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Chapter One: Secrets Spilled




It had been a week since the breakup, so Julia figured she was strong enough to finally box up her ex’s stuff. She opened her closet, grabbed a box, and began tossing in big sweatshirts, hardly worn lingerie, and tacky jewelry that was cute at the time, but now spoke to Mark’s lack of creative effort. It was a surprisingly mechanical process, which was all too familiar. The last few months of the relationship were so robotic and monotonous that she barely had any memories from them. She almost wished that Mark did something so offensive that she would have no choice but to break up with him, but ultimately, that would require him to show some kind of emotion.

Julia threw a Valentine’s Day teddy bear into the box and revealed a plastic bin tucked in the corner of the closet. She sighed and opened it up. Inside was an assortment of once or never-used sex toys that she bought in the hopes of spicing up their mind-numbingly dull sex life. Julia went to dump the contents into the box, but she stopped herself. Maybe she could get some use out of the fuzzy handcuffs in the future. Before putting the bin back, she tossed a bottle of massage oil into the cardboard box, which was Mark’s only contribution to the arsenal of toys. Sadly, but not unsurprisingly, it still had the brittle plastic seal wrapped around the cap.

As Julia did a double-check to make sure her closet was Mark-free, she heard a few rapid-fire vibrations from her phone.

“Did you do it?” Taylor asked in a group chat with Julia and her other closest friend, Alex.

“Yeah,” Julia said. “I’m down to like, two sweatshirts now though.”

“Did you cry? I was sobbing when I packed up my ex’s stuff,” Alex said.

“I honestly didn’t feel much.”

“Like when he went down on you,” Taylor responded immediately, which earned a healthy amount of laughter from Alex. Julia rolled her eyes, but couldn’t argue with the truth.

“Ignoring that, are you both still coming tonight?” Julia asked.

“Of course. Now that you aren’t sad, we can make fun of you for dating a guy that thought you could get pregnant from a blowjob,” Alex said.

“Remember when he forgot about her birthday?” Taylor immediately jumped on the opportunity to slide another knife into Julia’s side.

“Or how he couldn’t read an analog clock?” Alex twisted the knife deeper.

“Save it for tonight.” Julia cut them off. “And bring wine. Lots.”

✽✽✽

“I still don’t understand how you don’t learn how to read a clock,” Alex said while pouring three glasses of rosé from a disgustingly cheap bottle.

“Was it the hour hand or minute hand that confused him?” Taylor asked. She swirled the wine in her glass like she was a sommelier and not a broke college student.

“I think it was interacting with anything that wasn’t on a screen,” Julia admitted. She took a long sip of wine and winced at the taste, but she kept her opinions to herself. She was in no position to be making judgments about the wine while her taste in men was being thoroughly eviscerated. Though she had to admit that it was cathartic to be validated for all of the small grievances that piled up over the course of the relationship.

“Do you think he could’ve made you cum if your clit was digital?” Taylor took out her phone and made obnoxious scrolling motions. The three women erupted in laughter with Julia fully abandoning any attempt to keep her dignity. Rounds of jokes poking fun at the relationship’s obvious incompatibilities circulated until the bottle of wine was empty and Julia’s stomach hurt from laughing.

“I promise I’m not hitting on you, but you look a lot hotter when you’re not wearing one of his sweatshirts,” Taylor said. Julia raised her eyebrows suspiciously. Taylor’s only form of communication was flirting, which made her seriously doubt the intention behind the compliment. By their third year of friendship, Taylor mostly stopped trying to make a move on Julia and Alex, but she let her inner thoughts slip through every now and then.

“Right? Even I’d fuck you.” Alex nodded her head at Taylor, who shrugged in agreement.

“Thanks,” Julia said. She felt the compliments and the wine warm her cheeks. “Though there are a few apparently un-fuckable sweatshirts available if you guys want them. I don’t wanna just throw everything out.” She got up and grabbed the cardboard box from her room. Taylor and Alex lit up with excitement, realizing that they were about to see three years worth of shitty gifts and stolen clothing.

“No judgment. Not to me at least.” Julia swatted Taylor’s reaching hand away and put her hand over the top of the box.

“Pinky promise,” Taylor said. Alex nodded in agreement. As soon as she moved her hand, her friends began tearing through the box, modeling different clothing and launching a new barrage of jokes at Julia that instantly broke the “no judgment” rule.

“What’s this?” Alex pulled the bottle of massage oil out of the box. Julia saw something change in Alex’s demeanor. Her brown eyes were wide and her lips were slightly parted as if she just discovered a scandal. 
​“Oh, that’s gotta be a year old at least. Mark got it for me for Valentine’s Day last year, but he never used it,” Julia explained.

“I would demand daily massages if I were dating someone,” Alex said. “God, I can’t believe…” she trailed off.

“What?” Taylor and Julia said in unison. Alex was normally very secretive about her sex life and romantic feelings.

“No, I can’t…”

“You just spent the last two hours ripping into my life, I hereby order you to spill it,” Julia said with a fake declarative voice.

“If either of you make fun of me I’m going to cry,” Alex warned.

“I would never! Taylor… you wouldn’t do something like that, would you?” Julia asked, a smile growing on her face.

“Me? No, that wouldn’t be very nice.”

“Fuck you guys,” Alex laughed. “Okay, back when I got recruited for the volleyball team, I fucked up my shoulder and needed physical therapy. As part of the program, I went to this massage parlor and… it was incredible.”

“Did you…” Taylor couldn’t hold in her excitement.

“I’m getting there!” Alex cut her off. “I was really stressed about my shoulder, so the massage therapist offered to extend the session into a full body massage. No, not like that,” Alex waved her hands at Taylor and Julia, who were side-eyeing each other.

“I don’t know what it was, but having someone run their smooth hands over my tired muscles… it was euphoric. I was practically moaning into the table when she rubbed the knots out of my lower back. By the time she was done, I was REALLY horny, and you guys know it takes a lot to get me there,” Alex said. Julia and Taylor nodded in agreement.

“And so afterwards, when she left so I could put my clothes back on, I…”

“You masturbated on the massage table?” Taylor jumped in again. Alex rolled her eyes.              

“Yes. It was the best feeling I’ve ever felt in my life. And I feel way too guilty to ever go back to a massage parlor again,” Alex said, putting down the massage oil. “Satisfied?”

“Very,” Taylor said. A tangible silence fell over the women, and Julia could see Alex’s cheeks still pink with shame.

“Alex, you don’t need to feel guilty about doing that,” Julia said. “That’s just a kink you have, and a pretty tame one at that. Everyone has embarrassing fantasies.”

“Oh yeah? What’s yours?” Alex looked up at her. Taylor turned to Julia, and she realized that she was the center of attention again. Of course, she did have a fantasy that she hadn’t told anyone. She bit her lip and looked between Alex and Taylor. There was no getting out of this, was there?


Chapter Two: A Platonic Proposal




“I mean… I don’t really…” Julia stuttered.

“So not everyone has embarrassing fantasies?” Alex said. Julia knew what game she was playing. Either she has to admit something embarrassing about herself or keep silent at the cost of Alex’s eternal embarrassment.

“Fine. But Taylor has to go after me,” Julia said, relenting.

“Deal.” Taylor leaned back on her hands and looked perfectly happy with the exchange.

“For as long as I can remember, I’ve always wanted to be the princess in the tower; the damsel in distress, you know?  There's something about being bound and gagged and at someone's mercy that just really tuns me on,"  Julia said. “And it’s not just a sex thing… I guess I just want someone to want me enough to tie me down.”

“Woah,” Alex said. “Kinky.”

“Yeah, I don’t know. Is that weird?” Julia asked. She desperately needed one of her friends to validate her right now.

“Hey if that’s what gets you off…” Alex said.

“I used to hook up with a girl who liked being tied up.” Taylor jumped in. “It was fun to tease her and deny her orgasm over and over again.”

Julia felt a pulse between her thighs as her friends talked about her fantasy. Opening herself up like this felt so vulnerable, but she felt oddly comfortable. She pictured Taylor with ropes in hand, standing over a nude, outstreched...

“Taylor? You were about to tell us your deep, dark secret?” Julia snapped herself out of her trance and switched the focus onto her friend.

“Alright, I don't want to make you two uncomfortable, but I’ve always wanted to fuck a straight girl,” Taylor said. Julia looked at Alex and they both immediately burst into laughter.

“Oh, come on, I thought there was no judgment here,” Taylor protested.

“There isn’t, it’s just funny that you chose the most obvious fantasy in the world,” Julia said, wiping tears of laughter from her eyes. “When we first met, you flirted with me for months before I told you I was straight. Then you started flirting even harder.”

“Yeah, you honestly made me question my sexuality for a bit,” Alex added. “And I was dating a boy then, too.”

“Seriously? It’s that obvious?” Taylor asked. Julia smiled. Taylor never looked nervous, so seeing her flustered was wonderful.

“Well, we’re your best friends. And you flirt with us all the time. I’m honestly surprised that you haven’t managed to fulfill your fantasy with how many people you sleep with,” Julia said.

“I get nervous around straight women. You two have always had boyfriends, so it was different, but I obviously don’t want to make someone do something they don’t want to do. It’s just hot to think about a straight girl trying me out,” Taylor said.

“That’s the tough part. I always felt nervous to bring up my fantasies to Mark because I didn’t want him to think that I was weird. Plus, I didn’t even know if I wanted to actually indulge my fantasy,” Julia said. It was hard to differentiate between what she actually was sexually into and what was just a fun fantasy. She didn’t want to be kidnapped in real life, but the thought of being bound and teased by some evil mastermind made her hopelessly aroused.

“Have you ever had someone tie you up just to see if you liked it?” Alex asked.

“No. I bought some fuzzy handcuffs but I was too nervous to use them,” Julia said.

“That’s not really what you want though, right? You want to be left helpless, not tickled.” Taylor pushed further.

“Right, but I literally just broke up with Mark. I think it’ll be a while before I can try that one out,” Julia said, not understanding where this was going. Alex and Taylor shared a look with each other, as if they had been having a telepathic conversation.

“What?” Julia demanded. She looked rapidly between her two friends, trying to read their faces.

“I mean, we all have fantasies, right?” Alex asked rhetorically.

“Yes, we clearly established that.” Julia didn’t know where this was going.

“And we’re very good friends?” Taylor asked, also rhetorically.

“Yes…”

“Why don’t we just try them out together? As friends,” Alex said, shooting a disarming look at Taylor. Julia’s eyes went wide. She looked at Alex for some sign that she was joking, but found none. Her warm, brown eyes stared deep into Julia’s with an unyielding confidence. Julia looked over to Taylor, who was unusually quiet.

“Taylor?” Julia asked, unsure if she was hoping for her to diffuse or accelerate the situation.

“Sexual exploration with friends? I’m all for it, obviously. I just don’t want to pressure you,” Taylor said.

“There’s no pressure. I’ll just lay out my idea,” Alex said. “Julia is easy, we just have to tie her up.” Julia swallowed hard, her mind racing with different scenarios. How would they bind her? Would she be clothed? Would they touch her?

“Taylor, if you’re interested, I’m willing to let you… persuade me,” Alex said, turning to her. Taylor’s eyes went wide. She wasn’t expecting to have her fantasies indulged tonight.

“You want me to try and what? Seduce you?” Taylor asked.

“That’s where my fantasy comes in. You can give me a massage and if it’s convincing enough, who knows what’ll happen?” Alex smiled as if she knew exactly what might happen. Taylor visibly perked up at the prospect of getting to run her hands over Alex’s body. “I’m keeping my underwear on, so don’t expect anything crazy,” Alex warned.

“What if I don’t end up enjoying being tied up? Or if you don’t want to fuck Taylor?” Julia asked.

“Then we’ll stop and go back to bitching about our relationship problems. I just figured, why sit and talk about our unattainable fantasies when we can actually do something about them?” Alex asked. “And hey, you’re not the one that Taylor’s going to try and fuck.”

Taylor gave Julia a small smile that said, “We’ll see about that.” That probably should’ve scared Julia off the idea, but it made her pulse quicken. She looked at her two friends, saw two expectant smiles, then took a deep breath. 

“Okay. Fuck it, I'm in."  


Chapter Three: Fantasy Made Reality




“It’ll be fun! Julia, where’s your climbing gear?” Alex asked. Julia pointed to a backpack hanging on a hook by her door, and Taylor got up to retrieve it. Inside were multiple spools of climbing rope, which Taylor gathered and passed to Alex.

“Any preference for position?” Alex asked. “Sacrifice style? Hogtied? Dangled from the ceiling?”

Julia looked around her and wiped her sweaty palms on her shorts. There were a few large, exposed wooden beams on her ceiling that could easily have a rope thrown over them.

“I don’t know about dangling me, but you could just tie my wrists to that,” Julia pointed to the rafter. Alex nodded in agreement and walked over to her.

“Your hands, Princess,” Alex said. Julia nervously extended her arms to her friend with her forearms facing up. Julia looped the rope around her wrists and cinched the knot tight in between them. Julia flexed her wrists and fingers and instantly knew there was no way out of this. A wave of anxiety hit her as she felt the rope dig into her wrists. She had just broken up with Mark, and despite his shortcomings, she truly did love him. Now she was indulging in her once-secret sexual fantasy with her friends just a week later.

“You okay, Jules?” Taylor asked, noticing the worried look on her face. Alex finished tying a knot and looked up too.

“Yes, it’s just… I just broke up with Mark and it feels weird to be doing something sexual with other people. Especially this.” Julia held up her bound hands. “I’ve just spent so long only seeing one person and jumping into this intense fantasy with you guys… it’s exhilarating, but it kinda feels wrong.”

“I get it,” Taylor said. She sat next to Julia on the couch and put her hand on her leg, squeezing it twice. “If you’re thinking this deeply about it, then really think about it. You’re with two people that’ve seen and loved every side of you. And I know that your concept of sex is still tied to your relationship, so don’t think about this as sex, because it isn’t.”

“What is it then?” Julia looked up at Taylor.

“It’s strictly platonic. It’s personal experimentation, exploration, discovery, whatever you want to call it. We’re helping you figure something out about yourself, but there’s no expectation that you do anything for us. Obviously it’s sexual in concept, but it’s only sexual in reality if you choose to engage with it like that,” Taylor explained. Julia rarely saw Taylor speak with such sincerity and honesty. She felt emotion swell behind her eyes and felt Taylor’s thumb rub soothing circles on her thigh. They were emotionally and physically closer than they ever had been. Julia felt intimately connected, as if her heart and head were linked to her friends.

“You’re right, I think I just needed to hear that,” Julia said. Taylor and Alex gave her confident nods.

“Alright, I’m ready. And honestly, I trust you two to just do whatever you want with me. I think that’s kinda the whole point of this, that I don’t have control over it. If things are getting too intense, I’ll let you know,” Julia said.

“Whatever we want?” Alex raised her eyebrows. Julia felt a nervous spark run through her stomach to the intensifying heartbeat between her thighs.

“Yeah,” Julia said, feeling bold. “Just don’t do anything to me you wouldn’t want done to you.”

“We have a lot of room to work with then,” Taylor laughed. She picked up the long stretch of rope connected to Julia’s wrists and gave it a tug, forcing her to stand. Taylor tossed the rope over a rafter by Julia’s bedroom door and pulled on the end, which stretched Julia’s arms towards the ceiling. Taylor tested the tension of the rope, pulling it further and stretching Julia’s body so she could just keep her feet on the ground.

“Fuck,” Julia whispered to herself. She already felt so exposed with her arms stretched above her head and her body completely defenseless. Her breasts were pushed up and forward by the strained position, threatening to expose themselves from behind her tank top. Taylor tied a knot to keep the rope stable and stepped back to look at her with Alex.

“I don’t think she’s going anywhere,” Alex said, looking her up and down. Julia felt her face get hot with embarrassment as her friends assessed her.

“No, but what if she started calling for a handsome knight to come save her?” Taylor asked.

“Oh, we couldn’t have that, could we?” Alex grinned devilishly and went into Julia’s bedroom to look for something. Julia swallowed nervously and turned her head to try and see what Alex was digging around for. Taylor grabbed her chin and tilted her head back towards her.

“Why so worried, Princess? You didn’t think two peasant girls like us would be so cruel to royalty like yourself, did you?” Taylor asked. Julia was equally impressed and scared at how fast they switched from emotionally supportive friends to evil, made-up characters. She opened her mouth to respond, but it was filled by a knotted cloth before she could get a word out.

“Mmm!” Julia moaned, but Alex was behind her tying the gag tight. Julia’s eyes were big with shock as she realized how seriously Alex and Taylor were taking her fantasy.

“She looks really hot like this,” Taylor said to Alex, who trailed her fingers along Julia’s side as she rejoined Taylor.

“I know. And think about it, she’s probably a lot more turned on than we are,” Alex said, making eye contact with Julia’s hips. Watching her friends talk about her as if she was their captive was humiliating, especially with Alex’s wandering eyes.

“Phufck youf,” Julia said with great difficulty, her tongue trapped underneath her gag. Alex was right, she was helplessly aroused, but she didn’t need her to know that. She flexed her thighs together, trying to get some relief for the pressure between her legs, but the effort was futile without her hands.

“That gag was a great idea,” Alex laughed. She took a few steps closer to Julia and put a hand on her cheek. Her hand was warm and comforting, betrayed by the evil look in Alex’s eyes. “No one’s coming to save you, Princess,” she teased before slipping past Julia into the bedroom. Taylor grabbed the bottle of massage oil and followed Alex into the room. She paused next to Julia and put her lips to her ear.

“Do you feel good?” Taylor whispered. The hair on Julia’s neck stood up as she felt her hot breath on her ear. Julia couldn’t stop a quiet, muffled moan from escaping her lips. Taylor’s words were comforting and her expression was genuine, which only stoked the flame building within her.

Julia nodded once and Taylor gave her a reassuring smile.

“Do you want to watch?” Taylor asked. Julia was facing away from the bedroom, but if she turned around, she’d have a direct line of sight to her bed. Without thinking, Julia nodded again. Taylor smiled devilishly, put her hands on Julia’s hips, and turned her around. In the room, Alex was in her bra and underwear, a matching set of dark green cotton. Julia felt her stomach drop seeing Alex like this. Her hips and legs were thick, curved as if carefully sculpted by an artist. Her dark hair was up in a bun, exposing her long neck and sharp cheekbones. She had an unapproachable beauty that Julia had never truly appreciated until she was bound, gagged, and forced to be exposed to it.

"Snap your fingers if you want to get out," Taylor whispered, then walked into the Julia's bedroom. 

“I want an actual massage, just to be clear,” Alex said. She laid down on Julia’s bed facing the doorway and gave Julia a small smile before closing her eyes and relaxing into the sheets.

“Of course. I’m just here to get the knots out,” Taylor said. She turned off the overhead lights in the bedroom and turned on the small, warm lamp on Julia’s nightstand. Taylor climbed into bed and straddled Alex’s legs. She poured a bit of massage oil into her hands and pressed them into Alex’s lower back with firm pressure.

“Oh,” Alex whispered, a barely audible gasp floating from her lips. Taylor continued in a slow, stroking rhythm from her lower back to just under her ribs. She pressed her thumbs deep into the flesh next to her spine and pressed up to her shoulder blades, slipping underneath Alex’s bra.

“Here,” Alex said, lifting herself slightly to undo the clasp on her back. She slipped the bra off her shoulders and tossed it off the bed. Julia’s arousal intensified as she saw Alex’s naked back shine with oil in the dim light.

“Lots of tension here,” Taylor said softly. She pressed harder, making Alex exhale softly in concentration. Taylor moved to her collarbone and neck, where her slippery knuckles kneaded the tension out from her muscles. From what Julia could see, Taylor knew exactly what she was doing. She was honestly a bit jealous. Her shoulders were beginning to ache from the suspension.

Taylor worked at an agonizingly slow pace, clearly suppressing the urge to slip a couple fingers between Alex’s thighs. She worked each leg with her strong fingers from the sole of the foot to the crease of her thigh. Julia saw through the professionalism, however. Taylor couldn’t take her eyes off of Alex’s pussy, which was still covered by her underwear. She breathed softly, taking measured breaths to calm herself, which Julia found sweet. Taylor really was trying to give Alex the best experience possible.

“Turn over for me.” Taylor gave Alex a pat on the side and shifted off her legs so she could flip. Alex flipped onto her back with the top of her head facing Julia. She glanced behind her and made eye contact with Julia that said, “I know you wish you were me right now.” Julia bit down on her gag, frustrated that she couldn’t retort back. It was deliciously humiliating to be bound like this and made to watch her friends seduce each other.

Taylor lathered her hands with more sweet-smelling oil and massaged Alex’s arms and shoulders. She pressed her fingers deep into her creases and knots, working her body like dough. Her hands made their way to Alex’s breasts, which were small, but well-shaped with perfect, erect nipples. She kneaded her fingers along the sides and tops of her breasts, her thumbs brushing against Alex’s nipples as if it were simply an unavoidable part of the motion. All three women knew exactly what Taylor was doing, but no one was going to stop her, especially not Alex. Julia saw Alex’s hips rise slightly and push her pussy forward, looking for something to find friction against. Taylor clearly noticed it too, as she looked up to Julia and mouthed the words, “She’s soaking wet.”

Julia clenched her teeth around her gag at the thought of the arousal pooling between Alex’s thighs. She could feel her own underwear sticking to her from her wetness. It didn’t matter that Alex was her friend or that she wasn’t normally attracted to women. Taylor’s thoughtful, careful teasing struck deeper than friendship or sexuality. It was pure sexual energy building in front of her eyes, and all she could do was struggle in her bondage and watch.

Taylor moved her soft hands down to Alex’s thighs, which were noticeably parted. Alex’s knuckles were white from the grip she held on the sheets. Slowly, Taylor slipped two fingers under each side of Alex’s underwear, to which Alex instinctively lifted her hips.

“Yes?” Taylor asked, her fingers paused at Alex’s hip crease. Alex opened her eyes, revealing her warm brown irises seeped in desperation and arousal. Her eyes alone told Taylor what she wanted, but Taylor wanted her to say it.

“Please,” Alex whispered, pleading and submissive.

“Please, what?” Taylor tightened her grip around Alex’s underwear, causing it to nestle between her folds and press into her clit. Alex gasped and gripped the sheets harder.

“Please touch me,” Alex breathed. She was almost vibrating in anticipation as Taylor slowly peeled her underwear off her hips. Taylor slid them off her ankles and tossed them at Julia’s feet. She glanced down, her stomach tight. They were completely soaked through. Julia felt shame burn into her cheeks, realizing that her own arousal was probably just as obvious, even though she still had her clothes on.

Taylor gently parted Julia’s thighs and slid two fingers down the crease of Alex’s labia. Julia craned her neck to try to get a better look, but she could only see the top of Alex’s pussy. Taylor used her other hand to apply light pressure to Alex’s mons, which fully exposed her swollen clit. Her fingers gathered the slickness at her entrance and slid back up to her clit, where she gently applied pressure at each side. Julia tightened her thighs hard, trying to get some kind of feeling in her own pussy, but it was no use.

“I’m so close,” Alex breathed. Taylor was barely applying pressure to her clit.

“Already?”

“Please,” Alex repeated. Taylor slid her fingers down her vulva and curled them at her entrance, ready to sink them deep. She looked up at Julia and held eye contact with her as she slowly slid her fingers into Alex. With her other hand, Taylor pressed her thumb to Alex’s clit and applied a gentle, circular pressure. Alex’s face twisted in wordless pleasure as Taylor worked magic on her, still keeping eye contact with Julia. Her fingers curled deep, coaxing pleasure up to her clit, where her thumb was increasing its tempo. Alex arched her back, her body beautiful and shining from sweat and oil. Her lips parted and her legs shook as Taylor kept a steady, pulsing rhythm with her hands. Julia watched her entire body go still for a second before a bed-shaking climax blossomed from her clit and spread over her body. Alex’s lips were parted and moving as if she were speaking, but no words came out. The only sounds in the room were the soft creaking of the bed and the slippery thrust of Taylor’s fingers. Alex sunk deep into the sheets, drunk in the afterglow of her orgasm. Taylor withdrew her fingers and held them up to Julia, as if she needed further proof of the blatantly obvious arousal.

“Do you want to relax?” Taylor asked Alex, lightly caressing her cheek. Alex was breathing slowly in recovery. 
​“Yes, please,” Alex whispered. Taylor slid a pillow under her head and left the room, closing the door behind her. She stood in front of Julia in the living room, her cheeks flushed from exertion and her own arousal.

“Mmmph,” Julia said, tilting her chin forward in a barely verbal request for Taylor to remove her gag. Taylor slid two fingers between Julia’s lips and pulled the knotted cloth out of her mouth. The cloth, heavy with saliva, fell to the floor. Julia licked her parched lips and tasted a sweet, musky taste on the tip of her tongue.

“Was that…?” Julia asked softly, struggling to process the situation.

“It tastes nice, doesn’t it?” Taylor moved closer to Julia. She nodded and swallowed hard. Did she really just taste her friend’s pussy? Her heart felt like it was trying to beat itself out of her chest.

“I can untie you, if you’d like.” Taylor trailed her fingers up Julia’s arm and grabbed the knot between her wrists. “We can finish sorting through your ex’s stuff.”

“Or?” Julia whispered, hoping for an alternative. She wasn’t even thinking anymore. Her mind, heart, and body were melted into a puddle of raw, primal emotion.

“Or…” Taylor leaned in close. “I can give you what I know you want.”


Chapter Four: Complete Surrender




Julia stared into Taylor’s eyes. They were eager and hungry for something more than a massage. She could feel the energy radiate between their lips, a hormone-fueled gravity pulling them together. Ignoring every logical impulse, Julia crushed her lips into Taylor, giving into the forces between them. She felt Taylor smile against her lips as she kissed her back, hard and purposeful. One arm circled around Julia’s hips, pulling her close as the other went up to her wrists, furiously untying the knot binding them to the wooden beam. Julia fell forward into Taylor’s arms with her wrists still bound together. Taylor held her up and spun her against the door to her bedroom, rattling the door frame with a loud bang. Taylor pinned her to the door with her thigh against her crotch and her bound hands pinned over her head.

“You’re fucking good at this,” Julia said, her voice rumbling with desperation.

“I know,” Taylor put her lips to Julia’s neck and licked a long line up to her ear. Julia smiled at the brazen confidence and pressed her pussy into her thigh, grinding lightly.

“I didn’t realize you liked girls,” Taylor whispered into her ear. She slipped her other hand underneath Julia’s shirt and roughly grabbed her breast. Her nipple hardened at the touch, which Taylor held tight between her thumb and forefinger and twisted slowly.

“I didn’t either,” Julia gasped as the pain and pleasure coursed through her veins. Taylor’s lips and hands were so soft, yet powerful and direct. She was like a viciously sharp blade sheathed in soft leather. It was as if she had practiced exactly what Julia wanted for years until this singular moment of mastery. Taylor released Julia from the door, moved to the couch, and pointed to the rug beneath her feet.

“On your knees,” Taylor said. Julia moved without thinking. By the time she was on her knees, Taylor was naked from the waist down, only wearing her top. Taylor leaned forward and grabbed Julia’s chin in her hand.

“You’re going to lick my pussy like you’re in love with it,” Taylor whispered. Julia melted into herself. All notions of personal exploration were gone. This wasn’t a fantasy for her anymore, it was the hot flame of reality. Taylor pushed her hips forward and revealed herself with thighs spread wide. Julia was transfixed by the artwork in front of her. She had thick, beautiful labia with a small clit that begged to be licked. Every fold of her pussy glistened with pent-up arousal. Julia looked up at Taylor, who raised her eyebrows expectantly. She leaned forward and inhaled her scent. Taylor smelled like sex itself, natural and thick with pheromones. Nervously, she extended her tongue and licked a long, flat line from her opening to her vulva to her clit, curling her lips around the top.

“Oh… you’re a natural,” Taylor moaned. Julia felt the praise travel straight to her clit, encouraging her to lick again and again, faster each time. She felt Taylor wrap her legs around her back, her soft thighs pushing against the sides of her head as she became trapped between Taylor’s crossed ankles and her pussy. As commanded, she kissed and sucked and licked her clit like she was in love with it, and this love came easy.

“Fuck,” Taylor whispered. Her moans encouraged Julia further, who was struggling to breathe between her legs. She tried to catch air, but only found arousal, sweat, and a woman rapidly approaching an orgasm. Taylor’s legs hooked her in even tighter and her hips started grinding against her face even harder. Julia reached up with her bound hands and pressed them against Taylor’s ass to steady herself.

“Don’t… fucking… stop,” Taylor muttered though clenched teeth. Julia could barely breathe, but knowing her friend was close to a climax made her lick and suck and please with even more enthusiasm. She felt Taylor reach down and grab two fistfuls of her hair, pulling her hard against her pussy.

“FUCK,” Taylor screamed. Her entire body shook violently as she came. Julia was drowning, tossed between the rough waves of pleasure coursing through Taylor. She felt her head start to go fuzzy from the lack of oxygen and Taylor graciously loosened her grip, allowing her to take deep inhales of desperately needed air. Both women were unmoving and panting, Taylor recovering her senses and Julia recovering her lungs. Julia looked up and saw Taylor breathing heavily with her eyes closed and her chest slowly rising and falling. She smiled to herself, proud that she made another woman cum with her tongue on her first attempt. As she recovered her breath, she felt the pulsing ache return to her pussy. Her fantasy might’ve been satisfied, but she wasn’t, not just yet.

“Come here,” Taylor said. She opened her eyes and motioned for Julia to lay down on the couch. Still bound, Julia pushed herself onto the couch and lay flat next to Taylor with her arms extended overhead. Taylor reached up and pushed her hair out of Julia’s face before using her thumb to wipe a substantial amount of arousal from her lips and cheeks.

“You’re a mess,” Taylor laughed. “Sorry about that.” She trailed her hands down to Julia’s waist and thumbed the waistband of her shorts.

“May I?” Taylor asked.

“Where was these manners before?” Julia asked, stretching her sore neck.

“Oh, you want it the hard way?” Taylor roughly grabbed the fabric around her hips and pulled her shorts and underwear down in one swift motion. Julia gasped and shared the wicked smile that curled on Taylor’s lips. She stared straight into Julia’s eyes as her fingers traced their way up her exposed inner thigh. Her body reacted before she could think and her thighs parted just enough for Taylor to see how wet she was.

“You’re dripping,” Taylor teased, dragging a finger from her thigh to her entrance. Julia felt a light pressure, then pure ecstasy as two fingers slowly penetrated her. Taylor grabbed her hip with her other hand and brought her closer, using her curled fingers inside of her to pull.

Julia closed her eyes and grinded herself against the palm of Taylor’s hand while two talented fingers slowly stroked her from the inside. Taylor stretched up her body and brought her lips to her neck. She kissed her twice, achingly slow, then lightly bit her. Julia gasped as the icy pain melded with the hot pleasure radiating from her core. Taylor laughed softly in her ear.

“Look at you, humping the heel of my hand. What a very straight, very good girl,” Taylor whispered. The gentle humiliation went straight to her pussy, but Julia didn’t want to let it show.

“Oh, just shut up and fuck me,” Julia said. Taylor obliged, roughly flipping her onto her stomach with her fingers still inside her. Taylor grabbed her bound wrists and pulled them through her open thighs, making her ass arch high in the air and her face press to the couch. She was bent over and helplessly exposed to her friend. It should’ve been horrifying and humiliating, but Julia was in a deep, beautiful submission.

Taylor thrust her fingers deep inside her, well lubricated from her arousal, and slipped her other hand underneath to slowly circle her engorged clit. Sweat dripped from Taylor’s brow onto her ass as she roughly fucked her from behind while softly rubbing her clit. The strong thrusts and soft strokes had Julia in a frenzy. Her toes curled and her bound hands stretched, her fingers spread wide. Behind her, she could see Taylor’s arm muscles beautifully flexed, showing Julia the raw power behind her touch. There was no more slow teasing or gentle domination. She was getting fucked. Hard.

Julia swore and moaned and pushed her hips back against Taylor’s fingers. It felt like the orgasm was being propelled out of her with each powerful curl of her fingers.

“Beg for it,” Taylor demanded, her fingers pumping in and out.

“Please,” Julia whispered. She was right on the edge, in total disbelief that this much pleasure was possible.

“Louder.”

“Please,” Julia begged. Those fingers on her clit felt so good. They pressed and circled and…

“Tell me what you are,” Taylor said, her own voice shaking with exertion.

“I’m a very straight, very good…fuck…”

“Again.”

“I’m a very straight, very good girl. FUCK. Please, Taylor. Please make me…”

“Cum.”

Julia felt every nerve ending in her aching, sensitive pussy light up at once. She clenched hard on Taylor’s fingers, pushing her ass back to sink her fingers deeper. Her slick pussy slapped against her knuckles, her inner tension stretched so completely taut that all it took was one hard stroke on her clit to snap it completely.

“Oh, thank you,” Julia whispered, surrendering herself to the orgasm. She rode her climax through its hills and valleys, allowing the warmth to wash over her aching body. Taylor’s sweat dripped like raindrops, splashing against her superheated flesh as she continued to rub and thrust with steady fingers. Julia was floating, weightless, and then slowly descended back down in time with Taylor’s softening rhythm. She let out a deep, relaxing exhale and felt Taylor gently pull her up and back into her arms, their sex-soaked bodies pressed together. Taylor kissed her neck, soft and lazy as she caught her breath. Her fingers absentmindedly worked at the knot binding Julia’s wrists. Once free, Julia relaxed her arms to her sides and found Taylor’s thighs as a nice place to hold onto. They laid together in bliss, hands lightly squeezing each other until they heard a stifled moan come from Julia’s room.

“Alex?” Taylor asked. Julia turned her head to see Alex in the doorway, one hand between her thighs and the other covering her own mouth. She smiled shyly and relaxed with a loud sigh.

“Sorry,” Alex whispered.

“Did you just masturbate to us?” Julia asked.

“I woke up to someone saying ‘shut up and fuck me,’ and well… it looks like it was you.” Alex looked at Julia with a knowing smile. She returned the smile and turned back to Taylor, who was practically shining in a post-sex glow.

“This isn’t gonna be weird now, is it?” Julia asked. The reality of having sex with Taylor and watching Alex cum was beginning to set in. They were all in various states of nudity and fresh off of mild-melting orgasms.

“That might’ve been the best sex I’ve ever had in my life,” Taylor said. Julia blushed at the praise. “We would all be really stupid to let any drama come out of this, right?” She gave Julia a comforting squeeze on her leg, and she got the impression that this wasn’t the first time Taylor had to navigate the complexities involved with fucking her friends.

“And if one of us wanted to do this again?” Julia asked, her voice hopeful.

“I’m so glad you asked,” Alex said. She sat down on the couch next to Taylor and Julia, avoiding the large patch of soaked fabric. “I’ve always fantasized about…”
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