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I.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Eventually, I couldn’t hold out any longer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I didn’t like girls… Did I?

*******

By the time I made it back from the gym I no longer felt like a complete ass. A little physical effort did wonders to beat back the embarrassment of my earlier conversation along with any attendant anxiety. I said a silent prayer of thanks that Eve was no longer on the couch when I got back. I could hear the sound of the television coming from behind her closed door, but it was too muffled to make out what she was watching. That was odd, but maybe to be expected after our little awkward conversation. Eve rarely spent time in her room unless I needed the living room for something or she was sick.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m not—”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But I-i-i’m…”

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

I nodded. Eve smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Eve was happy to oblige.

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

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

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

Then, the world went black.


II.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn’t stop myself from smiling.

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded again, the smile never leaving my face.

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

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


III.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My heart spoke and I tried to listen.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, shit,” she said.

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

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

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

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

That seemed to relax Eve but only a little bit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Eve nodded silently.

“Mind if I lend you a hand?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And now with Eve, I had had both.


IV.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I think we can help you out.”

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

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

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

“Let’s lose this, huh?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, fuck yea.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How was that?” I asked her afterwards, after we had collapsed into each other's arms. We lay for a long while in silence, our bodies touching, just us, together. It should have stayed like that forever, but reality has a way of intruding.


V.

Maybe that should have been it. Maybe that should have been where the story left us or sometime shortly thereafter. You know the kind of ending I mean: the two of us, post-orgasmic bliss, a few lines of playful banter, a sweet moment, then cut to black. Maybe that’s how it should have been, how it would have been if this had just been another story: simple and happy and fake.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Someone looks happy today.”

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

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

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

“Oh,” she said and then nothing else.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


VI.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My mom nodded sagely, patiently before continuing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I only made it to lunch time.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Steph?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

********

“Muffin?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Now, I needed release.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I know. I’m corny. Sue me.

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

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

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


VII.

“She did WHAT?!?!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Maybe.”

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

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

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

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

“I…don’t know what to think.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Helllo?”

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

“Sorry, I got distracted.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There was only one right and obvious answer.

“That sounds fucking hot.”


VIII.

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

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

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

Did she?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Confused?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you two talking about?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I am so so sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Haley’s expression was confused.

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

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

“I need to call her,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Eve asked, “Is there someone else there?”

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

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

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

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

I nodded and she took the phone.

“Hello?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What does that mean?” I asked.

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

“Oh, that’s good.”

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


IX.

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

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

“Ughh,” I moaned to myself. “What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Have a good time?”

My face was beet red and I said nothing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So Eve gets here when?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why would Haley feel something about it?”

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

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

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

“Are you being safe?”

“What?”

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

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

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

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

“Oh my god! You told her!”

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

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

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

I could feel tears building behind my eyes.

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

Eve couldn’t get here soon enough.


X.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My face was red with embarrassment.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She looked like the cat that had swallowed the canary.

“Maybe it was just a guess.”

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

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

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

The plan. My stomach was doing flips.

“The plan?”

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

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

Eve smiled at me seductively.

“So,” she asked, “what do you think?”


XI.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Eventually, we broke the kiss.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Harlot?” Haley asked with mock outrage.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I could barely speak. I was breathing so hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We all laughed and lapsed back into the comfortable silence.


Epilogue

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I cocked one eyebrow in question.

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

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

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

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

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

“Me too,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love you too, Steph,” she said.

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

THE END.
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