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Natasha - Morning After
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My head throbs like someone's taken a jackhammer to my temples, and my mouth feels like it's been stuffed with cotton balls soaked in tequila. I groan, rolling over in bed, and every muscle in my body screams in protest. Last night floods back in fragments—Kelsie's mouth on mine, John's hands gripping my hips, Chris watching with that hungry look that still makes my stomach flip even after all these years. Worth it. So fucking worth it, even if I'm paying for it now.

I fumble for my phone on the nightstand, squinting at the time. Fuck. Work in two hours. I flop back on the pillow and consider my options. I could call in sick. It's tempting—lying here all day with Chris, maybe ordering greasy takeout, talking about last night, maybe even going for round five if we manage to hydrate enough. My body is simultaneously exhausted and buzzing with a lingering electricity I can't shake off.

"You awake?" Chris's voice is rough with sleep and dehydration.

"Unfortunately." I turn to face him, wincing at how sore I feel between my legs. "Pretty sure I've been hit by a truck."

He laughs, then immediately grimaces. "Don't make me laugh. My head might actually explode."

"Call in sick with me," I whisper, running my fingertips down his chest. 

"Tempting." He catches my hand, kisses my palm. "But I've got that security update thing today. Can't postpone it again."

I sigh dramatically. "Responsible adult bullshit."

"I'll make breakfast," he offers, pushing himself up with a groan that's half pain, half amusement. "Coffee. Lots of coffee."

"My king," I tell him, watching his naked ass as he shuffles toward the bathroom. Even hungover and barely functional, I can't help admiring the view. Last night, I watched Kelsie ride him while John fucked me from behind. The memory sends a confused tingle through my body—part arousal, part disbelief that we actually did it.

Twenty minutes later, I drag myself to the kitchen, wearing Chris's t-shirt and nothing else. The smell of bacon makes my stomach both growl and turn, that special hangover paradox. Chris stands at the stove, looking unfairly functional despite the shadows under his eyes. He hands me a mug of coffee without a word. I take a grateful sip, letting the bitter heat start clearing the fog in my brain.

"So," I say finally. "That happened."

Chris grins, flipping the bacon. "It definitely did."

"And you're... okay? With all of it?" I find myself chewing my bottom lip, suddenly anxious despite how comfortable everything felt in the moment.

"More than okay," he says, turning to face me. "You were incredible, Nat. Watching you with them..." He shakes his head like he's still processing it. "I didn't know I could feel like that—turned on and proud and possessive all at once."

Relief floods through me. "I know what you mean. Seeing you with Kelsie was like... I was jealous but not jealous? Like I wanted to jump in and join, not pull you apart."

"Compersion," comes Kelsie's voice from the doorway. She stands there in one of our bathrobes, her blonde hair a magnificent disaster, makeup smeared under her eyes. "The joy of seeing your partner experience pleasure, even with someone else. It's the opposite of jealousy."

"Look who's the swinger encyclopedia," John says, appearing behind her with a towel wrapped around his waist. His hand rests easily on Kelsie's hip, comfortable, possessive.

"Someone's gotta educate the newbies," she says with a wink, sliding onto one of our kitchen stools.

Chris laughs, adding more bacon to the pan. "Good thing we've got professionals to guide us."

"Barely professionals," John corrects, accepting the coffee mug I offer him. "More like enthusiastic amateurs."

"Speak for yourself," Kelsie says, bumping his shoulder with hers.

We eat breakfast crowded around our small kitchen island, all of us half-dressed and disheveled, passing coffee and painkillers like they're party favors. The conversation flows naturally, no awkwardness, just four friends who happen to have fucked each other senseless the night before.
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