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The slopes were teeming with skiers, gliding down the side of the mountain like herds of stampeding wildebeests. Shouts and laughter rose from the confusing mass of people to the balcony high above. The three women watching shivered in the cold, staring at the chaos with a mix of awe and boredom.

“It looks like they’re having fun.” Moni pulled her jacket closer around her. They had just arrived, their bags were still standing unpacked in the living room, and while the thick jacket was well insulated, the short skirt did nothing to protect her legs from the cold weather.

“The ones that aren’t crashing,” Julie said, nodding at a man tumbling down the side of a steep slope. “That has to hurt.” She pushed her glasses up her nose and blew a loose strand of black hair away from her face. “Why are we here again?”

“To ski, of course!” Zoë’s face had been continuously smiling since they arrived at the airport, and Moni had to wonder if her friend’s jaw was hurting at this point. “Everyone goes skiing this time of year. Think of the pictures of us three together! The videos! People are gonna go nuts!”

“Do you even know how to ski, Zoë?” Moni looked at Zoë with a raised eyebrow.

Zoë shrugged. “No, but how hard can it be?”

“We aren’t exactly known for our physical prowess.” Julie snickered. “You want pictures and videos of us bruised and battered on your profile?”             

“What, are you suggesting that we just spend the entire weekend inside this cabin playing video games?” Zoë said and crossed her arms.

Moni bit her lower lip. “That sounds wonderful … it’s an amazing cabin. We could light a fire, order takeout, stream a few matches, watch bad movies …” She placed her hand on Julie’s shoulder and sent a smoldering look. “We can cuddle up on the couch in our pajamas…”

Julie’s face lit up. “That does sound good!”

“Thank GOD,” Ray said and started taking off her jacket. “I didn’t want to be the first to chicken out, but I’d break all the bones in my body before reaching the bottom of the slope.”

Moni laughed. “This was all your idea!”

Zoë blew her a kiss. “I didn’t think any of you would agree to a skiing trip! It became a game of chicken in the end …”

“An expensive game,” Julie said as she looked around the giant living room after they had closed the door to the balcony. The cabin consisted of a giant living space with comfortable couches, plush chairs, a huge TV, and several gorgeous bedrooms. It was the most luxurious accommodation at the resort.

Moni shrugged. “It’s not like any of us are poor. It’s nice to get away from Los Angeles for a bit.” She took off her jacket and threw it on a nearby chair. “I assume you’re happy to get away too, Zoë?”

Zoë sighed. “Yeah. I hate break-ups. Not easy being chipper during a stream when stuff like that is going on. Speaking of, how are things with Nick, Julie? Is the sex good?”

“What? I’m not … you can’t …” Julie became flustered and threw her jacket at the laughing Zoë. “I’m not telling you that!”

Zoë took the jacket and folded it nicely before putting it aside on the couch. “Yet. You’re not telling me yet. We are three young women in a ski cabin. Two glasses of red wine and a game of Truth or Dare should get you talking.” She winked at the blushing Julie and started dragging her luggage into a nearby room. “Dibs!”

The gorgeous cabin was soon filled with laughter and the sound of video games. The three girls had all built impressive careers as streamers, making a living off playing video games and creating content on various social media. Moni enjoyed playing without streaming for once; she loved her fans, but the constant comments and attention were tiring. She looked up from her frantic game and observed her friends sitting on either side of her. Zoë was practically jumping on the couch, causing her laptop to bounce up and down. She had attempted to control the puffy brown hair in a bun that seemed to have a life of its own atop its animated owner. Julie was far more subdued, staring concentrated at her screen through the large, round glasses. The long black hair hung down one side of her face, and the giant hooded sweatshirt looked like it could swallow her at any minute.

“Damn it, I died …” Julie muttered under her breath. It was the closest she ever got to an angry outburst. She pouted and rested her head on Moni’s shoulder. Moni could smell the coconut shampoo on the shiny black hair. The two had lived together before, often seeking comfort in each other’s company, and it was far from the first time they had sat this close. Moni gently kissed her friend’s head, receiving a content sigh in return.

Moni looked out the huge windows facing the slopes. “Isn’t it a bit early for it to get dark?”

“Huh?” Zoë was still intently focused on her game.

“Those clouds look ominous,” Julie said, still cuddled up next to Moni. “Could be a snowstorm.”

Zoë finally looked up. “Oooh, a snowstorm! Maybe we’ll be trapped by piles of snow!”

Julie whimpered. “Shut up, Zoë. I don’t want that.”

“You can always crawl into bed with me.” Moni put her arm around Julie and squeezed her. “As we used to do.”

Julie smiled. “I’ll hold you to that.”

“I’m no Nick, though.”

“Noone is.”

The three continued playing as the storm hit. The wooden cabin creaked as the harsh winds pounded it, but Moni never felt nervous, since the building was brand new and modern. After lighting a fire in the fireplace, the wind merely served to make the whole situation even cozier. The snow kept pouring from the sky, turning the storm into a blizzard.

“I’ve never seen that much snow,” Moni said, sipping a cup of hot chocolate. “Let’s hope the power doesn’t cut out.”

“At least we have plenty of firewood, and the kitchen is stocked.” Zoë yawned and fiddled with her hair. She was absentmindedly watching a TV series on the giant flatscreen while updating her social media. “We’ll be fine.”

“The power might not cut out, but I think the internet just did.” Julie walked out of her bedroom with a disappointed frown. “I was video chatting with Nick when the screen froze. I can’t get back online.”

Moni checked her phone. “Same here. And there are no mobile networks here.”

A moment later, the TV streaming service complained about a lost connection as well.

“What the hell? I was watching that?” Zoë shut off the TV and looked at her phone. “Shit. Back to the Middle Ages.”

“What are we going to do now?” Julie threw her phone onto the couch. “I am not used to being offline.”

Zoë bit the end of her thumb and winked at Moni. “Come on, girls. We’re snowed in, the internet is out … it’s like the intro of a lesbian porno.”

“Or a horror movie,” Julie commented and crawled onto the couch, laying her head on Moni’s lap with a loud sigh.

“You watched a lot of lesbian porno, Zoë?” Moni asked with a smile.

Zoë shrugged. “I will neither confirm nor deny that.”

Moni felt a pleasant shiver down her spine. “I’ve never been with a girl.”

“Really?” Zoë inched closer and started stroking Julie’s hair. “Not even when you two lived together? No fooling around?”

Moni rolled her eyes. “Of course not. And don’t pretend like you ever tried it.”

“Fine, I haven’t.” Zoë leaned in, her face close to Moni’s. “But I’ve thought about it.”

“I’m not sure I …” Moni started, but she was interrupted when her spontaneous friend kissed her. Moni’s first instinct was to push Zoë away, but the impulse was overwritten by Zoë’s soft lips. The kiss was tender at first, pleasant, but Moni soon felt Zoë’s tongue pushing to open her mouth. Moni was hesitant at first, but eventually allowed Zoë’s tongue inside. The two women started exploring each other’s mouths, their tongues intertwined in a sensual dance.

It was harmless.

It was just a bit of fun.

Then why am I getting massively turned on?

Moni felt Zoë’s hand on her breast. She did not attempt to push it away, and the gentle touch on top of her T-shirt soon added to the growing arousal.

When Zoë finally extracted her tongue from Moni’s mouth, they looked down to see Julie staring up at them from Moni’s lap. Her mild face was contorted in a mix of disgust and curiosity. “What are you two doing?”

“Just having fun,” Moni said, licking her lips, but she could tell that the kiss had ignited a fire in Zoë, a fire similar to the one burning in her own loins. “Do you want to try, Julie?”

Julie shook her head. “No, I … I don’t want to.”

Moni sent Zoë a devious smile. “Alright, we won’t kiss you. How about … a foot massage?”

Zoë bit her lower lip and smiled. “Yes. A foot massage.”

Zoë and Moni started crawling towards Julie, who pushed herself up against the end of the couch to try and get away from the grinning girls. “Come on, stop that,” she said with a smile.

“Stop what?” Moni said and removed Julie’s Hello Kitty socks, revealing her cute, long-toed tiny feet. “We’re only touching your feet.”

A high-pitched, playful whine escaped Julie as Zoë and Moni each took one of her feet in their hands. Moni’s fingers gracefully traveled across the thin skin on the top of the small foot. Julie had taken good care of it, and there was hardly a patch of hardened skin to be found anywhere on the toes or sole. There was something intimate about the act as Moni and Zoë started massing Julie’s feet. Moni moved her thumb in small circles beneath the toes, eliciting pleased moans from Julie, despite her reluctance. Moni could tell that her friend was still tense, and the toes twitched whenever the girls found a ticklish spot.

“That’s … pretty nice,” Julie said, pushing up her glasses.

“Just relax.” Ray caressed Julie’s ankle and heel. “It’s just a foot massage.”

For now.

Moni started rubbing each of the long toes in turn. Julie’s feet were cute, as opposed to her own high-arched ones, and she found great enjoyment in pleasing her friend. She even felt a bit submissive kneeling in front of Julie like this. Zoë had moved onto the floor to have enough room and soon started kissing the top of Julie’s feet.

“That’s a little weird, Zoë,” Julie said with a frown.

Zoë looked up at her. “Do you want me to stop?”

Julie bit the inside of her cheek and pondered the question before shaking her head no.

Moni also started kissing Julie’s foot, slowly transitioning into short licks to the sole. A revealing moan escaped Julie. These were the feet of a woman used to sitting down for hours on end, and the skin felt good against Moni’s tongue. She was not sure where she wanted this to lead, but she could not shake the kiss she had shared with Zoë. She wanted more. She wanted Julie to be a part of it, and for that to happen, she needed her shy friend to relax.

“Mmmm …” Julie let out a gasp when both Zoë and Moni started sucking her toes in turn. The petite body quivered and the expressive eyes closed as she gave in to the pleasure.

Moni started with the pinky toe, sucking and licking it for a long time before moving on. When she finally reached the big toe, Julie was almost comatose. Moni herself was absorbed by the experience and had not noticed that Zoë had moved up behind her until she felt her socks being removed.

Moni smiled as she felt a long, wet lick against the sole of her feet, and she almost bit Julie’s toe when the tickling sensation made her twitch. As Zoë started switching between licking her arches and massaging them, Moni could not help thinking that she should have done stuff like this long ago; she had lived with both Julie and Zoë at some point, but they had never experimented. She felt closer to her friends as they worshipped each other’s feet.

“It’s nice, Moni,” Julie whispered. “It’s nice.”

Moni should have known that Zoë was not going to stop here. She did not want her to.

First, Zoë started moving her hands up the inside of Moni’s legs. The thin yoga pants did nothing to lessen the feeling of Zoë’s delicate touch. Zoë did not stop licking the soles of Moni’s feet as the hands reached her round ass, which was ripe for touching in her kneeling position. She half expected Zoë to be rough, maybe even spank her, but to her surprise, the touch was gentle and sensual.

Pull them off, Zoë. Pull off my pants.

Maybe it was telepathy, maybe she just knew Zoë’s dirty mind, but she soon felt her pants being pulled down. Slowly. Julie had not noticed anything; she was leaned back with closed eyes and a satisfied smile on her youthful face.

Then Zoë removed Moni’s panties. There was nothing in Moni’s mind that called for her to stop Zoë, nothing that told her she was not enjoying it.

The foot-licking stopped. Moni’s heart started racing in anticipation of what could happen next.

A kiss. A kiss on the lower part of her calf. It was teasing, barely touching her, but the intensity increased as Zoë started moving upwards. Her hands followed along, caressing every muscle, every inch of skin. Moni did not stop sucking Julie’s toe, but her attention was elsewhere, especially when Zoë playfully started licking the inside of her thigh, moving excruciatingly slowly upward towards Moni’s aching pussy. The fire inside her wanted more.

Gentle drops of lust soon turned into a small stream as Zoë’s tongue inched closer to Moni’s pussy. At first, she explored the outside, playfully licking the edge of Moni’s labia.

Fuck, that feels good. Moni started sucking Julie’s toes even harder while her hands massaged and caressed the soft feet. She had to bite her lip to keep from moaning loudly; she did not want to disturb Julie. She could feel Zoë smile as the feisty girl pushed her face into her pussy. She could feel the curly hair tickle her ass as the long tongue buried itself deep inside her. It was hot. Intense. Moni had never noticed how long Zoë’s tongue was, but she certainly appreciated it at this moment.

Fuuuuck … It felt like her pussy exploded when Zoë jammed three fingers inside and started finger-fucking Moni. How can Julie not notice what is going on? Fuck, Zoë is licking my clit!

Waves of lust washed over Moni, more vividly than she had ever experienced before. She was going to come. Soon. There was no way to stop it, nor did she want to. Zoë kept finding new zones of incredible pleasure inside Moni’s pussy, and when Moni came a moment later, she could no longer keep it in. A loud, moaning scream escaped her while she still had Julie’s big toe in her mouth. Zoë kept licking Moni, kept pushing her even further into the orgasm.

“What …?” Julie seemed to return from a place far away and stared in shock at the sight of a half-naked Moni whimpering and moaning on the couch with Zoë’s face buried in her pussy. “No way!”

Zoë pulled back and looked at Julie with a huge smile, wiping her mouth. “Sorry, Julie, I couldn’t help myself. I don’t think Moni is mad, though.”

Moni shook her head, still soaking up the last drops of the amazing orgasm.

“You can’t … It’s not …” Julie pushed her glasses up. “Can you?”

“Why not?” Moni struggled to catch her breath. “It’s a perfect time for a little experimenting.” She nodded at the windows that were now covered in snow. “You should try it, Julie. Let us pleasure you.”

Moni started crawling toward Julie with a playful smile. Zoë joined in, and together, they started undressing Julie, despite her loud protests.

“No! I don’t want …”

This time, it was Moni who interrupted someone with a kiss. Julie was tense and hesitant at first, but she soon started relaxing. She let out a deep sigh.

“But … Nick …”

Moni smiled. “Nick isn’t here. And he will never know.”

She kissed Julie again, and the tiny girl finally gave in completely. Their tongues intertwined in a passionate kiss, and Julie stopped resisting Zoë’s attempt to undress her. The huge sweatshirt vanished, revealing a tight, petite body underneath. The small, perky breasts were rescued from the oppressive bra.

Moni stopped kissing Julie for a second. “Zoë, you too. Take your clothes off.”

“With pleasure,” Zoë said and removed her shirt and pajama pants. If anything, the puffy hair looked even more extreme with the wiry body no longer hidden by the large T-shirt. Zoë smiled and crawled closer to Julie with the grace of a tiger.

“You look amazing, Julie,” Moni whispered. She removed her clothes as well and started licking her friend’s nipple. She sucked it into her mouth, massaging it between her lips, gently biting down on it. Julie grabbed Moni’s hair as she moaned, but she did not pull her away.

“Mmm … that’s nice,” Julie said. “More …”

Moni groped the other breast, kneading it with force, while her mouth acted as the gentle counterpart. The heat from Julie’s body was intoxicating, and Moni found herself enjoying the act of pleasuring her long-time friend. Zoë laid herself down on the other side of Julie, removing the large glasses before sticking her long tongue down Julie’s throat.

This is so hot, Moni thought as the hard nipple danced on her tongue. Julie’s fingers kept combing through her hair as a sign of appreciation and affection, and the petite body twitched whenever Zoë or Moni found another pleasurable spot.

Moni allowed her hands to wander away from the breast, downward. She took her time, resting on the stomach until Julie lost patience and pushed Moni’s hand the last stretch towards the pussy. Moni started massaging the clit, slowly, carefully. There was no need to rush it, they had all night to explore each other. She could hear Julie’s breaths deepen, see the plump lips quiver as she moaned.

“Zoë …” Julie whispered.

Zoë opened her eyes without stopping her enthusiastic sucking of Julie’s tit and looked up. Her brown eyes shimmered with lust.

“Zoë … lick my asshole.” Julie did not open her eyes. Her hand started caressing the breast the moment Zoë obliged and moved down between Julie’s legs.

Our shy friend has a kinky side, Moni thought and smiled. She placed two fingers inside Julie’s warm, inviting pussy while using her thumb to massage the clit. Zoë started licking Julie’s asshole, and the reaction was instantaneous.

“Yes! Just like that!” Julie’s body arched and her moaning filled the room, adding to the lust that had started to build in Moni as well. Moni could still feel the soft tremors of her orgasm, but seeing Julie give in to desire like this was a massive turn-on. Zoë’s tongue danced with experienced elegance around the asshole, switching between short licks and long, wet licks. Moni could feel the muscles in Julie’s tight body tense up, feel her get closer.

“I want to come, Moni,” Julie whispered, her bright voice dripping with barely contained lust. Moni had never seen her like this before, and she could not deny the attraction she was feeling to the small, horny girl. “Rub my clit harder.”

“I want to keep you on the edge for a while longer,” Moni answered with a smile.

Julie looked at her and pouted. “Meanie.”

Moni kept her word. After a while, Julie was edging hard, and her nails dug into Moni’s scalp in frustration.

“Please, Moni. Please!” she whimpered.

Zoë never stopped licking the asshole. Julie’s pussy was obscured by the brown curls with blonde highlights, and Zoë’s own moans joined the heavenly choir as she fingered herself.

“Since you asked nicely, I’ll let you come.” Moni slipped her dripping wet fingers out of Julie’s pussy and rubbed the clit faster.

The orgasm was loud. Crazy. And messy. Julie screamed as she climaxed, squirting wildly, soaking Zoë.

“Hey!” Zoë laughed before closing her mouth over Julie’s pussy, soaking up the last squirts. She leaned back and wiped her mouth. “Give me a warning next time, Moni.”

“How could I have known?” Moni said with a smile, hugging Julie who had cuddled up to her while her body was ravaged by the intense orgasm.

“In any case, I think you need to be punished for that.” Zoë wiped her face with the T-shirt she had taken off earlier. “Punished real good.”

Julie looked up. “Oh, I like the sound of that! Moni was a real meanie, keeping me on edge like that. Let’s punish her!” Julie grabbed Moni’s wrists and sat astride her torso.

Moni could not help but laugh. She could easily get out from under Julie’s tiny body, but she did not want to. The feeling of Julie’s wet pussy on her stomach was delightful, and she wanted to see what the two girls had in store for her. “I have been a bad girl, haven’t I?” she said with a smile.

Julie nodded. “Very much!” She leaned in and kissed Moni. The kiss was surprisingly forceful, but it only served to arouse Moni even further. “Zoë, find something to tie Moni with!”

Zoë disappeared for a moment before returning with a wide leather belt. “I think this will do nicely.” She bit her lower lip and winked at Moni.

“Forget the belt, what the hell is that?” Moni blurted out at the sight of the large dildo in Zoë’s other hand.

“The other part of your punishment.” Zoë laughed. “Never leave home without it.”

“Someone is single again,” Julie said and smirked. “Now we know what happens when you spend suspiciously long in your room.”

“It’s called mediation,” Zoë said and extended her tongue. She walked over to Moni and hit her upper thigh with the belt. The pain was immediate and more intense than Moni had expected, and she cried out in surprise. “Get on your knees, hands behind your back, Moni. Time for your punishment.”

Julie crawled off of Moni, who obeyed, despite the burning sensation on her thigh. Zoë tied her hands tightly with the belt; Moni could not help but imagine that Zoë had done this before since she had no way of escaping. She had never been tied up before, and Moni was surprised to find that she was loving it. It did not detract from the experience to see Julie and Zoë approaching her, naked, with playful lust on their seductive smiles.

Zoë grabbed Moni’s hair and yanked her head sideways. “I want you to lick my pussy, Moni.”

Moni smiled and licked her lips. She wanted nothing more. Zoë sat down on the couch and leaned back on the plush pillows, forcing Moni to crawl onto the bed to follow. Zoë spread her legs wide before pulling Moni’s hair, forcing her face down onto Zoë’s exposed pussy. It felt odd to submit to two wiry, petite girls, yet it also seemed right. Sensual. Incredible. Moni licked Zoë’s pussy with enthusiasm and enjoyed the feedback, the loud moans and curse words streaming from her friend’s mouth.

“Shit, you’re good at this!” Zoë moaned, using two fingers to massage her clit while the other hand kept holding Moni’s hair. “Looking good sucking that giant dildo, Julie.”

She’s doing what?

“I figured I’d lube it a bit first,” Julie said, sounding like her mouth was filled with a baked potato.

Please stick it in, Julie, please …

Julie read her mind, but she was in no hurry. The tip of the rubber cock rubbed against the outside of Moni’s pussy, teasing her, driving her mad. She groaned loudly into Zoë’s pussy, but Julie just laughed, seemingly loving being in control. After a while, she allowed the tip to peek inside; the dildo was drenched in Julie’s saliva, and the lubricated cock started fucking the entrance to Moni’s pussy for a bit until Moni felt like she was being stretched to the breaking point when Julie slowly inserted the huge dildo all the way.

“FUUUCK, that is big!” Moni shouted, her scream muffled by Zoë’s pussy. She had never felt something that large inside her. She had to get one for herself. Moni felt both stupendously horny and alive as well as submissive at the same time. Part of her brain told her that it was humiliating, being bound by her friends and forced to lick one while the other fucked her with a huge dildo, but the rational voice soon drowned in a flood of lust. Nothing inside her found it the least bit awkward or off-putting when Julie started spanking her ass with a spatula from the kitchen. The slight pain was arousing, and Moni felt like she could go on forever.

“Lick my ass, Moni!” Zoë’s voice was raspy and shallow; she sounded like she was in the middle of a marathon.

Moni was not sure why Zoë even asked since she forced Moni’s face down to the asshole a moment later. At first, Moni was hesitant – she found asslicking disgusting, but she wanted to please Zoë. She swallowed her pride and started licking Zoë’s asshole.

Moans and screams filled the room as Zoë and Moni inched ever closer to orgasm.

If this was a punishment, Moni had no intention of behaving for the duration of their stay. The dildo filled her, stretched her, lighting every nerve ending in her pussy on fire. Julie started going faster, fucking Moni with stamina that no man could ever match. Moni struggled against her restraints, wanting badly to rub her own clit, but she could not escape, and the feeling of helplessness only helped arouse her further.

“We would get a lot of followers if we streamed this,” Julie said and chuckled. Moni barely registered the comment, and neither did Zoë.

When Moni came, the orgasm dwarfed the one Zoë had given her earlier. The moment she screamed, Julie started rubbing her clit to push her even further into the orgasmic abyss. Every muscle in her body seemed to vibrate, and she had to stop licking Zoë; she was unable to do anything but embrace the wild ride.

She could feel Julie behind her. Ready to release her, to remove the belt.

“Don’t, Julie,” Moni panted and smiled. “Not yet. Put the dildo in Zoë’s asshole.”

“I don’t think you’re in charge, Moni,” Zoë said, still rubbing her clit.

Moni blew Zoë a kiss. “That belt is not going to keep me from pleasing you, Zoë.”

Moni inched closer to Zoë, licking her nipples before kissing her. She heard Zoë gasp when Julie started fucking her ass with the dildo that still dripped with Moni’s juices.

“Slowly, Julie,” Zoë moaned. “Slow … like that … oh fuck, that feels good … come closer, Julie …”

Julie knelt next to Zoë, who started fingering her. Zoë kept kissing Moni, using her other hand to gently rub Moni’s pussy which was still sore from the massive cock. It was an intense experience, not just because Moni’s entire body was still shaking from her orgasms and being stimulated by Zoë’s dexterous gamer fingers, but because it was such an intimate moment. All three of them were naked, all being stimulated, moaning and groaning together. So far, the sex had been intense and kinetic, but now it had all slowed down. The kissing was tender and pleasant, and Julie was careful as she fucked Zoë’s asshole, gently pushing the dildo in a little deeper with every thrust.

Moni’s shoulders were getting sore from having her hands tied tightly together behind her back, but she did not want to ruin the moment. Zoë’s tongue was deep inside her mouth, kissing her with more passion than any of her boyfriends ever had. She was so used to documenting everything in her life, to share it with her millions of fans, but this was an experience she was going to keep all to herself.

After a while, Zoë laid down flat on the couch. She did not stop fingering Julie, who kept up the rhythmic, almost meditative fucking of Zoë’s ass. No words were spoken; their bodies seemed to move as one. Moni lovered her pussy onto Zoë’s mouth. Moni had barely managed to lean forward to lick Zoë’s clit before she felt Zoë’s tongue deep inside her own pussy. She gently placed her lips over Zoë’s clit, sucking it inside her mouth.

The air was thick with desire and pleasure. The couch creaked as their bodies writhed, driven by pure lust.

Orgasms flowed in and out of each other, leading to new positions, and new experiences. None of them wanted it to stop, and Moni had soon lost all sense of time. Her tongue was raw, her pussy sore, but there was always a new spot to kiss, a new place to lick. Their hands and mouths explored new territories.

They screamed.

They cried with joy.

Tender, loving moments flowed into rough, hard sex. Gentle caressing turned to playful spankings; they smiled, laughed, moaned.

When they finally collapsed in a pile of sweaty, petite bodies and smiles, the storm was over.

“That … was fun,” Zoë said with a tired smile. She was lying with her head on Moni’s stomach.

“Not going to disagree with that.” Julie was cuddled up in a fetal position on the other side of Moni. Her hands were playing with the belt, that had ended up around her neck after Moni had been untied. “I’ve never tried anything like it.”

Moni stroked Julie’s hair. “You feel bad about Nick?”

Julie shrugged. “I won’t tell him if you guys don’t. Besides, I just had a bit of fun with my friends.”

“Are we going skiing in the morning?” Zoë asked, staring at the snow-covered windows.

Moni groaned. “I feel like I’ve had enough exercise for the weekend. We could just stay in.”

Julie removed the belt from her neck and put her glasses back on. “What, and fuck each other again?”

“Is that a bad thing?” Zoë asked.

Julie smiled. “Not at all.”

THE END
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Corporate Punishment

Emily is shocked when she finds that her workplace has a dungeon beneath the marble floors. She is just as shocked to fall in love with the beautiful woman charged with punishing her.

Tales from the Dungeon

Erica loves her job as a warden and torturer, punishing the gorgeous women and men sent through the facility. Collection of six connected short stories.

Bound for Detention

Anna is sent to detention where she is dominated by Mrs. Hope, her hot teacher.
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Thank you for reading. I hope you will follow the links above to read some of my other stories – most are BDSM-themed. If you want to know about new releases, follow me on Twitter or Instagram. Check out my Patreon if you like handcuffs, shackles, and/or wristwatches(!). I also offer custom short stories on Fiverr.

Love, Jessica
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