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STEPH


Utterly spent and close to exhaustion, I stumble out of the shower and wrap the towel around my body.

“You okay out there, Steph?” Piper’s voice calls after me, rising high and melodic over the sound of the shower. Her head peaks through the gap in the curtain, her wet blond hair somehow looking even sexier like this than it does in its natural bouncy curls. “You look a little out of it? Something the matter?”

The curtain is pulled so that I can only see the top swell of her chest, but even that view has me blushing and swallowing hard as I try to make my mouth function.

How can she be so…casual? After everything we just did, how is it that this fresh faced farm girl is the one nonchalant about the whole thing?

Meanwhile, I am questioning my life decisions.

Okay, not really. But holy shit did that girl just rock my world…quite a few times. I’d like to say I gave as good as I got—and I did give pretty good—but that would be a complete and utter lie.

“I’m fine,” I say, and I can hear how out of breath I still am.

But could anyone really blame me?

“Uh-huh, sure,” she says, a knowing smile on her face. I can see the shadow of her arms moving behind the curtain as he continues to wash herself like this is the most normal thing in the world. Like she didn’t just…Like we didn’t just…

It’s not hard to imagine what those arms are doing, or those hands. What her body looks like, wet and soaped up as her hands run over it.

Not hard to imagine because only a few short minutes ago, I was in there with her—helping her do it.

“Stephanie!” Piper gasps. “My eyes are up here.”

Despite the curtain between my eyes and anything of interest, I still snap my neck up so fast I think I feel something pull.

“I can’t even see anything,” I complain. It’s a lame comeback, given how very clearly Piper is still trying to flirt with me, but the truth is I’m completely spent, mind and body, and I have no energy left to think of clever comebacks or flirty retorts.

“Would you like to?” Piper asks with a smile that forces me to sit down hard on the wooden bench—clearly she is not having the same problems.

My head falls back against the tile wall as my eyes close. I shake my head, partly to Piper and partly to myself. “We can’t do that again.”

“Which time do you mean?” Piper asks, her voice singsong as she ducks back behind the curtain and runs the water over her hair. “The time that I had you down on your knees or the time you used the shower head to⁠—”

“Any of it,” I squeak out. “And can you keep it down? We made enough noise as it is and we haven’t exactly been in here a normal amount of time. If someone is out there do you have any idea what they are going to think?”

Piper’s head pops back out, a bright smile on her face. “That we absolutely railed each other in here like a half dozen times. Why? Were you worried they were going to think something else?”

God, that smirk makes me want to smack her. But when I picture that all I can imagine is doing the same thing I did not ten minutes ago with Piper’s hands up against the wall and⁠—

I shake my head. “I’m supposed to eventually get lunch with my girlfriend. I can’t spend all day like this with you.”

Not that the idea doesn’t sound appealing. And if Eve were to mind, it would be more about making her miss our brunch reservation at the new Peruvian place rather than what Piper and I were getting up to. Hell, that’s the only part of it she would approve of.

“She’s welcome to join,” Piper says, running her tongue over her lips. “This shower is pretty small, but the ones in our apartments are much roomier.” Her tone dips. “But I guess you two already know quite a bit about that.”

I can’t believe how out of sorts this girl is making me. All sweet and innocent one moment and then absolutely filthy the next. I guess that’s the allure: this girl is as much of a freak as any of us—maybe more—and it’s all hidden behind an aw-shucks North Dakota farm girl exterior.

The whole thing has my blood boiling with lust, but I force myself not to get back in the shower with her. I’m not going to do that…not again…and certainly not for the third time.

Or would it be the fourth? I’ve honestly lost count.

“Fine,” Piper says with a laugh. Apparently having finally gotten clean, she turns the water off and throws the curtain wide. Despite the fact that I’ve already seen her body, already done a lot more than see it, it still takes my breath away. “I guess it’s probably not ideal for my skin to be under here for much longer.”

Curves for days. Thicc with two Cs and, if I’m guessing right, two Es to go along with it. I’m salivating enough that I have to close my mouth or else I’ll start drooling. Mercifully, she goes straight for her towel, wipes herself quickly off, and then wraps it around her body.

I let out a deep breath I didn’t know I was holding.

“I’ll go first,” I say standing and moving toward the outer curtain. “You wait a reasonable amount of time and come out after.” I pause for a moment. “This was…nice. Don’t think I’m just running out of here because it wasn’t good or anything⁠—”

Piper lets out a high laugh. “Oh Stephanie, from the noises you were making, I was very much not worried about that.”

Again, despite myself, I feel the blush enveloping my face. “Right, um, yea, we should do it again sometime? If you want?”

Her smile is filthy enough that I feel my fingers loosening their grip on my towel unconsciously. The moment I realize it, I tighten my grip again and pull the towel tighter against me. Get a fucking grip Stephanie!

“Absolutely, hun,” she says, the predatory gleam in her eyes completely at odds with her sweet tone. “I’d love to meet that girlfriend of yours.”

I pull the curtain and step out, turning to close it behind me, when I hear a familiar voice.

“Well, well, well.” I turn to see Isabel decked out in her tightest gymwear, arms folded across her chest. She’s leaning back against the sink wearing a satisfied smirk. “Nice shower?”

It must be everything with Piper throwing me off, because suddenly I feel my chest tighten.

There was a time when Isabel made me nervous as all hell.

When she and Halley first started dating, even though Isabel and I had hooked up a few times by that point, I was fucking terrified of the girl.

Halley has a little of that same bossy energy, but she couples it with a quirkiness and love of the absurd that makes her less threatening. Over the months that they’ve been dating, I’ve managed to get comfortable with Isabel, partly through a handful of liaisons right in this very locker room.

But now, all those nerves are back. And then some.

“A little overeager this morning? You had to drag Eve in there because I was, what, five minutes late?” Isabel shakes her head as she uncrosses her arms and uses her hands to push off the counter, moving toward me.

“How long have you been out here?” I ask, suddenly panicked for a reason I can’t quite explain. “How much did you hear?”

She’s over a head taller than me, and when she looks down at me, down at the top of my towel which has started to work its way loose, my legs wobble.

She runs a finger along my jaw and my whole body sighs in response. “I just heard a little bit at the end there. Eve wasn’t quite so loud, but I could hear every word from you. What was it you said toward the end? Don’t you dare stop. I don’t care if I fucking pass out and crack my head open, I need you to keep fucking me?”

Isabel licks her lips and I almost faint. “Not the best for shower safety, but so fucking hot. You look like she’s already taken it out of you pretty good, but I was wondering if you girls had room for another?”

“Oh, that’s not…” I start and then fumble over my words as I try to explain her mistake.

But before I can, the curtain opens and Piper bounds out, not a care in the world.

Isabel’s jaw drops. “Piper?”

It’s rare to see Isabel at a loss for words, but even she doesn’t know quite what to make of this surprise.

“Izzy, so nice to see you again.” Piper’s hungry eyes look Isabel up and down. “Cute leggings. Though I preferred your outfit from last night. The Winnie the Pooh look really works for you.”

Isabel’s cheeks are flushed—once again something I’ve only rarely seen. “Umm, thank you?”

“Don’t mention it,” Piper says with a wink as she saunters towards the lockers, the too small towel still wrapped tightly around her. “I’ll see you girls later.”
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When she’s gone both of us seem frozen for a moment before our bodies come back online.

“What was that?” Isabel asks.

“Umm, Winnie the Pooh?” I raise one eyebrow at Isabel as I cross my arms.

“Shirt, no pants,” she says flatly. “So, what the hell was that? Trying to win the bet? She should have told you Halley and I already did.”

“Yea, no, she told me,” I say, trying to figure out exactly how to put any of this into words. “There’s a new game afoot and I’m not really sure what it is. She said we should change it up to make the winner, whoever is…umm…the best. But I think it was just an excuse for her to, like, have her way with me.”

“Apparently,” Isabel says, a small laugh escaping her lips. “How was it? You weren’t in the gym like you said you would be at 10:30 so it must have been quite tempting to ditch me.”

There is playfulness in Isabel's tone, but a hint of jealousy too. The gym followed by a nice shower fuck was a common way for Isabel and I to spend Saturday mornings, at least since she started dating Halley.

Which, itself, is a pretty weird sentence without context, but I guess between the four of us and now Piper, normal isn’t exactly on the menu.

“She’s good,” I breathe out, feeling the tightness in my chest from the way Isabel is looking at me.

Isabel arches one eyebrow. “Does that mean I can’t interest you in a little workout?”

As she speaks she runs one finger along the top of my towel, tracing across my collar bone and then down to my cleavage.

“Well…I guess I do owe you.”

The words are barely out of my mouth before Isabel’s lips are on mine. She walks me backward, back toward the shower stall. The moment the outer curtain closes behind us, she breaks the kiss and rips the towel from my body.

“You’re going to pay for standing me up, Steph,” Isabel says as she peels off her layers. There’s no strip tease here, just efficient motion as she discards her sports bra and leggings and then slips her underwear down her legs.

“How do you want me?” I ask, licking my lips in anticipation.

Compared to being with Eve or Halley, Isabel likes things rough. It’s not that Halley or Eve never take control of things, but there is something about Isabel’s ferocity, the feral way she commands me, takes control of my body, that is like nothing I’ve ever experienced—at least until this morning with Piper.

Don’t get me wrong. If I had to choose between fucking my girlfriend and being able to breathe, I would choose Eve every time. But Isabel—and now Piper, I guess—offer a nice change of pace sometimes.

I can’t believe where my life has ended up. Only a short time ago, I would have told you that I was straight and monogamous—at least in theory. But now? Eve and the other girls have opened my eyes in ways I could never have imagined.

They’ve become something like a family to me.

Not like that, you perverts—I’ve seen what the most popular videos on most porn sites are, and this is not that.

But it’s also not just sex, not just relentless porn-y fantasies enacted in real life. It’s connection and camaraderie. And something about it feels oddly empowering, like I’ve found a way to explore my desires with a partner who I love and a group of close friends who have my back no matter what.

Or maybe I’m just a giant slut who is perpetually horny and the other thing just sounds nice.

I waffle back and forth between the two.

But in either case, I have no plans of stopping.

And neither does Isabel.

The moment she’s fully nude, she closes the space between us. One strong arm wraps around me, resting on the top of my ass as her fingers dig into the firmness. She pulls me close as her other hand fists my hair hard enough to make my eyes water.

Sultry eyes stare into mine while she runs her long tongue over her perfect lips.

“God, Izzy, someone is eager,” I growl as her lips make contact with my neck. “A little jealous, are we?”

She pulls back with fire in her eyes. “Of Piper? Please, by the time I’m finished with you, you will have forgotten all about that. She was a virgin yesterday, how good could she be?”

A virgin? It’s probably problematic for like eight different reasons to find that hot, but I do.

Not just the fact my friends were the first to show her the ropes, which again, maybe wrong, but so fucking hot to think of them exploring her body, showing her what it means to want and need.

I wasn’t a virgin when I first slept with Eve, but the parallels are similar enough to make my clit ache.

But it’s also the idea that the girl who I was just in here with, who fucked my brains out like no one’s business—yesterday, that girl had never had sex.

Who the fuck is Piper exactly? And what other secrets might that aw-shucks exterior be hiding?

There will be time to wonder about that—and hopefully to learn about it too—but right now, Isabel is the one in front of me and I do in fact owe her.

“Forget about Piper?” I muse, shaking my head. “I’m not really sure that will be possible but you're welcome to try.”

Isabel uses her hands to turn me. “Bend the fuck over, slut. You are going to regret those words.”

Fuck, okay, that’t hot. Really hot. Once again I can feel my arousal pooling between my legs, already starting to drip down them.

It’s a very similar position to the one Piper put me in earlier, the first time she made me come.

“You know,” I say, looking back over my shoulder as I wiggle my hips, “Piper had me in a pretty similar position not that long ago and oh my did she make the most of it.”

Isabel’s eyes narrow and turn dark. The hunger there steals my breath. My stomach drops, twisting in anticipation and the slightest bit of trepidation, as her eyes scan over my body.

“Stephanie,” she says as her hand fists my hair again and pushes my face back toward the wall, “I promise you that whatever you and Piper got into is nothing like what I have in store for you.”

“Well, I’ll be the judge of⁠—”

Whack.

My mind goes blank as the sound of flesh on flesh echoes off the tile. A smarting pain blooms my ass as my eyes water. For a moment all I feel is shock and slight pain and then…as my brain has time to process what just happened, it shifts.

And what I realize when that happen is…I fucking like it. The initial pain fades into the background as endorphins rush through me, making me squirm as the sharp sting turns to pinpricks of pleasure dancing across my skin.

“Did you just spank me?”

I’m sure there is some sexier response that I’m supposed to give her, but I’m honestly so shocked by the whole thing that this is the best I can do.

Isabel’s only answer is to grip my hair tighter as she brings her open hand down again.

Oh fuck do I like that. Like so fucking much.

Isabel yanks on my hair, turning my head halfway back to face her. The look she gives me is pure dominance and desire.

“I can stop if you want me to,” she says, her smirk telling me that she knows there is no way I want that. This isn’t just about making sure I’m okay with it. She wants to hear me say that I want this.

“Don’t you fucking dare,” I hiss out and watch as her smirk widens.

“Good girl,” she says and then turns me back to face the wall.

She keeps her finger threaded through my hair as she brings her hand back and then down, spanking me again and again, until I can’t see through the watering in my eyes. The sweet hurt is fucking incredible, something I never knew could feel this good.

I moan. I gasp. I whimper like a little fucking slut as she slaps my ass again and again.

I lose track of time in my delirium and have to keep reminding myself to keep the noise down, though in truth that ship has long since sailed. There is no way the sounds of Isabel spanking me sound like anything other than what they are.

After what feels like an agonizing eternity of lust that keeps building but is never satisfied, Isabel stops. My backside stings, sharp and sweet, and I can feel the beat of my heart just about everywhere.

“Why did you stop?” I ask, leaning more against the wall as I struggle to catch my breath. My legs are practically shaking from how turned on I am right now.

Isabel leans over me, her hard nipples pressing into the bare skin on my back. Her breath is hot on my neck. “Because you’ve had enough punishment for standing me up. Now it’s time for your reward.”

God, it’s so corny and so porny and yet somehow so fucking hot.

“My reward?” My voice shakes as I ask the question. Scratch that—my whole body shakes.

“Do you trust me?” she asks and there is a surprising earnestness in her tone.

I turn my head back as her grip soften. My eyes find hers. I nod.

“Good,” she says, letting her fingers slip through my hair. “Face front again. It’s time for me to earn my nickname.”

I’m still trying to figure out what she means by that when I feel her slip two fingers inside me, burying them immediately in my pussy as deep as they will go. The force and the surprise of it knocks the air from my lungs.

“Fuck,” I hiss out as Isabel thrusts again, forcing me adjust my position to keep myself braced against the slick tile. “That feels so good, but what did you mean by—Ohhh.”

A few things happen at once. The first is that I come hard enough to make me see stars. One moment I feel the lust building, I feel how well Isabel’s fingers are filling me up, and the next my eyes snap open as my walls clench and my stomach drops.

Her nickname—Izzy the Anal Queen.

One finger pressed against my opening—and not the one her other fingers are busy exploring. There’s no movement, no rapid thrusting, just a slight pressure. And that’s all it takes for me to come completely undone.

I’m panting and delirious by the time my orgasm subsides. Isabel guides me back down to the bench to sit and catch my breath.

She looks over at me like she’s admiring her own handiwork. She looks quite proud of herself.

“Aren’t you supposed to be meeting Eve for brunch?” she asks with a smirk.

“Oh shit,” I say, finally remembering the reason I was trying to extricate myself from Eve in the first place. “I have to go.”
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“Iam so fucking sorry,” I announce the moment I open the door to our apartment. I drop my gym bag at the door and kick off my shoes. Careening down the hall, I call out again, “Got held up at the gym and—wow.”

I come to skidding halt in the living room where Eve sits, one leg folded elegantly over the other, wearing a skin tight off the shoulder mini dress. The ivory fabric clings to her body like it was painted on.

“Good lord, you look amazing, " I say, half forgetting my apology as my girlfriend’s beauty has my clit throbbing anew.

Okay, so maybe I am more than the normal amount of horny. But with a body like that waiting for me whenever I get home, who is really going to blame me?

Eve smiles and then sighs, her head moving almost imperceptibly side to side. “Of course I do. I was hoping to wear this baby out to brunch at that new Peruvian place, maybe with a hot date on my arm. Know anyone who might be interested next time?”

My stomach twists a bit, even if her smile tells me that she’s teasing. I really shouldn’t have lost track of time like that.

“So,” Eve says, uncrossing her legs as she leans back, giving me a view that makes it clear she isn’t wearing any underwear, “what was so entertaining down at the gym that you’ve been gone…” She glances at her watch. “Almost three hours? You certainly look like you’ve had a workout.”

That’s putting it mildly. I’m still a little out of breath and my legs are like jello. There’s only so many orgasms you can have in a short period of time before it overloads your body. I’m parched, lightheaded, and my eyes are having trouble focusing. And that’s just how I feel.

As for how I look? I know there must be at least some mark—or marks—on my neck from Piper’s mouth. The way she kissed me like I owed her something or had wronged her in some way. The girl wasn’t gentle to put it mildly. My face is still red and my lips are still swollen. In short, I know I look like what I am: someone who just got fucked, and good.

“Eve, I’m so sorry about brunch. We can still go, if you want. Or we can go tomorrow or⁠—”

“See,” Eve says, cutting me off, “I was hoping you would be too distracted by how good my tits look in this dress during brunch so that I could tease you a bit out in public. Not nearly as much fun this way.” She pauses, her eyes roaming over me for a more in depth assessment. “Three hours is a long time, even for Isabel.”

The look she gives me is knowing and I can feel myself blush as I try to stammer out a response.

She cuts me off again. “So exactly how many women did you get fucked by this morning, Stephanie?”

There’s a confident command in her voice mixed with unmistakable lust. She’s playing a role here just as much as I am. Enjoying it just as much too.

“Two,” I answer, swallowing hard.

Eve shakes her head slightly. “So while I wanted to go to brunch with my beautiful girlfriend, she was busy, down in the shower, getting double teamed by Izzy and Halley.” She tsks. “A girl could get a little jealous.”

I smile at her, equal parts sweet and seductive. “You know you have nothing to worry about Eve. You’re the end all be all for me. Besides, you know you put all those other girls to shame. I mean, just look at your body in that dress. To say nothing of what you can do with it.”

Eve’s expression turns flat, her eyes narrowed as she studies me. “Is that true though? Are you sure I have nothing to worry about?”

“What?” My stomach drops. That..wasn’t the reaction I was expecting. She’s not actually jealous, is she?

“You didn’t correct me,” Eve says, her expression unreadable. “When I said that you got railed by Izzy and Halley you didn’t correct me. Why? We both know that’s not what happened.”

“What?” For a moment, the panic surging through me makes my brain go blank and all I can do is repeat the question again. “You said that? I honestly thought we were just doing our usual teasing. I…I seriously was so caught up in thinking about ripping that dress off you that I wasn’t thinking straight. Jesus Eve you can’t really think I⁠—”

She holds up one finger and I go silent as my heart hammers into my chest. This can’t be happening.

“First of all, I’m not mad,” she says, which provides some relief. The arch expression she still wears still gives me doubts, though. “You kept me waiting though, so now it’s my turn to have a little fun. Just trust me.”

My heartbeat slows, not quite to a normal pace. I don’t really know where any of this is going, but the moment she says, “Trust me” it’s like a switch being flicked, because I do. I trust Eve as much as I trust myself. Maybe more.

“Okay,” I say, nodding. “I trust you.”

Eve’s lips curl up in a mischievous smile. “Good,” she says. “Because I know about Piper.”

My heart hammers. That’s certainly interesting. Does she really know? Or is she just guessing? And if she knows, who told her? Piper? Isabel? Hell, it could even be Halley if Izzy texted her after she walked in on me and Piper earlier.

There are more than a few possibilities that make sense.

“I just wonder why you wouldn’t tell me about her.” Eve stands and saunters over toward me, the dress looking even more incredible in motion than it does at rest. The way her tits threaten to spill out of the top has me salivating. The sway of her hips is mesmerizing.

“You know,” she says, running one finger along my forearm as she brushes past me, circling, “I’ve told you that you can fuck any women you like as long as your careful, safe, and you at least mention it to me before hand. We already talked about Piper. You know it’s okay with me. So why not tell me?”

The real answer is the one I already gave: I was so caught up in our usual flirting and foreplay that I didn’t even really clock what Eve was saying.

That doesn’t seem to be the answer she wants to hear though.

“I—” I start and then stop, not really sure what she is looking for me to say.

“Here’s what I think,” Eve says, pausing as she comes to stand in front of me again. “She was good. Very good. And you didn’t want to tell me just how much you enjoyed it.”

Even if I’m confused, the tone Eve is using is making at least one thing clear: despite my morning I am more than ready for another round.

And soon.

“Why wouldn’t I want to tell you that?” I ask, keeping my voice soft and timid. Eve isn’t the only one who can play the game.

“Well, if you just liked it you would tell me about it like you always do,” Eve says. “So the only reason I can think of is this: you thought she was better than me.”

The ringing in my ears starts immediately. Suddenly my mouth is drier than something dry, my hands are shaking like things that shake, and my brain has completely lost the ability to come up with a good simile.

“Better than you?” My voice shakes.

Eve nods as she circles me. “It’s the only thing that makes sense.”

As she moves behind me, she runs one finger across the nape of my neck. I shiver as goosebumps pebble across my skin.

“But Eve⁠—”

She steps up behind me, one hand pressing into my abdomen, while the other lifts a single finger to my lips. “It’s okay, Steph. I’m into this.”

When she says this what exactly is she saying? For as good as Piper was, Eve is still my everything. Even the thought of saying that someone else was better makes me uneasy. And yet...there is something in Eve’s demeanor that strikes me.

She is into this. And that’s obvious from more than her words. She, after all, is the one leading us down this avenue. And as long as it really is just another fantasy…

“I just…I thought you’d be mad.” I speak and Eve’s breath catches.

Her hand tightens its grip on my stomach, fingers pressing into muscle as my stomach flips. The other hand slides across my cheek, brushing away a few loose tendrils of hair and tucking them behind my ear. Then she strokes a single finger down the column of my neck.

“Why would I be mad?” Eve asks, and it’s clear that some of her composure has been lost. There’s a subtle shake that only someone who knew her as well as I do would pick up on.

“You really want me to say it?” I squirm against her touch, trying to keep my head on my shoulders to play along with this little game, but each passing moment makes it harder to resist the urge to dispense with the foreplay and just rip Eve’s dress off here and now.

“Yes,” she sighs into my ear. “It’s okay Steph. I know we haven’t really done something like this before, but after that night Valentine’s weekend when you and Isabel went off to do your own thing, I realized I kind of have a kink for this. It’s just a fantasy, but god do I want to hear you say it.”

This is a little bit of new territory for me, but I’d do anything for Eve. And if this is something that she finds hot, well, that’s enough for me.

“I didn’t tell you about Piper, because I was worried you’d be jealous, because you would be able to tell just how much I enjoyed it. Eve, you have no idea how good she fucked me. It was better than anything I’ve ever had.”

“Better than me?” Eve’s voice is almost breathless.

“She was,” I say, not adding anything else yet, trying to feel out exactly how Eve wants this to go.

“God,” Eve hisses, her breath hot on my neck. “How could she not be? Those big fucking tits. Those pouty lips. That not-so-innocent smile of hers that promises something fucking filthy underneath.”

Eve’s hand slides up, brushing over the fabric of my shirt before it closes around my breast, gripping forcefully as my nipples harden.

“It’s a shame you weren’t there to watch,” I say, moaning as she uses one hand to feel me up and the other to trace lines up and down my neck, making me shudder.

“To watch?” she asks, pressing a soft kiss to the back of my neck, as another hand slides down to my tits. She yanks the neckline of my shirt down and they spill out, my nipples already tight and pinched before she takes both of them between her fingers and pinches hard enough to make me yelp. “Is that all?”

I have to remind myself to breathe. The lust rushes in with such intensity it wipes my brain clean. If I’m going to actually give Eve what she wants, I’m going to need a clear head.

I step forward, and push Eve’s hands away, turning back to fix her with a stare.

“That’s all,” I say. “That’s what you want anyway. That’s what turns you on. It’s not about both of us having Piper. It’s about her having her way with me. Fucking me harder than you ever have, treating me like a toy to be used, treating me like the little fucking slut I am.”

Her whole body reacts. Her mouth hangs open, lips trembling as her eyes flutter and then close. Her breath quickens, each inhale pressing her gorgeous tits even higher, until they seem to be almost half spilling out of the top of her dress. Her knees wobble, her whole body shuddering at my word. When she opens her eyes again, the look of hunger in her eyes is unmistakable.

“Now,” I say, taking Eve’s hand and guiding her back toward the couch, until the back of her knees hit the edge and she spills backwards, flat on her back. “I’m going to tell you all about what Piper did to me while you put those fingers in that pretty little pussy of yours. You are going to make yourself come while listening to your girlfriend talk about how good she got fucked by another woman.”

Eve whimpers, her whole body squirming as I climb on top of her, climbing up her body until my tits are hanging just inches from her mouth.

“No,” she whispers. “Not what you already did with her, but what you would do with her if she were here right now.”

Okay, I think the real story is actually pretty fucking hot on its own, but if the idea of Piper fucking me in our apartment in front of her is what she’s looking for…I’m happy to indulge that fantasy.

“Well,” I say, “I think I would love to break out that new strap-on we got. Could you imagine Piper wearing that, me down on my hands and knees, panting like an animal as she fucking impales me hard enough to make my world shake? All while you look on and touch yourself.”

Eve’s smile is oddly sweet given what we are talking about. She nods her encouragement. “That’s great, babe. I fucking love it. But why don’t you show me?”

“I think that sounds like a great idea.”

My blood goes cold as I hear the voice behind me. I turn, but I already know who it is.

Piper is standing there, wearing another sundress from which her ample tits are threatening to spill. She’s leaning against the doorway to our bedroom, and she already has the strap-on.


4
EVE


“Holy shit,” Steph says, spinning back toward me with eyes wide. “You are really into this idea, huh?”

My whole face is hot as I try—and fail—to stifle my smile. I’m not usually one to blush or get nervous. I have a lot more experience than Steph when it comes to women and dating—though in recent months it's possible she’s gaining on me.

All of that to say, usually I am the one taking charge, leading things.

Usually, I am the one making Steph blush.

But this is a wonderful change of pace.

Steph has learned a lot in our time together, come alive and awake to her body and her desires, but that doesn’t mean that I haven’t too.

I never really would have thought I’d be one to develop something of a light cuckquean kink but here we are. I say light because I’m not into the more intense humiliation related parts of it. I mostly just want to watch my girlfriend get railed.

Sometimes in life, it really is about the simple pleasures.

I lie on the couch, hand drifting down to the short hem of my dress, while Steph stands, chest bared. Piper steps up behind her and plants a series of rough kisses down her neck.

Watching the way Steph’s face melts, sends a surge of desire through me. My fingers slip over the fabric of my dress and then under. My fingertips trace a delicate, tortuous path over my skin until they press against my center, warm and wet and waiting.

Steph turns back toward Piper and their mouths meet. Their kiss is all passion and no tenderness, just deep and ravenous hunger.

Their hands are as busy as their mouths as they feel each other up like two teenagers, rough with frantic want.

I slip one finger inside my pussy slowly and I can’t help but whimper.

The noise draws Steph’s attention, who breaks the kiss and turns back toward me.

“How should we do this?” she asks, though I know the question isn’t directed at me.

Piper steps up next to Steph, glances down at the other girl’s bare tits and smirks. Then she pulls down the top of her sundress, so that now both of them are standing there, clothed from the abdomen down, with their tits fully on display.

Unconsciously, I lick my lips and I don’t fail to notice when Steph does the same.

Piper draws Steph in for another quick kiss as one hand toys with my girlfriend's ponytail. She uses it as a handhold as she pulls Steph back.

Piper’s eyes drift toward me. Involuntary I feel my walls clench around the two fingers now buried inside me. The blush in my face creeps its way down my neck, little pinpricks of warmth dancing out across my chest, down my arms. The sensation spreads over my stomach and lower still, until every inch of my body is aflame and wanting.

Just from that one filthy look.

“What do you think, Eve?” Piper asks, her voice arrogant and haughty. “Do you want to see how much better your girlfriend likes these big tits of mine? You should have seen how she was sucking on them earlier. Like she couldn’t get enough. She was moaning and whimpering like a little slut and I wasn’t even touching her.”

“Please…” The word is raspy as it slips past my lips. My mouth has gone nearly dry. My heart is in my throat.

Steph looks at me and I nod. She gives me a filthy smile and then the next second Piper tightens her grip and forces Steph’s head down. That perfect mouth with those soft pouty lips opens wide and latches itself around one of Piper’s swollen nipples.

The blond throws her head back and moans softly, a sound of pure satisfaction.

It continues like that for a few minutes, Steph greedily going to town on Piper, while the blonde locks eyes with me and licks her lips. Having her stare at me while my girlfriend’s mouth is busy on her tits has me turned on to the point of delirium.

It’s a good thing I’m lying down on the couch. If I was still on my feet, I’m not sure I wouldn’t collapse.

When Steph comes up with air, her lips and jaw are slick with saliva, shimmering in the overhead lights, and I feel another surge go through me, this one terminating in my clit with a force so intense I can see stars.

“Enough foreplay,” Piper says in a voice that invites no argument. “Eve, why don’t you stand up and come help me get undressed.”

I’m sure my eyes are bugging out of my head. She’s asking me to help her get undressed so that I can then watch her fuck my girlfriend.

I stand so fast that the blood all rushes to my head. I feel Piper’s strong arms wrap around me and pull me in. It takes a moment for the silver spots in my vision to clear and when they do I realize I’m practically motorboating Piper.

Not that I’m complaining!

Piper smirks at me as I push off and regain my footing. She lifts her arms and I pull the dress over her head in one fluid motion. Steph has already seen Piper completely naked, but I haven’t—and when I do, my toes curl.

Good lord, does this girl have curves!

I help her put on the strap-on and then she has me sit back on the couch, propped up with some pillows while she grabs Steph by the hair and roughly moves her into position.

And that position is obscene.

Steph is bent over facing me, her tits hanging down, with her elbows and forearms propped on the edge of the couch. Her face is only inches from mine as Piper steps up behind her, hands moving to Steph’s inner thighs and spreading her legs wide, before she sinks the strap-on into my girlfriend with a single forceful thrust.

Steph’s eyes nearly bulge out over her head as she screams in ecstasy. The strap-on is not exactly massive, but it’s long and fairly thick around, and Piper buries as much of it as she can in Steph’s waiting pussy.

And while she does, her eyes never leave mine.

I spread my legs, hike my dress, making sure that she can see my pussy, see how wet this making me, how fucking turned on I am watching this woman fuck my girlfriend. I’m done playing around, done teasing myself.

I slip two fingers inside myself and press my thumb hard enough against my clit that silver spots dance across my vision. A moment later I add a third. I’m so wet it’s needed to heighten the sensation, to give me the fullness and the friction that I crave.

Piper’s thrusts start slow as she brings her hips back, dragging the textured shaft against Steph’s quivering walls, before she pauses, winks at me and then buries the shaft again, hard enough that I can hear the air being forced from Steph’s lungs.

Steph’s eyes are crossed and unfocused as she surrenders to Piper’s relentless fucking.

“God,” Piper moans as she reaches forward in time with her thrusting to cups one of Steph’s breasts, rubbing the nipple between her fingers. “I’m so glad I met you sluts. I can’t believe how twisted you all are. And you most of all Eve.”

Oh fuck. This is what I need. I whimper like the slut I am when she looks at me and says my name.

“It’s pretty sick when you think about it,” Piper says, flashing me a sultry smile. “Getting off on the idea of another girl fucking your girlfriend.”

Yes, yes, yes. I knew I was going to love this but the intensity of the arousal at those words is still shocking. The hunger it draws out of me is like nothing I can remember: aching, wanting, bottomless.

And then Steph lifts her head. She’s been so out of it, driven by the waves of pleasure brought about each time Piper impales her with the silicone. Her eyes are heavy. Her mouth hangs open, a bit of spittle resting on her lip.

“Not just fucking your girlfriend, right babe?” Steph struggles to control her breath while Piper continues to slam into her again and again. “But fucking your girlfriend the way she deserves to be fucked.”

I nod, whimpering as my fingers frantically fuck my pussy, my walls clenching and unclenching, as I try to keep myself form hurtling over the edge.

Not yet.

“Yes,” I cry out. “You deserve to be fucked like this.”

Steph nods, or at least tries to with her head being jostled about by the force of Piper’s fucking.

“Harder than you’ve ever fucked me,” Steph says, her voice shaking. “Better than you’ve ever fucked me.”

Yes, this is what I want. This is what I need to hear. I trust Steph, implicitly, and know that she is just playing things up for me, for this fantasy.

And if she’s not?

Honestly, I’m a little embarrassed to admit that I would still find it hot. Because no matter what, I know that what Steph and I have transcends whatever ridiculous—and ridiculously hot—games we play in the bedroom.

“Yes,” I gasp out, pistoning my fingers, no longer trying to hold back. I can feel the orgasm building and I don’t know that I can keep control much longer. “Oh god, I’m so close. Please make her come, Piper. Fuck my girlfriend and make her come harder than I ever have.”

Piper’s eyes lock with mine and time seems to slow. “With pleasure,” she says, and then she reaches forward, grabs Steph’s ponytail and pulls it back as she uses her other hand to deliver a hard smack to Steph’s ass.

And that is all it takes.

My beautiful girlfriend, who is getting roughly fucked by another woman that neither of us had even met before today, shatters. She’s screaming like a banshee, the orgasm rocking her body, while Piper continues to fuck her until every last drop of pleasure has been wrung from her body.

I come too, my fingers working furiously as my own mind melting orgasm hits. And the release is as sweet as I have ever known.

This is the first time Steph and I have so explicitly indulged this kind of fantasy, but I know immediately that it won’t be the last.

She collapses forward, breathless, and Piper slips out of her. Still delirious, Steph crawls on her hands and knees, straddles me and presses a kiss to my lips.

And in that kiss is everything: passion and love and the sweet exhaustion of having just come hard enough to see stars.


5
PIPER


Iwatch the two of them kiss with a satisfaction bordering on ecstasy.

It’s a hot scene: Steph straddling her girlfriend, her perky tits hanging out while Eve’s hands reach up to play with them.

The kiss starts passionate and sweet, but as I watch, the sweetness vanishes and the kiss turns feral, these two lovers locking lips like it’s a contact sport.

“Ahem.” I clear my throat. “You two look adorable.”

They break their kiss and turn their hungry eyes to me.

“Steph,” I say, giving the younger girl a sultry stare that has her lips quivering in a moment, “your little girlfriend looks a bit overdressed don’t you think.”

Steph nods as a smile spreads over her face. She doesn't need to hear more as she helps Eve to her feet and then out of her dress. Eve’s wearing a blue lace top and even still partially clothed, I have to stop myself from gasping when her tits come into view.

They are big—not quite as big as mine—but it’s their perfect shape and gravity defying nature that has my head spinning. They are almost too good to be real, but as Steph reaches forward and undoes the front clasp, they spring into view and oh boy are they real.

I lick my lips. “That’s good. Both of you over here.”

I open my arms wide as the two girls step tentatively toward me. When they are close enough I grab each of them by the hair, delighted by the startled gasps that slip past their pouty lip, and guide them down toward my chest.

They don’t need any instruction. They don’t need any more guidance. Two mouths open and two mouths close, lips sucking on my nipples as their tongues twirl and test and tease. I throw my head and let out a growl.

“Fuck girls, yes. Suck on those big tits. I fucking love it.”

And I do. Despite how porn-y the dirty talk sounds, I’m finding it a huge turn on. After years of thinking I was the good girl, the prude, I have discovered that I very much am not.

And now I need to make up for lost time.

Speaking of, the feeling of their mouths on me is so incredible that I lose track of time. My head lolls back and I feel hands exploring, adding themselves to the mix. Eve kisses my neck as she kneads my breast with one hand and slips another between my legs.

“Oh does someone want to return the favor for⁠—”

Holy fuck. Maybe it’s what we just did. Maybe it’s the fact that two beautiful women are currently lavish me with filthy attention that I could only imagine moments ago.

Eve’s touch is so delicate, one finger slipping into me, pressing against a spot halfway up my wall while another dancing over my clit.

And that is all it takes. The orgasm comes out of nowhere. No build up, no hint of the impending explosion of carnal pleasure that rips through my body and leaves me gasping for air.

As I come, Steph continues to suck on my tits and Eve rejoins her. I tighten my grip on them, drawing them closer to me as Eve’s impossible touch shatters me.

After a while, I have to take a step back, push Eve’s hand away as the sensitivity rises to a dizzying level.

I take a few deep breaths to steady myself, shaking my head as I try to figure out what comes next.

It’s somewhat odd, being the one in the driver’s seat—at least until a few moments ago—given that both these women have me lapped and then some when it comes to sexual experience.

But in another way, it isn’t odd at all. I won’t say there aren’t times when I’m a bit apprehensive or nervous, but for the most part I feel comfortable, confident, in control.

I feel like this is what I was made for. Like this is who I am.

It just took a little help from that beautiful slut Halley to show me.

I’ve been sleeping my whole life, but now I’m awake.

“Get her on her knees.”

Eve’s eyes go wide. Steph hesitates for a moment, looking between her girlfriend and the strap-on that I’m still wearing—the strap-on that is still glistening with Steph’s wetness.

Steph sinks down onto her knees, bringing Eve with her.

She smirks as she looks at her girlfriend. “It’s been a while since I’ve done anything like this. But I think I still remember a thing or two. I’d be happy to show you.”

It’s then that I remember that Halley told me that while Eve has always known she was into women, Steph is bi, or at least she used to date men before her and Eve got together. The idea of Steph showing Eve how to take the massive shaft in her mouth, has sparks of pleasure dancing on my clit.

Plus, from a practical perspective it’s good to have someone who knows what they're doing. It’s not like I have any experience in this department!

Eve nods slowly, her eyes never leaving the toy only inches from her face. I watch as she licks her lips and her whole body trembles.

Steph holds Eve's hair as Eve leans forward and wraps her lips around the purple silicone shaft. She starts tentative at first, but quickly finds a rhythm taking more and more of the shaft into her mouth until her eyes are watering.

“You’re doing great,” Steph coos, the gentleness of her words so at odds with the filthy scene playing out in front of us. “You’re a natural.”

Eve comes up for air, smirking at Steph. “Don’t get any ideas.”

For a few minutes there is nothing but the sloppy wet noise of Eve’s mouth and throat as she deepthroats the toy, practically getting the entire thing down before she gags and coughs and then tries again.

Eventually, she comes up for air.

“God,” she moans as Steph kisses at her neck, “why is this turning me on so much?”

I smirk down at her. “Because you are tasting your girlfriends pussy on the strap-on that another woman just used to fuck her silly.”

Eve’s eyes smolder and a soft moan escapes her lips.

“Steph,” I say, “is she ready?”

“Ready?” Eve asks, the question cut short by a moan as Steph’s hand dips between her legs.

Steph stands and raises her fingers, slick with Eve’s wetness. “You tell me.”

I suck them clean, relishing the first taste of yet another woman. I just can’t get enough.

“Your bed looked quite comfortable,” I say, looking between the girls. “Why don’t we take things there.”

Both of them look curious, but comply without question. Both girls are practically drunk with lust and I watch them stumble toward the bedroom, arms linked.

Once inside, I don’t waste time. I unfasten the toy and hand it to Steph. She takes it without question while Eve looks on.

“I just want to thank you,” I say, “for letting me fuck your girlfriend so good. I quite enjoyed it. And I think both of you did as well.”

Eve licks her lips. “More than enjoyed it, Piper.” Her eyes dart toward her girlfriend who is now wearing the strap-on. “It was fucking everything.”

“You were a good girl, watching while I fucked her, but I don’t want you feel left out.” I am almost dizzy with lust, dizzy with the situation I find myself in and how much I fucking love it. “I’m going to have your pretty little girlfriend bend you over this bed and fuck you like the dirty little slut you are. And while she’s doing that you are going to bury that pretty face of your right between my legs.”

I pause and fix Eve with a stare. I can see the shake in her breath, the way her lips tremble and her eyes darken with lust.

“Steph,” I say, as I begin as I grab Eve and guide her into position—bent over with her elbows on the edge of the bed and that fine ass of hers up and on display, “don’t be gentle with her.” I slide onto the bed, spread my legs and scoot toward Eve’s waiting mouth. My hand grips her hair roughly and I angle her eyes up toward me. “I want to feel every thrust when she moans into my pussy.”

“With pleasure,” Steph says and then she steps up in between her girlfriend’s legs, presses the head of the toy against her opening and sinks it in with one powerful thrust.

I watch Eve’s face melt. I watch her eyes roll to the back of her head.

And then I’m through with the watching and I pull her forward, my hands still gripping her hair. Eve doesn’t need direction, her lips part and her tongue buries itself against me and the world goes white.

Eve moans into me again and again as Steph’s relentless fucking shatters her. Her eyes are pressed tight and her knuckles are white where she grips the sheets, hanging on for dear life as her impending orgasm builds.

After everything we’ve done, I’m in the same position, hurtling toward an intense explosion of pleasure that I know will leave me panting and breathless. I tighten my grip in Eve’s hair and she responds to my upping the ante.

She props herself up on one elbow, putting her impressive core strength on display as she holds the position even as Steph continues to impale her with each thrust. Her free hand joins her mouth and two fingers slip inside me while her tongue shifts its attention to my throbbing clit.

“Jesus Christ, Eve,” I hiss. “That feels so fucking good.”

“So close,” she moans, her words almost unintelligible with her tongue pressed against my aching bud.

“Make her come, Steph.” My words sound like a plea. I’ve been in control of this situation from the start, but now my composure is breaking as the pleasure pushes its way through the cracks, filling me just as full as the shaft that is currently rearranging Eve’s insides. “I want to come with her.”

Steph nods, tits bouncing as she thrusts her hips forward hard enough to knock the air from Eve’s lungs. The other girl moans and grunts and presses her hips back into each stroke, adding to the intensity and the force of the relentless fucking.

Her noises grow louder and mine do as well. Words fail us both until all that’s left is the sound of animal passion.

Then Eve’s eyes snap open and meet mine and it feels like the whole world comes crashing down. The orgasm rips through me with an intensity so great it’s almost scary. I can hardly breathe as Eve’s tongue swirls around my clit, fingers pistoning inside me, until her whole body snaps tight and she collapses forward.

We are both utterly spent. I fall back, going completely horizontal on the bed. Delirious with the aftershocks of that mind-shattering orgasm, I don’t even realize when they join me.

I open my eyes when I feel two sets of hands on my tits and find the girls on either side of me. There is still hunger in their eyes.

Not only are these girls as filthy as I am, but they are just as insatiable.

“What is this girls?” I tease. “Did you two catch feelings? I don’t recall inviting you to cuddle.”

Steph smirks. “Oh please, there is nothing tender about this moment. All three of us just made each other come hard enough to see stars. You showed Eve and I a great time—in my case doubly so given what we did earlier. It’s only fair that we pay you back.”

The smirk I give them both is filthy as my arms wrap around their shoulders. I pull their bodies tight against mine and relish the feeling as their hands continue to explore: kneading, pinching, teasing.

I’ve learned over the last day or so just how incredibly sensitive my nipples are. And so when both Steph and Eve lean down and take one in their pretty little mouths, I nearly lose it.

I curse and squirm as my vision swims and pleasure races through me.

“Girls,” I moan, “that feels so good.”

The words only encourage them further. Their mouths grow hungrier as I feel two hands slipping across the smooth skin of my stomach, wandering lower.

Eve’s fingers press into me—not one or two, but three right from the start. I clench around her, my pussy closing like a vice grip trying to squeeze every ounce of pleasure from the sensation.

Steph’s fingers find my clit and I swear for a moment I have an out of body experience. Suddenly, I’m floating on the ceiling looking down at the filthy scene: two beautiful women, tight bodies and ample tits, ravaging my body.

The vision of it is as arousing as the physical sensations. Nothing I watched last night compares to this.

Nothing in the world possibly could.

Their mouths are all over me, kissing, biting, sucking—until my eyes roll back in my head once and twice and again.

I come and then come again, my cries growing more frantic and feral, my words more unintelligible each time they shatter my world.


EPILOGUE
EVE


After, the three of us lie in bed, catching our breaths.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” I say, gasping the words; I still haven't caught mine.

“Having regrets about inviting another woman to fuck your girlfriend so good she won’t be able to walk straight for a month?”

I laugh and throw a pillow in Piper’s direction. “That,” I say, summoning up as much seriousness as I can muster, “is simply not possible.”

I shake my head, the filthy scenes from earlier playing out: Steph bent over the couch impaled by the toy as Piper pistoned into her again and again. The way her face crumbled as the orgasm stole her breath is an image I’ll never be able to get out of my head.

“I think I’m more concerned that I liked it a little too much.” I venture, glancing between my girlfriend and the new girl who has so thoroughly rocked our world over the last hour.

I’d like to say we repaid the favor—and we certainly put the work in—but it’s hard to call it even. She was that unbelievably good, so in command of the role, and willing to give me—and Steph—exactly what was needed.

“And why would that be a problem?” Steph asks. “Do you think Piper is going to get tired of fucking me?”

I shudder at the way Steph teases me, her newfound confidence a result of adding Piper into the mix like this. For the most part I’ve been the assertive one in the relationship, but exploring my cuckquean kink has brought out a new side of Steph: confident and sexy and willing to tease me in just the right way to make my clit throb and my stomach flip.

In response, Piper leans over and pulls Steph into a sensual kiss. For a moment, I think that’s all it’s going to be and then she slips one hand down and buries two fingers inside Steph.

I slip two fingers between my own legs as I watch the busty blonde finger fuck my girlfriend. Steph’s head is thrown back and I know this one won’t be drawn out. Neither will mine.

We both come—Steph from Piper's fingers and me from my own—and then collapse into the bed again, utterly exhausted.

“Now,” Piper says, grinning ear to ear, clearly satisfied with her handiwork, “I do actually have to start work on Monday so I’m not sure I can do this every day…” An absurd stab of disappointment goes through me, but Piper continues. “But how about every other?”

Steph and I share a look, my girlfriend’s barely contained excitement no doubt a mirror of my own.

“I think we could make something work,” I say, rolling over and climbing on top of Piper, straddling her so that my heavy tits are directly in front of her face. I buck my hips against her as she takes one nipple between her lips. “But you said Monday, which means we still have the rest of the weekend. What do you think about giving Halley and Izzy a call? We wouldn’t want them to feel left out.”

I whimper and moan as Piper sucks in my tits, hungrily moving between one and then the other. She pauses and looks up at me. “What are you waiting for? I’ve learned a few new tricks since last night and I’d love to show the girls.”

I continue to grind on Piper while Steph reaches for her phone and fires off a quick text. A moment later her phone dings.

“On their way,” she says as she reaches around me, hands ghosting over my stomach before cupping my tits, her mouth pressing kisses against my neck as I lock eyes with Piper. “Now, why don’t you come for us before they get up here?”

I’m so close and when Steph fists my hair and pulls hard, the orgasm that rocks me has me seeing stars.

I’m half-delirious in bed by the time the other girls arrive.

Halley shakes her head as she peels her shirt over her head and climbs onto the bed, sliding up so that her face is inches from the ache between my legs. “You guys started without us,” she teases in sultry tones. “You’re going to pay for that.”

And then tongue hits my clit and—oh boy, this is a punishment I could get used to.
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