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Chapter 1: The Invite
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Violet’s phone buzzed on the kitchen counter, rattling against the quartz like an excited beetle. She glanced up from the sink, where she was halfway through washing a single wine glass—the last relic of a quiet Friday night spent alone with a book and a vaguely optimistic feeling about the weekend. She dried her hands on her grey sweatpants, leaving faint damp patches, and padded over.

The screen glowed with a string of messages in the group chat named “The Gaylipops,” a holdover from a long-ago inside joke that had stubbornly refused to die.

Trisha: So. It’s finally happening!

Trisha: The hot tub is installed. Heated. Bubbling menacingly.

Trisha: My backyard looks like a cheesy resort. I love it!

A photo followed. Violet’s breath caught, just a little. There it was: a sleek, cedar-rimmed tub built into Trisha’s new deck, steam curling into the cool afternoon air. The backdrop was pure suburbia—tall, rain-washed cedars, a sliver of distant North Shore mountain, and the soft, pearl-grey sky of a late-spring Saturday.

Ashley: OMFG. It’s beautiful. I’m already emotionally attached.

Ashley: When do we baptize it?

Violet smiled. She could almost hear Ashley’s voice, that bright, melodic tone that always sounded like it was on the verge of laughter.

Trisha: Today. This afternoon. Before the rain they’re promising for tomorrow ruins the vibe. My place. 4 pm.

Trisha: BYOB. And by B, I mean Bubbly.

Ashley: You’re speaking my love language. I’ll bring the cheese board. The fancy one with the weird apricot jam you pretend to hate but always eat most of.

Trisha: I have no idea what you’re talking about. And I’ll deny it in any court of law.

Violet’s thumb hovered. A warm, familiar anticipation bubbled up in her chest. This was their rhythm. Their dynamic. Trisha, all decisive energy and dry wit; Ashley, the effervescent social catalyst; and her, Violet, the sometimes-reserved one who was always, always pulled into their orbit. They were more than friends—they were a triad forged in the fires of coming out, bad dating apps, and the sacred, sticky floors of queer bars on Davie Street. They’d seen each other through heartbreaks, career changes, and that one ill-advised shared haircut. And yes, in the fluid, uncomplicated way of their community, they’d each, at different times and in different pairings, explored something more with one another. And those times had been fun. Easy. A chapter that felt both intimate and conclusively past, folded into the deeper fabric of their friendship.

This was just a hot tub. With her friends.

She typed.

Violet: I’m in. The tub looks incredible, Trish! Congrats on finally finishing the renovation saga.

Violet: I’ll bring the Prosecco. The good stuff from that little shop on Commercial Drive.

Ashley: The one that makes you feel like you’re in a European film? Yes. Perfect.

Trisha: 4 pm. Don’t be fashionably late. The jets won’t wait.

Violet set her phone down. The quiet of her Kitsilano apartment felt different now—not empty, but prelude. She moved to the window, looking out at the drizzle-damp street. A Saturday afternoon stretching into evening with her two favourite people. It was simple. It was perfect.

She knew the protocol. This wasn’t a date, but it wasn’t not a gathering requiring a slight elevation from her current sweatpants-and-an-old-band-t-shirt status. She headed to her bedroom, her mind already flipping through her closet. Something comfortable for the drive over, easy to change out of later. The thought of what she’d change into flickered at the edge of her mind—a quick, vivid flash of fabric she’d bought just for this—but she pushed it aside. Not yet. That was for later, for the steamy water and the lowering light.

First, the Prosecco.

She grabbed her keys and a reusable bag, shrugging on a lightweight, hooded jacket over her t-shirt. The drive to the wine shop was short, the city in that lazy Saturday lull. She found the bottles—two, because one was never enough with them—and felt a small thrill of satisfaction. This was her role. The provider of the good bubbles.

Back home, she placed the bottles gently on the counter. They stood there, pale green and promising, condensation already beginning to bead on the glass. She checked the time. 2:47 p.m.

A slow smile spread across her face before putting the bottles into her fridge. The afternoon held a gentle charge now, a low hum of expectancy. It was just a hot tub. Just friends. Just wine and cheese and laughter under a soft Canadian sky.

But as she turned to go and finally decide what to wear, the clean, mineral scent of the steam from Trisha’s photo seemed to linger in the air, carrying the faint, delicious promise of something a little less than simple, and a little more than just fun.
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Chapter 2: The Soirée
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The drive from Kitsilano to Trisha’s place in Burnaby was a short, familiar trek across the city. Violet kept the windows down, letting the cool, damp air keep her grounded. The two bottles of Prosecco, securely nestled in her passenger footwell, clinked softly with every turn. She’d packed an overnight bag, just in case: a toothbrush, a change of clothes. Responsible, she told herself. The responsible thing to do when consuming alcohol with friends. The fact that the change of clothes included a certain pink bikini was a detail she chose not to interrogate too deeply.

Trisha’s house was a modern Craftsman nestled on a quiet, tree-lined street. As Violet pulled into the driveway behind Ashley’s cheerful yellow Mini Cooper, she saw the backyard glow with soft, strategic lighting. The hot tub, a centrepiece of steam and swirling water, was visible through the slats of the fence.

Before she could even grab the bottles, the side gate swung open.

“The cavalry has arrived!” Trisha announced, her voice warm and dry. She stood there, leaning against the fence post, looking effortlessly chic in dark-wash, perfectly fitted jeans and a simple black cashmere sweater. Her red hair, a cascade of copper waves, was down, and her makeup highlighted her sharp green eyes and freckles. She looked like she’d stepped out of a magazine spread on ‘cozy elegance.’

Violet felt a familiar, pleasant flutter in her stomach. Just friends, she reminded herself, hoisting the bag with a grin. “Reporting for bubbly duty.”

She was ushered into the backyard, which Trisha had transformed into a private oasis. Fairy lights were strung in the cedars, a heat lamp glowed near a plush outdoor sofa, and the hot tub bubbled invitingly. The air smelled of cedar, chlorine, and the rich, salty aroma of cheese.

“Vi!” Ashley emerged from Trisha’s sliding glass doors, balancing a massive wooden board laden with food. She looked radiant. Her blonde hair was swept up in a messy but intentional bun, a few artful strands framing her face. She wore cream-coloured linen trousers and a silky emerald green top that made her blue eyes pop. “You made it! Get in here, I need a hug before I drop this masterpiece.”

Violet set the wine down on the outdoor table and was immediately enveloped in a three-way hug. Ashley smelled of vanilla and fresh bread; Trisha of sandalwood and clean linen. For a moment, Violet let herself sink into it—the solid, affectionate warmth of them. The comfort was immediate and profound, a balm to her weekly solitude. Yet, beneath it, a quiet, shy awareness hummed. The curve of Ashley’s smile against her cheek, the precise way Trisha’s hand patted her back—she was hyper-aware of every point of contact, every beautiful detail of her friends.

“You both look incredible,” Violet said, pulling back, her voice perhaps a touch too earnest.

“Look who’s talking,” Ashley said, giving her an appraising once-over. “That sweater is the exact colour of your eyes. And your hair! Did you do something?”

Violet touched her dark hair self-consciously. She’d worn a soft, heather-grey sweater that felt like a hug and her best pair of jeans. “Just washed it.”

“It’s working,” Trisha said with a smirk, already taking the Prosecco from the bag. “These look perfect. Into the fridge they go, to build suspense.” She disappeared inside.

“She says ‘build suspense,’ I say ‘torture,’” Ashley called after her, arranging the charcuterie board with an artist’s precision. It was, indeed, a masterpiece: wheels of brie and camembert, slices of prosciutto and soppressata, clusters of grapes, gleaming olives, crackers artfully fanned, and the infamous jar of apricot jam right in the centre.

Violet helped, placing napkins and wine glasses on the table, falling easily into the rhythm of their preparation. They chatted about their weeks—Ashley’s nightmare client at the design firm, Trisha’s final battle with the hot tub installer, Violet’s progress on a new graphic design project. The conversation was easy, punctuated with laughter and familiar shorthand. Violet felt completely at home, her initial shyness melting away into the comfort of their dynamic, even if her internal commentary on how the fairy lights caught Ashley’s laugh lines, or how Trisha’s sleeves were pushed up to her elbows, remained privately active.

Trisha returned, brandishing a bottle. “Okay, the other one is chilling. But I cannot, in good conscience, let this visual feast,” she gestured to the board, “go without its liquid companion a moment longer. I’m getting twitchy.”

“I was about to suggest an IV drip,” Ashley said, plopping onto the sofa. “You read my mind.”

“A civilized IV drip,” Violet agreed, settling into a cushioned chair. “With a nice flute attachment.”

Trisha expertly popped the cork with a satisfying thwop. The sound was pure celebration. She poured three generous flutes, the bubbles rushing up in a frantic, joyful effervescence.

Handing them out, she raised her glass. Her gaze swept over Ashley, then Violet, and her expression softened from its usual wryness into something genuinely tender.

“To the inaugural soak,” she said. “To finally having a place for us to just... be. And to my two favourite people, who somehow put up with me through a six-month renovation.”

“We put up with you because you feed us cheese,” Ashley clarified.

“And provide hot water therapy, now,” Violet added, her smile feeling wide and real.

Their glasses chimed together, a bright, clear note that hung in the moist evening air. Violet took her first sip. The Prosecco was crisp and cold, tasting of green apple and celebration. It fizzed on her tongue, a spark that seemed to travel straight to her veins.

Ashley reached for a cracker, loading it with brie and a dollop of the apricot jam. “Alright, let’s do this properly. Get the snacks going before we get waterlogged.”

As they began to eat, the conversation dipping into comfortable, hungry silence for a moment, Violet looked from one friend to the other. The fairy lights twinkled in their eyes. The first thread of alcohol warmth unspooled in her chest, softening the edges of the world. The hot tub steamed patiently behind them.

Everything was perfect, warm, and familiar. And yet, as she watched Trisha lick a spot of jam from her thumb and heard Ashley’s contented sigh, Violet knew with a thrilling, terrifying certainty that the night had only just begun. The real spark hadn’t even been lit.
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Chapter 3: Wine & Cheese
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The first bottle of Prosecco vanished into the wine flutes with a speed that spoke of shared anticipation and a long week needing to be washed away. The bubbles went straight to Violet’s head, a pleasant effervescence that fizzed behind her eyes and loosened her shoulders. The careful, responsible part of her mind—the part that had packed the overnight bag—quietly noted she was on her second glass and hadn’t eaten much. The rest of her simply floated on the warm current of camaraderie and the crisp, apple-bright taste of the wine.

“Okay, serious question,” Ashley said, pointing a cracker laden with triple-cream brie at Trisha. “The tub installer. Was he actually incompetent, or were you just being your particular brand of terrifyingly detail-oriented?”

Trisha took a slow sip, her expression one of mock offence. “He tried to use PVC glue on the union joint. PVC. I had the manual open on my phone. I became the foreman.”

“Of course you did,” Violet laughed, reaching for a slice of soppressata. The salty, fatty meat was the perfect counterpoint to the wine. “I can picture it. You in your paint-splattered hoodie, pointing at the diagram.”

“It was a cashmere sweater, thank you. And he thanked me, in the end. I saved him from a catastrophic leak and a terrible review.” Trisha’s smile was smug and utterly charming. Her green eyes caught the fairy lights, and Violet felt that familiar, shy flutter again, now amplified by the alcohol. It was safe to admire your friends, wasn’t it? To notice how the soft light made Trisha’s freckles look like gold dust?

“To Trisha, our fearless project manager,” Ashley said, raising her glass. “May we all be so confidently right, always.”

They clinked glasses again. This time, Violet’s gaze lingered a moment too long on Ashley’s mouth as she drank, on the way her throat moved as she swallowed. She looked away, her cheeks warming, and focused intently on selecting an olive.

The conversation meandered, growing softer, more punctuated by comfortable silences as they ate. The cheese board became a landscape of crumbs and smears of jam. Ashley told a story about her client wanting a logo that was “serene but also explosive,” which led to a hilarious, wine-fuelled debate about visual metaphors.

“You could just draw a meditation pillow on dynamite,” Trisha suggested dryly.

“That’s it! You’re a genius,” Ashley exclaimed, throwing a grape at her. Trisha caught it deftly and popped it in her mouth, her eyes never leaving Ashley’s.

There was a new quality to the space between them now. The laughter came easier, the eye contact held a beat longer. A casual brush of fingers as they both reached for the last piece of prosciutto sent a tiny, electric jolt up Violet’s arm. When Ashley complimented the softness of Violet’s sweater again, her hand resting briefly on Violet’s forearm, the touch felt deliberately warm.

“So,” Trisha said, her voice lowering conspiratorially as she poured the last of the first bottle into their glasses. “The water’s been holding a perfect one-hundred degrees for an hour. It’s practically begging.”

A shared, anticipatory look passed between the three of them. The moment had arrived. The prelude of wine and cheese was over.

“I suppose we should inaugurate it properly,” Ashley said, standing and stretching. The movement pulled her emerald top taut across her chest, and Violet quickly took another sip of her wine. “I call first dibs on the change room. Or, you know, your bedroom, Trish.”

“Go for it,” Trisha said, beginning to gather the empty plates. “Vi, you can use the guest bathroom down the hall. I’ll change in my room.”

The flurry of activity was a welcome distraction for Violet’s suddenly racing heart. She helped clear the table, her fingers clumsy with nerves and wine. The image of the bikini in her bag, that scrap of fuchsia fabric, now felt less like a hypothetical and more like a dare.

Inside, the house was warm and quiet. Violet found her overnight bag in the front hallway and carried it to the pristine guest bathroom. She locked the door and leaned against it for a second, taking a steadying breath. It’s just like swimming, she told her reflection in the mirror. Her eyes were bright, her cheeks flushed. Just friends in a hot tub.

She changed quickly, the soft cotton of her clothes falling away. The bikini felt... transformative. The pink was vibrant against her skin, the cut both stylish and decidedly sexy, hugging her curves in a way her everyday clothes never did. She looked at herself, a stranger stared back; a more confident, daring version of Violet. She wrapped a thick, cotton towel around her waist, sarong-style, covering herself for the walk back outside.

When she emerged into the hallway, Ashley was already waiting, leaning against the wall. She had changed into a sleek, black one-piece. It was far from modest—high-cut on the legs, plunging in the front, and it clung to every inch of her, showcasing her athletic, graceful figure. She looked like a vintage movie star.

“Wow, Ash,” Violet breathed, the words escaping before she could stop them.

Ashley’s eyes did a slow, appreciative sweep from Violet’s towel-wrapped waist up to her face. “Back at you. I can see the colour. It’s going to be stunning. Ready?”

Before Violet could answer, Trisha’s bedroom door opened.

Trisha stepped out, and Violet’s breath hitched. The cyan bikini was the colour of a tropical lagoon. Against her pale skin and copper hair, the effect was breathtaking. The top was a perfect fit, and the bottoms sat low on her hips, the whole ensemble speaking of quiet, assured sexiness. She had left her hair down, and it tumbled over her shoulders in fiery waves.

For a long second, no one spoke. The air in the hallway felt charged, thick with unspoken admiration and the sudden, palpable shift from friends in sweaters to... this.

Trisha broke the silence, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Well,” she said, her voice a husky murmur. “Don’t we all clean up nice?”

Ashley laughed, a low, warm sound. “Understatement of the century. Come on. The bubbles are waiting, and I’m officially overdressed for this hallway.”

They moved through the house, a parade of bare feet and rustling towels. The cool evening air kissed Violet’s shoulders as they stepped back onto the deck. The hot tub steamed invitingly, its surface a mirror of swirling light from below. The fairy lights twinkled above like a private galaxy.

The three of them stood at the edge, towels around their waists, the water glowing a serene blue. The night, the wine, the sheer beauty of them all—it all coalesced into a single, breathless moment of possibility.

“Ladies,” Trisha said, her hand on the knot of her towel. “To the inaugural soak.”

With a shared grin, they let their towels fall.
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Chapter 4: More Bubbly
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The water was perfect.

A sigh of pure, collective bliss rose from the three of them as they sank into the swirling heat. Violet felt the tension of the week—the tightness in her neck, the low-grade hum of city anxiety—melt away in an instant. The water enveloped her, a buoyant, silken embrace that reached exactly one hundred degrees Fahrenheit of therapeutic perfection. The jets pulsed rhythmically against her lower back.

“Oh, this,” Ashley moaned, her head tilting back against the tub’s rim, her blonde hair darkening at the ends as it touched the water. “This is the answer to every question I’ve ever had.”

“Told you,” Trisha said, a note of deep satisfaction in her voice. She submerged herself to her shoulders, the cyan bikini top disappearing beneath the churning, effervescent surface. Her copper hair fanned out around her like a halo. “Worth every argument with the stupid technician.”

Violet let herself drift, weightless. The heat seeped into her bones, compounding the pleasant haze from the wine. She watched as droplets beaded on Ashley’s collarbone and traced the sleek line of Trisha’s shoulder. The atmosphere was one of easy, sensual comfort. The conversation lulled into a contented silence, punctuated only by the hum of the jets and the soft sigh of the steam in the cool night air.

After a while, the warmth began to edge from soothing into something more potent. A flush spread across Violet’s chest, and a fine sheen of sweat pricked at her hairline. The world outside their circle of light and steam seemed very far away.

“You know what this is missing?” Violet heard herself say, her voice relaxed and slightly husky from the heat.

“Hmm?” Ashley murmured, her eyes closed.

“More bubbles of the other variety.”

Trisha’s eyes opened, gleaming with amusement. “The second bottle. It’s just sitting in there, feeling neglected. You’re a genius, Vi.”

“I volunteer to be the serving wench,” Ashley said, not moving a muscle.

“Nice try,” Trisha laughed. She turned her head towards Violet. “Would you mind? You’re closest to the steps. The bottle’s in the fridge door. And could you grab those shatter-proof wine glasses from the cupboard left of the sink? They’re plastic, but they look decent. We can’t have proper flutes out here. I don’t want to break ‘em in the new tub.”

“On it,” Violet said, the mission a welcome focus. She rose from the water, the cool air hitting her skin in a shocking, delightful contrast. Water streamed from her fuchsia bikini. She felt their eyes on her—a brief, warm weight of attention—as she grabbed her towel from the deck chair and wrapped it tightly around herself, sarong-style once more.

The house felt vast and silent compared to the vibrant, wet world of the deck. Her bare feet left damp prints on the hardwood as she padded to the kitchen. She found the glasses easily—three stemmed, acrylic ones that did, indeed, look surprisingly elegant. The Prosecco was cold in her hand. For a moment, she stood in the quiet kitchen, hearing the distant murmur of voices and laughter from the tub. A thrill, sweet and anxious, curled in her stomach. She was bringing the celebration back to them.

When she returned, the towel damp around her waist, Trisha reached up to take the bottle. “My hero,” she said, her fingers brushing Violet’s.

Trisha worked the cork with the same efficient expertise, but this time the thwop sounded more intimate, a promise for their private little world. She poured the pale gold wine into the waiting glasses they held aloft from the water.

“To not being the serving wench,” Ashley toasted.

“To being in the tub,” Violet added.

They drank. The wine seemed colder, crisper after the heat, its bubbles even more vivacious on her tongue. The combination of internal and external warmth was becoming sublime, a total surrender of the senses.

The conversation resumed, looser now, punctuated by more frequent giggles. They talked about nothing and everything: a ridiculous celebrity gossip headline, the best place in the city for late-night poutine, a shared memory of a disastrous double date from years ago. The wine and the water worked in tandem, dissolving the last remnants of everyday reserve.

Violet found her gaze drawn, again and again, to Trisha. It was the way she gestured with her glass as she talked, the way the droplets clung to the delicate chain of her bikini neckline. The cyan fabric, darkened by the water, clung to every curve, and the fit was... impeccable. It wasn’t just attractive; it was a revelation of a form she thought she knew, now seen in a new, dazzling context. The top held her with a confident ease that made Violet’s breath catch. She watched the rise and fall of Trisha’s chest with laughter, the way she’d push her wet hair back over her shoulder, exposing the line of her throat.

Each glance felt like a secret, a stolen moment of admiration in the steamy, half-light. The heat of the water was no longer just from the tub’s heater; it felt generated from within, from the wine, from the magnetic pull of the beautiful woman across from her, whose green eyes kept finding hers in the swirling mist, holding for a heartbeat longer than was strictly necessary.

The second bottle was half gone, the night was deep and soft around them, and Violet, floating in a cocoon of warmth and bubbles, could think of nowhere else she’d rather be, and no one else she’d rather be watching.
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Chapter 5: Here We Go
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The second bottle of Prosecco worked its magic with a cheerful inevitability. The giggles became more frequent, the silences more loaded, and the compliments, which had started as polite appreciations, sharpened into something bolder, brighter, and deliciously direct.

“God, Ash, that suit,” Trisha said, swirling her wine in her acrylic stemware. “I mean, seriously. It’s like it was painted on. In the best way. You look like you should be advertising expensive vodka on a yacht.”

Ashley beamed, striking a mock-sultry pose against the jet stream. “Why thank you. I’ll take ‘yacht’ over ‘project foreman’ any day.” She turned her bright gaze on Violet. “But Vi, you’re the one causing a visual disturbance. That pink against your skin? With your dark hair? It’s not fair. You’re basically neon. I can’t look away.”

Violet felt a blush that had nothing to do with the water’s heat. “It’s just a bikini,” she demurred, but the grin she couldn’t suppress gave her away.

“It is not just a bikini,” Trisha corrected, her voice a low, warm hum that vibrated through the water between them. “It’s a statement. And the statement is: ‘Hello.’”

They all laughed, the sound blending with the bubble of the jets. The flirting was out in the open now, a playful game they were all choosing to play.

“Remember,” Ashley said, her eyes twinkling with mischief, “that time after Pride, at your old apartment, Trish? With the disastrous attempt at making cocktails from whatever was in the cupboard?”

A fond, knowing look passed between Trisha and Violet. “How could I forget?” Trisha said. “We had that god-awful neon liqueur and lime juice. It tasted like cleaning product.”

“But the night didn’t,” Violet added softly, then took a quick sip of her wine. She’d said it. She’d referenced it.

“No,” Trisha agreed, her gaze holding Violet’s. “The night definitely did not taste like cleaning product.” Her smile was slow and full of memory. “You were wearing that black lace top that night, Vi. Drove me a little crazy.”

“See?” Ashley laughed, splashing a little water playfully. “I told you that top was a weapon. And you!” She pointed at Trisha. “You with that leather jacket and nothing underneath it. Walking cliché. A very effective cliché.”

“You’re one to talk,” Trisha shot back, her toe finding Ashley’s leg under the water in a gentle nudge. “Ms. ‘Accidentally’ wore a silk slip as a dress to my birthday party. ‘Accidentally.’ Right.”

Ashley shrugged, utterly unrepentant. “It was comfortable! And if it happened to make you stare all night, that was just a bonus.”

The air was thick with shared history and the bold, tipsy courage to name it. They were circling the truth, tasting it on their tongues like the crisp Prosecco: they had always been stunning, all three of them, and they had always known it about each other.

“Okay, but my favourite,” Violet said, feeling brave, “was that weekend at the cabin. Ashley, you spent the whole first day in just an oversized flannel shirt and boots. I thought I was going to spontaneously combust trying to be normal.”

Ashley’s mouth dropped open in mock outrage, then curved into a delighted smile. “You were so quiet that whole morning! I thought you were mad about the coffee! You were checking me out?”

“Relentlessly,” Violet admitted, and the admission felt like shedding a weight.

“Well, good,” Ashley purred, drifting a little closer through the water. “Because I spent the entire drive home thinking about that little black bikini you wore at the lake. The one with the ring details. I had to talk myself out of texting you something wildly inappropriate for, like, a month.”

Trisha watched the exchange, a slow, appreciative smile on her lips. “You’re both impossible. And spectacular.” She lifted her glass. “To us. To still being this stupidly hot, and finally being this stupidly honest about noticing it.”

They clinked glasses again, the plastic making a soft, solid tok sound. The toast was a threshold crossed. The flirting was no longer three separate, glancing interactions. It was a circuit now, complete and buzzing with energy: Violet to Trisha, Trisha to Ashley, Ashley to Violet, and every combination in between.

Compliments flowed like the wine.

“Your laugh, Ash, it’s like the best sound.”

“Trisha, the way you just own every room you’re in... it’s actually offensive.”

“Violet, when you get that focused look in your eyes... yeah, that one. It’s killer.”

They were warm, they were tipsy, they were wrapped in a cocoon of steam and swirling water and the profound, giddy knowledge that they were all very much on the same page. The anticipation was a living thing in the tub with them, arcing between their glances, their grins, their casually brushing knees under the water.

The fun of it was intoxicating—the sheer, playful joy of mutual, unabashed attraction. It was clear none of them were going anywhere. The night was still young, the water was still hot, and so were they.

The unspoken question hanging in the steam was no longer if, but how, and who, and when.

The game was on. And all three of them were winning.
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Chapter 6: Seduction
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The circuit of attraction, once closed, began to generate its own heat. It was in the way they drifted closer in the water, the inch-by-inch migration that had nothing to do with the jets and everything to do with the magnetic pull thrumming between them.

Trisha’s foot, which had nudged Ashley playfully, now rested against her calf, a point of warm, steady contact. Violet, emboldened by the wine and the collective confession, let her knee brush against Trisha’s thigh beneath the churning surface. The touch was electric, a silent question. Trisha’s eyes, dark and steady in the steam, held hers and didn’t move away.

Ashley was the one to bridge the final gap of water. With a lazy, cat-like grace, she slid over the seats, closing the short distance to Violet’s side, her body a sleek, warm presence alongside her. “It’s warmer over here,” she murmured, her voice barely audible over the jets, her breath a soft puff against Violet’s damp shoulder.

“Is it?” Violet whispered back, her heart hammering against her ribs.

“Mhmm.” Ashley’s gaze drifted to Violet’s mouth. The playful glint was still there, but underneath it was a deep, smouldering certainty. The space between their faces was a charged vacuum, pulling them together.

It was Violet who closed it. The first kiss was a soft, tentative press of lips, tasting of Prosecco and the shared anticipation of the entire evening. It was a question, a test. Ashley’s answer was immediate—a soft hum of approval, her hand coming up to cradle the back of Violet’s neck, her fingers tangling in her wet hair. The kiss deepened, sweet and searching, a rediscovery of a familiar path made new by the context of the warm water and the watching, beautiful woman across from them.

When they finally pulled apart, breathless and grinning, they turned almost in unison to look at Trisha. She had been watching, her expression one of intense, hungry appreciation. No jealousy, only a shared thrill in the spectacle.

“Well,” Trisha said, her voice husky. “That was...”

“Inevitable,” Ashley finished for her, her eyes sparkling.

“I was going to say ‘hotter than the water,’ but yours works too.” Trisha beckoned with a curl of her finger. “My turn.”

Ashley didn’t need to be asked twice. She slid through the water, a fluid, confident movement, until she was within Trisha’s reach. Their kiss was different—less tentative, more knowing. It was a reclamation of old territory with a new, urgent currency. Trisha’s hands found Ashley’s waist, pulling her closer, and the kiss spoke of history and a rekindled, present desire.

Violet watched, mesmerized. The sight of them together, the arch of Ashley’s back, the possessive curve of Trisha’s hand on her hip, sent a fresh, sharp bolt of want straight through her. She was adrift in a sea of sensation, utterly captivated.

Trisha broke the kiss, but kept her forehead resting against Ashley’s. Her eyes found Violet over Ashley’s shoulder. “You’re staring, Vi.”

“Can you blame me?” Violet’s voice was rough.

“Not at all.” Trisha’s gaze was incendiary. “Come here.”

The command was gentle but absolute. Violet moved, the water parting for her as she closed the small triangle, completing the circle. For a moment, they simply hovered, the three of them inches apart in the swirling centre of the tub, a constellation of want and permission.

Then Trisha’s hand was on Violet’s cheek, turning her face towards her. Their kiss was a slow, deliberate conflagration. Trisha kissed like she did everything—with focus and devastating skill. It was all-consuming, a claim that made Violet’s knees go weak, the water suddenly the only thing holding her up. When Ashley’s lips found the sensitive skin of Violet’s shoulder, trailing up to her neck, Violet gasped against Trisha’s mouth.

It was a cascade, a beautiful, tumbling fall of hands and lips and whispered, breathless encouragements. The playful flirting had crystallized into a potent, shared intent.

The final, logical barriers began to fall with a breathtaking simplicity. It was Ashley who, with a sly smile against Violet’s collarbone, reached behind her own back. The clasp gave way, and with a shrug of her shoulders, the sleek black one-piece slid down her arms. She let it fall down to her hips in the water, revealing her chest unabashedly to the steamy air and their admiring gazes. “Better,” she sighed, the freedom evident in her posture.

Inspired, or perhaps unable to bear the confinement a second longer, Trisha’s hands went to the tie of her cyan bikini top. She undid it slowly, her eyes locked on Violet’s, letting the straps slither down her arms before she tugged the fabric away. The sight stole the air from Violet’s lungs. “Your turn,” Trisha breathed, her meaning clear.

With trembling fingers that felt both hers and not hers, Violet reached back. The knot of her fuchsia bikini top came loose. She let the vibrant pink fabric slip from her body, the water suddenly feeling infinitely more intimate against her bare skin. There was a collective, shaky exhale—a moment of pure, awe-struck acknowledgment of the beauty they were sharing.

They were closer than ever now, skin to skin in the buoyant, heated water. The kisses resumed, slower, deeper, more exploratory. Hands traced new, unimpeded paths over ribs and the dip of waists, learning the landscape of this uncharted, three-way territory.

The seduction was complete. It was no longer a question or a game. It was a promise, unfolding in the steam, under the watchful twinkle of the fairy lights. The night had truly begun.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 7: The Tub
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Violet surfaced from a deep, searching kiss with Trisha, her lungs burning as much from lack of air as from pure, undiluted want. The world had narrowed to the circle of hot water, the press of skin, and the soft, hungry sounds they were making. A thread of rational thought, thin and distant, wove its way through the haze.

“Do you...” she gasped, her forehead resting against Trisha’s, her eyes seeking Ashley’s over her shoulder. “Do you want to go inside? This is... escalating.”

Trisha’s response was immediate, her hands firm on Violet’s hips beneath the water. “No,” she breathed, the word a hot puff against Violet’s lips. “This tub was made for this. I want to be the first one to really... break it in.” Her gaze was dark, unwavering, full of intent.

A thrill shot through Violet at the possessiveness in her tone.

“Are you kidding?” Ashley purred, her mouth finding the juncture of Violet’s neck and shoulder again, her teeth grazing the skin with a gentle promise. “This is the most perfect place imaginable. The water, the steam... it’s like our own little world.” She pulled back just enough to look at Violet, her blue eyes blazing with consent and desire. “We’re not going anywhere.”

That was all the confirmation Violet needed. Any lingering hesitation evaporated, replaced by a surge of pure, focused hunger. She was in. They all were.

The dynamic shifted from a slow, shared exploration to a deliberate, passionate claiming. It was as if the question of moving inside had been the final lock, and now the doors were thrown wide open.

Trisha, true to her word, took command of the water. With a guiding pressure, she turned Violet to face Ashley. “Taste her,” she murmured into Violet’s ear, her voice a low, thrilling vibration. “I want to watch.”

Violet didn’t need to be told twice. Her hands came up to cradle Ashley’s face, and she kissed her with a new, unleashed fervour. This kiss was all heat and wet, open-mouthed and deep, a tangle of tongues that spoke of a craving held too long in check. Ashley melted into it, a low moan vibrating from her throat into Violet’s mouth. Her hands slid down Violet’s slick back, pulling their bare chests flush together in the buoyant water, the sensation of skin on skin a shocking, glorious friction.

While Violet was lost in Ashley’s mouth, Trisha began her own worship. Her lips traced the line of Violet’s spine, from the nape of her neck down into the water, her tongue following the path of droplets. When she reached the swell of Violet’s backside, her hands spread, holding her steady as her mouth continued its journey across one shoulder blade. Violet shuddered, the dual sensations of kissing Ashley and being tasted by Trisha threatening to short-circuit her mind. She broke the kiss with Ashley, panting, her head falling back against Trisha’s supportive form.

“My turn to watch,” Violet breathed, twisting in Trisha’s arms.

Understanding flashed in Trisha’s eyes. She released Violet and turned her hungry attention to Ashley. She kissed her way across Ashley’s collarbone, then lower, her mouth closing over one peaked, taut nipple. Ashley cried out, her head lolling back, her hands flying to Trisha’s copper hair, not to push away but to hold her closer. Trisha lavished attention there, licking, sucking, gently grazing with her teeth, before moving to its twin with the same devoted intensity.

Violet watched, her own desire coiling tight and low. She moved closer, her own mouth finding the sensitive skin of Ashley’s stomach, just above the waterline. She licked a path through the droplets, tasting chlorinated water and the unique, clean salt of Ashley’s skin. She dipped her tongue into the shallow hollow of her navel, and Ashley bucked against her, a strangled gasp escaping her lips.

It became a beautiful, chaotic symphony of touch and taste. They moved around each other in the warm, churning water, a trio driven by shared, escalating need. Violet would kiss Trisha, tasting Ashley on her lips, then turn to trace the shell of Ashley’s ear with her tongue. Ashley, in turn, would duck under the water, surfacing between Violet’s thighs for a breathless, electrifying moment of intimate pressure before coming up to claim Trisha’s mouth with a desperate hunger.

Trisha was the conductor, the anchor. She would pull one, then the other, into a deep, soul-searing kiss, her hands always moving, learning, claiming. She sucked a bloom of colour onto the pale skin of Violet’s inner thigh, just below the water. She licked the sensitive spot behind Ashley’s knee, making her jolt and giggle breathlessly before the giggle morphed into a moan.

The air grew thick with steam and the sounds of their passion: wet kisses, sharp intakes of breath, whispered names, and pleas that were half-formed and utterly understood.

It was Ashley who began to tremble first, her breath coming in short, sharp pants. “I... I need...” she managed, her eyes glassy with pleasure.

Trisha understood. “The edge,” she instructed, her voice rough with her own desire. “Sit on the rim.”

With Violet and Trisha’s help, Ashley hoisted herself up onto the cedar edge of the tub, her body half in the steamy air, half in the hot water. She was a vision, flushed and glistening, her head thrown back, her chest heaving.

This was their shared focus. They helped Ashley remove her bathing suit completely. Then, there was a brief pause before all the action started. The girls couldn’t help but smirk at one another.

Violet, still in the water, moved between Ashley’s thighs, her hands gripping her hips. She leaned in, her mouth finding the most intimate part of her, and tasted her with a slow, deliberate reverence. At the same time, Trisha rose up on her knees in the water beside Ashley, capturing her mouth in a deep, consuming kiss, swallowing Ashley’s sharp cry.

Ashley was surrounded, worshipped from above and below. Her hands fisted in Trisha’s hair and gripped Violet’s shoulder, her back arching off the cool cedar.

“Mmmm!” Ashley groaned desperately, before breaking the kiss. “Fuck, that feels so good!”

Violet could only giggle, continuing to taste Ashley while Trisha responded, “Good, we’re glad you like it. Because you’re going to keep getting it whether you want it or not,” shooting her a little flirtatious wink immediately afterwards.

The sentiment of being so wanted only served to turn Ashley on more. She moaned again, and this time, Trisha groaned right back into their kiss.

The combined sensations—the skilled, relentless pressure of Violet’s mouth and tongue, the possessive demand of Trisha’s kiss, the contrast of cool air and hot water—tipped Ashley over the edge swiftly and powerfully. Her climax tore through her with a muffled scream against Trisha’s lips, her body trembling violently, held steady by their combined strength.

As the waves subsided, Ashley slumped forward, boneless, into Trisha’s arms, a string of breathless, blissful curses whispered into her neck.

Violet returned to the seats, breathing hard, her own body singing with unmet need and the profound satisfaction of having given that pleasure. She rested her cheek against Ashley’s hot shoulder, pressing a soft kiss there.

For a long moment, they simply existed in the aftermath, the only sound the persistent hum of the jets and their ragged breathing. The passion had been a living thing, and it had left them spent, glowing, and intimately connected.

It was Trisha who broke the peaceful silence, her voice slightly strained. “Okay,” she murmured, pressing a kiss to Ashley’s temple. “I’m officially... overheated. And I’m getting the start of a world-class hot tub headache.”

The spell shifted, but didn’t break. It was a practical concern, a gentle return to earth.

Ashley nodded slowly, nuzzling into Trisha’s neck. “Mmm. Yeah. The water’s... a lot.”

Violet, still humming with energy, felt the truth of it. The heat had become oppressive, a blanket almost too heavy to bear. “Inside?” she suggested softly, the question now carrying a completely different, warmer meaning.

“Inside,” Trisha agreed, her eyes meeting Violet’s over Ashley’s shoulder. The look held the memory of everything they’d just done and a clear, smouldering promise of what might still come. “Let’s get dry. Then we can continue our little session,” she teased.

The girls slowly gathered their things, including their wine glasses, with what little wine remained. They moved slowly, limbs heavy with pleasure and heat. They found their towels where they’d been discarded on the deck chairs and wrapped themselves, the soft cotton a stark contrast to the slick intimacy of the water.

A silent, knowing look passed between the three of them—a look of awe, of satisfaction, of shared secrets now etched into their skins. Without another word, a parade of damp hair and flushed skin and contented smiles, they walked across the deck, through the sliding glass doors, and into the waiting warmth of the house. The hot tub steamed emptily behind them, its inaugural mission gloriously, passionately accomplished. The night inside, however, was just beginning.
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Chapter 8: Inside
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The quiet of the house wrapped around them, a soft contrast to the roaring pulse of the water and their own blood. The sliding door clicked shut, sealing in the damp, warm air they’d brought with them. For a moment, they just stood in the living room, dripping gently on the hardwood, a tangle of flushed skin and shared breath.

Violet set the two empty wine glasses she’d grabbed on the kitchen counter with a soft clink. Ashley draped her sodden black one-piece over the back of a chair, the fabric a dark, heavy puddle. They all hung their bikini tops—vibrant pink, cyan, and the straps of Ashley’s suit—over the same chair, a colourful, intimate bunting. They wrapped their towels more securely around their waists, the terrycloth absorbing the rivulets running down their spines.

“My head is officially pounding,” Trisha said, her voice hushed but matter-of-fact. She padded, barefoot and magnificent in just her bikini bottoms and a towel, to the kitchen. They heard the tap run, the rattle of a pill bottle. She returned, swallowing two capsules with a grimace. “Hot tub headache. Classic. Ibuprofen. Either of you want?”

Ashley shook her head, wringing out her blonde hair with her hands. “No thanks, I’m good.”

“Same,” Violet murmured, leaning against the doorframe. Her body was alive, humming with spent energy and a low, persistent thrum of more. The sight of them, mostly nude and damp in Trisha’s softly lit living room, was almost as potent as the tub had been.

The silence that fell wasn’t awkward; it was thick, ripe. It was the silence of a decision hovering, waiting to be made. They had moved inside, but the journey felt incomplete.

Trisha’s green eyes, clearer now that they were out of the steam, swept over them. She finished her water, set the glass down, and the sound was decisive.

“We’re all still... wired,” she stated, a slow smile touching her lips. “And my bed is significantly more comfortable than a cedar tub edge.”

Ashley’s answering smile was immediate and wicked. “Lead the way, hostess.”

Violet’s heart did a slow, heavy roll in her chest. This was it. The intentional, sobered-next-step. She pushed off the doorframe.

The three of them moved through the familiar house in a quiet procession. Past the kitchen, down the hall, to the carpeted staircase. Their bare feet made no sound. Violet’s mind flickered back—not to Ashley, but to her own history with Trisha. A memory, sharp and sensory: tangled in these same sheets after that long-ago Pride party, the smell of Trisha’s shampoo on the pillow, the feeling of being wonderfully, temporarily claimed. It felt like a lifetime ago, a prelude to this more complex, more potent now.

They reached the landing. Trisha’s bedroom door was open, the room beyond dark but for the faint blue-grey light from the window.

Trisha stepped across the threshold first, a queen returning to her domain. She turned, backlit by the window, her figure a silhouette of powerful curves and coiled intent. Ashley followed, her towel slipping a little lower on her hips as she passed Trisha, her hand brushing her arm.

Violet took a final, steadying breath at the door. This was different. This was all three of them. Together.

She stepped into the room. The air was cool, smelled of clean linen and the faint, familiar scent of Trisha’s perfume. Ashley was already sitting on the edge of the large bed, looking around with a soft, anticipatory smile.

Trisha’s gaze found Violet’s in the dim light. Her expression was one of deep, pleased satisfaction—the project foreman seeing her vision come to magnificent, unexpected life.

Without a word, she reached back and gently pushed the bedroom door.

It swung shut with a soft, but definitive, click.

The outside world ceased to exist.
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Chapter 9: Arrival
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The click of the door was a starting pistol. The quiet of the bedroom was not an emptiness, but a charged void waiting to be filled. They stood frozen for one more heartbeat—a triangle of wanting in the dark.

Then the stillness shattered.

It was Trisha who moved first, closing the distance between herself and Violet in two strides. There was no tentative exploration now, no soft preamble. Her mouth crashed down on Violet’s with a hunger that was almost violent in its intensity. This kiss was a claiming, a consuming fire. Her tongue swept in, tasting of chlorinated water and Prosecco and pure, unadulterated need. One hand fisted in Violet’s damp hair, angling her head for deeper access, while the other splayed possessively against the small of her back, pulling their bare torsos flush. The shock of skin-on-skin contact, without the buoyancy of water, was devastatingly immediate. Violet moaned, the sound swallowed by Trisha’s mouth, her hands coming up to claw at Trisha’s strong shoulders.

From behind Violet, Ashley pressed close. Her lips and teeth found the sensitive cord of Violet’s neck, sucking a mark that would bloom purple by morning. Her hands slid around Violet’s waist, skating over the damp towel still knotted there, then moving up to cup her breasts. Her thumbs circled Violet’s nipples, which were already pebbled tight from the cool air and the heat of Trisha’s kiss. The dual assault—mouth on mouth, hands on skin—made Violet’s knees buckle. A ragged, broken cry was torn from her throat.

“That’s it,” Trisha growled against her lips, releasing her mouth only to trail a searing path of bites and licks down her jaw. “Let us hear you. I want to hear every fucking sound.”

Ashley’s hands grew more insistent, her touch turning from exploration to deliberate torment. She pinched one nipple, rolling it firmly between her fingers, and Violet arched back against her with a sharp, guttural “Ah!”

“You like that, Vi?” Ashley breathed hotly into her ear, her voice a rough, seductive whisper. “You like us touching you like this?”

“Yes... God... yes,” Violet panted, her head falling back onto Ashley’s shoulder, her eyes fluttering shut. The world was a kaleidoscope of sensation.

Trisha took the invitation of her exposed throat, laving and biting the skin there before moving lower. Her mouth closed over one of Violet’s breasts, and her tongue was a hot, wet, relentless brand. She sucked hard, lavishing attention with a focused aggression that had Violet seeing stars, her back bowing.

“Off,” Ashley commanded, her fingers tugging at the knot of Violet’s towel. It fell in a damp heap at their feet. “Trish, on the bed. Now.”

There was a new authority in Ashley’s voice, a command that Trisha obeyed with a dark, approving gleam in her eyes. She broke away from Violet and walked backwards toward the large bed, never breaking eye contact, her own towel dropping away. She looked like a goddess of war and desire.

Ashley guided Violet forward, a hand on her hip. “On your knees,” she whispered, the command a velvet-wrapped demand.

Violet obeyed, climbing onto the mattress, her body trembling with anticipation. Trisha was already reclined against the pillows, a vision of pale skin and copper hair against the dark sheets. Her gaze was molten.

“Come here,” Trisha said, her voice thick. “I’m not done tasting you.”

But Ashley had other plans. As Violet moved to straddle Trisha, Ashley caught her wrist. “Not yet.” She pushed Violet down gently until she was lying on her back beside Trisha. Then, with a wicked smile, Ashley swung a leg over Violet’s hips, straddling her, but facing Trisha. “I want to watch you kiss her,” Ashley told Violet, her own breath coming fast. “While I touch you.”

It was an exquisite torture. Violet turned her head, and Trisha met her in a deep, languid, open-mouthed kiss. It was all slow, wet friction, a tangle of tongues that spoke of deep, aching want. At the same time, Ashley’s hand slid down Violet’s stomach, her fingers dancing through the wetness already gathering between her thighs.

Violet gasped into Trisha’s mouth, her hips jerking from the bed. Ashley’s touch was not gentle; it was confident, knowing, deliberate. She didn’t enter her immediately, instead circling the swollen, sensitive bundle of nerves with a firm, rhythmic pressure that was maddeningly perfect.

“Fuck, she’s so wet for us, Trish,” Ashley moaned, watching their kiss, her own arousal evident in the husk of her voice and the flush on her skin.

Trisha broke the kiss, her lips glistening. She looked down Violet’s body to where Ashley’s hand was working. A low, possessive sound rumbled in her chest. “Let me.” She shifted, moving down the bed. With a firm hand, she nudged Ashley’s thigh. “Switch. I want her mouth on you while I do that.”

A shudder of pure lust rocked through Violet. Ashley quickly moved, swinging around so she was kneeling over Violet’s face, her own core positioned just above Violet’s mouth. The intimate, musky scent of her was overwhelming. Below, Trisha settled between Violet’s spread thighs.

“Now,” Trisha ordered, her voice leaving no room for debate. “Taste her, Vi. And don’t you dare come until I say you can.”

The dual command was almost too much. Violet’s head swam as she lifted it, her tongue finding Ashley’s heated, slick centre. At the same moment, Trisha’s mouth replaced Ashley’s fingers, her tongue licking a slow, broad stripe that made Violet scream against Ashley.

The room filled with the symphony of their passion. The wet, sucking sounds of Trisha’s mouth on Violet. The ragged, pleading moans torn from Ashley as Violet’s tongue and lips worked her with desperate fervour. The creak of the bedsprings as bodies shifted and strained.

Ashley’s hands balled into fists in the sheets, then in Violet’s hair, her hips rocking in a helpless rhythm. “Oh god, right there, yes, just like that, don’t stop, please don’t stop!” she chanted, her voice rising to a fever pitch.

Violet was lost in the taste and feel of Ashley, the pleasure she was giving and the earth-shattering pleasure Trisha was delivering between her own thighs. Trisha was a maestro of the body. She would build Violet up with swift, fluttering flicks of her tongue until Violet was trembling on the precipice, her cries muffled against Ashley, only to pull back completely, blowing a cool stream of air across her wet flesh, making her sob with frustration.

“Not yet,” Trisha would murmur, her voice a dark promise against Violet’s inner thigh before diving back in with renewed, devastating focus.

Ashley was the first to fracture. Violet felt the muscles in her thighs tighten, heard her breath hitch in a sharp, broken pattern. “I’m gonna—Vi, I’m—!” Her warning dissolved into a raw, shattered scream as her climax crashed over her. She ground herself against Violet’s mouth, her body convulsing, her cries echoing off the walls.

“Ohhh! Ughh! Oh MY GOD, VI!!!”

The taste of her, the feel of her coming apart, sent a corresponding bolt of white-hot need through Violet. She was so close, now, too. So unbearably close. Trisha sensed it. She lifted her head, her chin gleaming.

“Look at me,” Trisha commanded, her voice rough with her own desire.

Violet, dazed, let Ashley collapse beside her and turned her head. Trisha’s eyes were black with passion. Slowly, deliberately, she slid two fingers deep inside Violet, curling them at just the right angle.

Violet’s vision whited out. A broken sound, half-sob, half-scream, tore from her throat.

“Not. Yet.” Trisha held her there, buried to the knuckle, applying a relentless, perfect pressure. She began to move, a slow, deep, punishing rhythm, her thumb circling that same aching spot her tongue had tormented. “You come when I tell you to. You come with me inside you, looking at me.”

It was the most exquisite form of control. Violet was held in a vice of pleasure, teetering on the very edge of release but forbidden to fall. Her body was wound so tight she thought she might break. She was babbling, begging, words she didn’t recognize tumbling from her lips.

“Please, Trish, please, I can’t—I need—!”

Ashley, recovered and breathing heavily, propped herself up on an elbow. She watched, enraptured, her hand drifting to her own breast. “God, you two... it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Trisha’s pace never faltered. Her own need was written in the tense set of her shoulders, the flush on her chest. She leaned down, capturing Violet’s mouth in a searing, desperate kiss, swallowing her cries. “Now,” she breathed into her mouth, the word a final, shattering permission. “Come for me. Now.”

The command broke her. Violet’s climax detonated, a supernova of sensation that ripped through her from the core outwards. She screamed into Trisha’s mouth, her body arching off the bed, back bowing, inner muscles clenching rhythmically around Trisha’s driving fingers. Wave after wave of pure, mindless ecstasy crashed over her, so intense it bordered on pain.

Only when the last tremor had subsided, leaving her limp and gasping, did Trisha slowly withdraw her fingers. She brought them to her own mouth, sucking them clean with a dark, satisfied groan, her eyes never leaving Violet’s.

The room was a cacophony of heavy breathing. The scent of sex and sweat and heat hung thick in the air.

Ashley was the first to speak, her voice wrecked. “Well,” she panted, a slow, sated smile spreading across her face. “I think the hot tub is officially upstaged.”

Trisha finally moved, crawling back up the bed to collapse between them. But her energy was far from spent. Her hand snaked out, tracing the sweat-slicked plane of Ashley’s stomach, then sliding lower. Her green eyes, still burning with a banked fire, found Ashley’s.

“The night,” Trisha murmured, her voice a husky promise as her fingers began a new, deliberate exploration, “is still young. And I believe it’s your turn to be in the middle.”

Violet could only smile with anticipation.
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Chapter 10: The Afterglow
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The last tremors of pleasure had faded, leaving in their wake a profound, boneless lethargy. The grand, king-sized bed was a landscape of tangled sheets and tangled limbs. Violet lay on her back, one arm flung out, the other curled around Ashley’s waist where she lay nestled against her side. Trisha was sprawled on her stomach, her face turned towards them, one hand resting possessively on Violet’s bare hip.

The only sounds were the soft, synced rhythm of their breathing and the distant hum of the furnace kicking on. The digital clock on Trisha’s nightstand glowed a soft blue: 12:17 a.m.

A slow, sated smile spread across Trisha’s face before she even opened her eyes. “Well,” she murmured, her voice raspy with use and sleep. “That was... comprehensive.”

A soft chuckle vibrated through Ashley, who nuzzled closer into Violet’s shoulder. “Understatement of the century. I think my soul left my body at one point. In a good way.”

Violet let out a long, contented sigh, her fingers tracing idle patterns on Ashley’s warm back. “I don’t think I can move. Ever again. You may have to bury me here.”

“Noted,” Trisha said, finally peeling open one eye. “But first, practical matters. It’s past midnight. You’re both staying.”

It wasn’t a question. It was the same decisive, caring authority that had made her the project foreman.

“Wasn’t planning on driving,” Ashley yawned. “I’m still seeing stars.”

“Good,” Violet agreed, her voice thick with impending sleep. “Responsible.”

Trisha propped herself up on an elbow, her copper hair a glorious mess. “Okay, logistics. This bed is plenty big for two. One of you is welcome to stay right here with me. The other can take the guest room—the bed’s made up. Or,” she added with a lazy, knowing smirk, “you two can share the guest room if you’d prefer. No pressure. No weirdness.”

The offer was made with such easy grace that any potential for awkwardness evaporated. This was Trisha, their friend, being a good host. The fact that they were all naked and still humming from hours of shared intimacy didn’t change the core of it.

Ashley lifted her head, her blue eyes soft in the dim light. She looked at Violet, then at Trisha. “You know,” she said, a playful spark returning. “I’ve never actually slept in this bed. I feel like I should christen it properly. In the sleeping sense.”

Trisha laughed, a warm, rich sound. “Claim your territory. Violet?”

Violet considered. The thought of untangling herself from this warm, comfortable pile was deeply unappealing. But so was the thought of kicking Ashley out. “I’m good right here,” she said, giving Trisha’s waist a gentle squeeze. “If you don’t mind a bedmate who might steal the covers.”

“I’m a covers hog,” Ashley confessed, settling back down. “Consider yourself warned. Guest room for me. But I’m stealing one of your giant t-shirts first.”

“Deal,” Trisha said, lying back down and turning onto her side to face Violet. She reached out and brushed a strand of dark hair from Violet’s forehead. The gesture was tender, intimate, and utterly devoid of pressure. “Guest bathroom has spare toothbrushes in the drawer. Help yourself to anything.”

For a few minutes, there was a gentle flurry of movement. Ashley slid from the bed, wrapping herself in a sheet like a toga, and padded softly out of the room with a sleepy, “G’night, you glorious freaks.”

Silence settled again, deeper now. Violet shifted onto her side, facing Trisha. In the quiet dark, the events of the night replayed not as a frantic, passionate blur, but as a series of vivid, beautiful impressions. Laughter in the steam, the taste of Prosecco, the shocking warmth of the water on her bare skin, the feeling of being utterly seen and wanted by two people she adored.

“This was...” Violet began, searching for the word.

“Perfect,” Trisha finished for her, her smile audible. “It was just perfect, Vi. No regrets?”

“Not a single one,” Violet answered, and meant it with her whole, tired, happy heart.

“Good.” Trisha’s eyes were already closing. “We’re doing this again. Maybe not the exact... everything... every time. But the hot tub. The wine. Us. Soon.”

“Soon,” Violet agreed, the promise a sweet warmth in her chest.

They drifted off, not touching except for their feet meeting in the middle of the cool sheets—a quiet, comfortable point of contact.

Down the hall, Ashley, swamped in one of Trisha’s soft band t-shirts, crawled into the guest bed. She stared at the ceiling for a moment, a stupid, satisfied grin on her face. She pulled out her phone, typed a single message into the ‘Gaylipops’ chat, and hit send before letting the phone drop to the floor.

In the master bedroom, Trisha’s phone buzzed softly on the nightstand. Violet, half-asleep, heard it. A few seconds later, Trisha’s body shook with a silent laugh.

“What?” Violet mumbled.

“Ashley,” Trisha whispered, her voice full of affection. “She just texted the group: ‘So. Next Saturday?’”

Violet’s smile was hidden in the dark. She didn’t need to answer. They all already knew.

The house was quiet, warm, and full. Outside, the stars over Burnaby twinkled above the now-still, steaming hot tub, a silent witness to a perfect night that was, most definitely, just the beginning.

If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a review on Goodreads or the platform you purchased this from! It really helps small artists and creators like me to better understand my readers. I sincerely appreciate your time reading this book, and humbly ask you for an honest review. Thank you <3
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        When chronically single Kristy gets invited to Olivia's legendary "fluid" pool party, she expects sangria, sunburn, and maybe a little awkward flirting. What she doesn't expect is a night that will completely rewrite her rulebook on love, lust, and inflatable flamingos.
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