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      The heat pressed down on me like a wet blanket. Even with the curtains drawn and every fan in the apartment running, sweat trickled down my spine, soaking through the thin cotton tank I’d thrown on. Matt had stripped down to a pair of worn basketball shorts hours ago, his bare chest gleaming with a sheen of sweat that made every line of his muscles stand out. He sprawled across the couch, head tipped back, looking like he was trying to will the air to move.

      “I think I’m melting,” I groaned, pulling my hair up off my neck. My ponytail stuck to the damp nape, so I fanned it uselessly.

      “You’re not melting,” Matt said without opening his eyes. His voice was thick, lazy. “You’re glistening.”

      That earned him a look. “Glistening? Really?”

      He cracked one eye open, smiled at me, and shrugged. “What? It’s sexy.”

      Before I could tease him back, the room plunged into silence. The whir of the fans died. The faint hum of the fridge stopped. Even the buzz of the AC, as weak as it had been, vanished.

      The lights flickered once and went out.

      “You’ve got to be kidding me.” I stared at the darkened ceiling fan, willing it to spin.

      Matt groaned and sat up. “Guess the grid finally tapped out. Too many people blasting their AC at once.”

      The apartment suddenly felt hotter without the sound of air moving. The stillness was suffocating. My shirt clung to me, and I tugged it away from my chest, though the relief lasted all of two seconds.

      My phone buzzed with a text. It was from Lila. Power’s out. I’m dying in this sauna. Can I crash with you guys?

      I replied back. Power’s out here too. You’re welcome to join our sauna, though, if you want company.

      I glanced at Matt, who was already looking at me, eyebrows raised.

      “She’s coming over,” I said.

      “Good,” he replied, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand. “At least she’ll suffer with us.”

      I shot him a grin, though part of me fluttered with nerves. Lila had always had that effect on me—sharp-tongued, bold, and beautiful in a way that made it hard not to stare. She was my best friend, yes, but she had a way of teasing lines I wasn’t sure I wanted crossed.

      Fifteen minutes later, there was a knock at the door.

      Lila breezed in wearing cutoff shorts and a sports bra, her skin already flushed pink from the walk over. She carried a tote bag and immediately dropped it by the door, fanning herself dramatically.

      “Your place is an oven too,” she declared, tugging her damp hair into a messy knot on top of her head. “But at least I won’t be alone when I die.”

      “You’re so cheerful,” I said dryly, giving her a quick hug that left both of us even sweatier.

      She smirked. “I live to please.”

      Matt leaned back on the couch, giving her a lazy wave. “Hey, trouble.”

      “Hey yourself.” Her gaze slid down his chest before flicking back up. Bold as always. She flopped into the armchair across from us, stretching her legs out until her toes brushed the coffee table. “So… what’s the plan? Strip naked and hope for a breeze?”

      I rolled my eyes, but Matt chuckled. “Tempting. You first.” My heart stuttered a bit. I didn’t think he meant it like that, but I couldn’t keep from wondering.

      Her lips curved. “Don’t dare me, Matthew. You know I never back down.”

      That was the thing about Lila. She said things like that so easily, half-joking but with a flash in her eyes that made me wonder how much of it was truth.

      The three of us sat in the heavy stillness, sweat running in places I didn’t want to think about. Lila tugged at her sports bra, shifting it over her skin. Matt wiped his chest again. I pressed a cold water bottle to the inside of my thighs, sighing at the fleeting relief.

      “This is torture,” I muttered.

      “You’re telling me,” Lila said, arching her back against the chair. “I feel like I’m being slow-roasted.” Her gaze slid to me, then to Matt, a wicked spark in it. “At least the view’s good.”

      I laughed, though my cheeks burned hotter than the air. “You’re incorrigible.”

      “Thank you.”

      Matt shook his head, but he was grinning. He always took Lila’s flirtations in stride, never rattled, though I wasn’t blind. I saw the way his chest puffed a little when she teased him, the way his hand would rest a fraction lower on my hip when she was around.

      The three of us looked like we were peeling apart in slow motion, shedding clothes piece by piece. I tugged my damp tank top off, left in just my bra and shorts. Matt kicked his shorts lower on his hips, fanning himself with a magazine. Lila tucked one leg under her, stretching so the hem of her shorts rode higher.

      The air between us thickened, hotter than the heat outside. I tried to tell myself it was only the weather, only the lack of airflow making me notice the slide of sweat down Matt’s stomach or the gleam on Lila’s collarbone. But even then, something inside me shifted, restless and needy.

      “Guess it’s going to be a long night,” Matt said, voice rougher than before.

      Lila’s smile was sharp, glinting like the promise of trouble. “Good. I like long nights.”

      The heat didn’t let up. If anything, it grew heavier, thicker, as though the air itself wanted to pin me in place. Every breath felt like inhaling from a steaming kettle. Sweat slicked my thighs where they pressed against the couch cushion, and I shifted, trying to find a dry patch. There wasn’t one.

      “I give up,” Lila groaned, unbuttoning her shorts with a snap. She pushed them down her legs and kicked them away, leaving herself in nothing but a clingy sports bra and panties. She caught Matt looking and smirked. “What? I’m too hot to be shy.”

      I couldn’t help but wonder if there was a double meaning to that statement.

      Next, she tugged at her bra, the fabric dark with sweat. “This thing’s strangling me.” Her grin sharpened. “Unless either of you want to peel it off for me?” When neither of us moved, she laughed and did it herself, tossing it aside with a flourish. The candlelight caught her curves as she arched, unapologetic as always.

      I was too stunned to protest. Did she really just do that? In front of my boyfriend?

      Matt made a strangled sound that he covered quickly with a cough. His eyes flicked toward me, as if to check for permission before they lingered on Lila’s bare skin.

      I tried to act nonchalant, even though my pulse kicked up. “Subtle,” I said, giving her a look.

      She grinned. “What? It’s not like any of us are pretending this isn’t unbearable. May as well lean into it.”

      Her brazenness was nothing new. Lila had always been like this—confident, unashamed of her body, unapologetic about being looked at. But in the stifling heat, with sweat dripping between my breasts and Matt sitting shirtless only a few feet away, her boldness hit different.

      “Lila, you are so dramatic,” Matt said, though he tugged at the waistband of his shorts, like they’d shrunk in the heat. “The heat’s not that bad. Put your clothes back on, Jesus.”

      Lila raised a brow. “It’s not like you haven’t seen this before.”

      I laughed, even as warmth crept up my throat. “Wait, what?”

      “One time when I stayed over,” she explained. “It was an accident. He walked in while I was in the shower. I didn’t figure you’d mind me stripping down since your boyfriend’s obviously not a creep.”

      No, he wasn’t a creep, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t hard while looking at my best friend’s tits. Still, there was something exhilarating and freeing about seeing her sit casually with her top off. “It’s fine, Matt,” I said with a gulp. “She has a point.”

      “Exactly.” Lila smirked. “I wouldn’t blame you two for stripping down either. We’re all friends here.”

      Part of me wondered if Lila had shut the power grid down herself. This seemed like too good of an opportunity for it to be accidental.

      I shook my head. Of course, that was ridiculous.

      Matt shot me a look—half challenge, half amusement. Then, without warning, he shoved his shorts down his hips and kicked them off. He was left in nothing but dark boxer briefs that clung damply to him, the outline of his body clear enough to make me swallow hard.

      “Well?” he asked, smirking a little.

      “Fine,” I muttered, tugging my own tank top up and off. The fabric stuck stubbornly, clinging to my damp skin before I wrenched it free. My bra was already plastered to me, thin cotton doing little to cover the way my nipples pushed against it. I hesitated for a beat, then slid my shorts down too, left in just matching underwear.

      Lila let out a low whistle. “Now that’s more like it.”

      I rolled my eyes, but my cheeks burned. “You’re impossible.”

      “Thank you.”

      Matt chuckled under his breath, trying to play it cool, though I could see the way his gaze flicked between me and Lila, quickly averted, then darting back again. Respectful, but curious. Always careful not to cross a line, even when temptation practically dripped from the air.

      We sprawled together in the living room, the three of us slick-skinned and barely dressed, candles casting soft shadows that seemed more intimate than harsh electric light ever could. My thigh brushed Matt’s as I shifted. He didn’t move away. When Lila curled her legs beneath her, her calf pressed against my shin, sticky and warm.

      The touches were nothing, technically. Accidental. But my body didn’t believe it. Each brush sparked heat lower in my belly, adding to the ache that had already begun to coil there.

      “I feel like I’m in some weird summer camp dare,” Lila said after a while, tugging her damp hair loose from its knot so it fell in heavy waves over her shoulders. Drops of sweat clung to the strands, catching the light. She tilted her head back, throat long and exposed, chest rising and falling as she sighed. “All that’s missing is someone yelling, ‘Spin the bottle.’”

      “Don’t tempt fate,” Matt said lightly, though his voice was rougher than before.

      “Tempting fate’s my specialty.” Her lips curved as she looked between us.

      I tried to laugh, but my throat felt dry. My gaze snagged on the line of sweat sliding down between her breasts, disappearing beneath the curve. I forced myself to look away, only to meet Matt’s eyes. He’d been watching me watch her.

      Something unspoken hung there in the silence. I broke it by shifting again, pretending I needed more space on the couch. My thigh pressed harder to his. He didn’t move.

      “God, even sitting still is too much effort,” I muttered, dragging my hand across my forehead.

      Matt’s knee nudged against mine, subtle, reassuring. He was steady, grounding, but the heat and the closeness made everything sharper, harder to ignore.

      Lila stretched again, deliberately this time, her toes brushing my calf, lingering there as though it were the most natural thing in the world. Her eyes glittered when I glanced at her, daring me to react.

      I didn’t pull away.

      Instead, I let my legs stay where they were, our skin sticking together, slick and hot. My chest rose higher, my bra straining with each breath.

      “Half-naked roommates,” she teased softly, her voice almost a purr. “I think I could get used to this.”

      My laugh came out breathier than I meant it to. The sound of it filled the heavy silence, mingling with Matt’s low chuckle, and the three of us sat there in the stifling dark, pretending we weren’t already imagining where this heat might take us.

      The heat was so thick it pressed us into the cushions, sticky and restless. Conversation kept sputtering out into silence, until Lila groaned and said, “This is unbearable. We need a distraction before I lose my mind.”

      Matt lifted an eyebrow. “Like what? Charades?”

      She snorted. “Please. I was thinking something spicier. Truth or dare.”

      I laughed, shaking my head. “Are we back in high school?”

      “No,” she said, grinning, “but the heat’s making me delirious. Come on—it’ll be fun.”

      Matt leaned back, smirking. “You’re really desperate for a distraction, huh?”

      

      She’s the only one, I thought. She’s already distracting both of us with her breasts.

      “You have no idea.” Her eyes glittered as she looked at me, then back at him. “Well? Truth or dare, Erin?”

      I hesitated, then sighed. “Fine. Dare.”

      Her grin widened. She rummaged in the cooler we’d stocked before the blackout, pulling out a can of soda so frosty it hissed as soon as it hit the air. She pressed it against my bare thigh. I yelped and jerked, the cold shocking against overheated skin.

      “Perfect,” she said, pleased with herself.

      “You’re evil,” I muttered, though a laugh slipped out as goosebumps raced up my leg. “That’s not really a dare.”

      She shrugged with a smile. “Matt, Truth or Dare.” I was starting to get the feeling that Lila didn’t actually care about the game so much as the outcome.

      Matt chuckled. “Alright, dare.”

      “Brave man,” Lila said, then handed him an ice cube from her glass. “Put this in your mouth, then drop it into Erin’s.”

      I blinked. “Excuse me?” It wasn’t that I was opposed to the action — it was just an ice cube — but doing something so intimate in front of Lila seemed…taboo.

      “You heard me,” she said, her tone far too innocent.

      Matt looked at me, waiting. The corner of his mouth twitched. “You game?”

      My heart thudded, but I nodded. He leaned close, his lips brushing mine as the cold cube slipped from his mouth to mine. I gasped at the sting of ice, then swallowed it down with a shiver. The intimacy of it left me hotter than before.

      Lila clapped slowly, mock applause. “Now that’s a dare.”

      It went on like that, the dares getting sillier, then sharper, edging toward dangerous. Matt dared Lila to run her hand along my arm with an ice cube, leaving trails of water that tickled and cooled only for a moment before the heat swallowed them up.

      My skin hummed. Every touch seemed magnified, every brush of fingers against damp skin making my breath catch.

      Then it shifted.

      Lila’s voice was low and mischievous. “Kiss the person on your left.”

      She was to my left. Matt was on my right. The implication hung in the air, heavy as the heat.

      My pulse kicked, but I leaned in before I could talk myself out of it. Our lips touched, quick and soft, but the taste of her lingered—salty with sweat, sweet with something I couldn’t name. I pulled back, my face burning, laughter bubbling up to cover my nerves.

      Matt’s eyes darkened as he watched, his chest rising and falling faster.

      “Not bad,” Lila teased, licking her lower lip. “Okay, Erin—your turn to dare someone.”

      I swallowed and hesitated while looking at Matt. “I dare you…um…I dare you to kiss Lila.” Shit. Did I really just say that out loud?

      Matt’s eyes widened, but it was clear he was interested. He hesitated, glanced at her, and then, with a sly smile, pressed his mouth to Lila’s.

      It wasn’t long, just a quick, playful kiss, but the sight of it jolted me. A flicker of jealousy, sharp and strange, twisted through me—followed immediately by something else, something darker and needier. Watching her kiss my boyfriend shouldn’t have made my thighs press together, but it did.

      I laughed to cover it, shaking my head. “You two are ridiculous.”

      “Ridiculously hot, you mean,” Lila said, smirking.

      The game kept circling closer to the line. Matt dared me to lick the sweat off Lila’s shoulder. My stomach knotted as I leaned in, tongue darting over the salt-slick curve of her skin. She shivered, letting out a soft sound that went straight to my chest.

      We were laughing, still pretending it was a game, but the laughter kept breaking into something heavier, rougher. The dares weren’t silly anymore. They were foreplay disguised as challenges, and all of us knew it.

      When Lila leaned back against the chair, her thighs spread lazily, her eyes locked on mine, I felt the air shift. Something unspoken stretched between us, hotter than the night itself.

      And when Matt looked at me, then at her, and then back again, his jaw tense, his body taut, I knew we’d already crossed into dangerous territory.

      The air felt thicker after the game, like we’d conjured something we couldn’t undo. My skin buzzed with every touch that had been dared into existence, every glance I’d pretended not to notice.

      We ended up on the floor, too restless to stay put on the furniture. Matt stretched out on his back with an arm flung across his forehead, the candlelight gilding the lines of his stomach. Lila sprawled beside me, one leg thrown over a cushion, her bare skin glowing faintly in the heat. I sat cross-legged between them, fanning myself with a magazine that did absolutely nothing.

      “It’s so damn hot,” Matt muttered, his voice low and lazy.

      “Stop complaining,” Lila said, though she sounded just as languid. “Think of it as… ambiance.”

      “Ambiance?” I echoed, raising an eyebrow.

      She grinned, that spark in her eyes again. “Sure. You know, like one of those steamy foreign films where everyone glistens and talks about their desires.”

      Matt laughed softly. “You’ve been watching the wrong movies.”

      “Or the right ones,” she shot back, then shifted onto her side to face me. Her elbow dug into the cushion, her head propped in her hand. Her gaze skimmed my face, lingering on my mouth in a way that made my stomach tighten.

      I looked away, but it was too late—she’d seen it.

      Her voice dropped, sultry and teasing. “You’ve always wondered, haven’t you?”

      My throat went dry. “Wondered what?”

      “What it would be like to kiss a girl.” She said it casually, like she was commenting on the weather, but the weight of her words sank deep.

      Heat flooded my cheeks, hotter than the air already baking us. “I—no. That’s not—”

      “Oh, come on.” Her smile widened. “I’ve seen the way you look sometimes. You’re curious.”

      I shook my head, though my hair clung damply to my temples, giving me away. “That’s ridiculous.”

      But my voice cracked, and the way my body shifted—pressing my thighs tighter together, avoiding her gaze—betrayed me.

      Lila noticed everything. She always did.

      “Ridiculous, huh?” she murmured, leaning closer. The scent of her skin, salt and heat, filled my senses. “Then you wouldn’t blush every time I tease you.”

      I opened my mouth to argue, but no words came out. My pulse thudded in my ears. I was aware of Matt sitting up slightly, his gaze fixed on us, tension radiating from him even though he didn’t speak.

      Lila tilted her head, her lips curving. “Want me to prove it?”

      My breath hitched. “Prove what?”

      “That you’ve thought about it.” Her face was inches from mine now, close enough that the heat of her breath grazed my mouth.

      I should have laughed it off. I should have pushed her away, made a joke, anything. Instead I froze, every nerve alight, waiting. We’d just kissed a moment ago, but that was on a dare. This was something else entirely.

      Her lips brushed mine. Just a whisper of contact, soft and teasing, like she was testing me.

      I gasped, but I didn’t move. My eyes fluttered shut, betraying me more than words ever could.

      She kissed me properly then—gentle at first, her mouth warm and slick with heat, the taste of sweat and salt mingling. My heart hammered so hard I thought it might break through my chest.

      I’d expected awkwardness, or guilt, or something that felt wrong. But what I felt was a dizzy rush, a spark that shot straight through me. My fingers curled against the cushion as she deepened the kiss, her tongue flicking against mine, playful and daring.

      When she pulled back, my lips tingled, swollen, aching for more.

      “See?” she whispered, eyes gleaming. “Not ridiculous at all.”

      I sat there, breathing hard, my face hot, my body trembling. My boyfriend had just watched me kiss my best friend, and instead of shame, all I felt was raw, aching need.

      Matt’s voice was rough when he finally spoke. “Jesus.”

      I looked at him, startled. He hadn’t moved closer, but his eyes were dark, hungry, his chest rising and falling faster. His shorts did nothing to hide the way his body reacted, straining hard against the thin fabric.

      Embarrassment and desire tangled inside me. I wanted to laugh, to hide, to kiss Lila again until I forgot Matt was even there. I wanted both of them.

      Lila smirked, leaning back slightly, stretching like a cat basking in victory. “What’s the matter, Matthew? Never seen two girls kiss before?”

      His jaw tightened. “Not like that.”

      Her eyes flicked back to me, heat smoldering in them. “She’s good, isn’t she?”

      I swatted at her shoulder, my laugh shaky, trying to defuse the intensity, but she only caught my hand and held it against her damp skin. My palm slid over the curve of her collarbone, slick and warm.

      Matt made a low sound in his throat, almost a groan.

      I pulled my hand back quickly, heart racing. “This is crazy,” I whispered.

      “Crazy,” Lila agreed, her grin slow and wicked. “But you’re curious.”

      She leaned close again, lips brushing my ear, her voice a low purr. “Admit it. You’ve imagined me touching you.”

      I shivered, my whole body answering for me even as I tried to shake my head. “No, I—I haven’t—”

      She kissed me again, cutting off the lie. This time I kissed her back without hesitation, my mouth opening to hers, my tongue sliding against hers with desperate need. The sound of it, wet and hungry, filled the still room.

      When we broke apart, I was gasping, my skin burning, my nipples hard and aching against my bra. Matt’s gaze was locked on me, his expression somewhere between awe and hunger.

      “Erin,” he said softly, like my name alone was a plea.

      I looked at him, then at Lila, and realized the ground beneath us had shifted. We couldn’t go back to pretending.

      The heatwave wasn’t the only thing stripping us bare.

      The kiss had changed everything. I could still taste Lila on my lips, still feel the press of her mouth, playful and demanding at once. My skin tingled, my pulse loud in my ears, and the silence afterward was heavier than the sweltering air.

      Matt sat across from us, propped up on his elbows, chest rising and falling faster than before. His eyes never left me, though I knew he was seeing both of us—his girlfriend flushed and trembling, her best friend smiling like the cat that got the cream.

      “Alright,” Lila said at last, breaking the silence with her husky, too-casual tone. “Truth or dare, Matthew?”

      Matt’s mouth curved faintly. “Dare.”

      Her smile sharpened. “Touch Erin. Right now. In front of me.”

      My heart slammed against my ribs. Heat flared across my cheeks, though it had nothing to do with the temperature. Matt looked at me instantly, as if he’d only do it if I agreed. His restraint, even now, made my throat tighten.

      “Go on,” Lila coaxed, eyes glinting. “We all want to see it.”

      I swallowed hard and nodded, my breath shaky. “It’s fine,” I whispered.

      Matt shifted closer, his hand trembling slightly as he reached out. His fingertips brushed along my bare arm, light and tentative, before sliding higher, tracing the damp curve of my shoulder. The simple touch made me shiver. I leaned into it, greedy for more.

      Lila’s gaze flicked between us, her expression hungry. “More than that,” she said softly.

      His hand trailed down, fingers skimming over my collarbone, then lower still, pausing at the edge of my bra. He glanced at me again, waiting. My lips parted in a shaky breath, my body arching subtly toward his. Permission.

      When his palm spread across my breast, squeezing gently through the thin fabric, I bit down on a gasp. Heat surged through me, molten and relentless. The sight of his hand on me, the weight of it, the way Lila leaned closer to watch—it was too much and not enough at once.

      My eyes flicked to her. “Truth or dare?” I asked, my voice rougher than I intended.

      “Dare,” she said instantly.

      My courage faltered for a second, but the pulse between my thighs throbbed insistently. I licked my lips. “Touch my thigh.”

      Her grin widened. She slid across the cushion until her knee brushed mine. Her hand rested on my thigh, fingers light at first, teasing, then creeping upward. The heat of her palm sank into me, leaving fire in its wake. She inched higher, the edge of her hand brushing just beneath the hem of my panties. My breath caught, my thighs clenching involuntarily around her fingers.

      Matt groaned quietly. The sound sent another shiver through me.

      “God,” I whispered, my voice shaking.

      “Feels good, doesn’t it?” Lila murmured, her lips curling.

      I couldn’t answer. My body betrayed me, leaning into her touch even as Matt’s hand continued to stroke over my breast. The mix of sensations—her hand pressing higher, his fingers circling over me—blurred together until I was panting, dizzy with it.

      The air was thick with the smell of sweat and burning candles, skin slick and sticky where we pressed together. Every movement left a trail, a reminder of how overheated we all were. Drops of sweat slid down Matt’s chest, pooling in the dip of his stomach. I wanted to lick them, taste the salt.

      Lila shifted closer, her bare thigh brushing against mine, hot and damp. Her hand slid just under the edge of my panties, her fingers hovering, not quite touching where I needed her. The tease of it made me whimper, my body arching helplessly.

      “Easy,” she whispered, her eyes dark. “Not yet.”

      Matt’s hand moved lower too, skimming down my stomach, stopping at my hip. He was careful, restrained, but his restraint only made it worse. My skin ached for more, for both of them.

      I opened my eyes and found them both watching me—Matt with his jaw tight, his desire written plain across his face, Lila with her lips parted in a sly smile.

      Something inside me cracked open. I realized, with a rush of heat that made me tremble, that I wanted this. Not just Matt. Not just Lila. Both of them. At once.

      The thought should have shamed me, but instead it electrified me.

      “Your turn, Erin,” Lila said, her fingers still poised just under the edge of my panties, not moving. “Truth or dare?”

      My lips parted. “Dare.”

      Her grin was slow, wicked. She leaned in, pressing her mouth to my ear, her breath hot against my skin. “Touch me. Right here.”

      She guided my hand, sliding it between her thighs until my fingers pressed against the heat of her panties. She was already damp, slick even through the thin fabric. The realization jolted me—she was as turned on as I was.

      I rubbed her tentatively at first, my fingers clumsy. She moaned softly, her hand tightening on my thigh. The sound made Matt groan again, his body taut with restraint.

      “Beautiful,” he whispered hoarsely, his gaze locked on me as I touched her.

      I closed my eyes, dizzy with the sensation of it all—the slickness of her, the weight of his hand on me, the oppressive heat pressing us all together. It was sticky, messy, intoxicating.

      When I pulled my hand back, trembling, she caught my fingers and brought them to her mouth, licking them slowly, deliberately. My breath hitched as her tongue slid over me, tasting herself on my skin.

      Matt’s hand slid lower, hovering just at the waistband of my panties. He stopped, eyes searching mine. “Tell me if you want me to stop.”

      I shook my head, breathless. “Don’t stop.”

      He slipped his fingers beneath the waistband, just enough to graze the top of my mound, not quite reaching the ache that throbbed between my thighs. Lila’s hand mirrored his on the other side, dipping under the fabric of my panties, her nails teasing the soft skin of my hip.

      The touches were light, exploratory, maddening. My whole body shook with need, sweat slicking every inch of me. The heat made it impossible to tell where I ended and they began.

      We weren’t playing a game anymore.

      We were crossing into something else, something dangerous and thrilling and inevitable.

      And I didn’t want it to stop.

      My skin was slick, my chest heaving, every breath dragging through thick, heavy air. We had spent so long circling each other—teasing, daring, touching just enough to taste what lay beyond—but it wasn’t enough anymore. Not for me.

      Lila slowly lifted my bra up over my head and tossed it to the floor. She trailed her fingers over the curve of my breast teasingly before collapsing beside me like nothing was happening. As if daring me to be the one to continue while Matt’s fingers lay resting at my panties.

      Lila lay beside me on the cushions, her breasts bare and gleaming with sweat in the soft candlelight. She stretched languidly, the swell of her chest rising with every slow inhale, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My body pulsed with hunger. Before I could stop myself, I leaned in and kissed her.

      It wasn’t playful this time. It was deep, desperate, my tongue sliding against hers as I cupped the heavy weight of her breast in my hand. Her skin was slick and hot, the nipple pebbling instantly beneath my touch. She gasped into my mouth and arched toward me, her body pressing against mine.

      Matt’s breath hitched sharply somewhere behind me. The sound only made me bolder. I pinched Lila’s nipple lightly between my fingers, then broke the kiss to lower my mouth, sucking it into the heat of my lips. She cried out softly, her fingers tangling in my hair as I licked and pulled at her sensitive flesh.

      The sudden pressure of a hand between my thighs made me jerk. Matt’s fingers slipped under the edge of my panties, teasing the slick heat there. At the same time, Lila’s hand slid lower, pushing past the thin fabric from the other side. Two sets of fingers pressed into me—Matt slow and steady, Lila quick and teasing. I gasped around her nipple, my hips rocking helplessly.

      “Oh, God,” I moaned, my voice muffled against her breast. My whole body clenched around them, the dual sensation overwhelming, raw.

      I tugged at my panties with trembling hands, too desperate to be shy. Matt helped, pulling them down my hips and tossing them aside, leaving me bare and open to both of them. Lila’s lips brushed mine again, feverish and hungry, even as her fingers slid back inside me, curling and stroking.

      I reached for her instinctively, my palm pressing over her stomach, sliding downward. She was already damp and swollen beneath her panties, the thin fabric soaked. She whimpered into my mouth as I rubbed her, her bare breasts pushing against me, the taste of her still fresh on my tongue.

      “Take them off,” I whispered against her lips, tugging at her panties. She wriggled out of them without hesitation, kicking them across the floor until she was completely naked, her skin glowing with sweat. The sight of her spread out before me stole my breath.

      Matt groaned, his voice rough. “Jesus Christ.”

      I glanced back at him, and my stomach clenched. His boxer briefs were already gone, and his cock stood rigid, thick and hard, the tip flushed dark. My mouth went dry at the sheer size of him. Lila sucked in a sharp breath too, her eyes wide, her hand tightening on my thigh.

      “Fuck,” she whispered, awe and desire mingling in her tone.

      Before I could react, she leaned over me, her body pressing against mine as she reached for him. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft, stroking him slowly, deliberately. Matt’s eyes squeezed shut, his jaw tight, his fingers still buried inside me as she worked him.

      The combination undid me. Matt’s strong hand filling me, Lila’s soft body against mine, her other hand stroking him just inches away—it was too much, too good. My hips bucked helplessly as pleasure surged through me.

      I lowered my mouth again to Lila’s breast, sucking hard at her nipple, tasting salt and heat. She moaned, the sound vibrating against my lips, her hand tightening around Matt’s cock as if my tongue on her drove her wilder.

      Everywhere I turned there was sensation—her fingers slippery inside me, his thicker ones curling deep, her breast heavy in my hand, his cock straining against her grip. Sweat dripped down my temple, across my collarbone, sliding between my breasts as I arched against them both.

      I’d never felt so split open, so consumed. Every nerve in my body was alight, my thoughts scattered, reduced to raw need.

      “Erin,” Matt groaned, his breath hot against my ear as he pressed closer behind me, his chest slick against my back. His cock twitched in Lila’s hand, so close to my skin I could almost feel the heat radiating from it.

      Lila kissed me again, hard and breathless, her tongue tangling with mine as her hand continued to stroke him, faster now. I whimpered into her mouth, my body trembling as Matt’s fingers thrust deeper, hitting spots that made stars burst behind my eyes.

      I was sandwiched between them, pinned by their touch, drowning in the rhythm of their hands and mouths. My body ached for more, every nerve raw with desire, every inch of me desperate for release.

      When Lila pulled back, her lips shiny and swollen, she whispered against my mouth, “You like this. Both of us. At once.”

      I couldn’t deny it. My moan was answer enough, spilling out as I sucked her nipple hard between my teeth, gasping around the tender flesh.

      Matt’s fingers moved faster inside me, his other hand gripping my hip, holding me steady as I writhed. Lila’s hand pumped his cock steadily, her thumb smearing precum across the flushed tip. She moaned into my mouth as I bit down again gently, her hips grinding against my thigh.

      I had never felt so wanton, so greedy, my body demanding everything at once. I wanted Matt inside me, I wanted Lila’s mouth against mine, I wanted to taste them both until I couldn’t breathe.

      There was no going back. The heat had stripped us down, left us bare in every possible way.

      And I didn’t care. I only wanted more.

      Every inch of me was flushed and trembling, caught between Matt’s steady hands and Lila’s restless hunger. For so long we’d been circling this moment, teasing, daring, dipping our toes over the edge. Now the edge was gone. There was no holding back.

      Lila kissed me hard, her breasts pressing against mine, slick and heavy. I gasped into her mouth as Matt’s hands spread across my hips from behind, his cock nudging insistently against me, hot and thick and demanding.

      “Please,” I whispered, not sure who I was begging, maybe both of them.

      Matt groaned and pressed me forward, rolling me on top of Lila. My breasts flattened against Lila’s body as she sprawled back, pulling me down with her. Her thighs opened, sticky and wet, pressing against mine. I kissed her again, desperate and messy, as Matt guided himself between my legs.

      The first push of him inside me tore a cry from my throat. He was huge, stretching me, filling me so deep I felt split open. My nails dug into Lila’s hips as she moaned under me, her fingers tangling in my hair.

      “God, I’m gonna explode,” Matt rasped behind me, his hips rocking forward slowly, sinking deeper with every thrust.

      Lila cupped my face, pulling me into another kiss as his cock slid all the way inside. I whimpered into her mouth, the mix of sensations overwhelming—his thickness filling me, her tongue twisting with mine, our breasts sliding together in the slick heat.

      Matt set a rhythm, hard enough to jolt me against Lila, soft enough to make me crave more. Every thrust ground me down against her thigh, and I felt her shift beneath me, one hand sliding between us. Her fingers found me, circling my clit even as Matt drove into me from behind.

      “Fuck!” I gasped, jerking against her touch. My whole body was on fire, every nerve screaming for release.

      She laughed low, wicked. “You like being caught in the middle, don’t you?”

      “Yes,” I moaned, shameless. “Yes.”

      Matt grunted and pressed deeper, his cock sliding against places inside me that made my eyes roll back. Lila pinched my nipple, tugging at it, making me cry out as she rubbed faster between my thighs.

      I didn’t know where to look, who to kiss, what to feel first. My body wasn’t mine anymore—it was theirs, claimed by both at once.

      When Matt pulled out suddenly, I whimpered at the loss, collapsing against Lila’s chest. But then he lifted my hips up, his hands spreading my ass apart. A hot lick of his tongue against my folds made me jolt. He buried his face between my legs, tongue working me open as Lila held me still.

      “Fuck, Matt,” I cried, hips bucking.

      Lila stroked my hair soothingly, then pressed my face down to her breast. “Suck me,” she whispered. “Make me feel what he’s making you feel.”

      I latched onto her nipple, sucking hard, my tongue swirling over the sensitive tip. She gasped, her back arching, her thighs rubbing together. Matt’s tongue slid higher, teasing the tight ring of my ass, slicking it with spit before pressing back into my pussy. The combination made me moan helplessly against Lila’s chest.

      “Greedy girl,” she teased breathlessly, her hands guiding my mouth from one breast to the other. “Can’t get enough, can you?”

      She was right. I couldn’t. I wanted everything—her body, his cock, both of them at once.

      Matt climbed back up, his cock nudging against me again, but this time he guided himself higher, toward the tightness of my ass. I froze, my heart pounding, but Lila stroked my cheek gently.

      “Relax,” she murmured. “Let him. You’ll love it.”

      I swallowed hard and nodded.

      Matt pressed slowly, carefully, the blunt head stretching me inch by inch. I gasped, burying my face against Lila’s breast, her nipple slipping past my lips as I whimpered. The sting gave way to fullness, pressure unlike anything I’d felt before.

      “Good girl,” Matt groaned, sliding deeper. “So fucking tight.”

      Lila kissed my forehead, her hand slipping between my thighs again, fingers sliding into my soaked pussy as Matt filled me from behind. The dual invasion made me cry out, my body rocking helplessly between them.

      I clutched at Lila’s hips, sucking her breasts desperately as she fingered me, her thumb circling my clit. Matt thrust steadily, each push sending sparks through my body. I was lost, undone, every inch of me stretched and claimed.

      Lila moaned, shifting beneath me. “I want him too,” she whispered against my mouth.

      Matt’s thrusts slowed, then he pulled out, his cock glistening with slick. I lifted slightly, glancing between our bodies, and for the first time I saw him push into her.

      The sight made my stomach flip—my boyfriend’s cock sliding into my best friend’s pussy, her head tipping back in ecstasy.

      “Oh, fuck, yes,” Lila cried, her nails digging into the cushions as he filled her.

      My clit throbbed watching them. I couldn’t look away, my fingers sliding between my own thighs, rubbing frantically as his hips slammed against her while I was sandwiched between. The slap of their bodies against mine, the sheen of sweat on their skin, the sound of her cries—it was obscene and gorgeous and I needed it burned into my memory forever.

      Matt gripped my hair in his fist, taking full control. “Kiss her, Erin.”

      I leaned closer, pressing my mouth to Lila’s, kissing her as Matt fucked her. Her moans vibrated against my tongue, her breasts bouncing against me as his cock drove into her.

      Then Matt pulled out and guided me down. “Suck her,” he commanded hoarsely.

      My lips closed over Lila’s swollen pussy, tasting the mix of her wetness and his slick. She cried out, tangling her fingers in my hair, grinding against my mouth. Matt stroked himself above us, his cock glistening, heavy and thick.

      “God, Erin,” he groaned. “Watching you eat her out…”

      I licked her greedily, my tongue circling her clit, thrusting into her, devouring her cries. Her body tightened, her thighs clamping around my face as she came hard, shuddering against me.

      When she collapsed back, panting, Matt hauled me up and kissed me fiercely, tasting her on my lips. He flipped me onto my back, spreading my thighs wide, and sank into me in one deep thrust.

      I screamed, clutching at him, my body stretched to the limit. Lila leaned over, kissing me, her tongue sliding against mine as Matt pounded into me. She pinched my nipples, twisted them, whispered filth into my ear as he fucked me mercilessly.

      I was lost in sensation—his cock filling me, her mouth on mine, her hands teasing every inch of me. My orgasm tore through me suddenly, violently, my body arching off the cushions as I screamed into Lila’s mouth.

      Matt followed, his thrusts sharp and desperate before he groaned and spilled inside me, his body shuddering with release.

      We collapsed together, a tangle of sweaty limbs, gasping in the stifling heat. My skin glistened, my body limp, every nerve raw and sated.

      Lila curled against me, still trembling, her fingers brushing my cheek. “Told you you’d love it,” she whispered.

      Matt kissed my shoulder, his chest heavy against my back.

      I lay between them, dazed and overwhelmed, the heat pressing down like a seal. My boyfriend. My best friend. Both of them mine, and me theirs.

      The heatwave had stripped us bare, and in the wreckage, we’d found something I hadn’t dared to imagine—both my fantasies, colliding, consuming, making me theirs completely.

      The silence after was heavy, broken only by our ragged breaths and the faint hiss of cicadas outside the open window. The air was still thick, humid, sticky against my skin, but I didn’t care. I was limp between them, my body trembling in the aftermath, my hair damp and clinging to my cheeks.

      Matt lay behind me, his chest rising and falling against my back, the heat of him solid and grounding. His arm draped over my waist, his hand splayed protectively over my stomach. Every time he exhaled, the warm breath against my neck made me shiver.

      Lila was curled against my front, her bare leg tangled with mine, her skin slick against mine, our breasts pressed together. She still smelled faintly of sex and salt, her lips swollen from kissing, her hair mussed and damp. She stroked her fingers lazily through mine, her touch soft after so much intensity.

      I sighed, sinking into them both. For the first time all night, I felt weightless, my body spent, sated.

      “Holy shit,” Lila murmured, her voice hoarse, the corners of her mouth curving in a lazy grin.

      Matt chuckled quietly behind me. “That’s one way to put it.”

      I laughed too, though it came out softer, almost dazed. “We’re insane.”

      “Maybe,” Lila said, brushing her lips against my temple. “But tell me you regret it.”

      I couldn’t. The thought didn’t even flicker. I shook my head, cheeks heating again though my body was too heavy to blush properly. “Not even a little.”

      Matt kissed the back of my shoulder, tender in contrast to the way he’d pounded into me minutes earlier. “Me neither.”

      The words settled over me like a balm. There was no awkwardness, no guilt, no frantic backpedaling to explain it away. Just three bodies pressed together, sticky with sweat and each other, holding on as if we’d found something we didn’t want to lose.

      The candles guttered low, shadows swaying across the walls. Outside, the world remained hot and silent, but inside I felt cocooned in warmth that had nothing to do with the heatwave.

      Lila shifted, resting her head on my chest. My hand found her hair, stroking absently through the damp strands. She sighed, her body relaxing fully against mine, her breaths evening out. Matt’s fingers traced idle patterns over my hipbone, slow and soothing, until my eyelids fluttered shut.

      I didn’t want to sleep. I wanted to stay suspended here, between them, forever. But exhaustion crept in, pulling me under, the rhythm of their bodies against mine lulling me into softness.

      For the first time that night, the heat felt bearable.
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        * * *

      

      I woke to the hum of the fan.

      For a moment, disoriented, I thought I’d dreamed everything—the games, the kisses, the desperate tangle of hands and mouths. But then I shifted, and the soreness between my thighs reminded me it had all been real. The fan whirred steadily above us, the air cooler now, lighter, as if the world had exhaled overnight.

      The power was back.

      Matt’s arm was still draped over my waist, heavy and protective even in sleep. His chest pressed against my back, steady in its rise and fall. Lila was curled into my front, her breath warm against my collarbone, one leg thrown over mine. We were tangled in a heap of limbs and damp sheets, naked and unashamed.

      I tilted my head slightly, brushing my lips against Lila’s messy hair. She stirred, stretching like a cat, her breasts pressing against me. Her eyes blinked open, hazy with sleep, and then she smiled—slow, lazy, utterly content.

      “Morning,” she whispered.

      “Morning,” I murmured back, my voice rough with sleep.

      Behind me, Matt groaned softly, tightening his arm around my waist. “Mmm. Don’t tell me it was a dream,” he muttered against my shoulder.

      “It wasn’t,” I said, a quiet laugh escaping me.

      Lila’s grin widened. “Good. I’d hate to think we imagined all that.”

      Silence settled again, but it wasn’t heavy this time. It was easy, comfortable. My body ached in places I hadn’t known could ache, but it was a sweet ache, a reminder of what we’d shared.

      Matt shifted onto his elbow, glancing between us. His hair stuck up in every direction, his skin still slick with the night’s sweat, but his eyes were clear, steady. “So… are we okay?”

      The question hung there, gentle but serious.

      I looked at Lila, then back at him. My heart thudded, but not with fear. “Yeah,” I said softly. “We’re more than okay.”

      Lila stretched again, unabashed, her bare body glowing in the thin strip of morning sunlight breaking through the curtains. She rolled onto her side, propping her head on her hand. “Then maybe it doesn’t have to be the last time.”

      Matt’s gaze flicked to mine, searching, giving me the choice. And instead of panic, I felt a slow, steady warmth unfurl in my chest.

      “Maybe it doesn’t,” I whispered.

      We lay there for a long while, just breathing together, letting the morning light spill across our bare skin. The world outside had cooled, the heatwave breaking at last, but inside I still burned—caught between the two people I cared for most, knowing the fire we’d started would never really die out.
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