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Bareback Threesomes: Seduced By A Lesbian

––––––––

The two of them looked down at the quivering, hot beauty with her legs eagerly splayed outward. She burned, like they all burned, with the desire for hot, brutal rutting. Their thoughts swam in torrents of lust.

“You know she’s not on the pill. She’s a virgin to cock, just like me.”

“I don’t care. I don’t care about any of that anymore. I want it. I want her to feel me in her. No condom. Just my cock, bare, and inside her where I belong.”

“And she wants it too. Look at her. You can hear her through the gag. She’s begging for your cock. You’re so massive. Good lord. Look at that monster you’ve got.” Wonder tinged her voice. “It’s getting even harder the more I stroke it.”

“God...” he shook his head. “How are you doing this to me?”

“You’re doing it to yourself, Sir. You want it. I just want you to have it.”

“You do, don’t you? You really want me to get her pregnant.”

“I want you to get both of us pregnant. We both do. Just...her first, that’s all. She deserves it, after all.”

“And so do you.”

“And so do you. You deserve both of us on our knees. Filled up with your seed. Marked as yours. Bred by you.”

“Mine...yes. Both of you.”

“That’s it. Spread her legs wider. God, that’s so good. Take her. Take her now, please!”

* * * * *

Ariel rolled up the drive to the large, homey family cabin, impressed with the surrounding view. She had never been to the mountains before, despite her proximity to them back in Alder City. Now, the enormous stone features seemed to her to form into the faces of old gods, looking down on her, waiting and judging.

Well, she thought smugly. They’d have a lot to judge soon enough.

Leaning over the console, she shook Rebecca, and then shook her again. The petite, busty blond was really out of it. 

“Hey,” said Ariel. “We’re here.”

Slowly, Rebecca yawned, making a perfectly round “o” shape with her lovely, full lips. Ariel’s heart melted looking at the sight of her old, gorgeous friend, all grown-up now. Rebecca's enormous, 38E breasts strained against her tiny purple top, exposing her lovely cleavage completely. Her breasts were exquisite, and her skin the product of healthy eating and plenty of sun, and the valley between her huge tits was easy for Ariel to get lost in.

Rebecca had been exhausted upon arrival at the airport where Ariel picked her up. She mentioned something about finals, something about a party, and something about noisy kids on the plane, and then promptly passed out in the passenger seat. 

Probably something of a compliment existed in Rebecca’s complete trust of Ariel to take her where she needed to go. They hadn’t seen each other in person for more than five years, ever since Rebecca’s parents had drafted her off to boarding school. For her to trust Ariel so totally felt nice. They were both nineteen now, and at that perfect age where any sort of sexual exploration was both possible and welcome.

Ariel had the address to the cabin where they were supposed to go, and punched it into the GPS after a little finagling. She had never used one before. She hadn’t even ever used a smartphone. Waitressing didn’t pay enough for such things, and it wasn’t like her family would be giving her any money—seeing as how they didn't exist anymore, and had only left her with a crushing amount of debts to pay off.

Rebecca, though—or her parents—had put up money for a top-of-the-line rental car with all the goodies. Self-warming seats, climate control, LCD screens in the dashboard and the steering wheel—the works.

They stepped out of the car, and Ariel did a short stretch. Her tight purple-and-black hoodie wasn’t enough for the cold, brisk mountain air, and she soon found—arms stretching high overhead—that her nipples had become firmly erect. When she opened her eyes, letting out a satisfied sigh from the blood rushing back through her tendons and joints, she saw Rebecca staring at her hefty, exposed bosom. Ariel had kept the hoodie partially unzipped just in case Rebecca woke up during the car ride. Rebecca hadn’t, of course. Now, watching her friend’s reaction to her fully developed breasts, Ariel could not help but feel a hefty dose of arousal and success. She tossed back her long hair and smiled flirtatiously at her friend.

Rebecca’s eyes first went down, but once there, they no doubt saw Ariel’s tiny spandex shorts that she had put on for the ride. There was, true, something to be said for subtlety, but Ariel’s amorous desires for Rebecca were almost certainly not reciprocated in Rebecca’s conscious mind. Ariel knew she was attractive—with her tight, fit body and perfectly formed 36D breasts, her angelic face and thick dark hair—but Rebecca was too much of a goody two-shoes to really embrace the attraction that could be between them unless Ariel did everything she could to accentuate it. 

And so accentuate she had: tight hoodie with not even a bra underneath, half unzipped; tight matching purple spandex shorts; and special purple sneakers with slight lifts in the heels, enhancing the turn of her tanned calves. An outfit made to create one thing—arousal. 

As Rebecca drank in the view, Ariel smiled, feeling satisfied, and raised an eyebrow. 

You see? She thought at her friend. You’re not the only one with a terrific rack on this vacation.

Quickly, Rebecca turned away and rushed to the trunk of the car, popping it open and trying to retrieve her bags. Ariel allowed herself a small smile at her friend’s shyness. 

Such a good girl.

“Here,” said Ariel, watching Rebecca struggle with her luggage. “I’ll get that for you.”

She shouldered up the large suitcase the blond carried, surprised a bit at its weight. Ariel kept in shape from a daily home routine with a pair of twenty-pound dumbbells she’d inherited from the previous tenant of her apartment, but Rebecca’s suitcase was rock solid. Maybe she was planning for a longer stay than just the long four-day weekend. 

That would suit Ariel just fine. She certainly had plans to stay by Rebecca’s side for longer than four days, no matter if Rebecca had a boyfriend these days or not.

More likely, though, Rebecca was just your somewhat-stereotypical posh babe, and didn’t have a firm understanding of how to pack for a long weekend getaway. Thoughts of giant hairdryers, extra tablets, pounds of bricks, and even extra television sets filled Ariel's mind as she hauled the lead-like suitcase up to the cabin.

Rebecca certainly hadn’t dressed for the weather. In her tight, long skirt and skimpy pink top, she would catch a chill if she was caught outside longer than a few minutes. Of course, Ariel hadn’t exactly dressed for the weather either...but that was on purpose. 

It was January, and so far it had been an unusually warm month. While there had been plenty of cold, and even plenty of below-freezing temperatures, there as of yet hadn’t been really any precipitation for the season. Over the next few days, storms had been forecast, and then pushed back, and then forecast again. At the moment, there was no telling how the weather would fare.

The cabin was located deep in the mountains overlooking a river that stretched down to the coast. All around the two beautiful girls were trees and rock. Stretching out into the distance were miles and miles of green. They were completely isolated up there—and Ariel had plenty of time alone with Rebecca to slide her needy, lusty fingers all over the beautiful body of her best friend.

They stepped inside the cabin, and Rebecca flew to the thermostat, turning it up past seventy-five. 

“God, it’s cold out there!” Rebecca shook. “I didn’t know it was supposed to be so cold already.”

The inside of the cabin was luxurious. More mansion than cabin. Ariel walked around, taking it all in. In one corner was a giant television with a full sound system beneath. In another corner was a fully stocked bar. The kitchen had the sort of refrigerator that was masked so that it looked like part of the wooden cabinets all around it. Inside the walk-in pantry was enough food for an entire winter.

“Wow,” said Ariel. “You’re really set up here.”

“What, this old place?” Rebecca shrugged, flopping down onto the couch. “I guess so. There’s no 4G coverage though. But I guess there’s wifi, so that helps out? We only come here like twice a year so we don’t worry so much about the niceties, you know?”

“Sure,” said Ariel, closing the fridge. Inside, already, were an assortment of cut deli meats, a full array of green, red, and yellow vegetables, and seventeen different types of beer. Everything fresh. Everything prepared with the most absolute care. “Of course. No niceties.”

Her own fridge was fully stocked when it had something in it that wasn’t just mustard and baking soda.
“Do you think you could grab me a beer?” Rebecca asked. “Or some wine? Whatever’s around. I’m still super hungover from last night.”
Ariel walked over to the bar and went to work, mixing Rebecca a very strong vodka and tonic. She wanted to move in as quickly as she could. The less time that Rebecca had to consider her as “just an old friend,” the better. The buxom young brunette wanted their skin to be touching. Their lips to be sliding breaths off one another. Their thighs pushing on each other, their pussies aching to be released from their stupid tight clothes...hot, torrid sex was her game. And she wanted it all weekend long. The sight of her busty friend, awake and about, had already set her pussy on fire.

“Thanks.” Rebecca took the mixed drink and immediately downed half of it. “Wow. That’s strong.”

They sat down at the couch across from the fireplace.

“You looked like you could use a strong drink. Besides,” Ariel looked around, taking a sip of her own drink, “there’s nobody here to take a picture.”

“God.” She shook her head. “Yeah, last night sort of ruined that rule. I still don’t remember everything I did.”

“You think you ruined your chances for running for office in twelve years?”

Rebecca claimed, over and over again, that she never even wanted to drink in public, for fear that someone might take a picture and it would ruin her chances of running for office later in life. Her big aspiration was to change things—to be a mover and shaker in the political scene.

“No. Maybe. I don’t know. Shut up.”

Rebecca giggled, punching Ariel on the arm. 

“God. I just hope Holden doesn’t find out. He doesn’t like the thought of me getting drunk when he’s not around. He’s so possessive.”

“Oh yeah?”

“He’s just, you know. All super alpha male, hoorah. I kind of love it. It gets...kind of annoying sometimes, but,” she took another long sip. “God, that’s strong. But, yeah. Annoying, but hot. You know? It’s just sexy how he wants to be in charge all the time. Decision man!” 

She laughed and threw her arms in the air—carefully not spilling a single drop of her drink.

“How are you getting along with him?”

“Oh, perfectly. Perfectly.” Rebecca pressed her hands to her chest. “He’s such a hunk, and he’s so nice, and he’s so decisive, and...god. I just love him. I don’t want to just like, be all braggy or whatever, that’s so offensive. But I really think he’s going to marry me, Ariel. I really, really do. I hope he asks soon. He’s like, decision man, like I said. So once he makes up his mind that’s what he’s going to do, well. That’s what he’s going to do.”

“And you’re conveniently expressing how marrying you is a good thing to do?”

Rebecca giggled. “Well...I don’t want to be a virgin forever, come on.” 

The two friends had gathered their legs up on the couch, sliding their feet into one another. For Rebecca, perhaps it was a convenient way to warm her feet. For Ariel, it was another avenue for temptation. The dark-haired beauty kept her hoodie partially unzipped—just enough to not be completely obvious. But her cleavage was easy to find, and, as Ariel knew, very easy to look at.

The uncultured eye might have thought of Holden as an impediment to Ariel’s plans of seduction. But she knew her friend, her tendency toward clinginess and commitment. And she had planned for an eventuality such as this—a desperately in-love girl with her man, far far away. 

It would be, in a way, rather easy. “Don’t you think he would want you to be a woman of the world?” “You’d be doing this for him. Getting all those temptations out of your system. He’d approve.” “He’d like knowing that your one fling outside of him was a hot girl, and your best friend at that. Wouldn’t he?”

Milking out the notion that it was all just a one-time occurrence...and then fucking Rebecca so well that she’d never able to get the thought of her beautiful dark-haired friend out of her mind. 

Devious, perhaps. But Ariel was perfectly willing to be devious if it got her out of her slum apartment. 

The afternoon melded into evening, and the two continued to drink and catch up, with Rebecca’s eyes soaking up more and more of Ariel’s hot, supple cleavage all the while.

As the evening stretched on, Rebecca’s gaze caught on Ariel’s form more often. Each time, Ariel only smiled indulgently, adjusting her posture ever so slightly.

Keep looking, her body language said. Do more, if you like. 

It had been such a long time since Ariel had seen Rebecca. They hadn’t seen each other since Rebecca had moved away to go to boarding school, outside of a few streaming web conversations here and there. Mostly, they kept up by email. Always, Rebecca’s problems and needs were kept in the circuit of Ariel’s emotional urgencies. 

Now, fully intending to create emotional connections, Ariel let Rebecca talk and talk. She heard about classes and teachers, admittedly petty jealousies and worries about the upcoming spring semester. There was no better way to let the beautiful young blonde feel open and intimate. 

Now, a pinch drunk and fully awake, with her pale cheeks lit up from the alcohol in her system, Rebecca truly showed how completely beautiful she had become. In her tiny pink top and tight calf-length skirt, Rebecca’s body was advertised strictly for long lovemaking sessions that transformed easily into full-on breeding ruts. 

Her every feature screamed fertility—from her wide hips to her massive bust, to her tight waist and long legs, to her plumply plush mouth and thick golden hair. She was the absolute model of fertile thinking. Even Ariel, who couldn’t possibly ever get her friend pregnant, let her mind drift with the possibility of seeing Rebecca fill up with some virile man’s potent seed, her tits getting even larger, swollen with warm, delicious milk, and her belly positively curving with life...

“Did I tell you Angela got pregnant?”

Ariel’s attention became firmly fixed back on her friend.

“Angela?” she asked.

“She was my neighbor. I think you met her once or twice?”

Ariel had. Neither time had been much fun. Angela was a woman very much concerned with class and those who were on her level or weren’t.

“Anyway,” said Rebecca, “I just don’t believe it. You know? Like, wow! You’re only nineteen! Slow down! Right? I mean, you don’t have to get pregnant just because you’re in love, you know.”

“I don’t know,” said Ariel. “It’s sort of romantic.”

“You’re a lesbian,” said Rebecca. “You wouldn’t understand.”

Ariel’s sexual orientation was no secret to Rebecca, of course. Part of their continued friendship rested on the fact that they held zero secrets from one another. So Ariel had, at length, detailed to her several sexual escapades. Almost all of them were true, except the one about getting her pussy licked at the gym. Ariel had never been to a gym. You needed money to go to a gym. 

“I beg your pardon, miss lady, but I’m still a fucking woman. I can want to get pregnant and do one of the things I am biologically primed to do, man in my life or not.”

“But how would...oh.” Rebecca nodded after a moment. “You’re right. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay.”
“No, I wasn’t thinking. I’m sorry, really.”
She leaned forward, unintentionally giving Ariel a healthy view of her gorgeous pale cleavage.

“Well, thank you. I believe you.”

Rebecca squeezed her hand. “I really am sorry. And you know...” Rebecca shrugged, shy now. “I have fantasies about getting pregnant too. I mean, yeah, having kids and all that. Of course. Lots of people do. But the actual getting pregnant part. The changes your body goes through. All that fertility, and growth, and the extra...you know, tits and curves. It’s kind of...I don’t know. It pleases me.”

“Really?”

With all the alcohol running through her system, Ariel had a little trouble not touching herself at her friend's sexy admissions. The object of all her desires was quite suddenly describing one of Ariel’s hidden, strange desires. Not even Ariel understood it all the way, and here was Rebecca—sexy Rebecca, innocent Rebecca, good girl Rebecca—talking about how hot and fun it could be to get pregnant. 

“Yeah! I don’t know what it is. I just think it’s...sexy, is all. Whatever!” she threw her hands up. “How did we get on this? Angela. Right. I just think it’s too early, you know? Right? I mean, I may want it some day, but oh my god, right now? That would just be...crazy.”

“Sure,” said Ariel, looking openly at Rebecca’s huge breasts. “Crazy.”

Her voice wasn’t committed, though. She still hadn’t quite been able to rectify her rampant desire to be pregnant with her complete lack of desire for a man in her life. 

“If you think about it,” said Ariel, “it’s really just Angela’s business.”

“Hmm?”

“It’s only her business. I mean, it’s nice that you care. And I know it comes from a place of affection. But...really, the only reason you care is because her path doesn’t align with some prescription that you’ve been fed by society.”

Rebecca giggled. “God, I thought I was the one in college. What’s bringing this on?”

Ariel was emboldened, now. Emboldened, and turned on. She closed the distance between herself and Rebecca, sliding up her friend’s body. Rebecca stiffened, but did not push her away.

“Sometimes,” said Ariel, “I wonder what it would be like if we didn’t worry about what society thought at all.”

They embraced. Or rather, Ariel embraced Rebecca. She felt her friend’s resistance, and pushed through it. She didn’t care. It couldn’t matter—she wouldn’t let her friend’s stupid, idiotic doubts affect the perfection of their meeting. It would all work out. Their tits pressed tight on one another. All she had to do with her hot, young body was keep kissing, and rubbing, and enjoying...and there was no doubt in her mind that Rebecca would give in. 

And then...she did. Slowly but surely, Rebecca’s mouth began to melt back into Ariel’s. Her lips urged forward, trying to suckle on Ariel’s, and her tongue probed deep into the brunette’s mouth. She wanted Ariel. Their crotches mixed heat together, sliding on top of one another. 

Slowly, Ariel pushed Rebecca back onto the couch, and kissed her harder. Rebecca’s hands pushed Ariel's tight shorts down, touching the brunette’s shockingly hot pussy. 

“Oh...oh Ariel...” 

Her fingers slid slow up into Ariel’s folds.

“Yes, do it Rebecca. Do it, please. I want you in there. I want you...”

Rebecca nodded, moaning affirmatives. She wanted it just as bad. Ariel’s heart leapt. They were going to be together. It was going to work. It was going to—

Three sharp knocks sounded at the front door. 

“Babe? Hey, babe?”

The door jimmied as he turned the knob. Luckily, it was locked.

“Shit,” Rebecca whisper-shrieked. “It’s Holden. I can’t fucking believe it. Shit, shit shit. What am I doing?”

She rolled out from under Rebecca, shaking her head and pulling her outfit back together. 

“He’s not supposed to be here, what the hell? Did he change his mind?”

Laughing, Ariel slowly zipped up her hoodie. “He must have.”

“I...” Rebecca shook her head. “I can’t...”

Holden’s voice traveled inward once more. “Rebecca?” 

Ariel knew this could all be ruined in an instant. If Rebecca came to the wrong conclusion, or if Ariel said the wrong thing. 

“Go to him, silly,” said Ariel, her smile warm and inviting. “Your man wants to see you. And I don’t blame him.” Leaning in, she kissed Rebecca on the cheek. “I’ll be over in a moment. After I calm down from having your fingers inside of me.”

It would have been easy, and stupid, to beg Rebecca not to go to him. Or to leave Holden. Or to promise to stay silent. Instead, Ariel played it cool. No one would have to know. Nothing would have to change. By mere allowance and enjoyment, she had shown directly that Rebecca could adore kissing a woman and being with her boyfriend at the same time. 

And that, more than anything, was what Ariel wanted.

Rebecca, eyes wide, nodded and started downstairs. 

* * * * *

Inside the cabin, Holden and Rebecca were playing some card game or another, catching up and enjoying one another over a few glasses of wine. Ariel didn’t want to intrude, just yet. It would not work to her advantage to make them feel awkward and uncomfortable. The more they enjoyed themselves, the more they would want to enjoy other sensations. That was how pleasure worked. 

And so, outside on the deck behind the cabin, Ariel lounged in the jacuzzi. Though the air was cold, and the wind whipped fierce around the cabin, the warmth of the water kept Ariel’s gorgeous, busty body languid and comfortable. She lay back, sighing contentedly, rather pleased with the events of the day thus far.

Ariel worked close to sixty hours a week, and that was on the low end. As a waitress at a small diner, she picked up whatever double-shifts she could find, filling in for co-workers and supervisors alike. But, the diner was owned by a nepotistic miser. Mister Calducci. All the money he earned went directly to himself, and never back into his business. Any positions that opened either went to his children, his cousins and their children, or the friends of any of the above. The second Ariel missed one day of work, she knew she’d be fired. 

“Little girl, little girl,” Calducci would say, every time he strolled into the diner. “You’re lucky you’re pretty. Otherwise I wouldn’t try to find so many reasons to keep you around.”

It was, in a way, her own fault. She wasn’t able to hold her tongue. When Calducci’s kid Rocko wanted to make people pay before their meals, Ariel spoke up—that would hurt her chances at any sort of a tip. Or, when Calducci’s niece Diane didn’t show up to work for three straight weeks and then shoved one of Ariel’s friends out of her shift, Ariel spoke up. 

And Calducci noticed. And he waited, biding his time, just hurting for the one chance he would need to fire Ariel. And it wasn’t just her—he would fire anyone that missed a single day of work, for any reason. Sick that day? Fired. Sick kids? Fired. Pregnant? Fired. Dead family? Fired. 

She earned just about minimum wage with all her pay and tips combined. 

All the money she earned went toward paying for rent, utilities, and groceries. Her cell phone was a burner, bought in a convenience store when she had a particularly good night at work. She had no cable, no internet, and was lucky when she could spring for something extra, like chocolate or a hamburger. If she missed a single paycheck, she wouldn’t be able to pay rent. If she wasn’t able to pay rent, she’d be kicked out of her apartment. The only sort of place she could afford was the kind of place with a landlord—like Calducci in many ways—who didn’t give a rat’s ass about any of her reasons and explanations about money flow. 

So. She couldn’t look for a job without taking less shifts. She couldn’t take less shifts and still feed herself and pay rent. She couldn’t ask off from shifts without a month’s notice—like she had for this trip with Rebecca. Job applications had to be scribbled out in a hurry; every time she put one together, she was sacrificing rest on her tiny mattress back home. And so, if she had any sort of job search and job interview, it would have to be arranged in the four to six hours a day she wasn’t working. 

On top of that was the debt. All that debt from her mother and father. It followed after Ariel like a dragon, waiting to snatch her in its jaws. She paid off bits at a time, but could barely reach past the interest most months.

It was a cycle. It felt endless. And Ariel wanted a way out.

Rebecca and Holden—together—were that way out for her. 

Ariel knew she probably wasn’t as smart as her friends. They went to college, after all. And she knew that she didn’t have any connections or any wide network of people. Her family was basically non-existent; Rebecca, was, in fact, the closest thing to family she had. More like a sister than a friend.

The only advantage that Ariel had in the world—the one advantage she knew she could use—was that she was hot. And no matter what it took, she was going to arouse Rebecca and Holden, the richest people she knew, until they were so desperate to fuck her that they’d do anything. Give her anything.

Give her a better life.

Today had not been an immediate home run, of course. But that hardly mattered. She had been able to kiss the girl she’d dreamed of for years now. And the kiss was hot, layered with intensity, and most important—it was returned. No one-sided, surprise affair for she and Rebecca, no. Whatever Ariel felt, Rebecca felt too...and that made her hands drift down toward her pussy as she enjoyed the bubbling sensations of the jacuzzi.

It had been a few hours now since Holden arrived. Ariel had said hello, very polite and even a bit shy, and then slid back into the background. Holden explained how his football camp had been canceled due to the incumbent weather—a real blizzard was expected—and so he was free to hang out with the girls as he wanted.

It took a particular kind of mind to hear that one activity was canceled due to horrible weather, and then drive up a mountain where the weather would no doubt be worse than anywhere else. But, Ariel wasn’t complaining. Indeed, she had planned out several contingencies just for this very occurrence. 

It was all very simple—she would have to fuck Holden, too. The thought didn’t fill her with any great joy, but the thought of being with a man did strike her as rather exotic. 

Even though she was a lesbian, she thought cocks were rather intriguing. From time to time, she even fantasized about them. Certainly, there was no denying that the construction of her lovely body had been designed with a cock in mind. Although, Ariel’s hot body had been constructed with all sorts of intentions in mind—all of them sexual, and none of them very much depending on solely male or female anatomy. 

She let her hands slide up and down her body, enjoying the feel of herself. With no internet and no television, Ariel’s one true pleasure in life was the way her body looked and felt. She let her fingers slide over her wet nipples through the skintight material of her bikini. Her swimsuit was bright and yellow, held together with tiny strings tied together. Her hands cupped down around her crotch, feeling the heat of the water mixing with the hot heat of her pussy. 

God, she was turned on. That episode with Rebecca had only left her wanting more and more. She couldn’t wait to try again. 

As if the universe listened in to her thoughts, the nearby cabin door opened behind her. She pretended not to notice and kept her eyes closed. Then, slowly, exquisite muscle by exquisite muscle, she stretched upward like a cat. She wanted for all eyes on her to know that the hot tub was warm, relaxing, and inviting. 

When finally she opened her eyes, she noticed that at the door, mouth agape, was Holden. Ariel had been expecting Rebecca...but giving him an erotic display had its advantages as well.

“Hey there,” he said. “Rebecca's gone up to bed. Too much to drink. I just wanted to let you know. You look...um...”

“Comfortable?”

He nodded graciously. “Sure. Yes.”

It was hard to stifle her laugh. In several ways, Holden and Rebecca were nearly the same person. It was easy to see how they had come together.

Such a good boy. I wonder how he’ll take it when I’m sucking him off better than anyone else ever has. No way Rebecca has even touched his cock yet.

“Do you want to come in?” she offered, moving aside. “There’s plenty of room, and the water feels delicious.”

“I don’t know if I should.”

“Don’t be silly,” she said, sliding forward. She leaned on her hands, her tits nearly popping out of her tiny bikini. Her massive globes were wet and shiny. Her fingers slid over their surface, clearly wanting him to think about what it would be like if he touched. “Please? I’d love some company. That’s why I came on this trip, after all.”

His stance shifted, but his gaze fell firmly on Ariel’s rack. “I thought it was to hang out with Rebecca?”

He was wavering. Ariel knew she had him. The same way that she knew she had complete control of a customer at her restaurant, that he would give her a massive tip just because she smiled at all his lame jokes. 

“Come on. How shallow do you think I am? She won’t shut up about you. You’re important to her. So,” she tossed her thick, wet hair back casually, pretending not to be aware of how her tits were thrust forward even more, “that means you’re important to me. So let me get to know you. Please?”

“Sure. Sure, okay.” He looked around for a minute. “Let me just uh, go find my bathing suit and a towel.”

She laughed. “Come on! It’s not our cabin. Who cares if it gets a little wet while we walk around later? Just wear your undies. I don’t care. I’ll get a towel for you afterward.”

“You’ll get the towel?”

“Of course.” She stood up slightly, pretending to be offended. “I mean, aren’t you used to women doing what you ask? You’re so handsome, after all.”

He blushed harder, his thick biceps flexing in his sweater. 

“Come on in,” urged Ariel. “The water’s so warm...”

Slowly, he took off his sweater. Ariel let her eyes boggle a bit. He was fucking ripped. His abs were stacked high up into his chest, and his pecs looked molded from stone. His biceps, thick and veiny, bulged with strength. And that wasn’t the only bulging going on. As he removed his pants, she discovered that he wore tight black briefs, but the darkness of the color couldn’t disguise his very real half-hard cock. Or at least, Ariel guessed that it was half-hard. She couldn’t even imagine how large it must be if it was all the way soft and still left such a big impression in the fabric. 

Slowly, he slid into the water. He tried to sit across from Ariel, but she wouldn't allow it, coming close. 

“God, you’re built.” She put a hand on his chest, feeling. “Can I?”

He might have refused, had her hands not already been on him. That was why, of course, she had touched him before asking. Now that he felt the softness of her touch, it was harder to push her away.

“Hey...” he coughed. “Come on, now. I thought Rebecca said that...you know.”

“What?”

“That you were a lesbian.”

“Oh, I totally am.”

“But...I mean. Come on.”

“What?”

She slid her hand further down his hard body, watching him squirm. It was fun to play dumb. It was even more fun to feel the rippling strength he held behind his abs and thighs.

“I don’t want to cause any trouble, okay? Because Rebecca clearly thinks the world of you. But you’re...you know you’re fucking hitting on me, don’t you?”

“Oh. Yeah. I guess I am.” She shrugged, letting her hand slide past his abs, just over his cock. “I’m just really, really interested in what your cock tastes like. And the best way to find out seems like to get you horny enough to want me to suck your cock. That’s all.”

She said it so innocently that Holden, for a few seconds, seemed to be considering her request with the gravest of sincerity. As if she had said—oh yes, I only need twenty dollars to pay for gas. Won’t you help me out?

“I...jesus fuck, but you are sexy. You are...”

He shook his head, and tried to get up. But Ariel wrapped one hand around his bulge, stroking it slow through his briefs. 

“God, you’re big all over, aren’t you? What a sexy boyfriend Rebecca got herself.”

“Why...why would you want to taste my cock? That doesn’t make sense.”

“Oh, I love cock.”

“Rebecca said you were a lesbian, though.”

She smiled. He already wasn’t aware that he was repeating himself. 

“And I am. But I still love cock.”

“But you’re a lesbian.”

Ariel sighed. “So we have established.”

“Lesbians like pussy if they like anything. They don’t like cock.”

“I am emotionally a lesbian. If I want to marry anyone, it’s a girl. But I still love cock. Here, I’ll show you.”

She slid forward and pushed her head under the water. Slowly, she pushed his boxers down and wrapped her mouth around his wet cock. It was rather unusual, trying to suck something underwater—but very fun. She liked the meat of it, the thickness and length. It felt right to wrap her mouth around something like her life depended on it. His cock got hard very quickly, shoving toward the back of her mouth and into her throat.

She slid off, out of breath. 

“You see?” she said. “I love cock. Won’t you let me have more?”

Ariel’s hand wrapped around his hard cock, now, stroking intently. She bit her lip, looking at him with all the need she could muster.

“Rebecca, though...we’re lucky she didn’t come out already.”

“I don’t care if she sees me suck cock for the very first time, ever. With anyone. With my virgin mouth on a really hard, stiff dick.” She stroked him harder. “Do you?”

Clearly, he did...but he couldn’t control himself anymore. Now, she had him where she wanted—thinking with his dick. He sat up on the top seat of the jacuzzi, thrusting his hips upward. As Ariel sank down to suck deep on his shaft, her face only lightly splashed into the water. Her mouth wrapped around his shaft, slurping up and down happily.

Holden's head tilted back and up. “Oh fuck. Oh fuck. How is this your first time? How are you s-so good?”

Because she had practiced with dildos and cucumbers, of course. Not that she’d tell him that. Let him wonder. She slurped harder, moaning. His cock started to pulse against her tongue and throat. She could feel that something was about to happen.

“I’m going to cum. Fuck. You’re so hot. God, you’re gonna make me cum.”

She hesitated, just for an instant. Never before in her life had she tasted cum. This would be the first time, if she let it happen. There was a part of her that knew she was expected to be repulsed by it. But in reality, she was fascinated. The cock had tasted so good on its own. So masculine and firm. What would its product be like?

In seconds, she found out. The hot spray shot against the back of her throat, the roof of her mouth. It stuck to every surface it hit, sliding slow. The warm, salty goo was delicious to her. She couldn't believe how much she enjoyed it.

She swallowed it all happily, making sure to show him how it looked in her mouth first. He definitely liked that. Ariel made a note of his reaction, intending to use it against him later.

“You see?” she kissed into his ear. “Rebecca’s none the wiser. Not that it has to stay that way, of course...”

“Don’t.” Holden grabbed her hard by the shoulders. His fingers, just for a moment, slipped around her neck. Ariel felt her pussy twinge hard from the contact there. “Don’t you fucking dare tell her.”

Ariel smiled graciously. “Anything you say.”

She slid her hand back down to his cock. Still it trembled from the force of his orgasm just moments before. Stroking it softly, gently, trying to make him feel good. “I didn’t mean it as a threat. I apologize. I only meant to say...” she giggled, biting her lip. “Well. If you thought that having me was good, and having her is good...having the both of us could be fun. And I’m very interested in that. And very interested in making Rebecca interested.”

Holden’s eyes were wide with possibility. And Ariel couldn’t stop thinking about how hot his hand had felt around her neck.

* * * * *

The next morning, Rebecca made breakfast. Pancakes, eggs, toast, and coffee. Very all-american. Very delicious. Rebecca knew how to cook—no doubt she considered it part of the pre-requisites of being a good housewife for Holden down the line.

Ariel sat down in the corner, next to Holden. They sat out of view from Rebecca at the stove and sink, in a breakfast nook located in a small alcove directly outside the kitchen.

Ariel was flying high. She had had her first taste of cock, and she wanted more. Sleeping had been difficult with Holden's taste filling her body, and mind, so exquisitely.

It was so fucking good. She understood now, intuitively and biologically, why so many women just lost their minds for a good cock. Holden might not have known it, because Rebecca was blueballing him so expertly, but he was in possession of one hell of a cock. And Ariel, for one, wasn’t just about to let him walk away not knowing how amazing it was. 

There were so many ways to please cocks. She could suck them, fuck them, lick them...she could stroke them. There hadn’t been much of that the night before. Perhaps she could change that. 

Ariel knew she was still dressed exclusively to impress. Tight leggings clung to her ass and legs. She wore a tight, flirtatiously low sweater with buttons that couldn't possibly hope to stay buttoned over her bountiful breasts. Her outfit was, in many ways, similar to Rebecca's—who wore skintight sweatpants and a midriff-baring sweatshirt. The sweatshirt didn't show her cleavage, but it was so incredibly tight that it hardly mattered—her tits were the stars of the show.

“I think these are going to turn out great!” called Rebecca from the kitchen.

“Yeah!” said Holden. “They smell great.”

Without any discretion whatsoever, Ariel's hand slid over Holden’s crotch. He stiffened up immediately, both his spine and his bulge. The book in his hands dropped to the table.

“What are you doing?” Holden squirmed.

“Something fun.” Her newly-expert hand slid through his flannel pajamas and began to stroke him sure and fast. “Wouldn’t you agree?”

His eyes went to one corner of his head. With her free hand, she guided his gaze back down to her chest.

“Look at my tits,” she whispered hotly. “Look at my tits and give me a nice cum. Please? Please, Sir? Won’t you cum to my tits?”

“Fuck...”

By necessity, she stroked hard and fast. She wanted him to cum and in a hurry. Even more than just to prevent Rebecca from finding out, Ariel craved the sight of his cum. And the taste. The feel. She wanted all of it to be hers.

“Here we go!” called Rebecca. “Pancakes, eggs, and toast, coming up!”

Holden was close. So, so close. But Rebecca was walking to the table already. 

Thinking quickly, Ariel leaned forward and looked out the alcove. “Hey love? Do you think you could grab us some more cups for orange juice?”

“But you already have coffee.”

“I know,” said Ariel, smiling slyly at Holden. “But sometimes you want both. Right?”

Rebecca laughed. “Sure. No problem.”

That bought them a few precious seconds. Ariel’s strokes worked harder than ever. Her thumb moved up and down the head, spreading his thick precum all over the gorgeous shaft of his meat.

“Cum for me baby,” she whispered in his ear. “Cum for me real, real quick.”

Holden was lost. “God, fuck...you’re so hot.”

“You can do it. I know you can. Give me that load. I’ll take it up myself.

Once again, his cock began to pulse. She could feel the sudden shift in his muscles, the immediate tightness and then looseness as he came and came. Hot, delicious white jizz spurted out onto the palm of her hand. She gathered it all up, making sure she caught every last drop. She wanted it all for her own uses.

No sooner had he emptied himself into Ariel’s waiting palms did Rebecca sit down at the other end of the table with all their food ready on a tray. Already, Ariel had slid her hands away from Holden. The young hunky jock looked somewhat tired, but there was no way to tell what had just happened. The delicious smell of the breakfast  food overpowered the underlying stench of sex—and Rebecca had a notoriously bad sense of smell, besides.

“This looks wonderful,” said Ariel. “Don’t you think so, Holden?”

“Wonderful,” he repeated dumbly, but his gaze was fixed firmly on Ariel, still. 

Ariel knew that she would have to do something to make sure his mind was on Rebecca. Ariel wanted him to fuck her, obviously. There wouldn't be any fun in breaking up their relationship—only in adding to it. As Rebecca began to eat, Ariel saw her chance.

“Oh, Rebecca, honey. You forgot to butter your pancakes.”

Rebecca looked down. “Oh. You’re right. It’s okay.”

“No, love. Please. Let me take care of it for you. Okay?”

Ariel hopped up and strutted to the fridge. Grabbing the butter, she walked back and scooped up Rebecca’s food. She stood behind the busty, beautiful blonde, winking at Holden. 

And then, in full view of the young football hunk, she slid his cum all over his girlfriend’s food. On top of that, just so that it wasn’t too obvious, she mixed the butter over it. And then—with a slightly lesser amount, she did the same to her own food.

“Did you want any, Holden?” 

He nearly choked. “N-no. Thanks.”

“Here you are, love.” Ariel slid Rebecca’s food back in front of her.

Clearly ravenous, Rebecca unleashed her hunger on the warm, tainted food. Holden watched, eyes transfixed, as Rebecca slid her luscious young lips over the cum-covered pancakes. She moaned rapturously. 

“God, these are good,” she said, mouth full. Sticky gobs of cum-soaked saliva made her lips smack together. “I don’t know what I put into them, but they’re delicious.”

Ariel ate hers as well, enjoying the sexified meal. It was a deliciously guilty pleasure to eat cum on her food. She felt rather brilliant for thinking of it.

“You know, in some countries,” said Ariel, “nobody really believes that someone enjoyed a meal unless they lick the plate clean.”

“Come on,” said Holden, gulping. He still stared at his girlfriend’s eating. “That’s not true.”

“Yeah!” said Rebecca. “I’ve heard that. Come on. I’ll race you.”

The two girls began to eat as fast as they could, eagerly gorging themselves on their pancakes. When they finished the big pieces, they held up the plates and started to slide their wet, young tongues up and down the plates.

Ariel licked her plate absolutely clean of any speck of food. And when she finished, she looked over to see Rebecca doing the same. At some point, Rebecca seemed to notice that it was something of a spectacle she was making of herself, and began to play it up a little. Her licks became slower and more lavish. It was clear she was trying to appear “playfully flirty,” but with a beautifully angelic face like Rebecca's, only “intensely sexual” was possible.

“Oh, look at Holden,” giggled Ariel. “I think he likes seeing your tongue lick all that.”

Rebecca giggled with her. No doubt she thought it was a very fun game they had played. 

“Excuse me,” said Holden, finally, getting up and rushing upstairs.

As he left, Ariel was almost certain she saw a boner. God, she thought, slowly licking her lips, taking in just a few more dabs of cum. He really is a stud to be hard again so soon.

* * * * *

In the early afternoon, there was a football game on that Holden wanted to watch. The two girls, in the meantime, decided they were going to get rather tipsy. Holden was distant, brooding. Rebecca said he just “got that way sometimes.” Ariel smiled, because she knew why he wanted to think only about sports...and not the brilliantly hot babes that he could fuck senseless at any time he decided. 

After sitting with Holden for a little while, trying to entice him with easy shots of her exposed cleavage, Ariel finally retreated to the kitchen where Rebecca had finished cleaning up her mess from breakfast. The sexy blonde had gathered up some materials from the bar for drinks—Holden had complained about the clinking sounds of the glasses, and so Rebecca had moved a substantial portion of the liquor to the kitchen, out of earshot.

Such a good girl.

“What are you making?”

“Just a whiskey and cok—oh!”

Rebecca squirmed as Ariel slipped her hand around her waist, her fingers sliding just over the blonde’s crotch. Just a centimeter below the elastic band of Rebecca’s slender sweats, Ariel could touch the top of her finely trimmed blonde trail leading down to the sweet pot of her pussy. 

“That sounds nice,” said Ariel. “Maybe you could make me one, too?”

“S-sure.” Rebecca gulped, her knees pushing together. “Hey, do you think you could, maybe...oh.”

Ariel’s fingers slid further down, sinking deep into the soft, hot fur of her friend’s trail. Her hairs were so gentle. Ariel’s middle finger rested right on top of Rebecca’s clit, putting pressure on there just slightly.

“You want me to ask for a different drink?” Ariel asked. “Perhaps something that would take a little longer? Maybe you could make me a Manhattan. How about that? Then, you know, we could be very hands-on with one another.”

Rebecca squirmed. But Ariel could tell it was the right kind of squirming. Not the “this is uncomfortable type.” It was the “fuck, fuck, this is so hot, but we might get caaaught...” type.

“Y-yes. Okay.”

Slowly, as Ariel fingered her friend hard, Rebecca gathered the whiskey and bitters, pulling together the ingredients for the drink. 

“You f-feel...so good,” Rebecca moaned. “I know I shouldn't, but...god! Ariel...”

Ariel shushed her with a quick series of kisses all over her beautiful face. 

“You want this,” said Ariel. “Don't you?”

Rebecca nodded, kissing lightly at Ariel's chin. 

“P-please. I want...I want you to be the one. I want you to make me cum.”

“Good girl,” Ariel whispered. 

Rebecca shuddered, clearly responding hard to the title. 

Ariel fingered her friend harder and harder. There was no resistance—only desire. Her two fingers slid in and out of Rebecca's tight, wet pussy with ease, while her thumb continued to circle lightly on the virgin's clit. Ariel may have been something of an idiot savant with cocksucking, but she was an old pro when it came to giving pleasure to a woman. And clearly, Rebecca's pent-up desires were making it very easy to push her to the absolute edge. 

“Oh yes,” Rebecca moaned softly. “Yes...yes, yes! Oh Ariel, yesss..”

Rebecca flushed with orgasm, her hips thumping against the counter. She bit her lip, trying to keep herself quiet, staring at Ariel with unrestrained passion in her eyes. They kissed again, for several minutes, Ariel keeping her beautiful friend's body close to hers. She wanted to associate all that good, blissful afterglow euphoria directly to her presence.

Finally, the two sauntered into the living room with their drinks. With her pale skin blushing red, Rebecca looked more gorgeous than ever. But, Ariel noticed with some pride, Holden’s eyes were exclusively on her. His gaze was affixed to the tiny layer of her leggings clinging to her ass, and the flimsy, barely-there shirt that let him see how erect her nipples were. That was good. She had him right where she wanted him. 

“Took you guys long enough,” said Holden. 

“Yes, we forgot how to make a Manhattan,” giggled Ariel. “But we figured it out.”

* * * * *

After the afternoon football game, there was an evening football game, and Holden wanted to keep watching. This was all understandable—his livelihood did depend on studying the game, and he was the sort of intellectual jock who got very interested in the mechanics of various teams—but the girls were a little bit bored with just sitting around and watching men throw balls around a field.

So, after a few more drinks, it didn’t take Ariel very long to convince Rebecca to hang out with her, alone, in Rebecca’s bedroom. 

There was very little pretense. Certainly Holden must have noticed. But Ariel didn't care. And she didn't want either of them to care very much either. 

She and Rebecca found themselves embracing hot, mad with passion, their tongues sliding together. It was so easy to grab Rebecca's huge, perfect tits, and rub those enormous, raspberry-sized nipples in her hands...

And then suddenly, Rebecca pulled away.

“No.” Rebecca stood up, and then sat down again. “I...I can't. This is...this...this is...”

“I thought...” Ariel slid her hands up Rebecca’s thighs. “I thought this would be want you wanted?”

Rebecca sucked on one lip. So sexy. But she looked away. “I’m sorry. I thought maybe I wanted it, too. But I just...can’t. It’s too...it feels so wrong. And Holden, god, he's right outside!” Her face arrived in her hands. “I’m a good girl. I’m supposed to wait until marriage. How are you doing this to me? God, you're sooo pretty...”

Ariel smiled. “You and I can’t even get married in this state.”

“Shush. You know what I mean. It’s...I don’t know. I’m confused, okay? And I need time.”

There was no sense in pressing Rebecca past the point of comfort. Ariel insisted she understood, and left after a lingering, hot kiss on her friend's mouth. She noted, with some satisfaction, that Rebecca couldn't hold her tongue back from joining in on the fun, even if it was for just a few moments.

Some minutes later, Ariel was in the hallway upstairs, sighing. Frustrated. Horny. One long leg slid up on the wall behind her, her knee coming out. She shook out her hair. Fuck, but she was turned on. She had been working on Rebecca hard, and really thought it was going to land a nice orgasm for herself at the very least.

Oh well. She knew how to take care of that personally, anyway. She licked her lips, enjoying suddenly the thought of masturbating, thinking of Holden maybe...Holden and his cock. Holden fucking Rebecca hard, choking her, holding her down, fucking her pregnant...

At the other end of the hallway, Holden coughed. Ariel shifted. She hadn't seen him there. His shirt clung 

“Hey,” he said. “Can we talk?”

Ariel smiled sultrily. So, she couldn’t have Rebecca? Holden was almost as good. Her arousal levels began to ramp up again, mind racing with thoughts of the taste of his cock, his salty hot seed down her throat. Filling her up, making her pregnant even...

“Of course. What’s up?”

Holden clapped his hands together, smiling sheepishly. “I don't...I don't know how else to bring it up. I want you,” said Holden. “I know that...I know it’s wrong.”

Ariel sauntered toward him. “It’s not. I don't think it's wrong at all.”

“Tell that to Rebecca. It’s wrong for her. So it’s wrong...but...” his face contorted with lust. “I don’t care. You’re so fucking gorgeous, Ariel. I want you.”

“I know.” Her hands slid up his chiseled torso. He sighed, taking his hands against his body. “But you have to promise me something.”

“Anything.”

“Stay with Rebecca. Don’t even think about fucking with her head. Okay? What happens between you and me is between you and me. A nice pressure release, okay? I’ll make you feel incredible...but then, I want you to go and be the best boyfriend ever. Got it?”

He seemed surprised. Stupid boy. “But...why?”

“Because she’s my friend, stupid. And she’s your girlfriend. Don’t you want her to be happy?”

“Of course I do. I love her. I just...it’s just...you know.”

Her hands slid into his loose pants.

“What?”

“Come on. You’re actively working toward...fucking with us. You have to see that.”

The shape of his cock changed quickly in her grip. Widening, lengthening, pulsing with power and vibrant youth.

“I want your cock in me.” She began to push him backward, toward his room. “And I want her pussy in my mouth. And I want the two of you fucking like rabbits. I don’t see any conflict with any of that. And if you do, that’s your problem. Not mine.”

“You...are...” he let out a long breath. “Something else.”

They were inside his room now. Ariel continued to push him until he was down on the bed.

“I know. Aren’t you lucky?”

Slowly, she pushed his pants down. With moaning relish, her mouth sank down on his cock. Fuck, but he tasted good. The thickness of his rod filled her tight, hot throat immediately. 

There was no hesitation on her part, no false steps. She wanted him all the way inside of her body again. 

The radio was playing in the room. As the two young lovers intertwined, the emergency broadcast began to sound—the blizzard would be arriving in the area soon. No more false reports. It was coming, and soon. 

I hope I'm coming soon, thought Ariel. If she could have with a mouth full of cock, she would have had a wry smile.

God, she loved cock. Everything about it. The taste. The smell. The feel. The heat. The hardness. All of it. It was so fundamentally masculine, and lesbian though she absolutely was, there was just no way around her need for cock unless there was one filling her. 

When he was all the way hard, though, he slipped out and dragged Ariel up on the bed. 

“B-but I want it...” she moaned, grasping for his cock.

With startling efficiency, he soon had her clothes ripped completely off. They lay on the floor in a thick, bright pile.

“Oh, I'm gonna give it to you.” He pushed her legs apart, kneeling up against her hips and ass. “I'm gonna give it all to you, babe.”

“Oh yes...yes!”

His cock pushed up and inside of her quickly, hotly. He fucked straight through any virginal resistance she had, and almost immediately the hot pain of that first entry was replaced by beautiful, seemingly endless pleasure. 

“Oh jesus,” she moaned, gripping his muscled back hard. “Harder...harder! I need it harder.”

He obliged her. His young stud physique was made for frequent, hard, furious thrusts. His cock was a jackhammer, pushing in and out as fast as possible. 

Ariel could feel her own orgasm—so long denied now—fast approaching. On top of her, Holden's body shifted and spasmed, and she could see his face brimming with overflowing need. 

Suddenly, he put his hand around Ariel’s throat, pushing her down. 

“Oh—hhhck!” The sound was more surprise than anger. 

Even Holden looked shocked at himself.

“I’m sorry. You just...you’re so hot. I thought—”

His cock, beautiful perfect manly cock, was still so hard inside of her, leaking precum down into her pussy.

“Do it again.”

“What?”

“Choke me. Choke me while you fill me with that cock. That’s what I want.”

Holden twitched inside of her. Ariel felt mad with power, knowing she could make that happen. 

“Fuck yes.”

His hand wrapped around her throat again, taking her to that beautiful kink-filled place where she was completely dominated, completely fucked, completely subjected to his hot, incredible manly cock. Her breath was gone and she didn't care. Inexperienced and strong, Holden squeezed her too tight—and Ariel didn't care at all, wanting to feel her breath slip away. Wanting him in charge of it all. 

And just when she was about to come, just as everything was going to feel perfect, Rebecca walked in. 

She was stunned, standing there in the doorway, a shocked look on her face.

But they were too far gone. They couldn’t stop themselves. In the sudden adrenaline spike from being caught, Holden’s body spasmed and contorted, unleashing his load. But—at the last second—he removed himself from Ariel’s cunt, and instead spilled all over her belly. At the feel of his incredible, hot goo on her tight young body, Ariel’s own orgasm hit her. Holden’s fear had tightened his grip on her throat, putting her ever more under his control, and her mind turned off with pleasure. She thrashed underneath him, loving the feel of his cum on her body. It felt amazing...

...but Rebecca was looking at them both, thunderstruck. She couldn’t believe her eyes.

“Fine,” she said coldly. “That’s just fine. You two just...just have each other, then.”

* * * * * 

Moments later, Ariel had untangled herself from Holden's hot grasp and ran after Rebecca. She was still shaking with orgasm, her limbs weak, but she couldn't just let Rebecca walk out. 

She found her friend in her room, packing her bags. “That’s it. I can’t believe you two. That’s it.”

“Rebecca, please listen—”

“No! No. I’m done listening to you. All you’ve done since you got here was just fucking...spout fucking lies and filth from your mouth. All you want is for us to fuck and forget everything that’s important to us.”

“I can't help if I want to have sex with you, Rebecca. You're gorgeous. Or Holden. He's a total hunk, like you said.”

“Well, you can’t fuck me. And you most certainly can’t fuck Holden.”

“Why not?”

“Because...because he’s mine. He’s my boyfriend.”

“I know that.” Ariel smiled. “I’m not trying to change that.”

“You were fucking him!”

“So much we have established! Why shouldn’t I? It’s not like you were doing it. He fucks me, and stays with you. What’s wrong with that?”

“Because...because...” she was struggling. Ariel could sense that almost, just almost, she had won her over. “Because it’s wrong.”

Morality. Last bastion of the confused. Was it any wonder so many straight people fell on it when they could think of no logical protestations? They were all horribly, innately confused. Rebecca ran to the front door of the cabin, bag in hand. Holden had come down to the entry, dressed again, but looking embarrassed.

“You can send me the rest of my stuff later. Or not. Holden—we are done. I’m done with both of you, all right? I’m leaving.”

Holden and Ariel exchanged a look. 

“The weather. The blizzard on the radio. Does she...?”

Holden shook his head. “I don’t think so.”

They ran outside after her. She was crying, trying to get inside Holden’s car. Oblivious to her surroundings and the dense winds blowing in.

Ariel touched her arm, trying to be gentle and firm both. “You have to come back in, dear”

“Why?” She shook Ariel. “Why? Give me one good reason why. Just one.”

“There.” Ariel pointed out to the horizon and the incumbent blackness of the gathering clouds.

“That’s a blizzard, Rebecca. You won’t make it down in time. Would you really rather die than spend another night or two under the same roof as me?”

* * * * * 

The blizzard hit fast and hard. Less than thirty minutes after Rebecca attempted to leave, the storm arrived. Almost instantly, it was impossible to see farther than a foot out of the window outside. All was covered over in white. The cabin’s underground back-up generators kicked on, keeping the power and heat on. These rich folk, thought Ariel, really had their survival shit figured out.

The expected snowfall was close to three feet that night. A torrent of snow. If Rebecca had tried going down the mountain herself—even in the car—she would have died. It took close to two and a half hours to make it safely down the mountain in the best of conditions. She wouldn’t have even made it halfway.

And, thankfully, she knew it. She and Ariel stood together in Rebecca’s bedroom, looking out the window.

“I would have died out there,” she said. “For real.”

It would have been easy to say “I told you so.” Or, really, any number of other horribly wrong answers. But Ariel’s purpose, still, was unification.

“Yes,” said Ariel. “Thank you for listening to me. I know it took a lot of effort on your part. I appreciate it.”

Rebecca scoffed. “You appreciate that I didn’t kill myself?”

“Yes. As a matter of fact. Very much. I’m rather fond of you, Rebecca.”

“Stop saying that.” She crossed her arms. “I don’t want you to say that.”

“I can’t help how I feel.”

“Apparently you can! You...you fucking feel for Holden, too!”

Ariel shrugged. “You make emotions very complicated. Why can’t we just want things, and then have them? We’re all attractive, sexy people...and we all want each other. What’s wrong with that?”

“I don’t...like this. That’s what wrong with it.”

“Do you know what I think?”

“No. Not really. I thought I did, but I truly don’t. What do you think?”

“I think what you don’t like is that you like all of this.” Ariel pulled Rebecca to sit down on the bed with her. “I think you want to not want it...but you do want it. And I think you should give in to that wanting.”

“It’s easy for you. Nobody...”

Ariel crossed her arms. “Nobody what?”

“Nobody expects anything from you, okay? What, am I supposed to home and show mom and dad—hey! Here’s my poster boyfriend! And here’s my sexy girlfriend! Get used to it!”

It was difficult to fight the urge to roll her eyes. “Oh, god. Is that what’s worrying you?”

“Why wouldn’t it be worrying me?”

“Because it’s silly! Who cares what they think?”

“I do!”

Almost, she got up off the bed, making for the door. But Ariel caught her and pulled her back down, hugging her tight.

“Please,” said Ariel. “I’m sorry. Okay? I really am. I...”

Rebecca was stiff, but listening.

“Do you know where I live?”

“Sure. In Alder City.”

“Not just that. I mean where I live there. It’s a dump, Rebecca. And there’s no way out. I can’t go to college because if I take less shifts, I won’t be able to pay my rent. I already eat next to nothing. I have forty-five minutes of free time every day where I’m not traveling from one job to another, getting ready for work, or working. I need...” she put her hands in her face. “I need a way out. And I wanted you...you and I, and even Holden, I wanted to give you something good. Something only I could give you. Because you’re my friend, and I love you, and Holden is terrific, but even more than that, you’re a way out. And I need to have that way out.”

It seemed to get through to Rebecca, at least a little. “Oh.”

“So, look. Don’t tell your parents about me if you don’t want. Just...let me be with you. You don’t have to show me off. I just...I want your support. Financially. And I’m willing to do anything...give you both anything...to have that support.”

“Ariel, that is...” she gulped. “That’s pretty self-serving.”

“So is letting me lick your pussy. But it’s something I want to do. And if you want to help me out in return, with finances, with helping me get a better education...then what does it matter? Why does it all have to be wrapped up in a bow? Why can’t it just be...I lick your pussy like crazy ‘cause you’re fucking hot, and I suck off Holden whenever you two make out, and both of you fuck me whenever you’d like, and in the meantime, I go to school and you help me pay the bills?”

“You’re offering, like...”

“Sex.” Ariel wrapped her fingers around Rebecca’s supple young thigh. “All the time. Furiously and passionately. Nonstop. Whenever you want. On command. Obediently. Happily. Expertly.”

Rebecca’s throat moved up and down slow. She held her breath, her fingers moving forward to Ariel’s scantily clad body. 

“You mean that...if I wanted, I could just...touch you.”

“Yes.”

“Anywhere I wanted.”

“Yes.”

“However I wanted.”

Ariel’s smoky eyes blazed. “Yes.”

“I could...I could just touch you, here.”

Her fingers slipped up into Ariel’s crotch, touching her pussy through the tight, flimsy fabric of her panties.

“Y-yes! I’d do anything you want, Rebecca. Anything.” She leaned in to her friend’s ear, pulling her close. “I’d get pregnant with you. The both of us. Together. Pregnant from Holden. We could love each other’s hot pregnant bodies. We’d do it together and we’d look so hot all swollen and full from his cum.”

“Oh my god!”

Rebecca nodded urgently. As if she had never considered that even being possible because she wanted it so much. But now that Ariel had brought it up, laid it out there in the open, it was impossible to deny it. They kissed passionately, their fevered tongues sliding together hotly. 

“Let me get you hot and ready for him,” said Ariel. “Okay? We’ll make so much noise that he’ll have to come and look for us.”

“It’s just...oh fuck. I don’t know. I don’t want to say no. I don’t want to say the wrong thing.”

Giggling, Ariel said, “I could gag you?”

She said it as a joke...but Rebecca nodded, grabbing Ariel’s hands. Like it was the smartest thing that her friend had ever said.

“That sounds...that sounds really hot. Won’t you please? I want you to have me in your control. You or him. Both of you. I want you to know I can’t possibly say no to anything you do to me.”

Ariel didn’t need much convincing. From Rebecca’s bag on the floor, she took out a freshly laundered shirt and tore off a long strip. She placed that over her friend’s mouth, making sure she would be properly comfortable, but also totally gagged.

Then, she got on her knees and ripped off Rebecca’s sweatpants. Her lips ran up the long, smooth, pale surface of Rebecca’s long, hot legs. Ariel's pussy was on fire as her tongue slid all around her friend's pussy. The folds wet with anticipation. Waiting for release. Needing to cum so badly. The biting, tart taste of Rebecca’s juices felt achingly warm down the beautiful brunette’s throat.

Ariel licked Rebecca long and loving. Her tongue flicked over the tiny nub of her teenage clit, showering it with lavish licks. Rebecca’s body vibrated with pleasure. Her fists pumped up and down on the bed, and she moaned for more through the gag over her mouth.

Rebecca seemed close, so close, to her first lesbian orgasm...and then Holden came in through the door.

“I just wanted to check and make sure...” he shook his head. “Holy shit,” he said dumbly. “You two are doing it. You’re really doing it.”

Long nimble fingers slid into Rebecca’s pussy. Ariel had to keep her lover attended. She turned to Holden and raised an eyebrow.

“I’ve got her all wet for you, baby. Isn’t that perfect?”

“Oh, fuck.”

It was quickly becoming his catchphrase.

“Come fuck her, Holden. Fuck both of us. Like you deserve. Fuck us rotten and make us forget about anything or anyone else.”

Holden stepped forward, wanting a better look. In moments, his pants were on the floor. Ariel wrapped her hand around his thick, sturdy rod, stroking gently even as she kept fingering Rebecca’s pussy. 

“She wants you to fuck her, Holden. She wants it so bad. I made her want it.”

“Mmmhmm!” Rebecca moaned through her gag.

“I want that. I want to fuck her.” He leaned forward, kissing Rebecca on the forehead. “I want to fuck you so badly. I want to make you mine.”

Rebecca nodded, urging him with moans and gasps to do just that.

The two of them looked down at the quivering, hot beauty with her legs eagerly splayed outward. She burned, like they all burned, with the desire for hot, brutal rutting. Their thoughts swam in torrents of lust.

“You know she’s not on the pill. She’s a virgin to cock, just like me.”

“I don’t care. I don’t care about any of that anymore. I want it. I want her to feel me in her. No condom. Just my cock, bare, and inside her where I belong.”

“And she wants it too. Look at her. You can hear her through the gag. She’s begging for your cock. You’re so massive. Good lord. Look at that monster you’ve got.” Wonder tinged her voice. “It’s getting even harder the more I stroke it.”

“God...” he shook his head. “How are you doing this to me?”

“You’re doing it to yourself, Sir. You want it. I just want you to have it.”

“You do, don’t you? You really want me to get her pregnant.”

“I want you to get both of us pregnant. We both do. Just...her first, that’s all. She deserves it, after all.”

“And so do you.”

“And so do you. You deserve both of us on our knees. Filled up with your seed. Marked as yours. Bred by you.”

“Mine...yes. Both of you.”

“That’s it. Spread her legs wider. God, that’s so good. Take her. Take her now, please!”

Ariel moved aside completely, sliding her naked body up behind Holden. She kissed him deeply and passionately, enjoying Rebecca’s whimpering moans of helpless lust. 

“Fuck that hot virgin pussy,” urged Ariel. “Oh god, yeah baby. Take her cherry, just like you took mine. Do it. It’ll be so perfect, you have to. You have to...”

She looked down at Rebecca, who nodded with glazed arousal. The blonde fae-like beauty was too turned on to want anything else. It was clear her morals had abandoned her, driven out by the blitzkrieg of lust and sensation that Ariel and Holden gave her. 

Yes, her eyes seemed to say. I want to feel you in me. I want you to be the one, Holden. I’ve always wanted it to be you.

Grinning, he lowered down.

His cock, so hard and thick, easily pushed into the dripping wet folds of the gorgeous blonde Rebecca. He pushed in slow, slow, slower. Ariel bit her lips, watching how amazing it was as Holden stuffed his love full of his massive meat. 

“God, that’s so hot,” she moaned. “Do it, yeah. Take her. Take her like you deserve...”

Slight pain registered on Rebecca’s face as her own virginal resistance was broken through. But then, after that, a hot, ecstatic smile showed on her face.

Slowly, he was able to fuck her faster. His thrusts increased in frequency and intensity. Hot buttocks clenching. His thick pecs flexing hard. All three of their bodies covered in brilliant hot sweat. Rebecca's hot, heavy tits bounced up and down, almost like they were already full of lifegiving milk. 

“Fuck her harder,” Ariel moaned. “Fuck her virgin cunt, baby. Do it. Oh...fill her up! Fill her up with your fucking seed, please!”

Holden, emboldened by this dirty talk, fucked even harder. His thrusts became wild and crazy, shoving into Rebecca with abandon. His hands gripped her thick, heavy tits hard, using them like handles as he drove inside.

“Fuck, I’m so close. My load is coming. I'm going to give it to you, oh baby...”

“Yes, oh yes,” Rebecca moaned, the gag shifting off her mouth finally in the fruckus. “That would be so perfect. My first time. My first time with you. And you get me pregnant, oh please, yes, do it!”

Grunting, gripping Rebecca's tight, busty body against his own, he unloaded inside her. His orgasm lasted for several seconds, spurt after spurt of white hot goo spilling inside of the beautiful blonde.

Small tears of joy came down Rebecca's face. So happy to be owned properly by Holden. Ariel fingered her pussy fast and urgent as she watched Holden fill up Rebecca...but she still wanted to feel Holden inside of her. As he pulled out, her eyes widened with awe at the length and hardness, still, of his young jock cock. 

“I’m still hard,” said Holden, clearly impressed with himself. “I don’t believe it.”

“I do,” said Ariel, smiling and licking her lips.

They had tested such things with laboratory rats. Males who could have sex multiple times with one partner didn’t often rise to the occasion. But a male who could have sex with multiple partners in one sitting often got more ready, more immediately. It was simple biology. Spreading those seeds around. 

“You can fuck me, now,” said Ariel. “You can fuck me as hard and as often as you like, stud.”

“God...”

He turned to Rebecca just briefly—wanting to make sure that it was okay. But Rebecca’s look said it all—not only was it okay, but she didn’t even think he needed to ask. He was her man. He could fuck whoever he wanted, whenever he wanted. 

“Push me down, please?” asked Ariel. “Choke me while you fuck me. Do it again. All the way this time.”

The big man didn’t have to be told twice. He tossed Ariel down on top of Rebecca and crawled on top of her, easily flipping her over so that she was on her hands and knees. In seconds, his thick hand had wrapped around her tight, elegant throat, and his cock shoved deep up into her cunt from behind. He completely dominated her, his muscular body all the way on top of her. Ariel was right above her friend, and began eagerly making out with the cum-drunk Rebecca.

Holden thrust into her tight entrance now, completely filling Ariel’s tight, juicy cunt. His powerful rod pushed her slender, fit body up and then down in furious rhythm, forcing her tits to grind on Rebecca’s. 

“Oh yeah, baby, do it!” Rebecca moaned, holding Ariel in place for her boyfriend. 

Her cum-filled, sweaty body slid out from under Ariel and then up on top of her man, pushing him ever deeper into Ariel’s cunt. “Get her pregnant. Get her pregnant like you got me? Please? Please fucking do it, oh my god. I want to see her swelling with your seed. I want to see her tits get full of milk and her belly get so round and big, oh fuck, oh fuck! I want us to have your babies, please, baby?”

It was too much even for a stud like Holden. These two beauties, so young and hot, so helpless before his will. They needed to obey him; they needed to be filled by him. 

Holden released another massive load inside Ariel. The white hot goo that was so delicious and perfect as she swallowed it down felt even better as she took it inside of her pussy. Never did she think she would ever have a man in there, a man’s seed...but now that she had, it felt so right.

Her young, beautiful body twisted in orgasmic delight, screaming out the names of her young lovers. Ariel didn't know anything could ever feel so fucking good as being driven to a hot orgasm by a real, live, living cock of a huge stud.

Her thoughts drifted after her mindblowing orgasm and the three of them, exhausted, snuggled into one another. Maybe she wasn't a lesbian. Maybe she just hadn't found the right man to turn her onto cock.

Or maybe she was a lesbian...just not when it came to Holden and his beautifully perfect, yummy, impregnating cock. Maybe she'd find him more hot young bitches to breed...

Several hours later, nearing morning, Ariel woke, seeing that Holden and Rebecca were already up and getting dressed.

“Going somewhere?” she asked.

“The storm’s stopped outside. We wanted to play in the snow.”

“Oh.” Ariel laughed. “Have fun.”

Rebecca sat down on the bed next to her.

“Won’t you come with us? We want you to come along.”

Warm fingers wrapped around Ariel’s arm. On the other side of the bed, Holden sat down and ran a hand up her naked thigh. 

“We want you along with us from now on,” he said. 

Ariel liked the sound of that.

* * * * *
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Victor, just a regular guy, finds himself blessed with the ability to put any woman alive under a hypnotic trance whenever they taste his seed. If he's not careful, this absolute power will corrupt him absolutely...
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Paid & Laid: The Taboo Heir
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