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      Lovely, she’s showing skinl again, and fresh out of the shower to top it all off, Chelsea thought.

      The blonde watched her roommate Delilah cross the living room in nothing but a teal-colored towel, wrapped snugly around her chest.

      What I wouldn’t give to see that towel suddenly come undone, she thought to herself once more with a curious grin.

      Girl, stop thinking like that, she quickly reprimanded herself.

      It was bad enough that Chelsea had ended up with a ‘gorgeous slice of college-aged woman cake,’ as her less-than-coy lesbian aunt had described Delilah.

      But add in the fact that she was in the closet and Delilah was openly bisexual? Chelsea knew that could either be a recipe for a deliciously naughty ‘accident,’ but more likely a massive disaster that would ruin the friendship she’d forged with the dark-haired girl.

      Chelsea clicked the remote control, continuing to surf the channels on the large television in the corner of the well-kempt living room.

      “How can you just sit in here without any lights on?” Delilah scolded. Chelsea only shrugged, which drove the dark-haired girl wild with frustration and lust.

      Delilah snapped on a lamp in the corner and noticed the sun had almost entirely set behind a wall of dark grey clouds.

      “Put it on the weather for a moment, won’t you?” Delilah suddenly asked, eyeing the television.

      “Ugh,” Chelsea said as she intentionally lingered a while on a reality show that featured shirtless hunks showing off a sports car.

      “Come on, and pass this up?” Chelsea smiled, glancing back to the television.

      “Uh huh,” Delilah replied with a lack of enthusiasm. Chelsea quickly changed the channel to the local news, where a large radar was stretched across the widescreen.

      “Severe thunderstorms for much of the evening…” the news anchor’s voice continued as the many colors of the screen updated slowly.

      “Shit,” Chelsea said, her jaw hanging slightly open.

      “Is it headed this way?” Delilah asked with a defeated tone as she motioned Chelsea to move her feet so she could sit on the sofa.

      “Uh yeah, it’s about to cover the entire city,” Chelsea pointed out. For a moment she stole a glance at Delilah’s ass as it nicely rounded out the towel, though Delilah quickly turned and nearly caught her.

      The blonde tucked her legs in and as Delilah sat down, with the scent of clean body spray swirling around the sofa,

      Chelsea’s eyes lingered on every smooth inch of her roommate’s body. Delilah had been in a towel before, but never so close to her, never quite like this.

      Chelsea felt her legs clench as Delilah grabbed her towel and adjusted it around her chest.

      The blonde had long suspected that Delilah had wanted her from day one. She knew it was a shitty and self-centered stereotype, that just because Delilah was into girls, she would automatically want to get with her.

      Still though, she couldn’t shake the feeling and for good reasons.

      “No boyfriend? Wow,” Delilah had commented shortly after they had moved in together.

      It had only been a month that they’d lived together, but in that short time the tension always seemed sky-high every time Delilah made a push to pry at Chelsea’s personal life.

      “Just not popular with the guys, I guess,” Chelsea responded with an unusually nervous laugh.

      “Chelsea, you’re fucking with me,” Delilah had started as the blonde’s heart began to race, thinking her roommate was about to tell her to ‘drop the act’ and ‘come out already.’

      “I always see you with guys… like that other night when a guy came up to the front door with you?” Delilah said instead.

      “Yeah?” Chelsea replied, as if wanting to change the subject.

      “He was attractive. What happened there?” Delilah pressed.

      “Anyone ever tell you that you’re a little nosy?” Chelsea said with a playful shove.

      Delilah laughed and dropped the conversation, but over time many similar chats seemed to always bubble up, always ending in an awkward and unfinished place.

      “Guess I’ll have to cancel my date with Rory,” Delilah sighed in defeat as her cool blue eyes darted toward the window where rain started to splash against the pane.

      “Oh yeah?” Chelsea said, watching Delilah stand back up and walk over toward the window.

      Fuck, the blonde thought as she watched each ass cheek shift in the tight towel. Just drop… just this once, she continued.

      But there was no such luck, despite the fact that both she and Delilah would have wanted it to happen. And as Delilah peered out of the window, she even held the thought for a moment.

      “I just wish there was a way we could still hang out tonight,” Delilah pondered aloud, looking for Chelsea’s sympathy.

      Delilah had been on a dry streak for the past few days while finishing up a project at school. Her time away from Rory hadn’t proved too difficult, save for the fact that they hadn’t fucked in three days, which for Delilah had been far too long.

      She was hornier than ever, and despite her suspicions that Chelsea was less than straight, she felt bound not to try anything around the gorgeous blonde.

      “You could bring her over here if you wanted,” Chelsea said, as if reluctantly allowing Delilah to have the date in their apartment.

      “Really? That wouldn’t bother you? Because I really don’t want to…”

      “Cut it out and text her already,” Chelsea interrupted with a laugh.

      Delilah turned and headed for the kitchen where her phone had been charging.

      “You don’t have any guys coming over tonight or anything, do you?” Delilah asked from the kitchen, half out of necessity and half out of sheer curiosity.

      “Nah,” Chelsea echoed back almost without missing a beat.

      Of course not you little tease, Delilah thought to herself as she texted Rory.

      Just come out with it already so we can have some fun, the dark-haired girl thought as she set her phone down and headed toward her bedroom.

      Suddenly, just as Chelsea turned her eyes and noticed out of the window that the sun had completely set, the power went out. Every light and noise and buzz went silent and dark.

      “Shit!” Delilah called out as a loud noise blasted behind Chelsea.

      The blonde jumped from the sofa and, feeling with her hands, made her way to Delilah’s bedroom doorway.

      “Delilah? What happened?” Chelsea called out into the dark.

      Suddenly the blonde’s fingers felt the warm, mounds of her roommate’s chest.

      “Oh shit… sorry,” Chelsea gasped with a nervous laugh.

      “Whoa! Maybe we don’t need lights after all,” Delilah joked. Chelsea had rolled her eyes, though naturally Delilah would never know it, nor care.

      “I hit my toe on the doorway; get a flashlight or something will you?” Delilah asked as Chelsea unclenched her fingers from the girl’s shoulder.

      “Do we even have a flashlight?” Chelsea asked, stumped. An entire month of living with Delilah had been enough to locate the television, her own bedroom, the kitchen and little else.

      “Ugh, I’ll get it,” Delilah started.

      The dark-haired girl suddenly felt a shudder run up her body as she let the towel that had dangled around her waist fall to the floor, starting off for the kitchen completely nude.

      Why must I be this naughty? She thought to herself with a devious chuckle as she felt the total liberation of letting her breasts hang out right in front of Chelsea, who was none the wiser.

      If she could only see, she thought, noting a hint of thrill that the lights could come on at any moment, revealing her. Then she’d know just how uninterested in guys her roommate was.

      Delilah felt against the walls and made her way to the kitchen, finding the bottom drawer by the dishwasher and feeling for a blue industrial flashlight her uncle had given her as a housewarming gift.

      “You’re going to need this one day!” Her uncle had told her with a firm pat on the back.

      “Maybe so,” Delilah conceded.

      Delilah clenched the flashlight and flipped the small switch, watching a small beam of white light peer out against the dark kitchen wall.

      “We have light!” She yelled.

      “I’m coming in there,” Chelsea shouted back as Delilah heard her roommate’s hands thump against the wall, feeling out the way.

      “Closer,” Delilah said as she saw a hint of the blonde’s lithe long fingers feeling across the stucco.

      “How is it still this dark, even with the flashlight?” Chelsea asked, frustrated. The blonde slowly shuffled her feet into the kitchen and saw the light moving all around.

      “Closer,” Delilah said before getting the dirtiest idea ever.

      “Oh no!” She cried as the kitchen went dark once more.

      “Fuck! What happened to the light?” Chelsea shouted.

      “I don’t know, the switch is stuck or something,” Delilah answered, as she waited for Chelsea to step next to her.

      The blonde extended her arm and suddenly felt Delilah’s bare breast and swallowed hard at the sensation.

      “It’s down here, maybe you can get it to work,” Delilah said, feeling Chelsea’s hand move down her body slowly.

      “Down here,” she added just as she felt Chelsea’s fingers graze over her body.

      “Mm,” she moaned softly to herself, hoping Chelsea hadn’t heard.

      “What the… what am I… where is it?” Chelsea said, going in for a better feel as her hands studied down Delilah’s abs.

      “Got it?” Delilah asked just as Chelsea’s fingers brushed against her wet pussy.

      “What the… oh shit!” Chelsea cried, retracting her fingers.

      The blonde blushed bright red, though she was glad that her roommate hadn’t seen her in the dark of the kitchen right then.

      Delilah burst into laughter, mixed with a more blatant and satisfied moan as she struggled to contain herself.

      “What the fuck?” Chelsea said, her heart racing as she tried to processes how her roommate’s pussy was already wet.

      “I’m sorry! My towel fell off somewhere between the bedroom and the kitchen,” Delilah laughed.

      “Girl,” Chelsea said, shaking her head. Her instinct was to fake disgust, but her mind was instantly obsessed with what she’d just felt. In all her life Chelsea had wanted to see another pussy in real life, having only seen porn pictures on computer screens.

      Like a real deviant, she’d tried once or twice to get a peek whenever Delilah had been in the shower and carelessly left the door wide open, to no avail.

      Yet now somehow she’d had her hand against Delilah’s pussy without even seeing it first? Her body shuddered with want.

      The things we could do right here in the dark, with just our sense of touch, Chelsea thought, despite her actions and words feigning a far different reaction.

      “I can’t believe you just did that, man!” Chelsea chided.

      “Oh come on, like you haven’t been curious,” Delilah suggested with a wink that was completely lost on Chelsea in the dark.

      “What? Whatever,” Chelsea started.

      “My turn to feel yours? It’s only fair,” Delilah laughed indulgently.

      Holy shit… um, okay! Chelsea thought. She felt an agonizing pain in the pit of her stomach as she blurted out a swift rejection to the dark-haired girl that was now presumably standing right beside her and entirely naked.

      “Why do you keep thinking I’m into you, anyway?” Chelsea pressed as Delilah finally switched the flashlight back on.

      “What? Where did you get that crazy idea,” Delilah laughed.

      “I’m just letting you know that this is an apartment of… free love, if you will,” Delilah joked once more.

      “I’ll keep that in mind,” Chelsea said with a frustration that quickly turned to laughter.

      “We have to find some candles or something,” the blonde suggested.

      “Hmm… I honestly don’t know if we have any.  My laptop has a full battery, I guess we could keep a movie playing on it,” Delilah said, quickly marching off to her bedroom with the flashlight.

      Chelsea squinted, wanting more than ever to see her cute roommate’s equally cute ass, totally bare.

      Delilah disappeared along with the light for a moment before returning with the screen of her laptop fully lit and playing a tasteful, artsy porn video.

      “Is this good?” Delilah asked as the sounds of two girls sensually making love, blared throughout the living room.

      “Seriously?” Chelsea said, rolling her eyes, though she was more turned on than ever now. Her biggest fear at this point was that Delilah would turn the flashlight on her face and see how flushed she’d become.

      She knew this was not a good situation to be in at all with Rory arriving soon. If Delilah was sexually “open,” her girlfriend Rory was a downright slut, always making sexual passes at the blonde.

      She’d usually made it a point to end up somewhere else the evenings when Rory would come over, but there was no escaping the cute but uncontrollable brunette tonight. The three of them would be stuck together, and who knew what might happen.

      “Oh shit; the fridge!” Delilah suddenly blurted out.

      She set the laptop on the counter as the porn continued to play. Chelsea tried to avert her eyes, but couldn’t help but continually steal glances at the steamy scene.

      “We hardly have anything in the fridge anyway,” Chelsea noted.

      Delilah pulled the door open and flashed the light around inside before grabbing a soda can and tossing it to Chelsea.

      “Catch,” she said.

      The blonde quickly braced for the can and gripped the cold metal in her hand.

      “We’ve got plenty of soda to get rid of,” Delilah said.

      “The soda isn’t going to go bad,” Chelsea argued. “Besides, how long could the power be out, really?”

      “Ok so maybe not, smarty pants. But I’m still thirsty,” Delilah insisted.

      Just as they both popped the tops of their soda cans open, they heard a knock at the front door.

      “Who is it?” Delilah asked as if a maid scuttling around toward the door with the flashlight in her hand, though both of them knew exactly who it was.

      “Your secret admirer,” a smooth voice spoke through the wooden door.

      Chelsea sipped her soda from the dark kitchen and exhaled deep. The last thing she wanted to do was be surrounded by Delilah and Rory in a dark apartment.

      But then again, she couldn’t shake the curious tension that seemed to swell throughout her body every time the thought crept up. She wanted a taste of Delilah, somehow, someway.

      Maybe this is the perfect opportunity, she thought.

      Chelsea quickly reprimanded herself again, though. You’re straight, damnit. Knock it off! Even as her mind raced with reservations, she couldn’t shake the new memory of how Delilah’s soft pussy felt against her fingers.

      Chelsea knew Delilah was teasing her and that the sexy girl wanted something from her, too, which only made it all the harder to rebuff her little sexual flirtations.

      Rory wouldn’t help things much in this department, either.

      “Spooky, isn’t it?” Rory’s smooth, mellow tone rang out into the living room. “Or maybe a little sexy,” she added as Delilah laughed.

      The flashlight beam flickered for a moment as Chelsea heard the two making out. Rolling her eyes as if to keep up appearances, she didn’t want to admit to the pool of arousal that was making her panties wet.

      “Let’s fuck,” Rory breathed as Delilah’s voice quickly jumped in, “Babe, Chelsea is still here; she’s in the kitchen.”

      “And? All the better,” Rory joked.

      “Hello Chelsea,” the brunette called, grabbing the flashlight from Delilah’s fingers and searching the kitchen haphazardly as the beam of light shook all over the cabinets.

      Landing on Chelsea’s face Rory quickly smiled, “Mm, there you are.”

      “Well what are we going to do to pass the time tonight?” Rory asked, her voice growing direct and authoritative.

      “Soda,” Chelsea laughed, walking over with an extra can for the brunette.

      “Don’t you have any candles?” Rory asked. Delilah only scoffed and sighed, “fine, I’ll go look, give me that flashlight.”

      “Whoa!” Rory suddenly cried out, noticing the porn playing on the laptop nearby. “Mm, Chelsea, did you put this on?”

      “Funny,” Chelsea laughed sarcastically and rolled her eyes.

      “You know, just because you’re still in the closet doesn’t mean you have to be so uptight,” Rory said as she stepped toward the blonde, albeit crudely.  

      “Um, what?” Chelsea asked, blushing.

      “Come on, it’s painfully obvious,” the brunette laughed, her hazel eyes sparkling as the laptop light bounced off of her pupils.

      “I know it makes you wet,” Rory said, biting her lip.

      Chelsea didn’t want to admit it, but she was right. The porn had been tempting enough, but with Rory’s perfume swirling around her as the brunette stood nearly toe to toe with her, she wanted to do more than talk.

      “What the hell, Rory?” Chelsea said, faking annoyance.

      “We have light!” Delilah then announced, bringing two small candles on plates into the living room.

      “I’m going to loosen you up by the end of the night; don’t worry,” Rory suddenly whispered into Chelsea’s ear with a wink, as Delilah set one both plates on the coffee table.

      Chelsea swallowed hard and plopped down on the sofa, sighing loud and wondering if she still had time to take her soda and hijack the flashlight, escaping to her room for the rest of the night.

      She took a swig as Rory and Delilah sat down next to her.

      “So, I have an idea,” Rory suggested with a hint of excitement.

      The athletic brunette popped her soda can open and took a sip.

      “So what was this idea you had?” Chelsea asked.

      “Wouldn’t you like to know,” Rory winked. “A little game of truth or dare,” she answered.

      “Hmm, that could be fun,” Delilah replied, as Chelsea sighed.

      “Chelsea, are you in?” Delilah asked as both girls looked toward her.

      Chelsea’s heart sped just a bit as she heard the suggestion. She knew what Rory was trying to do; it was written all over her grin. The blonde was now rife with adrenaline and lust, mixing together as she indulged the many forbidden possibilities.

      “I don’t know,” she reluctantly answered.

      “Great, I’ll ask first,” Rory said, ignoring Chelsea.

      Delilah peered toward her partner for a moment with a curious grin and said, “Rory, if she doesn’t want to play, she doesn’t want to play.”

      Delilah’s cool eyes calmly turned to Chelsea, almost with a look of suggestion. Chelsea felt a shudder down her body as she locked eyes with Delilah. She’d never seen this sort of expression in the dark girl’s eyes before. As anxious as she was to resist, she couldn’t help but give in.

      “I’ll play; just nothing too dirty,” Chelsea insisted.

      “I wouldn’t dream of making you do anything you didn’t already want to do,” Rory finished with a wink.

      “Hm, let’s see. How about you go first hon,” Rory said as she glanced toward Delilah. The dark-haired girl was sipping her soda as she sighed and seemed to pause for a moment of thought.

      “Truth,” Delilah finally answered as if she had played this game many times before.

      “Describe your first time,” Rory said with a giggle as both Delilah and Chelsea seemed in disbelief.

      “Are you kidding me? Ugh,” Delilah said, though she just as easily grinned at the suggestion.

      “It was terrible!” She answered, and seemed finished as soon as she’d started.

      “Come on, what did she look like? Silly,” Rory prodded.

      “Fine. After school we came back to my place and gave each other oral and…” Delilah continued, seemingly getting lost in the memory.  

      Rory quickly seemed annoyed at the discussion of another woman’s pussy being more enjoyable than her own, and she quickly interrupted.

      “Good enough; I’ll spare you,” she finished.

      “You’ll spare me? Look who’s turn it is,” Delilah said, nodding toward Rory.

      “Fine, what do you want to know?” She asked impatiently.

      “So you choose ‘truth?’” Delilah prodded.

      “I suppose,” Rory said, struggling down another sip of soda and laughing.

      “Hm. Have you ever had a threesome?”

      Delilah’s eyes seemed to light up, along with Rory’s. Both women seemed curious to take the conversation in this territory.

      “Sadly no,” Rory answered before peering toward Chelsea.

      “But you want one?” Delilah asked, as if seeking out information she might reference in the future.

      “You don’t? Of course!” Rory replied enthusiastically as all three laughed.

      “Ok, drum roll… Chelsea’s turn,” Rory said.

      “Who’s asking?” Delilah asked before Rory quickly butted in with, “I will.”

      Chelsea felt her heart speed and her thighs clench as she locked eyes with Delilah. What would Rory ask her? Was she merely teasing and building her up for something, or was she intent on getting behind enemy lines with Chelsea’s sexuality?

      Rory looked down for a moment at Chelsea’s chest before asking, “Truth or dare, Chelsea?”

      Chelsea paused for a moment before choosing ‘truth,’ figured she would at least not have to do anything.

      “How many guys have you fucked?” Rory asked quickly, as if she’d been waiting to ask.

      “One,” Chelsea said, exhaling deeply. “We were drunk after a party and it just sort of happened and frankly. It kind of sucked. I didn’t come and he didn’t care. Happy?”

      “Hm,” Rory said, stroking her chin with her fingers as if in deep thought.

      “And women?” Rory asked.

      “What?” Chelsea asked, her eyes glassy.

      “How many women have you fucked?”

      “Come on, Rory,” Delilah interrupted.

      “You only get one question and you used it, no matter how much you want to know about our gorgeous, mysterious blonde here,” Delilah said.

      Chelsea seemed nearly about to answer, though she hesitant and remained silent. She’d dodged a bullet, seeing as how she had fooled around with a couple of women before moving cross-country for school.

      “So my turn then, huh?” Chelsea asked coolly.

      “Who are you going to ask?” Rory asked.

      “You,” Chelsea said, zeroing in on the flirty brunette. “Truth… or dare?

      Suddenly Chelsea found a confidence that had escaped her so many times before.

      And in that moment she decided to do something that would undoubtedly shake Rory and Delilah’s worlds.

      “Dare,” Rory said, as if bluffing.

      Delilah watched on, her jaw hung open before sipping her soda with total focus on her girlfriend’s stolid expression.

      “Strip naked for us,” Chelsea ordered with a straight face.

      Delilah spit part of her soda out the second the words slid from Chelsea’s smooth pink lips.

      Rory’s beautiful hazel eyes widened with shock as her own lips parted and she seemed at a loss for words.

      “What?” Rory asked before Chelsea quickly repeated, “strip naked for Delilah and me.”

      Rory looked at Delilah for a moment before shrugging. “I don’t know Chelsea; are you sure you want to go there?”

      “You wanted to play truth or dare, so let’s play,” Chelsea said with all the cocky confidence in the world.

      “Ok,” Rory said after a moment of trying to gather her thoughts.

      The brunette stood and eyed between Delilah and Chelsea, who had now come over next to Delilah so they could both watch.

      “What’s gotten in to you?” Delilah asked under her breath.

      “Nothing. Just going to have some fun; it’s Friday night after all,” Chelsea answered back with a smile.

      “Sounds good,” Delilah added before both turned to watch Rory who was removing her shirt.

      The brunette girl threw her shirt at Delilah and Chelsea as both hollered and whistled in the candlelight. Rory’s lean, athletic body twisted as her breasts swung with every sway of her hips.

      Delilah reached over and started a dance song on her laptop.

      Chelsea felt her panties get wetter. She knew she wanted both her roommate, and her roommate’s girlfriend. She watched on as Rory swallowed hard and locked eyes with her, tugging her shorts down and off and revealing tight panties that matched her bra.

      Rory unclasped her bra, revealing two perfect mounds with little pink nipples that were hard and just begging to be sucked. The more she moved, the more Chelsea knew she had to have all of her.

      The moment of truth came as Rory peered into Chelsea’s eyes and tugged the panties down, revealing her swollen, wet pussy.

      Chelsea bit her lip as she stared at her pussy in the dim light.

      “Shit,” Chelsea whispered, unable to believe the look of Rory’s naked body; she wanted her lips on Rory’s pussy, and to hear every deep moan from Rory’s chest.

      Rory shook her head and laughed before slinging the panties at both members of her audience.

      “Well there you go,” Rory said with a slightly embarrassed grin as she sat down, still naked.

      “Looks like it’s my turn,” Rory said with confidence.

      “Delilah if you don’t mind, I’d like to go back to Chelsea,” Rory insisted. Delilah was too busy ogling her girlfriend to care one way or the other. The dark haired girl finally nodded in agreement.

      “Dare,” Chelsea said defiantly.

      “Big mistake,” Rory said, raising a brow suggestively.

      “I dare you to come over here and… eat this pussy,” Rory said before shaking her head. “I can’t believe I just said that!” She laughed as she spread her thighs.

      “Rory what the hell is wrong with you? You know she’s straight,” Delilah chided.

      “Bullshit,” Rory argued. “I’ve been watching her from day one and I’ve caught her looked at both of us.”

      The brunette continued, “I know what she wants. And now I’m inviting – no, daring - her to take it.”

      “She’s not,” Delilah continued, but before she could finish, Chelsea had zoomed down to her knees between Rory’s thighs and looked up at the brunette’s sparkling amber eyes.

      Chelsea swallowed hard as her heart sped like never before and she brushed her fingers against Rory’s slick pussy.

      “Fuck,” Rory sighed as she felt the fingers tease her clit. Delilah’s eyes looked on with total disbelief, though her lip biting and leg-rubbing said exactly how she felt about the revelation.

      “I knew it,” Rory said in between moans as Chelsea’s mouth sank down over her pussy.

      “Now you’re in big trouble,” Chelsea said as she ran her tongue up and down her slit before plunging her tongue inside.

      “Fuck,” Rory said, biting her lip.

      Delilah came over, unable to resist, and pressed her lips hard against her girlfriend’s as Rory moaned deep in each kiss, feeling the warm tongue on her pussy.

      Chelsea sucked hard and slow. She was going to give Rory oral that she would never forget.

      She still couldn’t bring herself to think of herself as completely gay. She was still indecisive in that respect. All she knew was that in that very moment she was more turned on than ever by eating Rory’s pussy. The night was wild and liable to get even crazier, and she was perfectly fine with that.

      Rory tugged Delilah’s shirt off and soon enough the dark-haired girl was shirtless as well, leaving Rory to toggle at her jeans and unzip them.

      Chelsea’s lips wrapped around Rory’s mound and sucked while her fingers worked in and out of Rory’s pussy, eliciting a strong moan from the brunette girl as the blonde began teasing her more.

      “Oh,” Rory cried, feeling the finger dip inside her.

      Delilah took the last of her clothes off and Chelsea pulled off of Rory’s pussy, not missing a single beat before touching Delilah’s pussy at the same time.

      “Fuck,” Delilah sighed. The blonde continued to tease Rory’s pussy as she teased her roommate’s.

      Delilah and Rory made out as Chelsea made them both moan in each other’s mouths. It was only a matter of time before both women were picking Chelsea up and tearing off her clothes.

      “Your turn,” Delilah said as they tore off Chelsea’s shirt and followed with her jeans.

      The blonde felt her heart racing and her breath short as Rory’s fingers ran over her bare chest and she felt the brunette come in for a hard kiss. Their tongues tangled and glided, as she tasted the soda on her mouth, mixing with the clean perfume Rory wore so well.

      “Mm,” Chelsea moaned as she felt Delilah quickly tug her jeans down. Chelsea finished the job as Delilah did the same for her panties. Before Chelsea could get her panties fully off, she felt Delilah’s warm, wet mouth on her pussy.

      “Holy shit,” Rory laughed, looking down. “This is so hot!”

      Delilah was too hungry to care, sinking her mouth down as she’d done so many times before for her girlfriend.

      “Come on Rory,” Chelsea said. “I want to taste you. Get over here and ride my face.”

      Rory's breath hitched, her body awash with anticipation and a burning desire that begged to be quenched. She crawled over, the air charged with erotic electricity, every movement infused with a carnal promise. Her thighs straddled Chelsea's eager face, lowering herself until she could feel the hot exhalation of breath teasing her wetness.

      Chelsea gripped Rory's hips, guiding her down as her tongue flicked out to savor the taste that she had only moments ago tasted for the first time. Rory groaned deeply, rocking gently against the warm mouth beneath her, feeling herself sink into a world where only pleasure existed.

      Delilah watched for a moment, entranced by the sight of Chelsea devouring Rory with such fervor. She felt a surge of arousal at their uninhibited display and turned her attentions back to Chelsea, who was now completely exposed and vulnerable to her affections.

      Her mouth closed over Chelsea's clit, sucking lightly before increasing the pressure in response to Chelsea's muffled cries. Delilah’s fingers slipped between her own thighs, finding herself slick and ready. She moved rhythmically against her touch, her movements synchronized with the motions of her mouth on Chelsea.

      The room filled with the sounds of their ecstasy; wet kisses, gasps, and moans blending into an erotic symphony that echoed off the walls. Rory ground down harder onto Chelsea’s face, grasping handfuls of sheets as waves of pleasure rippled through her body. Chelsea worked tirelessly below her, determined to coax out every shiver and shake from Rory’s core.

      Below them both, Delilah was relentless in her pursuit of Chelsea’s climax. Her tongue swirled and danced expertly over sensitive flesh while her fingers traced circles around her entrance before plunging deep inside. The blonde writhed under the dual assault, pulled between two sources of overwhelming sensation.

      Their ecstasy was building; it was palpable in the heated panting and quickened pace. Rory's breath caught in bursts as she rode the edge of release, spurred on by the relentless pleasure that Chelsea provided. Delilah matched Chelsea’s intensity stroke for stroke, their synchronized movements pushing each other towards the brink.

      And then it happened – first came Rory's climax, crashing down like a wave upon the shore. Her body shuddered above Chelsea, who drank in every drop of Rory's surrender with greedy lips. The sight and sound drove Delilah over the edge next; she cried out against Chelsea, spasming as an orgasm rocked through her.

      Chelsea felt them both convulse above and against her and it was all too much – all too perfect – as she let herself go entirely. With Delilah's mouth still attached to her throbbing pussy and Rory's pussy on her tongue, she exploded into an earth-shattering orgasm that left her shaking violently.

      As each of them came back down from their highs, breaths uneven and bodies sticky with sweat and satisfaction, they collapsed into a tangle of limbs on the bed. They laid there silent for a moment save for their heavy breathing; until finally laughter bubbled up amongst them.

       “You can’t tell anyone about this,” Chelsea said, still too sedated by her pleasure to come off as threatening.

      “Oh I won’t be doing that,” Delilah said, running her fingers up and down Chelsea’s naked legs.

      “This is a secret that doesn’t leave this apartment,” she continued, “I mean unless we’re so loud that the neighbors hear us.”

      Both laughed and kissed as Chelsea shook her head. “This is crazy. You didn’t mind me fucking your girlfriend?”

      “Mind? I was turned on the entire time. We’ve been hoping you’d join us for a while now,” Delilah informed her.

      “I guess it just took a power outage for you to finally give in,” she finished with a bite of her lip.

      “The power is still out, too,” Chelsea noted.

      “Hm, which means that I guess we’re far from done tonight,” Delilah added with a laugh.
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