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THE WHOLE STORY
ASHLEY HALLADAY




CHAPTER 1
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It barely took three months into COVID for me to reach my breaking point. By nature I’m an outgoing extrovert who loves flirting, dating, and… well other things too. I feed off the energy of other people and if I don’t go out at least two or three times a week, I start to go insane.

Now, it had been three months since I had been out of the apartment to do anything other than take a walk or go get groceries. Oh and that one time I thought I might have COVID so I had to have a cotton swab shoved so far up my nose I was worried it was going to poke my brain. A real fun day on the town that was.

No, overall being cooped up was a drag and I was hating every minute of it, more or less. I was still on the dating apps, though I couldn’t really tell you why. Plenty of other people seemed willing to risk the possibility of catching COVID in order to get some action, but I wasn’t desperate enough for that yet, or so I told myself. The truth was… somewhat different. I had managed to hold out for now, but I could feel my resolve weakening with each passing week. The flirty messages and thirst trap photos were looking better and better and I didn’t know how much longer I could hold out before my lust filled brain decided to do something stupid.

In fact, I probably already would have if it hadn’t been for my roommate, Eve. Eve and I got along well but things were a bit awkward. You see Eve and I only met each other at the beginning of the year in January when we moved in together, which meant that only a few months into living together the pandemic had struck. And Eve went from my sort of nice roommate who I thought I might be able to be friends with to the only other living human being that I had had any real interaction with in months. Like I said, awkward.

We got along well and all that. She was smart and funny and beautiful, the kind of girl that I both wanted as my friend and the kind of girl that I would spread vicious rumors about out of jealousy if she wasn’t. No, the main problem wasn’t with Eve, per se, but rather with the fact that she was immunocompromised. Some kind of autoimmune issue, I think. Like I said I didn’t know her all that well. In a bubble with me, she was good to go, but it meant that, at least until now, my sordid hookups had to remain fantasies rather than things I could actually act on. It wasn’t crazy serious and probably wouldn’t be life and death, but still.

At first, I thought I would have the patience. After all, I didn’t want to risk getting Eve sick and how long could this whole thing really last anyway? But after months of the same thing, day in and day out with no sign of a change coming anytime soon, I had to admit: I was out of patience. Guilty as it made me feel, I found myself scheming, trying to see if there was some way that I could pull off a hookup with any of the eligible bachelors currently blowing up my phone. No good solutions presented themselves, but as time wore on and my level of pent up sexual frustration grew, even the bad solutions were starting to look appealing.

Eventually, I couldn’t hold out any longer.

“Hey Eve, I have something to ask you.”

I found Eve lounging in the living room like she usually did. While we both worked remotely, we approached it very differently. I still got up and showered and dressed just like I would have if I was going into the office. I worked in my “office” which was just the corner of my room by the window where my desk was, but mentally I tried to keep it as a separate space. Eve, on the other hand, lounged on the couch watching the Circle or the Ultimatum or Love is Blind in between meetings and whatever else it was she did. Something in marketing, I think.

Eve looked up from her computer, brushing a strand of her dark brown hair that had fallen in front of her hazel eyes. I felt a pang of guilt, followed by jealousy as I looked at her. She was sitting on the couch, in her pajamas under a blanket with no makeup on after having rolled out of bed a half hour ago, and she still looked gorgeous. Some girls have all the luck, I thought to myself.

“What’s up?” Eve asked, staring up at me with those big doe eyes. She sat up straighter and the blanket slipped away.

For a moment, I forgot what I was going to say. The thing about Eve, in addition to her gorgeous hair, beautiful eyes, and captivating smile, is that the girl was absolutely stacked, if you know what I mean. If there were a nicer pair of tits on god’s green earth I had never seen them. Not in porn and certainly not in real life. They were big, easily DDs, but on her skinny toned frame they looked even larger. And given how Eve liked to prance around the house, practically in her underwear, I knew from eye-witness sightings that in addition to their size and shape they were also blessed with a gravity-defying perkiness that left her without need for a bra and left me green with envy. I’ll admit, I had managed to sneak a peek once or twice as I passed her open door while she was changing. Eve seemed pretty comfortable with her body and if she had seen me doing it, I’m not even sure she would have minded.

“Steph?” Eve’s voice snapped me back to myself. There was a glint in her eyes and maybe just a hint of a smile in the corner of her lips. I felt my cheeks flush. She hadn’t noticed me starting, had she? “What’s up?”

“So, listen,” I said, taking a seat on the couch next to her. I pushed away my momentary embarrassment and got down to business. “Obviously, this whole pandemic thing has been a clusterfuck. I don’t think anyone was thinking it would stretch on like this and I have to admit I’m going a little stir crazy. Just being by myself. Well, not by myself. You’re here obviously. But by myself when it comes to… you know.”

I paused and took a second to study Eve’s expression for some clue how I was coming across. Her face was inscrutable. I couldn’t read anything other than mild curiosity.

“Like what I’m saying is,” I tried again to make myself clear, but my tongue felt heavy in my mouth, “things have been lacking a bit in the intimacy department.” Eve cocked an eyebrow but said nothing. I soldiered on. “And I’ve been thinking. Maybe I could expand my bubble just a little bit. You know there is a guy or two I’ve been talking to on the apps, you know, and I just thought… They wouldn’t be, I mean he wouldn’t be…whoever he is, he wouldn’t be coming over here. Only someone without any roommates and only if he was being careful too, and…”

I trailed off. The amusement in Eve’s face had faded. And from what replaced it, it didn’t much look like Eve liked what I had to say.

“I can’t say that I don’t get it,” Eve said after a pause. “But I’m not really sure I’m comfortable with it. I mean two different guys or more and⁠—”

“No, I didn’t mean multiple guys. I’m not a slut.” I could feel my defenses coming up immediately in response to Eve’s suggestion. “I meant like one of those guys that I’ve been talking to. Just one. I’m not trying to start some quarantine COVID harem.”

At least that managed to get a chuckle out of her, but sadly the levity didn’t last. She shook her head.

“This has all been hard enough as it is. And I know it has been for you too, but I’m already worried enough about you going to the grocery store or even when I have food delivered. If I get sick⁠—”

“No, you’re right,” I said, my whole mood deflating. “It was a stupid idea. I don’t know what I was thinking. Just this whole lockdown thing I guess. Sorry I bothered you.”

I turned and left the room. Eve might have called something after me, but I was already closing the door to my bedroom and I let it slam shut.

Inside I tried some deep breathing to keep myself calm, but I could feel my whole body tensing. My heart was thumping in my chest and my hands were sweaty. My skin itched and I found myself fidgeting against a familiar discomfort that I couldn’t exactly place—Oh, I thought to myself suddenly, I’m fucking horny.

I guess in thinking about what I wanted to talk about with Eve I had let my subconscious get carried away. Somewhere beneath my awareness I must have been thinking about what I wanted to do with those guys I was talking to Eve about. That had to be it, right?

I was kicking myself for the conversation with Eve. Of course my horniness wasn’t going to outweigh her medical concerns. How selfish could I be?

I huffed and paused in the middle of my room for a moment, trying to decide what I wanted to do. My original plan for the day had been for a lazy Friday. It had been a long stressful week and though I was technically still working today, I had mostly completed everything that needed doing for the week. I glanced at the clock: 1:30PM. If I decided to check out early and coast through the rest of the afternoon, no one would be the wiser. Still, a lazy day in bed watching Netflix was no longer in the cards. I was far too wired up for that. Not knowing what else would help, I grabbed my gym bag and headed out the door. An intense workout and nice hot shower afterwards would help me clear my mind. I needed to burn off some of my frustration at my own dumb decisions and then in the shower after… Well, I figured I could take care of a different kind of frustration there.

As I left my room, I made a bee-line for the front door. I didn’t want to get dragged into any further discussion with Eve. The very thought was mortifying.

“Steph, wait,” Eve called out after me. For a moment, I almost broke stride, but my resolve held.

“Heading to the gym. Can’t talk now. See you later!” I called out over my shoulder before I shoved my airpods into my ears and cranked up the volume.

If Eve called out after me again, I didn’t hear it.

Down in the gym, I needed to clear my head. I needed to be thinking about sets and reps and weight. Not about the embarrassing conversation with my roommate. And for a while it seemed to work. At first when my thoughts turned back toward Eve, I didn’t catch it. I wasn’t thinking about the conversation exactly. I certainly wasn’t thinking about boys from dating apps. In fact, one moment I was taking the time to admire the body I was building in the mirror, when suddenly my perspective shifted.

One moment I was thinking about how good my ass was looking lately and how toned my stomach looked after the last few months. But then suddenly I was somewhere else and the body I was admiring wasn’t my own, but Eve’s. It was such a confusing thing that the feeling behind it snuck up on me. One second I’m working out ready for my next set and the next I feel myself start to get wet while images of my naked female roommate flutter through my day dreams.

I shook my head and managed to clear away the…well, whatever the hell that was. I got back into my workout, struggling to keep my mind focused on the task at hand. Whenever I felt like I could finally forget about whatever my mind was doing with Eve, the images would flash back: raw, hot, filthy. My breathing was growing labored and it had very little to do with the intensity of my workout.

I stopped and stared at myself in the mirror. I gulped but there was no need to ask the question out loud. It was written plainly on my face. It was a question that excited me as much as it terrified me. No, the answer had to be no.

I didn’t like girls… Did I?
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By the time I made it back from the gym I no longer felt like a complete ass. A little physical effort did wonders to beat back the embarrassment of my earlier conversation along with any attendant anxiety. I said a silent prayer of thanks that Eve was no longer on the couch when I got back. I could hear the sound of the television coming from behind her closed door, but it was too muffled to make out what she was watching. That was odd, but maybe to be expected after our little awkward conversation. Eve rarely spent time in her room unless I needed the living room for something or she was sick.

I’d have to come up with something by way of apology, but I could give myself some time to think on it. After all, it’s not like either of us were going anywhere anytime soon!

I stripped out of my gym clothes, wrapped myself in a towel, and headed down the hall to take a shower. After I closed the door behind me, I heard another door open and shut. Probably Eve, I thought to myself. She must have heard me come in and was trying to address what had happened earlier.

Another silent prayer that I had been spared that embarrassment. I wasn’t exactly looking forward to apologizing to my roommate while wearing nothing but a towel for having asked her earlier if she minded if I risked her health just so I could get stuck. Something about that seemed more than a little undignified.

There would be things to deal with later, but for now I could finally relax. I queued up some songs on my phone, started the shower, and waited for the water to get warm. With nothing else to do in the meantime, I let my towel drop and examined myself in the mirror. Like anyone, I have my insecurities, but mostly I liked what I saw. The gym had been a mainstay in my life for a while now, but COVID had ramped that up into high gear. Yes, there were extra restrictions and precautions to take, but I could put up with whatever to make it to the gym more or less everyday. It was the only thing keeping me sane.

And it was also keeping me fit. I couldn’t deny that everything looked a little tighter and a bit more toned. I lifted up my C-cup tits in my hands and let them drop. They bounced lightly but mostly stayed in place. Even they were looking perkier than usual. Of course, this wasn’t just a fitness check-in. I was still out of control horny and feeling myself up a little bit while boosting my confidence in the mirror was the opening round of what I hoped would be a very satisfying time to help me forget about Eve.

Too bad, I found myself thinking, that my tits aren’t quite as nice as Eve’s. My mind went back to the moment when the blanket had slipped away from her body and how I had been completely speechless. My hands explored my naked body. It made sense that I had been speechless. I mean who wouldn’t have been. Those shapely breasts, bunched together in her tight camisole until they were practically spilling out from the neck line. And besides I had seen them in the flesh, knew how perfectly pert they were, knew what her little pink nipples looked like in the center of those big fat—As my thumb brushed against my areola my eyes shot open and the realization dawned on me: this wasn’t jealousy, I was touching myself thinking about Eve’s body!

I stood frozen for a moment as I studied myself in the mirror. I wasn’t into women, was I? I shook my head, though I wasn’t exactly sure why. Just horny I told myself. That’s what it was. Same thing I had told myself earlier. The whole reason the conversation with Eve had happened in the first place was because I was so out of control horny that I was losing my mind. So, that’s all it was. Being that horny and who knows what starts to sound appealing. At that point, I’m sure a strong wind could have been enough to rev my engine so to speak.

Shaking the whole thing off, I stepped into the shower. It was enclosed near the shower head with frosted glass but was open at the other end. The warm water rushing over my skin felt lovely. I took a deep breath letting the steam fill my lungs. It was heaven. And for a moment I was simply relaxed as I washed my hair and face. It was only when I started to wash my body that my mind started to drift just a little. At first it was just the feeling of my own hands on my body. Soaping up my neck and my arm, then my stomach and moving higher. By the time my hands made it to my tits, my eyes were closed and my whole body was on fire.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned as my fingers brushed against my nipples. My eyes were closed but I could imagine what the hands looked like on my breasts. It felt so good but then suddenly the vision shifted. First my hands remained the same but the tits were Eve’s now. Then things reversed and I was in the shower with Eve across from me.

She stepped close and then her body was pressed against me, her tits rubbing against my own. I shuddered as our nipples touched.

“Oh, Eve,” I moaned and my eyes shot open as I realized what I was doing again.

What I saw in front of me was the last thing I would have ever expected: the exact same vision from my own daydream— Eve was standing in front of me in the shower completely naked.

“Hey, Steph,” she said with a sheepish grin. “I felt bad for being the reason you aren’t getting any action. So I just thought…”

Her voice trailed off as she let the implication hang in the air. I didn’t know what to say. My tongue was frozen, but my pussy throbbed and my eyes couldn’t help but drink in Eve’s beautiful naked form in front of me. I took a step back toward the shower head and as I did the spray from the shower leapt past me and doused Eve’s front. If she had looked hot before, she was otherworldly now as she moved wet strands of hair out of her face and I watched the water cascade across her naked tits. Good thing that I was covered in water too— it might have been the only thing to hide the fact that I was drooling.

“I’m not⁠—”

Just like in my daydream, Eve took a step toward me, but this time she brought one finger up to my lips to silence me.

“You need this,” she said sincerely. “And from what I overheard when I came in, I don’t think I was the only one to give this some thought. I know you’re “not a lesbian”. No one is saying anything different. You’re horny and so am I. We’re both hot. Who says we can’t help each other out just a bit? Does that sound good?”

Too overcome by my own horniness, I couldn’t find the words. I could only nod my head weakly in the assent and a moment later Eve’s finger was replaced by her lips.

As our lips met, it was like a dam bursting. My knees wobbled. My breath caught. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest. I had been worried about what it might mean to give into my feelings for Eve, but as soon as we kissed that all went out the window. The only thing on my mind now was pure unbridled lust. All the sexual frustration built up over months had finally reached a head. The genie was out of the bottle and there was no going back now.

Eve pulled back. Half a head taller than me, she was looking slightly down at me. Her gaze was so intense it made my knees weak all over again. I wanted this woman to do things to me. Very, very filthy things.

“So, how was that?” she asked with a glint in her eye that told me she was thinking of those same filthy things.

“I needed that so fucking badly,” I said before I moved forward and kissed her hard again on the mouth. Our lips wrestled as our hands explored each other’s bodies. I never knew that just fingertips against my bare skin could drive me so wild. Her tongue inside my mouth did the same. There was something so rough and animalistic about the way she tried to devour me and yet at the same time something so delicate, gentle, and feminine. The combination made me wet.

We broke our kiss again. I struggled to catch my breath as Eve’s fingers traced their way down my stomach. I was putty in her hand.

“So, are you… I mean is this your first— oh fuck!” My question devolved into a scream as Eve’s fingers brushed against my lips.

“My first time with another girl?” Eve said as her fingers danced across my wetness, teasing and tantalizing me. “Not by a long shot. I’m a lesbian through and through.” She screwed her face up in mock confusion. “You really didn’t pick up on that? All the compliments I gave you about your outfits and how pretty you look?”

“I j-j-just thought you were being nice,” I said, struggling to form the words as Eve’s fingers entered me tentatively, not fully inserted but just loitering at the entrance with the sincere promise of things to come.

“Please,” Eve said and laughed. “How many times does a girl have to leave her door open when she’s changing before her roommate takes the hint?”

“But I-i-i’m…”

“Straight?” Eve finished my sentence as a question.

I nodded. Eve smiled.

“I know,” she said and sunk her finger deeper inside me. “That’s what makes this so fucking hot. Now, be a good girl and turn around for me. That’s it, good. Now hands up against the wall and stick that beautiful ass back toward me.”

After I had complied with Eve’s instructions there was a pause. I looked back over my shoulder, silently asking what the delay was about.

Eve shook her head, smiling. “Sorry about that. Just admiring the view. Now…”

Eve stepped up behind me, her front pressed up against my ass. Her right hand gripped me firmly on the hip while the other grabbed me by the hair and pulled my head back, exposing my neck. I felt Eve’s lips against it.

The pleasure was so intense that I saw spots in my vision. For a moment I thought I might faint from just how intense my arousal was and just how perfectly Eve knew how to press my buttons. But Eve had more in store for me than that.

“We’re roommates,” she said, her breath hot against my ear. “So we have plenty of time to take things slow later. This time I’m going to give it to you hard and fast. You’ve been such a good girl for me, controlling your urges to make sure I don’t get sick. But I know that is not easy for a dirty little slut like you. Shh… no it’s okay. I don’t mind. I’m a dirty little slut too, Steph. That’s okay. We are just going to be dirty little sluts for each other.”

I could only whimper in response. Even with water from the shower running over our bodies, I could still tell that I was dripping wet. My mind was a ball of white hot lust. I don’t think I had ever been so turned on in my entire life. When Eve spoke, my body responded as well as my mind. Yes, I screamed inwardly, make me your dirty little slut. I wanted her. And more than that I wanted her to fuck me. Not in a sweet way and not in a romantic way. I just needed my stacked lesbian roommate to make me her little straight slut and show me just what I had been missing out on.

Eve was happy to oblige.

This time there was no slow build, no delicate probing. I gasped as Eve took her right hand and inserted three fingers into me, while she pulled hard on my hair with her other hand. She didn’t waste anytime and before I knew what was happening Eve was finger fucking my eager pussy with reckless abandon. I was so wet I could hear the sucking sound each time Eve thrust her fingers inside me.

Of all the ways I thought my day might go, this wasn’t one of them. I hadn’t expected to find myself in a situation like this: pressed up against the shower wall while my gorgeous lesbian goddess of a roommate finger-fucked me into oblivion while pulling my hair, slapping my ass, and telling me how I needed to be a good little slut and come for her. But cum for her I did.

It came on so fast I hardly knew what was happening. One moment I was just getting used to the feeling of Eve’s fingers inside of me, delighting in just how fucking dirty the whole situation was and the next… There was a tidal wave of pleasure that came crashing down over me, nearly knocking me off my feet as endless waves of pleasure battered me around like a ship lost at sea. My vision went blank. My knees went weak. I felt it building up inside me and then it erupting through my whole body, like a thousand bolts of white hot lightning, singing and searing every inch and ounce of my flesh with a pleasure more intense than anything I had ever known.

Then, the world went black.


CHAPTER 2
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When I came to, Eve was cradling me in her arms up against the side wall of the shower.

“W-what…?” My tongue felt heavy in my mouth and I could only manage that single word.

Eve smiled down at me and brushed away a strand of hair that was covering my face.

“You came pretty hard there, Steph. I thought you were going to pass out completely, but I managed to stop you from busting your head open on the tile. You’re welcome.” From the sparkle in her eye, I could tell it was lighthearted.

“Well, thank you very much,” I said as I took over responsibility for my own balance. “Thank you for rescuing this little damsel in distress and thank you for…well…”

“Fucking your brains out so good you almost passed out and died?”

“Yes, that,” I said. I had just had the most intense orgasm of my life, but after only a half minute of getting my bearings, Eve’s words were enough to get me ready for round two. She must have seen the lust rekindling in my eyes.

“Easy there tiger,” Eve said, giving me a peck on the cheek. “You need to take a minute or so to catch your breath. And then if you still want another piece of me, we can see how I might be able to help.”

The sexy smirk on her face made it almost impossible not to kiss her, impossible not to grab her ass and pull her close, almost impossible not to lean forward and take one of her beautiful tits into my mouth. If I hadn’t still been so dizzy and delirious, I don’t think I would have been able to resist. But I saw the wisdom in Eve’s instructions and decided to comply… for now.

“Take a seat,” Eve said once she saw that I wasn’t going to jump her bones immediately. She gestured toward the bench built into the wall opposite the shower head. “For now, you just watch.”

It was unreal what simple words from this woman could do to me. Before she had even done anything, just with the words “you just watch”, I was already soaked again. My pussy and clit were throbbing so forcefully it felt as though just shifting the wrong way might set me off. And that was before the show began.

And what a show it was. Serious, earnest sexiness isn’t always easy to pull off. A sexy strip tease or a bit of dirty talk can easily end up more than a little corny if you're not careful. It takes the right kind of person, and Eve was definitely that kind of person.

She froze my breath with a sultry stare before she stepped backward and let the water from the shower wash over her body. I was entranced as a sexy smile spread slowly across her face. One hand reached for the bottle of body wash, while the other tugged playfully at one of her nipples. I licked my lips in anticipation and then Eve did the same. Her copying my action as she covered her tits in a generous layer of body wash sent a shiver through me. Not for the first time, I pinched myself. Luckily, I wasn’t dreaming.

Now both hands were massaging her tits. They looked massive against her lithe frame and tight toned stomach. She soaped them up slowly, taking her time and making sure not to miss a spot. And making sure I didn’t miss out on the show. I started to squirm while I watched her. That sultry stare and those big beautiful tits that she was busy fondling were just too much for me to take. I felt the pressure building as lust consumed me, emptied out my mind, and made me its slave.

When Eve nodded at me I realized that my right hand was now drifting down between my legs. I was too aroused to just keep watching. I started to touch myself while Eve continued her show. Her presence was intoxicating. With the grace and poise of her movement it was as if she were a professional dancer. It gave me the feeling that I was being doubly spoiled: it was my first time with another woman and my first time with someone as hot and as talented as Eve. My guess was it wasn’t every lesbian that looked and could move like Eve.

And the way my body reacted to her little faux-underwater strip tease argued in favor of that idea. My whole body was trembling again as my eyes locked with Eve’s. Both of us were naked and touching ourselves, but it was the eye contact with Eve that was the hottest thing about the whole situation. I think I could have made myself come just looking into the sultry smolder burning in her eyes. Her wet, supple, and naked body on display didn’t hurt things either though.

“Oh, you’re getting close,” Eve cooed from beneath the spray of the shower. The fingers of her left hand danced delicately between her legs, circling and teasing her clit. “I need you to come for me, Steph. Can you be a good girl for me and come?”

My lips were pressed so tightly together I’m sure they were turning white. I nodded my head silently, trying to hold in the explosion that I knew was going to erupt at any moment. Everything about her drove me wild. One moment it was her eyes then her tits and then the next it was simply the filthy words spilling out of her mouth. It was clear that with this girl it wasn’t one thing or another; it was everything. And I wanted—no, needed to be a good girl for her, needed to be a good little slut. I felt my orgasm crest as I watched the same thing happen with Eve.

“Fuck Steph!” Eve said, never breaking eye contact with me. “I’m gonna come. Come with me!”

And I did. I let go and the pleasure rushed in to fill every nook and cranny of my body and mind until I was comatose and the pleasure was overflowing. If it wasn’t quite as immediate and intense as my first orgasm, it more than made up for it with the depth and power of pleasure that built and crested slowly, lingering longer and longer, rising and falling, and then coming back for one more shuddering explosion just when I thought that everything was over.

When it finally was, I was utterly exhausted. Eve looked like it had taken something out of her as well. It was her turn now to be leaned up against the wall of the shower for support. I watched in delight as she struggled to slow her breathing. Her breasts rose and fell delightfully with each deep breath she took.

“Well,” she said finally, breaking the tension. “Still worried about meeting someone off a dating app?”

I couldn’t stop myself from smiling.

“No,” I said honestly. “I have a lot on my mind but not that.”

“Oh really?” Eve said as she leaned in for a kiss.

Her lips against mine breathed fresh life into my body and I could feel the familiar stirrings of arousal. But I could also tell I was getting a little light headed. As much as I wanted to dive in completely and head first into this whole thing, I knew it probably made sense to pump the brakes, hydrate, you know that kind of thing.

Once again, Eve seemed to be able to read my mind before I said a word. She nodded kindly as if in agreement with my thoughts.

“Maybe a little later? Give us both some time to recuperate and maybe think a little bit. This was amazing but I want to make sure you’re okay with it all.” Eve’s smile was warm and genuine.

I nodded again, the smile never leaving my face.

“Okay,” I said, grabbing my towel and starting to dry myself off. “Later. But I’m going to hold you to that.”

Eve’s warm smile turned seductive. “I’m counting on it.”


CHAPTER 3
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That night I couldn’t sleep. I tossed and turned a thousand times in half a dozen different positions and even more combinations and configurations of pillow, blanket, and comforter. Nothing was comfortable.

One moment I was too hot and the next too cold and then the next I couldn’t get the image of my big titted lesbian roommate fucking my brains out in the shower out of my head. You know, normal insomnia stuff.

It had been… amazing, otherworldly, indescribable, and quite simply one of the most mind blowing things, sexual or not, that I had ever experienced. And I had no idea what to make of it.

Don’t get me wrong, I didn’t regret any of it. It had been nice, more than in fact, and I had really, really, really needed it. But now with my lust somewhat under control—emphasis on somewhat as I could feel my mind ramping back up to the dirty events from earlier that day—I didn’t know what to feel. I kept waiting for guilt or excitement or embarrassment, anything really, but instead it was all of these and none of these. All at once. In short, I was completely and totally confused about what had happened and about what I wanted to happen next.

No matter what I decided, it was going to mean a real conversation with Eve about what was happening. And that meant I had to stop avoiding her. Not that I had been doing it for long, but after the shower we had both retired to our rooms to dress and presumably to relax a bit. After a half hour or so, I heard Eve’s door open and then the TV in the living room turned on. Right when that happened I almost went out but something stopped me. And after that I felt frozen. Frozen because I knew that once I went out there I needed to make a decision on the fundamental and terrifying question before me: was our shower tryst a wonderful, fun one time thing or was it something more?

Both answers excited me and both answers terrified me. On the one hand, the moment had been so magical, so perfect that the thought of preserving it forever with no second less-than-perfect round to sully the memory held some appeal.

On the other hand, the moment had been so magical and perfect that it seemed like utter insanity not to go back for more. But going back for more meant figuring out what more meant. It meant figuring out what me and Eve were to each other. And it meant figuring out the answer to the other question I was trying not to think about: am I a lesbian?

Or at least bisexual? Was this just about quarantine and lockdown and being so horny that I need somebody, any body to satisfy my physical needs? Or had my time with Eve awakened something inside of me that I hadn’t noticed, or wanted to notice before? I thought back to Eve’s comments that her interest should have been obvious to me. I replayed dozens of different interactions in my mind from the few months that we had spent together and suddenly things started to fall into place.

There had been the compliments that had been perhaps too frequent, too personal, and too effusive. It was easy to see them as just a new roommate trying to be friendly and build rapport. After what had happened though, it was easy to see them as something else entirely. And what about what Eve had said about leaving her door open while changing? It turned out that all those glances I had stolen hadn’t been stolen at all. Eve had meant for me to see her—had wanted me to see her.

There were other moments too. Times she had brushed up against me in the hallway when it seemed like there should have been enough room for the both of us. There had been touches on the arm or the back when laughing at a joke or moving past me in the kitchen. It had all just been normal things between friends, right? Except, I thought to myself, for you staring at your ‘friend’s’ naked tits. To say nothing of what had come after that.

And that was where things got hard to ignore. Why had I been sneaking glances at Eve when I caught her getting dressed unless I was interested in what I was seeing? Curiosity could excuse one glance, one time. Maybe it could even excuse a lingering gaze here and there, just for comparison’s sake mind you. But, of course, I would be lying to myself if I tried to say that that is what it had been.

It had been more than one glance and more than one time. And my gaze had lingered and lingered and then lingered some more. Sure, I was jealous of Eve’s prodigious chest and dynamite body, but looking back it was so obvious that there had been more to it than that. She was my hot lesbian roommate and I had been checking her out.

Maybe COVID was to blame for how things started. Maybe if I hadn’t been quite so sexually frustrated I wouldn't have lingered in Eve’s doorway. And I certainly wouldn’t have brought up seeing someone from a dating app to Eve if it hadn’t been for quarantine. There was a lot of chance and circumstance that had gone into it, but now that it had…well, now there were things that had to be figured out.

My heart spoke and I tried to listen.

It was more than just a one time thing. That much was clear. I could tell myself whatever I wanted but in the end I knew the truth. I was into Eve and she was into me. I didn’t know exactly what that meant or what shape it would take, but I had had a taste of what it was like to be with another woman, what it was like to be with Eve. And I wanted more.

Sure, it made things more complicated. She was my roommate after all and while we had gotten along the whole time we had lived together I still didn’t know all that much about her. Hell, until she had shown up dripping wet and naked in the shower in front of me, I hadn’t even realized she was a lesbian. So even without my newfound questioning of my sexuality, the situation would have already been messy. Add that into the mix and it was just begging for disaster.

But I didn’t care. I didn’t mind begging…Especially if Eve was involved.

Satisfied that I finally knew what I wanted to do, my mind finally shut down and I was able to drift off to a deep and restful sleep.

I awoke the next morning to light streaming in through the crack between the blinds and window box. I groaned and threw a pillow, hoping for some reason that it might knock or move the blinds enough to block out the sun. I only succeeded in knocking the blinds completely off the wall and letting the full wrath of the morning sun pour into my bedroom.

The noise was enough to wake me up properly and I knew that now there would be no going back to sleep. The noise was also apparently enough to draw Eve’s attention. Not a moment before I decided to sit up in bed, the door to my room burst open and Eve came charging in, a look of deep concern on her face. Her eyes were wide and darted madly around the room as she searched for the source of the commotion.

“Are you okay?” she asked, her gaze finally finding the ruins of my blinds that were bent and mangled beneath my memory foam pillow.

She raised an eyebrow and turned back to me. Her bemused expression quickly changed. Now it was her turn to be speechless after catching me in a compromising position. Her eyes were no longer worried about a pillow or some ruined blinds. No, they were wide open and fixated on my naked tits.

“Like what you see?” I said with a laugh that snapped Eve back to herself. I could see the blush rising in her cheeks as she stumbled over an apology.

“Oh, my god! I’m so sorry. I just thought. I mean I heard something and wanted to make sure you were okay.” Her voice trailed off. Her cheeks had gone from a slight pink to a deep, rich red. I tried to reassure her.

“No worries! I was uh trying to shut my blinds with an airborne pillow,” I said gesturing to mess on the floor. “It didn’t go all that well. And this,” I gestured playfully to my exposed breasts, “is just how I sleep. No harm. No foul.”

“Right,” Eve said and darted out of the room

I called after her but got no response. Now, it seemed the tables were turned. Instead of me it was Eve that was running for the hills and ignoring me as I called after her. I had spent a lot of time yesterday playing out dozens of different hypothetical situations of what my next conversation with Eve might look like. None of those scenarios had prepared me for this. Instead, I was left, not so much disappointed, as confused. Yesterday, Eve had been the one taking charge, the one pushing my buttons. She had been the one that seemed cool, calm, and collected while I had been the nervous newbie. What had happened?

Maybe she had just been caught off guard. After all she had been coming in to see if I was okay and had gotten an eyeful instead. Sure she had been confident and in charge yesterday, but that had been a situation she had planned for. In that situation, she was under control and sometimes that made all the difference between otherwise similar situations. It was all a little confusing, but it didn’t change anything that I was planning to do. In fact, it just made it even more important that I talked to Eve and actually worked through a little bit of what was going on. Otherwise we were bound to keep trading off these awkward and embarrassing little moments. I sighed deeply and steeled myself up for what I needed to do. It sucked but I guess I needed to act like an adult for once.

I dressed slowly, more because of my pre-coffee lethargy than because I was trying to delay things, but… there might have been a little of that as well.

“Eve?” As I exited my room I called out my roommate’s name. I heard a noise from her room but between the distance and the closed door I couldn’t quite make out what she was saying. She might have said “in here”.

I’m not sure what possessed me. Before I would never have just entered Eve’s room but maybe after yesterday and after Eve herself had gotten a sneak peek at me this morning, it was no longer a barrier that felt important. I pushed open the door to find Eve doing exactly the thing that anyone reading this would expect for a story like this: she was touching herself.

Eve was splayed out completely naked on her bed. At one point, it seemed she had been wrapped up in the covers, but now in her twisting and turning, they had ended up bunched around her feet and ankles, giving me a completely clear view of Eve’s naked glory. I drank it all in. Watching Eve play with herself was electrifying. The way she was furiously pressing on her clit with one hand and spreading her lips with the other had me frozen like a deer in headlights. And that was what I must have looked like when Eve’s eyes opened and she saw me standing there.

“Oh, shit,” she said.

“Umm, hi.” So I wouldn’t be getting points anytime soon because of smooth talking. Sue me. “I thought you were calling for me.”

Eve’s face was once again beet red. “Not sure this morning could get any more embarrassing.”

“What do you mean? You just surprised me is all. Nothing to worry about.” I could tell that my reassurance wasn’t doing the trick. Eve grabbed the sheets bunched around her legs and started to pull them up. I placed my hand on hers to stop her.

“Don’t,” I said as my eyes locked with hers. “I owe you.”

That seemed to relax Eve but only a little bit.

“I just thought since you ended up staying in your room all of yesterday that maybe you weren’t… Just that maybe you were having second thoughts after yesterday.”

The difference in Eve’s demeanor between yesterday and today was like night and day. Yesterday she had been the confident one in charge, and today she was the nervous one, worried about whether I liked her, whether I was still into her. Unintentionally, I laughed. It was the wrong thing to do.

Eve jumped back pulling the sheets with her and wrapping them around herself as she stared daggers at me.

“No, no,” I rushed to explain. “I’m not laughing at you. Not really.” Eve’s glare softened. “I’m laughing at the idea that I could possibly be having second thoughts. After yesterday I’m all in Eve. You rocked my fucking world. No one has ever made me feel that way.”

A small smile bloomed across Eve’s face. “Really?”

“Really,” I said, nodding enthusiastically in confirmation. “Now, what’s gotten into you this morning?”

I gestured toward Eve indicating what she had been up to before I had interrupted.

“Oh that. Well after I embarrassed myself by busting into your room I came back here to die of shame,” she said with a laugh. “And then, well, I couldn’t quite get what I saw out of my head.”

“Ahh, what you saw.” I was already pulling my arms through the straps of my top as she spoke. Before she could respond, I pulled down my shirt from the neckline and bared my naked tits in front of her. “You mean these?”

Eve nodded silently.

“Mind if I lend you a hand?”

“Oh, hell yes,” Eve said, whatever embarrassment or doubt she had melting quickly as I climbed into bed with her.

“Now, I may not have the experience you do, but I know what feels good when I do it to myself so I hope that some of that is going to carry over.” I could feel my face getting flushed as I explained myself to Eve. Maybe my confident exterior was showing a few cracks when it came down to business. I took a deep breath and held it in for a few seconds before letting out a long slow exhale.

Nope, I thought to myself, still nervous as fuck and have no idea what I’m doing. But nervous or not, I had spent too much time tossing and turning and thinking about this very question. I wasn’t going to chicken out now.

I leaned forward and kissed Eve hard on the mouth. Her body seemed to melt as our lips met. My hands were against her body, one on her hip and the other touching her cheek gently. The moment we kissed I could feel the tension drain. I hadn’t even noticed how stiff she had been until I saw her loosen up.

We continued to kiss as my fingers crept across her naked skin. I leaned deeper into the kiss and I felt my chest press up against hers. I had always loved the feeling of my bare chest pressing up against someone else’s but this was something altogether new. It wasn’t just my tits and nipples rubbing against someone else’s skin. They were pressed up against a whole other set—Eve’s. And that made all the difference. I shuddered as our nipples brushed against each other. My pussy ached at the sensation. But I shook my head and focused my attention where it was needed: on Eve. She had already gotten me off directly once and another time indirectly. That second time she had come as well. So by my math that left us uneven for now and I planned on correcting the situation.

Eve shuddered as my fingers entered her. Like I’ve said, this was a new experience for me but also not. I’d never done this with another woman, but I had other people do it to me, including another woman, so I figured I would just do what I knew I would like. How hard could it be?

Luckily, Eve was happy to guide me along in the process too. I felt her hand on mine as she adjusted and repositioned my fingers until they were perfectly placed.

“That’s it,” she said, wiggling her hips as she finally released my hand and let me off on my own. “JUST. LIKE. THAT. DON’T. FUCKING. STOP.”

There wasn’t a chance in hell that I was going to. As Eve devolved from words to guttural primal screams of pleasure, I bent all my focus to the task at hand, which was the get my smoking hot naked roommate to come hard enough to make us even for the earth-shattering fucking she had given me last week. It was a tall task to be sure, but I was going to give it my all.

She squirmed and bucked her hips as I struggled to keep my pressure, pace, and position the same. I knew the frustration of getting so very close to cumming only to have someone switch things up on you at the last second and have everything fall apart. There was no way I was going to let that happen here. I was going to live up to my side of things.

Soon enough my patience was rewarded. Eve’s bucking became faster and more erratic. Her whimpers and moans came faster now. Her whole face was screwed up in a mask of almost unbearable pleasure. She was holding on for dear life, her knuckles going white as she gripped the sheets as hard as she could.

“Come on Eve,” I said leaning in close to whisper the encouragement directly into her ear. I decided that borrowing a little bit of her dirty language might be just what was needed to tip things into overdrive. “Be a good little girl for me. Your straight sexy little slut needs you to come.”

Eve’s eyes went wide for a moment as she gasped for breath. She nodded a silent ‘yes’ in agreement to my words. Then came the follow through. The orgasm that tore through Eve’s body was something to behold. Her whole face screwed up with pleasure so intense that even though I knew what was happening there was a moment of concern where I was worried she was really in pain. That passed quickly as a deep, satisfied smile spread across her lips while her eyes rolled back in her head.

“Yes! Yes! Yes!” Her screams were loud and over the top and cliched. And I loved every second of it. Watching her come because of me, because of what I had done turned me on even more than Eve’s handling of my own body had yesterday. Being treated like a dirty little plaything and receiving pleasure was nothing I was going to turn my nose up at. But making someone else feel good came with a deeper and more satisfying kind of pleasure. I love both, don’t get me wrong, but at the end of the day one was sorely lacking without the other.

And now with Eve, I had had both.
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The same night that I got Eve off for the first time, I fell asleep in her bed and in the middle of the night I woke up with her head resting against my shoulder. I could feel her breath against me and I watched her chest rise and fall. It was a peaceful moment that stretched and stretched as I waited. I waited for the panic, the dread. For some feeling of guilt or regret or at least confusion, but I felt nothing other than peace. For that one moment, everything felt right.

Eve’s blind’s were open slightly and the moon was full. She looked beautiful in the moonlight. It was a warm night and I could see beads of sweat glistening on her smooth skin. I ran my thumb idly along her arms, feeling the smoothness of her skin. Eve let out a small cute moan, and shifted in her sleep. The sheet, which had been wrapped around her body, fell away from her upper body; she was completely naked from the waist up.

I knew that Eve slept topless. I had seen her last night when we both climbed into bed. But this whole thing was still new to me and the moment the sheets slipped down to reveal the swell of Eve’s perfect tits below, I felt the hunger rising in me again. Peaceful moment of quiet contemplation be damned—I was out of control horny all over again.

“Eve,” I whispered the other girl’s name but she didn’t stir.

I leaned down and kissed her on the forehead and still she didn’t wake. Well, if a little kiss wasn’t going to do it, I had a good idea what might. Eve’s eyes shot open as my mouth closed around her nipple.

“Steph?” Her hands were balled into fists as she tried to rub the sleep for her eyes. “Oh, fuck. That feels good. What a way to wake up!”

And then her hands were in my hair and she was pulling me up toward her. I climbed on top of her, straddling her across the waist. Our lips met and our hands explored each other’s bodies. I moaned as Eve grabbed my tits with both hands.

“Lose the bra,” she said. “I want to see these big tits out. Great angle here for the perfect view.”

I blushed as I pulled the sports bra over my head. While I was still mid-motion and blinded by the fabric over my eyes, Eve dove in for the attack. I felt her mouth on my nipples, her tongue swirling around one of my areolas while her hand gently teased the other.

I couldn’t help but laugh. “Someone is eager.”

“Eager for that beaver,” Eve said and I groaned.

“That,” I said, kissing Eve on the lips, “is a terrible joke.”

Eve kissed me back for a few moments and then kissed me hard on the neck, greedily sucking her way nearly to my earlobe. I shuddered at the sensation.

“I guess I can forgive you,” I said, “if you do something for me.”

Eve raised a questioning eyebrow. Suddenly, I felt myself blushing again.

“I uh, I woke up and I was feeling a little, umm…” I trailed off. My face felt like it was going to burn off. I guess I was still getting the hang of this whole thing. I felt tears stinging my eyes as my nerves threatened to take over.

“Shhh, it’s okay,” Eve said as she took my face in her hands and kissed me gently on the lips. “It’s okay.”

And like that my anxiety melted. The oncoming panic attack that I had been certain was about to hit vanished in an instant. The thought that I could be nervous around Eve suddenly seemed absurd. My cheeks hurt and I realized I was smiling.

“Now,” Eve said and then I was tumbling to the bed. When the world stopped moving, Eve and I had switched positions. I was lying flat on my back and Eve was straddling me. I could feel myself salivating as I stared up at her heavy, swaying breasts. “I think what you were trying to say is that you woke up out of control horny and you're hoping I might be able to help you out with that?”

Still smiling, I nodded. “More or less.”

“I think we can help you out.”

I loved making out with Eve. I wouldn’t say that I hadn't liked kissing before or making out, but it had never wowed me. Sure I would do it a bit, but it was always something to get through in order to get to the real stuff. But with Eve it didn’t feel like just foreplay or a box to check, it felt like part of the main show. I relished it minute after minute until my lips and tongue were sore, but even then I still felt disappointed when Eve broke the kiss.

“Don’t worry,” she said, as if she could read my mind. “Plenty more where that came from. But I’m a little impatient and I bet you are too. Let’s try something new.”

Something new. I could feel how much those words excited me. I didn’t know exactly what Eve was planning, but I had some ideas, some things that maybe I was hoping for—Eve’s fingers on the waistband of my thong snapped my back to attention.

“Let’s lose this, huh?”

I lifted up my hips and Eve helped me slide off my underwear. She tossed it to the floor, never taking her eyes off me. Her eyes scanned over my whole body in all its naked glory. It was a situation that usually would have made me nervous, self-conscious, but with Eve I wasn’t. Just from the look in her eyes I could see how delighted she was with me and with my body. It was a good feeling that made me feel safe and warm and…fucking horny!

“Ever have your pussy eaten by another woman?” Eve asked as her eyes made their way down my stomach and came to rest on my swollen pussy lips.

I shook my head no, not even trusting myself at that moment with words.

Eve’s grin filled me with delight. “You have no idea what you’re missing,” she said.

I had no idea how right she would be. I had been eaten out before, technically, but as I felt Eve’s tongue part my lips and then circle around my clit, I knew already that it had all been a pale imitation of what the real thing should feel like. Eve’s tongue moved slowly, steadily, and with practiced grace. The girl knew what she was doing and in no time had me ready to cum.

“Oh fuck, Eve, I think I’m going to cum already if you keep going,” I whimpered out the words in between moans. Eve never even broke her stride. Her pace stayed the same, nothing fancy, but she knew exactly what buttons to hit. God, I thought to myself, I could get used to this.

The orgasm rocked my world. My hands grabbed handfuls of the covers as I screamed out Eve’s name. The feeling of her tongue swirling around my clit was nothing I had ever experienced and the orgasm it brought on hit me like a ton of bricks. By the time it was over I felt half-hungover, though not in an unpleasant way. My whole body felt like it had been through the ringer. Eve fell into bed beside me and kissed me. I could taste myself on her lips and it drove me wild. I took another few breaths to steady myself and then sat up.

“My turn,” I said, then paused. “Or I guess your turn depending on how you look at it.”

“Oh, my turn is it?” Eve said teasingly. “Is the straight girl gonna eat me out?”

The straight girl. I don’t know why it turned me on so much when she said that. Somewhat obviously, it wasn’t true any longer and maybe it never had been. But it was a tease and a challenge and it played up the forbidden fruit nature of the whole thing for Eve.

“She is,” I said, “and you are gonna teach this straight girl how to eat pussy.”

“Oh, fuck yea.”

Eve guided me gently down in between her legs until I was inches away from her wet and waiting snatch. I licked my lips. Her cute little pussy lips were practically dripping with her juices. I took a deep breath and dove in head first.

Eve responded to my tongue almost immediately. Her body tensed and shook as I drank her in for the first time. The first time I had ever tasted another woman. Without anything else to compare it to I couldn’t say if all women tasted this good, but I could have eaten Eve’s pussy for days. I relished the taste of it and lapped hungrily at her folds.

“God, it might be bad to say, but I have to admit I’ve fantasized more than a few times about this,” Eve said in between moans. “I never thought it could be a real possibility. Holy shit, it’s even better than I could have imagined.”

Hearing that from Eve sent me into overdrive. I picked up my pace, spurred on by Eve's encouragement.

“Easy, easy,” she hissed between clenched teeth. “Not so fast. It’s not a race. Slow and steady. Oh fuck, just like that. That’s fucking perfect. Don’t stop doing that…”

Eve trailed off, her eyes rolling into the back of her head as her words developed into a primal scream.

“Fucking fuck,” she shouted. Her hips bucked and thrashed and I knew she was close. I felt her hands in my hair pushing my head down hard, her thighs closing around my head and neck, until I was practically gasping for air, but still I didn’t stop. “Oh Steph, Jesus Christ. My little straight slut certainly knows how to eat a goddamn pussy. You sure this is your first time?”

I was too locked in to respond and so my only answer was to swirl my tongue around Eve’s clit again and again and again. She continued to spew filthy encouragement. Whether for my benefit or her own I couldn’t say. With each word, her language became more broken, the words more slurred. Soon every other thing out of her mouth was fuck or holy shit or my god. And then even the words were gone and Eve was moaning, screaming, whimpering as she came hard for me.

“How was that?” I asked her afterwards, after we had collapsed into each other's arms. We lay for a long while in silence, our bodies touching, just us, together. It should have stayed like that forever, but reality has a way of intruding.
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Maybe that should have been it. Maybe that should have been where the story left us or sometime shortly thereafter. You know the kind of ending I mean: the two of us, post-orgasmic bliss, a few lines of playful banter, a sweet moment, then cut to black. Maybe that’s how it should have been, how it would have been if this had just been another story: simple and happy and fake.

Unfortunately, this was real life. Real life is messier. Oh, and in real life I am a complete and total idiot.

It was two days later when I put my foot in my mouth. It was two days later, I mean, when I messed everything up. But for those two days, I was in heaven.

After that, Eve and I had settled into a routine that was only somewhat awkward. She decided we had gone a bit too far, a bit too fast and I, stupidly, only somewhat objected. It made logical sense even if I didn’t want it and so I went along with it.

She was just looking out for me, I realize now. That was how she was. She was giving me space to figure things out. So easy and obvious to see in hindsight, but during those days, when I was in it, I was so confused and turned around that I was oblivious. It all could have been avoided so easily. But such is the way of the world.

We still had to work during the days and we still, for the most part at least, slept in our separate beds. I spent part of one later night together in bed with her watching a corny RomCom on Netflix. At the end I had been sleepy and tempted, oh so very tempted, to just stay and fall asleep next to her.

Unfortunately, we had decided to take things “slow” and be “responsible” after those first few nights. Don’t get me wrong, I agreed to it too and agreed with it. I mean, the whole situation was fraught beyond fraught and with us living together things could get messy quickly. And so after a few long talks—mixed in with a couple more make out sessions and some extracurricular activity beyond that—we had decided to pump the breaks.

We could kiss, maybe a little second base action, but anything else would have to wait. For what exactly? That was a little less clear. Eve wanted to make sure I was really okay with this. What this meant was hard to pin down entirely. Sometimes it seemed to mean being with another girl and other times it seemed to mean being with your roommate. Most of the confusion centered around whether this meant a hot lockdown friends-with-benefit (FWB) kind of situation or whether this meant the start of a real and lasting relationship. It was almost never clear exactly what Eve meant when she said this. I don’t think it was any clearer when I said it either. Because, deep down, I don’t think that either of us really knew. The entire world outside was going crazy and now the world inside was too. It was hard for old rules to feel like they applied in a situation like that. Which left us without a lot to go off of in terms of how to navigate the situation.

No matter how you sliced it, it wasn’t going to be an easy situation. Not that it mattered much. Given what happened next, I’m sure I was going to find a way to mess things up no matter what.

It all started with a text message from my parents. I lived in Maryland just outside D.C. since I had moved in with Eve at the beginning of the year. My parents lived in D.C. proper, downtown, very swanky place, the whole nine. Since the pandemic had started they had been talking about getting out of the city and heading out to their house in the country. My parents had done well for themselves. Something with real estate that I never quite understood.

In any case, the place was massive. Absolutely palatial with enough guest bedrooms in the pool house alone to house a dozen people. The grounds were sprawling and featured everything from a tennis court, to a horse stable, to not one but two different pools, one indoor and one outside. My parents were inviting me, my brother and his wife, the Pollans (family friends) and their daughter Haylee, who I had known when we were little girls in grade school but hadn’t seen in more than decade. The idea was that there was enough space and things to do that everyone could weather the pandemic in comfort and style. Maybe if we had known then just how long everything was going to last we might have thought twice about the whole thing, but at that time it sounded like a good idea.

I had been waiting for the text message for weeks now and had begun to wonder if it would ever come. There had been so much anticipation building up and now being paid off that for a few brief moments I didn’t think about what any of this might mean for whatever was going on between Eve and me. It was still during those brief moments that Eve noticed something was up.

“Someone looks happy today.”

I looked up from my phone. I had been so engrossed with thoughts of fresh air and space to move around that I hadn’t even noticed Eve enter the room.

“You bet!” I exclaimed with a smile that spread from ear to ear. “Finally heard from my parents. They are inviting me out to the country house. Freedom is finally here!”

Before the words had even left my mouth, I realized my mistake. The amused look that Eve had had upon seeing my own happiness vanished in an instant.

“Oh,” she said and then nothing else.

I fumbled over my words, making a few false starts before I managed to speak.

“I didn’t mean it like that. I’ve just been waiting to hear from them. I told you that.” I kicked myself. The words weren’t coming out the way that I intended for them to.

“You did,” Eve said. Her voice and expression were as cold as ice.

“But that was before this,” I said, that same vague and ambiguous this hanging over our conversation as it hung over everything. “Obviously things are different now.”

“I don’t know,” Eve said and suddenly she felt so far away from me and it was like I was speaking with someone I hardly knew. Forget everything that had happened over the last few days. Even forget the months we had spent getting to know each other and occupying the same tiny little two bedroom apartment. It felt like the person standing in front of me was closer to a complete stranger than to a lover or even roommate. It broke my heart.

“Eve, please. I didn’t mean it.” The words were like a plea. Perhaps a prayer. But the outcome was already written on her face. Try as I might to salvage things, there was a deep sense of foreboding rising up inside me. I already knew how this was going to play out.

“No, this is for the best,” she said. “You even said yourself how fraught this was going to be. And we both talked about all the things that could go wrong. We were going to have to figure out the answer to a lot of thorny questions and now… we don’t have to. It’s better this way.”

Better this way. The words hung like smoke in the empty and silent air around us. Neither of us believed it. And yet neither of us said anything either.

I watched as Eve backed slowly away toward her room. There was enough distance. There was enough time. I could have said something. I should have. But, in my cowardice, I did not. Eve disappeared inside her room without another word. The door closed behind her.

By the time I left the next morning, she still hadn’t come out.


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


The feeling of Eve’s tongue against my pussy drove me wild. I squirmed as she drank in my sweetness. I had never felt another woman’s tongue against my clit before. Feeling it now, I wondered what exactly I had been waiting for. Where has this been all my life? I’d been with one or two guys who had some idea what they were doing, but not like this, not like Eve. No one had ever come close to what this magical little nymph could do with her tongue. I had sincere doubts that anyone ever could.

I could feel the orgasm building. My body trembling each time Eve’s tongue swiped firmly against my clit. She was humming something but I was too busy losing my fucking mind to pick out the tune. The vibrations felt like heaven though against my most sensitive parts. I was close now. So close that I could feel it, almost there…so close….close…almost… the real… thing.

As they always did at this point, my eyes shot open. Back to reality—I was in my bed, very much alone and with Eve a few hundred miles away. It was the same way I woke up every morning. I glanced at the clock: 4:45AM. Same time too, or close enough as to make no difference. I buried my head in my pillow and screamed. Another of my morning rituals in practice. The combination of frustration, partly sexual and partly because of a lack of good sleep, was driving me insane. It had been three days since I arrived out in the country. It felt even longer than the three months I had spent cooped up in my apartment.

I waited in bed, though for what reason I couldn’t say. Like everything else it was just part of the routine. I would pretend like I was going to be able to fall back asleep. Before five was far too early to be up, so I would pull the covers up tight until my whole head was swallowed up. Then I would close my eyes shut so tight that I saw colors dancing in the darkness. And then…I would sit up, huff, and admit to myself that I wasn’t falling back asleep. That was when I started my day and that was usually around 5:15 AM.

As I climbed out of bed, I checked my phone for the time— 5:16 AM. The whole thing was like clock work. I got dressed quickly and headed across the lawn toward the main house. There was plenty of room for me in the house itself, but I had been in such a foul mood when I arrived that I had insisted on the pool house. I hadn’t regretted it.

The main house was starting to wake up. It was far too early for civilized people, but unfortunately my family was not civilized. My mom had been an early riser for as long as I could remember. Excluding my extreme youth, when I was still a baby and couldn’t sleep through the night, I’m not sure I can remember a single morning that I woke up before my mom.

Some mornings I would wake up before my alarm. Bristling with excitement I would creep downstairs, hoping for once to be the first one in the family awake. I’m not sure what I hoped to accomplish by that, but as a kid sometimes you don’t think about what happens when you actually reach a goal. Sometimes the goal is all there is. But no matter what, no matter how early I woke, I would arrive downstairs to find my mother already there, always with a pot of coffee brewed and her first cup freshly poured. It was as if she knew exactly when I was going to wake up and always made sure she was up fifteen minutes beforehand.

This morning was no different in that regard. My mother was already awake. She was reading the newspaper, cup of coffee in hand when I arrived.

“Morning, sunshine,” she said, glancing up from the paper. It was the same pet nickname she used for anyone who had just crawled out of bed. I knew she would call my brother the same thing, or my father, or whomever, but for now they weren’t here and I could imagine it was her special nickname just for me. “How did you sleep?”

I debated telling the truth. It had been an option since I had arrived and I had continued to decide against it. Too many things to explain. Too much craziness to unravel. I wouldn’t have even known where to start.

“Great,” I lied and forced a smile onto my face. From Mom’s expression I could tell that I was far from convincing. Mercifully, she didn’t call me on it straight out.

“Hmmm,” she said, which told me all I needed to know about just how much she believed me.

I poured myself a cup of coffee and pulled up my instagram feed. I sat at the kitchen table while my mom stayed on the couch. I prayed that the distance would be enough to make it clear that I wasn’t looking for conversation. But of course, you know parents.

“What about that roommate of yours?” Mom’s voice carried the same sweet and caring tone that it always did. This morning it sounded like nails on the chalkboard.

“Ugh, Mom!” I said, exasperated. “We already talked about it. She has an autoimmune condition. It wouldn’t be safe for her.”

My mom nodded sagely, patiently before continuing.

“Oh, I know. I just thought. Well earlier you said you might invite her and then a few days later when I texted you it seemed like maybe she was going to come. You seemed excited then, and, well, now…”

Her voice trailed off and she fixed her eyes on me. The glance wasn’t an accusation but an offer. Of what? Maybe understanding, maybe patience. It was an invitation and an opening. She was reaching out an olive branch. Maybe she knew, maybe she just suspected. Or it could have been that she knew I was upset and was just trying to be there for me. It had been so long since I had been around people. I was having trouble even reading my own mother.

“Well, what?” I asked, not sure why I did. It was clear enough what direction my mom was steering the ship. The only question was why I was content to float along in the wake.

“You just seemed really excited. And when we’ve been talking the last few weeks, you’ve certainly been talking about her a lot⁠—”

“We’re roommates and she’s the only one I see everyday,” I tried to interrupt but she didn’t break stride.

“And I just have been wondering. Your father has too.” She paused and smiled at me. It was the kind of warm, radiant smile that only your mother could ever give you, the kind that made you feel safe and brave and protected all at the same time. “She seems like a nice girl.”

“Mom!” I had to struggle to keep my voice low. It was still early and everyone else was still asleep.

“I’m just saying, Stephanie. Good people are good and we don’t get to choose who we fall for. You know my father and I only want what’s best for you.”

I was mortified. I could feel the warmth stinging my cheeks as a lump formed in my throat. Why did she have to be like this? Why couldn’t she be repressed or withholding like so many of my friends' parents? Or oblivious and disinterested like so many others? No, this was just my luck. I ended up with a mom and family that loved and cared for and supported me. I couldn’t imagine anything worse.

“It’s just…” I took a deep breath to calm myself. I hadn’t taken more than a few sips from my coffee, but I could already feel my heart pounding in my chest. I stood up from the table and, drawn, as if by some magical maternal force, toward the couch I took a seat next to my mom. “I like her.”

And then I was falling into my mother’s arm, tears streaming down my face and she enveloped me in a warm blanket of maternal love. I hadn’t realized how much I had been holding in until I was full on ugly crying, deep body shaking sobs, into my mom’s shoulder. It took a few minutes to cry myself out.

“Sorry,” I said as I tried to pull away. I could see the line of snot connecting my nose to my mother’s shoulder. Awesome, I thought to myself, if only Eve could see me now.

“Stop that,” my mother said, and for a moment I thought she meant crying. “There is nothing to apologize for sweety, you haven’t done anything wrong. Now, let me fix some breakfast and why don’t you tell me what happened.”

For the next half hour, I did. It was a revised and expurgated story, of course, but it hit the main points. I liked Eve and maybe more than that. It was new and terrifying and I didn’t know what it meant for me. I hadn’t ever liked girls or at least I hadn’t thought that I had and…well the whole thing was a knotted ball of confusing feelings.

By the time the rest of the house began to stir, I was actually starting to feel better. Not better because I had some solution to the problem. Far from it. I was just as confused about what I was feeling as I had been when I woke up that morning. I still had no idea what I was hoping for when it came to Eve. I wasn’t even sure what the two of us were to each other. With the way we had left it, were we just roommates? Or were we even roommates still? Who knew how much longer this was all going to go on? And when was I even going to see her again?

All these questions still jostled for the front space of my mind, but with some good food in my stomach and little familial support and suddenly they didn’t seem so overwhelming. As I finished the last piece of bacon on my plate and washed it down with a gulp of OJ, I let out a contented sigh. I was feeling good and I hoped I would be able to carry through the good feelings at least for the day.

I only made it to lunch time.

The rest of the morning was uneventful. It was still too cold in the morning for the outdoor pool, so the family had decided on a hike. My mom and dad took the lead, followed after by my brother Tim and his wife Gabby in their matching Yale sweatshirts. I hung back from the two couples, preferring to keep to myself as much as I could. It had been a nice moment shared with my mom that morning, but I wasn’t looking to make it a habit.

Tim and Gabby were the kind of cute, always together, always in sync couple that made me want to gag. They weren’t even high school sweethearts. No, they had met in middle school, age ten. At twelve they had started dating and by the time they were in high school they were the couple. Tim was a month older than Gabby so they had waited that month until Gabby turned eighteen and then they had married. Literally the first legal day on which they could be married and they were. They both got into the same college.

If their constant stream of matching Yale apparel wasn’t enough to clue someone in, not a problem! The two of them missed exactly zero opportunities to mention Yale. Hike out in nature? That tree reminded Gabby of the one on Yale’s quad. Sitting by the pool? Time thought the chlorine smell was a little strong; the lap pool at Yale never made his eyes burn like this. And so on and so on. I loved them both dearly but sometimes it was a fucking chore putting up with them.

By the midway point on our way out—which really meant the one-fourth mark since we had to go out and then back—I was already fed up. Whatever patience and good feeling had come from my talk with my mom this morning had burned up completely under the unforgiving morning sun.

Amid protests from my parents and Tim and Gaby, I said my goodbyes. They tried to get me to continue on, but their encouragement was half-hearted and my apologies perfunctory. We split up and I made my way back down the path.

The trip back was uneventful. Left alone with my own thoughts, time passed quickly and before I knew it I was back at the house. It had been cool in the morning, but now that the sun had been up in the sky for a few hours the day was turning hot, unseasonably so for this early in the season, but I wasn’t going to complain. After months being cooped up and dreaming of being able to lay out by the pool, I finally had the opportunity. And I had the place all to myself for at least a few more hours which meant: skinny dipping!

It wasn’t something I did all that often, and definitely not something I did around anyone else, but occasionally I liked to indulge in the feeling of freedom it gave me. Usually I found opportunities like this one: a morning or afternoon alone at the house while the others were out hiking or kayaking or visiting some historic museum where they had the world's first paper clip or whatever.

Even though I was planning on going topless in the pool, I still changed into my suit. The others wouldn’t be back for hours, but you never knew when a neighbor or the delivery guy might decide to ring the doorbell or even come around back to say hello. Having her top within easy reach was just good sense. But once I made it to the pool, the top came quickly off.

I dove into the pool and was hit instantly with a full body chill. Brrrrrrr, the weather might be turning toward summer but the water was still ice cold. I could feel my skin tingling as it struggled to adjust to new frigid temperatures. I stayed under the water for a moment, enjoying how alive I felt, how much I loved the cool water on my bare skin. I could only imagine what I looked like as I broke the surface of the pool, water dripping from my hair down across my neck and shoulders and then spilling in tiny rivulets and droplets down my exposed tits with my nipples at full attention from the cold.

I didn’t have to imagine it though; I had an eye witness.

“Steph?”

It was a voice at once familiar and half-remembered and it did what the cold water hadn’t been able to: it froze me dead in my tracks.

“Haley?” I said, incredulous and unable to fully acknowledge the situation I now found myself in.

Haley, the daughter of my parents’ friends, was standing in front of me in her bathing suit while I stood topless in the pool. I watched her eyes dart down and then back up again as she tried to avert her eyes from my exposed tits but couldn’t help herself. If I had been feeling a bit more confident I might have said that I couldn’t blame her or perhaps I would have made some other disarming joke that would have diffused the situation and at least made it so I did need to die of embarrassment. But you know me by now, so you know that that is not what I did.

“Ummm, hi,” I said instead. “I thought your flight wasn’t getting in until later.”

A snippet from my conversation with Tim and Gabby came flashing back to me. The Pollan’s along with Haylee were set to arrive today sometime in the early afternoon or late morning after their flight had been delayed. Apparently not.

Having now had a moment to process what was happening, I found that it was my turn for my eyes to do a little exploring. Haylee wasn’t in quite the revealing situation that I was but it wasn’t as if her bathing suit left much to the imagination either. It had been over a decade since I had seen Haylee last—she had barely been a teenager then and now she was a 22 year old college senior—and let’s just say the girl had grown up well.

She stood a few inches taller than me, with platinum blonde hair that spilled down her shoulders and was long enough to provide a frame for the melons she was smuggling. Her suit was a skimpy and tight fitting red two-piece that highlighted her features well. Her tits weren’t quite the jaw-dropping size of Eve’s but they certainly caught my attention. She was standing facing me straight on so I was left a little in the dark about her backside assets. Judging from the width of her hips and her hourglass figure, however, I had my suspicions.

“Ended up taking off as scheduled,” Halyee said, her voice monotone. Now her eyes were glued to my face, unmoving and unblinking as she struggled to pretend a normalcy the conversation clearly didn’t possess. “My parents are just getting a few things out of the car, but they were gonna…”

She didn’t need to say more. Finally the spell was broken and I clambered out of the pool. Now wasn’t the time for manners or dignity. I made a bee-line for my bathing suit top, reaching it just as the sound of voices raised in greeting wafted over the fence. Shit, I thought, it’s not just Haylee parents who are her. From the sounds of things, my family had turned back from the hike early too. Everyone was here or was going to be in about thirty seconds.

Under normal conditions, a half minute to pick up, orient, and then put on a bathing suit top is more than enough time. I had done it hundreds of times in my life and would do it hundreds more without a second thought. This time, however, was a little bit different. It’s amazing how clumsy otherwise practiced hands can become when the pressure is on. And between the encroaching voices of family and friends and Haylee’s slack jawed staring at my tits, there was plenty.

I struggled to shimmy the top over my shoulders and stuff the girls inside. It was tied in the front, but as I pulled in over me, the knot came undone. My fingers shook as I struggled to tie it again. Just when I thought I had it again, my left breast popped out of the fabric and the knot came undone. The voices were growing louder. Suddenly, Haley stepped toward me.

“Let me,” she said. I was too taken aback to say anything. She grabbed the string ties with one hand and with the other she cupped my naked breast, guiding it back under the fabric. Accidentally—at least I thought it was accidentally—her thumb brushed against my nipple. A surge of arousal went through me that was as unwelcome as it was overwhelming. Priorities, Steph!

“Sorry,” Haley said, but her voice didn’t sound sorry. She managed to tie my top and then step back from me just in the nick of time. A moment later the gate to the pool area swung open and her parents walked in. My family followed.

“Mr. and Mrs. Pollan!” I turned toward them with a smile—the kind of smile that says ‘I totally wasn’t just baring my naked tits while your daughter ogled them and then felt me up’ or at least something along those lines. Judging from the smiles and greetings I received, I had gotten close enough.

There were more greetings and small talk. ‘Weather’s looking great this week’ or ‘how great is it to get away from all that craziness’, things like that. That went on for the better part of an hour before anything of note happened.

“We are so glad you all have been able to make it,” my mother said for what might have been the tenth time. There was a lull in the conversation that had lasted all of eight seconds. Naturally, my mother felt the need to fill it. “Especially Haylee. How long has it been since we last saw her?”

I felt something shift in my stomach. Just hearing Haylee’s name had piqued my interest. Oh no, I thought to myself, experiment with one girl and now… is it always going to be like this? It’s not like I had never noticed a pretty girl before. Haylee was pretty, really fucking pretty. She was, without question, a certified smokeshow. But I would have noticed that before…before Eve, before experimenting, before I had realized just how I felt about girls.

But it wouldn’t have felt like this. There was a difference between finding someone pretty and wanting someone. And as I found myself hanging on every word of the conversation my parents were having with hers, I realized something: I wanted Haylee.

I stole a glance and found Haylee looking at me. There was a sparkle in her eye almost too subtle to notice. She gave me a smile that could have meant anything then turned away. I thought I could imagine a blush creeping up her neck as she did so.

“Girlfriend?” My mother’s voice brought me back to conversation.

Haylee’s mom nodded solemnly. “Yes, Haylee has been going through a bit of heartbreak. Her and her college girlfriend broke up toward the beginning of the year and now with COVID and classes being canceled, she has had a rough go of it.”

I’m not sure if they realized how loud they were talking, but when I glanced over to see how Haylee was reacting, she was gone. I heard the door to the house slam open and turned just in time to watch Haylee vanish into the house.

“Parents,” I said quietly to myself. “What a fucking nightmare.”
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“Muffin?”

The next morning I found Haylee sitting outside by the pool. There was a cup of coffee on the table next to her. The morning’s haze still clung to the sky, not yet burnt off by the heat of the day.

“What kind?” Haylee asked suspiciously. She had been in a sour mood last night at dinner and it seemed a night’s rest hadn’t changed that.

“Banana chocolate chip. They’re delicious,” I said and demonstrated as I popped one of the mini-muffins into my mouth in one go.

Haylee took one cautiously. I took a seat next to her and we sat in silence for a moment as she picked little morsel sized pieces from the muffin and ate them tentatively. Somewhere near the halfway point she seemed to decide against her caution as she swallowed the remaining half in a single bite. I turned toward her.

“Another?” I said and she took it with a smile. I nodded with satisfaction. “I just thought you could use a little pick me up this morning.”

It was a simple statement but enough to quickly undo whatever calming effects that first muffin had had. I saw the suspicion creep again across Haylee’s face.

“Thanks,” she said brusquely and then she was standing up. Unsure of what else to do I stood as well while Haylee gathered her things.

Once more I had put my foot in mouth and driven another person away because I just couldn’t think before I spoke. I watched Haylee leave and this time I didn’t call out after her. I had already done enough by opening my big mouth. More words weren’t going to solve things right now.

I spent the rest of the morning in hiding. The pool house was still mine and the whole estate was big enough that it wasn’t hard to make myself scarce. I just avoided the main house, the pool, any of the common and highly trafficked areas. I wish I could say I found some kind of contentment in my solitude, but mostly I was bored. Bored and lonely and frustrated…

It was at that moment that my phone chimed. My heart stopped as I read Eve’s name on the iMessage notification. If anyone else had been there they could have heard me audibly gulp. My hands were shaking as I swiped through and entered my pass code. I read the message, started over and read it again half a dozen times before any of it started to sink in.

Hey Steph, I hope things are going well with your family. I’m sorry about how we left things. I know I overreacted a bit. The whole thing is totally confusing, so I’m just sorry if I messed things up.

Another message with an attached picture followed right after. The picture was of a stack of chocolate chip pancakes with Eve standing in the background. My first reaction was a smile. Chocolate chip pancakes were what Eve I made every Sunday morning. We hadn’t had time to start or establish many traditions but that was one that we had.

My second reaction was not quite so wholesome. The pancakes were in the foreground of the picture and were what my eyes gravitated toward first. I had been so focused on the touching and heartwarming aspect of the picture that I missed the main purpose. Behind the stack of pancakes, and only in slightly less focus than the foreground, stood Eve wearing, as far I could tell, nothing except for a kitchen apron. My eyes bulged as I realized what I was looking at. The message read:

Making Sunday pancakes without you just isn’t the same. Decided I needed to spice things up a bit to keep it interesting. What do you think? [image: winking face]

My eyes still glued to my phone, I stumbled across the room and fell onto my bed. I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The softer focus on Eve in the background made things less clear than they might have been. I could feel myself adjusting my phone and even craning my neck as my brain tried to convince itself that there was a better view available if only the pancakes weren’t in the way.

What I could see, however, was still plenty. Eve’s spectacular chest was once again on display. The apron hung, or at least was tied, low enough that her tits were threatening to spill out over the top. She had cinched it tight enough that the neckline cut into them adding the impression that they were going to burst their confines at any moment. Eve’s body was angled obliquely away from the camera giving me an eye popping view of the best side boob I had ever witnessed. Like I’ve said before: some girls have all the luck. Yes, the apron was cinched tight, but truthfully something like that offered no support. So from the side angle there was simply no way that her tits could be sitting that high and perky as though gravity was just someone's opinion they had no interest in learning more about. I licked my lips as my eyes followed the trail of bare skin lower.

Though perhaps not quite so pornographic as the scene made by her chest, Eve’s naked and exposed side was driving me wild. The side angle, accentuated by a cocked hip, made the swell of Eve’s already amazing ass simply sublime. My eyes might have made their way down from up north, but they stopped dead when they saw that ass and stayed there frozen as I drank in the sight.

“Oh, boy,” I said shakily, “not exactly what I was expecting.”

I could hear the catch in my voice. A few minutes ago I had been worried about… my mind was hazy now and I realized I had no idea what I had been worried about or even if I had. Whatever it was or wasn’t or could be… it just wasn’t adequate competition for the attention of my prefrontal cortex apparently. Meanwhile, the lower, more primeval parts of my brain were responding as expected to the oldest stimuli in the history of the animal kingdom: pretty mate, must procreate.

Obviously, procreation was off the table in this case, but the same basic neurological infrastructure was involved in both cases. In my lighter moments, I liked to think that was a certain sophistication in scrambling evolution's intended procreation mechanisms toward purely carnal ends. It was a way to convince myself that what I was doing was a revolutionary act instead of one driven by my insatiable horniness. Maybe both could be true.

What was true though was that things were getting complicated. Again. And even that again part was starting to feel repetitive. There was going to be a point when this got easy, right? Or at least easier?

I sighed and tapped the screen on my phone. I had zoned out a bit and it had gone to sleep. As it woke back up, my arousal decided to join it. I let out a low whistle. For the first time since I first received the picture, I glanced at the pancakes in the foreground. It was honestly a fairly appetizing plate. If I stared at it much longer I’m sure my stomach would have started growling. It was a testament to just how much Eve drove me wild that food that looked that good ended up as an afterthought.

Now the question came: what was I supposed to do about this? I had been confused when I left, confused when I got here, and confused up until I had received the text message and picture from Eve. Where did that leave me? Unsurprisingly, I was still confused. The old confusion hadn’t gone anywhere: confusion about the pandemic and when it might be over, confusion about my sexuality and everything that was going on with Eve, confusion about Haylee and whatever the hell had happened earlier by the pool. All that was still there ready to be layered and built upon.

I’ve always found one of the nice things about confusion to be how polyamorous it was. Always generous and never jealous, confusion was always happy to welcome its friends and associates into bed. It meant that confusion could only ever really build and fall into itself. Confusion was never a distraction from confusion. For that, I was going to need to actually start figuring some things out.

And yet, I couldn't tear my eyes away from Eve. Yes, I needed to come up with a response that let Eve know… well whatever it was that I decided to tell her. But that decision was the part that would need to wait. Not forever, but long enough to get myself in the right state of mind.

Just long enough, that is, to get myself off.

It had been the better part of a week since I had masturbated and I was far overdue. If the nightly dreams of Eve hadn’t been enough to send me into a lust fueled tailspin, the picture from today certainly was. Though I’m not really sure what had taken me so long. Guilt maybe, after what had happened with Eve? Maybe it was the ambiguity of what was going on between us that made me self-conscious fantasizing about her. The possibility of overstepping, misinterpreting, or finding some other way to mess the whole thing up was my constant fear. That is, of course, if I hadn’t already screwed things up beyond repair.

But here, in about the clearest form imaginable, was the evidence that I hadn’t screwed things up. Maybe I’d complicated them. In fact, that much was certain. But Eve wasn’t sending me near naked photos with racy captions in order to tell me it was over.

Could she have been doing it to make me jealous? You know, a “see-what-you’re-missing” kind of thing. I didn’t find that likely. It wasn’t really the kind of thing I thought Eve would do, though admittedly I had already realized that week how little I knew about her. And the other two messages she had sent spoke to a different, messier reality. A reality that I would have to untangle and make sense of. Just not now.

Now, I needed release.

I stripped quickly. When I was by myself I had no need for a slow build, especially now. I was so built up and horny that there was no patience left for teasing or taking my time. I started to touch myself as I stared at Eve in the picture.

Having been with Eve for real, I knew that a picture could never live up to reality, but considering the circumstances, it wasn’t a bad consolation prize. My fingers danced around my clit, playing the staccato notes to the orgasmic jazz solo pulsing through my body. It didn’t take long before I felt the first rumors of an orgasm starting. Just as I was trying to decide whether to slow my pace or go for broke, I heard something.

My mind was swimming in lust and since I wasn’t exactly being quiet (since I had the privacy of the whole pool house) it was hard to tell if I had just imagined it. It sounded a bit like something falling, or being knocked over. But there had been a second, softer sound after that. It had been different, less an inanimate object clattering to the ground and more…human or maybe animal?

I waited for a heartbeat and then another and even a few more. The only thing I could hear were the distant shouts and splashes of someone enjoying themselves at the pool. Must have just been the wind, I said to myself, and resumed my business.

It took a bit to get back to where I had been but the seductive smile and Eve’s tantalizing curves, both fully on display in the photo, helped make short work of it. Each time my fingers circled around my clit, I felt myself aching for the real thing. I wanted that sexy body here in person. I wanted it to be her fingers tracing their way around my clit, moving like a blur, going faster and faster until… My phone dinged.

“Fuck!” I groaned as the momentary distraction shattered my concentration.

My disappointment lasted only a few seconds until I saw the source: another message from Eve. I may have been momentarily disappointed not to be greeted by another salacious photo, but I quickly got over it. The message was short and sweet: Cat got your tongue? It was followed by a few different varieties of winky-face emoji.

I texted back: Sorry about that! Takes me a little while longer to text back with only one hand ;).

Eve: Oh, is someone getting off looking at that picture?

Me: Can you blame me? Those pancakes aren’t the only thing that looks good enough to eat.

I know. I’m corny. Sue me.

The conversation went on like that. Us exchanging sexy banter, sending risque photos, and talking about what we were doing to ourselves and what we wanted to be doing for each other. Before long, I couldn’t take it any longer and Eve couldn’t either. Whatever complication or confusion was between us melted away as the orgasm filled my body with warmth and pleasure that pushed out any negative thought that might have still been lurking in my brain. At the end of it, I was exhausted, lying flat on the bed and gasping for air.

I was just about to think about getting up when I heard another noise and then thought I saw motion through the gap in the blinds by the back window. I dressed quickly and went outside to check. There was no one there and I was beginning to wonder if I had just imagined it. I turned to go back inside and felt something under my foot. Bending down I picked it up: a bracelet with the letters: H.P.

Haley Pollan. That realization was equal parts excitement and dread. Things just got a bit more complicated.


CHAPTER 7
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“She did WHAT?!?!”

Eve’s response to what Haley had done was lighter hearted than I would have expected. She feigned being scandalized by the whole thing, but made it clear that she wasn’t mad. That surprised me. Eve was on the other end of the phone. I had called her immediately after I had found out.

“Why would I be mad?” she asked. And it was a fair question. It’s not like I had asked Haley to spy on me while I was getting down to business. It’s not like I had even known. And yet, it seemed to me like it was exactly the kind of thing that would lead to a fight. The relief I felt was palpable.

“So how do you feel about it?” Eve flipped it around on me.

“Umm,” I stalled for time. It was a good question. And I honestly hadn’t spent too much time sorting through it. How did I feel?

On the one hand, I felt violated. Certainly, my privacy had been at least. I expected to feel more angry or even upset by the whole thing, but that didn’t seem to materialize. That was interesting.

“I don’t know exactly,” I said. It felt like a safe answer. At least it was an honest one. “I guess I’m a little annoyed by it. What did she think she was doing watching me like that? Why did she think it was okay?”

“Just a little annoyed?” Eve’s voice was neutral. “Anything else?”

“What do you mean?” I felt my defenses rise. The question felt like an accusation.

“Is she cute?” Eve asked. The casual tone to the question was too contrived to be authentic.

“I mean…” What did I mean? Obviously, Haley was cute. I could lie about that, but in the modern world of social media, it wasn’t like there was no risk there. How hard would it be for Eve to find a picture of Haley if she got curious? And then I would be up the creek without a paddle, because…well, obviously Haley was cute. And more than that, she was freaking hot. “She’s not exactly hard to look at.”

My stomach was twisted in knots as I waited for Eve to speak. The silence from the other end of the line was deafening as it stretched. For a moment, I thought that the call might have disconnected.

Eve laughed. “I knew it! Oh, I just tell you in your voice that this wasn’t just about you being upset about it. It got you a little excited, didn’t it?”

I was surprised how quickly she had me pegged. She was right, of course. And it felt like there was little point in lying if it had all been that obvious to her.

“Maybe.”

“It’s totally okay!” Eve said and the words melted the tension in my shoulders. “It sounds fucking hot.”

I don’t know what exactly I expected her to say, but it certainly had not been that.

“Hot?” I repeated it back to her as a question, more to make sure I had heard her right than anything else. It simply was not what I had expected her to say.

“Yea, hot,” Eve replied with a smile in her voice. “You don’t think so?”

“I…don’t know what to think.”

“That’s fair. I guess these last few weeks have been a lot.”

I sighed. “No freaking kidding. Look Eve, I already feel like I messed things up with how I handled the whole trip out here. I can’t tell you how relieved I was to get that text message from you⁠—”

“Oh, I bet,” Eve said in a sing-song voice.

I laughed. “No—I didn’t mean it like that. Don’t get me wrong. You aren’t gonna hear anything that even sounds remotely like a complaint from me. But I’m so worried about messing it up again. And that was what I was expecting after this whole thing with Haley. With her watching me and her getting an eyeful by the pool⁠—”

“Excuse me?” Eve said, her tone still lighthearted. “Did you leave something out?”

I felt the dread well up in my stomach again, but it lasted for only a moment before Eve’s voice dispelled my fears.

“Relax, Steph. You aren’t in trouble. I’m not mad. You didn’t do anything wrong and honestly we haven’t even talked about what exactly we are and if we are even exclusive. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t want you to go hop into bed with this little harlot quite yet or anything like that. But this is all new, for me too, but especially for you. Give yourself a little grace.”

Wow. That was all I could think at first. Everything she said made complete and total sense. It was all so…perfect. Honestly, it was like she could anticipate and alleviate any of my concerns or deep-seated fears before I had even voiced them. But then why was I so thrown by the whole thing? I pondered the question for a moment and then the obvious answer struck me: I was so caught off guard by how truly kind and supportive Eve was being. A lifetime of dramatic failed romances and a healthy diet of reality television and trashy RomComs had taught me that this was exactly the sort of misunderstanding that was supposed to doom things. Or at least it was supposed to lead to that…wasn’t it?

“Helllo?”

It was clear from Eve’s tone that it wasn’t the first time she had said it.

“Sorry, I got distracted.”

“Clearly,” she said and her voice was still light.

My mind was moving a million miles an hour turning over everything that Eve had said and that I had said, even going back to our conversations before I had left the apartment. It was all so much to⁠—

“Wait,” I said as time seemed to slow, “what did you mean by yet?”

Eve laughed. “I was wondering if you were going to catch that.”

“You said ‘I don’t want you to go hop into bed with this little harlot quite yet’. Which means…” The pause had nothing to do with figuring out what it meant. Instead, it was just me trying to come to terms with what I had just heard. “You do want me to hop into bed with her at some point?”

The words didn’t seem real even as they were tumbling out of my mouth. Obviously, I had stepped in it again, but, of course, I hadn’t. Eve laughed, light and airy so that it almost sounded like a giggle.

“I mean, it’s not like you have to or anything, but I wouldn't necessarily be opposed to it.” When Eve paused I could hear the blood whooshing in my ears. “As long as I get all the juicy details.”

“You are just full of surprises,” I said, still taken aback by how this was all playing out. This couldn’t be real life could it? There had to be some drawback that I wasn’t seeing. Some reason that I couldn’t have my cake and eat it too. Even though it seemed like that was exactly what was happening.

“Listen, you’re new at this. I’ve had my experience with other girls. As much as I love the idea of being your first and only, I realize it’s a little unfair to you. I want to date you. Badly. And I’m not telling you that you should just go around fucking anything with two legs and tits, but if you want to experiment a bit within the confines of us still dating, I’m open to the idea.”

“So like an open relationship?” It was dumb, but I felt a stab of jealousy at that moment. Here Eve was, being more than understanding and generous about the whole thing, being secure and confident enough to not be upset that a hot younger woman had seen me topless and then watched me pleasure myself. Even more than that, she was telling me that she wasn’t opposed to me fooling around with said younger woman. And the first thing that popped into my mind was how unbearable the thought of Eve was with someone else.

“Sort of,” she said and it felt like my heart was being stabbed. “But not really. I’m not looking to sleep around.” The stabbing sensation relented once again. “I’m into you. Just you. The only way I’ll be sleeping with anyone else is if you are doing it too.”

She paused and let that sink in for a moment. I was a little slow on the uptake and the silence stretched on until the lightbulb went off in my head.

“Oh,” I said,” you mean like a threesome.”

“Yea.” Eve chuckled. “Like a threesome. How does that sound to you?”

There was only one right and obvious answer.

“That sounds fucking hot.”


CHAPTER 8
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After the phone call with Eve I felt better, but only briefly. There weren’t doubts that crept in or second guessing about what Eve had discussed. There was still plenty there to sort out but that was all good stuff, all exciting. No, what had my anxiety skyrocketing again after the call were the more boring, logistical issues and embarrassments that resulted from the Haley situation.

What was I supposed to say? How was I supposed to act? Sure, Eve and I might make a few jokes. We might even indulge in a few fantasy situations, but this wasn’t some poorly produced porno—it was real life! It’s not like I was just going to walk up to Haley, confront her about spying on her, and then make some corny pickup line asking her if she liked what she saw or if she wanted a private show. Seconds later we would both be topless and sucking face and then⁠—

I had to stop myself, realizing once again that what had started out as a normal train of thought had devolved into complete smut. It was beginning to become a problem. I had it bad for this girl and I couldn’t shake the feeling that she was going to be trouble. Eve might not be completely against the idea of me fooling around with another woman, maybe even with this girl in particular, but that was just talk, right? I mean she might be telling the truth but it’s not like either of us really expected that was going to happen. She didn’t really expect that I was going to somehow plan and execute a seduction of my parents’ friends’ daughter while we were all under the same roof (well not technically the same roof, but you get what I mean).

Did she?

It would have been great to stay on the phone with Eve for hours and talk through everything. Eliminate all the ambiguity and questions and problem spots. But of course, life often doesn't work that way. Sometimes we have a little less time than we would hope and we have to do the best with what we have. Real life always gets in the way. Little things like, you know, the fact that both Eve and I still had jobs and she had a big meeting the next day she needed to prepare for. I had a “welcome” dinner to attend with the Pollan’s. My absence would be conspicuous, rude, and noted. As much as I wanted to simply curl into a ball and never leave the pool house, I knew I would regret it. The explanations and conversations that would come out of me skipping dinner would end up the bigger hassle.

Reluctantly, I showered—didn’t wash my hair—changed and then headed to the main house for dinner. When I got there, everyone else was already seated. I scanned the table for an open seat. Haley caught my eye and waved at me, a broad smile on her face. I told myself it was just polite, but there was something knowing in it. For a brief second, I almost thought that she winked at me, but I must have imagined it. I took a big gulp. The seat Haley indicated was across from her and it was the only seat open.

“Steph!” It was my mom. “Thank you for joining us, sleepyhead!”

Looking around the table at the flushed and reddened faces it was clear that the group had been into the wine. I chuckled and shook my head, taking the seat across from Haley. Her father launched into a confusing and confused anecdote about the time he thought he had seen Burt Reynolds at the airport. By the time he got to the end of it, it was unclear exactly what had happened or when. The whole thing ran off the rails and ended up with Haley’s father and my own trading dumb dad jokes, while Haley and I tried not to die of embarrassment.

“Oh man,” I said, burying my head in my hands while our dads continued their performance at the other end of the table. I shot back to attention when I felt fingertips brush against my hands.

I looked up to see Haley’s hands touching my own. Her eyes were fixed on me, her face screwed up with sincere concern.

“Are you okay?” she asked and for a moment I couldn’t answer.

Everything in her body language and her voice said that there was nothing more to it than what it seemed. She was concerned. She was a friend and her reaching out a hand to gently touch me and see if I was okay was reasonable. And yet…after what we both knew had happened earlier than afternoon, how could we pretend that there wasn’t more to the gesture? My heart thumped in my chest. I could feel a confusing and familiar warmth in my stomach. Despite myself, I was getting aroused at the feeling of Haley touching me.

I pulled my hand away, perhaps too quickly. For a moment, Haley’s expression looked like she had been struck. There was confusion there and hurt too. A second later that was gone.

“I’m sorry,” she said genuinely. “I didn’t mean to startle you. Just wanted to make sure you’re okay.”

I glanced down the table. The other six members of our group were already on to the next confusing story and appeared to be paying no attention to us. I felt some of the tension go out of my shoulders. It was anxiety producing enough trying to figure out how to act around Haley without also feeling like our interactions were being examined under a microscope.

“No, I’m sorry. I just didn’t expect that.” I searched for the proper words to diffuse the situation. “Just a little confused, I guess.”

That might not have been the right word to choose given the circumstances. Haley seemed to perk up almost instantly. She raised one curious eyebrow.

“Confused?”

“I didn’t mean like that,” I said, stumbling over my words.

I could feel the flush in my cheeks. My eyes darted around the table but no one other than Haley appeared to be paying me any mind. That was good. I felt exposed at that moment. Like if anyone had bothered to glance over at me all my secrets would be revealed. It was nonsense of course, but even knowing that did nothing to alleviate the feeling.

“Oh, I think you might have,” Haley said and then she winked.

Holy shit. My hands felt clammy. This girl was trouble, big trouble. I took several deep breaths in vain, hoping that it might stop the room from spinning. It did not.

“I’m kind of with someone,” I said, leaning across the table, pretending to reach for the butter, but really just closing the distance between Haley and me so that we weren’t overheard.

I watched Haley’s face to see how she would take the news. I expected disappointment, defiance, maybe anger, but instead…all I saw was an enigmatic smile. She was toying with me and from the looks of things, she was enjoying every second of it.

“Eve, right?” she asked with a knowing smile.

My blood went cold. I forced myself to take long, deep breaths even though every part of my body wanted to hyperventilate. This was all too much to handle. I didn’t know if it was possible to die from embarrassment, but I figured I was going to find out. Oh, if I had only known the half of it!

“What are you two talking about?”

My head snapped around to see Gabby looking at us, a smile on her face, wide and expectant. I felt a surge of anger rise up in my gut, but pushed it away. It was misguided. I wanted nothing less than to talk about any of this with anyone, Gabby included, but it wasn’t her fault. She had no way of knowing.

Still, I was at a complete loss for words. My mind was blank. All I needed to do was say something innocuous. Anything at all really. Oh, we were just talking about what classes Haley is taking this semester or I was just telling Haley about my job or even just Oh, nothing. But when I opened my mouth, nothing came out.

“Steph had a fight with her roommate today, I think.” Haley broke the silence.

I nearly choked as I tried to nonchalantly sip my water. Suddenly, it wasn’t just Gabby’s face turned in my direction. The other five faces—my parents, the Pollans, my brother—all turned toward me.

“That’s not true,” I stammered. I had hoped for the words to sound casual and confident. Instead, they sounded thin and whiny. My face was burning up.

“Oh, that's weird then,” Haley said. “I came by the pool house earlier to see if you wanted anything for lunch. I heard raised voices. It sounded like you were shouting ‘Eve, Eve, Eve!’ again and again. I figured you guys must be fighting.”

I wanted to crawl into a hole and die. Haley had a shit eating grin on her face. The other six faces were masks of concern. Had they really not picked up on the over the top innuendo that Haley was pretending to be clueless about? Maybe there was at least some silver lining to this whole thing.

“It wasn’t a fight.” The words sounded weak as they came out of my mouth. Inadequate to the task at hand.

Haley screwed up her face in an exaggerated expression of confusion. I glanced furtively at the others. The game that Haley was playing seemed so obvious how had none of them picked up on it⁠—

Whatever train of thought my mind had been on came to a screeching halt as I felt a hand on my thigh. My eyes immediately found Haley’s and I could see the mischief there. She was leaned forward, closer to the table, presumably demonstrating concern and attention to what I was saying. Now, I realized it was just so she could get close enough to add a physical element to the teasing.

I didn’t know what to do. And that was for several reasons. The first was that I was completely and utterly mortified. I could see no good way to extricate myself from the situation without giving away the whole game. The second was that with Haley’s hand on my knee, I was terrified of doing anything that would draw attention to it. That would lead to some uncomfortable questions from the group. Questions that I didn’t have good answers to. Questions I was terrified Haley would step in and try to answer herself.

The final reason that I didn’t know what to do was that there was very little blood making its way to my brain just then. Instead, it filled my cheeks, rushed to my chest until a scarlett spot was blooming there and spreading across my chest. I could feel my heartbeat in between my legs. In short, I was out of control horny.

I choked back a gasp as Haley’s fingers moved their way up my leg. I could feel the puddle growing between my legs. My eyes caught Haley’s glance again and I nearly lost it right there. Those pouty lips. Those seductive, sultry eyes. The swell of her breasts and her ass (for which I had to rely on my memory)...I had it bad for this girl. And what was worse was that she was very very aware of that fact. And seemed devoted to using it to torture me endlessly. I would have been annoyed or maybe even angry. Would have been, if I wasn’t so fucking turned on.

Suddenly, overcome with the whole thing, I couldn’t take it anymore. Abruptly I pushed my chair away from the table, feeling Haley’s fingertips as they slid against my inner thigh. There was a part of me that didn’t want to be moving away from that feeling, but it was too late. I was turning, spinning, ready to get out of there quickly. And then one of my legs caught awkwardly against the chair and I went down. HARD.

White hot pain shot through my knee and tears pooled in my eyes as I struggled furiously to blink them away. There were voices, presumably those voices were saying words and those words made sentences. I didn’t waste a moment to worry what those sentences were about. I was back on my feet a moment later, somewhat worse for the wear. Each step was agony, but, soldiering through, I pushed my way out the backdoor and hurried across the courtyard to the pool house.

The sense of relief once I was back in my room was so profound, I didn’t even hear the footsteps that had followed me.

“I am so so sorry.”

I turned to see Haley there. Judging by the guilty look on her face, her apology was sincere.

“Are you insane?” I shouted, all the stress and anxiety of the last hour, or longer really, suddenly bubbling to the surface.

Haley stopped short and stared. For a moment, I thought I had hurt her feelings. Instead, she just smiled and shook her head.

“You are so hot when you’re pissed,” she said.

Once again, my horniness was getting in the way of my ability to be angry. It was becoming a real problem.

“Are you kidding me?” I tried to muster the same anger from my first outburst but I could already feel that the wind was out of my sails.

“Not at all,” Haley said with a smile that made my knees weak.

“Okay, I walked into that one,” I said, and I laughed.

Haley did too. She took a step toward me. God, this girl was dangerous. Even after all her inappropriate teasing, I still found her so alluring that her telling me I looked hot melted my opposition like ice cream on a hot summer day. And much like an ice cream cone, I wouldn’t have minded Haley’s tongue—Jesus Christ, Steph! Get a grip.

Haley’s smirk drove me wild. It was equal parts innocent and filthy, captivating as a study in contrasts. I had heard people talking about ‘hate-fucking’ before but I hadn’t really understood it until that moment. Don’t get me wrong; I didn’t hate Haley. But it made me realize that there was a weird and confusing way sometimes that arousal and anger can overlap, mix and meld, and end up being two halves of the same coin. That was how it was with Haley. I wanted her and I wanted to wipe that stupid smirk off her face, and those weren’t really separate feelings.

“Listen here,” I said, taking a step forward and pointing one angry finger in Haley’s direction. I poked her in the chest, not exactly gently but not hard either. I repeated the gesture several times to add emphasis between each word. “I. AM. IN. A. RELATIONSHIP. Okay? That clear enough for you?”

“Umm, Steph?” Haley glanced at me and then down at my hand that was—That’s odd. My hand was no longer poking at Haley’s chest in accusation. Somehow, when I hadn’t realized it my hand had drifted down and nestled itself comfortably on Haley’s hip. I pulled it back. “And the other one?”

My heart nearly leapt into my throat when I saw what my other hand was doing. It was resting on Haley’s chest, not poking but instead gently cupping one of her rather impressive breasts.

“Sorry,” I stammered and let the other hand drop.

If Haley was upset about it, she certainly didn’t show it.

My mind was still going in a million different directions, so I decided to split the difference and wipe that smile off her face in the most direct way possible. I pulled Haley into me and kissed her hard on the mouth. And for a moment I forgot about everything else in the world.

I felt the excitement coursing through my body, the tension that had been building for hours now finally could see an outlet. This was going to be—And then as quickly as the mood had overtaken me, it vanished. The pit in my stomach had nothing to do with arousal and everything now to do with dread. I pulled away from this kiss.

Haley’s expression was confused.

“I can’t,” I said as I struggled to explain. “I can’t do that to Eve. I’m with her.”

Haley said nothing as my hands fell away from her body and I stepped back. Was there disappointment on her face? Anger? Her expression was blank and unreadable. The silence was nearly unbearable.

“I need to call her,” I said.

While the phone was ringing, Haley seemed to get a new idea. I sat on the bed with the phone to my ear, waiting for one ring and then two and then three. I was so anxious that I didn’t notice Haley crawl onto the bed with me. It wasn’t until I felt the heat of her breath against my ear lobe that I realized what she was doing.

“Good idea,” she rasped, her voice low and sultry. “Give your girlfriend a call so she can listen as I have my way with you. Just think how fucking hot that would be.”

My body went tense and I shot to my feet like I had been fired out of a cannon. Haley had the same knowing smirk on her face as before. She clearly still thought this was a game, clearly thought that I was into whatever twisted fantasy she was peddling. Unfortunately, she wasn’t exactly wrong. Obviously, I couldn’t betray Eve’s trust in me—at least anymore than I already had—but that didn’t mean that Haley, the situation, and the filthy words she poured into my ear weren’t having an effect. No, I was fucking horny. I needed Eve to answer the phone like right now. Otherwise, I was worried about what I might do.

Thankfully, on the sixth ring, just as Haley climbed off the bed and started walking toward me, Eve answered.

“Hello, beautiful,” Eve answered in a sing-song voice.

“Umm, hi,” I said suddenly struggling to find the right words. I had been so focused on getting her to pick up the phone that I hadn’t thought much about what to say once she did. I was just about to continue when I felt Haley smack me lightly on the ass. A surge of pleasure went through me that almost made me yelp. My knees wobbled and I could feel myself growing wetter. “Stop that!”

“Stop what?” Eve asked at the same time that Haley said “Oops, just couldn’t help myself.”

“No, not you Eve,” I said as I stared daggers at Haley.

She misinterpreted their meaning. “Oh, you are giving me the sexiest “fuck-me” eyes that I have ever seen.”

Eve asked, “Is there someone else there?”

“No,” I answered, too quickly. “I mean, yes. She is. Haley I mean. And she’s still trying to seduce me. We…umm…we kissed. It didn’t mean anything and…oh, fuck…it was my fault. I was the one who kissed her. I don’t know what came over me. I just shouldn’t have⁠—”

“It’s okay.” Eve’s voice stopped my avalanching apology in its tracks. “Let me talk to her.”

“What?” I had been prepared for a lot of responses, most of them bad, but even a few where Eve didn’t freak out all that much, especially after what she had said earlier about discovery and experimentation. I mean, she had even seemed to suggest that she wanted me to fuck Haley. My mind was spinning, I was overwhelmed and confused. But for a moment everything vanished. Why did Eve want to talk to Haley? Whatever doubts I had remained in my own mind as I extended the phone toward Haley.

She had a confused smile on her face. “For me?”

I nodded and she took the phone.

“Hello?”

And after that I heard only snippets of the conversation and only on Haley’s side. The smile vanished quickly and her whole expression changed. Was she afraid? Ashamed? No, neither of those fit. Her face was more somber, more serious, though. The happy-go-lucky aw-shucks innocence had been replaced by a look of pure concentration. Is it awful that I couldn’t help thinking how sexy she looked with her face screwed up all serious like that? I clenched and unclenched my hands; I told myself to breathe.

“I understand.” Haley’s voice was flat and monotone.

I wanted so badly to know what Eve was saying. Another thirty seconds of silence before Haley said “I understand” again and then handed the phone back to me. Her expression was still unreadable.

“She wants to talk to you,” Haley said and then she left.

I stood frozen there for a moment, until the faint echo of Eve’s voice saying “Steph? Are you there?” woke me from my stupor. I quickly brought the receiver up to my ear.

“Hi, yes. Sorry. Is everything okay?” I asked, unsure what the appropriate question was given the circumstances.

“Everything is taken care of,” Eve said and I could almost hear the enigmatic smile in her voice.

“What does that mean?” I asked.

“It means,” Eve said, her voice still smiling, “that everything is taken care of. You don’t need to worry your pretty head about it.”

“Oh, that’s good.”

“Now,” Eve said and the tone of her voice became sultry, “I’m guessing you were left feeling a little unsatisfied after all that. I might be able to help you out there…”


CHAPTER 9
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“Coming!” I shouted at the top of my lungs and both meanings were in full effect.

The orgasm ripped through my body and melted my mind as Eve continued to pour on filthy encouragement over the phone line. By the time it was over, I was panting and out of breath. My whole body felt warm and at peace and content. Until the knocking came again.

“Ughh,” I moaned to myself. “What?”

“Still coming?” Haley’s muffled voice came back from outside, but even through the closed and locked doors of the pool house, I could hear the teasing tone in her voice. It had been half a week since Eve had spoken with Haley over the phone and what had come after had been…interesting.

Haley had ceased with the direct attempts at seduction, but otherwise had continued to torment me. It started with the way she dressed. There was a pool, of course, and so she was often in her suit, but it didn’t end at the pool. And while I’m no prude, Haley’s bikinis could only generously be called two-pieces. The amount of fabric some of the bikinis actually sported could have been doubled and then doubled again and still have been more revealing than anything I would have been comfortable wearing in public. Haley had no such inhibitions.

The few times I had managed to sneak a peek at her in those outfits, though, and it wasn’t hard to see why. She looked fucking incredible. Her tits weren’t quite as big or perfect as Eve’s but the girl was still stacked. She was in incredible shape and I have to admit I spent much longer than I should have sometimes, tracing my way across her flat and toned stomach with my eyes. I knew I shouldn’t be doing it, but it was easier said than done. Phone sex with Eve was incredible but it obviously didn’t scratch the same itch as real sex with a real person. And since Eve was hours away and Haley was right here, it was hard not to let my mind wander. And if I gave into the temptation would that even be so bad…

Stop that. I found myself slipping into familiar and unwelcome patterns. Eve was incredible, had been incredible about everything and I wasn’t going to let some busty blonde bombshell mess things up. I laughed to myself. God, this was not going to be easy. Even when I was trying to steel myself up to resist Haley, my inner monologue kept deciding to describe her in rather telling ways. I mean, busty blonde bombshell. This was going to be a challenge.

And if I thought that the first day or two was difficult, it only got worse after that. In addition to the skimpy outfits that she paraded around in, she found a new favorite game: try to walk in on Steph while she was in the middle of phone sex. And she was really fucking good at it. Scary good. I was almost worried that she might be spying on me somehow. Otherwise, how did she always seem to know when to knock? When I brought the concern up to Eve, she dismissed it out of hand. I was a little annoyed that she didn’t seem to take me seriously on this, but I figured she hadn’t steered me wrong yet and so I let it drop.

After I got off the phone with Eve and made myself presentable, I headed toward the main house. When I opened the door to go outside, Haley was still standing right there with a sultry smile on her face.

“Have a good time?”

My face was beet red and I said nothing.

“Sure sounded like,” she said and then winked. “I’m heading to the pool if you want to join me later.”

Her eyes roamed over my body, looking me up and down while she licked her lips. Jesus Christ, I thought, subtly is not one of this girl's strong suits.

“After you go see your mom, that is. She was asking for you.”

Haley headed to the pool and I can’t lie; I took my time watching her as she did. Only when those sexy sauntering hips had disappeared around the corner did I shake my head and head toward the house.

My mother was sitting in the living room in a big red armchair by the window reading a book with a glass of red wine in her hand. She looked up as I entered and a soft, warm smile blossomed on her face.

“Hey Steph,” she said, “how are you today?”

Steph. She rarely used my name in greeting. It was always sunshine. The expression on her face would have been unreadable for anyone who didn’t know her well, but I could see the concern written in the small wrinkles on her brow, in the way her lips were pursed ever so slightly, in just how intensely she tried and failed to make her gaze soft. I was not looking forward to whatever was coming next.

“So Eve gets here when?”

“Two days from now,” I said, not sure where this was going.

Even as apprehension filled me, there was excitement too. Excitement at the thought that Eve would soon be here with us. With me.

After the incident with Haley, when Eve had had to tell her off, we had decided that maybe it would make sense for Eve to come out here. Tests for COVID were now more widely available and with how spread out the grounds were and with the pool house being separate from the main house, it felt like she could be here and still be safe. She was nervous and I was too, but she was going a bit insane living all by herself in the apartment, which made me feel incredibly guilty. I was the one who had left her there, after all.

“Are you excited?” my mother asked and for a reason I couldn’t quite explain the question rankled me.

“Why wouldn’t I be?” I asked with more force and vitriol than I had intended.

“No reason. I just wondered how Haley feels about it.”

My skin felt clammy. It’s impossible to overstate how much I did not want to be having the conversation right now.

“Why would Haley feel something about it?”

“No reason,” she said, repeating that phrase again. “Just seemed like maybe you two were ‘hanging out’ a bit. I thought maybe after that night at dinner earlier in the week…”

She trailed off and waited for me to respond. I was mortified. The air quotes around ‘hanging out’ were so obvious that I could hear them. I wanted to crawl under a blanket and die.

“Oh my god, Mom,” I said, exasperated. “There is no way I am having this conversation with you.”

“Are you being safe?”

“What?”

“Are you being safe? You know, using protection?”

Now the embarrassment switched to anger. I had a lot of built up frustration and maybe I was taking things out a bit on the wrong person, but at that moment that didn’t stop me.

“No, Mom. Me and Haley are raw dogging it every night and now we are both pregnant.” I instantly regretted the words, but I didn’t yet realize how much.

I saw a flash of annoyance on my mother’s face and knew that I had gone too far. My mother usually had a near infinite wellspring of patience from which to draw. If she was losing her cool, I knew I was really out of line. I waited for her to scold me, but what I heard next was worse.

“Oh my god! You told her!”

It was Haley’s voice coming from the kitchen. Neither of us had noticed when she had come in.

“How long have you been standing there?” I asked in a huff.

“Not long. Just heard that last part.” I wanted to wipe that shit-eating grin off her face. The only problem was that I was torn equally between slapping her and kissing her. Both would accomplish the goal, but the implications were about as far apart as could be.

I could feel tears building behind my eyes.

“Get out!” I stammered. Haley held up her hands, whether it was meant to be sincere or mocking. I didn't know or care. When she was outside and the door closed behind her, I buried my head in my hands and let out a muffled scream.

Eve couldn’t get here soon enough.


CHAPTER 10
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The night before Eve arrived, I hardly slept. She was driving out from near D.C. so I knew it would take her several hours. There was no point in being awake at 3AM when Eve likely wouldn’t even be awake until six and by the time she got ready and on the road it would be mid morning, which meant she wouldn’t be here until early afternoon. But awake I was.

I reflected on how weird the passage of time had felt during quarantine. There were weeks that felt like years and months that felt like days. When you woke up in the morning, sometimes you found yourself back in bed ready for sleep what seemed like an instant later. And other times, you glanced at your phone, thinking that the day must already be on its way toward over only to realize you had only been awake for an hour and a half. Until Eve got here, I had a feeling today was going to feel like that.

At 9:30 she sent me a text letting me know she was on her way. The rush of endorphins I got seeing that made me realize just how much I had missed her. Sure, I knew that I wanted her to be here, was excited that she was going to be, but that was different than missing someone. And I missed Eve. And to me that meant something. Well, maybe a whole lot of somethings, but in any case it felt important.

The time passed slowly as I busied myself with Instagram reels and Reddit and Twitter and TikTok and when I glanced at the clock it was 9:45. Fifteen minutes had passed. This was going to be painful.

I tried going for a walk, but gave up after ten minutes. Went for a swim and lasted fifteen. I tried to read a book I pulled from the study in the main house, but found myself reading and rereading the same paragraph again and again and again. Finally, I decided to clean the pool house and get things ready for Eve’s arrival.

Technically, Eve and I weren’t together as far as anyone other than my mom was concerned. And even with her, I had been short on details. For the sake of appearances, the idea I was going with was that Eve would be staying in one of the other bedrooms in the pool house (there were four). To make a good show of it, I figured it would be best to make up one of the other rooms. You know clean it, dust it, make the bed and arrange some fucking throw pillows or something. I went through the motions of it, hardly paying attention to what I was doing. Eve was going to be here and there wasn’t a shot in hell she was going to be sleeping in a different room than me. This was all just for show.

Several months later (hours really but it felt like months), Eve arrived. I watched from the front window that overlooked the driveway, like a child waiting for a friend to show up for a play date. It was a long tree lined drive that wound its way down toward the road, which was hidden from view from this far away. When I saw Eve’s car round the distant bend, I let out a squeal of excitement and ran out to meet her. Whether it was a little over the top or conspicuous never crossed my mind, I was simply too excited. Fuck what anyone else might think.

Eve barely had a moment to open her door, before I wrapped her in a giant bear hug and practically tackled her to the ground.

“Jesus, Steph”, she laughed as we tumbled to the ground. “I guess you are happy to see me.”

“Are you kidding?” I was practically shouting. Giddy as a school girl. All the stress and tension and worry of the past weeks, of the past months really, melted away at least for that moment. And everything felt right.

When we came to a stop, Eve was on top of me, straddling me across the waist and in an instant the mood of the whole thing changed. Suddenly, I wanted nothing more than for her to lean down and kiss me. I fought the urge to reach up and pull her down toward me. I wanted her lips on mine and more than that too. But we were out where anyone could see us and we both knew it. The romantic tension hung there for a moment and then evaporated, both of us smiling and laughing as we helped each other up. There was a part of it that stung, the feeling that I—that we couldn’t be ourselves if other people were around, but maybe that wouldn’t always be the case. And that thought made me happier than I would have imagined.

“Hellooooooo?” Eve waved a hand in front of my face, smiling.

“Sorry,” I said as I snapped back to reality. “Let’s go introduce you to everybody.”

I sped through the introductions with as much haste as I could while still keeping a veneer of politeness. I honestly didn’t give a shit about whether Mr. & Mrs. Pollan knew what Eve did for work, or where she was originally from, or if she had family and how they were handling the pandemic. And more than that, I felt a pang of jealousy that Haley was there, though it was confusing and hard to pin down.

When I first introduced Eve to Haley, Eve had said, “Oh, Haley and I know each other, remember?” I assumed she was just referring to the phone call, but there was a note in her voice and on her face the hint of a…smile? The hair stood up on the back of my neck. I tried to tell myself that I was imagining things but…was I?

And then the jealousy shifted again when I saw the way that Haley was leering at Eve. I told myself that I was jealous because I didn’t want anyone else to be eyeing the woman that I was into, but I knew that was a lie. I was jealous because Haley was looking at Eve the way that Haley had been looking at me for the past week. The jealousy stung and then the realization of its source stung again. My cheeks were flushed as I finally managed to usher Eve out of the room.

“Everything okay?” she asked when we got the car and grabbed her bags.

“Of course!” I said, mustering false enthusiasm that I hoped would match my earlier excitement, but I wasn’t sure that Eve was buying it.

“Well, let’s get my stuff inside. We have some catching up to do.” There was a mischievous glint in her eyes as she said and I could feel myself getting wet just gazing into each other's eyes. Oh boy, did I have it bad for this girl. Phone sex, risque images exchanged over text—that was one thing. But to see her again in the flesh just drove home how wildly, uncontrollably, head over heels, I had fallen for this girl. Though whether I had fallen into love or lust or maybe some combination of the two, wasn’t clear to me yet. What was clear was that I wanted her and I had been waiting too long to wait another instant.

As soon as we got into my room, I was ready to pounce. I locked the door, double checked that all the blinds and curtains and shades were drawn (I had been keeping them closed since Haley had started nosing around). Satisfied that we would have our privacy, I turned toward Eve and moved in for a kiss.

I was taken aback when Eve held up her hands and laughed.

“Easy does,” she said. “We will get right into that in a moment, but I just need a second to decompress.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling dumb. “Of course. I shouldn’t have assumed.”

My face was red with embarrassment.

“Nothing to apologize for!” Eve said and touched me lightly on the shoulder. “Seriously.” She glanced toward the bed. “Can we get a few more pillows? I’m kind of a pillow whore.”

“More pillows? Umm, sure.” There were like four pillows on the bed, but I guess some people need more than two pillows to sleep with, but it was an odd enough request to throw me off. “I’m sure we can find something. I can take a look later for sure.”

“How about now?” Eve said and her voice sounded almost but not quite impatient. “I might need a nap after that long ride.”

“Sure, of course,” I said, tripping over myself as I went to the door. “I know just where I can get some. I’ll be right back.”

My chest stung with the rejection and then I felt bad about that. After all, it was perfectly reasonable that she wanted a nap after getting up early and driving all morning. It didn’t mean she wasn’t still into me. It didn’t mean that I had done anything wrong. Right?

I was lost in my thoughts as I pushed my way into the guest bedroom I had made up earlier. It was just a short walk down the hall and the closest source of a few extra pillows already in pillow cases. Otherwise I would have to check the linen closet in the main house and right now I have no interest in that. The first thing I noticed was the pillows.

The second thing I noticed was Haley lying on her stomach on the bed, resting on her elbows. She was completely naked.

She smiled at me. “Hey, Steph, I hope you don’t mind. After all, I figured Eve would be staying with you. More fun that way, right?”

If I had been taken aback or embarrassed earlier it was nothing compared to mortification and panic that I felt now. This simply could not be real life. Haley was lying on the bed, naked as the day she was born, pretending like it was the most normal thing in the world.

“What are you doing, Haley?” The words tumbled out of my mouth almost before I had a chance to form them. They were hurried and slurred, but I stammered my way through them. My nerves were in full effect.

“Seducing you,” she said, then rolled her eyes in mock exasperation. “Duh!”

Seducing me. I would be lying if I said the thought of a scenario very much like this one had never crossed my mind. I had even had a few similar dreams that had left me more than a little hot and bothered. The guilt from those had been bad enough. But there was a difference between fantasy and reality and I couldn’t believe that this wasn’t another dream. I felt frozen, stunned, trapped.

“If Eve is going to take a nap anyway, what’s the harm? Besides, I know you were worked up after waiting to get it on the moment she got here. I could see the looks you were giving her. You were quite impatient to get those introductions over with. Not that I can blame you. She looks even better in person.”

Haley’s smile was as innocent as it was deadly. I thought my heart might leap out of my chest. There was no way this was really happening. But it was. And the worst part of it was, that I could feel the animal, lust filled part of my brain coming on line, while the rational, thinking part started to shut down. I had been so horny waiting for Eve and my hormones were ready to go. My lust needed an outlet and now one had serendipitously presented itself. I shook my head, willing away the feelings I was struggling to fight.

“This is so fucked, Haley. Even for you. Even after all the other stuff you’ve pulled, this is…” I trailed off, fumbling for the right word and not finding it. My tongue felt heavy and my train of thought struggled along, chugging and huffing and running out of steam. I was in trouble. “Wait!” My mind suddenly refocused on something that Haley had said. “What do you mean if Eve is taking a nap? How do you know that?”

She looked like the cat that had swallowed the canary.

“Maybe it was just a guess.”

“It wasn’t. And you said ‘she looks even better in person’. What the fuck does that mean?”

My mind was spinning and the world along with it. What the fuck was happening?

“Maybe she told me about the nap. Maybe that was part of the plan.”

The plan. My stomach was doing flips.

“The plan?”

“Yea, our plan to seduce you,” said a voice that wasn’t Haley’s.

I turned, spinning so fast I almost knocked into Eve, who was standing behind me. I hadn’t heard her enter the room. I glanced at the door. I hadn’t heard her close it either. I guess I had been a little preoccupied.

Eve smiled at me seductively.

“So,” she asked, “what do you think?”


CHAPTER 11
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Eve stood before me waiting for my answer. I noticed for the first time that she had changed. She had been in a pair of leggings and a sweater from our alma mater when I had left her. Now, significantly less of her body was covered. And whatever else I might have been thinking at that moment, I wasn’t going to complain about that.

She had traded her sweater for a low cut camisole that made her tits pop and showed off her toned stomach. The legging had been replaced by a pair of what you could only call booty shorts. Her hips were cocked to one side as she stood there and I couldn’t help but stare. Though her tits were without a doubt her best feature, she still had an ass to kill for. I could feel myself growing even wetter as I looked at her.

I battled for a moment with a stabbing dizzying sense of jealousy. I knew it was stupid. What was I really jealous about? Eve hadn’t done anything with Haley other than plan out this surprise for…me.

“You hate it,” Eve said. I could see the worry on her face. “We absolutely don’t have to⁠—”

Eve never finished the sentence because at that moment I stepped forward and kissed her. It hadn’t been that long since I had kissed her. A few weeks. But it felt like it had been years. I should have remembered more or less what it was like. If you had asked me half a second earlier I would have told you so. And I would have been very very wrong.

It was almost like kissing her for the very first time. It felt new and exhilarating and fresh. I was lost in the touch of her lips against mine. Her arms wrapped around my body and pulled me into her. Her tongue darted into and then out of my mouth. My pussy ached as her fingers traced light patterns on my back and then cupped my ass. I nearly yelped as she gave it a hard but pleasant squeeze.

Eventually, we broke the kiss.

“Hot damn!” Haley said. She put her fingers in mouth and produced a fairly convincing wolf-whistle. “When do I get my turn?”

I turned back toward Haley, laughing. I was ready to tease her a little bit to be patient, but as I saw her, the words died on my lips. She was sitting up now on her knees. I nearly gasped as I took in her full frontal naked form for the first time. I could feel myself dripping. Her heavy tits sat there pert and perky, making a mockery of gravity. I felt like a horny teenager at that moment. The only thing flashing thought in my brain was BOOBS.

“Holy shit,” I said finally and all three of us laughed. I had spent plenty of time checking out Haley in her skimpy suits and other time besides that fantasizing about what she looked like under there. “Guys I think I’m a tit girl.”

Eve laughed the loudest. She pulled me back in for another kiss, making sure to push out her own impressive chest as she did, mashing her tits against mine.

“Duh,” she said. “I was your first. How could you not be?”

“Those do look mighty good,” Haley said. I looked back and she licked her lips playfully and then winked.

“Well, what are you waiting for?” Eve asked.

“The bed is comfy,” Haley teased. “Why don’t you come over here?”

I watched breathlessly as Eve sauntered over to Haley. My mind was going to explode with lust. There was no way this was real. I pinched myself on the arm, but only got a welt for my trouble. I didn’t wake up. This was really happening.

Haley sat up straighter as Eve approached so that with her kneeling on the bed and Eve standing next to it, she was only about a head shorter. Apparently, it was the perfect height. Unceremoniously, she reached forward and pulled the neckline of Eve’s top down. Eve’s massive perfect tits sprang forcefully into view. I felt like I could have cum just from that sight. And then Haley leaned forward and took one of Eve’s delicate pink nipples into her mouth and sucked on it greedily.

I felt a pang of jealousy, but it was minor compared to how turned on I was. I wanted this, I realized then for certain. Eve was still the one for me. Still the one I wanted to be with, but she made me feel so safe and so secure, even with how new everything was, that I trusted her with this. I trusted that we could do this and afterwards still be us. It terrified and excited me and in that moment I decided to surrender.

“Is someone feeling a little left out?” Haley asked as she popped Eve’s nipple out of her mouth and glanced at me.

The look of hunger in her eyes made my knees weak and my palms sweaty. I nodded and she smiled at me.

“Then get those pretty titties over here,” she said with a smile.

I complied without a second thought. I stood next to Eve and Haley switched her attention to me.

“Let’s get this shirt off of her,” she said and then four hands were on me, turning me, moving my arms, pulling my shirt.

It was like I was an object or a piece of meat the way they manhandled my body and stripped me down until I was naked from the waist up. The sensation of it all nearly made me mad with lust. I fucking loved it. And no sooner had they stripped me than Haley leaned in and took one of my nipples in her mouth.

“Oh shit,” I moaned and nearly lost my balance. I felt Eve’s hands on me steadying me and that only made it hotter.

“So you have a better view,” she said to me as she brushed a strand of hair out of my face.

In truth, that action, simply brushing away an errant strand of hair felt almost as good as what Haley was doing. The filthiness of what was happening combined with the intimacy of that action made a contrast that thrilled me. Plus, she wasn’t wrong. The view was much better without that hair in the way. And what a view it was. The sensation alone of her mouth around my nipple, her tongue circling and circling it—that would have been enough to get me going and more than that, but the sight of it was one of the hottest things I had ever experienced. Eve still helped to support me as Haley moved from one breast to the other, but even that wasn’t going to be enough soon. The room was starting to spin and I was feeling light headed.

“Need to lie down for a second,” I mumbled, half-delirious.

Haley came up for air. My tit made a wet popping noise as it exited her mouth.

“Well, come on in then. The water’s warm.”

Haley patted a spot on the bed next to her and I collapsed unceremoniously onto it.

“You okay, Steph?” Eve’s voice was light, but I could hear the note of concern in it. It was touching.

“Fine,” I said, closing my eyes against the spinning world. “Think there’s just a lot of anticipation that’s finally coming to fruition. Just taking a minute to adjust.”

“In other words,” Haley said with a smirk, “we made you so out of control horny that we broke your brain.”

“More or less,” I said and we all laughed.

My eyes were still closed when I felt hands on my waistband. They snapped open to see Eve pulling my leggings down, past my knees and then gone. My panties were next. Eve paused and ran her finger along the waistband. She winked at me and a moment later they were gone too.

“Why don’t you make out with this little blonde harlot while I get busy down here?” Eve licked her lips and I could feel my wetness grow.

“Harlot?” Haley asked with mock outrage.

“If the shoe fits,” Eve said and then corrected herself. “Or maybe I should say if the skimpy bathing suit fits.”

“That’s the point though,” Haley said with a laugh. “It doesn’t.”

“Ahem,” I cleared my throat. Their banter was cute and all, but I was horny, delirious, and soaked. There would be time for chit-chat later. Right now I need release.

“Someone’s impatient,” Eve chided me, but seemed to take my point.

Haley did too. She laid down and leaned in for a kiss. Our lips touched and I felt the electricity surge from her lips into mine and then through my body until it felt like every inch of my skin was buzzing. Technically, I had kissed Haley before, briefly and just for a moment. That had been the day at dinner, the same day she had spied on me for the first time. But at that point my mind had been clouded with doubt and uncertainty and it had come through in the kiss. Now, there was no doubt. I had given in wholly and completely. What a difference it made.

It was different than kissing Eve but also the same. Different because Haley’s kisses were hungrier, dirtier, full of lust and hunger and not much else. There had been care and gentleness when I was kissing Eve, even when things got hot and heavy. None of that was there with Haley and that was exciting in its own way.

I was so lost in the sensation provided by a new set of lips that I had almost completely forgotten what Eve had said. The feeling of her tongue on my clit was pretty effective as far as reminders go.

“Holy fuuuck,” I shouted nearly at the top of my lungs as I pulled back from Haley. “That feels so fucking good.”

“Hey now,” Haley said as Eve continued to drink me in, “don’t forget about me.”

Her hand gripped my arm and pulled closer into her. Our tits pressed against each other and I shuddered as my nipple brushed against hers.

“God Steph,” she moaned as she kissed her way down my neck. “You have no idea how long I have thought about this. You are so fucking hot.”

“Oh?” I felt a surge of arousal as she spoke. It was possible I had some kind of praise kink. Hearing a woman who had experience with other women tell me that she wanted me or that she found me hot, set me off, made the room spin, and turned me into a sopping wet puddle. If Eve hadn’t been so busy at that moment lapping it all up, I would have been worried about soaking the sheets. That’s how turned on I was.

“Oh hell yea,” Haley said, her voice a sultry whisper in my ear. “I’ve wanted to do this for years. In truth, you were the reason I first realized I was into girls.”

Holy shit. That set me off. Even lying flat on my back the room still spun and faster now than before. I saw spots in my vision. I couldn’t even decide whose mouth was turning me on more at that moment: Eve’s, which was busy eating my pussy, or Haley's, which was heaping on filthy praise in between kissing my neck and nibbling on my earlobe. All I knew was that I was close, maybe even past the point of no return. SO. SO. CLOSE.

“You were the first girl I ever touched myself thinking about,” Haley’s breath was deep and raspy. I looked down to see that she was touching herself now too while we kissed. I couldn’t hold it in anymore. After weeks of phone sex, teasing, temptation, and who knows what else, everything finally came to head. And it was glorious. The orgasm tore through my body more powerfully even than the first ones that I had had with Eve. That there were two people with me and not just one added to how hot and forbidden the whole thing was. And then Haley telling me that she used to touch herself thinking about me, that I had been the first girl she had fantasized about…it all built and combined into an orgasm that felt like fireworks, exploding across my skin, warmth and light and pleasure all mixing, the pleasure growing more and more intense until it crested and I was left spent and panting on the bed.

Haley rested her head against my shoulder and Eve climbed up next to me and did the same on the other side. Both of them ran their hands across my body, gently, languorously. We had gotten the first one out of the way—or at least my first one—and now we had all the time in the world.

“Surprise,” Eve said and kissed me on the cheek at the same time Haley kissed me on the other. “Did you like it?”

I could barely speak. I was breathing so hard.

“Best surprise ever,” I said practically gasping between the words. I looked first to Eve, then Haley, and then back. “I think the three of us are going to have a lot of fun this summer.”

“So, um, Haley…” Eve broke the silence this time. There was something in her voice that set me ever so slightly on edge.

“Relax,” Haley said, apparently understanding what that tone meant before even I did. “I’m not in love with Steph or anything like that. All of what I said about her being the first girl I was into is true and all, but that’s all just lust. Besides, she’s too old for me to think about it like that. Both of you really are.” She beamed at us. “Looks like I bagged myself a couple of MILFs.”

“MILFs?” I laughed. “We’re like what? Three years older than you?”

Haley nodded somberly. “Exactly. Scandalous when you think about it. The two of you taking advantage of a sweet young innocent like me, ravishing my nubile and unspoiled⁠—”

“Oh, please,” Eve said and reached across me to give Haley a playful shove on the arm. “You are the biggest deviant out of all of us.”

“Thank you so much,” Haley said and it sounded like she was practicing an acceptance speech for the Oscars. “That’s really so kind of you.”

We all laughed and lapsed back into the comfortable silence.


EPILOGUE
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“Oh, god! Don’t fucking stop.” I shouted loud enough to wake the dead.

In my defense, no one else was home but the three of us. The others had gone on a hike that day. Also, it was hard not to be a little vocal while Haley was busy rearranging my inside with an eight inch neon purple strap-on. Eve watched from the chair in the corner, touching herself while Haley fucked me for what had to have been the fourth or fifth time today. I could feel myself growing sore from the relentless pounding that I received from both of my girls. After this one, I would need a breather and then the next few rounds we might have to switch. Eve and Haley usually liked to compete a bit to spoil me, so I usually spent more time on the receiving end of things than the reverse, but I certainly took my turn when they let me.

I was close and Haley knew it. Months of being together and the three of us had formed an almost unspoken sexual connection. The pitch and the pace of someone's moan, the way their body tensed and quivered, the way their eyes grew wide or else closed tight—all these signs and more we learned implicitly from each other. I barely needed more than a glance or a quick listen to know that Eve or Haley was about to cum. It was the same for me and the other girls.

“Come on, babe, cum for her,” Eve voiced her encouragement from the sidelines.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck,” I was practically screaming each time Haley thrust inside me. I could feel my walls stretching as the dildo filled me up until I felt like I would explode. And then I did.

The orgasm was maybe the fifth of the day and if it lacked the intensity of the first few, it more than made up for it in the peaceful and warm way it lingered. By the time it was over my eyes were drooped and heavy. I moved forward and felt the dildo slide out of me. I was so sensitive from all the attention of the day that the sensation straddled the line between pleasure and sensory overload. Phew, I definitely needed a break. I turned over onto my back. Haley was looking down at me smiling.

“I don’t think I’ll ever get tired of that,” Haley said.

I cocked one eyebrow in question.

“You look so hot when you cum,” she explained. “And then after. It’s adorable really.” She leaned down and kissed me. Her lips lingered and I knew why.

COVID was over. Or at least over enough that quarantine was no longer needed. It didn’t seem like things were out of the woods yet, but they were getting better, which meant…It was time to return to the real world. For all of us.

The rest of my family and Haley’s had chosen to commemorate the summer with one last hike out in nature. The three of us had chosen something slightly less wholesome but about ten times as much fun.

Still, it was bittersweet. It had been the best, most confusing, most eye opening, unexpected, and truly wonderful summer of my life. And now it was coming to a close. Eve and I were going back to our apartment. And Haley, well, we weren’t quite leaving her behind, but things were going to be different.

“I’m going to miss this,” Eve said as she joined us on the bed. The three of us lay there with our bodies intertwined.

“Me too,” I said.

“Don’t be dramatic,” Haley said, “I’m going to be in the same building, guys.”

“But it won’t be the same,” Eve said wistfully.

“No,” Haley said and her face dropped a little. “It won’t be exactly the same, but that doesn’t mean we won’t still be doing this plenty.”

I grinned at her. There was something about the younger girl's fiery spirit that I adored, even if my feelings for her were completely different than my feelings for Eve. Haley was feisty, sexy, and salacious. I loved her as a friend and she turned me on in more ways than I can possibly articulate, but there were no romantic feelings. For either of us. And it was the same with Eve and Haley. She hadn’t been kidding when she had reassured Eve that she wasn’t secretly in love with me and had no interest in me romantically.

“She’s just got a dynamite body and I want to do things to it,” Haley had explained to Eve like it was the most casual thing in the world. “Yours too Eve.”

But with Eve…well, there were definitely feelings there, just like there had been from the start. There had been more to the summer than just the raunchy bits, though those had been amazing. There had been talks and walks and late nights just drinking wine by the pool. There had been a meteor shower one night. And that had been the first time that Eve and I had kissed in front of my family. The nerves had been unreal, but with Eve there to support me I managed to conquer them. All my anxiety turned out to be for nothing. My family couldn’t have been more supportive. Even my insufferable brother, for once, had been nothing short of amazing about the whole thing. It was a weird little cocoon we had created for ourselves for the summer, but I was going to miss it terribly.

Part of me wanted me to lie there like that forever, but I knew that that was just a dream. A sweet dream to be sure, but a dream nonetheless. And then soon enough, it was time.

The three of us had packed the night before, loaded what could be loaded into Eve’s car, and now all that remained were a few odds and ends: toothbrush, hairbrush, phone charger. I took my time in their gathering, but even that only killed a half hour or so.

The three of us said our goodbyes. All of our eyes were misty. Even Haley’s.

“Fuck,” she complained as she wiped her eyes with her hands. “Just allergies.”

Eve and I just nodded. There was no need to correct her. We all knew the truth.

“Like you said,” I put an arm around her, “you’ll be living in the same building.”

That was the saving grace in the whole situation. That was the part that made this parting bearable. We would see Haley again and soon. But it will be different, a voice said in my head. But glancing over at Eve, I realized that that voice no longer scared me. Things would be different. And that was okay. As long as I had her, as long as I had Eve.

Haley was driving back with her parents. She had boxes to pack and to move. Her lease wouldn’t start until next month, so for a little while at least, it was going to be just me and Eve. Well, longer than that really, if I had my way about things. Much, much longer. Even once Haley was there, even if we resumed our little three way trysts, it was still going to be just me and Eve in all the deep important ways. For a long while, I hoped. And another voice said: for forever.

That thought stopped me in my tracks as Eve and I were making our way to the car. We had said all our final goodbyes. Had watched my parents pull away, watched my brother and Gabby do the same. Haley and her parents too. It was just us. It was a beautiful day, the warmth of summer fading into the first whispers of autumn. I looked at Eve and she had never been more beautiful.

“Is everything okay?” Eve asked. She had noticed the expression on my face.

I smiled at her and nodded. “Yes,” I said. “Everything is more than okay.”

She smiled back at me and I felt my heart leap. We got into the car. Her in the driver’s seat and me on the passenger’s side. Eve put the key into the ignition.

“Hey Eve,” I said, and she looked over, her eyes wide and expectant. “I love you.”

And then I kissed her on the lips. When we parted I could see that her eyes were misty. She wiped at them with her hands.

“I love you too, Steph,” she said.

And then she turned the key and we drove off, together, into our shared future.

THE END.


FILTHY LITTLE FREAK
[image: ]
ASHLEY HALLADAY




CHAPTER 1
[image: ]


She looked good enough to eat. In fact, that was the plan.

This was the second time she had come to visit. Or the second time after the first time. The second time she had come without even the pretext of visiting Beth. Not that such a thing would have been possible. Beth was gone, moved out a month ago, heading to an MBA program on the other side of the state.

But Ms. Hayes was still coming around. The very first time had been when Beth was moving out. The next time had been a week later. She had claimed that she thought Beth had left something at the apartment, some scarf or some bag, she was vague and the story changed once and then twice and then I lost count. None of it was true, of course, but Ms. Hayes lingered.

There was nothing here I told her. Beth’s room was still stark and empty. Still waiting to see if I could find another roommate, I hadn’t moved so much as a single box into her room. Ms. Hayes still wanted to check. And she did, and of course, she found nothing. But she stayed, chatting, asking me how things were going, telling me about Beth.

I liked Beth. She was a good roommate, a pleasant person. We got along. She didn’t leave dishes in the sink (or on the counter). By 9 PM each night she was in bed, even on the weekends. She was quiet, polite, and generally everything you could want in a roommate. She was also painfully boring. I don’t mean that in a mean way, but it was simply true. We had few shared interests, if Beth had any interests at all. She had a few friends, but she always met them out and never brought anyone back to our place. We had only lived together for six months.

For most intents and purposes Beth and by extension her mother were strangers to me. Or maybe acquaintances. Certainly not friends. Certainly not people I was close with or would keep in touch with. I had only known Beth for six months!

This is the part where I tell you why I even entertained the situation at all. And the reason was as simple as it was shallow: Ms. Hayes was an absolute smokeshow.

Beth was cute in a plain and completely unremarkable way. Ms. Hayes would have turned heads walking down any street in America. She was tall, nearly a foot taller than me, with pronounced curves and raven black hair that might have been the most gorgeous locks I had ever seen. You could tell she was in great shape from the way her clothes hung on her shoulders, in the slight toning in her arms and legs. In short, she was a MILF, stacked, in shape, and stunningly gorgeous. And I, Halley Pollan, have always been powerless to resist beautiful women.

So, when Ms. Hayes came snooping around, I was hesitant to simply show her the door. This first time she had lingered at the doorway, making awkward conversation. It was only later that my suspicions began to form. I kicked myself for missing the signs, then decided I was just being silly. I was reading into things. I was horny and letting my imagination get away from me. I decided to just forget the whole thing. And for a month that’s exactly what I did.

Then one day there was a knock at the door. I opened the door and my eyes must have gone wide.

“Surprised to see me?” Ms. Hayes asked.

I felt myself blush. She stood in the hall, wearing a red sundress with white polka dots. I licked my lips subconsciously. A sexy woman in a sundress…Oh boy! I felt my knees wobble.

She was in the neighborhood, she explained, picking up some wine from a store she liked around here. That was when my suspicions returned, as if the low cut sundress with the much too high hemline wasn’t clue enough. My apartment wasn’t super far from where Beth’s mom lived, but it was far enough, with enough places to buy wine between here and there, that the whole thing sounded just the slightest bit contrived. Add to that an outfit that would have been provocative on a woman half her age—not that I was complaining to be clear!—and it began to paint a picture.

She had ended up with some extra bottles in her order. She knew I liked wine, which was true enough, but I’m not sure how or why she knew that. Maybe Beth had talked about me to her mother more than I realized. That thought made me blush harder. What else had Beth told her? What else, I asked myself in a sudden panic, did Beth know?

Before I really knew what was happening, Ms. Hayes was in my kitchen, a bottle of wine open on the counter, both our glasses were full and then empty and then full again.

It took a half an hour before I knew and another half an hour before I realized that she didn’t.

This was going to be fun.


CHAPTER 2
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Beth must have said something. Must have seen something.

As I sat across from Ms. Hayes, watching the lingering glances she stole, I knew that had to be it. Whenever I glanced away or she thought I wasn’t looking, her eyes poured over me, drinking me in. I wish I had known she was going to visit. Part of me was even tempted to trot out the old cliche: “Why don’t you wait here while I slip into something more comfortable?”

But it wasn’t a complete misfire. I was dressed provocatively even if it wasn’t quite as refined as what Ms. Hayes was wearing. I had on a deep V-neck t-shirt and a pair of what could only accurately be described as booty shorts and even then that was perhaps charitable. They barely managed to cover the entire swell of my ass and when I sat down or shifted my position they failed spectacularly. I wasn’t wearing a bra. An outfit chosen for comfort as I lounged around my own apartment suddenly had quite a different feel.

Before I knew it, the bottle of wine was empty. I could feel the tension in the moment. Would she suggest we open another? Would I? My heart was pounding in my chest. I was far from a prude, far from a novice, but these situations still got me going, anxiety and excitement mixing together until it felt like euphoria. These were the moments that I lived for.

I cracked first.

“So, Ms. Hayes, how about another bottle?” I arched one eyebrow slightly, subtlety was the name of the game for now. “I’m feeling a bit parched. My lips are so dry.” I ran my tongue along them once and then twice, slowly, to demonstrate.

Ms. Hayes swallowed hard.

“Um, sure, let’s,” she said, her cheeks reddening. “Dry lips are no good.”

I could almost hear her heartbeat in the trembling of her voice.

“No,” I said, not looking away from her, not blinking, “they are not.”

She began to stand, but I stopped her.

“Allow me, Ms. Hayes,” I said as I stood up and sauntered over to the counter. I made a show of bending over to pick a bottle out of the bag she had left on the floor by the counter.

When I turned back around, Ms. Hayes quickly averted her eyes. I felt a thrill go through me. Oh, I thought, definitely not imagining things. She was checking me out!

When the bottle was open, I took both our glasses and filled them. I placed them on the coffee table, bending at the waist more than I needed to. I felt the collar of my V-neck fall away from my chest, hanging loose as gravity pulled at it. From where Ms. Hayes was sitting, she could see everything. She had already picked up her glass and nearly choked as she attempted to swallow the first sip.

I smiled at her seductively, as I circled around the coffee table and resumed my seat next to her.

I placed a hand gently on her shoulder, slid it along her back, rubbing it.

“Everything okay, Ms. Hayes?”

“Yes,” she said, between coughs. “And no need for formality. Call me Jenna.”

I fixed her eyes with mine, held her gaze for a moment and then another, letting it draw out long enough that the tension was palpable.

“But I like the way Ms. Hayes sounds,” I smiled wickedly, looking at her with puppy dog eyes. “Do I have to beg?”

God, I thought to myself, more than a little proud, I am such a fucking slut!

“No, you—uh—I mean, you don’t⁠—”

“Please, Ms. Hayes,” I pouted, batted my eyelashes, poured it on thick. Her whole body was trembling.

“I guess it’s Ms. Hayes then,” she said, and I could hear the excitement in her voice. I could hear the hunger.

“So,” I said, taking a sip from my glass, giving myself a moment to consider what came next. The tension was thick and the moment was ripe. It was time to move past the games. “Did Beth talk about me often?”

Ms. Hayes nearly choked on her drink. Busted. My cheeks were hot. A moment flashed back to me. Flesh on flesh, bodies intertwined, pure and unadulterated pleasure. I knew what Beth had told her. I knew what Beth had seen. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t realized it until now.

“Uh, yea, uh sometimes,” Ms. Hayes said, her voice catching just a bit. I could see the shaking of her hand in the ripples that moved across the wine in her glass.

“Good things I hope,” I said, my hand still wrapped around her. She glanced down at my arm, swallowed hard. She said nothing. I’m not sure she trusted herself to speak. “Or…oh my,” I said as though it had just occurred to me, “I hope she didn’t tell you anything naughty.”

I could hear her gulp as she swallowed hard again. I smiled at her seductively and leaned in, letting my body press against hers.

When my lips were nearly resting against her ear, I whispered, “Why don’t you tell me? I would love to hear it, Ms. Hayes.”

She shuddered at that. Her eyes were wide and wild. I could see she was having trouble processing this, trouble believing this. I couldn’t blame her. She was about to get fucked my her daughter’s former roommate. And she was going to get fucked good.

For a moment I waited, wondering if she was going to crack. I was nearly ready to play my next card when she started to speak.

“Beth came back here one night, a few months ago,” Ms. Hayes' eyes were glued to some spot on the floor, laser focused, unwilling or unable to meet my eyes, which were currently quite busy undressing her. “It was the weekend she was supposed to go away with us to the cabin.”

She paused, took a long sip from her glass. I poured her a refill as she continued, hardly able to contain my excitement. I had guessed right. It was the night I had imagined. I couldn’t help myself as a smile spread across myself. I waited with bated breath for Ms. Hayes to continue.

“You were here and of course you didn’t know Beth would be back.” Her voice shook as she spoke. I could see the color creeping into her face.

“Oh, is that what happened?” I asked, adding a sultry lilt to my voice. “When Beth isn’t here sometimes I get up to some very, very naughty things.”

My lips brushed against her neck, not quite a kiss, but not quite nothing either. A soft moan escaped her lips. Ms. Hayes' head snapped around, panic surging through her.

“I’m sorry,” she mumbled, half-tripping over the words in her rush to get them out of her mouth. “I shouldn’t have⁠—”

I cut her off. A single finger against those oh so kissable lips.

“It’s okay,” I whispered, and then, “Do you trust me?”

She paused, considering it a moment before she nodded her head.

“Close your eyes,” I said and she did. “Now, don’t open them and just tell me the story. It sounded like a good one.”

I removed my finger from her lips and slid down onto the floor coming to rest on my knees. There was a buzz in the air: pure electricity! We both paused for a moment. The moment of calm before the plunge.

“Go ahead,” I said as I placed my hands on her knees.

Ms. Hayes shuddered and then continued the story. Meanwhile, my hands crept higher, under the hem of her dress, up the smooth skin of her thighs. I could feel my own wetness between my legs, but what I really wanted was to feel hers and then to taste it.

“I guess you didn’t think that Beth would be back, and you were in the living room…” Ms. Hayes squirmed as my hands crept up, halfway up her thighs now and then higher. My fingers found the waistband of her panties and paused there. I ran them idly along, this way and that, teasing her.

I thought back to that night. I had been with Steph and Eve, the lesbian couple who lived in the building. I had known Steph most of my life, family friend. But Eve I had only met the previous summer when the three of us had spent three months quarantined at Steph’s parents vacation home. There had been little else to pass the time other than relentlessly fucking each other’s brains out.

After that summer, the three of us had moved into the same apartment building just outside the city. Steph and Eve did their own thing more often than not nowadays, but we still got together at least once or twice a month to, uh, reminisce. The night that Beth had apparently caught us, the night that Ms. Hayes was talking about had been one such night.

“I was in the living room doing what?” I asked with as much faux innocence as I could muster.

“There were two other…girls with you and they were…”

“Can you scoot up for me?” I asked as casually as was possible, while my fingers were hooked into her underwear. When she did, I slid her panties down her legs, gave them a quick glance—they were soaked—before tossing them aside.

Ms. Hayes' eyes shot open again.

“Tsk, tsk,” I said, my hands still under her dress, creeping higher once again. Our eyes met. “Didn’t I tell you to keep your eyes closed?”

She nodded and then whimpered as I let the tip of one finger brush against her pussy lips ever so slightly. Her eyes shut tight again.

“It’s okay,” I whispered as I bent forward and put my head underneath her dress. “You can tell me. Tell me what they were doing to me Ms. Hayes.”

“Beth said…She said…Fuck!”

Ms. Hayes hissed through clenched teeth as my fingers probed her folds. Delicate, shallow, light—I was still working around the edges, building her up before I would give her what she so badly craved and had craved, apparently, ever since she had heard Beth describe what Steph and Eve had been doing to me.

“Oh, I think I know the night you’re talking about,” I said, head still underneath her dress. “Beth must have found me in a very compromising position.”

Steph and Eve and I had fucked each other in just about every position, configuration, and manner possible. All of them were incredible. But we all had our favorites. Mine was being a little fuck toy for the two of them, having them treat me like a little slut, one fucking me from behind with strap-on or a toy or even just their fingers, while I buried my face in the other’s pussy and ate them out. It was heaven and it was what I had been doing that night when Beth had seen me.

“She said that you were all naked, your big tits out⁠—”

“Oh, Beth told you about my big tits?” I asked, sinking a single finger into her up to the first knuckle. “Or is that your own imagination embellishing a bit?”

She moaned, squirmed, bucking her hips to try to get more of my finger, more of my hand inside her. I smiled to myself. She was down bad for me. I couldn’t believe how much fun I was having.

“Maybe it is,” she growled, her voice husky and breathy, full of lust. “But it’s true isn’t it. When she told me, I couldn’t help but imagine those big tits I had seen in pictures of you that Beth had shown me. You were so gorgeous.”

I felt myself blushing. I knew she was into me, of course, but it never hurt to hear some more compliments.

“What else did Beth tell you?” I asked.

“She said that you were on your hands and knees…” Yes, I thought as I slipped another finger inside of her, this is so fucking hot. “One of the girls was behind you wearing a…strap-on and your face was between the other girl’s legs. She said that you were all making so much noise, you didn’t even hear her come in.”

That was not the least bit surprising. The three of us had a tendency to get a bit carried away and lost in our…activities. Beth had shown up later, afterwards. There had been some worry that she could have overheard us, but we had been wrapped up by the time Beth came back unexpectedly. We had dismissed the concern. Oops.

“And how did Beth feel about that?”

“She hated it,” Ms. Hayes said in a tone that made clear she thought Beth was crazy.

“And you?”

“I…”

Ms. Hayes trailed off and I knew the reason why. I had removed my fingers, using them instead to spread her lips. My face leaned close to her wet and waiting pussy. I knew she could feel the warmth of my breath against her exposed clit. And she knew what was coming next.

“You loved it, didn’t you?”

She whimpered her assent.

“Well, Ms. Hayes,” I said, licking my lips even though she couldn’t see me, hidden beneath the folds of her sundress. “I promise you are going to love this even more.”

My tongue stretched out and made contact with her clit. Her whole body shook and trembled as I circled her clit once, twice, three times and then more. I kept the pressure steady but picked up the pace as I went.

“Oh Halley,” she moaned.

She sounded drunk. And perhaps she was, but not on wine. She was drunk on lust, drunk of passion and hunger and desire. Drunk on me. That thought excited me.

I had had more than a few girls call out my name before. I took pride in the way I could turn a beautiful woman into putty in my hands—or on my tongue. Straight or lesbian made no difference to me—even the ones who think they are straight usually aren’t by the time I’ve dazzled them with my charms. And by that I mean after I’ve eaten them out good enough to make them lose their fucking minds. I was an artist. I was good at it.

And I loved it!

I knew that Ms. Hayes wasn’t going to last long. She didn’t need to. I wanted to get this first one out of the way, loosen her up for what came next. I loved her taste, her smell, the feel of her clit against my tongue. I was in heaven, lost in my own little world. My own hand slipped down in between my legs. I couldn’t contain myself. I moaned into her clit as I furiously played with my own, bringing us both closer to orgasm.

I could feel my own building now, a deep rumble of pleasure bubbling up, spreading out from my clit in waves, at first gentle and then not. Great tidal waves of desire crashed down upon, filling me with pleasure. Breathless, I removed my tongue for just a moment, using two fingers in its place, while I popped my head out.

Ms. Hayes' eyes were cloudy, unfocused, pre-orgasmic bliss already making her woozy.

“I want you to cum for me Ms. Hayes. I want you to cum for your daughter’s roommate. Cum for this filthy little slut.”

She nodded, whimpered, frantically sucked in air as she panted like a dog in heat. But I didn’t want to finish her with my hand. Just as her orgasm started to hit, I dove back underneath her dress, and ate her sweet pussy like my life depended on it.

“Oh Halley, make me cum. Make Ms. Hayes cum!”

Fuck. That did it for me. My fingers frantically circled my clit as we both came at the same time. I heard Ms. Hayes' dirty talk transform into a series of moans, whimpers, and groans. The sounds of someone lost, absolutely, to the ecstasy of a great orgasm.

I was right there with her. My own world spun as pleasure rushed through me. My fingers belonged to someone else. They moved, unbidden, circling my clit until I couldn’t take it any more. I let my hand fall away as the sensation overwhelmed and the world went blank for a moment.

I was panting for air as my vision cleared and I pulled my head out from beneath Ms. Hayes dress. She was similarly out of breath. I smiled at her as her lust drunk eyes met my own.

“Everything you imagined?” I asked, fixing her with my gaze.

The smile that spread across her face was equal parts sweet and sultry.

“That was…incredible,” she huffed in between breaths. “But it wasn’t everything that I imagined.”

My heartbeat, which had begun to slow as I recovered from my orgasm, sped up again, pounding against my chest so hard it seemed like my vision shook. Immediately, the haze of post-orgasm faded and renewed hunger took its place. Hunger for the gorgeous MILF in front of me. I licked my lips subconsciously and was rewarded as I tasted her sweet juices which still clung to my lips and chin. I stood up, leaned over, and kissed Ms. Hayes hard on the mouth.

This wasn’t my usual order of things. I might be a giant, insatiable slut but most times the first kiss came before the first time I ate a woman out. But in Ms. Hayes' case, I had simply been too impatient to wait. Now, I was making up for lost time.

If Ms. Hayes had any complaints about the order of operations, she kept them to herself. From the way she kissed me back, her hands wrapping around me, pulling me down and then onto her lap, I was quite confident she was enjoying this every bit as much as I was. Maybe more.

The way she sat me on her lap like that sent a surge of arousal through me. I liked the idea of being controlled and especially of this gorgeous older woman being the one to do it. If she had been timid at first, it seemed like having a girl eighteen years her junior bury her sweet young face between her legs had gotten her out of her shell.

I wasn’t surprised. I had always heard that older women are so much better in bed because they know what they want and know how to take it. I was learning that lesson now firsthand and it was so fucking hot.

“Not everything?” I asked teasingly as I broke the kiss.

Ms. Hayes gnawed at my neck hungrily, her words punctuated by the nibbles and kisses she planted there.

“Not by a long shot,” she purred, the sultry tones in her voice making my breath catch. “You helped to break the ice. But now, Ms. Hayes has some things she’d like to show you.”

The emphasis she put on Ms. Hayes combined with the sensation of her lips on my neck made me whimper, made me want to scream. The whole thing drove me crazy and then some. I was in a bad spot for this woman and I was going to do whatever she wanted. Whatever she needed.

And I think we were both thinking the same thing.

“I bet you're pretty angry with me Ms. Hayes,” I said, my head thrown back, my eyes shut tight against the sensation as she sucked on my neck, kissed her way to my ear lobe.

I shuddered, feeling her hot breath against my skin, shuddered thinking about what was going to come next.

“After all, exposing your daughter to my wanton ways like that. I bet you want to punish me—” Ms. Hayes pulled away for a moment. My eyes opened and met hers. I could see the slight tremble in her lips, the eagerness in her eyes. She was waiting, hardly breathing, for what I was about to say. “Punish me like the bad little slut I am.”

Her lips attacked mine again and I kissed her back with everything I had. I’d be lying if I said the dirty talk was just for her benefit. My own words got me going just as much as they did her. Maybe more so.

“We can certainly arrange that,” Ms. Hayes said, her voice taking on a mysterious tone that intrigued me as much as it turned me on. “First, I’m worried about that filthy little mouth of yours. I think we can put it to good use for something else, don’t you think?”

I nodded tremendously, not trusting myself to speak it that moment. I was too turned on. Too excited and too eager to hear what her dirty mind was going to come up with.

“Good,” she said at the same moment that her hand reached up and pulled the neck line of her dress down and over her breasts. “Why don’t you start by sucking on Ms. Hayes' big titties?”

I nearly came right there. The rapidity with which the roles had reversed left me breathless, dizzy, and more than a little excited. Ms. Hayes was full of surprises. And I wasn’t going to let her down.

“Good girl,” she moaned as I bent to my task.

The woman had incredible tits. My own are…shall we say prodigious? Big, perky, and perfect. Not many pairs of tits really wow me in comparison to my own, but Ms. Hayes' were some of the biggest and best I had laid eyes on. Especially for a woman her age. God, I thought to myself, I hope mine still have that much bounce at her age. There’s something about a MILF with big fat tits that always drove me wild. Sucking on her tits like this, while she chided me for being a slut was just about the hottest thing I could possibly imagine.

“You are filthy little disgusting slut, Halley” Oh fuck yes, I thought, tell me how much of a fucking slut I am. There was almost nothing that turned me on more. “You are so wet, loving every second as you suck on your roommate’s mom’s big titties. You love sucking on Ms. Hayes' big tits, don’t you? Oh, what’s this?”

I gasped as her hand in one swift motion slipped into my pants, fingers parting my lips. Two fingers slid into me, buried themselves all the way to the knuckle. My pussy was so wet it offered almost nothing in the way of resistance. I was that turned on.

“Your soaking wet you little slut,” Ms. Hayes finger fucked me as she poured on her filthy words into my ear. I was in heaven. “Sucking on Ms. Hayes' titties has my little slut so turned on, doesn’t it?”

She ran her fingers through my hair. The sensation of her fingertips brushing against my scalp before her fingers grabbed a handful and pulled roughly sent sparks shooting through my vision. She pushed my head down until I was practically choking and gasping while I frantically sucked on her areolas. I used a free hand to manhandle the other tit that was not currently receiving my oral attention.

I whimpered in agreement with her. It had me turned on, dangerously so. This part of our little game had only been going on for a few minutes and I was already on the brink of losing it again. Ms. Hayes seemed to sense it.

“Oh, is the little slut going to cum? I bet she is. Getting finger fucked by some big titty MILF. Your own roommate’s mother. You should be ashamed of yourself.” There was a slight tremor in her voice, the crack in the facade she was putting on for our little roleplay. She couldn’t help it. Like me, she was simply getting too turned on from all the filthy talk that filled the air. It was electric, intoxicating. It was so fucking hot.

And soon enough I couldn’t take it anymore. Ms. Hayes' tit stuffed in my mouth, her hand in my hair, pushing my head into her, her fingers pistoning in and out of my pussy, making a wet sucking sound each time she did. I could literally hear how wet I was, how wet she had made me.

And before I knew it, I was coming again. I let out a muffled scream, Ms. Hayes' tit still filling my mouth. I was in heaven, luxuriating as the sensation built and crested and ripped through my body. The dizziness grew and before I knew it I was so lightheaded I began to slump over, losing myself in the moment. Ms. Hayes yanked my hair hard, just the way I like it, to keep me from falling over. Though my orgasm had already hit, that action sent little waves like aftershocks, racing through me, echoes of the great pleasure I had just received. I was drunk on it.

“No more,” I whimpered as I felt that Ms. Hayes' fingers were still inside me.

She locked eyes with me as she withdrew her fingers and held them up in between us. I could see my wetness glisten there, could smell my own sex. She never broke eye contact with me as she took her two fingers, popped them into her mouth, and sucked them clean.

I was in love.

Not really, but I was certainly feeling something. Two orgasms in a half-hour and my body didn’t feel like it was anywhere close to being finished.

Looking over at Ms. Hayes, I knew she wasn’t either.


CHAPTER 3
[image: ]


Ihad trouble focusing as her breasts rose and fell with each breath she took. That dress was doing things to me. It looked so good on her, especially now that she had pulled it down below her tits. The only place I could imagine it looking better was on my floor. I had a good feeling we would get there.

Patience Halley, I told myself. But some things are easier said than done.

“Are you listening to me?” she asked with a smirk.

“Honestly? Not even a little bit.” I mixed defiance and playfulness in my tone. I was flirting, but also hoping that being a bit of a bad girl might earn me my next punishment.

Ms. Hayes paused, stroked her chin for a moment. I could see in her eyes that a decision had already been made. This was a theater and I wasn’t going to complain. The woman knew a thing or two about seduction.

Usually, I’m the one teaching other women things, but now I felt like the student. And just like in real life, she was the sexy teacher that I wanted to fuck…badly. That thought, and so many others, excited me.

“Here’s what we can do about that,” she said. Reaching forward, she grabbed the neckline of my V-neck and pulled, roughly. There was ripping noise as the fabric gave way, tore down the middle until my bare tits spilled out into view. I saw Ms. Hayes' eyes go wide for a moment before she regained her composure. The girls tended to have that effect on people.

“And this is supposed to help?” I said, looking down at my quickly hardening nipples.

Ms. Hayes licked her lips.

“No,” she said. “But it does make it easier to do this.”

A moment later I was moaning again as I felt her wet mouth close around one of my nipples. I loved having my tits played with, sucked on, manhandled, groped, you name it. I was incredibly sensitive there and could, on occasion, come without any other stimulation.

“You sure you’ve never done this before,” I asked, delirious from the pleasure that was flooding my body.

Ms. Hayes paused for a moment and smiled at me.

“Guess I’m just a natural,” she said before diving in again.

I was not going to disagree. I surrendered once again to Ms. Hayes. My mind was empty, my body too. A vessel for her to fill with her filthy seductions, her sultry words, and the pleasure that she was giving me, which was about as good as anything I had ever experienced.

When she stopped, I felt a stab of frustration and disappointment. My next orgasm had not exactly been imminent, but it had felt so good and honestly, I didn’t want any of this to end. Certainly, not anytime soon.

Ms. Hayes seemed to sense my frustration.

“Easy girl,” she said. “There will be plenty of time for more later.”

I raised one eyebrow. What was she getting at?

“You know I still think I’m really having trouble being okay with what Beth walked in on.”

Her voice shifted into a mix of authority and confidence that I found alluring. It was the kind of strong voice that turned her from hot older woman to stone cold MILF. I could have listened to it all day. I shook my head, trying to clear the million horny thoughts bouncing around in there. Ms. Hayes was still talking and I needed to pay attention.

I needed to be a good girl for her.

“...and I think it would really help to get a sense of it. Otherwise I’m worried I won’t be able to really appreciate what happened. I think it would really help to teach you a lesson.” I liked the sound of that, even if I had missed what exactly she had said. “And I’m sure the other girls would benefit too.”

Wait. My heart skipped a beat. Other girls? What exactly had I missed?

“Ummm,” I stalled for time, but she saw right through it.

Her hand reached out and she pinched one of my nipples lightly between her thumb and forefinger.

“Didn’t I tell you to pay attention?”

I shivered as Ms. Haye’s eyes bored into me. The intensity of her gaze was almost too much to take. Some voice in my head told me to look away, but it was drowned out by the part of me that never would. I swallowed hard but the lump in my throat remained. I nodded my head.

“Good,” she growled, rubbing her fingers together and sending jolts of pleasure surging through me. “Now, what was I saying?”

“You—uhhh—were saying something about other—shit—other girls,” I forced the words out through clenched teeth. I could barely form a coherent sentence as Ms. Hayes added her other hand and massaged my tits.

A smile crept across her face.

“Very good,” she said, like I was a schoolgirl and she was my teacher. When she used that voice on me it made my knees feel weak. Fuck. I needed her. Needed to know what she meant by other girls…though I was beginning to have my suspicions.

“In order to make sure this little slut learns her lesson, I need to have a better idea about what Beth caught you doing and I think the best way to do that, would be to have a little reenactment.”

Reenactment. She couldn’t mean…But as my eyes met hers I knew that she did.

“Oh, yes,” I said, involuntarily. “Oh, fuck yes!”

My excitement must have been obvious.

“Easy does it,” Ms. Hayes chided me, but I could tell she was enjoying it.

Part of me still couldn’t believe this was happening with my ex-roommates mom! If this was a dream, I didn’t want to wake up anytime soon.

“Here’s how it’s going to go…”

Now, I had no trouble paying attention. I hung on every word that came out of Ms. Haye’s mouth.

It wasn’t the easiest thing in the world. As she continued to explain her plan, I grew increasingly aroused. Soon enough I was squirming where I sat on the edge of the bed. I wanted to touch myself or for Ms. Hayes to. I wanted to be doing what Ms. Hayes was currently talking about and I wanted it now.

When she was finally finished, I was soaked between my legs. I had goosebumps covering my skin and my nipples were at full attention. Ms. Hayes, who had been so focused on relaying the plan to me, now let herself admire my form. She licked her lips.

“This is going to be fun,” she said. “I can’t wait to watch them fuck you.”

The words made me shiver. Who was this woman? God, I thought to myself, being a slut certainly pays off!

The plan, if you could really even call it that, was fairly simple. I was going to text Eve and Steph, the lesbian couple I was practically best friends with and who lived in my building, and invite them to—well, come have their way with me again. That part was easy and not at all out of the ordinary.

What came next would be where things could go so very right or so very wrong. I would be waiting, naked as could be on the bed, my hands bound to the headboard with a pair of pink fuzzy handcuffs.

The handcuffs were a toy and I could slip out of them at any point, but they certainly added to the mood of the whole thing. Ms. Hayes wanted to see a helpless little slut get used by two beautiful busty babes…And that was what she was going to get! I was only too happy to oblige her darkest fantasies, and once Eve and Steph got the memo, I had a feeling they would be on board too.

Steph was the question mark. As far as I knew, since she had come out she had only been two girls: Eve and me. Would she be up to add yet another woman into the bedroom? My bet was for ‘yes’. Steph had not been quite as far along on her road to being an insatiable slut as Eve and I had been when this whole thing started, but she had caught up with us quickly, and, maybe, even lapped us. I just knew she was going to love this.


CHAPTER 4
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Doors unlocked. I’ll be waiting for you two in the bedroom….

A series of racy texts between the girls and me culminated with an invitation. They lived two floors down. It took less than three minutes to make it from their door to mine. It felt like an eternity.

I knew they were coming, but the nerves and the excitement had my stomach in knots. Breathe Halley. This wasn’t like me. I had fooled around with Eve and Steph dozens of times. Why was this time any different?

If I had really needed an answer to that question, Ms. Hayes provided it for me. She walked out of the master bath and my jaw dropped to the floor. She was utterly and completely naked except for a pair of glasses.

Somehow that just added to how hot she looked. For a woman nearly forty, she had a better body than most women my own age that I had been with. She kept things tight to say the least. I was salivating.

Ms. Hayes sauntered over to me, never breaking eye contact. She paused by the side of the bed. Her big MILF tits hung only a few inches from my face. My hand moved faster than my brain and I moved to grab one of them. My arm jerked and came up short.

“Fuck,” I groaned in frustration. I rolled my eyes as I glanced at the play handcuffs that prevented me from grabbing a handful. I pushed my lips out in what I hoped was a sexy pout. “How is this fair? Waiting until my hands are tied—literally—before you break out the goods.”

Ms. Hayes smiled seductively at me. My mouth felt suddenly dry. She leaned over me, until her tits were nearly in my face. Maybe I could scoot up, crane my neck, and use my mouth to⁠—

“Tsk, tsk,” Ms. Hayes chided me when she saw what I was doing. She pulled back just out of reach as once again I came up short. “Someone is impatient.”

She wasn’t wrong. If anything, she was understating it. I was busy readying a witty rejoinder to her teasing, when I froze. I heard the doorknob turn. The door to the hallway opened. Familiar voices. Steph and Eve were here.

“Showtime,” Ms. Hayes mouthed to me. She slunk out of sight, hiding in the master bathroom with the lights off. From the bench next to the shower, she had a perfect view into the bedroom and to the bed, where I was waiting eagerly for my two gorgeous friends to come and have their way with me. I couldn’t remember the last time that I felt so excited. I was wildly out of control horny.

When Eve appeared, my heart sped up. When Steph followed a moment after, I thought it might burst from my chest. I was lying flat on my back, hands up behind my head, handcuffed to the headboard. I watched their faces as they took in the scene.

Eve smirked. Steph beamed, an ear splitting grin spreading across her face. Two sets of eyeballs poured over every inch of my naked and exposed body. These two had seen me in plenty of compromising positions, but never quite like this.

Though the two of them were clothed, I couldn’t help but stare. The outfits they had chosen didn’t help. They weren’t dressed for a night out. Instead, they seemed to have optimized for what would be the quickest to remove. They both wore tight fitting crop tops, no bras, and fluffy booty shorts that could have almost been pajamas.

“What do we have here?” Eve asked, always one to take the lead.

“What do you think?” I asked, fixing the two of them with a sultry stare. “I thought we could try something a little different this time around.”

Both girls smiled.

“I don’t think you are going to hear any complaints from us,” Steph responded.

Her eyes poured over my naked body. I loved the feeling of being ogled by a beautiful woman like that, thinking about all the things that Steph wanted to do to this tight supple body. It drove me crazy.

Without exchanging anything other than a glance, the two girls fanned out to either side of the bed. They both took a seat next to me, facing toward the headboard. I was practically panting from excitement. My skin tingled in anticipation.

“So what has gotten into you today?” Eve asked as she bent forward and her lips met my neck. On the other side Steph did the same. The feeling of two sets of lips kissing up and down my neck, the feeling of their warm breath against my skin turned my mind to mush.

“Beth’s mom,” I answered, quite satisfied with myself for the double meaning.

“Wait, what?” Eve paused and sat up straight.

Steph paused too, mimicking Eve’s posture. Both of them looked at me questioningly.

“She came to visit me today. Not the first time actually.”

“Oh, she’s certainly a looker,” Eve said slyly. “I certainly caught myself stealing a few glances.”

Steph cleared her throat in mock complaint. Eve rolled her eyes.

“Oh like you weren’t doing the same thing?” Eve teased. “Besides, we both know you have a thing for older women.”

Eve was a little less than six months older than Steph, but she liked to joke that Steph was only into her because she was an older MILF.

Steph and Eve had helped with boxes the day that Beth had moved out. I had completely forgotten that. To hear that they both found Ms. Hayes attractive was heartening. It would make it that much easier to rope them in for our little plan.

Eve placed a hand on my left thigh while Steph did the same on my right. I was trembling like a leaf.

“Why don’t you tell us about that?” Eve said, leaning in again. Her voice was little more than a whisper.

“Does our little blonde slut have a thing for older women?” Steph cooed as her fingers ran up and down my thigh.

“Of course,” I said, “I have a thing for you two, don’t I?”

Another joke. It felt a bit forced, but I couldn’t help myself. Why was I so nervous?

“Stop deflecting,” Eve growled, nibbling at my ear lobe. “We want a story.”

My mouth was dry. My heart was a drum, booming in my chest so forcefully it made the room shake. I could almost hear the blood rushing into my ears.

“She came around a few times, actually. The latest was today. I had gotten the sense before that she might be interested, but today she dropped a bombshell.”

I paused, hardly able to concentrate as both girls’ hands teased their way up and down my legs, across my stomach, circling around but never quite reaching the one place I wanted—no, needed—them to be.

And then Steph’s finger slipped inside of me and the whole world shook. My body trembled as a moan escaped my lips. I watched Eve watching her girlfriend finger me, slow at first but then picking up the pace. Eve bit her lip, her eyes flitting between the two of us. If it were even possible, she seemed to be enjoying this almost as much as I was.

The lust flooded into my brain and my thoughts slowed down, broke apart, became incoherent. There was something I needed to say, or maybe something I needed to do. What had it been?

The pleasure washed over me and it felt like whatever it was that I was supposed to remember was just getting further and further away. That was fine though. Right now, Steph’s digital talents were pushing me closer and closer to orgasm while her gorgeous, busty girlfriend gave me bedroom eyes and whispered filthy encouragement in my ear.

“I could just watch her do that to you all day,”

“Eve!” Steph’s face flushed red.

“What?” Eve said with a shrug. “What are you worried about? That the girl you are currently fingering is going to know you have a crush on her?”

Steph rolled her eyes. “It’s not that it’s just⁠—”

“Don’t worry,” I said with a laugh. “I kind of have a thing for you too.”

And then we were back at it, the fingers on Steph’s free hand traced lines across my stomach, making me tremble and whimper. Eve’s lips were on my neck, her breath warm against my goosepimpled skin. Of the two, Eve had always been a little more vocal, a little more into dirty talk. It drove me wild.

“So all this brought on by spending some time ogling Beth’s mom?”

“And…” I could barely think with Steph’s fingers inside of me. This was the moment of truth. All or nothing. “...she’s still here.”

“Hello, girls.”

Eve jumped. Steph froze. I was thankful for that, her fingers still being inside me and all. She withdrew them. Both girls spun and watched as Ms. Hayes strutted in from the bathroom.

“What the fuck,” Eve said, her voice alive with lust.

“Goddamn,” was all that Steph could manage.

“I’m so glad you girls were able to join us. Halley has been telling all about you two. I feel like I already know you both.” She looked down, her glasses slipping to the edge of her nose so that she peered over them. “I’m Ms. Hayes.”

Steph looked back at me and raised an eyebrow.

“Ms. Hayes?” Eve mouthed. “That’s so fucking hot.”

“I can’t believe this,” Steph said, her voice shaking. “Halley this is insane.”

“Insanely hot!” I called, hoping that this wasn’t too much for Steph.

She laughed and shook her head. “You are always full of surprises.” She looked over at Eve. “We really doing this?”

“I can’t think of anything I’d rather be doing right now. You?”

“Me neither,” Steph said and the tension evaporated.

They were in. This was going to be a night to remember.

“So,” Steph said. “Where do we start?”

“Well, given that Halley—” Eve started to speak, but Ms. Hayes cut her off.

“We will start,” she said, her voice taking on a tone that brooked no argument, “with what I say we will start with. Those are the rules. You girls are going to listen to whatever Ms. Hayes tells you. After what Beth told me about the three of you, I’m worried that you sluts may be beyond saving.” She paused and there was mischief in her eyes. “But that doesn’t mean I won’t be giving it my all.”

Eve and Steph looked at each other, eyes alight with lust.

“I like the sound of that,” Eve said.

“I like the sound of that, Ms. Hayes.”

Hearing this MILF correct Eve like that drove me wild. Of the two, Eve was the more confident and assertive one. She was the one that often drove our little games of sexual seduction.

Submissive wasn’t the only role that Steph or I played, but when those kinds of dynamics were in play, Eve was usually the one in charge. Now, the tables were turned. I was as excited to see how she would react as I was impatient to get this show on the road.

I loved watching this little back and forth between my friends and Ms. Hayes, but it was also driving me crazy not being able to touch myself. I didn’t know how much longer I could hold out. My arousal was building to a fever pitch and I felt like I was going to lose it.

“I like the sound that, Ms. Hayes,” Eve and Steph spoke in unison, emphasizing Ms. Hayes.

“Good,” Ms. Hayes said and nodded. “Now, I know you two girls can’t keep your eyes off these big tits, so we might as well get this out of the way.”

Without another word, she stepped forward, reached out her hands and grabbed both girls by their hair. She fixed me with her gaze as she guided their heads down. Eve and Steph were only too eager to go along. I watched the realization hit them and then the excitement. A moment later they were both sucking eagerly on Ms. Hayes fat tits while she stared me down.

Watching my two sexy friends, hungrily devouring those big perfect tits was like manna from heaven. How quickly they bought into the situation and just went with it was a big part of the reason I was such good friends with the two of them and a big part of the reason we had even gotten together in the first place.

Though I certainly wasn’t going to complain about the show, I was definitely growing impatient. When Eve and Steph both came up for air, I waited eagerly to see what was coming next. Ms. Hayes winked at me and I knew I wasn’t going to have to wait much longer.


CHAPTER 5
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“So, where do we start?”

Steph was the one to ask, but it was the question on each of our minds. Ms. Hayes looked around the room, her eyes lighting, if only for a moment, on each of us. She paused and nodded. My skin was buzzing in anticipation. Even my breathing was soft and shallow, as though the slightest noise might cause me to miss what was coming next.

“Well,” Ms. Hayes said, a slow smile spreading across her face. God, I thought, what I wouldn’t do for this woman…or to this woman. “I still am having a bit of trouble wrapping my head around the whole thing that Beth told me.” Oh, yes. Fuck yes. “Maybe a little demonstration is in order?”

The mischievous look that crossed Ms. Hayes' face at that moment had me seeing stars. Moments later a similar look was on the face of both Eve and Steph. I’m sure if I had a mirror, my own face wouldn’t have looked all that different either.

Eve ran a hand across her chin, an exaggerated thinking pose. The danger dancing in her eyes excited me. Ms. Hayes might be playing the role of the MILF in charge, but Eve had her own dominant streak and I knew she wouldn’t make this easy—in the best possible way.

“Hmm, demonstration? But of what, Ms. Hayes?” Eve sauntered over toher. The older woman froze, went stiff as a board for a moment and then melted as Eve ran a hand across her stomach, grabbed a handhold on her hip. Eve pulled Ms. Hayes' body against her own, naked flesh against Eve’s sheer top. Steph’s mouth hung half open. My own did as well.

Eve leaned in, as though to whisper in the older woman’s ear, but when she spoke it was loud enough for us to hear.

“Oh, do you mean—” Eve’s eyes went wide in mock-surprise. She put a hand over her mouth, playing up just how scandalized she was. “Did Beth catch us? Oh, that must be it. Ms. Hayes, I have to say, I had no idea that Beth caught us in the act. But which act?”

She ran a finger across Ms. Hayes' chest and then her shoulders. Eve circled the MILF slowly, her finger trailing behind her. When it ran across her collarbone and then cut a path across her neck, Ms. Hayes shuddered.

Eve was toying with her. Turning the tables. I had seen it before, seen her run the same exact play on me. So, I knew just how effective it would be. And Eve hadn’t broken out the big guns yet. And I mean that fairly literally.

I was naked, as was Ms. Hayes. Both of us had tits that would turn heads, even fully clothed. Big enough that even a sports bra or a compression top couldn’t fully hide just what we were smuggling. Steph’s too, were on the larger side, certainly more than a handful, shapely and perky too. But Eve’s tits…

They were something out of a fairy tale, well if tits were a subject of fairy tales, which I’m led to believe they are not (though of course they should be!). But when Eve smiled at me then at Ms. Hayes—and then when she winked—I felt like one of those volcanoes you make in fifth grade with the baking soda and vinegar. I could feel the lust bubbling and roiling inside me, the pressure building. I was ready to blow.

Ms. Hayes was already wrapped around her finger, but if her reaction to seeing Eve naked was anything like my own…Well, our sexy MILF had no idea what she was in for.

As if she could read my mind, Eve’s hand darted to the hem of her shirt. The fabric bunched up between her hands, her knuckles going white. She looked at each of us in turn: me first, then Steph, then Ms. Hayes. Eve winked again as her eyes locked with mine. Then her shirt came off.

No one in the room was breathing. You could have heard a pin drop or a leaf rustle. For a moment, the silence was so oppressive and complete I’m sure you could have heard a dust bunny rolling its way across the floor. All of us were captivated, but it was Ms. Hayes, the only one of the three of us who was seeing Eve’s body for the first time, that finally broke the silence.

“Holy shit,” she hissed, her voice husky with desire.

“Right?” Steph said, and shook her head slowly from side to side, a laugh falling from her lips. “Sometimes I wonder how I got so lucky.”

Eve winked again, this time at her girlfriend. “Feeling’s mutual babe.”

“I–uh—” Ms. Hayes seemed to have malfunctioned.

Eve ran a hand in front of her face. She blinked and shook her head, seemingly coming back to her senses. But that lasted only for a moment until her eyes flicked back down to Eve’s heaving chest and her flat, athletic stomach, and the sweat glistening on her tanned and toned skin. Ms. Hayes' mouth fell open and I could hardly blame her. I was practically salivating myself.

“Steph?” Eve raised an eyebrow in her girlfriend’s direction.

Steph's eyes were glazed over, little placards with lustful thoughts written over them. I could see the sweat beading on her forehead. I watched her chest rise and fall, fast and shallow, matching my own. It seemed that all of us were more than a little preoccupied with Eve’s naked form. And I don’t think anyone witnessing what we were witnessing would have blamed us: she looked that incredible.

“Steph?” Eve called again, this time more forcefully. That seemed to do the trick. Steph shook her head from side to side like a dog coming in from the rain.

“Sorry,” she said as she closed the distance between her and Eve and—by extensions—Ms. Hayes.

The three of them were standing close enough that their arms were almost touching. Eve stood directly in front of the foot of the bed, her eyes locked with mine as Ms. Hayes and Steph took places, slightly askew on either side of her.

“Girls?” Eve said and she looked first to Ms. Hayes and then to Steph. Her girlfriend smiled so wide I thought her lips might crack. The expression on our MILF’s face was more complex but no less eager.

I studied her face, saw the passion alive there, but there was more: trepidation and anxiety, but also joy and lust and sweet reckless abandon. There was a battle being waged in her mind between all the reasons this was crazy—and make no mistake, this was 100% batshit insane—and all the reasons this was the sexiest, naughtiest, and downright filthiest kind of fun imaginable.

When Eve’s arms reached around both girls, her hands closing first around a breast, one in each hand, before her fingers glided upward, slipping over smooth skin, up the napes of their necks, until her fingers threaded themselves into their hair. And then her eyes were back on me.

“Enjoy,” she said and she winked as she guided their head down, time seeming to slow as greedy mouths open and closed, and Eve’s eyes never left me.

I felt like my insides were on fire. Like someone had replaced my blood with a mixture of diet coke and mentos—I was shaking, vibrating, fizzing as a deep and pleasant want warmed my body. But as it built, the pleasantness faded, replaced by something hungrier, something needier, frantic near to the point of impatience and maybe even panic.

I needed Eve. I needed Steph. I needed Ms. Hayes. I needed all of them and everything that they could give me. I was beginning to worry that our plan might not have been a good one. Not because it wasn’t hot, but perhaps because it was too hot and with me handcuffed to the bed the inability to participate was driving me wild.

Participate. I laughed a bit silently to myself at the word choice. Like it was some after-school activity or a game at the family picnic. No, by inability to participate I meant inability to get off the bed, walk over to the three gorgeous woman locked in carnal pleasure and fuck their brains out…or at least to have them fuck my brains out. I was usually pretty flexible like that. Selfless Halley. That’s what they called me.

What the fuck are you talking about?

I snapped back to reality as Eve threw her head back and moaned. I drank in the sight. Three women, all beyond beautiful, all in various states of undress. Ms. Hayes completely nude, Eve topless, and Steph still wearing her tight tube top and short fuzzy shorts.

Eve’s glorious tits, shimmering and slick as the other girls used their mouths like they were starving. Meanwhile their bodies pressed against each other, flesh on flesh. The room felt hotter than it had before. I could feel the sweat beading on my forehead and felt a drop trace a path down between my heaving breasts. Watching what was happening in front of me sent my lungs to motion, so fast and shallow I wasn’t sure that it was helping or just making me lightheaded.

But I was powerless to stop it. Powerless to do anything really. Though I could have slipped the cuffs at any time, that would have spoiled the whole thing. And so I stayed, bound to the bed as I watched the scene unfold in front of me.

“I think we need to pause for a moment,” said Eve, and before anyone could object, she was lifting Steph’s top over her head. “Arms up. Good.”

She paused and stared. Her eyes sliding slowly down Steph’s face, slipping past the curve of her neck, before they came to rest on her chest. Like me, Steph’s breath came quick and shallow. Her cheeks flushed red and she seemed to wilt beneath Eve’s sultry glare.

“Never gets old,” Eve said, in a voice that matched her toothless smirk. Her hands slid down from Steph’s shoulders, hooked themselves onto her hips. She pulled her girlfriend into her and kissed her hard on the mouth.

Eve’s mouth and jaw worked slowly, carefully. Every movement deliberate. Steph’s kisses were all hunger and need and deep frantic want. The contrast was as striking as it was arousing.

They were so lost in each other that I started to feel a little bad for Ms. Hayes. A quick glance told me I had nothing to be worried about. The skin from her hairline to her chin was deep scarlett. Her eyes were wide saucers of sinful delight. I watched as her hand slid down the smooth skin of her stomach and then slipped between her legs. Her soft pouty lips—lips that I had kissed, lips that I had tasted and wanted to taste again—parted and low moan, almost a purr, slipped from between them.

Eve broke her kiss with Steph, her eyes roaming over the room. Her eyes stopped on me. I swallowed hard, doing nothing to dissolve the lump in my throat. My mouth felt suddenly dry, parched. Thirst. In more ways than one. Looking at Eve, I shuddered as her tongue slipped out from her mouth, running itself along her bottom lip. Eve winked at me.

“Now,” she said, her voice nothing but mischief. “I think we’ve been neglecting someone so far.”

My cheeks burned, blood rushing into my face until it was red and hot. Desire overwhelmed me until it felt like the room was spinning.

Eve's eyes flitted to Ms. Hayes. Both women smiled.

“Ms. Hayes,” she purred, her voice dulcet and suggestive and innocent all at once, “I know you were thinking that we would demonstrate while you watched us have our way with this little slut, but…” Her voice trailed off for a moment as her finger swept across her chin. “I think it will be a more educational experience if we try something else instead.”

An expression passed over Ms. Hayes' face that could have been disappointment. I wouldn’t have blamed her. Though there was little in my brain at that moment other than lust and a frantic, electric need, I felt a stab of it too. But I felt something else as I watched the gears turn on Eve’s face: trust, nervousness, excitement.

Ms. Hayes and I had planned for one thing and now Eve was calling an audible. If it were anybody else, I might not have been so eager, so willing to change things up. But Eve was…well, Eve, and her and Steph had rocked my world so many, many times that I let my defenses crumble.

“Instead of Steph and I fucking this filthy little freak,” Eve said, punctuating her last three words with a slight pause, eyes locked on my own. “This little slut and my beautiful busty girlfriend are going to have their way with you.”

My breath caught in my throat, the lump there growing even larger. I could feel the beads of sweat. On my forehead, on my chest, rolling down the small of my back. Oh yes, I thought. Sharing this gorgeous MILF with Steph? While Eve orchestrated the whole thing?

Fuck yes.
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After all that buildup, I could hardly wait any longer. Eve chided me as she undid the cuffs, laughing when she realized how flimsy they were.

“Ahh,” she said, her laugh low and throaty, “really went with the premium model here?”

I couldn’t help but blush. There is a part of me that responds well to a bit of teasing. A bit of back and forth. Eve knew exactly what buttons to push. And right now, she was pushing just about all of them.

“Had to play up the whole damsel in distress thing,” I said, my voice trembling as Eve’s fingers brushed against the bare skin of my wrists.

Her fingers paused there and then wrapped themselves around my wrist. Where her skin met mine, a jolt, like a slug of caffeine shot through me. Tendrils of desire racing out from every point of contact, filling me up, until my body felt heavy and warm, a deep ache welling up from everywhere and nowhere all at once.

Eve guided my hand between her legs, never breaking eye contact with me. I shuddered as I felt her slickness slide against my finger tips. Her eyes closed, softly and for just a moment. When she opened them again, they were alive with fire that sent goosebumps down my spine.

Abruptly, Eve dropped her grip on my wrist and moved away. For a moment, I could still feel her wetness against my skin, still feel her warmth and her presence like a phantom limb. Reluctantly, I let her.

“Girls?” she said, turning back to the other two girls.

I had completely forgotten them. I had been so lost in Eve, in her touch, her smell, how turned on she was. Ms. Hayes and Steph had wasted little time in getting to know each other.

Both women were naked now, gorgeous almost to the point of unbelievability. I’d watched porn with less believable proportions, figures, and levels of perkiness. I pinched myself.

“Ow,” I said.

Ms. Hayes arched one eyebrow. Then she took a bit of flesh on her thigh between her own thumb and forefinger and gave a tentative squeeze.

“Ow,” she said and then laughed.

“What was that for?”

“Same thing you are doing,” she said, but the conversation wasn’t happening with words anymore.

Her eyes were begging, pleading, screaming for release, whispering all the dirty things this woman wanted me and Steph to do to her. My own excitement sat low and heavy in my stomach, squeezing its way out, through my veins, across my skin, into my lungs, my heart, my brain, until I was delirious with it.

“Oh?” I asked, for a moment forgetting again that there is anyone else in the room. “And what is that?”

Ms. Hayes kept her eyes on mine as she sauntered toward the bed.

“Making sure this isn’t a dream,” she said as she leaned down and kissed me on the mouth. Where her lips met mine, sparks crackled.

“If it’s a dream,” I said, my lips slipping down the nape of her neck, “it’s going to be the dirtiest fucking dream of your life.”

I saw Ms. Haye’s body go taut for a moment and then a low noise escaped her mouth, half-moan, half-gasp. For a moment, I thought it was just my dirty talk having its desired effect, and I’m sure that had something to do with it. Steph choosing that very same moment to step in behind Ms. Hayes, conveniently already bent over the bed, spread her legs, and impale her with the strap-on might have had something to do with it as well. Kind of hard to say.

“Oh, god,” Ms. Hayes moaned as Steph sunk into her, her eyes wide as saucers.

Gentle at first. One stroke. Two strokes. Deep and slow, warming her up. From the way her eyes came alive, burning with desire, I’m not sure she needed any warming up.

She kissed me again, hard and hungry and desperate. Her lips slipped into mine, a perfect fit. Her tongue danced across my lips, then parted them. My own tongue parried, wrestled, gave it back as good as I was getting it. And I was getting it good.

Though not quite as good as Ms. Hayes.

“Fuck Steph, you look so goddamn hot doing that,” Eve cooed as she stepped up behind her girlfriend.

Her hands slipped across bare skin, goosebumps followed. Her hands reached around the front, touching as they slid up Steph’s flat stomach. Eve’s eyes found mine at the same moment her palms slid across Steph’s nipples.

Steph moaned and threw her head back as she sped up her pace.

Ms. Hayes was speaking in tongues. Her moans and gasps and whimpers were loud, clangorous, discordant and yet somehow still became the notes to a sinful symphony.

“Clap those cheeks, babe,” Eve’s hands roamed her girlfriend’s body.

Each filthy word, each bit of encouragement only seemed to rile Steph up further. Harder. Faster. Harder. Faster. Ms. Hayes was losing her mind. And as her mouth moved lower, so was I.

“Can’t say I imagined how hot this would all be from the outside looking in,” Eve nibbled at Steph’s neck, her eyes flitting to me before her hands fell to her sides and she stepped toward the bed.

For a moment, I didn’t know where to look.

At Steph? Sweat glistening on her forehead, breathing labored, with a look of pure sex plastered on her face and her tits bouncing each time she thrust forward.

At Ms. Hayes? Eyes rolled back in her head, mouth lolling open as a steady stream of fuck, fuck, fuck whistled out, punctuating each impact as Steph buried the strap-on inside of her.

At Eve? Impossibly gorgeous Eve, with her impossible perfect tits, hips swaying, chest bouncing lightly as she climbed onto the bed and her hands fingers braided themselves into Ms. Hayes' hair. Delicately, almost gently, Eve brushed a few strands away from her forehead, then gathering up a fistful of her hair, Eve smiled wickedly at me as she yanked Ms. Hayes' head back, exposing her neck. Eve pounced.

I wanted her lips on me, but watching her kiss her way down Ms. Hayes' delicate neck was a fine consolation prize. And what came next even more so.

Hands still in her hair, Eve angled Ms. Hayes' head down toward me. A smile spread across her lips, and a moment later mine too. I could feel my pulse in my clit as Eve guided the gorgeous, busty MILF down between my legs, Steph still pounding her sweet pussy like all our lives depended on it.

When her tongue made contact with my clit, the whole world went white. Stars. Flashes of white and silver, like fireworks and TV static all mixed up together. The heaviness built between my legs, pulsing out through my body. Slow at first and then faster and faster and faster. She lapped at my juices frantically, moaning into my folds everytime Steph slammed into her.

Her moans grew louder, her tongue moved erratically. She was nearing an orgasm and I was along for the ride. Snatches of conversation, fragments of the scene filtered in through my lust, but barely. I was lightheaded, a strange and wonderful vertigo wrapping my senses in whatever the opposite of a wet blanket is.

I felt alive. Like life began where Ms. Hayes' tongue ended. Like life began with a thrilling buzz that started in my clit and raced out from there, until I was dizzy and breathless and hurtling toward ecstasy.

“Keep pounding that pussy, babe,” Eve called back to her girlfriend. One hand was still in the MILF’s hair, pressing her face deeper between my legs. But her other hand snaked out, fingers gliding over skin. I shuddered as her fingers brushed against one nipple and then the other.

“Please.” A prayer and a plea on my lips. Eve leaned forward and kissed it away.

Her lips slid across my cheeks, came to rest against my ear.

“All you have to do is ask, Halley.”

I groaned, clenched my teeth as a wave of pleasure washed over me. What part was caused by Ms. Hayes' oral attention and what part was caused just by hearing Eve say my name was hard to say. But it didn’t feel like it mattered. That was the beauty of all of this. I didn’t have to choose between one or the other. I could have both, or—I glanced at Eve, shivered at the sight of her face, screwed up with passionate intensity—all three.

“Please,” I gasped again, trying to force the words out past the involuntary moans that were shaking my body, “Tell your sexy little girlfriend to make this bitch cum. I’m so fucking close. I want to come with her.”

The corners of Eve’s mouth curled up.

“That,” she said with a smirk, “I think we can arrange.”

She tightened her grip on Ms. Hayes' head, pushed her face deeper down in between my legs. Spots formed in my vision. The world swam. Deep, aching warmth spread out from between my legs, pouring into my abdomen, from there blooming across my chest and sending warm blood rushing to my face.

Eve turned to Steph with that sexy smirk still plastered to her face.

“You heard our little slut, Steph,” Eve's voice was thick with lust. “We need you to make this MILF cum so our filthy little freak can get off too.”

A low noise, half moan, half grunt, slipped from between Steph’s lips. In her current state, it was the closest thing to acknowledgement we were going to get. Her pace quickened.

Eve leaned forward, her lips brushing against Ms. Hayes' ear. Every millimeter of my skin was on fire now. The want so deep I couldn’t think of anything else. There was nothing. Nothing at all but Steph and Eve, and Ms. Hayes with her head between my legs, tongue working me over furiously until I was delirious and drunk on the sensation.

“Cum for us Ms. Hayes,” Eve’s voice was a harsh whisper. “Cum for us the same way we made this little slut cum, the same way that Beth saw.”

There was a glint of mischief in Eve’s eyes. Ms. Hayes' face was hard to read (somewhat busy with other things!), but she moaned into me and I knew that Eve’s words and Steph’s relentless fucking were having the desired effect. She was close, so very close. So all it took was for Eve to run her lips up and down her neck, pausing again at her earlobes, warm breath on hot skin.

“This is real,” she said, “this filthy scenario you’ve been dreaming of, of your daughter’s former roommate and her friends treating you like their little fuck toy. And you love it. Now, be a good slut for us and cum.”

I had been trying to stave off the inevitable, trying to time my own orgasm with Ms. Hayes', but Eve’s dirty talk was too much. I felt like the latch slipped on the gate and then the horses were out of the barn. There was no turning back. Everything that had been building over the last half an hour suddenly burst to the surface. It was like a punch in the gut, if a punch in the gut could be pleasurable.

A wallop of pleasure so intense, I nearly bent over double, squirming and writhing as Ms. Hayes' tongue still danced across my lips, drank my juices, circled my clit.

Just when I thought the sensation was reaching its peak, Ms. Hayes started to cum, moaning into me, and suddenly another wave of pleasure, towering and massive compared to what came before, crashed over me, knocking the air from my lungs, picking me up and throwing me around, until I didn’t know which way was up and which way was down.

By the time it was over, I was gasping for air. Ms. Hayes was doing the same. She half-lay, half-sat at the edge of the bed, crumpled up, not quite in a ball, her massive chest rising and falling as she struggled to keep her breath. I asked her if she needed a minute and she mumbled something unintelligible into her hands.

“Excuse me?” Steph's eyes were glued to the MILF’s naked glistening body as she unfastened the strap-on and stepped out of the harness.

She half-dove, half-slid onto the bed. Her body folded into mine, pressing against it from the left side, her arms draped over my body and her mouth kissing my shoulder idly.

Eve did the same on the other side. My nipples tightened as her fingers slid across my stomach. At the foot of the bed, Ms. Hayes stirred.

Her face was a mixture of post-orgasmic glow and raw animal passion. She had been fucked good once, but I could tell at a glance that she wasn’t halfway finished.

“What I said was,” Ms. Hayes' eyes came alive with a fire that brought the knot in my throat back in a instant, “Holy fucking shit.”

I nodded in agreement, a small smile on my lips/ I couldn’t think of a more succinct way to sum the situation up.

She crawled her way up the bed, her hands pushing apart my knees as she lowered her body onto mine. I arched up, my chest and stomach pressing up off the bed, into Ms. Hayes while Steph and Eve explored my body with their hands, their fingers, their mouths. I had just had one of the most intense orgasms of my life not five minutes ago and I was already up for round too.

“I’m so glad,” she said as she leaned forward and her lips tapped against mine, “that I decided to stop by with that wine.”

“Well, that makes two of us,” I said and then her hands were cupping my chin, angling it up, all the better for us to kiss.

Steph cleared her throat. “Three, I think.”

Eve did the same. “Four. I think all four of us are quite happy you decided to stop by.”

“That’s good to hear,” Ms. Hayes said, “because I’d like to make this a regular thing.”

My stomach flipped and a flush spread across my chest. I kissed her again as I felt Eve’s hand slid up my thigh, closer to the heat once again building between my legs.

“I like the sound of that,” I moaned. “I like the sound of that a lot.”
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“You have it wrong, you know,” I said, raising the wineglass to my mouth. I pressed the glass carefully against my lips and when I removed them there was the perfect lipstick outline wrapped around the rim. Her eyes went to it.

“What do you mean?” she asked, her voice fluttering in her delicate throat, uncertain and curious. The skin there was pale and I could see a small vein pulsing quickly beneath the skin. The perfect place, I thought, to plant a kiss.

I let the smile spool out slowly, subtly, so that she couldn’t be sure what she was seeing, if she was imagining it, wishing and willing it into existence. She didn’t know it yet and neither did I, but the game was already over. Checkmate in five. This was the fun part. This was the end game.

Ten minutes later my shirt will be on my floor, my underwear hanging off the chair, discarded in panicked and needy passion. The next morning, she will be mine: her body and her mind. My little plaything. My rival reduced to a toy to be used as needed—for my pleasure and for hers.

But not yet. It was strange to think of what had led to those moments. Days before Christmas, almost all alone in the apartment complex, about to bed a beautiful woman.

That last part was the plan, though I had expected two instead of one.

And neither of them had been Isabel.
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“Holy fuck,” I said, nearly spitting out my coffee as my phone light up with a text from Steph.

It was a picture of what can only be described as the largest and most intimidating dildo I had ever laid eyes on. The picture started my heart pumping in my chest, doing more to jolt me awake than the two cups of coffee I had already gulped down.

The message attached to it opened my eyes even wider.

Sexy Stephanie - 8:04 A.M.


We are going to spend the holidays seeing who can fit the most of this monster inside of themselves.




Sexy Stephanie - 8:05 A.M.


Eve and I are calling it stocking stuffing. [image: eggplant] [image: wrapped gift][image: smiling face with horns] [image: smiling face with heart-eyes] [image: peach]




I couldn’t help but laugh at the absurd collection of emojis that Steph had appended to the message. Still, the day had hardly started and I already needed to change my underwear.

The heat between my legs was instant, as it always was with Eve and Stephanie. Ever since last year—last summer really—when the three of us holed up during COVID at Steph’s family’s country house with nothing to do other than screw each other's brains out, relentlessly, again and again, for an entire summer.

Eve and Steph were an item. They were sexy and fun and they could push my buttons like no one’s business, but their relationship—the romantic part—was theirs and theirs alone. After that wonderful summer, I had to learn how to move on.

By which I mean, I moved into the same apartment building as them while I finished classes, still saw them everyday, and usually couldn’t go more than 48 hours without having one or the other of them fuck me until I couldn’t see straight. Preferably both.

But other than that, things were pretty casual.

Steph and Eve were leaving that morning, heading back to the same country house where this all started for the three of us. I had some packing to do and was meeting up with a family friend who was in town for holidays, so I’d be heading out the day after tomorrow, which would still get me in a few days before Christmas.

The three of us spent most of last night together at their place, relishing each other's bodies until I stumbled home, limping and delirious at 2:30 in the morning, drunk on lust and sweet post-orgasmic bliss. Last night, that had seemed like more than enough to hold me over, but staring at the picture Steph sent and the message that came along with it, the wait seemed impossibly long.

I tapped out a message and hit send.

Halley - 8:07 A.M.


You two don’t leave for another hour right? My apartment. Now. There’s something I need the two of you to take care of before you go.




Sexy Stephanie - 8:07 A.M.


[image: woman running, light skin tone][image: woman running, light skin tone]



Five minutes later Steph was kneeling between my legs, hair in a sloppy ponytail, still wearing the oversized T-shirt she slept in the night before. Something about the casualness of the scene made it even hotter. No time for frills. No time for pomp or circumstance or ceremony. Only time to devour and be devoured.

Eve kissed her way down my neck, lips dancing across skin, even as her girlfriend’s mouth worked me over from below. These two women could drive me crazy like no one else ever had. They pounced the instant the door to my apartment closed behind them. I barely had a moment to get a word out before Eve pushed me up against the door and her mouth folded into mine.

“Let's get these off,” Steph said, licking her lips as she pulled my leggings down around my ankles and my thong along with them.

I broke off the kiss with Eve as Steph’s thumb brushed across my clit. Eve’s mouth moved to my earlobe, kissing and nibbling even as she poured on filth so thick it made my head spin. About how bad she needed me to come for them. How good of a girl I was to let them know that I needed them. How if I wasn’t get fucked often enough, she was sure they could make adjustments.

Steph’s mouth was just as eloquent if not exactly quite as verbal. My eyes shut tight as her tongue found my folds, lapping me up until the room was spinning.

This wasn’t the time for buildup, for slow and steady, followed by fireworks. This was zero-to-sixty, get-to-the-hosptial-and-don’t-stop-at-any-red-lights. This was what the kids call a quickie.

It took less than two minutes from the time that Eve and Steph walked into my apartment until I started talking in tongues, dazed and confused, shouting out Steph’s name as the orgasm hit me, murmuring Eve’s as she pulled me in tight against her chest, guiding my open and hungry mouth toward her tits. I must have missed when she pushed her sports bra down and let the girls spill out, but I was not complaining. Not to seem conceited, but all three of us were hot: tight, beautiful young bodies, with curves for days.

But Eve’s tits were something else—closer to a work of art than something that should be affixed to a real living person. Heavy and full, without any hint that gravity knew of their existence. My mouth sucked greedily. My tongue twirled around her nipple even as the pleasure took the strength from my legs and Eve needed to help support me to keep me from falling.

Afterwards, when Steph stood up and smiled at me, her lips were sticky with my juices.

“I love that taste,” I said and pulled Steph in for kiss. My already tender clit throbbed at the taste of myself.

“Hey,” Eve said, cutting in and planting her lips on Steph’s. “Not fair,” she said. “She barely tastes like you anymore.”

Those words made me dizzy and I could feel the fire spark back to life between my legs. I glanced at my watch and knew there wasn’t time. Maybe there was, for one more quickie, but I knew that after that I’d want another and another and another.

Steph seemed to notice. One hand wrapped around Eve’s hips as she pulled her girlfriend into her. The other hand shot down, between my legs, faster than I could realize what was happening. The world went white, shattering me as two fingers plunged inside me. The moan that erupted out of me was deep and guttural. My eyes snapped open when Steph’s fingers retreated. No, I wanted to say, more.

But then I watched, open mouthed, as Steph held out her two fingers, sticky with me, and Eve took them into her mouth, moaning and sucking at my juices until there was nothing left.

“Fuck,” I hissed out, my hand idly finding its way between my legs. I was soaked. As soaked as I was before Steph and Eve even got here. “I need more.”

Steph’s smile was coy as she looked back and forth between Eve and me. Eve, still smiling, shook her head.

“There’s no time,” she said. “Not unless you girls want me to take care of things.”

My clit thrummed like a plucked bowstring at those words. Steph and I stole a hungry glance. The three of us had had one another in just about every possible combination and configuration that you could think of. We all had favorites: positions, toys, scenarios, etc.

But the simplest and most effective was what Eve called her “two minute drill”, which really was more of a boast than anything, where she would use her hands to get both of us off at the same time. Sometimes she would have us sit on chairs next to each other and she would kneel between us, fingering both of us, playing with our clits, sometimes leaning forward and adding some extra oral attention where it seemed appropriate.

Today, however, we didn’t have time for that setup. Eve’s smile was almost dirty enough on its own to make me come.

“Turn around, girls,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Bend over and put your hands up against the wall.”

Steph and I complied with gusto, making sure we were close enough together to make it easy on Eve. She stepped up behind us, grabbing a ponytail in each hand and giving it a gentle tug.

“Now,” she said, “you two little sluts are going to be good little girls and come quickly for me.”

No sooner had she released her grip on our hair than the fingers of her left hand slipped inside me at the same time that the fingers on her right slipped into Steph. I turned my head, making eye contact with Steph as Eve worked us both over. This was just about the hottest part. Steph and I, eyes locked, while her girlfriend finger fucked us both toward orgasm.

Within sixty seconds, both Steph and I were struggling to keep it in: hissing, moaning, cursing, as Eve’s digital exploration shredded our inhibitions, driving us wild, and then it hit. Steph popped first, closing her eyes tightly as her whole body trembled. The sight of that was all it took and a moment later I was joining her, both of us moaning Eve’s name as we melted onto her fingers, dripping our sweet juices, until her hands were sticky with it.

When it was over she licked her fingers clean and it took every ounce of my self-control to let the girls leave my apartment.

Even Steph, usually the less immune of the two to my charms, shook her head at my suggestion.

“You have no idea how tempting that is, Halley,” she said. “Eve will murder me if we are late. She made us brunch reservations at this cute place by my parents. We’re cutting it close, but we still have time.”

I felt a small shift in my chest, a sensation not quite like jealousy. See, I wasn’t into Steph or Eve in the way they were into each other. This was incredible and fun and hot, but I wasn’t in love with them—as friends sure, but not in the same way they were in love with each other.

I was young and wanted to have fun. I wasn’t looking to be tied down, but…

There were still times like this, when Eve and Steph were off to do their own thing, while I was left to take care of things myself. It wasn’t so much lonely as it was…unsatisfying? It would have been nice to have someone here for the next few days. Maybe not a girlfriend, not really, but someone to pass the time. Eve and Steph had offered to set me up with someone a few times, but unless they could find someone who was cool with our little arrangement, I simply wasn’t interested.

After we said our goodbyes, I was alone in my apartment. Two days, I told myself.

It wouldn’t be so bad.
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The place was a ghost town.

I had been out most of the day, Christmas shopping at Tyson’s before meeting up with my cousin in Sterling for an early dinner, which stretched longer than expected. The parking garage, which had already looked rather thin when I left, was practically empty upon my return.

The complex was one of those new “luxury” style apartment buildings with modern amenities and fixtures that catered to recent grads (at least the ones who landed the high paying jobs out of school), young professionals, and even a few college students whose parents could afford a place like this. That meant that it was a good place to meet people around my age, and even if Steph and Eve weren’t around to keep me entertained, it usually wasn’t too hard to find someone to strike up a conversation with—scout’s honor, that’s all I was looking for. Even I, sometimes, liked to do things other than sex.

But that was usually. With Christmas fast approaching, it meant that everyone had somewhere else to be, somewhere other than here. The parking lot was the first clue: not one in five cars was still there as I hurried in from the cold, bundled up and nearly tripping as I tried to see past the pile of boxes stacked in my arms.

I made it to the door—okay, crashed into it would be closer to the truth—somehow managing to keep the boxes perched in their precarious positions as I fished my key card out from my purse. The victory was short lived: the key slipped through my hand, still slick with sweat from gripping the unbreathing plastic coating on the outside of the boxes. The key clattered to the floor.

“Fuck,” I muttered. I would have to find a way to put down the boxes somewhere other than the snow and salt covered floor of the parking garage. Not the end of the world, I told myself, just a minor inconvenience.

“Need a hand?” a female voice asked from behind me.

Given how empty things were, I nearly jumped out of my skin. Instead, several things happened at once.

I started to turn and felt my heel slip on an icy patch. My legs shot out from underneath me even as my arms launched the bundle of presents into the air. My mouth formed a silent and panicked O as I felt a pair of strong arms catch me. My own reached out at the same time, managing to corral (not catch) the pile of boxes and break the worst of the fall.

“I’m so sorry,” I said, as she helped me back to my feet. “I think I owe you dinner⁠—”

There was more that I wanted to say, but as my eyes met hers the words died on my lips.

“You,” I said at the same moment that she said, “Oh.”

I imagined that the distasteful look on her face wasn’t all that different from my own.

“Isabel,” I said, the word like a curse on my lips.

“Halley,” she said, and her tone was little different.

She tucked a strand of her dark hair behind her ear, even as her hands smoothed the fabric of her too-tight sweater (a common theme in the way Isabel dressed and one of the few things about her I didn’t mind at all). I couldn’t help but smile, knowing exactly why she was doing it. And that was because I had the same urge to check for fly aways, or to find a reflective surface to make sure my makeup hadn’t smeared.

When you hated someone’s guts—especially a pretty little thing like this—sometimes looking fucking hot was the best revenge.

And Isabel and I definitely hated one another’s guts.

“Do you need a hand?” Isabel asked, and her face looked like she was sucking on a lemon. I appreciated the offer, knowing how much it pained her to be a good person if it meant helping me out.

I appreciated it, but that didn’t mean I had to make things easy.

“Taking a survey or actually making an offer?”

“Of course,” she huffed. “You’re always such a⁠—”

I was left to wonder what choice word Isabel had landed on as the door to the building opened and a man stuffed into a parka waddled out with a small child in toe.

“You girls need some help with those boxes?”

“Yes,” I said at the same moment Isabel said, “No.”

The man looked between us both as though noticing the tension for the first time. He muttered something about running late and took his kid by the hand, leaving Isabel and I still standing around the pile of boxes.

“What the fuck was that for?” I hissed, letting months of frustration with this girl bubble over. I could carry the boxes myself, but still. She didn’t have to help or anything, but no need to run off someone who might.

“Fuck off,” she spat, even as she leaned down and scooped up half the pile. “I already said I’ll help you, not that you even said thank you.”

I bit back my retort, caught off guard that she was following through.

“Sorry,” I said, opening the door for her. While she stood in the doorway, I retrieved the remaining packages. “I just thought⁠—”

“That I’m a fucking bitch,” Isabel said, eyes rolling in vicious circles. “Don’t worry; it's a mutual appreciation we have for each other.”

We walked in silence to the elevator, not exactly together but not exactly apart. When we reached it, Isabel tried to balance a box on her knee while she pressed the call button. I watched the boxes teetering for a moment and then the whole thing came undone like a Jenga tower falling in slow motion.

“Fuck,” Isabel hissed, though it was hard to tell if she was angry for having dropped the presents or just for having offered to help me in the first place. “Sorry. I hope I didn’t break anything.”

“Oh, it’s nothing to worry too much about. Nothing fragile,” I said, as I started to mentally tick off the day's purchases. “An apron for my mom, and one for my dad, but his has a picture of a glass of bourbon on it so it doesn’t damage his fragile male ego. Let’s see what else: clothes, a few sex toys, some books.”

Isabel raised an eyebrow. Of course, what I had said was no accident, but she didn’t have to know that.

“Ahh whoops, sorry about that. Maybe a little much to share during an elevator ride with someone who I despise.”

Isabel’s huff told me what she thought of that. “Oh, do you mean it Halley?” she said, her voice affecting a bashful, pleading tone. “Do you really despise me? I just never thought you’d feel the same way and here I’ve been so scared to tell you my true feelings.”

Despite myself, I laughed. Her eyes narrowed. “What’s funny?”

I shook my head. “Always assuming the worst about me, it’s touching, truly. Makes a girl feel special.”

“You didn’t answer,” she said as the elevator doors opened and the two of us stepped in. The boxes made it awkward even for just the two of us to fit in and we ended up squished together in the back corner, shoulders touching.

I rolled my eyes hard enough to make myself the slightest bit dizzy.

“You’re funny.”

“Excuse me?” She sounded more than a little surprised.

“That’s why I was laughing,” I said, glancing over at Isabel, chiding myself as my eyes drifted down to her chest.

When I look back up, her eyes were wide. Busted, I thought and waited for her to make a comment. For her to call me a slut, a creep, a bitch, before she stormed off and left me to collect the boxes.

The only thing she said was, “Oh” as a faint flush spread across her cheeks, and in that moment it was clear that we both felt the tightness of the space, the closeness of our bodies.

Her eyes looked into mine, searching for something there, going wide again. At that moment, the elevator dinged, the doors opened, and her look vanished so quickly I was sure I had imagined it.

“I thought I was a bitch,” Isabel said as we made our way down the hallway from the elevator.

It was something of a trek and we made it mostly in silence, the only noise was the sound of our steps and the echo of what Isabel said in my ears.

The complex consisted of two long and squat seven story towers connected to a smaller central structure that housed the amenities: gym, indoor spa, coffee room, game room, even a series of professional kitchens that the building used to bring in local chefs to teach classes. I lived in West. The other tower, for some reason, was called Liberty, where Isabel lived.

The elevator deposited you closest to the central part of the tower. There were stairs and fire escapes down the other end of the hallway where my apartment was. It was half a football field at least. When we arrived at the end of hallway, I deposited my pile of boxes by the door.

“Bitches can be funny,” I said with a playful smile as I looked over my shoulder at her.

Again, my eyes couldn’t help but drift lower. In my defense, those tits pressed into that sweater—can you blame a girl? I swiped my fob in front of the lock, waiting for the electric whirr, and then turned the handle and pushed it open, but the sight of Isabel’s chest squeezed into that sweater had awoken something inside me. Just because we didn’t like each other, didn’t mean I couldn’t tease her a little bit. God knows I had nothing else to do until tomorrow.

“Besides just because I hate you doesn’t mean I'm blind. I can laugh if you say something funny, admire what you are smuggling in that sweater. I can even⁠—”

“Fuck,” Isabel cursed, so loudly I nearly jumped out of my skin.

“Chill out,” I said, more harshly than I wanted to. “Some people can’t take a compliment⁠—”

“What?” Isabel looked up at me and it was only then that I realized she had been looking down at her phone. Why hadn’t I noticed that? It was possible my eyes had been elsewhere.

“What?” I said and she repeated it again and then I did, and it felt like we were doing a bit. Mine, mine, mine, like the seagulls from Finding Nemo.

“You can get these?” Isabel said, glancing back down at her phone, turning back down the hallway without even waiting for an answer. And then she was gone, and I piled the boxes inside.

It was a shame, really, how things turned out, because the truth was, the first time I met Isabel, I may have had something of a crush.


CHAPTER 4
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SUMMER - SIX MONTHS PRIOR


The concrete scorched the bare soles of my feet as I made my way toward the pool, sweat beading across my brow. Eve and Steph were away this weekend. I was on my own and on the prowl. Living in the complex had been good so far, mostly because of Steph and Eve, but having them there had meant I hadn’t done much in the way of branching out yet. Today seemed like as good a day as any to change that.

The pool was a mob scene. Not quite something out of spring break or anything, but it was a raucous crowd of mostly twenty and thirty somethings. A stereo blasting Billie Eilish warred with another playing the latest album from Morgan Wallen and everywhere phones sent out little salvoes of sounds as everyone added their music and their shouts to the cacophony of sound that enveloped me.

It was chaos and I loved everything about it.

I had considered not even wearing a cover up to the pool, but the truth was, I liked a big reveal. I found a spot by the side of the pool: a lounge chair at the end of a row next to a tall gorgeous brunette spooning with a scruffy muscled man who looked somehow like an overstuffed sausage. He was more than fit and vaguely masculine in an unpleasant way, with all the features that might make one attractive somehow adding up to less than the sum of their parts.

The girl, on the other hand, was gorgeous: long tanned legs that I wanted to wrap around my neck as I buried my face between them, tits that looked shapely and impressive even as she turned over onto her back, and a sharp model’s face, all hard angles working in perfect symmetry. I could feel my heartbeat between my legs.

As I placed my bag on the lounge chair, they both glanced at me. My own gaze went to hers, holding it for a moment before I winked and then peeled the coverup over my head to reveal my tight little body in a barely there bikini.

“Woah.” The guy seemed to notice the sound a moment after it was too late. I watched her face tighten, eyebrows narrowing, rage radiating off her every feature.

“What the fuck, Clark?” she said, giving him a shove that wasn’t quite alarming but certainly wasn’t gentle.

As the two of them bickered for a few minutes, I made a scene of slathering myself in sunscreen, making sure to amply cover all of my best assets. I stole glances at the two of them, still arguing, even as they did the same with me. His eyes were hungry, desperate, and hers were burning with anger, at him or at me, I couldn’t be certain. I knew that there must be eyes all over the pool that had found themselves a new favorite sight, but I was only concerned about the four eyes next to me, and of those only the cold blue eyes made my legs feel like jelly.

Eventually, Clark stormed off and I swooped in.

“Trouble in paradise?” I asked, batting my eyelashes at her while I continued to rub sunscreen across the upper part of my chest. Despite herself, her eyes drifted down and then back up.

“Excuse me?” Her disdain was clear, but there was something else there: curiosity, maybe?

“I sure hope I didn’t do anything to cause that little fight you guys just had,” I said, letting one hand drift to my breast, cupping it subtly enough that it wasn’t obvious to everyone else out here just exactly what I was doing. “These girls sometimes cause problems,” I said with a laugh and then, to demonstrate, I bounced in my seat.

I didn’t even need to look down, I knew exactly how obscene the effect was.

Her already tanned skin flushed a darker shade until it looked almost crimson. Rage or lust, I couldn’t quite tell. Either would be interesting and maybe both together would be best.

“I don’t know what game you are playing at, but fuck off. He’s mine.”

“Who? Clark?” I asked, smiling so that my lips peeled away from my teeth. I placed a hand on my heart, scandalized. “I would never.”

“Whatever, bitch,” she hissed, the last word barely more than a rush of air through her pursed and pouty lips. I imagined what they would feel like on mine and felt a thrill go through me. “He has a woman. He doesn’t want a little slut.”

“And what about you?” I asked, leaning forward, letting gravity make my argument for me as it pulled my tits against the already too tight fabric of my top. “What do you want?”

She swallowed hard and looked away. “What are you talking about?”

“What’s your name?”

Before she could answer, Clark came back.

“Isabel,” he said, “let’s go. We’re going to be late.”

And the two of them stormed off, bickering still.

I never got a chance to ask the question.

So, Isabel, what do you want? Boring old Clark or the little slut neither of you could take your eyes off of?


CHAPTER 5
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DECEMBER 22ND


Call it a hate-cute or maybe a meet-hate. Whatever you call it, that moment was the start, but over the following months there were more run-ins. None of them matched the tension of that first day, but all of them matched the vitriol.

My own interest in Isabel morphed into a profound dislike. She was, of course, still quite the looker, but even I have my limits. The final straw was when someone organized a wine and cheese book club for the apartment building. Eve told me about it, or maybe it was Steph. In any case, I showed up with them at someone’s apartment only to find out that the host was none other than Isabel.

I’d like to say that we kept things cordial if a little cold, but a few glasses of wine and enough snide remarks from Isabel to get my blood boiling and I swear Eve and Steph had to keep me from rearranging that pretty little face of hers. Shockingly, the three of us were not invited back for the next wine and cheese night.

And after that I had mostly managed to avoid her. It had been months since I’d run into her and the whole thing had faded to the background, forgotten. Until today.

I was still a bit rattled after my encounter with Isabel and poured myself a glass of wine to calm my nerves. Plus, I was planning on taking care of myself to relieve some of this tension and a single glass of wine always helped to loosen things up. My hand was busy making its way south as the warmth flooded my body, when my phone buzzed.

Eve - 8:42 P.M.


Just saw the email. Are you okay? Do you need us to come rescue you?




I remembered Isabel cursing as she looked down at her phone. I tapped into my inbox and saw the email sitting at the top. It was from the property management company with an subject that was more than a little alarming: EMERGENCY NOTICE: HEAT OUT IN LIBERTY TOWER - INSTRUCTIONS INSIDE - URGENT

I opened the email and began to read. By the time I was finished, I understood exactly why Isabel reacted as she did. The heat was out in that half of the complex. They were working to restore it as soon as they could, but with temperatures dropping and a winter storm approaching, they were recommending that anyone that could make alternate arrangements do so as soon as possible. For others, they were bringing in emergency cots and setting them up in the common area of the main building that sat between the towers.

I counted my blessings, apparently a moment too soon, because a second later there was a knock on my door. Somehow I already knew what I was going to find on the other side when I opened it.

“Isabel,” I said, “long time no see.”

Nothing about her looked happy, a dog with her tail tucked between her legs, begging for scraps.

“Look,” she said, her eyes aimed at the floor, “I know we don’t get along and⁠—”

I held up a hand to cut her off. “Save it,” I said then watched her face contort as a spasm of anger flashed across it. She was about to turn and leave when I stepped aside from the door. “Come in.”

“You mean…” She started a question and then trailed off.

“I don’t like you, Isabel,” I said, plainly. “But whatever you might think about me, I’m not actually a complete bitch. I’m not gonna let you freeze to death in your apartment, and the idea of communal cots in the common area sounds like my worst nightmare, and probably a good way to get lice. They’ll probably get things fixed soon and if not, there’s an extra bedroom. It’s late and I am leaving early tomorrow though, so after that if things still aren’t fixed over there…” I shrugged.

“Of course,” she said, unable to contain the excitement in her voice. “We’re not gonna end being friends or something after this?”

We both laughed. I shook my head. “God, I fucking hope not.”

Isabel entered, empty handed. She looked around, eyes scanning every direction as if she expected someone to pop out at any moment and yell “Gotcha”, which was fair. Before today, the idea of a hidden camera show would have made a lot more sense than whatever the fuck this was.

Isabel in my apartment. Isabel overnight in my apartment. I could feel fingers of warmth from the glass of wine snaking their way through my body, relaxing me, unwinding the tension of the day. I relaxed into the sensation and my body came alive. What I said to Isabel wasn’t a lie. I may be a bit, shall we say, aggressive, when it comes to the pursuit of what I want, but I wasn’t cruel. Two things can be true at once. I really did despise Isabel. Everything about the way she carried herself rubbed me the wrong way.

That didn’t mean that I didn’t still want to fuck her. And now…well, who knew? Sleepovers were for secrets, after all, and there were a few I had in mind to share with Isabel.

I’d let her stay. But that didn’t mean I was going to make things easy on her.

“No overnight bag?” I asked as I led her down the hallway.

She shook her head. “I couldn't go back to my apartment. They have the entrance to the tower blocked off right now for maintenance. They said I should be able to get in at some point, but who knows when that will be.”

“I don’t have much to offer, but there’s probably an extra toothbrush in its packaging somewhere in the vanity in the guest bathroom. Should be toothpaste too. Feel free to use what you need.”

We both paused in the hallway as she looked around uncertainly.

“This is you,” I said, hooking my thumb over my shoulder to open the door that led into the guest bedroom. “It’s a twin bed and I won’t claim the mattress or the sheets are anything other than the cheapest I could afford, but they’re clean. I don’t get overnight guests often.” I grinned wolfishly at her. “Or at least when I do they aren’t staying in a separate bed.”

She looked down at the floor as her teeth worried at her bottom lip.

“Oh come on, Izzy,” I said and on a whim I reached out and lifted her chin until her eyes met mine. I watched her swallow. “No clever retort? Worried I’m going to kick you out if you act your normal bitchy self? Not to worry. That’s the only part that makes any of this fun for me.”

I watched something flare in her eyes that looked like anger, but not only. Oh yes, there it is.

“First of all,” Isabel said, pushing her chest out with a huff, her features settling into the Resting-Bitch-Face I knew and loved, “don’t fucking call me Izzy. And second, I didn’t think you being a giant slut was something that required a remark from me. I don’t spend time pointing out that the sky is blue or that it gets dark when the sun goes down. Some things are just obvious.”

The way she said slut made me even wetter between my legs. It was not the first time she’d called me it. She used the term more than a few times at the wine and cheese event where I almost took her head off. Then it had sounded like a curse or a slur, but now—now, there was excitement in the word when she said it. It sounded something like a wish.

This is going to be too much fun.

“You’re wrong you know,” I said and I watched the words hit her, the uncertainty clear in her face.

“What do you mean?”

“You hate me because the first time we met you thought I was trying to fuck your boyfriend.”

I took a step forward and Isabel stepped back. I took another and so did she, but there was no more room as she pressed herself back against the wall.

“Fuck that. I know you were.” Her voice was thin, thready—as though she couldn’t breathe, as though she knew what was coming next.

I reached out and brushed a strand of hair away from her eyes, letting my hand slide down to cup her chin.

“No,” I said, leaning in until my lips were brushing against her ear, like I was going to tell her a secret. I ran my hand along her neck, tracing the curve up to her ear as I whispered. “Maybe if you’re a good girl, I’ll tell you some other time.”

Her breath hitched and I pulled back to survey the shock on her face. Her eyes were alive, anger and hunger mixing into something that reminded me of a raging inferno, not the fire crackling comfortable and safe in the fireplace, but the kind of flames that leap streets and through whole neighborhoods in minutes, the kind of fire that could swallow up acres and acres and then keep going, nothing stopping it, everything only fuel to stoke the flames higher.

I would need to get going in the morning, which meant that it wasn’t likely that this was going to lead to anything right now, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t planting seeds that could be harvested later.

“Well, Izzy,” I said, with a wink, “Sweet dreams.”


CHAPTER 6
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DECEMBER 23RD


Iknew that something was wrong the moment my eyes opened. The cold took my breath away. Not cold like maybe the heat hasn’t come back up yet this morning, but the kind of cold that means maybe the heat isn’t working at all. But that can't be right, I told myself, still hazy from sleep. It took a few seconds for yesterday to come back to me.

The heat. But that was supposed to be the other tower, after all that was⁠—

Shit. Isabel. I cursed as I flung myself out of bed. I wasn’t panicking because she was still here; that was fine. I was panicking because it was cold enough in here that my fingers were faintly purple at the tips and the guest bedroom wasn't exactly set up for warmth. There were just sheets on the bed and a single thin pillow, no blankets, no comforter, and the room sat in the corner of the apartment, the corner of the building, both outer walls taken up by beautiful floor to ceiling windows. Beautiful, but not exactly the best for insulation.

I pushed open the door without a thought and a wall of icy air greeted me.

Isabel shot up in bed, startled awake or at least alert by the intrusion. My eyes worked quickly to take in the scene. Her lips were blue, not a little but a lot, enough that I felt a real stab of concern go through me.

“Jesus Christ, Isabel,” I said, rushing over to the bedside. “It’s fucking freezing in here.”

“Yes,” she said, her mouth moving slowly, like her whole body was half frozen. “It went out sometime in the night. Thanks for leaving me a blanket, bitch.”

The bitch was half hearted, but she forced a smile that made me feel at least a little better. Maybe she wasn’t going to die after all, which was good. There was no love lost between the two of us, a fact well known to more than a few people around the complex, and if her frozen corpse wound up in my apartment, I had a decent idea who the prime suspect would be.

“Why didn’t you come wake me up? I have other blankets. Shit, I have a space heater. Let’s get you out of here. You need to get in the shower and get some warm clothes on. I’ll get the space heater running in the living room and more blankets and we can try to figure out what the fuck is going on.”

Isabel nodded as she started to climb out of bed, still in the sweater and leggings from yesterday. As she swung her legs over the side of the bed, she seemed to see me for the first time. Her tsk was sharp, like ice cracking.

“Of course,” she said, “I’m over here dying and you still can’t miss an opportunity to slut it up.”

It was only at that moment that I realized what I was wearing, or rather, not wearing: a thin lacy thong and…absolutely nothing else. In my panic over the freezing temperature I hadn’t even noticed. Somehow my adrenaline had provided enough of a shot of warmth to block out the cold for a moment, but as I looked down, seeing my nipples hard and pinched, it hit me.

“Fuck,” I said, shivering as the cold finally registered fully in my brain. “I honestly didn’t even realize. But seriously get in the shower.”

Isabel climbed out of bed like her limbs were still half frozen. Even in her state, I noticed her unable to keep her eyes from darting to my chest, and even half freezing to death, she still found it in her to be a bitch.

“I guess this is the part where the little slut tells me we need to get into the shower together for warmth.” Her voice wasn’t quite as flat as I think she hoped for. Maybe it was the cold, maybe it was what I said to her last night, but her voice shook as she said it, and from more than just the chill.

“Keep dreaming,” I said, though I felt my own stomach grow warm at the thought. Showering with Isabel certainly had its appeal. After all, that was how Steph and Eve had gotten together for the first time. But that thought could wait. I needed to change into warmer clothes. “Get in the shower. And put something warmer on. I know you love walking around in that tight little sweater, but I think it's a bit thin if you don't want to freeze.”

Isabel looked at me like I was dumb. “I don’t have anything to change into, remember?”

“Right,” I said, remembering last night. I looked Isabel up and down as she did the same to me. The problem was fairly obvious: our bodies were vastly different shapes. Isabel was tall and lean with long legs that terminated in a nice tight ass that looked incredible from the side or the back, but from the front her hips were narrower than mine, her waist higher. She had at least six inches on me. Her tits were big, but mine were showstoppers and with my smaller frame it was obvious that none of my clothes were going to fit. “There’s an outfit in the linen closet in the bathroom. You aren’t going to like it, but it’s clean and it will keep you warm.”

While Isabel went to shower, I headed into the living room to set up the space heater, throwing on several layers on the top and bottom before I felt like anything other than a human popsicle. By the time the shower turned off, the living room had warmed up enough that it no longer felt like an ice rink. It was cold, far too cold for the indoors, but it no longer felt dangerous.

My brain thawed out along with my body and for the first time I remembered that I was supposed to be on the road this morning. I looked at my phone and cursed: 9:45AM. I was supposed to have left almost three hours ago. That was what I noticed first. The second thing I noticed were the 24 text messages and the 11 missed calls from Eve and Steph. I began to read the texts with a sinking feeling in my gut: a storm, a blizzard, unexpected and out of nowhere. I ran to the window and looked outside.

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath as I looked out at a world swallowed up in white. I wasn’t going anywhere anytime soon.

A moment later from down the hall, I heard Isabel. “Oh, you’ve got to be fucking kidding me.”


CHAPTER 7
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DECEMBER 23RD


When Isabel came back, she wasn’t wearing the sweater I expected. My jaw dropped to the floor at the same time a ball of hot lead settled low and heavy in my stomach. Before either of us had a chance to even say anything, I was practically panting like a dog in heat.

“You fucking suck,” Isabel said, glancing down at the outfit and then back at me.

I could barely stop myself from licking my lips as I stood up and crossed over to the counter, Isabel standing on the other side. Instead of the sweater I had been expecting, Isabel was dressed as perhaps the sluttiest Ms. Claus I had ever seen: a tight red satin top with a plunging neckline over a short skirt of the same material, fringed with fluffy white. Beneath the skirt are were a pair of tight candy cane stockings that made my heart beat quicken. She was even wearing the little Santa hat up top. The only thing I could think, seeing her there in that outfit, was how much I wanted to take it off her.

I couldn’t help but laugh.

“I’m glad you’re happy,” she said, her mouth forming a narrow line of displeasure that somehow only made her look more attractive.

“That’s not the outfit I meant, Izzy,” I said, truthfully, but this was all so much better than what I was planning. “But I can see how a slut like you would go for that outfit over the one I meant.”

Her eyes narrowed in confusion.

“Did the box you got that out of look familiar at all?” I asked and watched as the recognition dawned on her face. “I forgot I put those in there. There was a sweater and a pair of pants. That,” I said, gesturing to what she was wearing, “was supposed to be a gift for Eve.”

“Oh,” Isabel said, color rushing to her cheeks. “I thought…Whatever.”

She turned to head back toward the bathroom.

“You’re wrong you know,” I said and she turned back, uncertain. “About me. The first time we met.”

“You said that last night. What the fuck do you mean?”

“Pretty, but slow,” I said, flashing her a predatory smile. “I like that.”

The anger that flared on her face made my pussy throb.

“Fuck you,” she said, her hands clenching the counter until her knuckles went white. “What do you mean?”

“Oh I think you know, Isabel. And I think you knew what I meant last night.”

With the snow thwarting any hope of making it to Steph’s today (or maybe even tomorrow), I had nothing else to do. What had started as a bit of fun, some teasing really, had shifted into something else. I wasn’t interested in just making Isabel squirm: I was going to fuck this little stuck up bitch and she was going to enjoy every second of it.

“I wasn’t trying anything with your boyfriend,” I said, letting my eyes roam all over her body in her tight little outfit. It would have been almost comical if it wasn’t so fucking sexy.

“Bullshit,” she said, but there was doubt in her voice. “I know sluts like you. You just wanted to fuck him because he was with another girl and you wanted to prove you could.”

“No, Izzy,” I said, pausing to let the tension build. “I wasn’t trying to fuck him. I was trying to fuck you.”

There was a sharp intake of breath as the words hit home. Her eyes widened for a moment in shock and then narrowed again, even as I watched her cheeks flush.

“It doesn’t change anything,” she said, teeth biting at her bottom lip.

“Are you telling me that?” I asked, leaning forward over the counter. I watched her eyes flick down to my chest. My insides fizzed like a can of soda left rolling around in the back seat for three months. Moments like this were what I lived for. “Or are you trying to convince yourself?”

“What the fuck does that mean?” Isabel’s voice sounded almost panicked now.

My eyes never left hers. “I think,” I said, reaching out and brushing a lock of hair out of her eyes, “that it changes a lot.”

Her body tensed as my fingers scraped against her skin.

“You wouldn’t.”

My head swam. The heady mixture of hatred and lust was doing things to me…things that I very much enjoyed. I could feel the desire smoldering inside me, each moment stoking the flames, prodding at the kindling of desire until the fire roared to life.

“Oh, Izzy,” I said, using her new least favorite nickname. “We both know that isn’t true. And we both know that you want it. The only problem is I’m not going to give it to you until you ask.”

That seemed to catch her off guard. Her hand shot up and grabbed mine away from her face. Her fingers clutched mine a little more roughly than was needed, but they did not let go.

My smile was a promise of filthy things to come. “See. Even when you try, you just can’t help yourself.”

My eyebrows wiggled and I jerked my chin toward our still entwined hands. Her gaze followed mine and the two of us stared at our hands for a moment before our eyes met again. There was hunger in Isabel's.

“Oh fuck it,” she said. “I don’t have anything better to do.”

And then she leaned over the counter and crushed her lips against mine. Relief and desire flooded through me in equal measure. I had thought so many times about these lips on mine, wondering what they would feel like, how they would taste. Now that I finally had them, I realized how poorly my imagination compared to the real thing. It was a shame, thinking back to that first day and the months that I could have been kissing these lips, though kissing was far from all I was interested in.

We broke the kiss, both of us breathless and panting. She looked as shocked as she did aroused, like she couldn’t believe what she had just done but wanted to do it again—and more than that besides.

“So,” I said, running my tongue over my lips, savoring the remnants of whatever fruity lip balm Isabel had applied the night before, “how was your first kiss with another girl?”

A bark of laughter erupted out of her. “You’re hardly my first.”

My whole body vibrated like a tuning fork. Now, this was interesting.

“Bullshit,” I said.

Isabel’s smile was smug and I wanted to smack it off her or maybe push her up against the counter and fuck her until that smirk was a distant memory.

“You don’t know me, bitch,” she said, but that last word sounded different after the kiss. The anger was still there, but now it sounded almost like a pet name. I was soaked between my legs, barely able to shift or breathe without gasping at the sensation in my clit. “I’m bi.”

“And by bi I assume you mean that you still think about that night you gave a peck to one of your sorority sisters on a dare and blushed so hard you decided to call it an early night and go home and touch yourself?”

She stepped around the counter and then toward me until the distance between us seemed dangerously, impossibly small. “I kissed her,” she said. “And it was on a dare and I did go back to my room…but not alone.”

My heart thrummed in my chest. Fire danced on my skin.

“Sure, and what was the name of this supposed conquest?”

“I’m just trying to remember,” she said, running a finger across the sharp angle of her chin and I wished I could trace the same line, though not with my finger. “She didn’t tell me her name, but I’m trying to recall if maybe she wrote it with the tip of her tongue sometime in the hours she spent between my legs.”

And between my own legs was an inferno. “Bullshit,” I spat out again, a challenge I knew that she wouldn’t be able to resist.

“What about you?” she asked with a nervousness that I found strangely sexy.

“You mean am I bi?” I asked. I shook my head. “Nope, I’m a muff diver through and through.”

Isabel laughed and then groaned. “Ugh, gross.”

“What a surprise, the ‘bi’ girl who doesn’t like eating pussy.”

In another context, I wouldn’t be an asshole to someone who said they were bisexual and certainly wouldn’t really question it, but this was Isabel and for the two of us, this was flirting. And I was drunk on it: the banter, the teasing, so much so that the frustration of this whole situation seemed to fade to nothing. I couldn’t forget about Steph and Eve and what we were supposed to be doing to one another, but as far as distractions went, it was hard to imagine anything better than this.

Isabel’s tongue flicked out, swiping across her bottom lip as she stared me down. “I just hate that phrase,” she whispered, leaning in until I could feel her breath against my neck. “I love eating pussy.”

When she pulled back her eyes were a challenge, one that I was happy to accept.

“Prove it,” I said.

The smile spread slowly across her face as she glanced down and then back up, a shy little coquette.

“Is it just me?” Isabel said as she sank to her knees in front of me. “Or has it gotten a bit warmer in here?”

As far as banter went, this had the added benefit of being factually true. The space heater was a big industrial model, throwing off enough heat in the living room to turn the frigid cold into something tolerable. Something warm enough that the thought of losing a few layers no longer seemed like such a big deal.

Without a word, I slipped out of my sweats and then the pair of athletic shorts I had beneath them.

“Lose the top too,” she said, her voice deep and husky.

“Oh? Why is that?” I asked teasingly.

“Because,” Isabel said as her fingers played with the waistband of my barely there thong, “when I look up from down here I want to see how good those spectacular tits look from this angle.”

“Spectacular, huh?”

Was this teasing or was this delay? My head was swimming with lust. I wasn’t exactly a stranger to casual sex and I’d done this song and dance more than a few times, but here and now with Isabel, something felt different. Usually, I was the one in the driver’s seat, cool and calm and collected. Now, I felt like I was hurtling out of control. This was sex, or it was going to be, but it was also something more—a test, a challenge, a battle. And only one of us would come out on top.

“Stop fishing, slut. You know how fucking hot you are.”

“And you?” I asked as the room seemed to spin.

“Even hotter,” she said as she planted a kiss on my inner thigh. Her fingers hooked into the waistband of my thong. “Now lose the top.”

As Isabel slid my thong down my legs, I frantically shedded my upper layers. In the blink of an eye I was completely naked with Isabel kneeling before me in her slutty little Santa outfit.

Merry fucking Christmas, I thought.

Her hands slid up my legs, spreading them wider. My body responded to her touch, acquiescing as she moved her way north, her mouth trailing her hands. She paused and looked up at me, pressed her thumb against my clit. The world went white for a moment as a stream of expletives issued out of me.

“I have to warn you…” Isabel started, letting the words linger in the open air.

“You’re such a fucking tease,” I said, my voice thick with anger, panicked with lust. “You better not warn me that you aren’t actually good at this.”

Her thumb on my clit as she smiled up at me was almost enough, but I managed to hold on. I wasn’t ready to give in. Not yet.

“The opposite in fact,” Isabel said in between kisses that were now dangerously close to the wetness between my legs. “I’ve seen you hanging out with those two other little sluts. And I’m sure that’s fun, but trust me bitch, those are just little girls. You’ve never had a real woman before.”

At that moment I might have married Isabel if she had asked. My mind was going insane, delirious with the whole situation. I was dripping.

“And after me,” she said, slipping a finger inside me as her thumb continued to circle my clit, “you are going to realize what you’ve been missing.”

My hand threaded itself through her dark hair. “Quit talking and show me,” I said.

“Make me,” she said and so I did, guiding her face between my legs, feeling her tongue part my folds.

The thought that she could really put Eve and Steph to shame, to say nothing of all the other women I had been with, struck me as more than a little improbable. That didn’t mean I didn’t find the confidence incredibly sexy. And I never liked to judge. I was certainly going to give her a fair chance to⁠—

Oh. Her tongue swiped across my clit as she moaned or mumbled something at the same time. The tip of it pressed and swirled around me and my mind went blank. I had been thinking about something, but I couldn’t remember it anymore. I could hardly remember where I was, could hardly remember my own name.

“Oh,” I said, this time out loud. “Isabel.” I hissed her name and it was like a prayer. “I’m going to⁠—”

I didn’t even have time to finish my sentence. I came so hard the walls seemed to shake. All the tension of the past hour, all the tension of the previous day, even that day at the pool months ago, and all the days in between—I had wanted this for months I realized, wanted her, and still it was better than anything I could have possibly imagined.

Somehow, hard as it was to believe, Isabel hadn’t just been talking a big game. It was almost impossible to think that someone could eat me out better than Steph or Eve. It wasn’t just that they were both skilled at it—which they were without doubt—but we had spent so much time together, done so much…practicing that they knew exactly what I liked and how I liked it. That Isabel could do this the very first time blew my fucking mind.

Images of me and Isabel flashed through my mind so quickly it made me dizzy: Isabel and me in my bedroom, bodies slick with sweat, sheets tangled all around us; me and Isabel in the elevator and me pushing her up against the wall the moment the doors closed, my hand snaking its way into her tight little shorts, slipping into her as she moaned my name, teased me, called me an insatiable little slut. I even pictured her with me and Steph and Eve, the four of us exploring each other’s bodies, locked in carnal embrace. My clit throbbed at the thought.

“God,” I panted as I finally came down, “I am an idiot.”

And that's how it felt. This girl, this feeling, had been a short walk away from me for months, and a stupid misunderstanding had gotten in the way of what could have been months and months of this. I glanced at Isabel, waiting for a retort. Even after what had happened, it seemed like exactly the place that she would jump in to agree. Only, she didn’t.

“Not going to agree?” I asked, verbalizing my own confusion, turning it into a tease.

“Calling you that seems mean,” she said simply.

“Oh, and calling me a bitch and a slut doesn’t?”

Isabel’s smile as she stood had me wet and ready for another round almost immediately. I could see the wetness—my wetness—covering her chin and cheeks; they glistened with me.

“No,” she said, running her hand through my hair as she pouted. She leaned close and her breath on my neck made me shudder. “Because you like that.”

It was incredible how just those words alone could make me feel. And, of course, she was right. I did like it—a lot. The post-orgasmic daze that had descended on me evaporated into thin air. Focus and hunger came in its place.

I leaned into Isabel, our bodies pressing together, feeling my naked skin against the soft satin of her ridiculous and ridiculously hot Santa outfit. I was torn between wanting to rip that outfit off of her and telling her to never take it off.

“Not as much as you, Izzy,” I said, pressing myself into her, letting my hands slide over her hips until my palms cupped her incredible ass. “After all, you're the one dressed like a little slut.”

Laughter erupted from her throat. “I’m not the one with my tits out on display,” she said, her eyes drawn to the subject of discussion.

I ran a finger across her strong jaw, and followed it with my tongue. It was my turn now to whisper in her ear.

“And whose fault is that?” I asked as one hand grabbed and lifted her skirt, while the other crept its way up her thigh, over the smooth nylon of her candy cane striped stocking, until they met bare skin. Isabel moaned as she buried her face in my neck, her lips and mouth devouring my skin. My fingers moved higher and higher and then—Oh, Isabel. “Not wearing any underwear? Who did you say the slut was?” I teased her as I let one finger slide across her lips.

“Fuck,” she said, her breath hissed out of her like steam from a kettle. “I didn’t have another pair and—” Her next words were swallowed up by a moan as I slid my free hand around to her bare ass and squeezed it tightly.

“And the only pair you had were soaked?” I lightly brushed my thumb across her swollen clit. “Is that what happened?”

“No, I—fuck Halley,” she sounded delirious and she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me in closer and half pinning my hand between us, between her legs, desperate for more pressure against her clit. “There was just this outfit in the box.”

Her attempt at an explanation was cute, but it was also fucking hot. I loved that she was still holding back, still trying to keep herself under control. I loved it, because she was failing at it—miserably I might add—and that was fucking hot.

“Hmmm,” I hummed in her ear, “if the little slut can’t be honest with me then I’m not sure I’ll be able to help her out. I need to hear you say it, Izzy.”

The noise in her throat was frustrated and needy.

“I don’t know what you're talking about,” she said into my neck, bucking her hips against my hand, trying to get herself off even as I pulled away slightly. “God, you’re such a fucking tease.”

“Am I?” I asked, teasing her. “I told you very specifically what I need to hear. Just tell me why you aren’t wearing any underwear and then I’ll be happy to make you come, just like you want. All you have to do is tell me.”

“Fuck you, bitch,” Isabel’s said, her voice shaking and unsteady. For all the vitriol coming out of her, she was so clearly enjoying this, trying to press herself down onto my hands, trying to shift her position in the hope that one of my fingers might slip inside her.

“Here’s what I think,” I said, letting my thumb brush lightly against her clit again, just for a moment. “I think that you weren’t the only one who got the wrong idea that day.” Her breath hitched at the words and I knew I had her. “See, I thought you were pissed and jealous thinking that I was trying for your man. Jealous that his eyes were on me. Do you remember that tight, tiny little bikini I was wearing?”

“Yes,” the word was a soft whimper as it came out of her mouth. “Fuck yes.”

“And do you remember me rubbing sunscreen all over my body? Covering my arms and my stomach, making sure to get my legs, my thighs.”

“Yes,” she said and her voice sounded like she was in a trance. “I remember you rubbing that sunscreen over those big fucking tits.” She was panting now, barely able to get the words out. “God, I wanted to walk over there and help you. Maybe pull that top down, make sure you got every little spot.”

“Oh, Izzy,” I said, rewarding her honesty with another brush of my thumb over her clit. I even left it there for a moment, pressing against her as she ground her hips down. “See what telling the truth gets you? Because you weren’t jealous of him looking at me: you were jealous when you thought I was looking at him, because that’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she whimpered the confession into my ear and the sensation went straight to my clit.

“So, Izzy,” I cooed, my thumb still lightly touching her clit. Nowhere near enough to get her off, but enough to let her know what I could do for her, if she played along. “I’m only going to ask this once.”

I pulled back slightly, watched her dazed eyes focus on mine. Her mouth hung open in a perfect little O, her lips full and so very fucking kissable.

“Why aren’t you wearing any underwear?” For emphasis I let one finger slip into her pussy, just up to the first knuckle, before quickly pulling it back out.

“Because they were fucking soaked,” she moaned as her eyes shut tight, like she was dizzy and trying to keep herself from falling, which, to be fair, may have been exactly what was happening. “Because I’ve wanted you since that first fucking day at the pool, strutting around like a fucking slut. I just wanted to pin you up against the wall, every time I passed you somewhere in the building and kiss that stupid sexy smirk on your face. Because being around you yesterday I was losing my fucking mind. Because when you leaned into me last night and whispered in my ear, I fucking lost it. I was dripping because of you, dripping for you. You could have taken me right then and I would have let you, even though I still fucking hated your guts.”

See, was that really so hard? Though of course, I was delighted by the way she made me wring it out of her—almost literally, my thumb pressing up against her clit and her wetness covering my hand. I might be a tease, but I also knew when enough was enough. Isabel had done what I asked her and she was going to learn that I always rewarded good behavior.

“Good girl,” I said and then I slipped two fingers inside her. My thumb pressed hard as it circled her clit, and in just a few moments, Isabel came undone.

Watching her face scrunch up as she came was a thrill all on its own. The way her mouth parted slightly, the way her too full lips quivered, the way her whole body went taut for a moment, lean muscle rippling under her skin, before she breathed out and surrendered to the sensation—the mixture was practically intoxicating. She pressed her hips down, grinding herself into my hand as she squeezed every last drop of pleasure from her orgasm, her knees wobbling as the sensation overwhelmed her.

Isabel practically fell into me as she panted, the fingers of one hand inadvertently gripping my hip while the other brushed against my nipple. Though already hard, I felt it pinch tighter at the feeling of Isabel’s fingers against it. I hissed out a shallow breath as I tried to keep my own legs steady—and maybe more than just my legs.

There was something about this woman, something that threatened to undo me the same way that Isabel had come undone. The physical sensations—pleasure and desire and ecstasy—none of those were new, but the frantic want beneath them, the panicked way that I pressed myself into Isabel, as if I never wanted her body to leave mine was. It was just the cold, I told myself, leaning in to that very flimsy pretense.

But a moment of thought thwarted that hope.

“The heat’s back on,” I said simply, Isabel still whimpering in my arms as her finger idly traced a path over my breast.

“What?” she asked, her voice half-dazed with lust and sated with pleasure.

The heat must have come back on sometime while Isabel and I were busy making each other come, oblivious to anything but how good we were making each other feel.

I pulled back slightly so that I could look into Isabel’s eyes. How could they look so lethargic, almost sleepy, and at the same time so completely alive, dancing with the promise of mischief that made my clit throb? There was something about this woman. Outside of Steph and Eve most of my conquests had been one time things. I believed very strongly in gender equality, which is why I’d always maintained that the whole wham, bam, thank you ma'am approach was not the sole purview of douchey frat bros.

But looking at Isabel I felt something sink into my stomach that was unfamiliar. Like I didn’t want this to be a one time thing, like I wasn’t ready to just blow her mind for an hour or a day. I wanted to do it once and then twice and then a dozen more times. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t suddenly developing romantic feelings, but…this also didn’t feel the same as all those one night stands or weekend conquests. Isabel lived in the same building as me and I had had a crush (of a purely sexual nature) since the moment I laid eyes on her. It wasn’t something I usually considered for these kinds of things, but the possibilities were certainly…intriguing.


CHAPTER 8
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“The heat is back on,” I repeated and Isabel’s half closed eyes seemed to spark with something like recognition.

“Oh,” she said, biting at her lip and looking down, almost sheepishly—a rather unfamiliar expression to see on that face. “Maybe the heat in the other tower is back on. I should check?”

Her voice lilted up at the end, turning it into a question. The vulnerability took my breath away. Here was Isabel, the beautiful, busty, and bitchy brunette that I had been trading barbs and vitriol with for months, standing in my apartment after we had just fucked each other silly, and even after the pretense that brought us together was possibly solved, she was clearly torn.

“You could…” I said, drawing out the syllables while arching one eyebrow. “Or…”

“Or?” Isabel asked, too quickly, too eagerly. She caught herself and shifted her tone to a deeper register, closer to the way she had been talking to me before. “Or what?”

This time the question was closer to a challenge.

“Or,” I said, running my hands over the smooth fabric of her top, grabbing two handfuls of Isabel’s perky tits. “You could hop up the counter there and I can pay you back for earlier.”

Her breath hitched and for a moment the mask she had been putting back on bit by bit, slipped again. But only for a moment.

“I guess that’s only fair,” she scoffed, and the noise shot through me. Fuck, her playing the role like this drove me crazy. “After all, for all your doubts about my oral experience, that pretty little mouth of yours has been conspicuously busy doing things other than eating my pussy.”

Fuck, fuck, fuck. I had to breathe in just to keep myself from moaning and even then I practically had to swallow the noise, which was nearly impossible with how dry my throat had gone.

“Oh please,” I said, my hands falling down to Isabel’s hips, before wrapping around to cup her ass. Isabel was taller than me, but she was lean and lithe and my curves just weren’t for show. This ass and these thighs were built from ample time in the gym—not bopping on the elliptical like some cardio bunny, but from squats and deadlifts and lunges. I lifted her off the ground and the yelp she made made me shiver. I sat her up on the counter and ran my hands along her inner thighs, just above the knee. “I was never letting you out of here without tasting you.”

“Bullshit,” Isabel spat back, her voice trembling and breathless, as she said what was apparently out favorite word.

My hands crept higher, fingers dancing on the warm skin of her legs, tracing the lean muscle beneath. I pushed her legs apart just a bit more as I fixed her with my gaze.

“Oh, Izzy, you know I like to make an impression.” And that much was certainly true. After all, we had met while I was obscenely slathering my tits with sunscreen in public. “And apparently you only remember the names of your sexual partners if they write them out for you…with their tongues.”

Isabel looked like she might faint. The way the fabric of her top stretched across her prodigious chest combined with the plunging neckline made each breath she took practically pornographic, and right now, her lungs were working overtime.

“You know that mouth is still just talking. I thought a slut like you would be more interested in backing up those words than just blowing hot air.”

That challenge was the only thing I needed. I pushed her legs apart as I leaned forward and my head slipped under the folds of her skirt. One hand parted her lips, my fingers instantly slick and dripping with Isabel. “Oh god, Izzy, you are so fucking wet for me. You’re practically dripping.” Though, in truth, there was no ‘practically’ about it—she was dripping. Her inner thighs were slick and under her skirt the smell of her sex was intoxicating. I took a deep breath in to steady myself, feeling almost lightheaded with excitement. I stretched my tongue out and ran it up her thigh, stopping just inches before it reached the exact spot I knew Isabel wanted it to.

“Fuck,” she cursed. “What are you doing? Stop fucking teasing me.”

I switched sides, running my tongue up the other leg, relishing the taste of Isabel on my tongue. I don’t know what it was—the situation maybe or the buildup or the fact that Isabel cursing at me and calling me a bitch and a slut had awoken something in me—but I had never tasted anything this sweet.

“What ever could you mean, Izzy?” I asked, letting her feel my hot breath on the exact spot she wanted to feel my tongue. “My head is underneath your skirt, my fingers are—well, now they are inside you.” I slipped two fingers into her pussy as I spoke, rewarded as Isabel huffed out a lungful of air, like she had had the wind knocked out of her. Her walls tightened around my fingers like a vice as she wiggled her hips and tried to fuck herself on them.

“I need…” She started and then stopped, her words strangled off by a low moan that transformed into a high pitched whimper. “Halley…I need…”

“What do you need, babe?” I murmured my mouth close enough that my lips brushed against hers. She shuddered.

“Fucking eat me out. Now, you little tease.” The words were as much a command as they were a plea.

I smiled widely to myself even though Isabel couldn’t see it. My own arousal was reaching a fever pitch. As much as I wanted to keep teasing Isabel, it was nearly impossible for me to be this close to her sweetness and not reach my tongue out for a taste. So, I did.

“Are you ever going to—Oh, fuck,” Isabel shouted as my tongue swiped across her opening, barely brushing her oh so swollen clit, while my fingers still worked their way inside her. Her hips moved faster now as I moaned in concert with my tongue, writing my name on her clit with the tip.

“H,” I moaned, the sound swallowed up and muffled. “A, L, L, E, Y.” HALLEY. When I finished my name for the first time, I started again. After all, I wanted to make sure the message really sank in.

Even without being able to see her face, it was clear Isabel was losing her mind. Her hands found my shoulders then her fingers traced their way up my neck, drawing goosebumps everywhere they touched. Her fingers weaved themselves through my hair, grabbing a rough handhold and pushing my head deeper, even as her hips rose up to meet me. I could hardly think. I could hardly breathe and this was what I lived for. Her moans were louder now, words exchanged for deep guttural noises and hissing breaths as Isabel came unspooled, as she melted on my tongue like an ice cream cone.

She was getting close and I was going to make sure she came hard enough to see spots, but not quite yet. I still couldn’t help myself.

I paused for a moment, and withdrew my head from underneath her skirt. The noise that Isabel made combined with the look on her face had me fairly certain she was contemplating murder. I locked eyes with her and furrowed my brow like I was pondering something serious.

“What?” Isabel asked, her voice rough with need, rough with anger.

“Oh just wondering how I make a space with my tongue, you know between my first and last name.”

Isabel did not find this as cute or as charming as I did.

“No fucking spaces,” she growled. “Get that tongue back between my legs right fucking now or I am going to have to help you, you teasing little bitch.”

The surge that went through my clit was like being zapped by a million volts of electricity and I felt alive and delirious, dazed and drunk with lust. My eyes were still on hers. God, those fucking eyes.

“Do it then, bitch.”

The smirk that crossed Isabel’s face at those words almost felt like enough to get me off. I knew that later, when I was alone it certainly would be, with a little help from my own fingers or maybe a toy. That look was everything.

Her fingers threaded themselves through my hair as she pushed my head back down and wrapped her lean legs around me until my world shrunk to only Isabel and the sweetness between her legs. This time there was no more teasing. Isabel’s breath came fast and erratic and her legs were wrapped so tightly around my neck I could feel every tremor of her body, could even feel her pulse pounding as she raced toward her second orgasm of the morning. An orgasm, that thanks to my oral attentions, I doubted she would soon forget.

“Halley…” My name was little more than a whimper as it escaped her lips and I couldn’t remember ever hearing a sweeter sound, though the long and low moan that erupted out of her as her orgasm started was certainly a close second. I ate her as she came, working my tongue firm and flat against her clit, my fingers digging into her firm ass, pulling her closer even as I pushed my tongue against her and she ground her hips into me.

And then suddenly her whole body went slack, her thighs falling away even as she collapsed backwards so that she was lying flat on the counter, legs still dangling halfway off.

“No more,” she whimpered, too sensitive to continue right this moment. Fingers still in my hair, she guided me out from under her skirt, pulled me up onto the counter, up onto her.

Her strong arms maneuvered me into position next to her and without waiting another moment, her lips found mine, her tongue immediately leaping into my mouth.

“What is this?” I teased. “The little slut likes to cuddle afterwards? I wouldn’t have pegged you for the type.”

“Fuck off. I just love the way I taste,” Isabel said with a sly smile. That was enough to make my clit throb but what came next nearly made me choke. “But you would peg me?”

I had done and experienced quite a lot in the bedroom, but what Isabel was implying was one of the few things I hadn’t. I’d never taken or given it in the ass before. The idea had never really appealed to me, and I’m still not sure it did, but the pure depravity of Isabel bringing it up suddenly had my interest piqued.

“I think it’s only called that when a woman does it to a man.” I shot back, trying to buy myself some time to think.

Isabel shrugged. “Call it what you want. You don’t seem like the type to do that.”

I felt butterflies in my stomach and the sensation was dizzying. I wasn’t nervous. I didn’t get nervous around beautiful women, especially not beautiful women who I already made come twice in such rapid succession. What the fuck was happening?

My uncertainty wasn’t helped one bit as Isabel continued. “But you do seem like the type who would enjoy taking it like that. Maybe in the ass, or maybe just in that sweet little pussy of yours. I’d like to push you up against the wall and watch my strap-on disappear inside you.”

What the fuck? I felt a surge of warmth leap into my breast that almost made it hard to breathe. As if to check if she was correct, Isabel’s hand slipped between my legs. She didn’t even need to trail it very far up my thigh before her hand was coated in me.

“Oh, Halley,” she cooed, her lips biting hard into my neck. Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck. “Are you wet at the idea of me fucking that dumptruck of an ass you have there? Or just me pounding that tight little pussy? I don’t discriminate. I’m happy to do either…or both.”

As if to demonstrate, her hand reached the fire between my legs and she pressed her thumb into my clit, while her hand slipped around the curve of my ass and the world went white as I felt her gently slip a single finger inside of it. There was no build up, no waiting. The instant I felt her finger in my ass and her thumb pressed up against my clit, I came, hard. Harder than I could ever remember coming in my life. It was so simple, just a little extra pressure, a little extra sensation, but someone transformed what had been familiar into something completely new.

By the time my breath was steadied, it had been a few minutes and I realized I had curled myself up against Isabel in a position that felt far more intimate than it did salacious. I started to shift away before Isabel’s strong arm pulled me back against her.

Her lips met my ear. “Relax. We aren’t falling in love or anything. Just two hot babes, post-coital, glistening bodies intertwined, waiting until we catch our breaths so that we can fuck each other delirious again.”

“Again,” I repeated softly, luxuriating in the sound of it.

“Have somewhere better to be?” Isabel asked, inclining her head toward the window, where outside the storm still raged.

Somewhere to go. I had completely forgotten about my plans, not that I would be able to go anywhere today, or even tomorrow. Still, I felt slightly guilty as I slid off the counter and retrieved my phone, looking at the messages from Steph and Eve. It couldn’t really be helped, but still…I would need to make it up to the girls.

“What is it?” Isabel asked as I turned that thought over in my mind. Looking at Isabel in her slutty Santa outfit, the lightbulb went off. It was the holidays after all and I had just the gift that I knew the girls would love.

“Oh Izzy,” I said in a singsong voice as I bounded back over the counter where she had now propped herself up on one elbow and was glaring at me. “What are you doing for the holidays?”


EPILOGUE
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DECEMBER 24TH - CHRISTMAS EVE


“Ican’t believe you are finally here,” Steph said as she carried my bags into the pool house.

“Me neither,” I said truthfully.

The ride had been harrowing and it hadn’t taken long to realize that I should have waited. Another day at least, and maybe more, but what mattered was that I had managed to avoid dying and I was here now. With Steph and Eve—and with Steph’s family and mine. But luckily, as it had been last summer, the three of us were staying in the pool house, far enough away from everyone else that we could partake in our…holiday festivities without worrying about being caught.

Walking into the pool house, I felt a wave of nostalgia—followed shortly after by a wave of pure lust. The summer Eve and Steph and I had spent together here had been…eye opening to say the least. There was hardly a room or piece of furniture that we hadn’t christened. By the time Steph had helped me deposit my bags in the guest room upstairs, I had replayed flashes from a dozen or more sexual liaisons and imagined another half a dozen others that might be fun to try out.

It had been tempting to jump Steph and Eve the moment I saw them. They looked absurdly hot given how simply they were dressed: matching ugly sweaters—admittedly a bit on the tighter side, but still appropriate for mixed company—and black yoga pants that followed the same rule. Every time they moved or shifted, I kept my eyes glued to their asses and was rewarded on a few occasions when the sweater would ride up and give me a perfect view.

Not a moment after Steph had dropped my bags, she was on me, her lips, her face, her body, practically slamming into mine as she pulled me in for a kiss that was anything but chaste.

“Don’t worry,” she said with a grin that made my knees weak. “Eve said we could get started without her.”

Desire flared in me at those words and it was so hard not to buckle, not to give in to temptation. But it was Christmas, and if we were going to be naughty, I was going to make sure we did it the right way.

I pulled away with a laugh as Steph scoffed and stared daggers at me.

“What the hell, Halley?” she asked, the edge in her voice mostly playful.

She turned to the doorway, where I noticed Eve was now leaning. “Have I lost my touch?”

Eve’s grin split her face. She glanced down at her watch. “Unless you lost it sometime in the last fifteen minutes…I don’t think so.”

“Eve!” Steph huffed, in mock exasperation. “Now, she’s gonna know that we were doing it before she got here.”

“And, of course,” I said, one hand clutching my imaginary pearls, “I am scandalized by the whole thing.”

The three of us shared a laugh, before Steph moved in again.

“Down girl,” I chided her, slipping away from her kiss. “I have something to show you girls downstairs.”

The two of them shared a look.

“A gift?” Steph asked, her excitement returning at the thought of the present. “Gifts? How many? I better have gotten more than Eve since you like me more than her anyway. Childhood friends and all that.”

I rolled my eyes while Eve did the same. “Don’t worry. It’s a joint gift. You two will have to share.”

I did my best to give the two of them a suggestive smile as I beckoned for them to follow me to the master bedroom downstairs, where I had stashed the gifts.

“How?” Steph asked as she bounded into the room toward the presents sitting in a pile by the bed.

“I got here a little earlier than I let on,” I admitted truthfully. “To get things set up.”

They both looked suspiciously at the haphazard pile of boxes by the side of the bed.

“You could have at least stacked them neatly on the bed,” Steph said, before Eve shot her a look.

“She bought us gifts, Steph. Don’t complain about it.”

“Fine, fine,” she said, crossing the room toward the pile. “What can I open first?”

Steph’s youthful exuberance and naiveté were at least as much of an act as something real, but she knew how endearing we both found it. On another person, it might have seemed rude or just irritating, but I guess when you look like Steph, a lot of things you do end up coming across in a more positive light.

“Actually,” I said, letting my voice drop into a low husk. “There’s another present waiting for you that I thought the three of us could open together.”

The tone in my voice was unmistakable. Both women’s heads snapped in my direction, eyes hungry with want.

On cue, the door to the closet opened. I watched Eve and Steph’s jaws hit the floor as their eyes threatened to burst out of their sockets.

“Holy shit,” Steph said, her voice thick with desire.

“I can’t fucking believe it,” Eve said, turning to me.

I shrugged. “The storm hit and, well, a girl has to keep warm somehow.”

Steph shook her head, still unable to believe what she was seeing. Which was understandable—I had had a similar reaction to the first time Isabel had strode in wearing that absurdly hot Santa outfit.

“Halley here promised me a Christmas of being ravaged by two beautiful bombshells,” Isabel announced, her hands running over the smooth fabric of her top, cupping her breasts. “So what are you bitches waiting for?”

Eve and Steph looked back to me, eyes still wide with disbelief.

“Merry Christmas, girls,” I said, as my eyes flicked toward Isabel. “Now, why don’t you two open your present?”


THE BANGOVER
[image: ]
ASHLEY HALLDAY




EVE
[image: ]
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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“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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“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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“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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“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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“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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“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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“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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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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“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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“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.


EVE
[image: ]
THE MORNING AFTER


“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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