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 ALWAYS A BRIDESMAID

 


Always a bridesmaid, never
a bride, I thought as I watched Veronica
struggle with her sheer white stockings. I’ve been through six
weddings since high school graduation, none of them my own.
Veronica and I had never been close—I had been more the
swim-and-track-team type, rather than the prom-and-yearbook type—so
I’d been surprised when she asked me. It seemed she required the
biggest damn wedding Eagle Creek had ever seen. And I’ve had always
had a problem saying “no.”

Despite being low down on the list of
bridesmaids, I was the one here at the Holiday Inn this morning
helping Veronica get dressed for her big day. Everyone else,
including her own mother, had fled in fear. Veronica had become
more and more of a shrieking harpy as the wedding approached.

But honestly, I didn’t mind being here. I’ve
been hot for Veronica’s tight little cheerleader-panty clad ass
since junior year when I realized that tight little cheerleader
asses made me wet.

Right now, the ass of my fantasies was
framed by a white thong and garter belt while Veronica adjusted her
stocking, trying to get the seam straight. As she bent over, the
long rope of pearls double-looped around her neck fell against her
perky breasts, which threatened to spill out of her satin bustier.
I thought about coaxing them free, tying the pearls tight around
them so the creamy fleshed bulged around the strand, and biting her
nipples hard. My mouth watered.

“We interrupt this program
for a news bulletin.”

I had a feeling that Albert, the only DJ at
the local station for the past fifteen years, had always wanted to
say that. To distract myself before I threw Veronica down on the
bed and made her wedding day really something to remember, I turned
up the volume on the radio on the night table.

“Carstairs Jewelry Store
was robbed last night. Police have no leads. The door lock was not
damaged. Only employees’ fingerprints have been found.”

I already knew this all this, because I’d
been the one at Carstairs at 6 a.m., dusting for those prints. In
truth, I probably should have been there now. But there was no way
I was going to pass up watching Veronica prance around in lingerie
and pearls for my own personal show. Half of my brain was trying to
piece together clues while the other half was, well, occupied. It’s
not just guys who lose mental functioning when they’re in lust.

I shifted restlessly. Beneath the hideous
fuchsia polyester monstrosity of a bridesmaid gown, my own nipples
tightened.

Veronica let out a string of expletives. One
long, French-manicured nail had gone through her stocking.

“Here’s another pair,” I
said, handing her a new set of sheer white hose. Three more pairs,
still in packaging, were lined up neatly in the dresser drawer,
which was lined with lavender-scented paper. If my luck held out,
I’d get to watch her slide her smooth legs into every pair. My legs
might have been longer, but hers were wonderfully curvy, the
muscles still toned from all that leaping about.

Veronica grabbed the package without a thank
you and tossed it on the bed. She peeled off the ruined stocking
and flung it. It caught on the edge of the vanity mirror and sagged
like an exhausted bird.

That was the strange thing.
In all other areas, Veronica was the neatest, most organized,
most anal-retentive person anyone had ever met. Yet this wedding had thrown her
into disarray. No, I amended. It had turned her into a woman
possessed by the demon Cupid.

I wanted to pin her down and paddle her ass
until it was glowing red. She certainly deserved a spanking. I
liked the idea that she might enjoy it.

I sure as hell would.

In the interim, the news had reverted back
to music. I wondered if Veronica had heard the announcement. She’d
worked at Carstairs up until a month ago, when she’d quit and gone
into full hyper mode for the wedding. After she’d bought the
wedding rings on her discount, of course.

Well, I wasn’t about to
point it out the theft to Veronica now. The chaos
could get worse, and I
didn’t want to be responsible for it.

I moved the garment bag and sat down on the
edge of the bed, hoping Veronica wouldn’t smear her makeup on her
dress when she put it on, and throw herself out the window as a
result. It would be such a waste of such a delicious body.

The hotel room was impeccable except for the
wedding accoutrement scattered everywhere. Veronica’s going-away
outfit was still in its dry-cleaning bag, hanging in the closet
over a pair of pale pink pumps that matched the suit. Her suitcase
was still open, toiletries and lingerie and what looked like her
plane ticket carefully arranged.

Veronica had started
planning early, booking the church and reception hall well in
advance, but since then, she’d been clinging to organization by the
tips of her French-cut manicured fingernails. I had been present at
the dress shop when Veronica reduced the seamstress to tears,
insisting that the alterations were all wrong again. It turned out that Veronica
had mixed up several bridesmaids’ measurements.

Oh yeah, a spanking was just what we both
needed.

My cell phone rang, jolting me out of that
particularly enticing fantasy. My police partner, Kev.

“Oh good, you’re still
alive,” he said.

I stepped into the bathroom and closed the
door most of the way, so I could still see Veronica.

“I was more worried about
the flower delivery guy,” I said. “Veronica just about took his
head off because he brought lilies instead of freesias. The order
form clearly says lilies, but she insists she ordered freesias.
Thank goodness I’m never going to be a bride.” Kev is one of the
few people who knows my sexual leanings. “But you didn’t call to
chat about my welfare, I’m sure.”

“Just checking in, really,”
Kev said. “We’ve got a definitive list of what was taken. It was
all the really expensive stuff—stuff they don’t show to everybody.
Somebody knew what to go for. I’m wondering if Carstairs himself
didn’t misplace the stuff, though. He’s getting on; he probably put
it somewhere for safekeeping and will find it in a couple of days.
Frankly, Veronica’s meltdown is more interesting.”

In many ways, it was. Although Veronica
seemed to have mastered the art of putting on stockings. The seams
on both were perfect. She slipped on her white pumps, and we both
admired her legs in the mirror.

“Insurance fraud?” I said
to Kev with the last remaining brain cells I had available for
work.

“He’s not going to get any
more money than what the jewelry was worth,” Kev said. “Besides,
Carstairs just doesn’t seem the type. That would be so out of
character.”

Veronica calmly unzipped the garment
bag.

“Kev, I’ve got to go,” I
said, and hung up before he could respond.

Those last few brain cells had solved the
puzzle, and were having a congratulatory fuck with the lust-fogged
ones, giving me all sorts of related ideas.

Veronica had gone too far this time. She’d
ignored me in school, but I’d handled that. She’d turned into a
raving bride from hell, but I’d dealt with it.

But now, oh, now, she’d messed with my
territory. Now she’d really pissed me off.

I was going to take advantage of it,
too.

Was this worth the guilt I would carry
forever?

Hell, yes.

“Let me help you with
that,” I said to Veronica, who had just stepped into her wedding
dress, a confection of satin and lace and pearl buttons from wrist
to elbow. She stopped, holding it around her waist, waiting for me
to be her maidservant. She didn’t so much as glance over her
shoulder at me, so she didn’t see me unhook the stocking from the
mirror. Which meant she didn’t even have time to react when I
grabbed her wrists, pulled them behing her back, and deftly tied
the silky nylon around them. So much more appropriate than
handcuffs.

“What the fuck?”

The dress pooled on to the floor in a sea of
frothy lace. I had my arm around her waist, so when she struggled,
she wiggled back against me.

I liked that a lot.

“Don’t make me have to gag
you,” I said.

She took a deep breath to scream, and I
shoved another stocking in her mouth, wrapping it behind her head
and holding onto the ends in one fist like reins.

“I warned you,” I said,
leaning in and breathing the words in her ear, smelling Chanel.
Then I bit her earlobe and sucked gently, just to see what she
would do. She struggled again.

I still liked it. But I had bigger
plans.

I’m taller than she is and my shoulders are
broader from the swimming. Between that and the cop training, it
was an easy thing for me to pull her to the bed and flip her onto
my lap. She kicked, but quickly realized I was that much stronger.
She breathed heavily through her nose as I ran finally got my first
chance to run my hand over that delectable curvy bottom. For a
moment I almost forgot why I had the upper hand, so to speak.

“You’ve been a royal pain
in the ass,” I said, squeezing her smooth cheek for emphasis.
“You’ve made everyone’s life a living hell. You’ve been very, very
naughty.”

My hand connected with her flesh, the slap
sudden and loud. She squealed behind the gag and writhed again.

“I know you robbed
Carstairs.”

She froze. When I spanked her again, she
jumped, but didn’t try to get away. I watched the handprint redden,
and rubbed the no doubt stinging flesh. My own panties were already
soaked, my clit aching.

“It all just didn’t add
up,” I said. “When you were yearbook editor, you cross-referenced
every photograph taken for the past twenty years.” Slap. “You made
a database for the high school paper—” Spank. “—took all of the
cheerleaders’ outfits to the dry cleaners on a weekly basis—”
Smack. “—and we had the most elaborate prom in Eagle Creek history
thanks to you.” I paused to bestow a volley of spanks, then watch
her ass flush scarlet. I bet it stung like hell.

The rhythm of her breathing had changed.
Mine had, too.

“You were normally so
organized, it was scary,” I said. “Everyone thought you was just
going nuts because of the wedding, but then I realized that the
wedding was the only thing you was going nuts about. The rest of your life was
still perfectly organized.”

I reached between her legs and found her
thong was drenched. Desire surged, almost painfully, through me.
“My goodness, Veronica, you seem to be quite enjoying this.” I
tried to sound flippant, but my voice shook, just a little.

Veronica didn’t noticed. She moaned, this
time writhing to increase the pressure against her clit. I teased
her, sliding my fingers across her pussy lips, toying with the
entrance. When I pulled my hand away, she made a frustrated
noise.

I brought my fingers to my mouth and tasted
her, tangy sweet with a hint of salt. My goodness. I wonder if she
was reacting to the spanking, or to the fact I was a woman. I
wondered if her groom knew about any of this. I doubted it.
Veronica probably hadn’t known any of this about herself.

Well. Time for a little more education.

I let her slide off my lap so she was
kneeling on the floor. I’d let go of the stocking around her head,
but she didn’t seem to notice.

I stood and slipped out of my own dress and
panties and sat down again. I could smell my own arousal.

“It just didn’t make
sense,” I repeated conversationally as I worked those pert breasts
of hers out of the bustier. I took a rosy, peaked nipple in each
hand and pinched hard. She sucked in a breath and looked up at me,
big blue eyes pleading.

“And then I remembered that
you easily could have made an extra key to Carstairs. The wedding
mania was just a cover—a distraction. Who would have thought the
hysterical bride could have pulled off a cool jewelry heist on the
night before her wedding?”

I relinquished my hold on her rock-hard
nipples and watched her heaving chest with great enjoyment. “I
think you liked that, Veronica. Care to make a deal?”

She nodded eagerly.

“You won’t
scream?”

She shook her head.

I pulled the stocking out of her mouth.

“Half of the jewels are
yours,” she whispered.

“They’re the last things on
my mind,” I said. I scraped my fingernail across her nipple and she
made a needy, whimpering sound. “I want you to do something for me.
If you do, I won’t tell a soul what I know.”

Veronica looked confused. On a whim, I
unlooped the long strand of pearls from her neck. I slipped one end
through the knot that bound her wrists, then threaded the string
between her thighs. I tugged, urging Veronica forward.

She shuffled on her knees,
almost losing her balance but catching herself just in time. Maybe
there were some useful skills to be learned from cheerleading. I
imagined that the pressure of the pearls against her clit and lips
was delicious. I’d have to be careful—her job was to make me happy,
not the other way around. But I wanted to keep her focused. I
wanted her to know what I could
do, wanted her to think about the power I had to
rock her world.

She still didn’t seem to get what I was
leading her towards, even as I lay back on my elbows and spread my
legs.

“Make me come,” I said. She
hesitated, and I added, “You’d better make it quick. I can’t
remember if I locked the door.”

Her first lick, tentative as it was, nearly
made me jump out of my skin. Years of fantasizing, and it was
better than I could have imagined. Veronica on her knees, her face
between my thighs. I hadn’t dreamed I’d enjoy dominating her this
much any more than she’d expected to enjoy the submissive end. I
was even wetter than she was, and that was saying something.

I needed more, though, so I threaded the
fingers of my free hand through her hairspray-stiff hair and pulled
her head in close.

For a novice, she picked up the skills
pretty damn quick. Her tongue, strong and pointed, flicked against
my clit with increasing speed. I briefly considered freeing her
hands, but the fact that she was bound at my feet made me even
hotter.

“That’s it,” I said. “Keep
going.” I tugged on the pearls for emphasis, and felt her moan
vibrate against my aching bud.

My thighs trembled. My stomach tightened.
The buildup was excruciatingly slow, tantalizingly powerful.

I pressed down against her mouth and came so
hard I thought the top of my head had blown off. The aftershocks
were so strong that I didn’t let go of her head, and then I had
another, smaller orgasm.

“That was spectacular,
Veronica,” I said when I could breathe again. I stood, my thighs
weak and shaky, and bent over to untie her wrists. The pearls fell
to the floor. Then I hiked my dress back on and zipped it, and
grabbed my panties. I’d clean up in my own room.

“But…what about me?” she
asked, her voice plaintive. Her hair was a mess, her makeup
smeared.

“What about you? You’ve
obviously discovered a talent you didn’t know you had.”

“No, I mean…” She looked
away, then back at me with those puppy dog eyes, as innocent as
Britney Spears. “Aren’t you going to go down on me?”



For a moment all I could do
was stare at her in astonishment. Laughter burbled out of me.
Now she wanted me?
That was a heady thought.

“Don’t get up,” I said.
“Don’t move, except this.” With the toe of my hot pink bridesmaid
pump, I coaxed her thighs apart, then I pulled aside the
barely-there, drenched bridal thong. The pearls lay abandonded on
the floor. I picked them up, doubled them over, and slowly,
excruciatingly slowly, slid them pearl-by-pearl into her hot, wet
pussy.

By the time two-thirds of them were inside
her, she was quivering, teetering on the edge of desperate
need.

I stopped.

“All it would take right
now,” I said, “is for me to pull these out of you. Up and out, so
that every slick pearl bumps over your clit. You’d come all over
these pretty pearls, wouldn’t you, Veronica?”

“Please,” she whispered. “I
need…”

I stepped back. “Sweetheart, the way you’ve
treated everybody recently, you don’t deserve it,” I said.
“Besides, it’s nearly eleven. Unless you want to miss your own
wedding, you need to pull yourself together.”

And that’s how I left her, kneeling in the
middle of the room with her breasts spilling out over her wedding
lingerie, a double-strand of pearls dangling out of her cunt, and
her face shimmering with my come.

Always a bridesmaid—but this bride, at
least, would never forget me.

*

 



 


 PEPPERMINT STICK

 


“You’re awfully impatient
tonight,” she said. “That’s something we’ll have to work
on.”

She doesn’t normally restrict my orgasms.
It’s just something we play with occasionally. My “punishment” for
coming too soon will, happily, result in more orgasms anyway. But
the point is control, and obedience, and I always try very, very
hard to follow her orders.

It’s just those damn carolers!

She has me tied up in the living room, just
out of sight of the front door. The cuffs are attached to a hook
that normally suspends a spider plant. For the season, she’s
dressed me in white spike heels, a white leather bustier, and angel
wings and a halo. A ball gag keeps me from protesting too much.
Christmas bells dangle jauntily from my nipple clamps.

Earlier, she amused herself by having me
dance to make the bells chime in time to “Jingle Bells,” which of
course made the clamps all the more effective in teasing my aching
nipples.

She lubed up a vibrator and slid it slowly
into me, strapped it in, and turned it on low. Not enough to make
me come, not yet.

She’d just gotten started with the paddle
when the doorbell rang, and I had to wait, aroused and dripping,
through “God Rest Ye Merry Gentlemen,” “Silent Night,” and,
ironically, “It Came Upon a Midnight Clear.”

When they left, she came back and picked up
where she’d resumed. My ass—I could imagine how its redness
contrasted with my white outfit—heated nicely in contrast to the
cold outside.

The doorbell rang again.

“Here Comes Santa Claus.”
Lucky bastard.

She removed the clamps, massaging away the
flashes of pain, then replaced them, flicking them back and forth
so they swayed torturously.

The third time the doorbell rang, my
frustrated noises were clear even beneath the gag.

“You’re awfully impatient
tonight,” she says. “That’s something we’ll have to work
on.”

She unbuckles the gag, and replaces it with
the long end of a peppermint candy cane.

“When you finish sucking
every bit of that, you can come,” she says. “No biting or chewing
allowed. It all has to melt.”

To make matters worse, she turns up the
vibrator a little bit more before answering the door.

I slurp and suck as fast as I can. I
discover almost immediately that I can’t go too fast. The
peppermint stick nearly slides out of my mouth, and I lunge forward
(with the tiny range of motion I had) and catch it just in
time.

The bells on the clamps jingle merrily.
Swinging back and forth, they twist my tormented nipples.

She glances in from the foyer,
expressionless.

God, it’s only December twenty-first. She’s
promised me special torture for each of the Twelve Days of
Christmas, and those don’t even start for four days.

My world narrows to the delicious bite on my
breasts, the buzzing thickness in my cunt, and the hot taste of
peppermint in my mouth.

I’ve always crunched candy canes. I’ve never
been one for patience, which is why this is so hard for me… I keep
catching myself before the automatic desire takes hold, torn
between giving in to my arousal and holding out until the candy
cane is gone.

I just need to come so bad.

I try to distract myself by looking at the
tree. The festive multicolored lights blink on and off. Random
patterns. But the more I watch, the more they look like they’re
pulsing.

The throb in my sympathetic nipples begins
pulsing in time.

I close my eyes, concentrate on sucking.

Surely I must be close to the end.

Don’t check. It’ll be longer than you
think.

I can’t help myself. I check.

Fuck.

She returns then, only to bump up the
vibrator another few notches. Oh God, no. I moan around the candy
cane, and she pats my cheek. Then she wraps a white, furry mask
over my eyes. So I can’t see the candy cane. And so I won’t know if
she’s watching me.

We have an open plan house—when she goes
into the kitchen or to the front door, she can still see me. If
she’s in the living room, she’ll hear and see if I crunch the candy
cane.

The increased vibrations are driving me
insane. I’m sure I can feel my juices oozing out, trickling down my
leg.

I twist as much as I can, trying to relieve
the pressure. Of course, that just adds to the torment. The
vibrator fills me, stretches me, and now I’m even more aware of
it.

Aware of how the base of it tickles my
clit.

Aware of how close I am, how frantic I
am.

I feel the hair on the nape of my neck stand
up. I can’t take this much longer. Is she watching, knowing my
limits, enjoying my desperate predicament. My thighs tremble as I
try not to come.

Which also makes it worse. Pushes me
closer.

Surely I’m almost done with the candy
cane?

The tip of the cane touches my cheek. I’m
only at the curve. I still have to work my way all around.

But it’s already too late. Like one of those
spiral lighted trees, the orgasm uncoils inside me. My hips circle,
thrust as I spasm uncontrollably around the thick vibrator. The
nipping at my tender nipples, the sound of the bells, drive me
helplessly on.

Red and white flashes behind my blindfolded
eyes.

As I come, my teeth clamp down on the candy
cane. The sharp mint crunch mingles with my frantic squeals, and
then with the sound of her voice.

“You’re in trouble
now.”

She removes the mask.

Just the sight of the crop, wrapped with red
and white ribbon like another peppermint stick, is enough to set me
off in convulsions again.

And the Solstice is the longest night of the
year…

 


*


 


 SUBTLE

 


Katrina and I have never been into hard-core
bondage. The idea of thick straps of leather everywhere, of crosses
and horses and all-out full-on immobility just doesn’t do it for
us.

No, we’re much more subtle than that.
Believe me, the results are just as, if not more, devastating.

It started one night when we were playing
with nipple clamps. We were using light, teasing ones, because
let’s face it, your hands can’t be everywhere, and what’s wrong
with a little help?

Katrina got a deliciously evil look on her
face. At that point, I hadn’t quite learned just what that look
meant. I shivered nonetheless; I instinctively knew that it was a
good thing.

We were in the front hall next to the
stairs. We’d been romping in the living room and had decided to
head for the bedroom.

We never made it.

Katrina got that wicked gleam in her eyes.
She slid one of the padded tweezer clips off my pouting nipple,
threaded the attached chain through a railing on the banister, and
reattached the clamp.

“Stay there,” she said, and
bounded up the stairs.

There was no danger, obviously. My hands and
feet were free. I could have popped off one of the clips and gone
on my merry way.

But I didn’t. I don’t think I could have.
Even though logically I knew there was nothing physical truly
holding me there, mentally it was clear: I was stuck. She’d told me
to stay. Stay I would.

The realization made me squirm. My nipples
swelled, throbbing in the clips. As I shifted, I could tell my
pussy lips were slick, pouting. How long would she leave me like
this?

When Katrina came down the stairs with a
bright blue fake cock jutting from her groin, my head spun.

She stopped, crouched, slid the dildo
through the railings. I took it in my mouth. She’d used it on
herself first—I could taste her arousal. My moan was muffled.

She pulled away, came the rest of the way
down, and fucked me hard from behind. Gripping the railings,
thrusting my ass back to meet her strokes, I was constantly aware
of the chain hanging loosely between the bars.

That’s what pushed me over the edge, again
and again.

*

So that’s how it began. It was always the
subtle stuff: a pair of thumbscrews so I couldn’t pull my hands
apart, a pair of strappy high heels that locked together. She tied
my calves to the dining room chair legs with silken cords so I had
to concentrate on my dinner and try to ignore the fact that my
uncovered cunt was spread and dripping.

It didn’t help when Katrina suggested we do
something similar at a restaurant, under a long tablecloth.

She let me loose long enough so we could go
upstairs, where she tied my legs to the bedposts with the same
cords and teased me with a vibrator on my clit to the peak of
orgasm while I vainly tried to pull my thighs together.

*

We have an iron bedstead, with a low
footboard that’s flush with the mattress. She bent me over the bed,
as we’d done a hundred times before. She had the strap-on buckled
around her slim hips again.

This time, though, the stakes were raised.
The nipples clamps were threaded through the footboard, so every
time she thrust into me, they tugged at my nipples. Not hardcore
pain, but a mind-bogglingly strong sensation nonetheless. I tried
to squirm backwards, but a firm hand on the small of my back
stopped me.

Once again, my hands were free. I could’ve
stopped things at any time.

But I didn’t want to.

Thrust. Tug. Thrust. Tug. Until it was all a
blur, and then I was shaking and crying out, my inner walls
clamping down on the dildo and my hands fisted in the bedspread as
I came.

*

Katrina gradually grew more inventive, more
devious.

Take tonight, for instance.

We had a gallery opening to go to. She told
me I’d particularly enjoy it. Silly me, I thought she meant the
art.

She strapped narrow cuffs (black leather
with little red hearts on them) around my thighs and buckled them
together. I could walk, certainly, but only in short, mincing
steps. A simple thing that had a devastating effect on me.

Before she did that, though, she had me
spread my legs wide (which I wouldn’t be able to do for a while)
and inserted a series of three metal balls, connected by a cord,
deep up inside me. The balls were weighted, so when I walked (even
with those tiny steps), they jiggled and rocked, a constant
reminder of my sexy predicament.

Finally, there were tiny little rings that
bit into my already-hard nipples. Every time I took a breath, I
felt them.

I wore a long skirt and a loose blouse,
elegant and striking. The items that teased me and tormented me
wouldn’t be obvious to anyone else. There was nothing to indicate I
wasn’t just having an ordinary evening out with my lover, enjoying
fine art.

Subtle. Wicked.

If a friend of ours wasn’t the artist having
the show, I would have begged to stay home. At the same time, the
long, slow arousal of the evening would mean an explosive time
after we returned home. I wondered if she had more in store for me
then.

The gallery was divided
into two main areas, one a few steps lower than the other,
connected by wide, shallow steps. People tended to gather on the
stairs, chatting, and we were no different. So I was completely
unprepared when I heard a tiny snick, and realized that Katrina had
snapped a chain onto the bracelet on my left wrist, and then to the
railing. At the same time, she’d draped my wrap over my arm, so it
simply looked as though I was standing there, casually resting my
hand on the railing.

I was trapped.

She stepped a few feet away to greet someone
we knew, and I wondered how long she would leave me there. And to
what end?

The conversation ebbed and flowed, rising
and falling around me, and over it all the strains of jazz wailed
softly from hidden speakers. Friends paused to talk, to discuss the
artwork and find out how we’d been doing.

Okay. I could handle this. I was horny as
hell, shivering a little from the way my nipples had gotten rock
hard and aching, how my clit throbbed. But it was all mind games,
right? Nothing I could deal—

That’s when I found out that the balls in my
pussy vibrated, and she had the remote control.

Luckily nobody was standing next to me at
the precise moment the evil orbs started humming of their own
accord. I muted my gasp into a delicate cough, and pressed my lips
together so I wouldn’t moan. My hand clenched around the
railing.

The glass of champagne in my other hand
wobbled dangerously.

I looked around frantically. There wasn’t a
waiter to be seen. I didn’t think I could reach the floor to set
the crystal flute down, much less do it in a way that didn’t look
odd.

I was too aroused to even gulp what was left
in the glass.

Oh, she had me. She had me good. I knew that
all I had to do was call out to her, and she’d stop the torture.
But calling out to her would also look a little odd, and she knew I
hated to look gauche in public.

I was truly at her tender mercies.

Sweat broke out on my upper lip. I tried to
spread my legs, minimize the exquisite torture, but of course I
couldn’t, thanks to the cuffs.

Pressing my thighs together was a far worse
idea. It made everything more intense, reminded me that my clit was
swollen and sensitive. My inner walls jumped as I tried to stave
off the inevitable, and it seemed that the vibrations
increased.

I sent a panicked glance at Katrina. She
smiled and blew me a kiss, as if that’s all it was, lovers
connecting across a crowded room.

The vibrations
had increased, and she
was the one making it happen.

My entire body was one big throbbing mass of
sensation, from breasts to groin, nipples to clit. I was sure if
someone touched my bare arm, I’d come. I was terrified that someone
would.

At any point, I could have stopped it.
Somewhere, deep in the back of my brain, I knew that. It would be
easy enough to undo the chain at my wrist, scurry to the bathroom
and remove the cuffs and the torturous spheres. Or, with a simple
signal from me, Katrina would turn off the vibrating balls that
seemed to have expanded inside me, stretching me as they rocked and
pulsed.

I knew it, but I didn’t know it. All I
really knew was that Katrina had me trapped, and she was going to
play with me, both physically with the toys and mentally by smiling
sweetly at me, until I came.

Came in public, in a roomful of people.

The only question was how long it would
take.

My entire body tightens. The familiar surge,
like a growing wave, swells within me. This time, I can’t stop
it.

Oh God…
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