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Foreword
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Chapter 1

“So about this weekend… there’s been a bit of a change of plans.”

I felt my heart drop for a moment. It wasn’t a big deal, but I’d been looking forward to the weekend with my best friend Zoey for weeks now. I’d had a horrible few months between getting laid off and rehired at a new job, and having my boyfriend of one year break up with me. The only thing keeping me on track was looking forward to unwinding at Zoey’s aunt’s cottage, our annual tradition.

“Oh my god, what is it?”

“It’s not like huge, but I ran into Kennedy on the weekend and I said she could stop by Friday night. I’m sorry, I should have run it by you first. I know you aren’t crazy about her. But like, we hadn’t seen her since high school and she lives up in Elmbrook. I know we were gonna go for dinner that night, but maybe we could just stay in and go for dinner Saturday.”

Kennedy, Zoey and I were all pretty close in high school, along with a few others. That was over a decade ago now. We’d moved on to different colleges and completely different lives. In fact, I hadn’t even thought about her in ages.

I remembered Kennedy and I had a disagreement when we were younger, and I couldn’t remember what it was over. It was something so small and silly, but I had absolutely hated her afterwards, and I was sure she hated me as well. We always had a bit of tension between us. Zoey was in the middle, but ended up going to the same college as me, and Kennedy and the other girls drifted apart.

“It’s not that like, I don’t hate her or anything. I don’t even remember what happened. But she’s just a lot sometimes.”

“I know what you mean. But honestly, she seems so different now. Like I almost didn’t recognize her. I mean, we’re totally different too now. But I can probably get out of it still…”

“No, oh my god no, it’s totally okay. I mean, we’re there for three nights. It might be nice to catch up to her. If anything, I probably owe her an apology for how I treated her.”

“Oh, thank god. Thank you for not being mad at me. I promise it will be totally fun.”

After I hung up the phone, I started folding laundry that I’d washed for the trip, sitting in my living room. My mind kept wandering to the past, thinking of Kennedy, her long, light brown hair, and her golden eyes. She was tall, strikingly gorgeous, and full of energy and life. Too much, sometimes. But it had been so long since I’d seen her, I wasn’t sure what she looked like now.

I remembered I’d been jealous of her, not all the time, but there had always been a bit of envy over how beautiful and effortless she was. I was nervous to see her again, but it was overshadowed by how excited I was to be getting away from the city and going to a place that had become a tradition of visiting with my best friend.

Zoey’s aunt’s cottage was secluded in the woods, which was a complete opposite of the life I was used to, smack in the middle of a small city, in an apartment building. I could almost smell the trees, the crackling fireplace, the bug spray, and the fresh clean air that laced my memories of the cottage. We always had it to ourselves.

I thought that maybe after such a hard year that maybe I was putting too much pressure on this trip to be perfect. I could take a vacation anytime I wanted. But something about the familiarity of a beautiful place with a close friend sounded more healing than any flight out of the country.
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Chapter 2

As I left the city on the highway, I could feel my muscles relaxing and my shoulders dropping as the urban landscape transformed into a lush scenery of greenery and trees. It was Friday in early summer; the sky was bright blue; the weather was perfect. I rolled down the windows in my car, laughing with relief, feeling like I was running away from a dark cloud.

After a few hours of driving, and only one stop for an iced coffee and some groceries, I arrived at the cottage. It was at the end of a winding dirt road with only enough room for one car. The rustic white wooden cottage sat at the start of a forest clearing. There was a lake nearby, but Zoey’s aunt had a hot tub, so we rarely strayed far from there.

Although we were quite secluded, there was a small town only twenty minutes away. If there were neighbors, we had yet to see them.

Zoey’s car was parked out front, and before I could shut my car door, I heard her voice.

“Katie!”

She ran out the door barefoot, dodging gravel expertly. Her long brown hair trailed behind her, choppy bangs flying back in the wind. She hugged me so quickly and tightly. It was like she hadn’t seen me in months. I realized she was probably looking forward to this trip just as much as I had been.

Zoey had also gone through a breakup, but it was much worse than mine. She broke up with her girlfriend of three years, and they’d been engaged. It happened months ago, and she didn’t like to talk about it a lot, but I could tell it was affecting her.

“I’m so excited I cannot even tell you. Kennedy’s coming tonight, she’s going to bring dinner, and we’ll probably just chat on the patio, I’m thinking. But if it gets weird, I have a movie.”

“Perfect! I’m sure it will be fine. I feel a lot better about it. We have a lot to catch up on.”

“Right? It’ll be good. And then after she leaves we can talk about the rest of the weekend.”

We’d spent a few hours breaking the place in. I unpacked my bags, filled the fridge with the food I’d bought, and put my toiletries in the bathroom. Every moment I had to get something from my car, I savored it, knowing that I wouldn’t be driving again for a few days. I made sure that every time I stepped outside I took the biggest breath of fresh pine scented air into my lungs, wishing I could breathe it in every day.

“Oh, that’s probably her,” Zoey said, jumping out of her seat after hearing a knock at the door.

I froze, not sure if I should get up too or wait. Deciding to stay seated at the kitchen island, I heard Kennedy’s familiar voice from the other room as Zoey greeted her.

I felt a bit on edge, but I knew there was no reason to feel that way. I stood up as Kennedy walked in, and she let out a small scream and hugged me. She was taller than I’d remembered, her hair was dyed darker, but her piercing blue eyes seemed to be even brighter than I’d recalled.

“Oh my god, Katie, you look so good! I’m so happy to catch up with you guys!”

“Thanks, you look great too!” I said, feeling myself relax. Maybe this wouldn’t be so bad after all.
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Chapter 3

The three of us spoke out on the patio for a few hours, as if nothing had changed. It was weird at first, especially because Zoey and I had been so close for the last few years, and Kennedy hadn’t even spoken to us since high school. But after we all relaxed, it felt just like the old days, except much better.

Zoey turned on the barbecue and made burgers, while Kennedy and I chatted and caught up a bit more. She apologized for anything that she said when we were younger, and I did the same.

She wasn’t the same edgy, loud friend that I’d remembered. I noticed she seemed more reserved and mature, but I could feel that glimmer of daring excitement underneath her softer exterior.

After a while, the three of us moved to another part of the porch with outdoor furniture. There was a small wicker sofa and a chair. Kennedy took the chair and Zoey and I sat on the sofa. We laughed and talked until the sun went down, and I wondered what I had been so worried about before.

“I really do feel bad for both of you,” Kennedy started, shifting in her chair. “Both of your breakups. I mean, that’s really tough.”

“Thanks. It’s been a rough year. I’m glad you have Jeffrey, though. It seems like he’s really great,” Zoey said.

“Oh my god he is great, really. I mean, at least you both have each other. Maybe you should try to convert Katie to being a lesbian. She’d be a good match for you,” Kennedy said, laughing loudly. I shifted awkwardly in my chair.

“Yeah right,” Zoey laughed. “Katie is so straight. There’d be no way.”

I thought for a moment it was funny Zoey hadn’t said there was no way that she wouldn’t date me, just that I wouldn’t date her. I thought about bringing it up, but thought better.

“That’s what you think! Maybe I would?” I teased.

“Prove it then, Katie.” Kennedy gave me one of her old piercing, familiar looks. Daring me, her face suddenly serious.

I swallowed hard and looked at Zoey. She just smiled, silently. Not saving me, or telling me how ridiculous that would be. She just looked at me.

“C’mon Katie, it’s not that hard. But it’s okay. I figured you wouldn’t. You never were the daring type.”

The tone of her voice annoyed me. It sounded competitive, like if I didn’t, she would. I had been joking anyway, but now I wanted to prove her wrong. I felt angry for a moment, and without fully thinking, I leaned in. My hand on Zoey’s cheek, I turned her head slightly, and I kissed her.

I felt the anger in me melt away immediately. Zoey kissed me back passionately, her hand finding my thigh and pulling me closer. Her other hand pressed gently on the back of my neck as her tongue licked at my lips. I could taste her cherry lip gloss on her soft lips.

I hadn’t thought this through. It hadn’t crossed my mind that she would kiss me back like this, or that the kiss would be more than a quick peck.

My breathing became heavy, my heart beating fast. I had to stop myself from letting out a moan as she explored my mouth, her hand moving up my thigh. It took everything in me to stop myself from grabbing her hand and moving it higher. I’d never had anyone kiss me quite like this before, so passionately. I wanted more, but I felt her pull away.

“Fuck, I wish I knew it was that easy. I would have told you to kiss me.”

I looked at Kennedy, in between her and Zoey’s silence. She was daring me again, her grin and her piercing gaze. Zoey still sat silent, encouraging. I felt like I did when I was younger, Kennedy suggesting ridiculous things, and me saying no, feeling like a prude. You should kiss that guy, flash the cars on the highway, steal that shirt, why are you buying it? Oh my god Katie, what, are you scared? But this time it would be different.

I walked over to her, where she sat in her chair, still grinning. I leaned over her and kissed her as I’d done with Zoey. She did the same, kissing me back hard. I felt her hands pulling at me and I followed, straddling her lap in the chair. Her warm body pressed against mine as she wrapped her arms around me. I felt myself again stifling a moan as a shiver passed through me. My skin felt on fire, my body pulsing as I realized just how turned on I was.

But this kiss was shorter. She pulled away, and for a moment I felt a bit of panic. I was on her lap, looking like an idiot, probably right where she had wanted me. She and Zoey would laugh at me, and I’d ruin the entire weekend for myself. I could never come back from this.

Instead, she looked behind me at Zoey for a moment, nodded, and then back at me.

“Can Zoey touch you?”

“Yes,” I blurted.

Kennedy kissed me again while grabbing my thighs and pulling me so close to her I could almost grind against her. Zoey’s hands quickly slid from my stomach, up my cropped tank top. She pulled down the bikini top I wore underneath, and her fingers lightly pinched my nipples. I moaned loudly against Kennedy’s mouth as she pulled and pinched the hard nubs.

Kennedy grabbed my ass, and I felt my hips grinding against her without even thinking.

Zoey’s mouth was to my ear now, sucking and nibbling on my earlobe, sending even more chills down my spine and through my body. Then I heard her in my ear, loud enough for Kennedy to hear.

“Do you still like it rough?”

Kennedy pulled away to hear my answer.

“Yes,” I started, and felt Zoey instantly pinch harder, causing me to moan even louder. “Fuck, yes, I do,” I gasped.

“Oh, this changes things. Tell me more.”

I suddenly felt nervous. She wanted me to tell them everything I liked? Zoey knew everything, we had spoken about it before. Kennedy moved her hands, rubbing her thumbs along my inner thighs, encouraging me.

It worked. I opened my mouth to speak, but Zoey had already stepped in for me.

“Can I say? What you told me?”

I nodded.

“She said she’s always wanted to be dominated. She wants to be told what to do, she wants to be fucked hard and spanked, tied up… that’s what you said, right?”

It was true, and hearing Zoey say my darkest fantasies out loud drove me crazy. It was so hot that she had remembered. None of my partners had been into that kind of thing, but I didn’t really blame them. It was embarrassing, and weird to say. So I stopped bringing it up, except for when I’d told Zoey one night.

This wasn’t how I’d ever imagined it. I had the same fantasies all the time, for years. Faceless men, touching me, pulling my hair, fucking me and using me and calling me a slut. I’d never even thought of having sex with a woman, let alone two, but this felt hotter than anything I’d ever imagined. It felt like I was doing something I shouldn’t.

“Yes, I want that, fuck,” I moaned, Zoey’s and Kennedy’s hands still teasing my nipples and thighs.

“Wow. And what, you’d let two women do that to you? Two friends?”

It was as if Kennedy was asking for permission, and I didn’t even need to think about it. The way she spoke made me feel shame, but in the hottest way.

“Yes, I would.”

“Oh my god, you’d really have to be a fucking slut to be straight and ask two women to fuck you, don’t you think, Zoey?”

“Yeah, she does sound like a slut,” Zoey replied, and I wished I could have seen her behind me when she’d said it. The way she said it, almost growling, so close to my ear, made me more turned on than anything.

“If you want to stop, just tell us, okay Katie? Or if you want a break. But I think you’d be a good little fuck toy for the night. Me and Zoey can use you like the stupid slut you want to be so bad. What do you think?”

I thought for a moment about Kennedy’s boyfriend, Jeffrey. Would he ever know about this? Then I wondered about how Zoey and I would ever come back from this. Was this the plan all along?

But I was in too deep. The Katie twenty minutes ago probably would have said no, but with how good I felt with Kennedy word’s and Zoey’s hands, I knew what I wanted.

“Please, yes. I’ll do anything. Treat me like a slut.”

“Don’t worry, that will be easy. That’s what you are.”
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Chapter 4

“Stand up, go inside, and strip. You won’t be needing clothes for the rest of the night.”

I didn’t want to do what they said. I wanted their hands under my clothes, tugging at them, pulling them off. I wanted to feel them strip me naked and fuck me outside for anyone to see like the desperate whore that I was.

But I did as they said. I stood up, my legs shaking. It felt so awkward, walking away from them into the house by myself, but I figured that was how they wanted me to feel.

The house was dark. I looked back once I was inside and saw them talking. I took my clothes off in the dark kitchen, setting them on the counter and waited.

After a few minutes, they came into the house. I heard the porch door click shut. I could see them in the dark house, the moonlight pouring through the windows, giving me enough light to tell who was who.

Kennedy stepped toward where I leaned against the counter. Zoey was a few steps behind her.

“Turn around.”

I did as she said, feeling so exposed. I turned around and felt someone’s hand grab my ass immediately.

“I can’t wait to see how fucking red and sore your ass gets later,” Kennedy said, pinching me hard. I moaned in response, my pussy throbbing.

“Or now?” I asked, my body begging to be bent over the counter.

“Do you fucking hear her, Zoey? She can’t even wait to be punished. You don’t get to decide, Katie, it’s not up to you.”

“Katie, you’ll be lucky if we even let you cum tonight,” Zoey said.

We hadn’t even started yet, and I wanted to beg and scream. I’d never been so turned on, and they’d barely even touched me. I needed it, anything. But I knew there would be no point asking, or else they really wouldn’t let me cum.

“You’re right, I’ll do whatever you say.”

Kennedy laughed. “Yes, I know I’m right, and you will do what we say. What room is she staying in, Zoey?”

“I’ll show you.”

“I want to make sure she has to sleep in the same bed she gets fucked in all weekend.”


We entered the bedroom, Zoey leading the way, her hand in mine, and Kennedy close behind me. Zoey turned the light on, and I wanted so badly to cover myself up, but there was no point. I didn’t have any time to feel embarrassed, because before I could think, I was being led to the bed.

“Lay down on your back,” Zoey said, and squeezed my hand gently before letting go.

I did as she said, laying down on the freshly made bed. I thought about how Zoey’s aunt had probably been here this morning or the day before as she usually would, changing the sheets for us and tidying up the place. I bet she never could have imagined what we’d be doing here on her clean linen.

“Turns out Zoey came prepared,” Kennedy said, and pulled out some long, black ribbons. I watched as they each grabbed one of my wrists and tied it to the bedframe on either side of me, my arms outstretched.

“That okay? Are you comfortable?” Zoey asked, and I nodded.

Kennedy walked over to Zoey’s side of the bed and kissed her as they stood. I watched them make out, their faces flushed. Kennedy’s hands roamed Zoey’s body, and I watched as Zoey pulled off her shirt. I couldn’t move an inch and it was killing me to watch the way they touched each other. I could hear them gasping and moaning, undressing each other, and I wanted to break out of the restraints.

I looked at their bodies as they undressed, and it felt so surreal. These were my friends, and even as long as I’d known Zoey, I’d never seen her in less than a bathing suit. Not only was it strange seeing my friends naked, but it was even worse that I found them so hot. I couldn’t help but stare at Kennedy’s hips, or Zoey’s breasts. It was like they moved in slow motion, and I didn’t want to look away.

“Aww, jealous, Katie? Don’t worry, if you’re lucky, Zoey might touch you, too.”

She was right. I was jealous. Every bone in my body wanted to be touched. I couldn’t help but squirm and pull on the restraints, but I stayed silent, wanting to be good for them so they would reward me. But I wasn’t sure how much longer I could wait. I needed something.
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Chapter 5

“Ask her.”

“Please fuck my face, Zoey,” I begged.

They both laughed at me. Zoey straddled my face, grabbing my hair and looking down at me.

I opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out, and she lowered herself. My tongue touched her pussy, and I quickly moved it against her, my movements eager. I licked her wet hole and up to her hard clit, tasting her and savoring her soft skin on my tongue. She tasted sweet, and I felt myself salivating as I licked and sucked at her.

“Mmm, good girl, Katie. Your mouth is fucking perfect.”

I moaned in response to her, and she continued rocking herself against my mouth. I had already felt helpless with my arms tied to the bed, but now I felt even more vulnerable, being used like this. Her body blocked my eyes so I couldn’t see anything now, and I jumped a bit when I felt Kennedy’s icy hands pushing my thighs open. I wondered what she would do to me, but I wouldn’t know until she started.

“Fuck, she’s so wet,” Kennedy said, pushing two of her fingers inside of me. I lifted my hips eagerly, begging silently for her to fuck me, but she stopped immediately. “She must really enjoy having her face fucked.”

I moaned in agreement, everything in my body wishing that she would finger me again.

Instead, the mattress shifted slightly as she climbed over me, straddling one of my legs. She lifted my hips a bit and placed a pillow underneath. Then she grabbed my other leg, lifting it slightly, and suddenly I felt her warm, wet pussy against mine. She rubbed herself against me, sliding over me, grinding herself hard against my clit and wetness. I moaned loudly, my clit finally feeling relief from the pain of throbbing and swelling.

Zoey stopped moving her clit against my tongue. She held my hair tighter.

“Suck.”

I did as she said, sucking her clit, her hips still grinding slowly into my mouth. I couldn’t help but moan, pulling against the restraints slightly as my face and pussy were being fucked. The way Kennedy moved her hips against me, our slick wetness sliding her across me quickly, with Zoey holding my head hard while fucking me like I was a toy, made me feel like I was in heaven. I heard them both moaning, and it made me feel so good to know that it was because of me.

“Don’t you fucking cum, Katie. If you do, this ends.”

I was getting close, and I wasn’t sure how I could stop. Especially with the way they both ground against my body. I felt it rising within me, my legs tensing, my moans growing louder. It was getting harder to suck Zoey’s clit with how close I was.

Kennedy stopped for a moment.

“I said, don’t fucking cum, Katie.”

After she stopped, I felt myself come back down to earth a little. My orgasm trickled away, and my clit throbbed hard again.

I felt her hand on my clit, and I thought maybe she’d changed her mind, but instead she covered it with her hand, and continued grinding her clit against my pussy.

“You’re here to pleasure us. You don’t get to cum until we say.”

It still felt so good, the feeling of them both fucking me, but it wasn’t enough. I moved back against Kennedy’s hand, hoping maybe I would feel something more, but I couldn’t. I was so close, but I wouldn’t be able to get any closer.

“Fuck, Katie, don’t stop, oh my god,” Zoey moaned, her legs shaking around me.

She held my hair so tightly I couldn’t move. My jaw was sore from sucking her, but I didn’t care. This is what I was made for. I continued as her movements stopped and her moans turned into soft screams as she came. I kept going until she was done and pulled away from me.

“Clean up the mess you made,” Kennedy demanded, and Zoey moved her hips so that I could lick her pussy clean. I swirled my tongue inside of her wet hole, her sweet juices on my tongue. I lapped her up, and she moved off of me.

My face was wet, my hair a mess, and I couldn’t do anything about it. I saw Zoey, her sexy long hair pushed back over her shoulders, her bangs stuck to her forehead, and her face red and sweaty. She knelt on the bed, watching Kennedy fuck herself against me, and ran her fingers lightly over my nipples.

“Please, please, can I cum?”

I couldn’t wait any longer. It was torture. I could see how close Kennedy was getting, and I could feel her rocking against me, her wet pussy grinding against mine. But her hand still covered my clit. I thought I could almost cum just from the way Zoey played with my nipples, her expert hands pinching and pulling and softly teasing me. But it wasn’t enough.

They both ignored my pleas, smiling at each other. I watched as Kennedy came, her hips moving faster and then not at all as she shook and moaned over me. She flipped her messy, sweaty hair out of her face and I saw how red her face was.

She reached down to my clit, her hand instantly wet from the mess of my own leaking pussy and her cum. I was so wet that it felt like every part of my pussy was sliding as I breathed. She rubbed my clit hard and fast, shocking me. I threw my head back, moaning, overwhelmed with the feeling. I knew I could cum fast, and I started to let the feelings overtake me.

“I bet you want to cum so badly, don’t you, slut? God, it must fucking hurt how badly you want it, huh?”

I could barely form words, my entire brain becoming numb with pleasure.

Then, to my surprise, I heard Zoey’s voice. Kennedy had been the one leading things the whole time, the one who was calling the shots and bossing me around. Zoey had been so quiet and gentle.

“Not yet. I don’t think she wants it enough. I want her to really earn it.”

As soon as Zoey spoke, Kennedy pulled away from me. The sensation from being so furiously pleasured to completely nothing made me kick my feet with frustration. But the feeling of being denied felt amazing. It reminded me it really wasn’t up to me, and that I was just a toy for their pleasure.

Even though Kennedy had been saying all the right words, having Zoey speak up with her quiet, focused demeanor drove me crazy. I loved her so much as a friend, but this was completely different. I’d never seen her in this light before, so commanding and irresistible. I wanted to do anything to make her feel good.

“I think you’re right,” Kennedy said, sitting back and smirking at me. “We haven’t even gotten to really punish her yet.”

“That is… if you’re okay with continuing, Katie,” Zoey said, looking at me with intense eyes. “If you want to stop now, it’s okay.”

“No, please, I don’t want to stop. I want you to use me. I’ll do anything…please…”

I saw Zoey’s face flush from my words. I looked at her while I was begging. It was as if something had taken over me. I didn’t feel like myself, and these didn’t feel like my friends. Everything was surreal, and I felt like I was putty in their hands.
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Chapter 6

They untied me from the bed and took a small break. I cleaned myself up in the bathroom and chugged back some water. I couldn’t look at myself in the mirror, not because I was ashamed, but because I didn’t want to ruin the illusion. I wanted to feel like I was someone else, like I was some kind of nameless lesbian slut.

The extreme edge of orgasm feeling that I had for so long subsided, and for a moment I had those old nerves that I used to have around Kennedy and her bad girl influence. I thought maybe I was a fool for doing all of this, even though it felt so good.

I heard their voices in the living room, so after I was finished, I walked in to see them both sitting on the couch. They had the TV on, but they weren’t watching it.

“Come here, Katie, kneel over here.” Kennedy said.

I did as she said, kneeling on the carpet in front of them.

”Zoey was just telling me she really needs a foot massage. Her feet are so sore.”

She stuck her foot out, and I grabbed it and gave her a massage. I’d never done it before, but I’d gotten them, so I tried to emulate what I remembered. It seemed to work, as she arched her back and groaned, wiggling her red polished toes.

”Isn’t she such a good girl?” Kennedy asked, and I jumped as I felt her foot brush against me. She rubbed the soft pad of her foot against my nipple, over and over.

I didn’t like feet, but being on my knees, being told what to do, in such an embarrassing way, made me wetter than ever. I gasped as she moved her foot faster.

”Go on, make yourself of use. What else is your stupid slut mouth good for other than sucking?”

I realized at that moment that I was truly pushed so close to the edge that I would do anything. My whole life I always thought feet were so gross, but in this moment, I wanted any part of Zoey. I was thankful her feet were clean and perfect looking, not something I ever would have observed about her before. I wrapped my lips around her toes and felt her push them a bit more into my mouth as I sucked. A shiver went through me as I heard her low moans.

”Fuck, that’s so hot,” Zoey groaned, and that made me want to keep going.

I made eye contact with her, licking my tongue up the side of her foot, as her other foot and Kennedy’s both played with my nipples. I reached down between my legs and played with my clit, moaning against Zoey’s toes.

”I wish I had my phone on me so I could take a picture of how fucking desperate you are. What else can we make you do?” Kennedy said, laughing.

Zoey pulled her foot away. “Come here.”

I crawled toward where they sat and went along with them as they pulled me gently onto their laps. I laid across both of them on my stomach, my ass over Zoey’s lap, and my breasts pushed down over Kennedy’s lap. I let them place me where they wanted.

The feeling that I had about second guessing whether I should do this went away as soon as I felt their hands on me. Zoey’s hands were on my ass and hips, her short nails dragging across my skin, while Kennedy played with my hair.

“It takes a certain kind of slut to let two of her friends fuck her and humiliate her for the night. It would almost be more forgivable if we were strangers,” Kennedy said, holding my head up by my ponytail.

Zoey dug her nails into my ass cheek, grabbing the skin. I let out a loud moan, the sharp pain shooting down to my clit.

“Go ahead, tell Zoey how badly you deserve to be punished.”

“She’s right, Zoey. I deserve it, please.”

Zoey didn’t hold back at all. She put one arm around my hips, holding me in place, while her other hand spanked me hard. Her hand landed hard, palm open, and I let out a surprised yell. I felt the pain turning into pleasure, my pussy becoming just as wet as it had before.

“Wow, looks like this isn’t the first time Zoey’s done this,” Kennedy said.

“It’s not. This isn’t the first slut I’ve had to put in her place.”

Her words sent a shiver down my spine. I couldn’t imagine Zoey doing something like this ever, let alone with me. But even though I couldn’t see it, she was doing it. Kennedy’s words were daring, but every time Zoey spoke, I could feel it in my bones.

I wondered for a moment what else she had done to other women. Had her ex girlfriend been submissive like me? Or the ex before that? This was only the first time with her. What else would she do to me over time? I wanted to find out, ask her what else she had in store for me, but before I could, I felt her hand smack down on my ass again.

Kennedy continued to hold my head up by my hair, but I watched her bring her hand up and stick two of her fingers in my mouth. She slid them through my lips slowly, in and out, and I licked and sucked them without even waiting for her to ask. It felt so good to have my mouth full.

Zoey spanked me again, and this time I moaned loudly around Kennedy’s fingers. I stuck my ass up as much as I could, silently begging for more. My clit was burning. I needed to be touched.

Kennedy’s fingers fucked my mouth faster and deeper, and as hot as it was, I wanted so badly to speak so I could plead and beg for Zoey to touch my pussy.

She hit me again and again, each time stinging more than the last. My ass was almost numb, prickling with hot pain, and each time I wanted more.

I thought she was going to hit me again, but she let go of my hips and pinched my sore skin she had hit. I yelled out, muffled by Kennedy’s fingers, but as soon as I did I felt Zoey’s hand rubbing my clit, as her other hand pinched me again.

I felt like I was going crazy. The mixture of pleasure and pain made my brain go into a trance. I opened my legs as wide as I could, moaning loudly and grinding against Zoey’s fingers. I arched my back, and even though Kennedy held my head hard, I could still rock myself back and forth.

However, Zoey would not let me cum that easily, pulling her hands away. Neither one of them would, even though it would have been so hot to cum while I was sprawled out over top of them.

“Thank her,” Kennedy said, a smile in her voice. She took the fingers out of my mouth.

“Thank you… thank you, Zoey,” I said, panting and whining, my face wet from Kennedy’s fingers in my mouth.

Before anyone else could speak, Kennedy’s phone rang. It seemed to shock the three of us for a moment, forgetting there was a world outside of the cabin.
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Chapter 7

“Fuck,” Kennedy said, and the two of them quickly helped me off of their laps. I knelt on the floor, leaning beside where Zoey sat on the couch, my hand on her knee.

She grabbed her phone out of her purse on the counter and we listened to her voice.

“Yeah, of course I’m coming home…no, I haven’t been drinking. It’s 12:30? Sorry, me and the girls were just catching up, we had sooo much to talk about…. Yes, okay, fine. Bye.”

“I have to go. Fuck, this is so not how I wanted to leave. I didn’t realize how late it was. We have to go to Jeffrey’s parents in the morning…fuck.”

“It’s okay,” Zoey said, and I felt her hand stroke my hair. “I mean, you just planned for dinner, not all of this.”

“Yeah, it’s totally good. It’s just been nice to see you,” I added, awkwardly.

Kennedy knelt down beside me, her eyes bright and wild, searching me. Suddenly I felt shy, it was too real.

“It’s been nice catching up, but also this has totally made my entire month. I’m so fucking mad I can’t be here, but you’re in good hands.” Kennedy looked at Zoey, and then stood up.

We said goodbye and waited until we were sure she was gone. Zoey stood up to check the driveway and watched her back out and then locked the door quickly.

The silence was so loud with the two of us, but it felt intimate. I was still so horny, even with the reality check, but I was worried that with Kennedy gone, we would just go back to normal and forget this ever happened. The rest of the weekend would be quiet and awkward, and then we’d probably never come back again.

I thought for a moment about how if I hadn’t kissed Zoey to prove something to Kennedy, I wouldn’t have ruined our friendship. Maybe that’s what Kennedy wanted in the first place? Maybe she knew it would work?

But before I could feel the shame take over, Zoey sat down again beside me and pulled me up to the couch beside her. Her long legs hooked around my ankles lightly as she turned toward me.

“Can we just talk for a minute?” She asked, and I nodded.

“Wow, tonight has been crazy, and I don’t think it wouldn’t have happened without Kennedy.”

“I know,” I said, cutting her off. “I mean, but it’s my fault, too. I shouldn’t have-”

“No. Oh my god, no. I just mean… I’ve wanted this for a long time. I mean, not this, necessarily, but I’ve been into you for so long. That’s…that’s the real reason Rachel and I broke up. I told her I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I’ve been so quiet tonight because I was nervous. I kept thinking this was going to fuck things up, but this is the hottest thing I’ve ever done. We can stop if you want. I mean, things are already going to be so fucking weird. But I really don’t want to be done.”

I sat in silence for a moment. Of course I wanted to continue, but now things were different. I couldn’t believe that Zoey had been into me all of this time, even broke up with her girlfriend over it. I wished I could say the same, that I’d had a crush on her for ages, but I hadn’t.

But tonight, things had changed. I’d never seen her in that light before, and now that I had, I felt addicted. I wanted time alone with her now, grateful that Kennedy was gone. All I wanted was to dive into her and find out everything that turned her on. I wanted to devour her.

However, I couldn’t know if this was something I would want when I woke up the next morning, or something I wanted so strongly because of how horny and deprived I was.

“I can’t believe you’ve felt that way for so long. I had no idea. I mean, I thought I was just into guys, but after tonight, I don’t think I’ll be able to stop wanting you like this. But I can’t think straight. I don’t want to promise anything that I can’t deliver.”

“I don’t expect you to know tonight, or this weekend, or month,” Zoey said, her hand moving to my thigh. She rubbed my leg slowly. “All I know is that if I don’t watch you cum tonight, I’m going to lose my fucking mind.”

My whole body responded to her words. I felt butterflies in my stomach.

“Please, I need to.”

“I bet you’re fucking throbbing,” she said, her hand finding its way to my pussy, still wet. I jumped as her fingers ran over my clit, opening my legs and moaning.

“Yes, Zoey, I am. It hurts. I need it so badly.”

“Mmm, I can feel it. Come on. I want you in the hot tub.”
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Chapter 8

“You like that, you stupid slut?” She asked, rubbing my clit under the water as she played with my nipples with her other hand. Her hands slid so easily over my body, I felt as if I was melting into the hot water.

“Yes, fuck Zoey, I do,” I moaned loudly. If we had neighbors out here, they would definitely hear me. My head was back, my eyes closed, my whole body tensed. I was in another universe. The jets in the tub pulsated against my back, my sore muscles relaxing after such a wild night.

She slowed her hand between my legs, barely touching me. I pushed my hips toward her, trying to make contact, but she laughed as I struggled for more.

“Fuck, maybe I should just leave you like this. All needy and messy. You won’t be able to sleep tonight and in the morning you’ll be begging me…I wonder how long I can leave you on the edge like this.”

“No, no, please don’t. Please, I need to cum so badly,” I whined.

She laughed, but didn’t pull away like I thought she would.

“Maybe another time babe, you’ve earned it after tonight.”

She stood up, put one foot on the built in hot tub seat, and leaned down to grab me. She lifted me carefully out of the water onto the corner of the hot tub, against the wall out of the water. Before I could even register what was happening, she dove between my legs, licking and sucking at my clit like I had done to her earlier, but even better.

She was an expert. Her tongue was firm and fast, and the way she sucked me made my eyes roll back. I was worried about slipping off of the tub, my wet body sliding against the marble, but she held my thigh steady with her arm.

I didn’t think it could get any better until I felt her fingers enter me. She slid in easily, curling and pressing her fingers against my g-spot. She fingered me fast, rubbing the sensitive skin as she played with my clit in between her lips.

“Fuck, fuck Zoey, don’t stop, please.”

I put one hand on her head, hesitant, thinking she might tell me not to. I knew if it were Kennedy, I wouldn’t be allowed. But she said nothing. She looked up at me, giving me a show as she flattened her tongue and dragged it across my clit over and over, her eyes focused on my reddened face. There was nothing I could imagine that was hotter than watching her fuck me with her tongue.

It was finally happening. After hours of being on edge, I was finally going to cum, and Zoey was allowing it. I couldn’t have stopped it if I wanted to.

I felt my legs shake, and I gripped Zoey’s head harder. I couldn’t look at her anymore, my head back and my eyes closed tightly. The only thing I could focus on was the building pressure inside of me. I couldn’t form words if I wanted to, moaning and crying loud enough that if it were my apartment, someone would call the police.

I came hard, my muscles tensing over and over, and Zoey continued. I could feel how slick my pussy was from my cum as she continued fucking me, her mouth still moving. There was no way I could control my legs if I had to, as I came again, kicking and closing them tightly around her head. I grabbed the wall and the side of the tub as tightly as I could, but her grip on me was even tighter, holding me in place.

I wanted to tell her I couldn’t cum anymore, but not only had I lost my words, but I would have been wrong. I lost track of how many times I felt myself cumming, unsure if it was just once for a long time, or multiple times. Now for the first time, I felt myself completely release squirting liquid over her hands and body, and it was so much I knew it had probably dripped into the pool. I was embarrassed, but she didn’t care, moaning as she felt my pussy tighten and release.

She moved her head away from me, and my whole body relaxed. I was so tired, my muscles feeling like I just had the most strenuous workout of my life. Zoey grabbed me as she had before and pulled me back into the hot tub. Her hands were all over me, this time rubbing gently over my legs, stomach, and back. The warm water and her hands felt like a massage. I took a few moments to catch my breath and bring myself back to earth. She waited patiently, watching me. My heartbeat and breathing finally calmed.

Zoey kissed me slowly, pinning me gently against the tub. I tasted myself on her tongue as she pressed it past my lips. I moaned in her mouth, savoring how good it felt to have her kiss me like this.

“Feel better?”

“Yes, oh my god. I don’t know how…you did that. I didn’t think I could do anything like that.”

She smiled at me, but ignored the compliment.

“Bed?”

I nodded, sleepily. I couldn’t even imagine what time it was now, if Kennedy had left at 12:30 AM.

Zoey dried me off with a towel, and then herself, and we walked into the house through the side door. She held my hand as she had done earlier, leading me this time into her bedroom. Everything felt surreal as we walked through the dark. I’d been in this house so many times, but suddenly it felt so different. It felt like it was just ours. I thought about her aunt’s family and how they would never know what we did here.

We got into the bed, hair still wet, and Zoey wrapped her arms around me right away. Her hands caressed me softly as I fell asleep.
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Chapter 9

I woke up the next morning to the bright sunlight pouring through the windows over white linen and bare walls. The smell of fresh coffee was all around me. I noticed Zoey was beside me, sipping from a mug.

“Morning. How do you feel?”

Her voice sounded nervous and quick. I sat up in bed and looked at her. Her long hair was up in a messy bun, and she looked hesitant. I wondered if maybe she thought I would wake up feeling horrible and ashamed.

It was how I would have thought I’d wake up, but seeing her lit up in the morning sun, beside me in bed, made me feel more alert and happy than coffee would have. I could feel my sore muscles and ass from the night before, and it sent a wave through my body, making me feel turned on again already.

“Amazing,” I said, and kissed her. I could feel her gasp, not expecting it. She put her coffee down and her hands were on me, one finding its way up behind my head. She kissed me back softly and then pulled away.

“I thought maybe you’d want to go home.”

“Oh my god, no. If anything, I think I might want to call work and take a few more days off.”

She laughed with relief, and I could see her body relax.

“That sounds good to me. I think I’ll do the same. There’s so much I want to do to you. I should tell you though…”

She paused and grabbed her phone off the dresser. I waited eagerly as she scrolled through, and handed the phone to me.

It was a message from Kennedy.

“Hi Zoey, if you could pass this along with Katie too, that would be great. After driving home and speaking with my husband, I’ve decided that I should no longer have any contact with either of you. The activities we took part in do not reflect who I am today. Thank you.”

I couldn’t contain my laughter, and Zoey started laughing, too.

“At first I kind of felt bad, but I mean… she started it. Also, she pulled me aside while you were in the house undressing and told me how badly she’d fantasized about having a threesome with women, and these ideas she had.”

“Oh my god. Well, I don’t feel bad. Except maybe for her husband.”

“I wonder which of the activities she’s talking about?” Zoey said, laughing.

”Hmm, I don’t know. There’s so much to choose from. Mind jogging my memory?”

Zoey smiled and got under the covers and pulled me back down with her. She turned me onto my side, away from her, and pressed her body against my back. I was still naked, but she was wearing shorts and a tank top.

Her hands roamed my body, grabbing my ass and my breasts, her lips sucking at my neck. She slid her hand in between my legs, finding my clit and rubbing it quickly as she grabbed my breast with her other hand. She rolled my nipple gently between her fingers. I couldn’t do anything except for moan and move my hips against her fingers.

I knew that after this weekend, there was nowhere I’d rather be than in this position, my best friend’s hands rubbing against my body, her voice in my ear, calling me names and fucking me while I begged and moaned, cumming over her fingers, just the two of us.
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