eve’s tight ass, of the muscles corded and tensing in her back. Not to mention the fact that this angle is what lets me be in control, what let’s me dominate this beautiful woman as I ravish her with the strap-on over and over again.

Eve is not that far removed from her earlier orgasm, but if her whimpers are any indication, she’s getting close again. For all the sights and physical sensations that I enjoy about being with another woman—or in some cases three other women—it might just be the sounds that are the hottest thing. The tiny whimpers and deep moans, the toe-curling screams as an orgasm tears through her leaving her breathless. I love those sounds, live for them even.

Sounds like the ones that Eve is making right now. Not too different from the sounds that Steph is currently making with Halley’s face still buried between her legs.

I’ve been so distracted by what I’ve been doing for Eve, I’ve almost forgotten about the other two girls. Steph’s whole body is slack, arms hanging limp at her sides, body pressing back into the couch. Even her eyelids are nearly closed, mouth hanging slack jawed and open.

“Stephanie,” I say, laying sultry tones thickly over the words.

Her eyes flutter open and find mine. She looks almost drunk, eyes glazed with lust as she bites at her bottom lip, waiting. Waiting for what I’m going to say, for what I’m going to do. Waiting to see just how exactly I am going to make her girlfriend come.

“I just figured you might want to have your eyes open for this,” I growl, increasing the force and pace of my thrusting until Eve is speaking in tongues, cursing and moaning and telling—no, begging—me not to stop.

Steph's head moves up and then down in an almost imperceptible nod. I feel a surge of arousal that terminates in my clit as I watch Steph come back to life. She grips Halley’s hair gently, twirling it in her fingers.

Steph’s mouth curls up in the corners and her eyes never leave mine. “I’d think you want to do the same. I’ll watch you fuck my girlfriend until she comes and you can watch your girlfriend eat me out. I’m so fucking close and I know Eve is too.”

Your girlfriend.

Everything slows down. Eve’s head snaps up. Steph’s eyes go wide as she realizes what she just said. It’s clear from the surprised way her eyes widen and her grip in Halley’s hair goes slack that it wasn’t planned. Just something that slipped out?

But I’m not paying much attention to them. My eyes are focused on my—on Halley. The moment the words leave Steph’s mouth her whole body goes tense. In reality, it’s probably only a few seconds, but in my heightened state it feels like an eternity. You could hear a pin drop, the silence is so complete.

Halley’s back straightens as she sits up and Steph’s hand falls away. Slowly, her head turns back toward me, her expression unreadable. Our eyes lock as my heart pounds so hard my vision shakes. I want this moment over at the same time that I want it to never end. Over because the tension is curling in my stomach like a snake. Never end because I do not know what Halley is going to say, don’t know what is coming next.

And then Halley’s cheeks split as a wide smile claims territory across her face, her eyes lighting up at the same time. “Well, Izzzy,” she says with a wink, “you heard Steph. We wouldn’t want to disappoint the girls, would we?”

And without another word, she turns back and bends forward, continuing an oral assault which has Steph ready to blow.

“Ahem.” Eve clears her throat.

I shake the stupor out of my head. Halley is…okay with this? There are a million questions swirling around in my head. Is she okay with it because she wants that? Or is okay with it because she knows that it was a slip of the tongue? And which one do I really want to be true?

I push those thoughts from my mind as I let my gaze slip back to Eve’s. I take a deep breath to get myself back in the right mindset.

“My my,” I tease. “This little slut sure is desperate to get impaled by this monster.”

“Oh don’t act like you aren’t,” Eve says.

I furrow a brow even as I resume my thrusting, slow at first but quickly picking up the pace even as Eve’s eyes are still locked with mine. The way her gaze flutters for a moment each time I bottom out inside her is enough to have me feral again, but I’m still more than a little curious what she means by that.

“I’m happy to let you take the reins,” Eve says, wiggling her hips as she pushes back against my powerful thrusts. “Not just because Steph wants it—I’m fucking loving this. But just be warned: after you finish fucking me. It’s your turn. We are going to see who is really in charge here.”

Goddamn.

“Oh, you are so fucking on.”

After that, there are no more words, just the sounds of Eve’s wetness as I split her wide open again and again and again. Just the sound of her whimpers and Steph’s. Just the sounds of deep, ragged breaths, of Halley’s muffled moans as she slips a hand between her own legs, playing with herself while continuing to devour Steph.

And soon enough Eve is coming. She presses her hips into me, adding even more force to each thrust as I bury the toy in her, filling her up until her whole words shatter. A wordless cry slips from her lips at the same time Steph throws her head back and comes undone. Halley’s hand is working furiously between her legs until she too comes, nearly toppling over backwards as her own orgasm crushes her with enough force to make her see stars.

It takes the girls a moment to come back to life, but when they do six hungry eyes turn to me.

“Give me that,” Eve says, her hands working to undo the harness, even as her mouth slams into mine.

I feel other hands on me, but I am lost for a moment in the kiss. There is nothing emotional about it, nothing sweet, just raw and overwhelming need. When the kiss breaks, two pairs of hands grab my arms roughly and move me into the same position Eve was in only a few minutes ago. Halley kneels by the arm rest and I can hear Eve slide onto the couch behind me. I know exactly what is coming as Halley’s mouth claims mine, but when Eve slams into me, the whole world starts to spin.

“So fucking full,” I whimper as Halley reaches up and brushes the hair out of my face.

It is a strangely intimate gesture–especially given that another woman is currently railing me so hard it knocks the air from my lungs—and I feel something warm in my stomach, something that doesn’t feel a whole lot like lust.

Do I have feelings for Halley?

“You look so beautiful.” Halley’s voice is barely a whisper, no hint of a smirk on her face, no hint of teasing in her voice.

“Kiss me again,” I demand.

And she does.

And then I start to lose the plot. First Eve is fucking me from behind while I eat out Halley. Then Steph is. And then the next thing I know, Halley is wearing the strap-on. I’m riding her, making out with Steph who is using Halley’s face as seat, while Eve uses one hand to flick her clit while the other plays with her tits.

My vision goes spotty as I cum more times than I count, until my body and my mind are spent. There are fingers and mouths and hands working over every part of my body, just as my fingers and tongue are busy first with Steph and then Eve and then Halley, sometimes one at a time, sometimes two. I am drowning, slipping beneath the waves, too tired to fight, and then, I am swallowed up.
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HALLEY
THE MORNING AFTER


“So,” Steph says, looking between the two of us, “girlfriend, huh?”

Isabel looks like she wants to kill someone, while I, quite differently, am going for an expression that says “I want to murder someone”. Two peas in a violent pod, but we both might be too stubborn to admit it.

“It really was an accident,” Steph says. “It just kind of slipped out while Izzy was slipping it in.” Steph shakes her head. “See? I can’t help myself. I see a good turn of phrase, a little chance for some poetry and I just can’t help myself.”

All our eyes roll—hard.

“So,” Isabel says.

“Yea,” I say, scratching at the back of my neck.

“But you went with it,” Steph says, looking at Halley. “You heard what I said, thought about it and then leaned into it. You can’t tell me that was just role play or some bullshit. You guys like each other. Get over it already.”

“Why do I feel like I already got this speech?” My mind is reeling.

When I woke up this morning, I had almost no memory of the previous night. But as we’ve talked, as we’ve gone over these snatches of memory, things have begun to fill in, though there’s nothing tidy about it. These aren’t memories neatly slotted into the gaps.

No, if my memory is a thousand piece jigsaw puzzle with more than a few missing pieces, this isn’t like someone came along and carefully started slotting them into place. It’s like someone dumped a pile of pieces all over what was already put together, until the whole thing becomes chaos.

Chaos. That’s the only word I can think of to describe it.

“Probably because you did.”

I turn to Eve in question.

“Get this speech already.”

“Yea,” Steph says, her expression suddenly pensive. “You both did.”

“Oh great,” I say, throwing my hands in the air. “Let me guess. You remember someth⁠—”
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“So,” Steph says, looking between the two of us, “girlfriend, huh?”

Isabel looks like she wants to strangle me, while Halley, quite differently, looks like she wants to stab me repeatedly with a very large knife. These two are far more similar than they are willing to admit.

It’s been about fifteen minutes since we all collapsed in a heap onto Halley’s bed in the room she’s staying in. The whole thing feels like a fever dream and I almost can’t remember how we got up here from downstairs. I’ve come more times tonight than I do most months—slight exaggeration, but only slight—and I feel almost drunk, despite not having had anything except for a few drinks, and that was hours ago.

“I honestly didn’t mean it,” I say, shrugging. “It just kind of slipped out while⁠—”

Groans from both girls cut short what would have been my very, very clever and not at all corny joke.

“You two should talk,” Eve says, her voice much more patient than mine.

“Duh.”

Eve shoots me a look.

I give her doe eyes. “What? You know I’m right.”

“We—” Both girls start with the same word and then stop short.

They fumble over the attempt a few times, cutting each other off and then waving each other ahead, like they both arrived at the stop sign at the same time and no one is quite sure who has the right of way.

“Enough.” I stand, hands on hips. I point at Eve. “You take Izzy and talk to her. I’m going to talk to this one.”

Isabel scoffs. “Do we get a say in this?”

It’s my turn to scoff. “Absolutely not. We’ve left you two idiots to figure this out for long enough. It’s time for an intervention.”

“Come on, Izzy,” Eve says, hooking one arm through Isabel’s while the other grabs the harness. “If you’re good, maybe I’ll even fuck you in the ass, Miss Anal Queen.”

“Oh my god, it was one little thumb and I barely did anything with it!”

“Sure, sure,” Eve says as she leads Isabel out the room. “Whatever you say.”

When I’m alone with Halley, she reaches for the hem of my shirt. I smack her hand away.

“Down girl.”

“Totally not fair. Eve is going to slip it to my…to Isabel and we are gonna be up here like nuns?”

“First, you almost just said it yourself! So don’t act all high and mighty about me calling Isabel your girlfriend. You guys don’t have to label it if you want to be all high school about it, but it’s pretty clear that’s what this is.”

Halley bites at the inside of her cheek. “And second?”

I crack a smile. “Let’s make a mental note to add nun to the list of roleplay options. Sexy nuns? So hot.”

Halley gives me a smile back, but it’s only half-hearted. “Look, I’m not like you and Eve and I don't want this. I don’t know how I would even do it and⁠—”

“Those are different things. Not knowing and not wanting. And we both fucking know that it’s the first one. You’re the cool, confident girl who has sex like it’s shaking hands. Sexually liberated modern woman, blah, blah, blah. Only problem is: you caught feelings. And those don’t have to be mutually exclusive.”

“What do you mean?”

Halley is a few years younger than us, but it’s rare that the difference in our ages has been noticeable, but here she seems so much younger.

“You say you don’t want to be like me and Eve, and you don’t have to. It’s not exactly like Eve and I have the most traditional relationship to begin with.”

“What do you mean?” Halley asks, her voice as genuine as I have ever heard it. I stare blankly as it dawns on her. “Oh, right. I guess the whole ‘let’s have a foursome’ thing isn’t something everyone does.”

“I mean they are all missing out, but no it’s not what most people are doing.”

“So Isabel and I can do our own thing too. That’s the lesson here?” Halley shakes her head. “You wanted to talk privately to tell me something that…simple?”

“Yea, it’s simple, but you’re both so fucking similar and so goddamn stubborn that it’s not about coming up with some surgical and precise description to cut to the heart of the matter.”

“No?” Halley tilts her head. “Then what is it?”

I bop her gently on the forehead. “It’s about bludgeoning you two lovable idiots over the head with a hammer until we knock some sense into you.”

We both laugh at that and then we sit in silence for a moment.

After a minute, Halley speaks. “So, I have a girlfriend? I don’t know how I feel about that.”

“I do,” I say, tapping a finger to one corner of her mouth and then the other. “You’re smiling.”

“I am not,” she says, fighting losing battle against the grin spreading over her lips. She puts her head in her hands and groans. “Oh fuck. I like Isabel.”

Another playful bop. “Duh.”

She looks up and her smile turns sultry. “Hey Steph, do you think our girlfriends are fucking each other right now?”

Whelp. That’s certainly one way to change the vibe in the room.

I can’t help but shake my head. “You are incorrigible.”

“Absolutely. Just the way you like it.” She pauses for a moment, thinking. “Is it weird that I’m kind of jealous of that thought but also super turned on by it?”

“Well, if it’s weird, then we are both weirdos.”

Halley smirks. “Well, in that case, since it’s a good thing, we’d want to make sure that they could feel the same way later.”

“Of course,” I say, sarcastically. “Your hand is sliding up my thigh because you want to make sure it’s fair to them. How very altruistic of you.”

“What can I say?” Halley’s hands pull at the waistband of my boyshorts. “I’m a giver.”

And, oh boy, can she give.
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“What about the cat?” Halley asks, shifting in her new position sitting cross legged on the floor.

“Or the broken doorknob?” Isabel chimes in from her perch on the edge of the bed.

I don’t know if it’s intentional, but they’ve picked spots that are about as far from one another as can be in the small space of the room that is actually clear of chaos and debris.

“That’s the part you two lovebirds are focused on?” Steph shakes her head, exasperated in the cutest way possible. She flops back on the bed and you can hear the air rush out of her lungs. “Are you serious?”

“The place is a disaster!” Halley gestures around the chaos in the room: overturned and broken furniture, pillows torn and their feathery contents strewn about the room.

“How dare you blame Walter for that!” Steph asks.

As if on cue, the cat jumps onto the bed and meows loudly.

Steph’s smirk is extremely self-satisfied. “See? He’s offended.”

“Everyone just relax,” I say, trying to step in and get us back on track. “They are probably right Steph. I mean, the place is trashed. We should try to figure it out.”

Steph scoffs. “No.”

“Excuse me?” I ask, my lips curling into a smile.

It’s not that Steph is afraid to speak her mind or that we always agree on everything, but seeing her this assertive and self-assured is not something I’m used to.

I like it.

“Look,” Steph says, waving her arms in frustration at the mess around us. “We can spend another couple hours trying to recreate everything, but my theory is obviously correct.”

“Obviously?” I arch one eyebrow.

“Besides,” Steph says, waving away my question like it’s already settled, “do you guys really want to piece together how all of this happened or do you want to skip ahead and focus on the important parts?”

“The important parts?” Halley asks.

“First, you two are dating now,” Steph says, daring them to disagree.

“And second?” Isabel glances over at Halley, but doesn’t say anything.

“Wait,” Halley says, looking down at her hands. “Can we talk about that first one a little more?”

For a second no one says anything. It doesn’t seem like the question is really for me or for Steph either.

“Sure,” Isabel says, taking in a deep breath. “Want to be my girlfriend, bitch?”

Halley's eyes go wide a moment before a grin splits her face. “Fuck yea.”

“Cool,” Isabel says.

“Cool,” Halley says.

“That’s it?” I can’t keep the disbelief out of my voice.

“What else is there? Maybe you and Steph needed to talk about your feelings and stuff like that.” Halley shrugs. “Guess we’re just better at the whole relationship thing.”

Steph pouts. “I may have to reconsider my support of this whole thing, if you are just going to say patently ridiculous things.”

Halley rolls her eyes as she stands and crosses over to Isabel and sits on her lap. Her arms wrap around her new girlfriend’s neck.

“So, we can still sleep with other women right?” Halley asks, her lips sliding over the tanned skin of Isabel’s collar bone.

Isabel laughs, then screws her face up in mock offense. “How dare you even ask me that? Do you really think I would let this relationship get in the way of our shared passion: bedding beautiful women?”

I groan. “Oh god, Steph, what did you do?”

Steph laughs. “What needed to be done!”

“Speaking of what needs to be done,” Halley turns her head back toward Steph and me. “I believe there was a second bullet point on your list?”

The mischievous look on Steph’s face sets my pulse racing. “Second is: after hearing all those stories, I am so fucking turned on that I need to get off or I think I might die.” She looks around the room at each of us. “And don’t pretend the three of you don’t feel the same.”

Halley wiggles eyebrows suggestively. “Hey Steph? Want to swap again? Like we did last night?”

“You and Izzy just decide to be girlfriends and the first thing you suggest is pairing off with other people?”

“Yea,” they say in unison.

Oh god, we’ve created a monster.

“It’s way hotter now,” Isabel says.

Halley nods enthusiastically. “Yea. It was always hot, but now we can be all ‘Oh, we have to hurry so my girlfriend doesn’t catch us’.”

“And then, of course, I do,” Isabel says, licking her lips. “And I will make sure that this cheating little slut and whoever she is cheating with will make it up to me. Big time.”

I half expect the two of them to high five after this. I can only laugh and shake my head. “You two are fucking ridiculous.”

Steph looks over at me. “So Eve, what do you say? You cool with a repeat of last night? I take Halley and you take Izzy. Or I guess, Izzy takes you.” She winks after that last part and I can’t help the surge of arousal that shoots through me.

I’m about ready to agree, when Halley cuts in.

“Actually,” she says, “I was thinking we could do it a bit differently. Steph with Izzy and I get Miss Tits.”

Well, now that’s an interesting idea. I watch my girlfriend process the information, her eyes looking over Isabel as her cheeks flush.

“What do you think?” she asks me.

“Honestly Steph? I’d like to see what a girl like that is going to do to a pretty little thing like you.”

“See?” Her voice is almost a squeak, the blush on her cheeks as adorable as it is hot.

“Or hear, I guess.” I lean in until my lips drag across the soft skin of her neck. “Either about it later, or maybe, if she’s really good, I’ll just be able to hear it through the wall.”

It’s impossible to miss the way Steph’s breath hitches as Isabel closes the distance between them. Towering over Steph, who is still sitting on the couch, she fixes her with a sultry stare and extends a hand.

Steph, still blushing like a highschooler, takes it and stands. She bites at her bottom lip before she turns her eyes back to me.

“You won’t miss me?” Steph asks me.

“Why would I miss my girlfriend?” I ask, casting a glance at Halley, my eyebrows dancing. “When she’s right there?”

Three pairs of eyes turn toward Halley, the smile on her face making clear that she has taken my hint. She removes her shirt in one quick motion. I feel my pulse quicken, but the sight is short lived. Halley, bounding on the balls of her feet, crosses over toward Steph. Her hands find the bottom of Steph’s shirt and lifts it over her head.

Now, I’m really having trouble concentrating.

Halley runs a finger along Steph’s jaw. “You don’t mind do you?” She pulls Steph’s shirt over her own head, pulling it down snuggly over her chest.

The effect makes me salivate. She’s shorter than Steph is, but significantly larger in the chest. The shirt was tight on Steph, but on Halley it looks obscene. The way Steph’s shirt stretches around her tits has me ready to rip it off her already.

“So,” Halley says, crossing over toward me, pushing out her chest so that it strains even tighter against the thin fabric of Steph’s shirt. “How does Stephanie look?”

I hear Steph—the real Steph—let out a moan at those words. A glance over let’s me know that she’s staring at me and Halley. Isabel is too, but her hands aren’t idle. They find handholds on Steph’s hip and the two girls press their bodies together, Steph’s bare chest rubbing across Isabel’s.

I nearly jump when Halley leans forward and her lips brush against the shell of my ear. “I want my sexy older girlfriend to take control. Fuck me like you fuck her, Eve. Fuck me like you fuck Stephanie. Because for the next hour, that’s exactly who I am.”

My heart pounds against my chest, each beat driving pleasure and warmth through me, all of it pooling between my legs. I find Steph’s gaze, my own expression a question: is this okay?

She nods, her eyes ravenous with hunger, even as Isabel kisses at her neck.

“Let’s go next door,” Isabel says, her voice deep and husky. “I want them to hear it when I make you come, again and again and again.”
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