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It had been more than a decade since Faye and Jen had last seen each other. The two of them had been inseparable during their college days, but had drifted apart in the years since then. It wasn’t that they had fallen out or anything dramatic like that. Their lives had simply followed different paths. Faye had pursued a career in set design and had travelled the world, working on famous movies and TV shows. Jen, on the other hand, had opened a florist shop in their home town and settled down with her girlfriend, Lisa. Faye had a vague memory of Lisa from way back when they were at university, but that was before Jen had emerged from the closet. Back then, they were just “good friends” and Faye felt rather dumb for having not cottoned on sooner. She would always remember how stunned she had been when Jen finally told her that she liked girls. It was a startling revelation and one that made her question everything they’d ever done together. Jen had helped her try on clothes, showered next to her at the gym and even advised her on which vibrator to buy. Faye naturally wondered if her friend had ever thought about her in that way. A small part of her even started to like the idea, but that tiny spark of curiosity faded to a barely perceptible glimmer as she moved away.

After spending years abroad, Faye was back in town to attend a colleague’s wedding and decided to take the opportunity to call up her old partner in crime. Jen was ecstatic to hear from her again and invited her over for dinner. She was greeted at the door by Lisa, who barely seemed to have aged at all in the intervening years. Her elegant beauty and effervescent charm were impossible to resist, and Faye could instantly see why Jen had fallen for her all those years ago. She wore a billowy white top with a low neckline and vertical stripes that emphasised the roundness of her bust. Her sleek trousers were topped off with a wide belt that stretched around her waistline, showing off the slender curvature of her hips. Faye felt almost dowdy by comparison, sporting only a simple black evening dress. Lisa was the perfect host and gushed over her fashion sense as if she was fresh off the catwalk. Faye could tell that she worked in sales and had to stifle a little smirk as she basked in Lisa’s compliments. She couldn’t deny that it was working and for a moment, she almost forgot that she was there to see Jen. 

“Faye!” squealed Jen, flinging her arms around Faye the moment she walked into the kitchen. 

“It’s been a long time” Faye sighed, feeling a soothing chill spreading through her skin as she hugged her old friend.

“Too long!” said Jen. She was busy slaving over a hot stove, preparing a Lobster risotto for dinner. Jen had always been interested in cooking and Faye had been sure that she would go on to become a chef in a posh restaurant. She had no such big ambitions, though, and seemed more than content with her life the way it had turned out. Their playful chemistry was quite endearing and Faye quickly began to envy their cosy existence in the suburbs. It was a far cry from her jet-setting lifestyle and the love that they shared seemed so much more fulfilling than the endless spate of one-night-stands that she had stumbled through over the years. Of course, she wouldn’t have traded her career for anything, but she couldn’t help but feel a twinge of jealousy when she saw how close they were. 

As they sat down for dinner, Jen and Lisa started to interrogate Faye about all the exotic places she’d been to. Her stories lasted far beyond dessert and she was still talking as they retreated into the living room. Faye perched herself on one side of the sofa and was promptly joined by Lisa, who sat beside her and filled her glass with wine. Jen went and sat in a comfy armchair on the other side of the coffee table, which Faye thought was a little odd. She’d expected them to sit together, given how close they used to be. Little did she know that the two of them had decided where they would sit long before Faye had set one foot in the house. She remained blissfully unaware of the devious plan that they had concocted, even as they plied her with more and more wine. The alcohol soon took effect, filling her veins with a warm buzz that dulled her senses and left her even more susceptible to Lisa’s charms. She had been flirting with Faye all night long and Jen didn’t seem to mind at all. Faye initially put it down to her abundance of personality shining through. However, as the evening progressed, she started to realise that Lisa’s intentions were not entirely platonic. What surprised her more was how much she liked the attention.

Every time she made some little quip, Lisa would laugh and reach across to touch the side of her arm. An excited tremor rolled through her body with each stroke of her fingers and slowly but surely, she could feel herself succumbing to Lisa’s sexual magnetism. At some point during the evening, the spark that she had once felt for Jen had been reignited and was quietly simmering away deep inside her. Only now, it wasn’t just about her old friend. Lisa’s ravishing beauty had become inescapable, making it impossible for Faye to think about anything else. The alcohol had loosened her up a little too much and her prying eyes had not gone undetected. As Lisa took another sip from her glass, Faye took another cheeky glance at her ass and then followed the curve of her hips up to her magnificent bust. Her gaze lingered for a moment, becoming drunken with lust as she ogled them. It was only as the grandfather clock chimed in the corner of the room that she snapped out of it. She looked up to find Lisa staring back at her with a huge knowing grin on her face. Faye quickly looked away and tried to feign innocence by checking the time, but she knew she had been caught.

“It’s okay, you can look.” she purred, arching her back slightly to foist her breasts out in front of her.

“I wasn’t.” Faye laughed, shaking her head.

“Liar.” Jen sniggered across the way. It seemed that Lisa wasn’t the only one who was aware of her wandering gaze. 

“I’m not... I...” Faye stuttered, feeling her cheeks turning rosy red, “Stop it!”

“You’re the one perving on her.” chuckled Jen. 

“Do you like them?” asked Lisa, cupping each of her breasts in turn with her fingers. Her cleavage jiggled softly beneath the fabric of her top.

“They’re very nice.” Faye coyly admitted, trying her best to keep her eyes averted. It was harder than she expected and despite her best efforts, they inevitably rebounded back to Lisa’s chest.

“Here...” offered Lisa, reaching across to take Faye by the wrist. She raised it up and placed Faye’s hand on her left breast. Faye recoiled slightly but couldn’t quite bring herself to pull her hand away. She gave it a gentle squeeze with her fingers and watched as Lisa’s cleavage swelled above her top. The nervous energy in her muscles became stronger, leaving her whole body trembling on the sofa.

“It’s rude not to return the favour.” winked Jen. Somehow, she seemed to be enjoying it even more than Lisa.

“Do you mind?” asked Lisa, holding out her hand as she waited for permission to touch her. Faye emitted a brief giggle and shook her head, not to deny consent but out of disbelief that she was about to go through with it. 

“Okay.” she said, trying to suppress her giddy smile. It felt so wrong and yet at the same time, she couldn’t even entertain the thought of saying no. Lisa wrapped her hand around Faye’s right breast and gave off a satisfied murmur as she played with it through the fabric of her top. Hers weren’t nearly as big as Lisa’s but she seemed to like them just fine.

“Have you ever kissed a girl?” asked Lisa. Faye shook her head and let out an anxious whimper as she realised where the conversation was going.

“But you’d like to, wouldn’t you?” said Jen. 

“You’re so bad!” howled Faye.

“That’s not a no.” said Lisa, raising her hand up to cradle Faye’s cheek. She tilted her head towards her and leaned a little closer, tucking a small wisp of hair behind her ear. Faye closed her eyes as she felt herself gravitating towards Lisa’s mouth. Their lips met in the middle and stroked together, forming a steamy embrace that quickly became even hotter as their tongues joined the party. Lisa lowered her hand down and placed it the curve of Faye’s knee. The touch alone sent a shiver up her spine, but then as Lisa’s fingers slowly began to creep up beneath her dress, she felt a whole new level of excitement. She placed her hand on her lap, as if to block Lisa’s path. However, her hand gave way almost instantly, allowing Lisa to move her hand up along the inside of her thigh. Their lips remained locked as their tongues coiled together between them, humming with satisfaction as Lisa’s fingers finally reached the front of Faye’s panties. She stroked them up and down, gently rubbing Faye’s pussy through the lacy fabric.

“Are you okay with this?” asked Faye, glancing over to Jen as Lisa kissed the side of her neck. Faye could feel her hot breath pouring down the front of her top, causing her to pulse race.

“She likes to watch.” whispered Lisa, gently biting on Faye’s earlobe. She had no idea that Jen was so kinky, and it took a moment for the words to truly sink in. 

“Do you want to go upstairs?” asked Jen, placing her glass down on the coffee table as if it was already decided. It sounded so naughty and Faye suddenly felt light headed as she imagined what might happen up there. Lisa removed her fingers from beneath Faye’s dress and held her by the hand.

“It’s okay if you don’t want to.” she said with a reassuring softness. Faye glanced back and forth between them and took a long, deep breath to steady her nerves.

“I want to.” she nodded, giving Lisa’s hand a gentle squeeze. Her legs wobbled beneath her as she climbed to her feet, almost causing her to topple back onto the sofa. Lisa held her hand and guided her up the stairs, leading her towards the master bedroom. Jen trailed behind, fixing her gaze on Faye’s ankles as she climbed each step. As they entered the bedroom, Faye immediately clocked the large four-poster bed, which sat against the left wall and extended out into the centre of the room. It was dressed in matte black Egyptian cotton sheets with a stylish golden decal in one corner. Jen closed the door behind them and then walked over to a reading chair which sat facing the bed. She reclined back on it and watched as Lisa began to undress Faye. She moved behind her and ran the zip of her dress down along the curve of her spine. Faye stared at Jen, feeling a perverse thrill rushing through her body as her dress fell from her shoulders and dropped to the floor. It turned her on in ways that she couldn’t explain and left her quivering with anticipation as Lisa removed her bra. She felt the heat of Jen’s lustful gaze poring over her naked flesh, making her heart thump wildly beneath her chest. Lisa ran her fingers down over her hips and plucked the elastic of her panties, teasing her for a moment before peeling them down over her thighs. Jen’s eyes dropped to the silky-smooth slit of Faye’s recently waxed pussy. She’d had it done on the off-chance that she might hook up with someone at the wedding that she was scheduled to attend. She could never have guessed that another woman would be the one to reap the benefits.

She turned to face Lisa and started to unbuckle her belt, opening it up and tossing it onto the floor. Lisa leaned in and kissed the side of Faye’s neck as she undressed her. She untucked Lisa’s blouse from her trousers and lifted it up over her head, giving her a much clearer view of her cleavage. Her breasts jiggled beneath the cups of her bra, threatening to spill over the top with every little motion of her body. Lisa released the clasps between the cups and pulled them apart, revealing her large fleshy orbs in all their glory. Faye ran her hands around them and squeezed each one, marvelling at both their size and their perfectly round form. Then, she lowered her fingers and unzipped Lisa’s trousers, peeling the fly open so that she could pull them down. She crouched in front of her and kissed the front of her panties as she untangled the trousers from her ankles. There was only one obstacle left to clear and with a nervous sigh, she gripped the sides of Lisa’s knickers and inched them down to her feet. She had a neatly trimmed strip of pubic hair just above her pussy and a small tattoo of a pair of cherries at the top of her left thigh.

“Ready to have some fun?” asked Lisa, taking Faye by the hands to guide her up onto the bed. Lisa lay back on the sheets and allowed her thighs to drift apart, revealing the moist slit of her pussy. The lips glistened in the soft glow of the nearby lamp and opened up with the motion of her legs, like the petals of a flower in spring. She curled her forefinger back, beckoning for Faye to come closer. Faye shuffled forward on her hands and knees and lay on top of her, squashing their breasts together between them. They held each other in a tight embrace, stretching strands of hot saliva between their horny mouths as they kissed with the passion of long-lost lovers. Lisa placed one hand between Faye’s shoulder blades and ran the other one down to her ass, groping and gently spanking each of her buttocks. They writhed together on the bed and rolled around on the sheets, repeatedly trading places as they became more and more aroused by each other’s naked bodies.

Meanwhile, Jen sat quietly touching herself through her jeans as she watched them getting to know each other more intimately. She popped open the top button and slipped her fingers inside, letting out a delighted sigh as her fingers circled around the front of her knickers. Faye glanced across every now and then and saw her masturbating on the chair. It was the kinkiest thing she’d ever seen and the knowledge that she was being watched drove her wild. She kissed her way down over Lisa’s chest, sucking on each of her nipples before descending further south. Her limbs trembled beneath her as she reached the bristles of Lisa’s pubic hair, overflowing with excitement at the thought of what she was about to do. Lisa spread her legs a little wider for her and ran her hand around the back of Faye’s neck to guide her in. Faye extended her tongue and began to lick around the fleshy nub of Lisa’s clitoris. It was softer than she expected and felt strange and wonderful at the same time. 

The slightest pressure of her tongue elicited a delighted murmur from Lisa’s mouth, encouraging her to lick a little harder. She wrapped her lips around it and began to lash it with her tongue, moaning into Lisa’s crotch as she snacked on her clit. Lisa’s breath turned to a shuddering pant as Faye worked her magic, sending a trickle of moisture dripping from her engorged vulva. She pulled away for a moment and ran her middle finger around the pulsating opening of Lisa’s pussy, slowly pushing it inside her. Lisa’s ass shifted on the bedsheets as Faye added a second finger and then hooked them both back against the front wall of her pussy. Then, she leaned in and started to suck on Lisa’s clit again while she massaged her g-spot from within. Lisa clawed at the bedsheets and her hips jolted repeatedly with each lash of Faye’s tongue. A constant stream of her creamy nectar began to seep from her wet hole around the sides of Faye’s fingers. Faye pulled them out and licked the juices from them, tasting the fruits of Lisa’s body. Seeing her do it sent Lisa into overdrive. She grabbed Faye by the wrist and pulled her down onto the sheets, laying her out on her stomach.

“You sure you don’t want a taste?” Lisa asked, glancing over to Jen.

“Enjoy it.” Jen grinned. With that, Lisa knelt between Faye’s legs and started to kiss her way up from the back of her knee to her ass. She placed one hand on each of Faye’s cheeks and spread them apart, revealing the puckering pink rim of her cute little butthole. Faye gave off a cautious sigh and clung onto the sheets, unsure what to expect. Lisa sank her tongue into the crevice and began to lap it around the tight hole, gorging on her ass like it was coated in maple syrup. Faye moaned softly up above and bit down on the sheets as she felt Lisa’s tongue sliding inside her. The fleshy ripples opened up and contracted around the sides, gaping open slightly each time she retracted it. Lisa grabbed Faye by the hips and hoisted her up, keeping her bent over on all fours with her knees apart. She came spread her cheeks again and came back in for seconds, sinking her tongue into Faye’s ass to eat it for at least a few more minutes. Faye arched her back and lowered her head down, foisting her cheeks out behind her so that Lisa could devour it to her heart’s content. 

With her appetite temporarily sated, Lisa reached over to the bedside cabinet and pulled out a mass of black straps. Nestled amongst them was a thick black rubber dildo, which hung from Lisa’s crotch as she fastened the straps around her waist. Faye stared at the shaft, noticing both its impressive length and girth. It was bigger than any real cock she’d ever seen and certainly bested all the ones she’d had inside her. It was adorned with deep veiny ridges and featured a realistic bulbous head at the end. Faye laid back on the bed and spread her legs wide apart, stroking her clit with her fingers as Lisa knelt down between them. She aimed the tip of the dildo at Faye’s pussy and began to probe her wet slit with the head, slowly working the lips open and coating it with a layer of her juices. Jen climbed up off the chair and walked over to the bed to watch closely as the rubber cock filled Faye’s tight hole. She groaned noisily as it entered her, stretching her vaginal muscles wide open and pushing out against the inner walls of her pussy. It was certainly big, and she wasn’t entirely sure if she could handle its immense girth. She didn’t want Lisa to stop for a second, though, and shuddered beneath her as she thrust the dildo in and out of her pussy. Lisa hovered above her and pinned her wrists down to the bed, keeping her locked in place as she started to fuck her. 

“Oh my... holy fuck!” Faye screamed as the enormous black dildo tunnelled inside her. Her pussy lips clung tightly to the sides and rolled over every little bump and ridge, making it feel like it was boring an entirely new hole rather than exploring the existing one.

“I think she likes it.” giggled Jen, sitting on the bed beside Faye. She reached across and started to play with her breasts, fondling them and rolling her nipples between her fingers and thumbs. Lisa fucked her harder and faster, causing the bed to creak and rattle beneath them. Jen tucked her fingers back inside her jeans and started to masturbate again, this time watching from a much closer vantage point. Faye could hear the sound of her fingers scrunching against the fabric of her panties just a few inches away from her face. It turned her on even more and made her long for a taste of Jen’s sweet pussy. After a little while, Lisa pulled the dildo out and let it hang there for a moment, dripping from the tip to the base with Faye’s hot sap. Jen leaned across and wrapped her lips around the head to suck it clean.

“That’s so hot.” Faye whispered. Jen climbed up off the bed and started to undress, wiggling her ass as she shuffled her jeans and panties down. Meanwhile, Lisa rolled Faye over onto her hands and knees again and plunged the dildo back inside her. She held onto Faye’s hips and began to pound her from behind, knocking her back and forth on the spot. The new angle of penetration allowed Lisa to penetrate Faye even deeper, sinking the full length of the thick shaft inside her. Faye whimpered and trembled in ecstasy on the bed as the dildo soared in and out of her pussy. Her rapturous state became even wilder as Jen mounted the bed and reclined on the pillows directly in front of her. She spread her legs wide open and started to stroke her pussy with her fingers as she watched her old friend being fucked hard by her lover. Lisa reached forward and grabbed some of Faye’s hair, pulling on it to yank her head back and keep her facing forward. Faye’s horny gaze became transfixed by Jen’s succulent pussy lips sitting just inches from her face. 

“I’m gonna cum soon.” Faye begged, wishing more than anything that she could finally fulfil her secret fantasy from all those years ago. Jen smiled and moved a little closer, still out of reach but close enough for Faye to detect the enticing scent of her pussy. Lisa relinquished her grip on Faye’s hair, allowing her to finally lower her mouth down and feast on Jen’s wet hole once and for all. Jen lay back and started to quiver as Faye’s hungry tongue lashed around her clit. She had been edging herself for a while as she watched them from afar and the relentless pressure of Faye’s tongue quickly tipped her over the edge that she had been balancing on for so long. She wrapped her legs around Faye’s head and squeezed it between them, locking her mouth down against her clit. Faye loved it and the force of Jen’s orgasmic convulsions soon brought her libido to the boil as well. She howled into Jen’s groin as she started to cum, spasming violently on the bed as Lisa delivered a few final extra hard thrusts. The friction of the dildo entering Faye’s pussy had been feeding back through the shaft, causing the base to press against Lisa’s clit. All three of them twitched and shuddered on the bed in a trance-like state of euphoric bliss. Faye got the brunt of it, enduring not only her own orgasm but theirs as well. It felt like a wave of sexual energy that pulsated from one end of the bed to the other, traversing all their bodies and leaving the hairs on their skin standing on end. Eventually, the moment passed and the three of them collapse onto the bed and lay beside each other, sandwiching Faye between them.

“So how long were you guys planning this?” asked Faye.

“Honestly?” said Jen, “I wanted to do this back when we were in college.”

“She’s waited a long time to see you getting fucked.” Lisa smiled.

“Was it worth the wait?” Faye chuckled.

“Absolutely.” said Jen, leaning over to lay a tender kiss on Faye’s lips. Faye rested her head back on the sheets and replayed the whole evening in her mind. The alcohol was still flowing through her veins, casting a haze over her memories that made it all seem like a dream. The two ladies lying either side of her certainly weren’t figments of her imagination, though. They were both very real, and together they had shown Faye a side of herself that she never knew existed. The spark that she had once felt had ignited her sexuality in ways that she still didn’t fully understand, but would spend every waking moment thinking about for the foreseeable future. She had hoped to hook up with a handsome guy at the wedding a few days later, but now she found herself wondering what lovely lady would catch her eye. It was going to be a much more fun event than she had anticipated, and she couldn’t wait to get there.
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