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The hardest part of a marathon is often around Miles 20 and 21. It's the terrible intersection where the body is exhausted and the mind knows that the finish line is still miles ahead.
Lauren hit that low point around noon. She was in good condition, her small body lean and toned, but the day was simply too much. It was much hotter than expected, over 80 degrees even at the starting line, and she had been struggling since Mile 14. She was too hot, too dehydrated, and had pushed too hard for her first marathon.
The last thing she saw before collapsing were the waves of heat rising from the roadway.
When her eyelids next fluttered open, she had no idea where she was. Everything was unfamiliar, her mind was blank, and she felt a momentary panic.
A hand came down on her shoulder. "You're awake," a woman's voice announced softly. "How are you feeling?"
Lauren blinked, trying to comprehend. A world took shape around her. She was in a tent, one of those outdoor event tents that had a roof but no walls. People were bustling around her. She tried to move, but couldn't. Nothing held her down, but her limbs simply would not cooperate. The woman leaned over her. She was a friendly woman, probably in her early fifties, wearing a white top with a little red cross near her clavicle. "Did you enjoy your little nap?" Every thought took extreme effort. Her limbs would still not cooperate. "Wha -- what happened?" she rasped.
"You went down on the course. You're severely dehydrated. We're giving you an IV drip now."
"I can't move."
The woman chuckled. "That's normal. You're so dehydrated that your body more or less shut down. You can move, but it's a lot of work, so just lie there and rest. You'll be okay. We've almost got you filled back up."
With an extreme force of will, and just to settle her own mind, Lauren willed her right hand to rise. It did, quivering, but it felt like it weighed 30 pounds. She let it drop back to her side with a plop.
The nurse brushed a sweaty lock of brunette hair from over Lauren's eyes. "We'll finish up this drip, and then you should be on the road to recovery. It's just going to take a while, probably the rest of the evening, before you feel well enough to move around."
Lauren's energy was drained from the effort of raising her hand, so she didn't reply.
The woman produced a form. "What we need to do is for you to go home and rest. You're in no danger or anything. You just need to build up your strength. Do you have a ride home?"
Lauren struggled to form her reply. She ticked back the past 24 hours. Airline from home. Nice hotel room at the Marriott. She had watched a movie the night before. She had ordered room service. The town was...Cincinnati.
Did she know anyone in Cincinnati?
"I ... I'm at the Marriott." The sentence was difficult to form.
The older woman got a worried look. "Oh, you're from out of town? Are you staying with someone? Do you have someone to drive you there and look after you?"
Lauren's eyes teared up, partly at the memory and mostly because she was so exhausted that the mere act of thinking was an emotional ordeal. She had no one, not since the divorce. She was alone, and not just in Cincinnati. "No."
The nurse pursed her lips, but a voice intervened. "Oh, I can look after her!"
The voice was cheery, bright, and female. It came from somewhere behind her head as she lay on the stretcher, but it was far too much work to turn and locate it.
The nurse looked up. "You can help her?" she asked.
"Sure! She said she's at the Marriott? I live close to there. I can escort her back and get her up into her hotel room. Does she have a car that we need to move?"
The nurse looked into Lauren's eyes, and felt her forehead for heat. "Do you have a car?"
It was so hard to concentrate, so hard to form the words to an answer, but the world was at least starting to come into focus. "No," she whispered. "Cab."
"You took a cab here?"
With all the strength she could muster, Lauren offered an 'uh-huh'.
"All the better. I'll put her in my car, and problem solved!" The cheery voice behind her continued.
Who was this person? Lauren hoped this angel of mercy would come closer, because she couldn't turn to look. There was no way she had the strength to even stand up, much less find a cab back to the hotel. She needed help.
"Do you feel like sitting up?" the nurse asked. Then, to the voice behind her she said, "Let's help her sit up."
The nurse gently grasped her wrists and pulled forward, while some helping hands from behind propped her up from the back and shoulders. Lauren was able to remain upright on the stretcher only with help. Her vision tunneled for a moment before widening again.
The helper sat on the stretcher behind her, nestling up against her back and supporting her. Two strong but feminine arms wrapped around her waist and her rib cage. "You okay, sweetie?" The voice was an inch behind her left ear, so close that she could feel the breath. Lauren could feel the swell of ample breasts against her back, cushioning her and holding her up.
"I can't move. I'm sorry."
"That's okay. I'll help you." In a slightly louder voice, she said to the nurse, "Let me take her back to her hotel. I'll stay with her until I'm sure she's okay."
"Is that okay with you?" The nurse peered into Lauren's glassy eyes.
Lauren nodded. Bless this woman to help her.
"Okay, let's get her up. You get the left and I'll get the right."
The nurse moved to Lauren's right side, and the other woman came around to the left, giving Lauren her first good look. The angel of mercy was blonde with stylishly straight shoulder-length hair. She was perhaps in her late thirties, and had the toned body of an aerobics instructor, curvy and strong and fit. She didn't particularly look like a runner, but at the same time she looked fit enough to do anything she wanted to.
Lauren, on the other hand, had a runner's body, small and sleek, with enough curves to turn men's heads, but just barely. The other two women were both at least four inches taller than her waifish 5'-3" form, so it wasn't a huge effort to drape her arms over their shoulders and half lift, half carry her.
"Thank you," she murmured, as they walked her out to the parking area. Other than a few curious looks, they arrived without incident to a red Honda Accord, relatively new and shiny. The two women maneuvered Lauren into the front seat, and the blonde gave the nurse a quick goodbye hug before climbing into the driver's seat. As she stretched to the pedals, she displayed long, beautiful legs clad in short runner's shorts, and a snug-fitting running top that accentuated her curvy figure and proclaimed her a finisher of this same race two years ago.
She patted Lauren affectionately on the thigh. "Don't worry," she reassured, reaching across Lauren to fasten her seat belt. "We'll have you back in your hotel room in no time. And in the meantime I'll crank up the air conditioner."
"Mmmmm," said Lauren when the cold air hit her. "That's fantastic."
The woman grinned. "It's 84 degrees out there now. They were considering canceling the race, but it's too hard to do that at the last minute with 4,000 runners. How far did you get before you went down?"
"I...I remember Mile 20. I think I remember Mile 21, but I don't remember if I passed it." Lauren's voice was soft. Her mind was coming back even if her body remained weak.
"Oh, too bad. You were almost there."
"I'm embarrassed. This has never happened to me." The woman laughed. "Don't worry about it. You weren't the only one."
"I'm so exhausted I can't even move. I mean, I really can't move."
The taller woman smiled as she maneuvered through the parked cars toward the exit of the race area. "You can't even raise your arms, I bet. I know. It happened to me once. I did a long training run and overheated myself. I made it home, but I just dropped to the floor inside, crawled to the kitchen for some water, and lay there on the kitchen floor for the next hour. I wondered if I was going to make it." The woman's laugh was self-deprecating.
"That's where I am right now. If this car was on fire I don't think I could get the door open." The woman laughed again. "You'll recover. It'll just take a while." She looked sidelong at Lauren, up and down. "You'll bounce back faster than I did. You've got a better build for running than I do, and you're about ten years younger than me."
Lauren took a deep breath. A better build for running,, she thought to herself, but not for most other things. She wanted to shake the woman's hand, but couldn't. She smiled wanly. "I'm Lauren. You are...?"
The blonde smiled. "Emily." She held out a hand, then realized Lauren's weakness. She brought it down and patted Lauren's thigh again, leaving it there for a moment. Her hand was soft and pleasant on Lauren's tortured muscles.
The two women made small talk back to the hotel, with Emily doing most of the talking. It was too much effort for Lauren, and both knew it. Emily was indeed an aerobics instructor, and ran as a hobby. She'd finished three marathons but it wasn't her strength. However, she liked the race-day excitement so she occasionally volunteered at races in the medical tent. It was pleasant chatter and it allowed Lauren to mostly listen, occasionally nod, and rarely speak back. It was just what she needed to take her mind off her fatigue, to the extent that was possible.
The red Honda stopped at the Marriott parking lot, and Emily shut it down. "Okay, what room are you in?"
"308."
"Can you walk?"
Lauren wanted to be strong, but she had to be honest. "I'm not sure."
"Let's do this. You might need to work with me a little bit, and I apologize in advance if I get a little handy on you. We don't have a third person helping any more."
"I'm so grateful. Thank you."
Emily went to the passenger side of the car, took Lauren's hand, and the two pulled, maneuvered, and propped until Lauren was upright in Emily's arms, facing her like a dance partner. Her legs were rubber underneath her, and with great effort the taller blonde somehow helped her stay upright while also closing and locking the car. With another deft maneuver or two, she managed to swing Lauren around until their arms were shoulder over shoulder, despite the height difference of the curvy blonde over the petite brunette.
Three floors later, they were in front of Room 308. "Where's your key?" Emily asked.
"Oh. It's in my right front pocket. It's zipped. Let me -- "
"No, I'll get it." Emily moved behind Lauren, then trapped her upright between her own body and the hotel's wall. Her hips ground firmly against Lauren's buttocks, and it was a pleasant sensation despite the circumstances. Lauren felt Emily's fingers probing her hips, almost massaging them, until she found the pocket. Emily unzipped it, reached in, and felt around.
And around.
And around.
She was feeling the front of Lauren's hip, scarcely an inch from where her pubic hair would lie if she had kept any. Then the fingers edged south, down into the dip between Lauren's hip and leg. Then over, and back again. For some reason Emily was having a difficult time locating the key, even though Lauren could feel it rattling around.
She was embarrassed to admit that it felt good. Maybe it was a survival mechanism, or perhaps it had something to do with endorphins and energy, but Lauren was never more aroused than after finishing a long run. She didn't know how or why, but there was something there and it was unavoidable. She would do a ten-mile run, and then come home and masturbate furiously without exception. No shower, no rest, just come home, strip off her shorts and t-shirt, and go to town.
This situation was obviously different given her exhaustion, but only because she lacked the strength to do it. She could feel the familiar fire arising within her, and it was going to be brutal to lack the strength to address it.
Emily found the key and unlocked the door. It was delightfully cool inside. Holding Lauren in front of her, she duckwalked her to the bed, then turned her and playfully nudged her, letting her drop gracelessly onto the bed.
Emily surveyed the sprawled young woman below her. "How you doing?"
Lauren smiled weakly. "Much better all of a sudden."
"Can you move on your own?"
"Not really. I'm getting better, though."
"You poor thing." Emily laughed and crawled onto the bed over her, her voluminous breasts bobbling over Lauren's smaller chest. "Let me feel your forehead. Oh, you're hot!"
"It feels so much better here. Thank you for bringing me."
"I'm here to help. That's why I volunteered." She ran her fingers through Lauren's sweaty hair, fussing to straighten it out.
Lauren closed her eyes for a moment. She could sense Emily's continued proximity, and when she opened them again Emily was appraising her, her lips twisted in thought.
"You know what would make you feel a lot better?" In answer to Lauren's questioning look, she answered her own question. "A nice cool shower."
A nice cool shower, indeed. It sounded like heaven. But there was no way it was happening. She was not moving from this bed. Lauren nodded almost imperceptibly. "That would be wonderful," she murmured. "Not going to happen, though." "Can't do it?"
Lauren nodded again.
The appraising look continued. After a moderate pause, Emily went on. "Let me help you. I can carry you in there. Seriously, you'll be a new woman afterwards."
"I can't ask that."
"You don't have to. Just say yes and you'll be there in no time."
"I...I can't."
"I won't take no for an answer. Come on, let's hop in."
Lauren's mind hiccupped on the word 'let's', but she was in no position to question it. It was already happening.
Emily positioned Lauren's slender arms above her head. "Let's get this shirt off first. Ewwww, sweaty!" She pulled up Lauren's t-shirt, then crawled onto the bed above her head and worked it over her neck and arms. Lauren allowed it to happen; after all, she still had her sports bra on.
Well...
From above her head, Emily's hands reached under Lauren's bra cups, grazing her fingers on the underside of Lauren's b-cup breasts. In one quick move they were exposed, her small nipples dark and tight as the sweat cooled them. Then the bra followed the same path over her head and arms. In the course of 30 seconds, Lauren had gone from decent to topless at the hands of this friendly stranger.
"Oh, wow. You're so lucky. You have such perky breasts," Emily chirped. "I wish mine would stand up like that."
"It's easy when they're small," Lauren confided. "But I'd rather be built like you."
"Aw, thanks. I like them. Perky, big, whatever. They're all good." Emily crawled back across the bed and onto the floor at Lauren's feet, smiling broadly. She pulled Lauren toward her until her knees and feet hung off the mattress. Suddenly she was untying Lauren's shoes and removing them, then her socks. It felt so good to be barefoot, so cool. Lauren flexed her toes appreciatively.
But what about what was coming next? Lauren was still scarcely able to move, and now she wore only her running shorts. Nothing else. This woman, this statuesque, friendly blonde that she had barely met, was stripping her, and there was nothing Lauren could do about it.
And of course, the customary and predictable fire within her grew, but that must remain her secret. "Okay, let's get these off."
It was like being with a nurse, Lauren convinced herself. Don't freak out about it. Emily positioned herself between Lauren's legs, and grasped the waistband of her Lycra running shorts, which did not require underwear and were thus her last bastion of modesty. Working them down, Emily pulled them down to the swell of Lauren's petite rump, then wriggled them over it and down onto her thighs. She crouched between Lauren's legs to work them down past her knees and off her feet.
It did feel good to have the sweaty clothes off of her. Raising her head as far as possible, she looked down her body at Emily, still crouched down around mattress level. Was Emily staring at her now-exposed crotch?
"Now, doesn't that feel better already? Your clothes get so sticky." Emily stood up, still standing between Lauren's legs, and inspected Lauren's slender dancer body up and down. "My god, you're beautiful, did you know that? I know a lot of guys who would kill to get a good look at you like this."
She was so friendly, so disarming, that Lauren smiled wearily, despite a wary recognition that the outside of Emily's knees were pressing against the inside of her own, spreading them ever so slightly beyond their natural inclination.
"Hang on, and I'll go get the shower running." Emily disappeared into the bathroom, and Lauren heard the water turn on. She had a couple of minutes before the blonde would return.
It had to be the endorphins. Something about running kicked in her reproductive desires. If she was alone and not inches from collapse, she would be playing herself like a violin. She was heated up, lubricating, all ready to go. But her arms were so heavy...
And not now anyway. She couldn't. She couldn't physically do it at this point of exhaustion, no matter how much she wanted to, and she certainly couldn't do it in two minutes with a stranger about to walk in. It was bad enough that she was lying here stark naked in front of the woman.
But maybe a quick touch. Her arms were still stretched above her head where Emily had left them. With great effort she began pulling them down ever so slowly, down to her shoulders, down to her waist...
Emily walked back in. Lauren's pussy clenched in frustration
"Okay, darling, it's all set. It's a nice cool temperature. Not cold, but cool. It'll make you feel so much better."
Emily moved back between Lauren's knees, her toned legs once again forcing Lauren's slender legs apart. She bent over, grasped Lauren's arms, and started to lift her, then immediately let go.
"Oh, wait," she said. "I'm going to get wet, too. Hang on a second. I don't have a change of clothes."
She pulled her t-shirt over her head, then quickly removed her bra. Stationed between Lauren's legs, she gave Lauren a full-on show that could not be avoided. Her breasts bounced into view as the bra came off, and they were spectacular -- large but not too large, buoyant yet natural, and capped with coral pink areolae that could be in Playboy. They were at least two inches in diameter, and Lauren could imagine men drooling over them. She liked her own pert dark areolae, but at the same time she envied women with big pink ones.
Off came Emily's shorts, but Lauren thankfully didn't have a view of that given the angles. Nonetheless, she was acutely aware that this woman -- this friendly, beautiful woman -- was now nude in her hotel room. That they were both nude.
"Upsy-daisy." Emily grabbed Lauren's arms and pulled her up with an easy strength. Lauren stood unsteadily, and was stabilized by a bear hug, those large perfect breasts enveloping her own smaller orbs. Emily smelled sweet, and Lauren was embarrassed at her own sweaty aroma.
"Oh!" She was startled when she felt Emily's hand on her ass, squeezing and gripping. The other hand held her close around the waist, pressing her into the larger woman.
But Emily's demeanor was all business. "Let's get you into the shower." Like two dance partners, Emily led, carrying Lauren into the bathroom, lifting her in part by the derriere, while Lauren's legs weakly backpedaled in support.
The next ten minutes were surreal, a clinic in seduction, or in caring, or in ... something in between. What was it? Lauren was a rag doll in Emily's control, being held up with one hand and caressed with the other under the regenerative spray of the water. Soft, soapy hands ran up and down her back. They gently stroked and squeezed her buttocks. They ran up and down her hips and waist. And all the while, the fire built within her to an inferno level.



She was afraid to look into the taller woman's eyes. She was weak. She was vulnerable. She couldn't resist anything that was being done to her. Or was something being done? Everything was so sensual, yet so innocent. She was confused. Was Emily seducing her, or was Emily a kindhearted and naive person who was unaware of the reaction she was causing? Was she feeling pleasure purely from her own state of mind, or was Emily stoking it with her touches?
"Okay, let's turn you around and do your front," Emily said. "I'm going to sit you down."
Lowering Lauren to a sitting position facing the shower head, Emily sat behind her and wrapped her legs around Lauren's waist. She pulled herself in close so that she was spooning the brunette. Lauren again went limp in the stronger woman's care.
Emily washed Lauren's hair, gently shampooing and rinsing it with the skill of a stylist, albeit one whose slick, wet d-cup breasts and hard nipples were massaging her back. Then she started again with the soap, gently cleansing and caressing Lauren's forehead, face, throat, neck, shoulders, and ... ohhh.
No one had played with her breasts since the divorce. Was Emily just cleaning them? Or was she...was she...Lauren didn't care any more. Whatever was happening, she loved it. It was so pleasurable, so gentle, so sensual that it didn't matter if it was intended or not. She loved the feeling of being enveloped by the larger woman. Slender hands ran over her small breasts, cupping them and sliding over them, the fingers catching on and gently flicking her nipples. Just when she resigned herself to enjoying it, they moved down further, doing the same to her stomach and waist. This woman was exasperating! Lauren was almost thankful that she didn't have the energy to reach between her legs.
"I bet you're limber," Emily said into her ear. I'm going to do your feet from here. Let's try." Grasping Lauren's right thigh, she pulled it up toward her chest, giving her access for a quick, gentle scrub of Lauren's foot, which she then repeated with the left leg.
"Okay, I'm going in," Emily said, practically whispering. "Good hygiene, you know. Gotta do everything." Grapevining Lauren's legs, Emily spread them further apart, and suddenly the soapy hands were sliding down her stomach, over her bare pubic mound. Emily's soapy hands were cupping her vulva, rubbing, stroking, sliding along her ridges and seams.
Lauren's back arched. Even in her exhausted state, she had to react. It was exquisite. She let out a soft moan, almost a squeak. She had almost forgotten how good it was to be touched there by someone else.
Emily giggled. "Don't mind me," she said, her fingers working every corner, but not entering, and not quite touching Emily's engorged clit. "I'm a professional. I have to say, though, I like how you're shaved. I trim myself down a lot, but I haven't had the courage to go all-out smooth. Do you like it?" When she said the word 'smooth', she drew the word out and ran her hand up the length of Lauren's vulva and pubic mound.
Lauren was having trouble with the conversation. She was highly distracted to say the least. Emily was so casual about what was happening. "Unnh...yes. I like it. I..." What was Emily doing? She was doing everything but masturbating Lauren. Or was she? This woman was holding her labia, squeezing them gently, stroking her lips and the sensitive areas around them, and yet Lauren still wasn't sure. She was inches from climaxing, yet wasn't even sure that she was being seduced.
Lauren wasn't a lesbian. She had no lesbian thoughts, or at least not beyond the normal fantasies that any woman had. She had been married. She didn't seek a woman's touch. But this was too much. At this moment, it wasn't about what her 'normal' preferences were. She needed to cum, she needed the attention, and she couldn't give it to herself. She wanted to beg Emily to finish her, as the hands slid up and down her, as she was enveloped inside the larger woman's embrace, her legs forced apart amidst intertwined thighs. But ... she ... wasn't ... a ... lesbian. She whimpered and tried to struggle. But was she trying to move the hands away, or trying to move them to her aching clit? Even she wasn't sure.
With a final flourish, Emily palmed her mound, rubbing up and down several times, pubic mound to anus and back. Her soap-slicked hand provided enough friction to drive Lauren wild, but not enough to push her over the edge. Then the hands were back on her arms, giving her a final innocuous stroke there. "You're not going to like what's next," Emily said, "but you'll love it."
Leaning forward, pushing Lauren temporarily into a jackknife, she turned off the hot water completely. Reaching under her arms, she put Lauren into a full nelson, stretched her backwards, and spread the smaller girl to take the full brunt of the shower flow. The water went cold, then icy. Emily giggled as Lauren shrieked, writhing with zero strength as her face, chest, breasts, and stomach took the icy blast.
"Aaaaaaaaaah," Lauren struggled. Pleasure turned to pain which turned to pleasure again as her body cooled. Was she imagining things, or was Emily peeking over her shoulder? Lauren looked down at her nipples, which were rock hard and as long as she had ever seen them. They were practically missiles launching from her chest.
Emily turned the cold water off and the two women sat motionless for a moment. Lauren suspected that Emily was looking down at her rock-hard nubs, but not a word was said. Emily released Lauren's arms at long last and reached up under them, pulling her to her feet. "Sorry about doing that, but the cold water is great for your condition."
Once again, she held Lauren by the waist while she toweled both of them off. Then it was back to the bed, where she helped Lauren lie down, her knees again hanging off the edge. Once more, Emily surreptitiously forced Lauren's knees apart.
"How about a nice foot and leg massage?" Emily offered. She knelt down, and Lauren felt a pair of warm, soft hands on her tortured and painful feet. She sighed in pleasure. The massage continued for several minutes on her feet and calves, then up to her knees.
When the hands reached her thighs, she was tingling. Summoning up her reserve strength, she lifted her head and looked down between the small hills of her breasts. Perfectly framed within them, Emily was massaging away, and independently staring straight into Lauren's shaved vulva. It wasn't even disguised. She looked up at Lauren and offered a knowing smile, holding her knees wide apart.
"I can help you if you want it," Emily said in a husky whisper. "I can see what you need."
Lauren's mind reeled. She gritted her teeth. She ... wasn't ... a ... lesbian. She was practically gasping with desire, but she ... wasn't ... a ... lesbian.
Emily's massaging hands moved above her knees, gently stroking the inside of Lauren's lower thighs. Her fingers were electric on Lauren's skin.
Biting her lip for a moment, she reluctantly yielded to her body's needs. "Okay," she said shyly, her voice barely audible.
"Oh, yummy." The hands immediately moved up her thighs, stroking and touching. She sensed a body near her, and then...
A tongue, warm and moist and strong, ran directly across her clit.
"Unnnnnnnh!" Lauren's eyes rolled up in her head, and her eyelids fluttered. The pleasure was incalcuble.
Emily's face burrowed between her legs, licking and sucking and nuzzling. Strong hands pried her knees even further apart and held them fast.
Lauren again summoned the strength to raise her head and look down her body. Wedged between her spread legs, Emily was buried in her bare pussy, her tongue dancing in Lauren's warm, wet cleft. Her blonde hair flowed and bounced as she worked her magic, and Lauren was riding the tiger, unable to dismount even if she wanted to.
Fingers began exploring, one inside her, then two. Emily knew how to find her g-spot, and began rubbing it. Another finger tentatively began probing further back, blazing a new trail.
Lauren rode her touch higher and higher. One thing about her post-run masturbation sessions was that they were long. For some reason she was always horny, but it always took a lot of work to get over the divine edge. It was no different here, but Emily's technique was divine, and she was patient.
And persistent. Oh, was she persistent.
For the next several minutes the hotel room was quiet other than three noises: the hum of the air conditioner, the faint moist smack of kissing and licking wet flesh, and the soft and increasingly frantic moans of a woman being pleasured.
Trapped in the bondage of her own fatigue, the smaller woman lay still, but more and more her spent muscles began quivering, from her slender thighs to her taut, small stomach. Her back began to arch as the sensations in her clitoris became more and more intense. Her mind reeled at the thought of what was happening, at the thought of allowing a woman to do this to her, but her body didn't care. It needed the reward that it had earned.
Two fingers curled inside her. Another probed expertly up behind. The blonde's tongue lapped and curled and teased. Lauren rose to the edge and froze, like a water glass filled completely to the brim. She held the moment as long as she could, her breath stopped, every muscle frozen in time.
Then she exploded. Her hips bucked. Her torso spasmed. Her fists clutched the bedspread. Her legs tried to close, but held wide by her suitor they could not shield her from the intense sensations at their source. She squealed in victory and glory and surrender, and then begged for it to stop as the after-sensations grew too intense.
Emily's glistening smile rose up between her legs. "That was fun, wasn't it?" the blonde said to her panting prey. With her fingers and her tongue, she began tracing a path north, across Lauren's pubic mound, up her belly, onto her breasts. Emily gently sucked each erect nipple, pushing her hip into Lauren's vulva to keep up the sensation in that area. She kissed her way up Lauren's collarbone, then her throat, and at long, long last, her lips. Her large pale breasts tenderly crushed Lauren's own as the two shared a long, passionate kiss.
What was this? What was happening?
"Did you like it?" Emily asked dreamily.
Lauren couldn't answer. She had used her final reserves of energy on the orgasm, and now she was spent. Completely and utterly spent. She licked her dry lips slowly, her small chest heaving.
"I liked it," she rasped. She closed her eyes so that her sense of touch could remain heightened. It felt so good, inside and out.
"Excellent." Emily bounced up and sat astraddle Lauren's tiny waist, fiddling and tweaking with the smaller girl's nipples. "Is it my turn now?"
Her turn
Her turn?
The words didn't register for a moment in Lauren's exhausted mind. Her turn?
Lauren's eyes shot open. Emily was repositioning. She was on top of Lauren, rotating, turning to face Lauren's feet. Her knees were now astraddle Lauren's shoulders, trapping the lithe runner's arms up above her head. Emily's pussy swung into view, well developed and pink, with large inner and outer lips. An inch-wide line of dark blonde hair ran up her pubic bone from her cleft. It was a beautiful pussy, classy and pink, and it was the first one she had ever seen.
And it was now descending toward Lauren's face.
She would sort it all out later, process it, and figure out what it all meant. But for now, there was only one honorable thing to do. It was payback time for the woman who had come to her aid in so many ways. She licked her lips as the blonde's hips settled onto her face, and began her work.
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Lisa struggled against the uncomfortable position, but it was no use. Her head was stuck through one hole in the pillory, and her hands through two others. She was standing, and her ankles were trapped as well, leaving her forcibly immobile in a bent-over position.
Worse, her ankles were trapped painfully far apart and forward, which meant that her hips and personal areas were utterly exposed and vulnerable. Further, some sort of bar was positioned under her stomach, preventing her from changing positions by bending her knees, or from moving her hips to escape the various assaults that had been perpetrated on her. She was truly and hopelessly stuck, and had been for over two hours. A fine sheen of sweat coated her entire body and her light blonde hair hung limply.
Footsteps approached behind her. Not again. She struggled harder and tried to speak, to beg the person to let her go. However, the special gag that forced her mouth open meant that she could only make crude sounds. "Please let me go" came out as "Eeeze, et ee goh". Her blue eyes flashed left and right as she sought any clue to what was happening behind her.
A hand touched her ass, tracing up the outside of her hip. Lisa bucked and tried to escape, but it was impossible. She could squeal in protest, though, and did. A male voice laughed, and his fingers moved from her hip to her sensitive and overworked vulva. She tried in vain to escape from his penetrating fingers, squealing as he began pumping. She felt a sharp slap right on her clitoris, then another and another. Every muscle in her body clenched as the man worked her into a rhythm of pleasure and pain.
It had seemed like a fun idea, this bondage club. She had come and observed as the guest of a friend, and it was exciting beyond belief. She watched with rapt fascination the writhing bodies of the submissives as the dominants rotated through the rooms and took their various pleasures with them. She fantasized about the feeling of being one of those bound bodies, of having one or two or three people on you at once, working you against your will, making you pleasure them or making you succumb to your own pleasure, or even a little bit of pain. It had turned her on immensely, so much so that she had secretly come back on her own the following week to try it out.
The club's head talent scout had eyed her up and down, nodding approvingly. "Why are you interested?" he asked. He was a smallish man, and slender, more like an accountant than someone who screened sex slaves.
"I want to try it," she said, adjusting her language to his formal bearing. "It ... it was a huge turn-on to watch. I'd never seen something like that before." She hesitated. "I found that I really wanted to know what was in the minds of the people who are tied up." It was difficult and embarrassing to say those words out loud.
"Ah, but there's a difference between watching and participating," he said. "Watching someone else being forced and taken is not the same thing as being forced and taken yourself."
She nodded. "I understand that. But I can't get it out of my head. I keep imagining what it would be like to be restrained and used like that, and the more I think about it, the more I want to try it. It keeps taking over my thoughts, and I need to do it."
The man smiled knowingly. "As you can imagine, lots of people feel like that in their fantasies. Reality can be a different thing. But you are a very attractive woman and you obviously have interest, so let's move to the next step." He opened a drawer in his desk and pulled out a pre-printed form. "Take a look at this," he said. "It spells out the conditions, and lets you set limits. Let's see what your limits are, and if they're broad enough we can talk further."
A lock of sweaty hair covered her eyes, but the man didn't care. His cock was buried to the hilt in her mouth, occasionally bouncing against the back of her throat as he thrust in and out. Her hands, trapped in the pillory just inches too far away, flailed in a useless attempt to defend herself. Her head, forced upright and back by the cord that stretched from her dental gag to the blunt hook buried in her anus, banged against the padded wooden stocks on each thrust. She desperately used her tongue to swirl around his shaft, trying to reach the sensitive underpart in an attempt to get him to cum faster. Anything to get him out of her exhausted mouth.
She was surprised to feel a hand on her left breast, sliding toward the nipple and flicking the clamp that tormented it. The hand added yet another weight to it, stretching it further, then did the same to the right nipple. She couldn't even voice a protest or cry in pain with her mouth filled up.
"Do you mind if I take her from the back?" a voice asked.
"Nah, go ahead. Let's double her up."
She felt a body move against the back of her stretched and spread thighs, and fingers began testing her pussy, the cool feel of lubricant on them as they coated her inner lips. A few moments later, the second man was inside her, synching up his thrusts with those of the first. He grabbed the meat of her breasts for extra leverage and power, squeezing, gripping, and pulling them as he pleasured himself inside her.
Four hours down, four to go. She sagged in her bonds as the men abused her helpless body. She wasn't sure she could make it, but then again she had no choice.
She sat in the lobby of the club and reviewed the boilerplate print on the form; however, it was mostly formalities and barely held her attention. Among other legalities, it informed her that she would be subject to an eight-hour session, and that once she started it, she was obligated to finish it. It informed her that if a customer was using her at the eight-hour mark, the agreement would be extended until they finished. It informed her of a few other technicalities like spotters, etiquette, and other basics. The concept was more exciting than the legal details, so she merely skimmed it and nodded.
What really intrigued her was the checklist of limits and approvals. It was a twelve page list of every depravity that a person could inflict on a bound woman. Would she approve being tied onto a table? Over a bench? Suspended by her wrists? Would she approve masturbation with fingers? Fists? Dildos? Vibrators? If yes on a dildo, would she approve a six-inch dildo? Seven? Eight? Nine? How wide? These people thought of everything.
She thought about each item and envisioned herself spread-eagled on a table experiencing them. There were some things that were absolutely disgusting, and she wanted nothing to do with them. Nothing involving urine or feces, for example. There were some things that sounded like true torture, things involving needles or cigarettes or tanks of water. No to all of those. But she quickly checked her approval for anything that involved dildos or vibrators or fingers or anything else that would stimulate her sex organs, and she approved nearly all of the various bondage positions and ties. She wanted to finger herself just thinking about some of the items on the form, and even added an exclamation point to a couple of items to show her enthusiasm.
She took the form back to the talent scout and he reviewed it, running his pen along the various rows like a little pointer. He nodded as he read, and then reviewed her signature on the boilerplate. He smiled. "I think we can work with this," he said. "Just initial the bottom of each page, and I'll notarize everything pending one more item that we'll talk about. Are you available this Friday?"
"Absolutely." Lisa smiled with both fright and exhilaration, her heart pounding. She imagined that she would spend the next three days masturbating furiously. Friday could not come soon enough.
Anastasia was a skinny blonde slave who was assigned as Lisa's spotter. Per the agreement, Anastasia's job was to ensure that the various dominants working Lisa did not violate any of the limits on her checklist, and to assist the dominants as necessary. In truth, she seemed to enjoy participating in her own right, and had a penchant for slapping breasts and pinching nipples. Lisa wondered if it was jealousy since Anastasia had more of an adolescent's build, with smallish breasts and narrow hips, but the reason didn't really matter. Perhaps Anastasia just got off on abusing breasts.
At the moment, one man had just finished using her anally and a couple was standing by to begin a new session, waiting in response to Anastasia's call for a time out. Lisa had fought the anal intrusion with all of her might, but it was not a fair fight when she was tied, immobilized, and exhausted. The man had toyed with her, pushing an inch at a time, then pulling back, then pushing another inch, all the while manipulating her clit in a reacharound. She didn't like anal, and it was humiliating to feel him push relentlessly inside her even as she fought. She had checked it on her list only because a deeply hidden part of her got off on the concept of a woman being used in such a base manner, enduring pain as the price of someone else's pleasure. But while it was titillating in concept, it wasn't as enjoyable in the real world as it was in her bedtime fantasies.
Her other big mistake was not thinking about how long eight hours really was. That had been a huge mistake.
She glanced despairingly to her left at the next pair. The waiting man was large and muscular and nude, and had some sort of paddle in his hand. The woman was small and pretty, a Latina with full breasts and ultra-short black hair that both belied and accentuated her femininity. She wore a strap-on and was idly opening and closing a pair of clamps. They were reviewing Lisa's checklist of limits and plotting their plan. She hadn't been taken by a couple yet, and wondered what was about to happen.
Anastasia lifted Lisa's downcast head by pulling her hair. She had a spray bottle of water, and spritzed some into Lisa's mouth, which was still painfully held open by the gag. It tasted good, and washed down some of the semen taste. "Want some more?" she asked. "Blink once for yes and twice for no." Lisa blinked once and got another rinse and drink.
"Eeze, no 'ore," Lisa begged through the gag once she swallowed. "Diss is too ard." She had hoped to be tied in a number of positions over the course of the session, to try some new things, but for some reason they had not moved her for the entire evening. She was still in the pillory, her stomach still stretched over the bar, her ankles still spread wide. It had been only mildly uncomfortable at the start and even exciting. Hours later, it was now excruciating, all the more so because she had been used and abused constantly, and had no way to defend herself in this position. It had seemed so fun to watch other people in this situation and merely imagine what it was like.
Anastasia leaned in close, staring at Lisa eye to eye with a wicked grin. "Did you come when he was doing your ass? Blink once for yes and twice for no. Be honest or I'll knee you in the pussy again."
Lisa blinked once. The man had held a vibrator against her while he was doing her, and the pleasure had outweighed the pain."
Anastasia leaned in all the way and kissed Lisa's open mouth, inserting her tongue and swirling it around. "You're doing great," she said with a smirk. "Only two more hours." To accentuate her cruelty, she bit Lisa's lower lip and pulled it outward until Lisa yelped.
"Oh, look," the Latina woman was saying. "She allows pussy whipping. Do you want to start there while I work on her tits? I really want to punish those tits."
Anastasia laughed as Lisa frantically and unintelligibly pled with her.
"Are you sure you want to do this?" The Man had asked. "Eight hours is a long time to surrender control of your body, and it's an even longer time to surrender your free will."
Lisa was practically squirming in her seat with excitement. She had read the list and had imagined herself in every situation, every predicament. She really needed to masturbate. "Yes, I'm sure of it. Reading this document has made me even more sure."
"Recognize that we do not disappoint our members. Once you show up Friday night, you are not leaving. You will arrive four hours early just to be sure, and we will lock you in a cage. From that point on, you belong to us. And if you do not show up, we keep the $2,000 deposit that you just made and you will be banned from ever entering the club again. Do you understand?"
"I understand. I really want this."
"Okay. So the final confirmation is a live test of your abilities to perform." He rang an intercom button on his desk phone. "Kara, would you mind coming in here, please? We have a live test for a potential new bottom."
Lisa's heart skipped a beat. What were they going to do? What was the test? Something was going to happen now?
The office door opened, and Kara walked in, clad in everyday jeans and t-shirt. Lisa immediately recognized her. She was an Asian woman of medium height, whose lean figure had mild but unambiguous curves. The last time Lisa had seen her, she was hanging from the ceiling, each arm and leg tied to a different rope and pulley and pulled wide. Her shaved pussy was spread and vulnerable, on display to anyone who walked into the room. It was the first pussy besides her own that Lisa had ever touched, and she had explored and teased it thoroughly while a few enthusiastic onlookers egged her on. The sound of Kara panting and moaning as she finally came from the vibrator was still vivid in Lisa's ears. To no small degree, Kara had been Lisa's inspiration for doing this.
Kara offered a handshake and Lisa accepted. She offered a knowing smile, and Lisa suspected that she remembered her. The Man said, "Lisa has indicated a strong interest in bottoming for us this Friday. I've pre-screened her and she looks good, but since she hasn't done this before, I think a test is in order. Let's put her on a gyno table and hook her up to a machine. Perhaps you can help me give her a short workout."
Kara smiled with genuine pleasure, her teeth white against her olive skin. She was a beautiful woman. "I'd be delighted."
The Man turned to Lisa. "Remove your clothing."
Lisa gulped. She had been in a revealing outfit during her guest visit, which was a requirement to enter the club, but that was a totally different situation. "Now?"
"Now."
She took a deep breath and began unbuttoning. In a few moments, she stood naked before them.
"My god, those breasts are fantastic," Kara said. "Those will get a lot of attention." She stepped over and, to Lisa's shock, grabbed Lisa's breasts, gently weighing them and appraising them as she moved them around on Lisa's chest. Lisa's first reaction was to spring back and protect herself, and her hands initially rose, but she forced herself to stand still. Kara smiled.
"Nice job," The Man said. "When you are bound, you may resist. When you are not bound, you must submit. Remember that rule. Now turn around and cross your wrists behind your back."
He stepped behind her, and the snap of the handcuffs almost made Lisa come.
In front, Kara was tweaking Lisa's nipples, drawing them out. She produced a small pair of clamps attached to a leash. She raised one to Lisa's right nipple and attached it. It squeezed her, but it was pleasantly stimulating.
Then Kara tightened it.
Then she tightened it some more.
"Ow." Lisa let out a sharp breath. "That's hurting."
Kara's eyebrow raised. She tightened it another half turn. Lisa tried to step back, but The Man was still behind her. "Don't talk back," Kara said sternly. "If you understand, say 'yes, madam'. If you want it tightened another half turn, say anything else."
Lisa was trying to bend her tied arms around to her nipple, trying to crouch down and rub the clamp off with her knee. Anything to relieve the pain. "Unnnnnnh! Yes! Yes, madam!"
Kara pulled the clamp up, forcing Lisa to rise with it and stand upright. "That's close enough, but you said 'yes' twice. If I was in a bad mood I'd tighten it again, and that's what some of our members would do. Remember that. Follow instructions to the letter. Now, do you want me to tighten it further, or do you want a matching clamp on your left nipple?"
"Unnnh. Left nipple, please."
"Okay, then. No moving." She placed the other clamp on Lisa's left nipple and tightened it to the same level of stomach-tightening pain. She then tugged on the leash and started walking. "Now follow me."
They led Lisa to a room that she recognized from her guest tour. On that night, a man was on the table, and his testicles were being squeezed between two plexiglass plates as he serviced a woman with his tongue. Another woman was teasing his rigid cock to the edge of orgasm and back, and she graciously let Lisa have a turn at it. It was fun to hear the man beg and moan and to imagine how frustrated he must have been as they teased and tortured him without relief.
Now she was on the table, her arms tied to the sides and her legs folded up into the stirrups. A strap over her stomach limited her ability to move her torso. The nipple clamps stayed on and the leash was tied to her big toe, so that any flexing of her foot pulled the clamps on her nipples. It was hard to not move her foot, and easy to forget. Kara mercifully loosened the clamps a half-turn to stop Lisa's squirming.
The Man moved a large machine between her legs, which had a six-inch dildo attached to a piston. She had seen it used on a tall brunette during her visit, and it was incredible to watch. Kara taped a tiny curved vibrator to Lisa's bare pubic mound, arranging it so that the business end put pressure directly on her clitoris.
Her two captors began removing their clothes. "When you give us both orgasms, we turn off the machines," The Man said. "Open your mouth."
It was seven hours into the shift, and for some reason there was a lull. Anastasia was occupying her time by putting a vibrator against Lisa's clit, rubbing it until she was almost at orgasm, and then taking it away. It was completely unnecessary and cruel, but this was Anastasia's way.
Behind her, a door opened and a tumult ensued, many laughing voices and banter. "Oh, god, no," she heard Anastasia gasp, and the young woman immediately and quickly retreated back against the wall, her bare feet slapping against the concrete floor.
What was it? She listened to the banter.
" -- never seen a girl struggle like that before --"
" -- I still can't believe she did that -- "
" -- that was insane --"
" -- that poor girl. She was practically incoherent at the end -- "
There was a shush, and the crowd drew silent, suddenly and respectfully. A pair of hard-soled shoes strode up behind Lisa. With her placement in the pillory, she had no idea who it was.
A hand slowly traced up and down her back, from just above her rear cleft to her shoulder blades and back down. She flinched at the first touch, but it was soft and gentle, a welcome respite from her typical treatment.
"So we have a new bottom, do we?"
It was a woman's voice. Lisa tensed up. Men were rough, but at the same time they were simple. They would pinch and probe and grab, but eventually they would get too excited to hold off. They would shove their cock into her in one place or another, and they would pump her for a while, and then they'd be done.
But the women, they were different. They were cruel, and they were knowledgeable. They knew how to touch a woman's body to maximize pain or pleasure or both. The women she had encountered this evening seemed to enjoy making her writhe and shriek, whether it was torturing her nipples or fingering her clitoris or pumping a dildo into one or more of her various openings. Lisa was a very attractive woman, and it seemed that the other women enjoyed humbling her. Any woman who had ever lost a man to a more attractive woman probably saw this as an opportunity for revenge, abusing a busty blonde with slender hips now to make up for losing their prom date to a similar woman 15 years ago.



The Woman continued to stroke Lisa's back, slowly up, slowly down. It felt nice, sensuous. "She's a pretty one," The Woman said. "Very pretty. Nice proportions. The hand slid around her waist. "She's slender, but at the same time she has wonderful curves. Just look at those breasts. They're beautiful."
The hands reached underneath Lisa, lifting and appraising her hanging breasts. Again, the hands were gentle and soft. It was perhaps the first time this evening that someone had felt her breasts without pinching and twisting her nipples.
The silence of the crowd was starting to scare Lisa. She could tell the room was full, but you could hear a pin drop. Who was this woman?
The heels clicked forward until suddenly a pair of legs came into view. The Woman was standing so close to Lisa's pilloried head that she couldn't twist it up to see The Woman's face or upper body. All she could see were some very attractive hips with just the right amount of curve, and beautifully shaped legs that disappeared into black leather thigh-high boots. The Woman appeared to be nude other than the shoes and a garter clinging to the top of her right thigh. She had a neatly trimmed but dense patch of brunette pubic hair, which was right at Lisa's eye level.
A manicured hand reached under Lisa's chin and pulled it up, so she was staring straight into The Woman's pubic mound. "And a pretty face, too," the voice cooed condescendingly. "I like this one."
The voice suddenly became sharp. "Who's her spotter?" The hips turned away from Lisa, and the hand let her head drop.
Bare footsteps padded quickly. In Lisa's limited range of view, Anastasia's slender legs suddenly appeared, and she dropped to her knees. Her head was down, her eyes were down, and she was clearly frightened.
The Woman chuckled. "Anastasia, my sweet. I've been traveling and haven't seen you in quite some time. Did you miss me?"
Anastasia swallowed hard. "Y -- yes, ma'am."
"How nice. Show me how much you missed me."
Anastasia immediately moved in and began licking The Woman's vulva directly in front of Lisa's view. The crowd chuckled.
The Woman gripped Anastasia's light blonde hair and pushed her face further in. "Oh, she missed me a lot," she said. "I can tell." She allowed the licking to go on for a couple of minutes, then pushed Anastasia away. She snapped her fingers. "Okay, girls, let's have her walk a tightrope, and I need a couple of men to lift. I have some questions to ask her."
"Oh, please, no, ma'am! Please, ma'am!" Anastasia's hands came together in a beg, her eyes wild, but four other pairs of feminine legs were surrounding her. She was hauled to her feet and held fast, overwhelmed by numbers. Lisa craned her neck to watch a rope being tied around the blonde's skinny ribs just below her breasts. The rope was then run down between her legs and up the back, where it was knotted back into the rope around her ribs. Anastasia was whimpering and begging the whole time, struggling wildly even though she had no prayer of preventing what was about to happen.
Once the rope was in place, two sets of strong male legs stepped in behind Anastasia's slender ones and the females backed away. The mild slack in the rope disappeared and then it visibly tightened, burying itself inside Anastasia's pussy lips. She rose onto her toes, but the rope continued to tighten as the men lifted. She shrieked and kicked frantically as she slowly rose into the air suspended only by the crotch rope, the pressure intense and direct on her pussy and clit. As they held her up the kicks became slower and more disjointed as the pain kicked in, and eventually the legs stopped and curled upward into a semi-fetal position, slowly bicycling. Her hands clawed at the rope on her lower belly to try to relieve the pressure, but it was in vain. She was suspended solely by the narrow crotch rope, with all of her weight resting directly on her most sensitive parts. She made mewling noises that the crowd greatly enjoyed.
"Keep her there for a minute. I want to do an interview with our new member."
Lisa's heart skipped a beat as The Woman's hips turned toward her. Oh, no. Subconsciously, her wrists tested the pillory.
The Woman approached Lisa and grabbed her hair, pulling her head upright so she stared once again into the pubic hair. "So, slave girl, Anastasia was your spotter. Did she do a good job for you? Did she protect your limits?"
Lisa didn't know what to say, and she couldn't talk anyway with the gag in her mouth. She said nothing, shifting her eyes to the writhing Anastasia and then back to the vulva of the nameless Woman who controlled the room.
There was a long pause. "I guess we have the silent type," The Woman said, and crouched down to look directly into Lisa's face. She was an attractive woman, dark-haired with the tiny crow's feet of a woman in her late thirties. Her eyes were an attractive shade of green, her smile wicked. Her breasts were large, pert, and full, with large bright pink areola. They reminded Lisa much of her own breasts.
She ran a hand gently along the side of Lisa's face. Behind her, Anastasia slowly flailed her legs and begged. "Do you want me to take that gag out?" she asked.
Lisa nodded emphatically. Her jaw was aching.
The Woman snapped her fingers. "Someone get this thing off of her." Two women ran to her side and began working the buckles. In no time, Lisa's mouth was free, and she could close it for the first time in seven hours. She worked her stiff jaw. "Thank you," she mumbled.
"Oh, dear," The Woman said. "Anastasia! What did the new bottom forget?"
Through gritted teeth, Anastasia's voice was tremulous. "She...she didn't address you as 'ma,'am', ma'am," she rasped, obviously in great pain.
The Woman slapped Lisa across the face, hard. Reaching underneath, she gripped Lisa's nipples and pulled and twisted hard, extremely hard. Lisa was helpless to escape, but at least she could speak.
"Ow ow ow ow ow!" she squealed. "I'm sorry, ma'am! I'm sorry, ma'am! Ma'am!"
Satisfied, The Woman released her, and Lisa slumped to the extent that she was able. Her breasts had been abused mercilessly tonight, and they were quite sensitive and tender by this point. This woman really knew how to hurt them, too. Residual pain radiated down her whole body before dissipating.
"Very good. Now, I asked you a question. Did Anastasia do a good job as your spotter tonight?"
Lisa's mind raced. What should she say? Should she complain and risk Anastasia getting angry? Or should she just say everything was fine? She opted for the truth. "I...I don't know, ma'am. This is my first time...ma'am."
"When I walked in, it looked like she was teasing you. Was she?"
"Yes, ma'am."
"What was she doing?"
Lisa nostrils flared. She couldn't see well, but she knew the room was full of observers. It was humiliating. "She was using a vibrator on me, ma'am."
"Was she making you come?"
"No. She was teasing me and not letting me come."
The Woman savagely twisted Lisa's hanging nipples.
"AAAAAAAAAAH! PLEASE! NO!" The pain intensified as the woman twisted and pulled, ignoring her pleas. Lisa's mind raced.
"Ma'am! Ma'am! I'm sorry, ma'am! I made an error, ma'am!"
The Woman released her grip and Lisa gasped for air. She desperately wished she could put her hands over her nipples, anything to protect them. They hurt so bad that they felt double their normal size. Her hands pulled against the holes in the pillory.
The Woman continued. "Okay. Now, she was teasing you. Not letting you come. Did you like it or hate it?"
Lisa thought for a moment before answering. "Um...", she struggled with the thought and the admission, Her face flushed red. "Both, ma'am."
"Kiss me romantically, and put your heart into it." The Woman leaned in and gave Lisa a long, slow, romantic, passionate kiss. Her tongue invaded Lisa's mouth and swirled around, licking the inside of her mouth and overpowering her own tongue. She trapped Lisa's head so she couldn't escape and forced herself on the bound woman for what seemed like an eternity, holding Lisa fast as she tried to escape. She eventually disengaged and said, "That was an excellent answer, slave girl." She reached underneath and massaged Lisa's sore nipples for a moment. "A terrible kiss, but an excellent answer."
She turned back to Anastasia. Lisa could see the young woman's legs hanging, stiffened in pain. She was still being suspended by the crotch rope. Her small bare feet were slowly flexing.
"Anastasia, give me the report. How many men used her, and how?"
Anastasia's voice was teary and halting. "Eight men, ma'am. They came in her mouth three times, her pussy three times, and her anus twice, ma'am. Seven of them ministered her breasts, three minor, three moderate, and one heavy, ma'am."
"How many orgasms did they give her?"
"Three, ma'am. One with tongue, one with penis, one with vibrator, ma'am."
The Woman walked away from Anastasia, slowly and deliberately. She crossed behind Lisa, out of her sight. A moment later, she shivered as a finger slowly ran down her lower back, down into her anal cleft. The finger stopped at her small hole, resting against its tightness.
"How many women used her, and how?"
There was a pause as Anastasia thought. She then spoke in a quick staccato. "Five women, ma'am. Four used strap-on's, ma'am, all in the pussy and one also in the anus, ma'am. Three licked her, ma'am, and all fingered her, ma'am." Anastasia's voice cracked with pain.
Lisa grunted and pushed her shoulders against the pillory as a finger invaded her anus, then two. Her calves and thighs tensed up, trying to thrust forward away from the pressure, but she was held fast. She could only accept them.
"How many orgasms did they give her?"
"Ma'am, I'm begging you! Please let me down, ma'am!" Anastasia seemed to be crying now.
A finger began stroking Lisa's clit, even while the others continued to explore her anally.
"How many orgasms did they give her?"
Anastasia's legs kicked and twitched. "Six, ma'm. Three with vibrators, one with fingers." The young blonde took a couple of labored breaths. "One with tongue, one with strap-on, ma'am."
Through her haze of shock and humiliation, Lisa now knew why Anastasia would quiz her after each session. It wasn't just voyeurism on her part. It was her job.
"We've kept her busy tonight, haven't we? Breasts?"
"All five, ma'am. Three moderate and two heavy, ma'am. Please, ma'am! The pain is killing me, ma'am!" Lisa could see Anastasia's hands clawing at the rope near her crotch, but it was too tight for her to get her hands beneath it to diffuse the pressure.
"Where does it hurt? Tell me."
"My clitoris, ma'am! It's crushing my clitoris, ma'am!"
The crowd laughed and murmured. A couple mocked Anastasia's frantic voice.
"Okay, you've been good. Just one more question and I'll address your situation. How many orgasms did the new bottom give to the women?"
"None, ma'am." The crowd oohed at this news. "I provided six at the women's requests, as an assistant, ma'am. Five with my tongue and one with my fingers, ma'am."
The room was silent. The fingers worked Lisa more aggressively, and she moaned, struggling to escape them.
"So you're telling me that this bottom did not provide a single orgasm to the worthy women of this club? And yet she serviced the men? Why did she disrespect the women?"
"She is tied facing down, ma'am. The women could not get into a comfortable position for her to lick them, and none of them wanted to move her, ma'am. They had me service them while they played with her, ma'am."
For a long minute, there was quiet as The Woman's boot tapped the floor in contemplation. Lisa was relatively certain that two of the women had orgasmed while working her with strap-ons, but she wasn't sure if she should say anything. She decided that it was best to keep The Woman's attention focused on the unfortunate Anastasia.
"Well," The Woman said at long last, "she is going to suffer for that lack of respect. But you, Anastasia, you have been a good spotter and assistant tonight. I am going to reward you. How many orgasms have you had tonight?"
"Two, ma'am. I fingered myself between sessions, ma'am." Anastasia was panting in pain.
The crowd laughed. The fingers abruptly popped out of Lisa's ass, making her spasm and flex, and the other hand's fingers abandoned her swelling clitoris.
"It seems as if you have already rewarded yourself, my little slave. But I will show you mercy." The Woman walked over to where Anastasia was being suspended, her hips sashaying seductively. Anastasia's legs were twitching, clamped together now in a hopeless attempt to lessen the pressure of the rope. It was buried so hard into her vulva that her narrow outer lips completely hid it. The Woman forced Anastasia's legs apart and allowed the skinny blonde to wrap them around her hips to slightly take some weight off the rope.
"Give me a very romantic kiss and I will release you from the tightrope."
Lisa could still only see the waists and legs of the people involved, but it got very quiet. She could see some onlookers in the background bringing their hands to their genitals, both male and female, and begin rubbing. The soft smacks of kissing were barely audible for over a minute. Anastasia's legs firmly gripped The Woman's waist.
"Your kissing needs much improvement," The Woman said at last. "But we'll work on it. Let her off the tightrope, and her job for the rest of the session will be to provide oral pleasure to any of the observers who wish it."
Anastasia crashed to the floor in a heap, clutching her injured pussy.
"And now, let's deal with this disrespectful new slave girl who refused to service the women of this club."
The test was difficult. It took Lisa 62 minutes and three increasingly intense orgasms to earn her way free of the machines. The motorized dildo had a fast and ceaseless beat, thrusting in and out with its ribbed shaft stimulating her on each stroke. The vibrator remorselessly buzzed on her clitoris. She had never come three times in an hour before, and hadn't even thought it possible. Given her increasing sensitivity each time, the aftermath of a fourth was a frightening thing to consider. The overstimulation after each one drove her crazy until she got past it, but it made the next pleasure even stronger.
The man had been rather easy. He had folded a leaf down on the gyno table so that her head hung off, and then he had inserted his penis into her mouth. She was a modern American woman, so she knew her way around a blow job. Not being able to use her hands slowed her down, but within fifteen minutes she had him spurting down her throat. The throat part wasn't her preference, but hey, this was bondage and she wasn't given a choice. That was part of the fun.
Kara, the pretty Asian woman, was a different challenge. Lisa had never performed sex on a woman before. Like most women her age, she'd made out with a couple of girls at parties, though that was mostly to impress the boys. And she'd had a major incident a year earlier, when her massage therapist had asked her if she wanted a happy ending. Her heart pounding, she had said yes, and the attractive middle-aged woman, so professional and sophisticated in her white spa smock, had fingered her to perhaps the best orgasm of her life. She had immediately scheduled another appointment, but the woman quit the spa before it could happen, and she had regretfully never seen her again.
Almost half of the checklist had covered lesbian acts. Would she lick a pussy? Would she finger a pussy? Would she allow a woman to use a dildo on her? A vibrator? A strap-on? A tongue? The list was nearly endless. Lisa had thought about it for a few minutes, and checked off every act with a woman that she would do with a man. It was incredibly arousing to watch the lesbian play during her guest visit, and she would have fond lifetime memories of working that vibrator on the tied and spread-eagled Kara. She could handle the lesbian stuff, she decided.
So there she was, tied to the table, a mechanized dildo thrusting in and out of her, a vibrator buzzing her clit, and Kara climbing up on the table to even the score. The table leaf had been raised back so Lisa's head was lying flat, and that golden Asian pussy descended down on her, its beautiful lips splaying across her mouth. She had licked and tongued, her nipples hardening under the manipulations of her rider, pausing only to gasp and scream when her own hips exploded into another orgasm. It was a perfect way to be introduced to lesbianism. When you're tied up, you have no choice, and when you have no choice, you have no guilt. You don't have to wonder what it means, and you just do it if it means freedom.
She passed the test with flying colors. She immediately went home and masturbated.
The Woman was businesslike and efficient. "Okay, first things first. Let's turn her over. Keep her neck in the pillory, but put her face up. Pull her arms under her and tie them to the base. Stretch them hard, because I want those breasts to arch up. Let's get a prop under her head to keep it steady, and put a bar under her back to support her. Keep that bar that's under her stomach, too, and it'll support her lower back. We want her to be held rigid. Then bend her legs down and put them back in the ankle restraints just like they are now. That'll keep her pussy spread and open."
A dozen or more hands hopped to the task. Lisa was so stiff that she couldn't resist as they flipped and repositioned her, and she groaned in pain as her stiff joints were moved. It was a good pain to have her arms straightened and to feel her back relax, so much so that she didn't even think about the fact that they were about to tie her down once again.
When it was all over, she was actually somewhat comfortable. She was facing the ceiling now, her neck still trapped in the pillory, but her head was supported. Her arms were mercifully stretched to the side and down, which was a relief after being bent at the elbow for seven hours, and her back was supported in two places by firm but well-placed braces. Her only discomfort was that there was no support for her hips and legs. Instead, they curved down to the floor where her ankles were tied and spread wide. This, along with the fact that her arms were spread and tied downward, meant that her back was forcefully arched. She warily noted that this thrust her breasts upward while simultaneously putting her hips and pussy on display, and the arching meant that she couldn't move either of those two sensitive areas. With the wood of the pillory blocking her view, she couldn't even see them.
She had no way at all to defend her most sensitive areas, and that scared her.
She felt someone step between her legs, and instinctively knew it was The Woman.
"How do you feel, slave girl?"
Lisa swallowed. "Good, ma'am. I appreciate being moved, ma'am."
A sharp slap on her pussy resounded in the room. Right on the clit. Lisa yelped in pain and instinctively tried to curl up. However, she couldn't even come close, and her only movement toward the fetal position was raising her head. A second slap followed the first one. "I did not do that for you, slave girl. Don't forget that."
The pain pulsed between Lisa's legs. "Yes, ma'am."
The Woman's hands stroked the outside of Lisa's thighs, up and down. They then moved inside, from the knees almost to the pussy, and then back down. They moved to the intersection of her thighs and hips, tracing up the crease where they merged.
"This slave has a beautiful pussy," The Woman said. "Note how her inner lips flower outward so delicately, and look at the size of her outer lips. I'm guessing that she masturbates frequently. Slave girl, do you masturbate frequently?"



Lisa closed her eyes in humiliation. "Yes, ma'am."
"How often?"
"At least once a day, ma'am. Often twice."
Fingers stroked up her slit, fingering her clitoris and probing her opening. She could neither move to avoid it nor move to encourage it. She could only accept it, but it felt divine.
"Do you like being touched here? Do you like it when I play with your pussy?"
Lisa's breathing was growing faster despite her attempt to resist. This woman was good. "Yes, ma'am."
"Good girl. You like it, don't you? Now, how about this?"
A buzzing started, and some sort of vibrator began rubbing her. Up and down, up and down, from her clit through her lips and then back. The technique was impeccable.
Lisa moaned again, her overworked sex organs warming up for yet another orgasm. "Oh, god. Yes, ma'am."
The vibrator continued buzzing on her vulva, bringing it to life. She felt a hand on her right breast, fingers pinching and rolling and kneading her sore nipple. This woman wasn't hurting her and indeed was beginning to arouse her despite her exhaustion, so maybe that was a good sign. Lisa felt herself lubricating under the seductive touches.
"Okay, women, step forward and help me out. We have a slave here who gave orgasms to many different men tonight, and refused to help a single woman. That is completely unacceptable."
Lisa sensed that something bad was coming, but the vibrator felt so good. Those fingers felt so good. This was the type of bondage she had fantasized about.
"How many women do we have? We'll keep little Anastasia working the blow job circuit, so that leaves nine women in the room including me, right?" There was a pause that was likely counting. "Yes, nine. That will work out great."
The vibrator lifted off of Lisa's pussy. "Slave, listen to me. We're going to give you orgasms, because the women of this club are a generous and merciful lot. But you are going to give us orgasms in return. You are going to repay our kindness. One at a time, women are going to climb onto your face and you are going to lick them until they come. And while that is happening, we women are going to give you orgasms nonstop. It's only fair. However, I would advise you to work hard to keep your end of the bargain, because we're not going to stop on our end and it's going to get increasingly intense for you. You would be well served to be industrious in your work. Are you ready?"
Lisa whimpered. She was not ready for this.
"I am the Queen of the Clit," The Woman announced. "I will work her clit, and I will be the last one to be serviced by her. Let's get two women down underneath her to work on her pussy and ass, and a couple more to work her breasts. If you don't have a spot, women, you can watch or find another way to stimulate the slave girl. Men, you're invited to watch and Anastasia will service your needs. If you want to bring in some bottoms from the other rooms to help out, feel free to do so. This is going to take a while."
And so it began. Nine against one, and the one was tied and helpless. It was not fair and it was not right. A busty redhead with a neatly trimmed copper pussy and small lips was the first to climb aboard Lisa's face, and she began licking in earnest, alternating between the clit and the vagina in the same manner that she herself enjoyed. She could abruptly feel fingers invading her pussy and curling onto her G spot, a finger snaking up her anus, silky tongues on her nipples, and the incessant vibrator and fingers on her clit, playing it like a maestro. Before long, her hips started trying to move, wanting to undulate to increase the stimulation, but she was virtually unable to move. She could only absorb what was being done to her.
As she licked the redhead she herself began squirming, squealing as her pleasure peaked. After everything she had been through, how was she coming first?
The orgasm began to wash over her, beginning in her clit and radiating outward. Muffled inside the redhead's box, she shrieked. The redhead rose slightly to allow her to breathe, and waited above her.
"Oh, god! Yes! Oh!" Lisa's stomach muscles clenched as she exploded in orgasm for a full minute.
Then the overstimulation hit.
The vibrator and fingers continued unabated. Unseen women continued to thrust inside her lower openings. Tongues still caressed her nipples and breasts. Her hypersensitive nerve endings overloaded. "NOOOOOOO! NOOOOOOO! STOP! STOP!" It was too much, far too much. The overstimulation was killing her.
People laughed.
"Better keep working," The Woman said from between her legs. "You haven't even finished Valerie yet, and you still have eight more to go. And Valerie has unbelievable endurance."
For two solid minutes Lisa writhed and fought and bucked, until finally the pain began to turn to pleasure again. A new sheen of sweat rose from her, and the redhead again lowered her pussy onto her mouth. Lisa worked frantically with her tongue.
After several minutes, as she began to climb to her next orgasm, the redhead finally reached her peak. Loosing a flurry of gasps, she began thrusting against Lisa's tongue, lubricating heavily. Her hands pushed aside the breast workers and kneaded Lisa's breasts mercilessly as she entered her climactic throes. It took several minutes to bring her to full climax. Finally, after a relaxed slump and short rest aboard Lisa, she climbed off and a petite brunette with a small and sparsely furred pussy climbed aboard.
The rules of Lisa's agreement stated that, if a session started before the eight hour shift was up, Lisa was obligated to complete that session. For the next two and a half hours she kept that promise, though she had no choice in the matter. Woman after woman climbed onto her face to be pleasured: blondes, brunettes, a black woman, even a woman of Indian descent. For every orgasm she gave, Lisa endured two of her own. She again had no choice, as a rotating team of women worked her exhausted and bound body nonstop with fingers, tongues, and devices, while she could only pleasure one at a time, and using only her tongue. And The Woman was always there on her clit, teasing it and rubbing it and forcing orgasms to wash across Lisa's body. It was not fair and it was not right, but she had no choice.
And in the end, it came down to two women. One was exhausted, sweaty, bound, and inhumanly overworked and overstimulated. Her inexperienced body had been taken to its limits and far beyond.
The other had been working up a sweat herself, but through denial. The Woman had watched woman after woman reach climax, and had steadfastly refused to allow herself the same ecstasy. The entire room had reached orgasm, and many had even grown tired and left. The female helpers had one at a time been satiated and moved to the periphery, replacing their labors with nipple clamps and a cruelly large anal dildo that had taken almost a half-hour to insert fully. But The Woman had waited. She had maintained control. And now was her time.
A long, lean blonde climbed off Lisa's face, finally satiated with the slave girl's efforts. The Woman smiled down at Lisa, and said, "Only one more to satisfy, and then let's call it a night."
Lisa was close to tears. Valerie the redhead took over the vibrator and clit massage, and also knelt down to employ her tongue. The different sensations drove Lisa over the edge yet again even before The Woman positioned herself. She lowered herself toward Lisa, and even in her spent state the beaten-down blonde noted that The Woman had a beautiful vulva. It was all the more beautiful because its satisfaction was the only thing that stood between Lisa and freedom.
Lisa had learned some tricks in the past two hours, how to move her tongue, how to make a woman come. She was getting better with each set of feminine hips that descended upon her. And she had the adrenaline burst of the final push working in her favor. Like a marathoner within sight of the finish line, she attacked The Woman's perfect pussy with every weapon she had in her tiny arsenal.
Licking, sucking, nibbling. She gambled with her final reserves of strength and energy. She could feel The Woman's juices on her face, knew that she was getting to her. She was learning how to gauge a woman's reactions as they grew excited, how they would begin to lubricate, then undulate their hips, and then how they would begin grinding their clit into her as they got close. At the same time, her own overworked pussy screamed at her with every nerve ending, wanting it all to end. She had thought that she was oversexed before this night, that perhaps she masturbated too much and used her vibrator too often. She now knew that she was capable of an entire other world of sex.
She had an orgasm and screamed through it. Valerie the redhead had an arsenal of different techniques, and she worked them with limitless patience and endurance.
However, she could feel The Woman's hips begin to undulate.
On and on she worked. She could feel The Woman's clit begin to grind in. Almost there...almost there. Almost free.
And then The Woman rose up.
"No!" Lisa cried out in frustration, her voice hoarse. "Let me finish you!"
Two hands attacked her nipples, twisting brutally. Lisa writhed under the assault. "What do you call me?"
"Unnnnh! Owwwww! Ma'am! Let me finish you, ma'am!"
The wicked brunette looked down and smiled cruelly. "Earn it," she demanded.
The perfect pussy descended on her again. Again she worked, and again she felt the juices, the undulations, and the grinding. And again The Woman rose up at the last moment, postponing the orgasm. Meanwhile, the redhead continued unabated, and Lisa suffered under her artisanship.
One woman building her denial toward a tremendous one-time explosion. Another woman being forced into countless indistinguishable explosions far beyond reason and compassion. Time and again, the patient redhead wrung an orgasm out of the drained and shattered blonde. Time and again, the blonde was denied her keys to freedom as the brunette teased and tormented her own desires. Hours passed, and the room fell asleep, the shadows changed.
Lisa was beyond desperate. She was nearly delirious. She begged. She pleaded. Nothing worked. Eventually, from the deepest recesses of her memory, she came upon an idea borne of desperation. "Ma'am," she asked. "I have a request, ma'am."
The Woman was about to lower her glistening pussy yet again, but paused. "What is it, slave girl?"
"May I kiss you romantically?"
The entire world stopped.
The powerful brunette, the molder of Lisa's world, the Queen of Clits, opened up for the first time in years. Her eyes softened, her mouth relaxed into a smile. She was a beautiful woman.
"You want to kiss me romantically?"
"More than anything."
For an eternal minute, The Woman stood stock still. Lisa realized her speech error in not addressing the woman as 'ma'am', but The Woman either did not or Lisa had struck her target.
The woman studied Lisa's face, glistening with the juices of all those other women.
"Yes," she said at last. "Yes, you may."
She climbed off Lisa's face and opened the pillory. She rolled horizontally onto Lisa's fatigue-wracked body and lay upon her, breast to breast, pussy to pussy. The redhead backed away.
Lisa raised her head, and The Woman came down. Their lips met, and they kissed. It was the most passionate kiss of Lisa's lifetime, or of anyone's lifetime. It was a kiss borne of absolute and utter need on one end, and absolute and utter desire on the other. Their tongues met, their souls intertwined, and the world narrowed to the heat of two breaths merging into one.
The redhead stepped forward, with two vibrators this time, and it was over in seconds.
As the sun rose and light streamed into the barren room, two women lay together, motionless and asleep, bathed in the sweat of exertion, passion, and desire. Each had been released from the bonds that constrained them.
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Ann wriggled in her chair. She desperately needed to touch herself, but wouldn't allow it. It was too important to wait, and at any rate the denial itself was exquisite.
She checked the clock on the wall. Fourteen minutes and counting. In the other room, she could see the legs on the bed, barely moving. She counted down the time, rocking ever so slightly to allow herself some stimulation. 45 seconds. 30 second. 15 seconds.
She rose, admiring herself momentarily in the mirror. Not many women her age could look like that. Her breasts were still full, her belly still flat, its little trimmed strip of dark hair underneath showing no touches of gray. She smiled mischievously and licked her lips before heading into the bedroom.
"How are we doing?"
Ashley's eyes burned a hole of hate through her, and she pulled her legs tight together in defiance. The tall brunette's arms were tied to the bed, stretched perpendicular to her body so tightly that her upper body was completely immobilized. Her mouth was gagged with a handkerchief, smeared with her once carefully applied lipstick. In contrast, her legs were left completely free, still in the black tights she had worn to the club, her gray mini-skirt disheveled and riding up over her hips. Ann loved to watch a girl's legs kick.
Ashley's breaths were slow and even. She had no choice. A thin half-inch belt was wrapped around the fullest part of her bared breasts, then tightened hard enough to bite deeply into them. A second belt, much wider, was wrapped around her waist, cinched so tight that she couldn't take a full breath.
Ashley's jacket and blouse were opened, her bra laid open. It was a front-clasp type so Ann hadn't needed to cut it off. She was happy about that because it was a waste to have to cut one off, especially an expensive lacy one.
She approached Ashley, and the young woman raised her legs prepared to kick and fight. It didn't matter. Ann knew exactly what to do. She approached from the side, too high for Ashley to kick, and swung herself on top of the brunette, straddling her constricted waist.
"Are you comfortable?" She stroked Ashley's hair.
"Mmmmph! " The girl tried to fight, but her outstretched arms had her tightly trapped. Behind Ann, she could feel Ashley's legs flailing, trying to kick her. No such luck.
She checked the tight belt around Ashley's breasts. It was carefully marked with measurements. "You're at 33.5 inches now," she said. "What's your bust size? 38? That's what your bra label says. It's got to be getting really uncomfortable, right?"
Ashley squeezed her eyes shut in defiance.
"Does it hurt?" Ann loosened the belt and released it from Ashley's breasts. The young woman's mounds popped back up with the resilience that only a woman under 30 could achieve. They were marked along their equator with a bright red line.
Ann gently massaged them. "These are so beautiful," she complimented. "And firm, too. They really stand up. Here, let me see if I can stiffen your nipples. They're so nice and thick."
Ashley fought and struggled with renewed vigor. Ann paid it no mind, rubbing and kneading and stroking.
"I've asked you before, and you won't answer me," Ann said matter of factly. "Would you answer now? Have you ever been with a woman? Just nod or shake your head."
Ashley writhed and fought, but had no leverage and no position to buck Ann off. "Mmmmmph!" Her protests were less violent now than they were an hour ago, most likely because she was having trouble getting a full breath due to the tight belt around her waist.
"I think you'd like it," Ann said. "There's a reason you came home with me tonight. We both know that you're curious."
Ashley's brown eyes were large and expressive. With each second they alternated between rage, fear, and desperate ideating. Trying to conserve her limited oxygen, she gave up and yielded her breasts to Ann's ministrations, lying still and letting Ann play with them.
"Can I eat you out? All you have to do is say yes and we'll start."
Ashley shook her head emphatically.
"You like me playing with your nipples, don't you? They're getting hard."
Ashley shook her head emphatically.
Ann shifted, sliding he legs down and dropping forward into a missionary position. She left a trail of slickness down Ashley's body as she settled in. Ann sighed with desire. She loved the push of her own ample breasts against Ashley's pillows, the way her hips gently nested inside Ashley's spread legs. She gently kissed Ashley on the neck and cheeks, twining her legs around the younger woman's to trap her down.
Ashley feebly tried to fight, tried to escape, but had no choice but to submit.
Ann kissed her and caressed her, her hands running up and down the girl's ribs, breasts, and waist. She couldn't wait until she could get the skirt and tights off, but she wouldn't force it. Ashley had to consent. It was more exciting that way.
"All you have to do is spread your legs and raise your hips," Ann whispered in her ear. "I want you to offer it to me."
"Mmmmmph."
For several more minutes Ann made out with Ashley in a one-way exchange. Her pussy was boiling, and she pumped it against Ashley's hips just enough to keep herself going without moving irreversibly toward the edge. At last she raised up, once again sitting on Ashley's constricted waist. She was breathing almost as heavily as Ashley.
"Okay, break time is over," she said, looking down at the attractive, flustered party girl. "Will you let me eat you out?"
"Mmmmmph." That was a no.
"Okay, you know the rules. Another half-inch. Are you sure you want another half-inch?"
Ashley's eyes were begging her. Ann was so horny she could hardly stand it.
"Another half inch?"
Ashley shook her head emphatically.
"You know the choices." Ann waggled her tongue. "It's either this or take another half-inch." Ashley started fighting again. Ann rode her patiently until she exhausted herself, smiling with cruel pleasure.
"Here we go." Ann looked at the wide belt around Ashley's waist. "20.5 inches. It's getting tight. Let's go to 20." She unfastened the clasp and pulled. It was actually getting hard to tighten it at this point." Ashley made a strange gurgling sound as her breathing was further constricted.
"And the breasts go down to 33. You're a brave, brave girl. She brought the two ends of the belt up, positioned it over Ashley's nipples and began pulling it tight. 38, 37, 36, 35, 34 ... it took both hands to get it to 33. Ashley's eyes squeezed shut and she grimaced through the gag as the belt bit into her to a ludicrous depth.
Ann leaned down and gave her a gentle kiss on the forehead. "I'll be back in fifteen minutes," she said. "Enjoy!" She allowed herself the luxury of running a hand down Ashley's hip.
Ashley's breaths were somewhat labored now, her whimpers subdued. Ann knew she couldn't last much longer, and Ann herself couldn't last much longer, for that matter. It was going to be a long fifteen minutes for both of them.
Ann went back to the living room, sprawling on the couch so she could watch Ashley struggle. As usual, she was kicking, testing her bonds and trying in vain to escape, but after an hour and a half of this game, her straps being tightened every quarter-hour, her movements were slow and labored.
Ann checked the time on the clock and silently pleaded for Ashley to yield. Her hands crept up to her nipples, squeezing them and twisting them. She couldn't yield to temptation, but her need just so strong. She cupped and cradled her breasts, squeezing them up and together. She worked them for a few minutes, and then her hands crept down.
You can't go too far, she reminded herself. But maybe just a touch.
Just a touch.
Her fingers crept down through the small landing strip of hair. Down, down, and into the danger zone. She allowed herself a gentle stroke across her lips, then one across her clit.
No!
No! Don't give in. She pulled her hands up.
Only five minutes had passed. Ashley's movements were slow and spastic on the bed. Ann ran her hand through her dark hair, grabbing two handfuls and gently pulling in pleasurable frustration, just to keep her fingers occupied. You have to hold out, she ordered herself.
This was so hot. She loved denying herself, knowing that it would result in a huge reward oh so soon. She stood up and paced the room, her pussy on fire.
Five minutes.
Four minutes.
Three minutes.
Every minute was painful. Ann's pussy was unbearably needy, begging her fingers for relief.
Two minutes.
One minute. Oh god, would it never end?
Ann stood up, taking a deep breath. Please, she thought. Please, this time let it work.
She walked into the bedroom.
"Fifteen minutes," she announced cheerily. "What do you think?"
Generally at this point Ashley's legs would snap shut. But this time they didn't move. After a long moment of hesitation, her face steeled, Ashley's legs went the other way. They inched apart until she reluctantly opened herself up in a submissive sexual position.
Ann smiled broadly, biting her lower lip in anticipation.
"Oh, how sweet," she said. "You want me to make love to you? Raise your hips a little if that's a yes, so I can get your clothes off."
After another pause, Ashley planted her feet awkwardly and raised her hips slightly off the bed."
"Yaaaaaay!" Ann clapped her hands in both sarcasm and genuine pleasure. "Let's get started."
She climbed onto the foot of the bed and moved up between Ashley's legs. Ashley's stilettos had long been removed, but that pesky skirt and tights and been keeping her secrets for far too long. "First, we unzip the skirt, and then we pull it off. Now, isn't that more comfortable?" The gray skirt ended up on the floor.
"And now the tights. I've been wanting to get these off ever since I first saw you." Tights were harder to get off than skirts, but Ann had experience. Lots of girls wore tights to the clubs, and they usually gave up long before this brave girl did. Ann gripped the waistline and began rolling it and pulling it down. The younger girl's pubic mound came into view, then her lips as Ann worked the tights down. "Oh, you're shaved. Very nice. I kind of thought you'd be shaved. It looks great on you."
Pushing down gently on the front of Ashley's mound, she let the girl relax her hips as she pulled the tights down and off her legs. Ashley had great legs, long and slender but also shapely. The tights went onto the floor.
Kneeling between her legs, Ann held Ashley's legs apart by the ankles, enjoying the view. Ashley's pussy was completely hairless, and she had wide, dark pink labia majora. Her inner lips were small, peeking out from between them. "Your pussy looks delicious," Ann murmured. She ran her hands gently up and down the girl's calves, caressing her from toes to knees.
She crept forward, pushing Ashley's legs further apart. Ann needed to come so badly now. She ran her fingers lightly up and down Ashley's thighs.
"You were such a tease at the club," she said softly. "But there was something about you. I knew I could get you back here. I knew you were curious." Her fingers traced up and down, slowly transitioning from the outside of Ashley's hips to the inside. She moved to the very top of Ashley's thighs and let her knuckles slightly brush those beautiful dark lips. To her credit, Ashley kept her end of the deal and didn't resist. That little Asian girl last week had been annoying when she kept changing her mind and fighting at this stage.
Ann gently stroked Ashley's outer lips. They were soft and yielding. Gong a little furthers, she lightly grasped Ashley's inner lips and spread them apart, studying the bright pinkness that was revealed within.
"Oh, I'm going to love this. And you will, too. But first, let me make you more comfortable."
Ann worked her lips up Ashley's body, starting at the top of her pubic mound and kissing her way up to Ashley's throat. She reached between them to release the constricting belt around Ashley's breasts, and kissed and licked her nipples until they stiffened. Simultaneously, she loosened the belt around Ashley's waist, not completely but enough to make breathing a bit easier. Keeping her oxygen level down would eventually give her a stronger orgasm, and Ann liked to impress her young guests.
She moved up and pressed her forehead against Ashley's, losing herself in those big brown eyes.
"Are you ready?" she whispered.
Ashley's gagged mouth was turned down into a pout, but to her credit she nodded imperceptibly. Ann smiled broadly. Slowly she worked her lips back down the young brunette's body, and she kept going at the belly button. The brunette's gorgeous young pussy lay before her ready for the taking. She petted it, caressed it, and then began kissing, began licking.
Her guests always had the same strategy at this point. They would go with the starfish approach, just lying there with the intention of not reacting. But it was a flawed strategy, because Ann was a master at her craft, and she was patient. She licked, nibbled, and sucked, and probed softly with one finger, then two. Despite Ashley's best efforts, resistance was futile. Biology would not allow a woman to be serviced like this with no reaction. As the minutes passed, Ann could feel the lubrication starting, sense the slow undulation of the hips, hear the slightly deeper and faster breathing.
Over the next twenty minutes, she played Ashley like a violin. The girl rose toward orgasm, then was pulled back. Sensations were offered, then withdrawn, time and again. Back up toward the brink, then down. Ashley whimpered behind the gag, unable to take any control, allowed only to receive what she was given. Ann buried her tongue inside the woman , accelerated the pace of teasing.
Moving a moistened finger back, Ann began playing with Ashley's anus. The shocked brunette jumped at first, then allowed access. Her hips were rising and falling with every stroke of Ann's tongue. "Do you want to come now?" Ann asked.
Ashley nodded frantically, and Ann granted her wish. Instead of pulling back and keeping her on the brink, she attacked. Her tongue flicked Ashley's swollen clit, and two fingers rubbed her g-spot from inside. Another finger pressed and twirled inside her tight anus. Her limited air supply intensified the reaction in her brain. Ashley rose to the top and splled over, her back arching, her muffled voice keening. She froze in time, stiff as the orgasm flowed through her body like an electric shock. "Mmmmmmmmmmmph! Mmph! Mmph! Mmph! Mmmmmmmmmmmph!"
For a moment Ann thought she would pass out. She flopped down limp, her eyes rolled high in her head. Ann stroked and kissed her, first in the thighs and stomach, then up her breasts and throat. She kissed Ashley's gagged mouth the best she could and quietly lay atop her as her guest recovered.
The she did it again. The whole process. She rode Ashley up to the brink and back time and again, then once more pushed her shivering and shaking over the edge. And then a third time. The beautiful thing about women was that you could repeat the process forever, and each time they became more beautiful as their inhibitions and bodies yielded ever more, as they trembled and glowed with sweat and exertion.
After the third orgasm, Ann moved into gentle afterplay, letting Ashley drop back down into the mortal world. Once Ashley's breathing was back to normal, Ann moved to the next step.
"You're feeling pretty good now, right, honey? I think it's my turn. Do you want to eat me out? Do you want to lick my pussy?"
Ashley's eyebrows creased into a worry line. Hesitantly, she shook her head. Ann expected that.
She rose up and moved back down between Ashley's spread legs. "Are you sure you don't want to eat me out? I did it for you. Three times." As she spoke, she moved the thin breast belt down to Ashley's curvy waist. Ashley whimpered as she tightened it to a snug level.
"You liked those orgasms, right? You wouldn't deny me something similar, I hope." Reaching around beneath Ashley's bound body, Ann looped a thick cord around the back of the waist belt, pulling it down between Ashley's legs "I'll tell you what. I'm going to position this into your crotch and tighten it every fifteen minutes, just like we did before. If you decide that you would rather eat me out, just let me know."
Leveraging the waist belt, Ann pulled hard on the crotch rope, wedging it up deep inside Ashley's divine crevice. Ashley yelped behind the gag. Ann looped it around the front of the waist belt and tied it tight, so that it put intense and continual pressure on Ashley's clit. Then she tightened the broader waist belt back to 20 inches, constricting Ashley's breathing. She went tight because of her own needs. She couldn't wait much longer.
She climbed off the taller girl and admired her handiwork. Ashley's thighs were trembling, her legs writhing and pressing together as she bucked and arched, trying to relieve the pressure in her most sensitive of areas. But such a thing was not possible.
"I'll be back in fifteen minutes," Ann said. "Tell me then if you'd like to lick me."
She went back to the couch, her fists clenched to prevent her fingers from playing with herself. It was going to be a long fifteen minutes. But then again, that was half the fun.
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"The cab's here. Goodbye!"
Jack kissed me and ran out the door into the rain, his rolling suitcase trailing behind him. I stood at the threshold, watching as he loaded it into the trunk and dove inside. And just like that, he was gone.
It would be three days this time. Three glorious days.
Don't get me wrong. I love my husband, but after ten years of marriage a girl sometimes likes to have her space. And her vices. And there are some vices that not even a husband should know about.
I'd been waiting for this moment. I pulled out my phone and dialed the number that was discreetly labeled "Salon". It rang twice before someone answered.
"Dragon Massage," the female voice said. The voice had a bit of a Chinese clip to it, but just barely, the voice of an American who was raised by immigrants.
"Is this Jeannie?" I asked hopefully.
"Yes. Laura?"
I smiled at the recognition. It had been four months since my last visit, but she always remembered me. "Yes, it is. I was wondering if you had an appointment available today."
"For you?" Jeannie laughed. "Always. What time?"
I looked at my watch. I probably should wait until Jack was actually on the airplane. "It's noon now. How about five?"
"Five starts getting busy. How about three?"
Jeannie knew that I hated being there when it was busy. Too many men, all gawking and leering. I liked it when I was the only customer in the place. "Three it is. I'll look forward to it! Oh, and ... uh ..."
"Yes?"
I don't know why I was so shy about it. It's not like she didn't know. "Um, can I do a four hand massage today? You and Lily?"
"Ohhh, like last time? Lily's here. We'll be ready for you."
I smiled and bit my lip in guilty glee. "See you then!"
The next three hours took forever to tick by. I had a light lunch, then stretched and went for a jog. When I got back, I stripped and showered, giving myself a good scrubbing so that I would glow. I toweled off, grabbed a hand mirror, and went to the bed.
I had gotten myself waxed last week, all the way since Jack likes it like that. I lay down on the bed, positioned the mirror between my legs, and inspected myself to be sure that I was still bare. With my light skin and dark hair, I had to be diligent. Using the fingers of my left hand, I stroked down my mons veneris, across my outer lips, and with some mild gymnastics inspected further back to the extent that I could see.
No stubble at all yet. Good. Lying there on the bed, I couldn't resist spreading my lips, inspecting the pinkness inside. I was moist and ready, anticipating my visit. I allowed myself one slide up and across my clit, then another.
Then a third. It felt so good.
No! No spoiling my massage! I forced my fingers away, and they somehow went to my breasts and nipples, teasing me in defiance of my willpower. The thought of the vibrator in my nightstand was almost irresistible.
No!
I looked at the bedside clock. It was 2:00. Only 40 more minutes until I could have my little adventure.
I reluctantly arose, willfully ignoring the protests of my unsatisfied womanhood. I went to the dresser and pulled out my sexiest underwear that wasn't purely for sex. I wanted to look good, but not slutty. I picked a small red thong and a matching low-cut, lacy bra that offered minimal support and maximum cleavage. I always felt good about myself when I wore this. Humbly, I have a nice body, slender yet curvy, and for some reason this particular outfit really sets it off.
When you're going to a massage parlor, it's important to dress right. Not slutty in a mini skirt, not sloppy in sweats, not dressed up like you're having a night on the town. You want to dress up like you're out for the day and you innocently decided that you need a massage. It's a fine line between feeling sexy while also not attracting attention.
In my case, it's also important to have clothing that unfastens from the front. Bless those Chinese women and their petite figures, but there's something I love about seeing their faces as they first open up my top and see my nice, full C cups spilling over my bra. Sometimes their eyebrows arch, sometimes they smile, and sometimes I just see their nostrils flare a little as they stare and ponder what they're about to do. As far as I know, none of them are lesbians, and I think that's perversely part of the appeal for me.
I settled on a nice, high-waisted dress. It fit snugly everywhere and was a deep plum in color, strikingly form-fitting when you took a close look but conservative enough that it wouldn't draw undue attention. If Jack's flight was canceled and he ended up waiting for me at home, it would be a believable outfit to wear to the mall. And yes, it zipped up the front.
I finished my hair and looked at the clock. 2:42. Time to go! I practically had an orgasm just thinking about it. My pussy was begging me to get into the car. I dug into my sock drawer and found the nondescript white pair in the back that bulged with my mad money. Another little wifely secret, but I figured that Jack probably did the same thing. I quickly counted it and took out $300.
It was a fifteen minute drive to the parlor, which was located in a non-descript strip mall in a working-class part of town. On its left was a shoe repair shop, and on its right was a low-rent Greek restaurant. I parked the car in front of the Greek restaurant and waited to get out since there was a family walking nearby.
I was so naïve the first time I came here. My shoulders had been stiff and my regular massage therapist was on vacation. I'd been stressed and uncomfortable and one night I finally did a search for a massage spa that was open late in the evening. I found the Dragon and didn't really think twice about it. I was a good girl, and always have been.
When I had shown up, Jeannie was at the front counter. She owned the place, I found out later. She looked me up and down, clucked and shook her head. "No appointments, sorry."
"Nothing?"
"Maybe try that Avanti spa tomorrow down the street. I think they'll take good care of you."
"But I really need a massage tonight." I rubbed my tight shoulders for emphasis.
I remember to this day her look of conflict. She licked her lips and glanced out into the parking lot, which was serendipitously empty on that particular snowy night. "Y'know, I guess I could take you. An hour?"
Jeannie gave a great massage. It was perfectly innocent and clinical, just like I expected. Maybe it was too good, because I came back again a month later, and then again after that. Jeannie became my regular and I became hers. I loved the fact that they were open so late and that I didn't need an appointment. And when she wasn't there, there were other girls, and they gave good massages too even if their English was poor or non-existent. I learned to recognize them and their Americanized names on sight: Lily, Erin, Lana, and others.
I was blissfully ignorant until my sixth or seventh visit. Jeannie and I were very friendly by then and chatted before and after the massage, sometimes even during. It was a warm summer evening when I first heard the noise. I was face down and Jeannie was working on my back when a moan came through the walls.
"What is that?" I asked. Thinking back now, I was kind of an idiot.
Jeannie had seemed a little embarrassed. "Uh, I think they're a little loud in the next room."
The moaning became louder, more regular. It gained in intensity to the point where I raised up on my elbows. A slow recognition dawned on me. "Are they having ...?" I listened again to be sure what I was hearing, and conspiratorially whispered the next word. "Sex?"
Jeannie was working a knot out of my back. She gently pushed me back down on the table. "Not sex." She hesitated before continuing. "But ... well ... he's probably getting a happy ending."
"A happy ending? What's that?"
Jeannie giggled incredulously. "Are you kidding me?"
I raised up on my elbows again and looked over my shoulder at her. "No. What is it?"
"Promise not to tell anyone?"
"Sure. What is it?"
Jeannie smiled almost apologetically. Raising her hand, she made a motion that could only mean one thing.
My eyes widened and my mouth dropped. "She's giving him a hand job? Seriously?" I looked at the wall as if I could see through it. I wanted to see through it.
Jeannie seemed bemused. "It happens sometimes."
I half-turned on the table to see her better. The small towel that covered me shifted and I had to grab it to keep it from falling off and giving her a show. It's funny how you remember those little details. "No! You do that? It's allowed?" As I said it, it became obvious that the man next door was in the throes of a very happy ending.
"We don't allow it, of course. It's strictly against policy. But ..." Jeannie shrugged with a sheepish smile, "the door's closed and the girls like to make money."
"Do they - I mean, is there more than just ...?" I couldn't even say it, so I mimicked the pumping motion that Jeannie had just used.
She shrugged sheepishly. "I guess it's possible that there's a blow job every once in a while, but certainly nothing more than that. This is a clean establishment. I'd fire them in a heartbeat if they were having sex. Now lie back down."
She was working my calves now. The next room had gone quiet. But after a few minutes, I couldn't resist. "So ... do you do it? Do you give happy endings?"
Jeannie was silent for a long moment, and her hands faltered briefly. "I have a few good customers who tip well," she said. "And I like to go out for a nice dinner once in a while. But I don't do it for just anybody. Only the best."
I was simultaneously horrified and intrigued. This woman, my friend, my massage therapist, gave handjobs for money? I battled my curiosity, but it won out. "Tell me about it. What's it like?"
"Our little secret?"
"Of course."
So Jeannie gave me the story, the whole story of how it worked. How a man would come in, and the woman would give him a massage, and how she would pick up clues about him the whole time, whether he wanted it or didn't want it or whether he was a policeman who liked to pick on Asian women. She told me how she figured out if a guy was safe, and when she would make the offer, and how the men always took it. It was a great way to double or triple her income.
"But nothing more than handjobs?"
"For me? Never. At least not at work." She laughed. "Handjobs are easy, they're profitable, and there's no chance of catching anything. Plus, they're really pretty fun."
We both laughed.
The whole time she was working my hamstrings, and I suddenly became very conscious of it. I lay back down, and I guess I'm to blame for what happened next. I don't know what possessed me to ask, and can only assume that it was some sort of Freudian thing. "Do you give women happy endings too?" As soon as the words came out of my mouth, I realized my mistake.
There was an awkward pause, and then Jeannie laughed. "If they want one and they're a good customer, I guess I would do it. Honestly, I have very few women customers. I've never offered one before. But it's ... intriguing."
We were silent for a few minutes, and she finished up my back. But suddenly every touch felt different. I don't know if it was her or me or both of us, but her touch felt lighter, more sensual. As she worked down my back and flowed over my glutes I couldn't help but suck in my breath. Things suddenly felt different, and I wasn't sure if it was her or me. I was afraid it was me.
"Okay, time to turn over."
She lifted the towel in the usual manner, low enough to see my face and high enough to shield my body, and had me flip over. But instead of laying the towel back on me, she held it. I could tell that she was in thought. Our eyes met and she was achingly beautiful at that moment.
"Would you like to be my first female customer?"
So there I was, stark naked on the table, looking up at her. My heart was beating like a hummingbird's.
It took me way too long to answer. "I'm, uh...,I'm not a lesbian," I stammered, but it came out with no conviction.
"Neither am I," Jeannie said. "I've never finished a woman before." She brought the towel down and brazenly gazed up and down my exposed body. "But I think I'd be good at it, and I kind of want to try. How about if I give you a free sample? Try it out for both of us."
I remember my mind reeling with all of the implications - my marriage, my conscience, my sexuality, even the very nature of who I was. But in the end, who's going to turn down an orgasm? I should have told her that I was married. I should have told her that I liked men. I certainly should have told her that I was a professional woman who didn't procure sex in an Asian massage parlor. But for some reason the only word that came out was a breathy 'okay'.
And the rest, my friends, is history.
I'm not a lesbian. I swear. But I like to be touched and I love having orgasms, and I have to admit that Jeannie is very sexy. She opens my mind, not just my legs. But in the end, I have admit that my main thrill is simply the fact that I'm doing it. This whole thing is all so out of character, so unlike me. I'm a happily married professional woman, and yet I have this secret life where I sneak into a massage parlor, show my naked body to a woman - a woman! - and let her reduce me to a quivering orgasmic mass. All of those elements are thrilling far beyond the orgasm part.
Jeannie's not a lesbian, either. She's a businesswoman, and she meets her customers' needs. She asks what I like and how it feels - Jack never does that - and each visit's learning builds upon the last. Every time I visit, she experiments and my experience gets better. My kinks rise closer to the surface, and she figures them out and exploits them for my pleasure. Jeannie may not be a lesbian, but she's really good at figuring out what a woman wants and then giving it to her.
And while I don't want to think about it, the knowledge gets passed along to the other women as well. The first time Jeannie wasn't there, I still got what I wanted from cute little Lily, much to my surprise. Oh, that little Lily. Don't even get me started.
A horn honked in the parking lot. I blinked back to reality and looked out the windshield at the entry. No one was going in or out, and the front windows were tinted black so I couldn't tell if a customer was in the lobby. I just had to get from here to there, and bliss would flow upon me. I didn't see anyone at the other stores, and the sparse population of the parking lot was just bored people living boring lives. No one was paying attention to me.
I would never cheat on Jack. That's not who I am. This is different. At its core, this is a business transaction, trading payment for a service. It's no different than a manicure or a makeover. Or maybe it's an adventure, like something that innocently happens in a tent on a camping trip after a night of beer and s'mores. Whatever it is, I know I'm not going to fall in love with Jeannie or Lily or any of the other girls. I'm not having sex with them, not really, and I'm not having an affair. They're women, for god's sake. I'm just going to a spa and getting a massage that is very, very thorough.
I got out of the car.
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I walked briskly to the door, ignoring anything in my peripheral vision, praying that I wouldn't run across anyone I know. This was the scariest part, but the fun was about to come.
A bell was attached to the door, and it jingled when I entered. I stood in the sparsely decorated lobby, and soon a door opened. It was Jeannie. She was dressed in black yoga pants and a snug turquoise t-shirt that showed off her mild curves.
"Laura!" she exclaimed, and we stepped forward into a hug. "How are you?"
"I'm doing great. And you?"
"Wonderful. It's been forever since I've seen you!"
We made small talk as she led me back through the hallway. There were half a dozen massage rooms, and she always put me in the back left one. I'm not sure why she did it, but I liked the consistency, the familiarity. We entered, and Lily was already there, laying out the towels.
Jeannie is an American who happens to be of Chinese descent. As such, her frame reflects a mix of the two cultures. She's almost as tall as me, maybe 5-4 or even 5-5, and her small frame has modest but noticeable curves, perhaps a B cup on top and a feminine curve in the hips. Her hair is always styled in a sleek bob that curls around her ears. Lily, on the other hand, is Chinese in every way. She's tiny, maybe five feet even, and probably 90 or 95 pounds soaking wet. She has narrow hips, a waifish frame, and the breasts of a developing twelve year-old. She speaks almost no English, but is a real cutie, with straight-cut bangs and long black hair down to her shoulder blades. She smiled at me and came to give me a hug.
Jeannie shut the door and locked it. "How long a session would you like today?"
"Let's go for two hours. With oil." I pulled out my $300 and handed it to her. Without counting the total, she peeled off a hundred and handed it to Lily, then put the rest in her pocket.
"Oil is fun," she said, smiling. She spoke to Lily in Chinese for a moment. "Lily will help you get undressed."
Lily approached me, scanning me up and down as I removed my wedding ring and other jewelry and set them on the small table. When I turned back around, I stood still for her as Jeannie took a seat and watched, a smile of authoritative pleasure on her face. Lily grasped the zipper on my neckline and gently eased it down.
I loved this part. I've never thought of myself as an exhibitionist, and I have no desire to be naked in public. But there's something very sensuous about being stripped in a private room like this. It's like you're a princess being prepared by your servants. This wasn't a part of a typical massage service, of course, but at some point Jeannie had done it and it turned me on so much that it became part of the ritual.
I shimmied my shoulders and Lily pulled the dress down past them, lowering the whole thing to my hips, my knees, my feet. Steadying myself with a hand on her shoulder, I stepped out of the dress, now clad only in my beautiful red underwear and high heels. Lily carefully set the dress on the table and then dropped to her knees to remove my shoes.
"Mmmm," Jeannie murmured. "My darling, you are my most beautiful client by far." I smiled demurely as Lily set the shoes to the side.
The smaller woman rose back to her duties. Given her height, it was easy for her to get a great view of my cleavage, and she took a moment to stare. I wondered what was going through her mind. Envy? Desire? Dread? Whatever it was, it was exciting to think about, and in a petty way I liked the way it felt when a little A-cup girl studied my C's.
She stepped into my personal space and reached behind me. With a bit of fumbling, she unhooked my bra, and I brought my arms forward so she could pull it off. My breasts fell free and Lily again studied them. I let her, arching my back ever so slightly to present them in the best possible light. It felt so naughty to just display myself like that, such a turn on. Over her shoulder, I could see Jeannie studying me as well, her lips in a mysterious smile.
Lily set my bra with my dress and then knelt again, her face directly at crotch height. Clutching either side of the strings that held my thong up, she slowly worked them over my hips, her fingers brushing my sensitive skin in the process. Once she got the strings over my hips, she pulled down. The material gave way quickly, and just like that I was naked. Lily put the thong on the pile as I stood expectantly. In any other environment I would be mortified by my nudity, but here it was exciting, thrilling. My heart was pounding and I felt arousal beginning to simmer between my legs Jeannie soaked me in with her eyes and rose.
"To the table," she said, taking my hand. She led me over and I lay on the table, face down. My breasts scrunched beneath me, and I took a moment to adjust them as someone put on some soft, new age music. For legal reasons a small towel was placed over the small of my back, but I knew that it would "fall off" momentarily, and sure enough, it did. No one seemed to notice, as usual.
I exhaled deeply and calmly. I loved this part, the anticipation of the first touch. I heard quiet footsteps, then the soft pop of a cap, and the squish-squish-squish of oil in palms. My face in the cradle of the table, I could see the floor beneath me, and when the footsteps returned I could see Jeannie's small feet, now bare.
Simultaneously, warmed oiled hands touched both my shoulders and the soles of my feet. Lily must be down below. I sighed contentedly.
For the next fifteen minutes, Jeannie's firm hands worked the kinks out of my back, moving down my shoulders and spine. Lily worked her way up, starting with my feet and working up through my calves and hamstrings. She reached my glutes first, and there was a little commotion as she climbed up on the table. She spread my legs and moved up between them, her small hands gliding across my sensitive cheeks. I loved how her knees forced my legs apart, leaving me open and vulnerable to her attentions.
The massage got softer at this point, less therapeutic and more sensual. Jeannie began long flowing strokes up my back and sides, pausing occasionally to stroke my neck and ears, sliding occasionally to stroke the sides of my pinioned breasts. On the longest part of her strokes, I could feel the weight of her breasts falling gently upon my back. Lily was oiling up my glutes, sliding her hands up and down my thighs and butt. Her strokes slowly moved inward, and I gasped as the first touch first slid across my lips.
Jeannie knelt down and whispered in my ear. "We're going to strip down now," she said softly. "We don't want to get oil on our clothes."
My two masseuses stepped away, and I dreamily raised my head to watch them strip. Women weren't my thing, but then again I had nothing against seeing attractive naked women, and I was already revved up sexually. I could feel my pussy crying out for another touch as I watched them.
Jeannie was truly gorgeous. Her breasts were gravity-defying and firm, topped with dark nipples and quarter-sized areolas. She retained her pubic hair, but it was trimmed very short and neat into a perfect rectangle, and was sparse to begin with. I loved her look; very elegant and sleek. Her abs were flat as she bent to pull off her underwear.
Next to her, Lily was more cute than beautiful, but she was adorable. She had tiny areolas, the same color as Jeannie's, but unnaturally long nipples that went erect very easily. Her pubic area was trimmed into a tiny landing strip that complemented her narrow hips. She had darker skin than Jeannie, and a more round butt compared to Jeannie's tight derriere.
The two nude women approached me and I dropped my head back into the face cradle.
"A little stretching, perhaps?" Jeannie asked.
"Mmmm, yes."
Jeannie said something in Chinese to Lily, then went to the back of the table. I felt it shift as she climbed atop it, pushing my legs apart with her knees. Her breasts touched my buttocks, then slowly moved up my back, soft and oily, as she stretched herself out atop me. Through the hole in my face cradle, I could see Lily's feet position themselves at my head, and then fingers were stroking my scalp.
Jeannie rubbed her body atop mine for a few moments, then brought her knees up and moved to a seated position across my middle back. Hooking her elbows under mine, she pulled them up and back, then leaned back slowly and steadily. Her weight trapped my lower body from moving, and her motion pulled my upper body off the table, slowly extending until my back was heavily arched. I could feel the muscles in my stomach stretch taut, pulling against my diaphragm and forcing me to breathe shallowly. It felt therapeutic, but that wasn't the real reason for the move.
On cue, I heard the squish-squish-squish of oily hands, and then Lily's small hands were on my breasts, sensuously sliding rubbing and caressing and squeezing. She was gentle and soft, thorough and sexy. Trapped on the table, my arms pulled back behind me, I was held motionless, unable to resist her touch, and that's just how I loved it. If you're not a lesbian, you can still enjoy a woman's touch if you have no choice, no ability to resist. There's no guilt, no second-guessing yourself.
My nipples hardened under the attention, and that drew even more attention. Lily stroked them and squeezed them and gently pulled them. She toyed with the fullness of my breasts, ran her oiled hands up and down them, lifting them, weighing them, pushing them together to make cleavage.
Opening my eyes, I could see that she was fascinated with them. She had so little to play with on her own that I thought that she must be curious what a curvy woman's breasts felt like.
Jeannie would occasionally let me down to ease the pressure on my back, then would reapply it, pulling my body back up into an arch. The forces pushed my pubic mound into the table, forcing me to spread my legs to ease the pressure on my lower back. It felt exquisite, and went on for several minutes.
Jeannie said something in Chinese to Lily, and the smaller woman stepped away. I moaned in pleasured protest.
"We'll work your lower body now," Jeannie consoled me as she released my arms. She spun on my back and moved down my body. I could feel the silky roughness of her pubic hair down my spine as she moved, and an ever so slight trail of dampness. Lily moved around to my feet and climbed onto the table, once again forcing herself between my thighs.
Massage oil fell upon my bottom and down the crack, flowing across my most private of places. Soft hands stroked my cheeks, then wandered inward. I gasped as a finger gently stroked and probed my anus. Two more hands began softly rubbing my clit, playing with my vaginal opening.
"Ohhhhhh," I gasped. Four hands worked my core, slick with oil and my own secretions. Face down, with my legs trapped wide by Lily's knees and my back pressed under Jeannie's hips, I couldn't move or writhe or buck. I could only accept their ministrations. I gripped the sheets on the table, unable to do anything else.
My masseuses were quiet and focused, concentrating on my pleasure. The only sounds were my own muted whimpers and gasps, and occasional wet sounds of oiled hands on oiled flesh. Fingers entered both of my openings, causing my upper body to spasm and thrash even as my lower body was held motionless. Palms slid up and down my crack, across my lips, even underneath, moving up and down my mound. I stretched my hands behind me, touching Jeannie's legs, feeling their softness.
Up and down, in and out. I was so slick that every move was silky smooth, giving me nothing but pleasure. Sensations built up rapidly and strongly. "Ohhhhhh," I breathed. "That's fantastic. You're driving me crazy!"
The pleasure flowed up my body, filling my brain. I found myself reaching my capacity, my body stiffening. I wished I could move, wished I could position myself to get the exact sensation I needed to get over the top, but I couldn't. I could only take what they were doing. I released my tentative touch on Jeannie and grabbed my breasts, pinching my still-slick nipples to help myself.
"Unnnnnnh! That's it! That's it!" They were driving me to climax. My brain and my pussy exploded in pleasure simultaneously, and it was almost painful to climax when I couldn't buck my hips. Frantically, I gripped my nipples and squeezed hard as the pleasure washed over me. I spasmed beneath them once, twice, three times in my throes.
The girls stopped. I was breathing like I'd just run a sprint. Each of them stretched out and lay beside me, Jeannie on my left and Lily on my right, enveloping me in their warmth. They stroked my back and buns, and kissed my neck. Jeannie nibbled on my ear as I rested and recovered.
After a few moments to let me settle down, Jeannie said, "Did you like that?"
"It was amazing."
"Now we'll do your front."
The two Chinese women stood, and Jeannie ordered me to turn over.
This is when I feel most vulnerable. I was still breathing heavily from my exertion, lying on a table completely naked, under the full frontal view of their inspection, my erect nipples and shaved pussy available and exposed to their whims. It's at this point that I make the fantasy transition from pampered queen to defenseless slave.
I have to admit, I love that transition.
Jeannie moved down to my feet this time and began working her way up. Lily started at my head, offering a nice scalp and face massage before moving down. She made long strokes down my chest to my stomach, pausing at the apex before moving back and fondling my breasts. At each pause, her own small breasts ended up right over my face.
Now, each time I visited it seemed like we discovered something new, pushed the envelope a little farther. I had always been touched, but I'd never touched back. I watched Lily's small breasts over me, her long nipples incongruously black and stiff. Was she turned on? Were her nipples naturally stiff?
And most importantly, could I touch them? And what would it mean?
As she hit the apex of her stroke, her hands were stretched down almost to the junction of my hips. Jeannie was working my thighs, and it felt so good. I couldn't resist. I reached up and for the first time in my life I touched another women's breasts.
Lily jumped slightly, but didn't protest or resist. Instead, she froze in place and let me explore. I tweaked her nipples and felt their stiffness, their texture. Her breast flesh was soft like mine, perhaps a little more spongy and firm. She backed off and my hands followed. She reached for my breasts and mirrored my actions, and the two of us played while Jeannie reached my pussy below.
It's just not a fair fight when it's two on one, and Jeannie was a master at fingering. She ran her fingers up my outer lips, then brushed up and down my clitoris. My hips began moving involuntarily, attempting to follow her fingers to get the push I needed to climax.
Jeannie said something in Chinese to Lily, then spoke in English. "Time for some more stretching."
I felt a disturbance to my right, and then my left, as Lily climbed atop the table, her knees on either side of my head. On her hands and knees she crawled over me toward my feet, giving me a great view of her breasts and then ...
Oh, my god.
I'd never really seen a woman's pussy before, at least not live. I'd seen some porn, of course, and gotten glimpses of Jeannie and Lily and others as they moved, but only fleetingly. Nothing like this. As Lily clambered over my body, there it was, right above me. A real, live pussy, barely a foot from my face.
I only saw it for a second, but it was beautiful, and the vision seared itself into my memory. I can see why men love them so much. It was hairless other than the landing strip, and like me she had a prominent pubic mound. Her outer lips were small, not much more than a darkened border, and her inner lips blossomed out like a flower. I felt a nearly irresistible urge to touch it, to explore it, to see if I could bring her to orgasm the way that she did with me.
But my opportunity was over as she settled in; maybe next time if I was really brave. Shifting her body over me, she sat down on my chest, backing her tiny derriere up against the underside of my breasts and pushing them upward. I placed my hands on her hips, caressing her softness and enjoying the feel of her dampness against my sternum.
At my feet, Jeannie was now climbing onto the table too. She moved up between my legs, forcing them apart with her knees. The two women conversed in their native language for a moment, and then Jeannie was lifting my ankles. They were passed up through the perpendicular to Lily, and she pulled further. With a little teamwork they bent me double, pulling my feet toward my head, the pressure actually lifting my hips off the table.
Sitting atop me, Lily tucked my heels under her armpits and at that point I was trapped. Doubled up as I was, I couldn't move my hips at all, and had no leverage to move my legs against even her small size. I reached up and felt her hips where they were pushing against my breasts.
And now, down between my legs, Jeannie really got to work. Moving up, she positioned her knees underneath my raised hips, forcing herself against me in a way that even further prevented any motion on my part. Her fingers then went to town on me.
God, how I loved this. I loved being held and pleasured, unable to escape. I know that it's my decision to come here, and that in the end I'm the one who controls the situation. But as a woman, there are times when I want to be put on my back, pinned down, and forced to into a mind-blowing orgasm. The fact that it was two women doing it and not my husband? I'll be honest - that made it all the more mind blowing.
Jeannie's fingers were everywhere. My nether regions were so heavily oiled that every touch was a glide, and Jeannie was a master at rubbing and stroking them. She worked my clit, pushed gently inside my pussy, and even went further back. With a yelp and a whimper, I felt a finger push deep within my lubricated anus while others strummed my clit.
How many hands were there? I realized with a start that Lily had my feet trapped in such a way that her hands were still free. She too was working my vulva, amping up the pleasure in that vulnerable part of my body. Four hands were rubbing, caressing, stroking, probing, and I was helpless to stop it. I loved the feeling of trying to escape without success. My stretched back and hamstrings meant that I had no chance of stopping or even minimizing the intense pleasure they were giving me.
"Unnnnh, that's great," I encouraged. "Keep it up, that's wonderful." Instinctively, I reached up and caressed Lily's back, the only thing I could really reach. We women are big on reciprocation. I reached around and was surprised that I could reach her nipples. I wished I could do the same with Jeannie.
When you can't move, you're at the mercy of your captors, and I was helpless. My body was bent double, my hips rotated upward, and there was simply nothing I could do about it. My pussy and anus were completely open and vulnerable, and I had two experienced women working on them. This was going to be intense.
It took ten minutes for me to cum, and it may have been the longest ten minutes of my life. I was frigged, fingered, probed, and teased. They worked to my gasps and whimpers, learned my weaknesses, and took advantage of them. Every time I thought I was on the verge, they would back off, stroking me gently to drive me mad. When I finally came, I practically yowled as an explosion of pleasure engulfed my pussy, then blew like ripcord through my body to my brain, nearly blacking me out.
And then they kept going.
"No! No! I'm done! Too much!" I struggled and tried to kick, but I was held fast. The overstimulation was so intense that it was like an electric shock.



"You still have 15 minutes left," Jeannie giggled. "We have time for one more."
We played this game last time, and I both loved and hated it. She made me cum, and then she would keep working me while my clit and vagina were hypersensitive. I know that this is a business, but I really think she enjoyed making me squirm, finishing my transition from pampered queen to squealing slave girl over the course of the session. Who was really the one in control? Who was the servant? I kind of liked being taken against my will, forced to endure pleasure so intense that it blurred with pain.
I bucked and kicked and fought, but I was held down fast. Oil-slicked hands vigorously rubbed my sensitive clit, thrust briskly in and out of me, probed my anal cavity, and ran lightly up and down my thighs and hips. I squealed and begged, but they were merciless.
It took only a couple of minutes before the pain began turning into pleasure again, and by that time I was a sweaty mess. But turn it did, and fifteen minutes later my third orgasm of the session was probably the best. You have to work hard for that third one. Everybody had to work hard for it, but in the end it was worth it.
Jeannie and Lily climbed off of me. I was sweaty, my hair mussed badly, and I was breathing like I'd just won the 400- meter dash. They went back to massage mode, slowly running their hands up and down my body, one on each side, and then in unison they both bent down and gave me a loving kiss on the cheek. They left my side and began getting dressed.
"Did you enjoy it?" Jeannie asked.
Lying dreamily on the table, softly stroking myself to come down from the high, I nodded.
"Take your time getting up. We'll be outside to see you off."
I lay there for another few minutes after they stepped outside, then hauled myself upright to a sitting position, still sensitive and breathing heavily. I really shouldn't do this, I guess. I probably should just be a normal wife and jill myself off at home.
Maybe I'll do that tonight.



        The Girl with Magical Hands Pt. 01

        An encounter with a talented woman at a carnival sideshow.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-girl-with-magical-hands-pt-01

Title: The Girl with Magical Hands Pt. 01

Author: BuckRivers

Category: Lesbian Sex

Description: An encounter with a talented woman at a carnival sideshow.

Tags: public, lesbian, denial, bondage, redhead, teasing, begging, control, filipina, group sex

Series: The Girl with Magical Hands


I checked my lipstick in the rear-view mirror, then took note of my odometer so I could expense the mileage. "Ready to roll?" I asked.
"Ready!" Jovie was my intern, here to learn from me and work for free. Despite this burden, she was irrationally enthusiastic about everything and I loved her for it.
We got out of the car and walked toward the midway, tottering on our heels across the gravel parking lot. It was pitch dark under our feet, but ahead the lights were bright and the rides were moving. Squeals of laughter floated toward us over the sounds of calliope music.
I couldn't help but smile. When I was a little girl, the carnival was a magical place. The lights, the rides, the smells, the sounds, even the feel of the crushed grass on the midway combined to make it an enchanting world. At that age, the view from atop a Ferris Wheel was the most exotic sight I could imagine.
Growing up diminished the magic, as it does with most things. I now noticed the peeling paint, the sagging safety rails, the rough-looking carnies. The smells had a little more grease in them, the sounds a little more harshness. But even now, there's magic. Sometimes you just have to look a little harder. And that's why we were here.
"So what's our plan?" Jovie asked. She was a cute little thing, Filipina by ancestry, petite and perky. She was a full five or six inches shorter than me, barely over five feet tall and bouncing with energy. She was a sophomore at the local college, studying English, and I couldn't turn her down for the internship.
I nodded sagely, per my mentor role. "We're looking for a good interview story. Something that's fun and engaging and edgy."
"Okay." She looked ahead, scanning the scene as if there might be a big neon arrow pointing to our good story. I had to smile at her exuberance.
The lights got brighter as we reached the midway, the merry go round on one side and a row of funnel cake and snow cone booths on the other. Inside a cotton candy stand, a rough-looking carnie scanned me up and down.
"Oh, I love me a hot redhead," he chortled through rotten teeth. "Are you red everywhere, honey?"
I gave him a condescending smile that was worse than ignoring him. Yes, my dress was probably too short. Yes, I was doing it to draw attention to myself. But I'll admit it; I like being checked out by the guys, even if they don't have all their teeth. It's fun to torture and tease them. And it's easier to get interviews when you're showing some thigh and a lot of cleavage. That's one of the first things you learn as a magazine writer, particularly when you're working for a local mag with no name recognition.
"We want to find someone with an interesting story," I said to Jovie. "Most likely, it'll be someone who works at the carnival because they're new blood, but it could be someone just wandering around. We'll just meet people and chat them up and if they seem interesting we'll go further."
Jovie nodded eagerly, her dark eyes alight with anticipation. This was the first field assignment of her career and she clearly wanted to knock it out of the park. To me, it was just another gig, but to her, it was Chapter 1, her opening act.
I bought us each a lemonade and we started strolling. It was your typical roadside carnival, though this one was much bigger than most. Kids ran from ride to ride, young couples pushed strollers, and men impressed their women by throwing baseballs at milk cans. Music and popcorn and conversation filled the air.
"How about those people?" Jovie nodded. She nodded stealthily toward a young man with a big beard and his toddler-carrying wife. She was a blonde with big braless breasts, swinging loosely under a wife beater t-shirt.
"Why?"
"They just look interesting. I like his beard."
"Maybe. But the kid will start crying at some point, and it gets annoying."
After a half-hour, we'd met carnies, teenagers, parents, and one darling old couple that had met on a tilt-a-whirl sixty years earlier. People are always friendly to me for some reason; it's just a natural talent of mine. But their various stories had all been done a million times. I wanted something fresh, something that wasn't your normal Parade Magazine interview.
"They still have freak shows?" Jovie saw it first.
We'd wandered toward the back of the fair, and instead of a fence, the rear area was a large curved stage, easily a hundred feet long. It was cleverly designed, with a caravan of carnival trailers forming the back wall and large platforms folding down and interconnecting from their sides to form the stage. There were five different acts along its radius, the nearest of which was Stella the Strong Woman. She was a gorgeous platinum blonde, tall and sleek and muscular with a fitness instructor's build. She was lifting a set of barbells that were labeled as 400 pounds.
"Wow, she's strong," Jovie observed.
The woman then challenged two men from the audience to come up. One was a young college guy, fit and in shape, and the other was a redneck, complete with tobacco chaw. She pointed them to each end of the barbells and dared them to lift it. Each man grabbed an end and tried to lift.
Nothing.
"Whoooa," Jovie exclaimed.
"It's a trick," I explained. "I'm sure she's strong, but I bet they've got a magnet under the stage. She lifts the weight - and it's nowhere near 400 pounds, by the way - and then when she sets it down they electrify the magnet and lock the barbells to the stage."
The men gave up, scratching their heads and shrugging. Stella the Strong Woman dismissed them and picked up the weight again. The crowd laughed.
The next act was a tall man and a short man, labeled as 8 feet and 2 feet respectively. Both of those were exaggerated and not really that interesting. Then we had a fire eater and a person balancing spinning plates. All your usual fare.
Then we got to the fifth one, and it was different.
Very, very different.
"Orgasma, the Erotic Goddess", the large overhead sign said. Underneath, in smaller red letters, was the mysterious explanation of her powers. "The Queen of Female Pleasure." This part of the stage was covered with a tent, and a female barker was outside, calling people in with some ribald comments.
Okay, this had my interest.
"Show in five minutes!" the barker called. She was a short, curvaceous blonde, her hair more highlighted than golden, and it tucked around her ears in a cute gypsy shag. More notably, she was wearing the smallest bikini I'd ever seen, little more than three small bits of strategically based cloth. In our little town, she was taking no small risk with the conservative police. "Women, come in and have the best carnival experience ever! Men, bring your women in and see what they REALLY look like when they cum!"
Couples were milling about, laughing and daring each other to attend. Men were cajoling women, and women were playing coy, and the whole scene itself was worth a story. No one knew quite what to make of it.
"We have to check this out," I said.
Entry was $20, which was ludicrously expensive, but cost matters less when you can file expense reports. I coaxed Jovie up with me, her young eyes wide with wonder and fear, and dug $40 out of my pocket. The semi-naked barker eyed me up and down happily. "Yes!" she shouted to the crowd. "These beautiful women wish to experience the secret powers of the Great Orgasma!"
Seriously, that was a tiny bikini. The woman was small, only about Jovie's height, but with a more fulsome American build. Whereas Jovie was small and slender and built like a gymnast, this woman was filled out, with nice C or D cup breasts and proportional hips stacked onto her small frame. She appeared to be a few years younger than me, maybe her mid-20s, though her green eyes betrayed a lot of life experience.
She looked at Jovie. "I'm going to need to see your ID." She pointed to a prominent sign that said, "21 or Older - Strictly Enforced".
"Oh." Jovie's face fell. "I'm not 21."
The blonde girl looked Jovie up and down. "You look 21. Did you forget your ID?"
"No, I have it here." Jovie dug into her pocket for her driver's license. She did not look 21.
Ah, the naivete of youth. I put my hand on Jovie's wrist. "She forget her ID."
The barker smiled knowingly and winked at me. "We'll let you and Andrew Jackson vouch for her," she said in a low voice.
As she tucked away the money in a small leather bag, I scanned her up and down. The shadows and lights of the carnival provided more cover than one would expect from a distance, adding mystery and illusion to what one was seeing, but up close ... wow. She was very light skinned, and most of her breasts were exposed other than an inch-wide vertical strip down the middle that took the place of standard bikini cups. My eyebrows arched when I noted the brown outer arcs of her areolae clearly extending beyond them. Below the waist, a similar inch-wide cut ran from lower belly to her crotch and down under, and I suspected that the back was just a string. And was that just a shadow, or could I see the darker pink of her outer labia peeking out? That was a bold, bold uniform.
Her body, while feminine, was taut and toned, and the sales pitch worked as she drew the prolonged attention of every male who wandered by. Women wavered and grinned with embarrassment, and men persuaded them, and the crowd of onlookers grew. "Only room for six more!" the sexy petite blonde called, and the crowd shuffled itself based on income and desire. She turned to lead the purchasers in, and I noted that her clothing in the back was indeed merely a thong string and a bikini top string, rendering her effectively naked from that angle. She had a natural hip sway that women would kill for as we followed her under the canvas.
Inside the tent, it was dark other than the bright stage lighting. Folding chairs were neatly arranged into rows, ten seats wide and five seats deep. Jovie and I had to do some negotiating to sit together, taking seats near the back.
I was definitely growing curious now. Displayed up on the stage were three odd contraptions, square wooden frames with basic white sheets stretched inside. About four feet square and composed of a beautiful but beaten oak, they were raised off the floor like an old-time shower stall, where you could see a person's feet at the bottom up to mid-calf, and then their shoulders and head up above, but the sheet shielded everything else.
However, two other distinct features caught my eye. Built onto the sides of each frame, two thick posts rose to a height of about eight feet, and from them hung heavy ropes with leather cuffs. I noticed the same thing at the bottom; two short chains with leather cuffs attached to the legs. If you bound a person inside it, the audience could see the head, hands, shoulders, and lower legs of the person being held, but everything else was hidden.
The tent was hot and stuffy inside, but I thrive on heat. I enjoyed the tickle of a small droplet of sweat falling through my cleavage, and tucked my red hair back over my ears to keep it off my face. My summer dress was strapless and short, so I at least had some ventilation, whereas Jovie's tiny white denim shorts and snug t-shirt didn't offer the same benefit. She stood and fanned herself while I settled into my seat. I would kill for that girl's ass.
After a few minutes, our nearly nude barker came in and stepped up to the stage.
"Welcome, ladies and gentlemen!", she said in a practiced stage voice. "You have arrived within the mysterious world of Orgasma! I am possessed of a skill that makes men envious, and that makes women delirious. I know the secrets that drive a woman into the uncontrollable throes of infinite pleasure. And that is what I will show you tonight."
She spoke with her hands, and her full breasts bounced as she did. One of them popped out of the small ribbon that covered her nipple, and the ribbon relaxed into her cleavage, leaving a large brown nipple bare. She looked down. "Ohhh," she said. "It's a good thing that I haven't noticed yet, or I would be embarrassed." The crowd laughed, and we knew that this wasn't going to be your normal carnival hucksterism.
She engaged the crowd in some friendly banter. "How many men here think that they satisfy their wives sexually?" Of course, every man raised his hand. "Now, how many women are sexually satisfied by their men?" Nearly all of the women raised their hands as well, though I noticed that they didn't go up as quickly. I raised my hand too, even though my most recent boyfriend was a flop in that department. We women are too afraid of being labeled as frigid to dissent. I noticed that Jovie didn't raise her hand, but wasn't sure if she even had a boyfriend, and she was probably too shy to admit it anyway.
Orgasma also noticed the slower rise of hands, and laughingly called it out. "Men! Did you see that? The women aren't as convinced of your prowess as you are. What do you think about that?" A few men booed, and she egged them on. "Do you think a woman could please them better? Do you think a woman like me, a woman endowed with magical powers, could drive them to the brink of pleasure and beyond on stage and in mere minutes?"
The crowd laughed and a couple of people hooted and hollered. There had likely been a bit of drinking tonight in some sections.
"I need three volunteers from the audience, three women who want to scale the heights of ecstasy!" She held a hand to her eyes as if scanning the horizon, and I laughed at the fact that her large, pert boob was still hanging out.
She waded into the crowd and there was a ruckus. People laughed and hooted and cheered, and when she re-emerged she had a woman in tow. The guinea pig was an attractive brunette, tall and lean with tight curves and a boyish haircut. Her hand was over her face in shame, but she was grinning. She was obviously part of a group, because a half-dozen people in the crowd were howling with laughter.
"What's your name?" Orgasma asked.
The woman shifted uncomfortably, but still smiled broadly. "Leah."
"Turn around, Leah. Do a 360." The woman complied, showing a slender but curvy rear end under her tight jeans. "Nice ass, Leah. VERY nice ass. Do you get it plowed often?"
Leah's face reddened and her friends in the audience guffawed.
"Well, do you?"
"I do okay." The crowd was howling in laughter, including me and Jovie. This was so preposterous.
"Are you satisfied sexually?"
Leah bit her lip. Her mouth started to move, but no answer came out past her embarrassed grin.
"Well? Do you arch your back a lot? Do you scream? Are you a loud orgasm girl or a quiet one?"
Leah feinted toward heading back to the audience, but Orgasma grabbed her wrist and held her. "Tell me about your best time, Leah. Do you remember a time when your mind was blown by an orgasm?"
Leah was laughing, covering her face with her free hand. I noticed that under her t-shirt, her nipples were suddenly visible, two little nubs showing up as shadows on her body. Protest or not, she was liking this. I smiled knowingly.
Orgasma kept her grip on Leah's wrist. "Is your boyfriend out there?"
"Yes."
"Is he good?"
Peals of laughter echoed through the crowd.
"Yes. Now let me go."
"Could he use some lessons? Would you like him to be better?"
Leah was laughing now. She was very attractive, I had to admit. Nice bone structure and jaw line. Her nipples were now prominent beneath her shirt to anyone who was paying attention. "You can always be better."
In the audience, men were good-naturedly punching another fellow in the arm and laughing at him as he turned red.
"Well, let's give him a lesson. Step behind the screen."
Orgasma turned to face the audience. "I'm so erotic that women tend to thrash around," she explained. "I don't want a black eye, so we're going to secure this girl." With that, another woman stepped on stage, wearing a more standard but still revealing bikini. I recognized her as Stella the Strong Woman from the earlier show. Pulling Leah's arms up, the two positioned them at a 45 degree angle upward and snapped the leather cuffs on them, effectively securing Leah's arms upward in a Y position. She was in the rightmost frame of the three.
"Now spread your legs, honey. I bet it's not the first time you've heard that." As the crowd clapped and stamped their feet, Leah obediently placed her feet shoulder width apart. Orgasma tapped them slightly further before she and Stella secured them in the ankle restraints. Leah was now held upright in a four-point restraint, with her body from shoulders to knees shielded behind the screen.
"Fuck her!" A voice called out, and the crowd roared. Leah, held taut, was starting to replace her amused demeanor with a concerned one. Her smile was still there, but it was growing wooden as she tested her bonds.
"Next volunteer!" Orgasma shouted, again adopting her 'looking out to sea' pose.
"Do it," I told Jovie. "Volunteer."
My little friend's eyes grew wide, and she laughed. "No, you do it!"
Orgasma dove into the audience and came out with an older blonde woman, probably in her early 40s. She was attractive and curvy, with notably large breasts and a classy shoulder-length hairdo that curled around her ears. She was beautifully tanned and feigned embarrassment even while she laughed. Her dress was tight on her upper frame, then flared and flounced below the waist, exposing nicely shaped thighs and calves.
"What do you think, people? Do you want to see her in the throes of passion?"
The crowd cheered raucously.
"What's your name, ma'am?"
The blonde was grinning and seemed to enjoy the attention. "Vivian."
"Vivian, how big are your boobs? Are those things double D's?"
Vivian laughed, covering her chest with her arms. Excitement and humor battled on her facial expressions.
"Double D's? Answer me!"
"Yes."
"Aren't these wonderful, folks?" Orgasma did a game show spokesmodel display gesture, centering on Vivian's large breasts. The crowd laughed uproariously at her embarrassment.
"Do you like your lover to play with them?"
"Oh god, yes."
"Do you like him to bite your nipples?"
I couldn't hear Vivian's answer over the howls of laughter. This was worth the $20.
"Well," Orgasma said, "let's get you buckled in for your favorite ride." She and Stella led Vivian to the leftmost frame, and again attached her to the four restraints. When they were done, she too was held in a vertical spreadeagle, with most of her body concealed behind the frame. It was kind of unfortunate, because I imagined that she looked pretty sexy all stretched out with that figure.
"And now we need a third!"
"Volunteer!" I hissed at Jovie. "This is our story!"
Jovie shook her head, her innocent eyes frightened. "You do it."
"Now! I'm your boss."
Jovie looked at me, then up to the stage. She bit her lip and then popped up, raising her hand. "I volunteer!" she called.
Orgasma looked over and grinned. "Oh, my. What have we here? Let her up to the front, people!"
Jovie wove through the crowd of seats and stepped up onto the stage. Even compared to Orgasma, she looked young, and I had a minor pang of guilt. I was actually shocked that she had obeyed me.
"What's your name?"
"Jovie."
"What a pretty name. Tell me, Jovie, do you have a lot of sex?"
The crowd laughed as Jovie's big dark eyes flashed in fear. "Um...no."
"No? Why not? You look like you'd be great in bed!"
"Let me try!" a voice from the crowd called out, and everyone laughed.
Orgasma pointed to the voice and grinned. "She's mine, fella. But you may cum just watching this."
She turned back to Jovie. "Why are you not having sex?"
"I ... I don't have a boyfriend."
"I bet you have one after tonight. Or at least a helpful girlfriend. Let's get her secured, Stella!"



The middle frame was the only one left, and they backed little Jovie up behind it. Her arms were stretched upward, her legs spread wide, and Orgasma now had her third volunteer. All three women were standing spread-eagled, each testing their bonds and finding them to be unrelenting.
Orgasma studied them in a theatrical pose of contemplation. "What do you think, audience? Which one of them should I make love to first?"
"The brunette!" someone shouted. "The little one!" called a woman's voice. The crowd degenerated into raucous fun as Orgasma walked to each woman, inspecting them with an appraising eye. At the back of the stage, I saw Stella the Strong Woman pull a large lever, and the bottom of the stage suddenly flared with three focused and powerful spotlights, one behind each woman. While the screens still shielded our direct view, we could suddenly and clearly see the black silhouettes of the women's bodies, stretched and wriggling.
Orgasma sought out Leah's boyfriend, and pointed back at the bound young woman. "How fast do you think I can make her come?" she asked the man. "Ten minutes? Five minutes? I'm not going to lick her, and I don't have a strap-on. I won't even take her clothes off." Leah's eyes popped wide as Orgasma turned around and waggled her bare bottom to the crowd. "Can you tell? No strap-on. I'm just going to use my erotic secrets." As she spoke, she surreptitiously pulled her micro-bikini back over her long-exposed nipple.
The crowd began yelling out different times, ranging from one minute to a day. People laughed at the one-day suggestion, and the crowd was having a good time at the expense of poor Leah and her boyfriend.
Orgasma calmed them down, using her arms to indicate a hush. "Let's do this," she said. Reaching into the tiny ribbon of cloth between her legs, she pulled out a fifty-dollar bill. "It's warm and wet, but it's fifty dollars." She turned to the wooden frame in front of Leah and fit the bill into a small holder that I hadn't noticed before.
"Leah, look at the front wall of the tent. Straight ahead of you. See that counter?" We all turned and looked. Above the door where we came in, there was a smallish LED sign, with red numerals showing the number 200. "When I say go, you count from 200 to 1 backwards, at the speed that that sign changes. No faster or we start over. If you make it to 1 before you have a fantastic orgasm, you get the fifty dollars. Deal?"
Leah's mouth dropped open, and she subconsciously tested her bonds. "Is this for real?" she asked.
"Leah, are you a lesbian?"
"No!"
"Are you bisexual? Do you like looking at my titties?" Facing Leah, pointed away from the crowd, Orgasma made a show of pulling aside the tiny top ribbons of her bikini and shaking her breasts. I could see them bouncing around the side of her body even with her back turned.
Leah's eyes got wide as saucers, and her mouth dropped open. "No - I mean, uh, no!"
Orgasma laughed. "I heard some hesitation there, but it doesn't matter. No matter what you think about women, I will make you cum. But you don't like my titties? Are they not big enough?" Still facing away from the crowd, it was obvious that she was tweaking her nipples in front of the captive woman. Jovie, with her better viewing angle, also had eyes the size of saucers.
Leah was in minor shock. "They're ... uh, they're nice."
The crowd roared its approval.
"Well, we've confirmed that Leah's not a lesbian, but she's secretly bisexual and likes looking at women's titties," Orgasma announced as Leah's cheeks flushed red. "This will make my job easy. Let's get this show on the road." Orgasma positioned herself behind Leah. Leah was pulling the ropes now, trying vainly to free herself.
"Let's start the countdown. Leah, read the numbers as they appear. If you get to one before I thoroughly pleasure you, you get fifty dollars."
"200...199...198..." Leah obediently began counting.
From what we could see, Orgasma wasn't doing anything. We could see her hands stroking along Leah's shoulders and up her arms. Up, then back down, and then she sensuously stroked Leah's neck and cheeks.
"194...193...192..."
Orgasma's hands went down, and we could see their silhouette moving down the shadow of Leah's body. At a count of 180, Leah's smile disappeared and her countenance grew serious. At 170, her attempts to free herself grew stronger.
"160...one-fif-, one-fifty-nine, one...fifty eight." Leah's breathing was becoming a bit deeper. She exhaled strongly. Orgasma stood behind her, occasionally whispering something in the brunette's ear.
"One-forty-five, one-forty-ohhhhhh. Uh, one-forty...forty-four."
What was Orgasma doing? She was standingly serenely behind the taller woman, her arms slowly stroking up and down Leah's body. I couldn't tell that she was reaching between Leah's legs, but Leah's feet were tapping out a subconscious beat now, her hips starting to flex. Orgasma was smiling calmly.
Leah's eyes were wide now, her expression concerned. It appeared that she was actually realizing that she was going to orgasm in front of a crowd of people at a roadside carnival. "No! Don't make me - stop it! I give up!"
"Fifty dollars, my sweet."
"Leah's nostrils flared and she gritted her teeth. "One-nineteen! One-eighteen! Unnnnnh!" She clenched her fists and pulled hard against her bonds, testing them frantically. "What are you doing?"
"Are you enjoying this? Are you about to cum?" Orgasma continued to gently stroke Leah up and down, though not overtly touching any sexual areas. It was just arms and waist and neck and occasionally a loop up to caress her throat and jawline.
Leah was concentrating. "One-oh-nine! Onnnne-oh-eiggggght."
Orgasma smiled at the rapt crowd. "Leah likes me." She was grinning slyly as the bound brunette bucked and fought.
"Ninety-nine. Ninety - " Leah's breaths were coming in short gasps now. "- eight. Keep (pant) the fifty (pant) dollars."
Orgasma laughed and stepped back. Leah fought her restraints, breathing heavily. "Eighty-six, eighty-five..." She regained a little control before Orgasma stepped up again. Her shadow behind the screen began stroking up and down Leah's long, lean body again. Leah's hips slowly began to undulate. Reaching up, Orgasma nibbled her neck and I saw her hands move up and in as if she was touching Leah's breasts.
Leah squeezed her eyes shut and looked skyward. Her back arched. I could see her toes flexing, clinching the floor. "Unnnnnnnnh!" She bucked her hips once, twice, then froze for a long five seconds. "Oh, god!" she gasped, practically lifting herself off the floor as she pulled with her arms.
Orgasma grinned wickedly, then suddenly released her arms and held them up. Leah collapsed like a marionette, hanging by her arms and breathing heavily.
"Did you come?"
Leah didn't answer. Her cheeks were flushed a bright pink.
Orgasma stepped in and began touching her. "I said, did you come?"
"Yes! Yes! No more!"
Orgasma looked up at the clock. "Thirty-five seconds to go. I should have teased you longer." She reached around the frame and plucked the fifty-dollar bill out of its holder, tucking it into her tiny waistband.
You could have heard a pin drop in the tent. No one knew what to make of this show. It was ... weird. Finally, someone began to clap, and others joined in. A few tentative whoops started, and the crowd slowly regained its momentum. But the sense of shock was palpable. Had we really all seen what we thought we'd seen?
Surely Leah was a shill, right? But if she was, she was a very good actress. Still tied in the framework, she looked completely shell-shocked.
Orgasma's gaze turned toward my little friend Jovie.
"You're hot," she said, purring as she sashayed around the bound Filipina and inspected her. The crowd was now getting into it again, and laughed.
"You said you don't have much sex?"
Jovie looked as if she was an antelope watching a leopard approach. "N - no, ma'am."
"Ma'am? Ah, you show me respect." One of Orgasma's boobs again fell out of her micro bikini, and she distractedly tucked it back in. "Do you think I can make you cum by a count of 100? Will my magic work on you?"
Jovie glanced over at Leah, who was just now getting her feet back under her. "I - I don't know, ma'am."
I was fascinated by this. I knew how carnivals worked. They planted shills in the crowd. They used trickery. It was all a game. Maybe Leah was a plant. But I knew that Jovie wasn't. What was going to happen here?
"Set the clock at 100, Stella, and let's see if I can do it. That's half the time it took me to turn Leah over there." Orgasma made a flourish of putting the $50 bill in the holder on Jovie's frame, then positioned herself behind Jovie and looked up at the clock. As I'd noticed earlier, she was only perhaps an inch taller than Jovie, but much more curvy. The two women complemented each other nicely, one slender and dark, the other curvy and light. "You know the drill, Jovie. Start counting backwards when the numbers start."
Jovie's voice wavered with fear. "One hundred...ninety-nine."
The blonde's hands began stroking up and down Jovie's body, visible only in shadow form behind the screen. "Tell me, Jovie, do you like women?"
Jovie took a deep breath. "I like men. Ninety-five...ninety-four..."
"Are you sure you don't like women?" Orgasma's hand moved inside Jovie's shadow. Was she touching her breasts? Her back? I couldn't tell.
Jovie's eyebrows arched and she bit her lower lip. "I don't like women. Ninety...eighty-nine..."
"Did you like watching Leah come over there?"
"I ... I ..." Jovie's expressive eyes flared with surprise. "Oooh!"
"Are you sure you don't like women? You seem to like me."
Jovie let out a girlish squeal. The silhouetting was hard to make out, but it looked like Orgasma was caressing Jovie's stomach. Occasionally it seemed like her hand would sweep higher, and whenever she did, Jovie would jump and gasp. The room fell silent as she worked her magic.
I had to admit, this was turning me on. I looked around the room, and I think it was having the same impact on others. I could see both men and women watching raptly and squirming slightly in their chairs. Every eye was focused on my little intern.
Orgasma's light skin and hair contrasted perfectly with Jovie's darker features, and when she began nibbling on Jovie's neck I thought I was going to have to masturbate right then and there. Jovie was squirming behind the screen, letting out little high-pitched gasps as she tried to count. "Sixty-five...sixty-ooh!-four..."
Jovie was a good girl. She was as cute as they came, but she was straight-laced and had been raised in a conservative household. I couldn't imagine that she would behave like this as part of a show. Had she been hypnotized? If so, how? There was no time for it. Perhaps she was just highly subject to suggestion? I didn't know much about the Philippines, but maybe that's a culture that tends to believe in magic. Frankly, I had no idea, and I was mesmerized.
Whatever was happening, it was working. The poor college girl was squirming and moaning like a porn star now, fighting against the chains that held her spread-eagled. "Forty! Unnnnh! Thirty-nine..." She was panting, her face glowing with sudden sweat. Behind her, Orgasma smiled wickedly and continued her magic. She twisted Jovie's jaw toward her and gave her a passionate kiss. Jovie returned it, their tongues intertwining, and my own jaw dropped to the floor.
At the county of twenty-eight, Jovie came hard. She arched and thrashed and let out a keening wail for a full ten seconds. In her throes, she somehow managed to twist completely sideways for a just a moment, and I was jolted. It happened fast so I wasn't sure, but the shadows looked like Jovie's shirt was up, and Orgasma was cradling and fondling her breasts. It may have been my imagination, but I thought I could even see a shadow of a long nipple being pinched.
Orgasma made Jovie thrash for an eternity, then finally stepped back and let the girl sag. Hanging by her arms, Jovie collapsed and tried to catch her breath. "Was it good for you, too?" Orgasma asked sarcastically. The crowd laughed.
Jovie was panting, her head down. Orgasma reached forward and gently stroked Jovie's shoulder, which made the Filipina's breath catch. "I said, was it good for you? Did you cum hard?"
Jovie is a shy girl all in all. She may wear tiny shorts and low-cut tops, but she's shy. I should have expected what happened next.
She shook her head. She was horrified to admit that she had actually had an orgasm in public.
Orgasma's smile faded, and she looked at the crowd with dramatic bemusement. "You didn't cum hard? There was sure a lot of bucking for someone who didn't cum." She thrust her nearly naked hips forward and back, and the crowd laughed.
Defiantly, Jovie shook her head. "No. Let me go."
"You didn't cum?"
It sure looked like Jovie had come. Her hair was sticking to her forehead and she was even now breathing heavily. "No. I'm done."
"Apparently you're not done. My job is to make you cum." She stepped up behind Jovie again.
I couldn't see what Orgasma was doing, but suddenly Jovie's eyes popped wide. Her jaw set. "Unnnnh. Unnnnh." Below the booth, we could see Jovie suddenly rock back on her heels. Orgasma was laughing. "You sure you didn't come already?"
"AAAH! AAAH!" Jovie was thrashing like a hooked fish.
"I'll stop when you come. Did you come yet?"
"OKAY, STOP! I CAME! I CAME!"
"Twice? Did you just come again?"
"YES! OHHHHHHHH! PLEASE!" Jovie's hips were thrusting frantically and she was practically screaming.
Orgasma stepped away, and Jovie dropped, again hanging by her arms as she tried to recover, her eyes closed in shame. A sheen of sweat glowed on her, and she looked beautiful. Orgasma stepped from behind the frame and made a show of plucking the fifty dollar bill out of the frame and back into her tiny g-string. If Jovie's arms weren't tied, she would be on her knees, no doubt about it.
I was stunned. What kind of show was this?
Orgasma forced Jovie into another deep kiss, long and passionate. Then she left her and looked at Vivian. "And then there was one. Your turn next, sweetie," she said.
Vivian's curves were quite evident in her silhouette behind the screen, though her summer dress obscured the exact curve of her hips. Orgasma stepped to the leftmost frame, once again putting the $50 bill in the holder. She tilted her head slightly and studied Vivian, whose blue eyes seemed more excited than frightened.
"Vivian, you seem like a woman with a good sex life. Is that true?"
Vivian didn't even try to suppress a smile. "Oh, yeah."
"What do you think about the other two ladies over there? Are you ready to ride the lightning like they did?"
"Bring it on, Orgasma!" Vivian grinned at the crowd, and I began to recognize that she had been drinking a little.
Orgasma laughed uproariously, and the crowd laughed with her. "I think you're horny! Tell me, do you like girls? Are you a lesbian?"
The older blonde looked out at the crowd. "That's private!" she giggled.
"No, that's not private. This is private." Facing Vivian, Orgasma pulled the bottom of her tiny bikini to the side so Vivian could see her pussy. She did a quick turn to the crowd and flashed us as well. She actually flashed us, showing a clean-shaved pussy to a room full of fifty people. The crowd went wild with its biggest cheer of the night, making Orgasma grin and do it again. Eventually she turned back to Vivian. "So, Viv," she said casually, "Have you ever done it with a woman?"
The bound woman started to answer, then stopped herself. The crowd guffawed at this inadvertent admission.
"I think this woman has a little lesbian in her, don't you, folks?" Orgasma riled up the crowd with grand gestures. "And maybe I should be the little lesbian in her tonight."
The crowd roared its approval.
Orgasma studied Vivian and rubbed her chin in thought. After a long pause that quieted the crowd, she said, "I'm going to offer you a deal, Vivian. Do you want to make a deal?"
After a slight hesitation, the curvy blonde nodded.
"Here's your deal. All you have to do is make it for ten minutes without licking a pussy. Ten minutes, and you make fifty dollars. How does that sound?"
Vivian looked over at Leah and Jovie, both still bound to her left. They were watching her now, too. She was a little shocked, but even so she offered a confused smile, and I got the impression that perhaps she wasn't dreading whatever was about to happen. "You mean ... wait, what? Say that again?"
"All you have to do is not lick another woman's pussy for the next ten minutes." Hold out for ten minutes and you'll walk off with fifty dollars. But I get to touch you anywhere, okay?"
Vivian tested her bonds to no avail. "I guess I have no choice." She looked out to the audience and offered her husband an uncertain grin and shrug. She was definitely into this sort of thing.
"Oh, I forgot! Your husband is out there, right? Sir! Sir! Raise your hand!"
A middle-aged man raised his hand. He looked to be in good shape, with an air of leadership about him. He was clearly highly amused by his wife's plight.
"Can I go to town on your wife? Do you mind if I turn her into a lesbian?"
The crowd laughed and the husband laughed with them. He waved his hand dismissively. "Go for it!" he called out.
"Oh, yummy. Are you ready? Stella, put 600 seconds on the clock. That's ten minutes. Vivian, my darling, whenever you want to stop what we're doing, just tell me that you're ready to lick some pussy. Once you start licking, the clock stops ticking. Got it?" Orgasma was pantomiming her words theatrically, and it occurred to me that she was built much like Vivian, though Vivian's curves were more pronounced and mature.
Vivian braced herself and set her jaw. Orgasma sashayed up to her, swaying her hips seductively. "My dear, I'm about to make you scream. Stella, start the timer!"
With the backlighting, we could clearly see the silhouettes of the two women, and just like before, Orgasma nestled up close to her target from the back. She ran her hands up and down Vivian's arms and gave her a soft nibble on the cheek. Vivian twitched and her thin eyebrows furrowed. Then, plain as day, we saw the shadows of Orgasma's hands move down and cup Vivian's prominent breasts.
The older blonde's back immediately arched, and her nostrils flared. Her eyes got the look of someone who had just realized that she was in over her head.
"I love dresses that show cleavage," Orgasma purred. "It's easy to slide your hand inside. Let's see how sensitive your nipples are."
"Nnnnnnh! How are you doing that?" Vivian's stomach began convulsing and her hips began thrusting, and just like that, she appeared to move into an orgasm.
Something had to be amiss here. Orgasma had only touched her for ten seconds, and nothing below the waist. I glanced over at her husband. His jaw was slack as he watched his wife squirm and squeal.
Orgasma kept a grip on Vivian's breasts. Vivian's hips were slowly undulating. "Oh, god. That's so great," she moaned. Tucked up behind her, hips moving in unison, Orgasma bit Vivian's ear, and the shadow of her right hand crept down.
I watched the silhouetted hem of Vivian's skirt rise up as Orgasma reached under it and began working her hand up Vivian's thigh. Vivian's back was arched in pleasure when suddenly her eyes shot open, the whites visible on all sides. "OHHHHHHH! Ohgod ohgod ohgod!" Vivian's hips began thrusting rapidly to the extent possible in her bondage. Orgasma grinned evilly and again bit Vivian on the ear.
Vivian was clearly having a powerful orgasm, struggling and bucking. Was Orgasma actually masturbating her? It was impossible to tell in the shadows, but the arm angle looked about right. I glanced up at the LED clock. It said 560. Orgasma had made this woman orgasm in forty seconds.



Orgasma spread her arms theatrically, allowing Vivan's body to collapse. She hung by her arms, gasping for breath. She wasn't smiling any more.
"That's one," Orgasma said. With a flourish, she brought her hands back in and clearly grabbed two handfuls of Vivian's mounds. Vivian's body tensed back up as if an electric shock was flowing through her. She began thrashing and bucking as one of Orgasma's hands moved down and infiltrated her dress hem again.
"Two. I can keep this up all night."
I discovered my hand in my lap, idly rubbing my clitty through my clothes. Shocked and embarrassed, I jerked it away and looked around to see if anyone noticed. Nope. All eyes were on the two blondes up on stage. In fact, I saw several audience members, both male and female, also rubbing themselves through their clothes, so raptly watching the action that they probably didn't even know they were doing it. It was dangerously close to becoming an orgy in here, and I was suddenly aware of how warm it was.
Five minutes later, Vivian was begging and crying. "Stop! Too much! I'm done! I'm done!" But Orgasma grinned and showed no mercy. Vivian's husband was also grinning from ear to ear, and making no move to rescue his unfortunate wife. Or was Vivian fortunate? I couldn't tell.
"Was that six or seven?" she asked the crowd.
"Seven!" came back the enthusiastic cry, the audience laughing and yelling as one.
Orgasma paused as soon as Vivian shrilly thrust through another orgasm. "Are you still hanging with me, Viv?"
"Oh, stop! Please ... stop!" Vivian's voice was breathy and soft. She was in another place mentally.
"I promised your husband that I would turn you into a lesbian. Are you a lesbian?"
Another orgasm wracked poor Vivian. From what I could tell, Orgasma was openly masturbating her behind the screen. "How much more time?" Vivian panted. It was more of a begging than a question.
I looked at the clock. 261 seconds left. A little over four minutes.
Orgasma worked Vivian for another two minutes before she broke, covered in sweat, shuddering, and barely coherent. "Stop! Enough! Anything! Please!"
"Will you lick a pussy for me?"
"Yes," she whispered. "Whatever you want! Just stop!" Her face was glowing and red, her neck marked with hickeys from Orgasma's predations. Her once stylish hair was a mess.
"Prove to me that you're a lesbian now. Prove that I've converted you. Stella! Come here!"
The tall blonde amazon stepped up from the back of the stage. Orgasma nodded toward her prey. "Release her arms and let's get her on her knees. She's going to lick your pussy."
Stella grinned, and while Orgasma continued to sexually torture Vivian, the circus strong woman released her hands. Vivian fell awkwardly to her knees, her ankles still tied far apart, and Orgasma rode her down, still working her hand between Vivian's legs. Vivian was growing hysterical now, as if she was being tickled beyond her limits.
"Stella, show her what you've got."
Stella stepped behind the screen. Bending over, we could see her silhouette as she removed her bikini bottom and held it up for the audience to see. The crowd hooted and hollered as she hung it over the top of the screen and stepped toward the kneeling Vivian.
"What do lesbians do, Vivian?" Orgasma taunted. Stella was holding Vivian's wrists now, while Orgasma mercilessly masturbated the squealing woman, her hand up under her dress. "They lick other girls' pussies, don't they? Do you want to lick Stella's pussy?"
Stella stepped in. Given the lighting, their shadows merged, and we couldn't get a good view of what was happening, but our imaginations were running wild.
"Lick her, Viv. Show Stella how you've changed. Show her how you love the taste of pussy."
We could see Stella's head above the screen, and she suddenly smiled in self-satisfaction. "Mmmmm," she purred. "That's fantastic."
One could easily imagine Vivian performing cunnilingus on Stella given the angles. Then again, maybe not. Maybe it was a stunt. We couldn't see other than watching the shadows merge. But Vivian had suddenly grown quiet.
That could have been me up there. It almost was Jovie. Was this a ruse of some sort? It had to be staged somehow. But if that was true, then both Vivian and her husband were great actors, because I could see him just a few feet away, and his pants were tenting obscenely.
For the next two minutes, Stella seemed to enjoy Vivian, the smaller woman's head bobbing in silhouette behind the screen. Orgasma was now holding Vivian's wrists, spreading her arms wide, while Stella gripped her hair. I'm not a lesbian, but I really wished the screen wasn't there. I wanted to see exactly what was happening, and not just for journalistic reasons.
"My turn." Orgasma motioned to trade places, and she and Stella reversed roles. Orgasma set her tiny string bottom over the top of the frame, and then it was her turn to sigh and smile. We could hear the occasional muffled moans of Vivian behind the screen, and we could see her head moving in a slight rhythmic beat.
Orgasma turned and looked at the clock eventually, and so did I. Thirty seconds left.
"Let's finish you off with a flourish," Orgasma said. Kneeling between Vivian's outstretched legs, her hands disappeared into the black shadow of Vivian's hips. Vivian moaned piteously, her arms now pinned in a full nelson by Stella's strong arms, and as the crowd counted down - 10! 9! 8! - Orgasma wrung one more screaming orgasm from her "volunteer". Then, pinning her to the ground, the two circus women untied Vivian's legs, pulled them over her head, and stripped her of her panties. Right there on stage, they pulled the panties off and at my angle I got a perfect view of Vivian. She wasn't a natural blonde.
And just like that, it was over. Orgasma walked to the front and conspicuously stuffed the $50 bill into her tiny bikini. She twirled the panties triumphantly. "Stella, haul the world's newest lesbian back over to her husband." Stella, still naked from the waist down and very nicely shaved, lifted the limp Vivian over her shoulder and carried her back through the crowd to her husband while Orgasma curtly unlocked Leah and Jovie and gave them congratulatory pats on the ass.
With that, the two circus blondes sashayed to the back of the stage. Orgasma looked back with a knowing smile, wiggled her hips seductively, and waved. Then they disappeared through a door into one of the trailers that formed the back wall. The show was over.
But I had found my story. I had to talk to that woman, and honestly it wasn't just to get a story.
(Please Visit Part 2.)
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We had our story. Oh, did we have our story. As the crowd filed out, Jovie climbed down from the stage and walked over to me on wobbly legs. I wasn't sure exactly what to say to her and was embarrassed that I'd made her volunteer, so I just got down to business.
"What happened up there?"
Jovie's eyes were in the past. "I don't know."
"Did she hypnotize you? It seemed real. You weren't faking anything, right?"
Jovie visibly winced, then shook her head emphatically and crossed her arms over her small chest. She couldn't answer, but her expression told me everything.
"So you really ... um...she really...?"
We had a long moment of silence, and then the words came tumbling out. "I don't know what she was doing, but it was real. I can't even describe it. She just touches you, and something happens. It flows through you, and it just grabs you."
"Like an electric shock?"
"No." Jovie looked at me, her young dark eyes worried that I was going to judge her. She practically whispered the words. "Her hands, they were like the best vibrator EVER. Even if they're just on your arm. It was unbelievable."
"You could see behind the screen. Did they really do lesbian stuff with Vivian?"
A little bit of life came back to Jovie's eyes. She loved to gossip. "That could have been me!" she said. "I could see everything, and she was ... she was ... you know, right between their legs. She didn't have a choice with what they were doing to her!"
The tent was empty now save for one low-level carnie picking up trash. I eyed the door at the back of the stage, the one where Orgasma and her strongwoman friend had disappeared.
"Come with me," I said. "We're going to interview Orgasma."
Jovie cringed. "Are you sure?" she asked. "There's something about her that's kind of scary."
"Don't worry. You're with me." I gave her no choice as I boldly climbed up on stage. The cleaning guy frowned up at me, and I used my journalism trick of acting confident. "We're here to interview the Great Orgasma," I said. He shrugged and went back to sweeping as I headed toward the door, Jovie reluctantly following along behind me.
I knocked.
No answer. I knocked again. After giving it another thirty seconds, I used my journalist prerogative and creaked open the door. "Hello?" I called. "Anybody home?"
The door opened into a large room, much larger than I expected. It was more or less a living room with a couch and chairs, but had other equipment in it, equipment that I assumed was used occasionally in shows. There was a pillory sitting next to the door, and a medieval rack that was doubling as a sofa stand. Sitting on the sofa, staring balefully at me, were Orgasma and Stella, still clad in their bikinis, beers in hand.
"Hey! This is private!" Orgasma yelled. "Get out!"
I continued unperturbed. "I'm sorry to bother you." I grabbed Jovie and pulled her into the door with me. "This is my coworker Jovie. We really enjoyed your show tonight."
A hint of a smile crossed Orgasma's lips as her eyes traveled up and down Jovie's body, then mine. "Glad we could entertain you. It went both ways."
I ignored a girlie growl from my intern. "My name is Elizabeth, and I'm a writer at CityPunk magazine. We're a cutting-edge alternative magazine in the local area. I'd love to write an article about you."
Orgasma retained her stern expression, but her eyebrows arched ever so slightly. That was always a good sign. "What kind of article?"
"We write about interesting people and topics. And my intern here tells me that you're a very interesting person."
Orgasma and Stella laughed heartily. They made eye contact and Stella shrugged, eyeing me up and down before murmuring something to the smaller woman. They spoke in low voices to each other for a few moments, and then Orgasma grinned in a way that made me somewhat uncomfortable.
"Come in and sit down," Orgasma commanded. "And for god's sake, shut that door. You're letting bugs in."
A moment later, Jovie and I were sitting on the chairs facing Orgasma and her friend. I explained in more detail what our magazine did and who I was, and ignored the fact that Orgasma's bikini bottom had slipped over to the side off of her lips. The narrow ribbon was bunched into the intersection of her hip and thigh, leaving her vulva completely exposed. I hoped that Jovie's staring at it wouldn't get us kicked out.
"So tell me about this skill you have," I said, swallowing hard. "Is this something you were born with, or did you learn it somehow?"
Orgasma seemed genuinely surprised by my question. "So you're not going to accuse me of doing some sort of sham?" she asked.
I cocked my head toward Jovie. "I have a strong witness who says you're legit. She said your hands are like the world's best vibrator."
Jovie was horrified, but Orgasma giggled. It was a true giggle, like that of a little girl. "That was fun, wasn't it?" Sheld up her hands, palms toward us, and waggled her fingers. "I told you, I have magical hands."
"How are they magical?" I pressed
"I don't know. They just are."
I had my notebook out now, taking notes. Beside me, Jovie followed my lead and did the same. "When did you discover this magic?"
Orgasma took a long draw on her beer, then noticed her askew bikini bottom and absentmindedly pulled it back to its proper spot. She was silent for a moment. "You really want to know?"
"Of course." Orgasma looked over at Stella, who took a break from staring at my breasts and offered a noncommittal shrug. Stella was making me uncomfortable, but I ignored the instinct to cover up. Anything for a story.
The small blonde took a deep breath and held up her hands once again. She waggled her fingers again, but more slowly. This time she was studying them herself. "They really are magic," she said. "I don't know how and I don't know why, but they are."
I looked at her hands. They were attractive as hands go, but unremarkable. "So what exactly they do?"
Orgasma smiled wryly and nodded toward Jovie. "Ask her," she chuckled. Beside me, I saw Jovie's knees press together.
"I understand that they seem to give women orgasms, but how? When did you discover that you could do this?"
"Hell if I know: It took a long time to figure out."
"When did you figure it out?"
Now it was Orgasma's turn to shift uncomfortably, "Don't laugh."
"Of course not."
Orgasma took a draw of her beer, then pursed her lips for a moment. "Well, let's just say that I got invited to a lot of slumber parties growing up. No one really knew what was happening but they all wanted to share a sleeping bag with me. And at some point I figured out why my mother wouldn't let me hug her any more. It took a long time to figure it out, but I think I was born with it."
I stopped writing for a moment as I pondered this. "Does it work with men, too?"
Orgasma laughed. "That's the cruel part. It only works with women. I think there's some sort of harmonic frequency thing. Women feel it but men don't."
"I take it you're attracted to men?"
Orgasma cast a sidelong glance at her larger companion, and while the lighting wasn't great I thought I saw her blush. "I am. I was. At least, that was my base. But as this talent progressed I became more arid more interested in women. It was fun to watch them respond, At this point, I guess I'm a woman's woman." She and Stella exchanged smiles, and I concluded that Stella know her talents well.
"Have you ever seen a doctor? Can this be treated?"
"I've gone a couple of times. But only briefly. Male doctors think that it's funny and don't take me seriously, and female doctors have a lot of trouble working with me. It's hard to do an exam when you're climaxing. Besides, I don't want to end up in some government lab."
"So what have you figured out on your own? You mentioned something about harmonic frequencies."
"It's just a theory. It goes through my hands - no other part of my body, just my hands - and clothing tends to dampen it. It also affects different parts of the body differently. If I touch a woman on the arm, it slowly heats her up. If I touch a slightly erogenous zone like her scalp or her lower back, I get her very horny but usually not quite enough to take her over the edge. And if I touch a breast or pussy, she's going to come hard. If I touch her clit or finger bang her, she'll be screaming in no time."
Stella grinned broadly. "She's the best girlfriend ever: "
I laughed too, but shifted uncomfortably in my chair. ] was a veteran of a lot of odd stories, but this one was truly going to be unique. If I could convince people, that is.
"So can you control this... this gift?" I asked." Can you turn it off and on?" Orgasma shook her head. "I'm always on. Wanna see?"
I have to admit that I was waiting for this moment. I'd seen what she did to Jovie and Leah and especially Vivian, and I was curious. Any girl would be.
I tried to suppress a smile. "Would you be willing to show me?"
The two circus women exchanged knowing looks. "Sure, "Orgasma said. "Give me your hand."
She grasped my wrist with one hand and slowly stroked my open palm with the other. "Hands are sensitive," she said, "but for most people they're not particularly erotic. Do you like what I'm doing?" She had very warm and soft hands, and I had to admit that it felt good. She kept stroking my palm, "If I keep doing this, you'll start warming up. But it's slow unless you have a hand fetish. Do you feel it?"
It felt very nice. But then, doesn't it always feel nice when someone holds your hand and strokes your palm? And Orgasma had a sensual style of doing it. Of course it was going to turn me on a little bit. But was this all she had? It was a little disappointing.
Orgasma brought a hand up and ran it across my face. "You have wonderful cheekbones," she said. "If you touch a person's face, they usually feel it more quickly than if you touch their hands. Do you feel it more?"
Orgasma was an attractive woman. I'm not into women, but I suddenly became aware of her tiny bikini, and how her sizable breasts fell against each other as she leaned forward toward me, creating a very nice cleavage. So full and plump. I kind of wanted to touch them. "It feels nice;" I admitted.
She rose up and scooted into my chair next to me, her bare hips rubbing against me. She ran a hand up and down my back, softly, like a lover would do. She leaned in and bit my earlobe.
Oh, god. That was the sexiest thing ever. I have a thing for men biting me on the earlobe. Don't judge me on that. I don't know why I love it so, but I do. Suddenly I could feel myself lubricating, and I squirmed slightly in my seat. Was she magical, or was she just able to figure out how people's buttons were pushed?
"Are you excited?" she whispered. Her tongue flicked into my ear.
Stella and Jovie were watching intently. I wasn't going to lose control in this setting. No way, no how. I was a professional. "It's very nice," I said, a little more breathily than I intended. Her hand continued to stroke my back, up and down.
"Tell me where you like to be touched," Orgasma whispered. I could feel the pressure of her breast on my arm, the tickle of her breath in my ear. A hand grasped my jaw and pulled it to the side, so I could look into her eyes.
She kissed me.
I'm not a lesbian. Like any woman I have the occasional fantasy, but I'm not lesbian. But there was something about this woman. Her tongue snaked into my mouth and dominated me, and after a moment of shock and hesitation, I kissed back. Why was I kissing back?
She swung one of her naked legs over me, and suddenly she was sitting on my lap, facing me. She leaned into me, her nearly naked breasts crushing against mine, and pushed me back into the chair. We kissed long and hard as she pulled my hair with one hand and bear hugged me with the other. Suddenly I was so horny that I could actually feel my vagina flex, as if it was trying to pull a penis inside it, begging to pull a penis inside it.
She was a fantastic kisser. I wanted to fight her, wanted to say no, but it felt so good. I became very aware of my nipples. I love for my partner to play with my nipples. I could feel them hardening and pushing against my dress, demanding attention.
Don't...say ... anything. I willed myself to resist. She knew some trick and it was really working. I desperately wanted to touch myself, to be touched, to be licked, frigged, fucked, anything to put me over the edge. But she just kissed me, and it was simultaneously incredibly satisfying and amazingly frustrating.
"Look at her hips move," I heard Stella say.
Orgasma broke loose from my mouth and pulled away slightly. She stared into my eyes. "Do you want to cum?" she asked, a knowing smile on her face.
She knew the answer. But I couldn't give it. Jovie was sitting right there. I had responsibilities. "Let's continue the interv-"
I didn't get the words out before she was on me again, pressing herself against me, probing my lips with her tongue, and stroking my back, my arms, even my throat. Her breasts crushed sensually against mine. I didn't fight it, and the heat in my pussy grew. It shouldn't be happening. I shouldn't be feeling this.
I managed to pull back. "How are you doing that?" I asked softly, my voice strained.
"Do you want to cum?"
I should have pushed her off of me. I knew that I should. I should have ended the interview. It probably wasn't enough for a great story, but it would pass.
But I didn't do anything. I was the rabbit before the snake, and she knew she had me. Sitting on my lap, she grinned with evil intent, caressing me with long strokes up my arms, shoulders, neck, and through my hair. "I love redheads," she said. "I can see your nipples now through your dress. Are they light colored?"
I was actually getting close to cumming.
"Tell me. Are your nipples light colored or dark colored?"
Another 30 seconds like this, and I was going to cum.
"Let's see." Orgasma reached behind me and unzipped my dress, peeling the strapless bodice down over my bust. Then she unhooked my strapless bra and lifted it away. I let her. I was so close. I couldn't believe that I let her.
"I don't think you should be doing that," I heard Jovie say meekly.
"Her nipples are fantastic," Stella said. She stood up and stepped over to inspect them more closely. "They're so big and hard, and I love that light pink color. I want to chew on them."
Orgasma leaned in and nibbled on my throat. "If I touch your nipples, it'll give you a great orgasm. Do you want me to touch your nipples?"
My nubs were aching. I loved to have them squeezed and licked and rubbed. It felt like they were going to break through their skin. "If you want to," I said. Was I really going to let a woman touch me there? It was as if another voice had said the words.
"Take off all your clothes," Orgasma ordered. She bounced off my lap. "We'll need to secure you down, and then I'll give you the best orgasm you've ever had."
Grabbing my hands, she pulled me to my feet. My dress hung around my waist and I didn't know where my bra was. My pussy was practically dripping with desire. I looked at Orgasma, who was staring lustily at my breasts. I looked at Stella, who was literally licking her lips with desire. Behind them, still seated, Jovie's cute brow was furrowed with worry. She was shaking her head at me in warning.
But hey, she'd done the same thing just a few minutes ago. I was turned on as hell, and I didn't have a boyfriend at home to satiate me. I'd never had a lesbian experience, but this wasn't even really lesbian. It was magic. Whatever she was doing, it was magic. And all she was going to do was touch me, touch me for the sake of journalism. I had to finish out this ride for the sake of the story.
And I really needed to cum.
I pulled my dress down and stepped out of it and my shoes.
"Panties, too," Stella ordered, and I removed them as well.
So there I was, standing stark naked in a trailer in a circus sideshow, longing to get touched by a woman. Life was weird sometimes. "Do it," I pleaded against my judgment. "Let me finish."
Stella pushed me gently backwards until a table bumped against my hip. It was the rack behind their sofa. She and Orgasma half-pushed, half-lifted me onto it, both grinning like Cheshire cats. Stella nodded toward my hips and then spoke to Orgasma. "Look at that red landing strip," she commented. "Is that amazing or what?"
The table had manacles on each corner, and they began hooking them up, Stella working on my wrists and Orgasma working on my ankles as I lay on my back. Every touch of Orgasma seemed to bring me closer to cumming, but it wasn't enough to put me over the edge. It just drove me crazy with desire. I wanted her to put me over the edge so bad, but she wasn't making contact with me on my most sensitive parts, just my feet and ankles and calves. The energy ran straight up to my pussy, and I arched my back in frustration.
"Tighten her up," Orgasma said.
My wrist manacles were attached to some sort of rotating mechanism, because above my head I heard chains clinking and gears grinding, and my wrists got pulled higher and higher. I reached a resistance point, but they kept pulling, harder and harder, stretching me further on the table with each passing second. All of the slack in my body disappeared, and quickly I found myself unable to move at all, stretched so tightly that I was immobile. Jovie stood behind them, and I could see her studying my naked body. It was a turn-on to see her staring at my breasts with their big pale areolae and thick, erect nipples, then to feel her gaze honing in between my legs.
Orgasma continued to fondle my feet, and it was driving me crazy. Even though she was three feet away, my pussy was reacting as if it was the part being fondled. Stella, standing at the head of the table, leaned over me and began playing with my breasts. I wasn't sure what to think about that, but I would process it later. Right now, it just felt good.
"Do you want to cum?" Orgasma asked. "Do you want the most intense orgasm of your life?"
"Yes," I nodded, wishing I could move my hips against the tight bonds. "I'm ready."
"You have to earn it first," Orgasma smirked. She climbed up on the table between my legs, and began stroking my knees. The energy coursed up my thighs and straight into my pussy. I tried to flex my hips into it, but couldn't. It was frustrating to be on the edge like that, so close but unable to push myself over the edge.
"Are you ready to earn it?"
"Yes."
Stella was playing with my nipples, her sizable breasts hanging over my face. She reached up behind her and removed her bikini top, then rubbed her breasts into my face. Unlike the rest of her body, they were soft and yielding, enveloping me. I'd never felt another woman's breasts before.
And then ... uh-oh. Stella raised up and I heard some rustling, then saw the bodybuilder's bikini bottom fly gently through the air to the couch. She put one knee near my left ear, then the other one near my right as she climbed onto the table. In the meantime, Orgasma moved her caresses up to my hips, making me moan in pleasure and practically cry for relief. It was as if my brain was expecting an orgasm but my pussy was making contact with nothing but air.
"Finish me," I gasped. "Just a little more. I can't stand it."
"I cum first," Stella said. Suddenly she was looming over me, positioned on her knees with her bare, shaved vulva hovering overhead. Her outer lips were big and thick, a beautiful dark pink in contrast to her light skin tone, and her inner labia flowered out nicely.




"Oh, no," I heard Jovie say as the vulva lowered down onto my face.
I panicked for a second, but quickly figured out that I could breathe through my nose. It was stuck up her crack dangerously close to her anus, but I could breathe. And her pussy was right on my mouth.
What else could I do? My own pussy was about to explode. I had to do it. I tentatively tapped her with my tongue, once, then twice, not knowing quite what to do.
Stella was working my helpless breasts, pinching and twisting my nipples in a manner that brought pleasure more than pain. "Oh, yeah," I heard her say. "She's doing it."
I had no choice. Orgasma was driving me crazy. This was not a normal sexual need. This was an entire immersion of my body in a bath of sexual energy. I had to cum. Her hands were stroking the outside of my hips, and it felt as if a dozen of the world's best vibrators were on my clit, but paradoxically not allowing me to cum.
I'd never done anything like this before, but I licked Stella more frantically, squealing to beg Orgasma for what I needed. My brain couldn't process how she was doing this, but it made no difference. I just needed to cum and was willing to do whatever it took to get there.
Stella rode my tongue with approval, moaning herself as she slowly thrust back and forth, compelling me to service her along the full length of her crevice. Her powerful thighs trapped my head, and she worked my helpless breasts mercilessly.
I grappled with the bonds holding my wrists and ankles, but I was stretched tight. My only escape was to make Stella cum, so that I could cum myself. For several minutes I struggled underneath her, recalling every trick that I liked and every trick that a man had pulled on me. And down low, Orgasma continued her cruel strokes, enough to bring me into a frenzy but not let me over the edge. A sweaty sheen coated my nude body.
Finally, I found the right rhythm and pressure. Stella rocked back and forth with an increasing cadence. "Oh, yeah, girl," she said breathily. "Right there. Keep doing that. I fucking love this chick." Her moans came more frequently, her excitement growing, until she finally sucked in her breath, squeezing her thighs so tight on my head that I thought I would burst.
"Yes! Yes! Ohhhhhh, godddddddd". She thrashed atop my tongue, flexing and grinding and flexing and grinking, and then suddenly arched and fell silent. She slumped her weight onto my face and her hands, which delightfully crushed my breasts into my rib cage.
She lay still for a moment as I continued to writhe slowly in need beneath her. "This chick is great," she said to Orgasma, then slowly climbed off of me.
Stationed between my legs, Orgasma continued to stroke my hips and thighs, avoiding my center. I needed to cum so badly. "Please let me cum," I pleaded. I had never felt like this before. I was engulfed in arousal and need. It felt as if half my body was a giant, swollen, glistening clit, throbbing and crying out to get that final friction that it needed.
"My turn," Orgasma said matter-of-factly.
I was confused as she and Stella climbed off the table and switched sides. Orgasma pulled off her tiny bikini to reveal large tan areolas and her attractive shaved pussy. I could see the pink of her lips peeking out between her legs. Stella began inspecting between my spread legs, purring as she experimentally pulled my pale inner lips apart. "Oh, this is nice."
As excited as I was, Stella wasn't Orgasma. She was just a woman, and I suddenly became incensed at her intrusion. "Hey," I said, "don't -".
But I was cut off. Orgasma's magical hands entangled themselves in my hair, caressing my scalp. She leaned in for a kiss, and it was most erotic kiss I'd ever felt. Stars danced in my head, and I practically levitated off the table.
She separated after a long, slow, sexy tongue invasion, and I looked into her mischievous green eyes. An unbelievable sensation was stimulating my scalp, my neck, my throat, down into my rock hard nipples. Stella now had two fingers inside me, feeling for my G spot as she teased my clit.
Orgasma looked me in the eyes. "Lick me, honey, okay?"
A hand crept down, tracing a line down my throat, my collarbone, and onto my breastbone, just over my heart. I threw my mouth open in a silent scream. Oh, god. I was so close! I could feel an enormous orgasm building, but it wasn't quite enough sensation to explode. She patiently awaited my answer.
"Will you let me cum?" I panted.
"You're going to have the orgasm of your life. Just give me one first."
I groaned in frustration and shame, but had no choice. I scarcely cared that Jovie was watching, standing practically at my shoulder as I writhed in sexual need. I just needed to get over that edge. "Okay. Just please, hurry."
Orgasma swung a leg up over me, giving me a close-up view of her vulva. Like many blondes, her inner workings were a very light pink, and like Stella she too had well-developed outer labia. Her inner labia were small and delicate. She lowered herself onto me, facing toward my feet, and I began doing my duty.
Stella was cruel. She would rub my clit and my G spot, briskly and expertly, but would then hold off just before I would reach the point of no return on an orgasm. She would slide her fingers down to my anus and finger it while I calmed back down, then would repeat the process over again.
Orgasma was cruel, too. She liked my tongue, I guess, because she would sit on me and enjoy its dance, rocking slightly as she helped me find the most pleasurable parts of her. She tasted sweet. But each time I began to think I had her on the verge, she would rise up out of my reach, breathing heavily and letting herself back down from the precipice. Then she was back on me again.
And her hands! Sometimes they were on my shoulders, sometimes on my rib cage. Sometimes she would lean forward and give me a quick light stroke across the stomach, which sent me into a frenzy of pleasure and pleading. I was practically crying with desire.
"As soon as I touch your boobs, you'll cum," Orgasma whispered. But you're not getting it until I do."
"Guys, stop being mean to her," I heard Jovie say, worry in her voice. "Untie her."
"She loves it," Stella said curtly. "Come over here and play with her yourself."
"Uh-uh." There wasn't much conviction in Jovie's voice.
For an eternity we worked in balance. Stella was teasing and pumping my helpless pussy, I was licking Orgasma for all I was worth, and Orgasma was riding me to her pleasure, intermittently stroking me to keep me on the edge.
Finally the petite and busty blonde settled onto me for good. She was lubricating heavily, and suddenly the end was in sight. Her undulations became faster, more urgent, and she began uttering short, staccato moans. "I'm coming," she gasped. "Keep doing it, just like that." Lower on my body, Stella stopped her fondling and teasing of me, and I sensed her sitting back between my legs to watch.
I was tonguing Orgasma's clit, and concentrated all my effort on it. She pressed down against me, pumping her youthful hips, and uttered a soft, high-pitched wail. "Ohhhhhhhhhhh, that's it that's it that's it!"
At that point, she grabbed my breasts.
It was cruel that I was tied so tautly. My back tried to arch from a million years of instinct, but it was impossible. I practically screamed with pleasure as the orgasm raced through my body. It was hard to describe what was happening to me, but my breasts were practically exploding under her touch, and sexual energy raced through me, then centralized itself in my vulva in an explosion of sensation. My wailing voice joined hers, and we both rode to climax together.
And then she reached down between my legs.
Tied as I was, I was completely unable to move. My pussy with its small racing stripe of auburn was at her mercy, and she gave it none. Scooting down to sit on my breasts, Orgasma probed a finger between my lips, then began vigorously masturbating me.
I would have screamed if I could. Do you know that one instant of complete and utter mindblowing pleasure when an orgasm first hits? Her touch put me there, and it wouldn't let me off. My body stiffened under the onslaught of nerves exploding through it from head to toe, and the onslaught wouldn't stop.
I saw stars. I saw heaven. I had a total out of body experience. Orgasma was working me with her fingers, and every touch was the highest high of the best orgasm a girl could have. It wouldn't stop, and my entire being shrank to that one physical point that she was frigging. I stopped breathing, I stopped seeing, I stopped thinking. It was as if I had left the physical plane and entered a universe of ecstasy.
I don't know how long she held me there, but when she finally lifted her hand I fell back hard into my body. It was as if I had awakened from a dream, sweating and panting madly, disoriented as she sat atop me, giggling. Her hand came down again, and I was back into the astral plane. The sensation was so brilliant that it was almost too much. I felt as if I was going to disappear into it forever.
Hand off. I collapsed back into my body. My vision was blurred, my breathing ragged. I felt like it was time to stop. I didn't think I could do it again.
But I did. Her hand returned, and I couldn't even beg her. I just blasted into nirvana.
Hand off. Orgasma giggled. "You want to try something different now?" I could barely make out the sound of Jovie saying something, of Stella laughing, and then she lowered her hand again.
This time, though, she changed it up. She stroked my clit again, sending me into orbit, but on the downstroke she avoided it, forking two fingers down my lips, between my inner and outer labia.
"Aaaaiiiieeeeeee!" I found my voice. The upstroke on my clit made me cum, but the downstroke was a post-orgasm torture, stimulating my overworked vulva far beyond the point of pleasure and into pain.
Up and down again. "AAAAAAH! NO! NO!" The upstrokes were heavenly, but the downstrokes were absolute hell. I thrashed hard, feeling as if I was going to dislocate my shoulders and hips. But I was held fast.
Up, then down. Up, then down. She had done this before, I could tell. Absolute ecstasy punctuated into agonizing overstimulation. "Oh, god, please! Too much! Too much! Please stop!"
Up, then down. Repeat. "UNNNNNH!" My hips bucked, my muscles spasming. "I'm begging you! Stop!" A vision of Vivian on stage flashed through my head, and I recognized her emotions and desperation, and why she eventually performed public lesbian acts to escape.
Up, then down, over and over while I gasped and squealed and cried. My synapses were exploding. "AIIIEEEEEE! No more! Please! I'll do anything!"
She raised her hand off of me. My heart was beating like a hummingbird, and I moaned in relief.
"So you'll do it?" she asked. But she wasn't talkimg to me.
"Yes!" Jovie sounded distressed. My foggy mind tried to comprehend what was going on. I had missed something.
Orgasma climbed off of me as I slowly returned from oblivion.
I looked to my left. Stella had my much smaller Jovie held in a full nelson, and Orgasma was approaching her. Jovie's nostrils flared as the two women began stripping her, raising her top over her head, then removing her lacy bra.
I didn't usually see women naked, other than perhaps a fleeting glance in the gym shower. But now I was tied naked to a table, watching two naked blondes strip my coworker. Jovie's shorts came down and she stepped out of them. After my ordeal, I assumed that she would be scared to death, but I saw a strange look of anticipation on her face. I suspected that I had looked that way at first too, before I actually experienced what the true force of Orgasma's powers were.
The two blondes sandwiched Jovie, kissing and fondling her. My little intern was attractive with her clothes on, and was absolutely adorable with them off. Her body was trim and toned and perky, and I was surprised at the size of her dark areolae. They weren't as large as mine, but larger than I would expect on such a petite girl with smallish breasts. They were perhaps the size of a half dollar, and puffed out slightly from her breast flesh. Below the waist, she had a full strip of jet black pubic hair, trimmed neatly but still full. I could see a hint of her opening below as she struggled to keep her balance between her two aggressors.
Orgasma was working her just like she had done to me, building her up, touching her in the places that excited but didn't climax. Orgasma was cruel, and her sidekick Stella was a perfect accomplice. The two of them ganged up on the little Filipina, pulling her down onto the couch. I strained to raise and turn my head to see them, but could only hear them as I lay stretched to my limit.
I'm embarrassed to say that what I heard was a turn on. Jovie was gasping and squealing and pleading, and I knew that the two performers were teasing her just like they teased me, bringing her to the brink of orgasm again and again, denying her again and again. Jovie had a little high-pitched voice and it was incredibly erotic to hear the naïve young coed being ganged up on by the two experienced women.
"Lick me," I heard Stella order, and Jovie's squeaks and squeals grew muted for several minutes. I could hear only her muffled calls, Stella's growing groans of pleasure, and Orgasma's occasional laughs and taunts. Occasionally the furniture shifted on the floor as someone began thrashing too hard, and I could feel the vibrations of their movements through the table that bound me.
Stella came again, and I could hear Orgasma take her turn. I wondered if Jovie was better at cunnilingus than I was, and felt guilty about wondering. The circus blondes were taking a bit longer to come this time, but that was probably natural given their past action with me.
"Oh, wow," I heard Orgasma profess. "She really moves her tongue fast. I like this one." She rode Jovie's face for several more minutes before I heard her breathy moans increase in frequency and volume.
"Oh, baby, keep eating me, just like that. Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, her tongue is fantastic!" I could hear the furniture scooch against the floor as Orgasma bucked and thrashed. Then movement again, and Orgasma was sitting on the floor beside me, purring with contentment.
"Please let me cum." Jovie's voice was small and shy, but strained. The two blondes laughed.
"She wants to cum," Stella mocked. "Do you want me to fist her?"
Orgasma sighed with contentment. "No, she was really good. Let's give her a reward. Let's have Red eat her out."
My eyes widened. No, surely not. I had been left alone long enough that I had recovered my wits. I didn't want to have sex with women, much less my little intern. I lay still, as if I somehow believed that they didn't remember me, that there was someone else who would be called "Red".
There was some minor scuffling, and suddenly Stella was looming over me. In her powerful arms, jackknifed with her knees pinned up against her shoulders, was a nude Jovie. Her position blatantly displayed her vulva to me, glistening with moisture. It was tiny and looked like it would be very tight, and her clit was very prominently protruding. Trapped as she was, she couldn't move, her legs pinned up to her chest, her arms pinned to her side, her back trapped against Stella's impressive rack.
"Hey, Red," Stella said, grinning. "Your friend here hasn't gotten to cum yet. She needs your help."
Orgasma appeared on my other side. "Yes, she needs your help," she said. With that, she stroked her magical hand up and down my thigh.
I closed my eyes. That felt sooooo good. Even after my exhausting earlier experience, my clit was suddenly back at attention, my pussy quickly lubricating up. I couldn't believe how fast my body reacted to her.
Orgasma gave me another kiss, pressing her tongue into my mouth. She looked me in the eyes. "Maybe she'll help you, too." She straightened back up. "What do you say, girls? Do you want to eat each other out?" Orgasma rubbed my stomach with her left hand, and stroked her right up and down the back of Jovie's trapped thigh. We both moaned in delight and frustration as the sexual magic flowed into us.
"Please let me cum," Jovie begged. "I can't stand it." I could see her nipples on her chest, and was astounded at their length. They were two small erect cylinders, sticking up at least a half-inch from her breasts. They were spectacular, and also betrayed her desperation. The poor girl.
I envisioned myself as an adventurous woman. I was hip. I was cool. Or at least I thought I was. But I had never approached this night before. I had already eaten two women to orgasm, and now a third was literally being dangled over me. And beyond my control, my clit and pussy were practically pulsing with desire to receive the same.
Jovie's toes were flexing and she was whimpering in frustration. I swallowed hard. "I'll do it," I said. "Lower her down."
Orgasma looked at Jovie with amusement. "Red down here will help you out. Will you help her out?"
"Yes! Whatever you want. Just let me cum!"
"Oh, goody! Let's have a little 69 action. Stella?"
The bodybuilder positioned Jovie over me and lowered her down. Oh, god. Her pussy was dark and furry, unlike that of the two blondes, and it was practically dripping with desire. It was planted onto my face as Stella positioned Jovie into a 69 position atop me.
I didn't care. I began using my tongue on Jovie and she immediately began grinding herself onto my face, frantic for her orgasm. I used my newfound knowledge to locate her prominent clit and gave it special attention. I could feel her hair tickle my hips, then her head was forced between my legs, and ...
Oh, god. It was so good. I never thought of Jovie as a lesbian, or having any lesbian disposition, but she either had a lot of practice or she was the best natural talent one could imagine. Her tongue and lips practically made me scream with pleasure, amplified by Orgasma's hands running across Jovie's back and my thighs.
We frantically serviced each other, me bound, stretched, and immobile on the bottom, her curled up on top, pinned in place by Stella's powerful arms. "Do you like her pink pussy?" Orgasma taunted. "Have you ever 69'ed a redhead?" I could feel Jovie trembling and shaking above me, desperate with lust, and I tried to help her, to put her over the edge. At the same time, I was getting close myself, falling prey to the amazing tongue and lips of my cute intern as well as Orgasma's sexual teasing. We were both moaning and thrusting, trying to get over the top, when Orgasma unveiled her final trick.
"Not quite there? Let me help you out," she said. Her hand appeared above the curve of Jovie's pert derriere, the index finger glinting with the opaque shine of Vaseline. As I looked up at it, I was confused for a second about what was about to happen, and then it hit me.
"No!" I tried to shout, but I was buried in the silky fur and lips of my partner. The finger came down and, in one smooth move, plunged forcefully into Jovie's tight anus. At exactly that same moment, Orgasma's other hand struck home in my own anus, driving a finger up to its entire length.
Jovie and I screamed and bucked at the same time, our brains exploding in a perverse combination of ecstasy and agony as we were impaled anally by Orgasma's magic fingers. Orgasma made us dance for what seemed like forever, riding the crests of neverending orgasms, and then I saw her thumb enter Jovie's tiny tight pussy at the same time I felt her other one enter mine. As Jovie screamed and stiffened, my eyes rolled back into my head. The last thing I remembered seeing was the ceiling tiles above me.
I don't know how long I was out. I awoke on the hood of my car, lying face down atop a nude and disoriented Jovie. The parking lot was empty, the carnival dark. Crickets chirped as I rose, my pussy feeling like I'd just pulled a train with a professional football team. I was stark naked, but saw my clothes and Jovie's in a pile at our feet.



I dragged Jovie around to the passenger side, threw our clothes in, and dug my keys out of one of the pockets. Utterly exhausted and drained, I collapsed into the driver's seat and pondered what had happened. After a few long moments Jovie moaned and her eyes flickered open. She turned her head and looked me up and down. "Are we going to write about this?" she asked softly.
I started the car and let it idle. I looked over at her, and even in the darkness I could see the black tuft between her legs, the long shadows of her still-erect nipples. I wondered if perhaps we would try to relive tonight at some point just so we could help process it.
I shook my head and put the car in gear. "The old couple that met on the tilt-a-whirl," I said slowly. "We'll write about them." I made a slow and careful 180 and put the carnival in my rear-view mirror.
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"Who here has experienced sensory deprivation?" The distinguished professor scanned the audience, tilting her face slightly to look through the correct part of her trifocals.
Out of a conference hall of 300 people, a handful of people raised their hands. Hillary was one of them.
"Of those who did, who enjoyed the experience?"
Twenty-five rows up, Hillary kept her hand raised and glanced around. Only three hands were now up.
Dr. Mullaney's sharp gray eyes bounced from one to the other before landing on the attractive brunette. "You," she announced, gesturing politely up at Hillary's row. "Would you please stand up and tell us your name and where you're from?"
One of the professor's assistants, a cute young woman of Asian ancestry, hustled up the steps with a portable microphone, while Hillary obediently rose. Once she had the device in hand, she answered. "Hillary Beyer," she announced. "I'm a grad student at McAdams State, studying human-integrated robotics."
"And why did you practice sensory deprivation?"
All eyes were on Hillary, but she scarcely noticed. Two years as a teaching assistant made her comfortable in front of a crowd, and even besides that, she was used to people staring. It happened a lot with her face and figure. "I was at another conference, and a vendor made the opportunity available. I couldn't resist."
"And you liked it?"
"Very much so."
"Did you experience any claustrophobia?"
"No, ma'am."
Dr. Mullaney nodded approvingly. "The perfect candidate," she smiled. "I need a volunteer. Would you mind helping us in a display of this new device?" She gestured toward a huge white sphere with which she shared the stage. The device was roughly eight feet in diameter, yet somehow still low key with its matte, dull finish.
Hillary shrugged. "Sure." She was used to this; she was always getting plucked out of crowds. Again, such things happen when you're an attractive woman. And regardless, despite her polite speech, Mullaney had an air of authority that was difficult to disobey.
The assistant gestured discreetly for Hillary to follow, and bounced lightly back down the stairs. As Hillary followed, she continued listening.
The professor, a tall, lean woman whose dark blonde hair was moderately touched with silver, swept an arm toward the sphere. "What we have here is something entirely new, and I think you'll find it intriguing. I asked about sensory deprivation, and this device works in much the same way. However, it's ironically quite the opposite. It's a sensory creator, and it's the first of its kind in the world. It reads mental stimuli and through the use of a new intelligent gel we've developed, it transforms those mental stimuli into physical stimuli. It therefore creates an actual physical experience from an experience that is being imagined by the occupant. We believe it has all sorts of uses from physical therapy to video games to occupational training."
Hillary wanted to hear the rest of it, but had to follow the assistant backstage. Once they were out of the public eye, the petite young woman turned. "Hi!" she said cheerily, offering her small hand. "My name is Lynette. I'm Dr. Mullaney's chief research assistant. Thank you for volunteering!"
Hillary shook her hand. Lynette was a cutie, perhaps 23 or so, and with impressive curves that were unexpected on a woman of her heritage. She was attractive in a very different way than Hillary, a compact bundle of energy and wholesomeness, whereas Hillary liked to think of herself as more smooth and sultry. To each her own.
"So here's how it works," Lynette said. "It's really neat. You're going to be lowered into a vat of our new sensory gel. We'll then have you imagine experiences, and the sensory orb will create those experiences for you."
"It'll create experiences?"
"You'll see. It's amazing."
She motioned for Hillary to follow her into a small room. It contained a couch, a hanging curtain, and a table with what appeared to be a heavily modified scuba mask, along with a neatly folded white bathrobe. Hillary's eyebrows rose slightly.
"I'll explain what happens once you're in the gel, but we have to get you ready quickly. We only have about five minutes. First off, the reason she asked about sensory deprivation is that you'll be completely submerged in the gel. I've done it, and as long as you're not claustrophobic it's an amazing experience and the gel washes right off when you get out."
"Completely submerged?"
"It's not as scary as it sounds. In fact, it's incredible. You'll love it."
"And what happens when I'm in the gel?"
"You just let your imagination run wild. The gel will pick up your brain waves and transfer them to the computer, which will read them and then send orders back to the gel. The gel is autonomous and can form into any shape or consistency on the surface of your body, so it generates a sense of touch that is real - pressure, temperature, anything."
"Anything?"
"It's virtually limitless. However, we do have some overrides. If you imagine yourself getting stabbed, for example, the gel will create that experience and stab you. We don't want that, obviously, so we've manually overridden a number of obvious dangers. Just to be safe, though, don't think about dangers. Think about things like walking on a beach or dancing in a night club, things that have lots of sensory input. It's also fun to remember past events and recreate them."
"So it creates a sense of feel with the gel?"
"Yes, but that's not all." She picked up the helmet. "This helmet produces a virtual reality based on what you're imagining. It creates sights, sounds, and smells. No tastes yet, because that has all sorts of complications. And the sounds are created by vibrating your skull, which lets us leave your ears exposed to the gel. But for the most part, you get four senses."
"Amazing. I can't wait to try it."
"It's fantastic. Dr. Mullaney has had me in the gel for over 200 hours so far, and we've done everything you can think of." She motioned to the curtain. "Now, other than the helmet you have to be naked, so jump behind that curtain and take everything off. There's a locker in there and you can put all your clothing in it and lock it up. Put on this robe and I'll keep your key for you."
"Wait," Hillary interjected. "I'm going to be naked?"
"You'll be naked inside the vat, but there's no way to see in from the outside, and even if they could, the gel isn't transparent. No one can see a thing."
Hillary frowned. She certainly had no desire to be naked on a stage, but this was a scientific conference after all. All of the protocols for propriety would certainly be followed. "You're sure?"
"Oh, absolutely," Lynette laughed. "We've got a system for this. We'll get you in and out very privately. It's no big deal."
Naked on stage wasn't a big deal? Hillary hesitated a moment, but this experiment sounded too interesting to back out. She stepped behind the curtain with resolve, took a deep breath and began removing her clothing. Shoes and tights first, then her blouse and sweater, and finally her bra and panties. She quickly put on the robe. The whole time, Lynette stood on the other side of the curtain, discussing various technical details of how the gel and the sensory generator worked. Hillary had to admit that it was fascinating, and she was looking forward to trying it out.
" - so essentially, you imagine a scene and the gel picks it up through your brain waves and transfers it to the computer that's embedded in the shell. The computer then gives the gel instructions on how to behave, and it creates sensations on your skin and sensory inputs in the helmet exactly how the imagined scene would play out on your senses."
"Do you put sensors or wires on me?" Hillary examined herself in the robe to be sure there were no gaps. It was a plush knee-length terry cloth like one would get in a resort.
"That's one of the great things about this. We don't. The gel is intelligent in that it picks up and distributes everything just via contact. It more or less reads your mind just by enveloping you and picking up your brain waves. Are you about ready?"
"Yes." Hillary stepped out behind the curtain, and the small Asian woman looked her up and down. "You look great," she smiled, winking with a grin. "I hope you won't distract the men from the exhibition. Now, let me fit the helmet onto you, and I need to tell you how the orb reads and displays data from your session. This is very, very important to know, because -"
"Lynette!" A voice called from outside the room, and another assistant ran in, a smallish young man with good hair and a slightly effeminate vibe. He gestured behind him in the vague direction of the stage. "The lower right orbital froze up again. Mullaney needs you to reset it - stat!"
Lynette rolled her eyes. "When are we ever going to get that thing to work right?" She looked at Hillary. "Don't move. I need to fix something real quick. James, can you get her helmet on? And I need to tell her how the data displays. Don't let me forget!"
As the female assistant hustled from the room, James picked up the helmet. "Let's get this on you and adjusted. Once it goes on, it won't come off until we're done." Hillary ducked slightly and he put it over her head, carefully fitting it over her eyes and nose like a traditional scuba mask, though this one had a very large frame around it and was quite heavy. "You'll just see blackness right now because the system's not on. But once it starts you'll hear sights and feel sounds. It's heavy here, but it won't weigh anything once you're in the gel."
The helmet sat heavily atop Hillary's head, almost enough to throw her off balance, and sure enough, she was trapped in complete blackness. The helmet came down from her eyebrows to her cheekbones in front, then wrapped around above and below her ears in two big loops around the back. James carefully placed it to avoid trapping her hair underneath to the extent possible.
Then she felt a very fine tickling on her cheeks. "We have a very light foil that comes down over your mouth," James explained. "We want the gel to contact as much of your skin as possible, and the foil gives you the sensations without letting you eat a bunch of gel if you open your mouth. It's one of 67 different patents we've got on this system."
Outside the room, Hillary heard applause. "Uh-oh," James said. "That's our cue. Let's go!"
Barefoot and blind, Hillary stepped carefully as he led her back through the hallway, guiding her from behind with his hands balanced on her hips. She could hear the noise and discussion get louder. They waited for a moment, and then she heard Dr. Mullaney say, "Oh, I see that our volunteer has arrived. Bring her out, James!"
Hillary hesitantly stepped forward to the applause of 500 of her professional colleagues, and realized that she was now on stage. She reached for her robe to be sure it was closed, and sincerely hoped so since she had no real way of knowing.
"Let's thank this young professional for volunteering, shall we?" Dr. Mullaney led a round of applause, and Hillary offered a curtsy. It drew some laughs and she smiled inside her mask.
"I've explained the process to the audience, and you should have received the same briefing backstage. Are you comfortable with the process? I realize you can't talk with the helmet and foil on, so you can just nod or shake your head."
Hillary nodded.
"And you know how the data display process works?"
Hillary remembered Lynette mentioning something about it, but then had been distracted. She didn't want to disrupt the process, so she just nodded. She didn't need to know the technical details.
"Okay, let's get started. Step up on the back of the orb and we'll close the curtains for just a moment."
Hillary heard the rolling clack of stage curtains closing, and Dr. Mullaney's footsteps approached.
"James, out. Scat! Give this young woman some privacy. Where's Lynette?"
"She's still working on the orbital, I guess."
"Well, I hope she gets it reset. We have 500 people out there." Hillary felt a touch on her wrist. "It's nothing of concern to you, my dear. We just lose some data if it doesn't reset properly."
James' footsteps withdrew, and after a moment Mullaney spoke again. "It's just you and me now, dear," she said. "We're behind the curtain where no one can see us, and we'll put you in the orb now. There's a little set of steps on the back of it, so let's climb up to the top. I trust that Lynette briefed you and you're still comfortable with everything?"
Hillary nodded and even offered a thumbs up. She was ready to get this process going.
Mullaney stepped behind her, and arms wrapped around her as a slender body and smallish breasts nestled up against her back. "Lynette usually does this part, but she appears to be busy, so I'll take over." Mullaney murmured in her ear. The professor guided her to the back of the orb, and then the two of them slowly climbed step by step until they were perhaps seven feet off the ground. Uncomfortable with the height and her lack of sensation, Hillary gripped the professor's arms tightly.
"Okay, we're at the top now, standing on a 3 by 3 platform, so don't move. This is where it gets fun. I'm going to hook you up to the oxygen system now, which comes down into the top of the helmet. There's a panic button on the tip of your nose, and if you touch it, the system will shut down. You can do it for any reason you want, whether there's an equipment problem or you just don't like what you're feeling. Understand?"
Hillary nodded.
After some fumbling and pulling on her mask, Mullaney said, "Okay, I'm going to take your robe off now, and I'll do a last-minute check. When I say go, just step forward and you'll drop into the gel. It's neutrally buoyant, so you'll sink until you're submerged but you won't go to the bottom. Once you're in, just start imagining scenes and sensations, and when the sights or sounds or smells start, the demonstration is underway. We'll keep you in here for ten minutes and then we'll bring you out and interview you about your experience and review the data. Understand?"
Hillary nodded.
Mullaney stepped to her front, and authoritative hands pulled her robe open, then down off her shoulders. Hillary chafed at the process, as it meant that the researcher now had a full frontal view of her nudity, but it was too late to protest. There was silence for a moment as the robe fell to her feet, and with her women's intuition she knew - just knew - that Mullaney was giving her a good gaze as the professor reached down to whisk away the robe. She was either a lesbian or just someone who liked to look at pretty girls. Hillary swore that she could even feel a warm breath on her bare pubic mound, but nonetheless stayed still.
A hand trailed lightly over her shoulder, almost erotically, and Mullaney made a full circuit of her. "I'm just doing a last-minute check of your helmet," the older woman explained. Fingers ran through her hair, examined her ears, and lightly traced over her forehead. Body parts brushed her derriere, hips, and breasts in the process before Mullaney pronounced herself done with an approving mm-hmm.
She once again positioned herself behind Hillary, and two hands grasped her ribs, just behind her breasts. Mullaney leaned in, her breath warm on Hillary's ear. "Okay, ready? Go."
Hillary stepped forward, and dropped.
She dropped, but she didn't fall. She was enveloped in something that was almost invisible to her senses. It was neither hot nor cold, neither light nor dense. Much like her time in the sensory deprivation tank, she was floating weightless in nothingness, unable to see, hear, smell, or feel anything. Far from being frightening, it was actually comforting, like floating in the womb. She smiled.
Subconsciously, an image appeared in her mind, an image of another time where she was comfortable and embraced. She was three years old, and her mother was hugging her, embracing her. It was so subtle, so automatic, that she didn't even know she was having the thought.
Until it happened.
Someone was hugging her inside the tank, and the blackness lifted. It was her mother, right there, hugging her. She was a vibrant young woman, and in the background was the living room of their home back in Michigan, all of the details right down to the unusual gypsy design on the table lamps. Hillary gasped.
It wasn't a memory. She was there. And as she remembered her mother stepping back and saying, "I love you, chickadee", it happened. It wasn't a memory. It was happening. Her mother's hands were on her shoulders, her smile warm, her eyes loving. She could feel the warmth of that summer day, see the sunlight playing on the carpet...
It was happening.
Hillary's eyes teared up, her heart bursting with pleasure. It was as good as the time when ...
She was at her sister's wedding now. The smell of lavender was strong, with a whiff of ozone from the rain that had miraculously cleared up right as the ceremony started. Someone was holding her hand. Her mind knew that no one was holding her hand, but ... someone was holding her hand. She could feel it. She looked down, and his hand was holding hers, contrasted against the emerald grass and white folding chairs. She followed the arm up and it was Britt, her once-forever boyfriend and first love. He was there beside her, smiling that crooked smile of his, back when they were so in love.
And it was real. It wasn't her imagination.
Or was it?
Hillary's mind reeled. What was a memory and what was real? She knew that she wasn't at the wedding. She knew that she was floating in some sort of high-tech orb. Her mind knew that. But her body told her something different, and it was informing her mind of very real sensations. It felt as if her mind and body had separated along parallel arcs, reality bending around some undiscovered corner of her mind.
What did this mean? Was it just about memories? Could she just create scenes and not just memories?
She imagined a giant pink flamingo at the wedding, and there it was, twenty feet tall, perched on one leg. Its giant magnificent eye trained on her, and she and Britt smiled at one another as the other guests gaped in surprise, exactly the surprise that Hillary would expect and imagine in such a situation. Britt leaned in and kissed her, which had never happened on that particular day, but she had wanted it oh so much. Her lips felt the pressure of his - or of something - and she felt the pressure of a firm hand in the small of her back, pulling her close. She melted. It hadn't worked out, of course, but that man could kiss.
The giant flamingo took flight. A wing beat pulsed air onto her, and she and Britt looked up. The flamingo was flying majestically over the ceremony, as reality mixed with memory which mixed with imagination.
The pressure of the wingbeats. The breeze blowing her hair.
She was now on a sailboat, skimming silently over the water. Her hair waved behind her, and it was a perfect day on the lake. No, make that the Aegean. No, the South Seas. Each time she changed her thoughts, the scenery changed in front of her eyes, the smell of the saltwater evolved, the firmness of the seat beneath her adjusted. A hand grasped her arm as she imagined a hand grasping her arm, and when she turned it was a handsome gondolier. Her mind tried to tell her that there was no hand, but her body felt the touch as the magical gel congealed and tightened around her. Maybe it wasn't a gondolier. No, make it a pirate. A handsome pirate. Her mind clicked through scenarios as she found the one she wanted.



The pirate grinned at her. She heard his voice, literally heard it somehow, as he said, "Aye, you're a beautiful wench, and now you're mine." She looked down, and she was wearing a fanciful Victorian bodice, her cleavage bulging. The handsome pirate grinned, and grabbed it right at the breastbone, pulling forcefully. She felt the tug on her body as it ripped, and her breasts spilled out, and now there was an audience of pirates, sitting on the gunwales and the spars and standing on the deck, laughing and staring lustfully at the plight of their royal captive.
Another rip and she was naked. She tried to cover herself up, but an army of hands grabbed her wrists and pulled her over to a barrel. Inside the orb, she somehow knew that she was merely floating in space, but at the same time she also knew that rampaging pirates were carrying her by her arms and legs. She struggled against their grips, felt the pressure in her arched back and stretched muscles, heard her own cries amid their laughs. Just as she imagined, they were strong and she was going to serve their will.
She was tied face down over the barrel, staring into the fine wood grain of the deck. Her breasts dangled, bouncing slightly, her ribs and stomach compressed against the hard round wood. Her rump was her highest point, and suddenly she felt the force of someone's thighs behind her, forcing her own legs further apart.
And then ... ohhhhh. Hillary tried to moan. In the orb, she was silent and motionless, but in her brain her voice was pure and clear, her body bucking. A large penis slid into her, perfectly large and perfectly shaped to provide her maximum pleasure. Inside the orb, she cried out as the gel solidified into the perfect shape and followed its orders. It thrust in and out at the perfect speed, just as she willed it.
But it wasn't quite enough to please her. Suddenly a finger was on her clit. And not a man's finger, but a woman's. Women knew better how to do it, and they were sexy. Now she was face up, lying on a firm bed in a beautiful bedroom. Her arms and legs were tied spreadeagled, and two women were on the bed with her.
Hillary clicked through the scenarios. The first woman was Dr. Mullaney, wearing a black merry widow with thigh-high boots and a large strap-on dildo. She was ordering her little assistant, Lynette, to service Hillary. Lynette was wearing nothing but a red corset, exposing her pert brown breasts and a beautiful bare pussy, and she knelt between Hillary's legs.
Ohhhhhh.
Lynette was licking, and she had a fantastic technique. Within the orb, Hillary was motionless, floating while the gel swirled and gripped and flowed around her. Within her mind, Mullaney smiled cruelly and twisted Hillary's nipples while Lynette licked and finger-fucked her from below. Oh, and now a small finger was swirling around her anus, just like she always fantasized and had never asked. Hillary had never been with a woman, had never told anyone about it, and was frightened to even consider it in real life, but it was nonetheless a favorite fantasy. And now it was somehow reality - a safe and private reality. This machine was fantastic.
Hillary's body and mind merged back inside the orb, her hips moving and bucking at the attentions simultaneously real and imagined in her most sensitive places. She gasped and whimpered and then squealed with pleasure as Lynette - or something - brought her to orgasm. A real orgasm, silent and strong as she floated within the world of the swirling gel.
And now Lynette was rising, smiling with glistening lips as Mullaney moved down. Her strap-on was large, perfectly sized and shaped for Hillary's pleasure, and she felt the warmth and softness of the professor's body as they merged into a missionary position. Hillary struggled against her bonds, but they held fast, just as she wished. Mullaney kissed her throat, her cheeks, her ear, and she heard the older woman's whisper. "I'm going to make you beg."
She felt the first push of Mullaney inside her, and it was exquisite.
A chime sounded, and Mullaney and Lynette froze. A pleasant female voice abruptly interrupted the scene, and she recognized it as Lynette's voice. "Your experimental time has now expired. You will feel a pressure from below as you are pushed upwards out of the gel. We hope you enjoyed the experience!"
Suddenly there was no more large penis pushing inside her, no more dominatrix pinning her to the bed. Hillary felt a vague vibration all around her, and then a pressure on the soles of her feet. Her real feet, not imagined ones. She felt a coolness on her head, rivulets running down her neck, and finally a return of her body weight. As she rose, the warmth of a robe was placed upon her shoulders. Then some tugging, and suddenly the helmet was off.
It felt very strange to be back in the real world. She was pulled onto the platform by Lynette and James, and the curtain opened to reveal the conference attendees. Dr. Mullaney stepped back onto the stage amidst polite applause. She was wearing a business suit, not dominatrix gear.
"Okay, our volunteer has finished her ten minutes inside the orb. Let's talk to her for a moment, and then we'll do the data display."
Lynette was rubbing Hillary's hair down with a towel, and for the first time Hillary was able to see inside the orb. The gel was a highly viscous liquid, reddish-gold in color and almost iridescent. It balled up and fell off of her easily. She was slightly disoriented, and felt as if her mind and her body were not quite snapped back together yet.
"Did you enjoy the experience?" Dr. Mullaney asked, handing up a microphone.
Hillary took a moment to speak. "That was ... unbelievable."
"Tell us about your experience. What did you do? Where did you go?"
Her eyes unfocused, Hillary stepped back mentally through the progression of events. From fantasies backward to imagination, and from imagination backward to memories. And somewhere in there, reality was woven. She was still somewhat addled about the intersections, but the progression made sense.
So she talked about memories, and about her mother holding her and her boyfriend and the smell of lavender at the wedding. About holding hands and a giant flamingo.
And then she lied her ass off.
She walked through a county fair. She flew over New York City. As she regathered her wits, she was able to maintain the mental progression from memory to imagination, but she left out the fantasy part. Science didn't need to know that, and a conference full of her peers definitely didn't. She had self-awareness and knew that she liked sex and fantasies, but the speed at which she had gone there was staggering and somewhat embarrassing. She would have to think about this some more once she got home.
"Thank you for doing this," Dr. Mullaney wrapped up. "And now let's go to the overhead monitor and we'll look at the data display."
A screen flicked on, a large 15-foot screen that was easily visible to everyone in the conference center. The image was Hillary's mother, in their living room in Michigan.
"Now, as I told you, the gel reads her thinking and transfers it to the computer. The computer converts it to images, and then feeds those images back to the gel and the virtual reality. So we can actually see what she's thinking. So Hillary, this is your mother?"
Hillary stared upward at the screen, her mouth agape. Her mother was beautiful, and there was the unusual gypsy design on the table lamps.
"Hillary, is this your mother?"
"Um ... yes."
Just like a video, her mother leaned forward into a hug. Dr. Mullaney explained how the gel could recreate the feel of the mother's dress, her hug, her perfume, based on how Hillary imagined it.
The scene morphed into the wedding scene, and it played out just like a movie scene.
Oh, god.
Oh god oh god oh god. The video continued, an exact playback of Hillary's mind.
Eight minutes later, a conference room of 500 people was dead silent.
Twenty minutes later, Hillary was sitting in the dressing area, head in her hands, rocking silently back and forth. She still wore only the bathrobe. Getting dressed meant going back out into public, and going out into public meant...
Oh, god.
There was a light knock on the door, then another. When she didn't respond, it opened and two sets of female feet walked in. She knew who they were without looking up, and she didn't want to look up anyway.
"Well," Dr. Mullaney said, "this is somewhat awkward."
Hillary couldn't speak.
"I talked to Lynette and to James, and it appears that we had a mixup. A terrible mixup. When the lower orbital froze up, they miscommunicated, and neither of them told you how the data display worked. If you had known that, then perhaps you wouldn't have let your mind wander quite so freely."
"I can never go out there again." Hillary stared at their feet. "I'm a laughingstock. My career is over."
"Not necessarily," Dr. Mullaney said. "As disappointed as I am with my team, I recognize great potential in you." Her feet approached and circled behind Hillary, and she felt a supportive hand on her shoulder. "I've fired James for his role in this error, so I now have a spot open on my team and I'd like to offer it to you. I never liked James much anyway. Not my type. And you're a great fit for all sorts of reasons. You've very quickly discovered what will be our largest market for this device, and you will be useful in its further testing."
A second hand touched Hillary's other shoulder and began a soft shoulder massage, pulling Hillary upright in her seat. "I've also decided that Lynette needs to be punished for her role in this. That will happen tonight at my home, and I would like to invite you to participate. Because you see, you're very perceptive of my relationship with Lynette, and I think you'll enjoy how she looks when she's tied to my bed."
Dr. Mullaney's hands slid lower, down inside the robe. She caressed the fullness of Hillary's breasts, and then began to gently tweak her nipples. Hillary's nostrils flared.
"Lynette, do your duty to our new research assistant. She has a lot of work ahead of her."
Dr. Mullaney's loyal assistant knelt at Hillary's feet and gently forced her knees apart. She untied the sash on the robe, laid it open, and leaned in. Hillary felt a warm, soft tongue make contact with her clit.
Mullaney's breath was warm in Hillary's ear as she bit down softly. "We're going to make you beg," she whispered.
And this time it was real.
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It had been a long and pleasant evening. The double date started with a dinner out, then progressed to dancing and drinks at an upscale club, and was now ending up at Steve and Dana's place for light night banter.
Rachel loved evenings like this. She enjoyed dressing in her sexy strapless night club dresses and she loved socializing with their best "couple friends". She sipped her martini and smiled while her husband good-naturedly argued with Steve about someone from work. His hand rested warmly just above her knee, fingers slowly stroking the inside of her thigh.
"I don't think he's ever going to get married," Timothy was saying. "He's a good guy, but he's so ugly that he's never going to get a date, much less a wife."
Steve shook his head. "No, he'll get married. He's homely, no doubt about that, but he makes great money. There's some girl out there who'll work with that combination."
"Dana!" Timothy looked to the bar, where the blonde was mixing a late-night cosmopolitan. "Would you marry an ugly guy just because he has money?"
Dana turned and gave the two men a studied look. Even more than usual, she looked stunning in her blue-sequined cocktail mini-dress. "Do you really need to ask that at this point?" she said, perfectly deadpan.
Rachel giggled. Dana and Steve had been married for six years, one more than she and Timothy. In truth, Steve was quite handsome and he also made good money. But even at that, Rachel secretly thought that he had shot the moon with Dana. She was a bombshell, coupling a perfect face and figure with a great brain and an easy self-confidence. She had even been an NFL cheerleader for a couple of season while she was finishing her master's degree.
The men howled with laughter.
"How about you, Rachel?" Timothy asked. "Would you marry an ugly man if he had money?"
Rachel feigned coyness. "I marry for love," she said, mimicking her best Scarlett O'Hara accent and waving an imaginary fan. "Looks and money have nothing to do with it."
Dana returned to the conversation circle. When she sat down, her dress rode so high on her thighs that Rachel was sure she was going to flash the group. But as always, she expertly crossed her legs and hid just the right amount at just the right time. Dana had a knack for living on the edge and always coming out on top.
"So Rachel is a good girl. How about you men?" she asked. "A saggy old woman with watermelon hips wants to marry you, and she wants to have sex every night. Do you do it? How much money would she need to leave you in her will?"
"Hey, sex is sex," Timothy teased. "A woman wanting sex is not a deal breaker. Leave me a couple hundred thousand and a five-year life span for her, and I'm in."
"Absolutely," Steve agreed. "It's different for us men. Just turn the lights out and leave us some money and we'll let Ruth Bader Ginsburg ride us all night."
"Ewwwww," the women responded in a chorus.
"Really?" Dana demanded. "So you would have sex with someone you aren't attracted to? Every night?"
Steve took a draw on his bottle of Heineken. "Well," he admitted, "it wouldn't be my preference, of course. But if I was in that situation I think I could do it."
Rachel was usually the most proper one of the group, but she couldn't resist a question. "Wait a minute," she said. "You're men. You have to ..." she hesitated, but had no diplomatic way to proceed. "You have to be aroused to have sex. We women can just lie back and think of England if we have to. How do you get aroused if you're not attracted to someone?"
Timothy nodded in acknowledgement. "Good point. I don't think we would get aroused. At least, not by them."
"We'd need another method," Steve added. "But that's easy. We'd think about you or Dana."
"Or you AND Dana." The two men tittered like junior high boys, which all too often they were.
"But could you get turned on by the ugly woman?"
Steve wrinkled his nose. "I don't think I'd need to. That's the point. We men have rich imaginations."
"But could you?" Rachel pressed. "Could you get turned on by the ugly old woman?"
"You mean physically?"
Dana was more blunt. "Hard. Could an unattractive woman get you hard without you fantasizing about something else?"
Timothy looked at Steve, and both men shrugged. He was almost sheepish. "Well ... if the lights are out ..."
"It's all pink on the inside," Steve added, and the two men clinked beer bottles.
"A mouth is a mouth." Clink again.
"A hand is a hand, even if it's got arthritis." Clink again.
Dana leaned in for the kill. "What if it's a male hand?"
The two men cringed independently.
"A hand is a hand, right?" Dana clinked cocktail glasses with Rachel.
Timothy decided it was time to change the subject, so he turned the tables. "What about you? Could a woman turn you on?"
Dana laughed. "Have you seen women?" she said without hesitation. "Women are sexy. An attractive woman can turn anyone on."
"Including you?" Timothy challenged.
"Oh, yeah. Give me the green light with a hot woman and I'll jump her like a pirate. Assuming Steve will let me."
Rachel almost choked on her drink. Dana was bold and brazen, and Rachel had known that since they first met. Dana liked to push the envelope and challenge norms. But Rachel wouldn't have expected her to be so open about this. And the topic had never come up in the two years that Rachel had known her. Was she just being brash, or was she serious?
Steve almost choked on his drink, too. "Permission granted!" he said enthusiastically. "As long as I get to watch, permission granted!"
"How about you, honey? Can a woman turn you on?" Timothy gave her an impish look.
Whereas Dana liked to stir things up, Rachel thought of herself as the stable rock of the group. As distasteful as she found the stereotypes, she was the level-headed brunette to Dana's bold blonde. "I told you, sweetie, I work on love, not looks."
"So you're telling me that you never get turned on by women?"
"I recognize and appreciate attractive women. But no, a woman won't turn me on."
Dana's green eyes flashed with mischief. "So you're getting a massage, and the therapist is female. She starts caressing you on your bare ass. She leans down and starts nibbling your ear. Her hand goes lower. You don't get turned on?"
Rachel shifted in her seat. "No."
"That's impossible. A sexy woman can turn anyone on."
Rachel held her ground. "Attraction has a mental component. It's not just physical. Maybe you can just touch a man and get him aroused, but it doesn't work that way with women."
"So you disagree that a mouth is a mouth? Or a hand is a hand? Could a woman bring you to orgasm if she was using exactly the same technique as a man?" Dana was pushing the envelope again.
Rachel involuntarily pressed her knees together. "I don't think a woman could do that to me," she insisted. As she stood up to get another drink, she couldn't help but see Timothy's face fall, and she was surprised. Sure, he joked about doing threesomes with her, but he wasn't serious, was he?
The friendly argument continued behind her while she mixed another martini. Some gin, some vermouth, and ...
And the room got very quiet behind her. Too quiet. She sensed without knowing that someone was behind her.
"Whoa," she giggled, as arms wrapped around her waist and teeth gently clamped down on her left ear.
It was not like Timothy to be affectionate in public, but she liked it. She was a little self-conscious that Steve and Dana often tended that direction, with Dana sitting on his lap or he grabbing her and kissing her at random moments. She and Timothy weren't really built that way.
Her body tingled as the lips moved to her neck. "Mmmm," she smiled. "Keep doing that."
Then she looked down. Those were not Timothy's hands around her waist.
They were Dana's.
Rachel tried to yank herself away, giggling. "Stop that!" she laughed. "Don't be a pervert!"
Dana was tall and strong and fit, maybe four inches taller and twenty-five pounds heavier than Rachel. Rachel was also fit, but with a different build. She was more slender and graceful than curvy and powerful, and there was a big difference between her perky B cups and the D cups that were now pressed into her back.
Given the size difference, she had no chance of escaping. Dana held her fast and continued nibbling her neck. One hand was moving up her waist to her ribs. "No!" Rachel giggled. "Get away! No means no!"
"You don't think I can turn you on?" Dana challenged. "I think I can."
Rachel struggled, but Dana effortlessly lifted her off the ground. The men vacated the couch as Dana half-carried, half-dragged her toward it and threw her down. Dana then nimbly landed atop her, trapping Rachel face down in the soft leather cushions.
"I'm going to turn you on," Dana threatened. Squealing with laughter, Rachel tried to escape, but the soft cushions gave her no leverage point to push back. The larger blonde pinned her and soft, sexy lips relentlessly worked her neck, ears, and cheeks.
"Permission granted!" Steve repeated, and everyone laughed.
"Let me up!"
"Are you turned on?"
"No!"
"Then I'm not going to let you up."
Rachel's arms were pinned beneath her, and she felt Dana pushing her legs in between Rachel's, grapevining them and forcing them apart. As she tried to kick and buck, she knew that her short dress was rising up and over her hips, giving the men a show. Oh god, she was only wearing a thong tonight, too.
Rachel bucked her hips, trying to throw Dana off, but to no avail. "Get off me, you monster!" She giggled as the blonde continued to kiss and nuzzle her. Dana didn't know it, but her neck was a major erogenous zone, and Rachel fought the fact that Dana's lips actually felt very good. Glancing over for help from Timothy, she saw both men sitting in the adjoining chairs, watching raptly with big grins on their faces.
With no help on the way, and no way to escape, she went Gandhi. Ceasing all resistance, she told Dana, "You're not going to accomplish anything, you know."
"Mmm, darling, if it's not turning you on, it's at least turning me on," Dana murmured into her ear, then followed it with a probing tongue. Rachel squealed and giggled again, and renewed her struggle.
Dana's left hand crept up. No, Rachel thought, surely she won't do that. This is all in fun. Right?
But the hand crept up, and eventually was cradling Rachel's left breast, kneading and teasing her nipple through her dress. Rachel continued struggling, but ... but ...
Of course she had a crush on Dana. Everyone in the world had a crush on Dana. She saw the look in Timothy's eyes every time the couples met up, and she couldn't blame him for it. Dana was that amazing. Rachel didn't even like women, and she got the same look herself. She kept up the appearance of fighting because that's what she was supposed to do. She was the prim and proper brunette. But Dana's lips were full and soft, her breasts sexy as they pressed into Rachel's back. It was flattering to attract the attention of a woman like Dana.
"Am I turning you on?"
Rachel was helpless, her legs apart, her dress up above her waist and only thong panties below. Her nipple was responding to Dana's attentions, and the forced romancing was spreading warmth throughout her body.
She couldn't respond. This was a woman, after all. Granted, she was a very attractive woman, but Rachel only got turned on by men. This was just playing around. Right?
"Answer me, honey. Am I turning you on?"
"Timothy, protect my honor!"
"I can't, honey. Steve is holding me back."
Wrenching her ear away from Dana's probing tongue, Rachel looked to her left at the two men. Timothy was drinking his beer, grinning. Seeing her glance, Steve reached over and placed an arm quickly across Timothy's chest, like they were making a sudden stop in a car. Both men laughed.
"Steve, I don't think your wife is wearing any underwear," Timothy noted.
"And yours is barely wearing any."
Eyes agape, Rachel realized what she was feeling on her bare rump. That wasn't Dana's panties rubbing against her. That was bare flesh where her own dress had obviously ridden up. She bucked and mewed anew, but somehow it was fun to be the victim here. She didn't have to acknowledge her own feelings, didn't have to take credit for being an active participant. It gave the guys a show that they'd remember for a long time, and ... and it felt really good.
It felt REALLY good.
The men were watching the two women wriggle and wrestle, and obviously enjoying the show. But what they weren't seeing was Dana's right hand, which was toward the back of the couch. It was sliding up toward Rachel's toned stomach, finding the waistband of her tiny thong.
"Oh, god," she whispered, softly so the men couldn't hear. "You wouldn't."
Dana was in her ear. "Watch me," she whispered back.
Rachel should have rolled away from the hand, tried to prevent it from going lower. But instead she pushed up slightly, giving Dana more room. It was subtle, not something the men would notice or see, but Dana felt it. "Oh, yeah," she breathed softly.
The hand went into the waistband, down to Rachel's bare pubic mound, and then even lower. Rachel gasped as Dana first brushed across her clit.
All pretense of resistance ended at that point. Rachel still lay pinned under the more powerful woman, her legs forced wide apart, but now she pushed upward not to escape, but to allow easier access for the reacharound. She ceased moving to give Dana easy access. In return Dana eased up her weight slightly, allowing Rachel's arms to move, but she only used them to grip the couch cushions.
"Am I turning you on?"
"Nnnn. (Pant.) Okay. You're ... turning ... me on."
Dana's left hand released Rachel's breast, then moved up to grip her jaw and mouth. She pulled upward, forcing Rachel's back to arch. "Pull down your dress," she ordered. "Show the nice men your titties." Dana's right hand continued to flutter over Rachel's clit and vulva, expertly working her. Rachel moaned in sheer pleasure. Were all women that good, or had Dana done this before?
With effort, Rachel pulled her arms in and tugged at her dress top, allowing her small pert breasts to pop out. She heard the men make noises of appreciation. To hell with modesty at this point. She began playing with them, kneading her nipples, trying to help bring herself over the edge.
Dana's fingers fluttered faster and faster. Ever so softly, she whispered into Rachel's ear again. "You're gorgeous. I'm so in love with your beautiful eyes and your perfect little ass. I've been wanting to do this for years."
Her mouth and jaw trapped, Rachel could barely talk. "Keep ... doing ... it," she grunted. "I'm getting close."
"I love you, baby." The whisper was barely audible as the fingers expertly swirled and paced. "Come for me."
Rachel had never envisioned it happening this way. She had never envisioned it happening at all, other than in the most hidden and forbidden corners of her fantasies. But she loved being forced to do something she had wanted for so long, something that she could never even openly admit that she wanted. She loved being placed on display for two well-dressed men, being a wild girl for once. She loved being desired by the most beautiful woman she knew. And she loved those fingers between her legs.
"Unnnnngh!" she panted. "I'm coming! I'm coming!"
Dana increased her exquisite pace, and Rachel's hips began bucking as she pushed over the edge. Her mind went blank, all of her being focused on the divine spot between her hips. Dana rode her up and over the edge, forcing every ounce of pleasure out of her as Rachel screamed through clenched teeth, first in need, then in ecstasy, and finally in pleading for relief.
Dana's hand slowed, and her frigging became a gentle caress. Rachel settled down into the couch, breathing heavily. "Thank you," she sighed, as Dana continued to kiss and stroke her, helping her come down from her high.
"So a woman can get you off?" Dana was once again speaking loud enough for the men to hear. "Did I prove my point?"
"Only when I'm in love with her," Rachel purred, proving her own point. That was it. Her secret was out. She didn't care what Timothy thought, but figured that he didn't mind at all.
The blonde rose slightly off her and bade her to turn over. Rachel rolled over, and Dana settled back atop her, face to face. Her body was warm, soft, and sexy, her kiss spectacular. Rachel melted in its heat, toes curling as their tongues intertwined.
Dana pulled away, biting Rachel's lower lip as one last seduction, and sat up on Rachel's hips, keeping her pinned. The blue-sequined dress was up around her own hips, and she truly wore no underwear. Rachel could see her pubic mound marked by a pencil-thin blonde landing strip. Of course you're a natural blonde, Rachel thought to herself. You're perfect. Further down, her cleft showed just a hint of pink resting atop Rachel's hips, and she could feel its dampness on her skin.
Arching her back for show, Dana smiled sexily and pulled the dress over her head. Her breasts were absolutely magnificent, large and full and topped with oversized barbie-pink areola. Rachel glanced over at Timothy, whose eyes were wide as saucers.
Two could play at this game. The slender brunette didn't always have to be the shy one, right? And this was a fantasy come true, so propriety be damned. She might as well keep it going. Rachel reached up and grabbed a double handful. "I work off love," she said. "But I love these breasts. Let me have my turn on you."
Dana grinned and lay back on the couch. Rachel rose and this time it was Dana's turn to spread her legs. As Rachel feasted her eyes on the naked blonde and debated her next move, she took a deep breath. It was time to show just how wild the prim and proper girl could be.
She looked directly at that perfect pink pussy, then locked gazes with Dana and slowly, sexily licked her lips. As Dana's expression changed to one of sheer and shocked delight, she heard two male voices say in unison, "Permission granted!"
She pushed Dana's thighs apart and leaned in. It was going to be a long and pleasant evening.
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****
Anne lay nude on the bed, her $150 haircut mussed beyond repair. Her legs were spread obscenely wide, forced open by the young blonde who knelt between them. There were fingers caressing inside her, fingers caressing her clitoris, even fingers gently pressing and stroking her anus.
She flexed her buttocks, trying to generate more contact. "Please," she panted, "just a little faster. Finish me off." Her hands gripped her breasts, fingers locked on her nipples, twisting and pulling to give herself more stimulation. Sweat glistened on her skin.
The blonde girl smiled. "I think we can keep you going a little while longer," Christina said. "Let's make this last."
Anne moaned in both pleasure and frustration.
***
It had been 24 hours since Anne had met Christina.
She was halfway through dinner when the girl rapped on the diner window. The young woman waved heartily, her fingers invisible in her mittens and her cheeks red with cold. Anne's eyes followed her, perplexed, as she hustled toward the door, entered, and stamped the snow off her feet. A biting wind blew in alongside her, rustling the papers on the community bulletin board.
Waving off the waitress, she pointed in Anne's direction. The girl wore a puffy down coat that was as white as the snow, and skinny black jeans that implied a trim figure underneath. She pulled down the hood as she approached, shaking free a short mane of barely blonde hair. She was a cute young thing, adorable in a nymph sort of way, and if there had been a man in the place he would have instantly fallen in love with her.
"How are you?" the girl chirped enthusiastically. She closed in with a hug and an air kiss before Anne could react, then slid into the booth across from her.
"Uh, I don't think – "
The girl didn't pause. "I didn't think I was going to make it! I got caught up at the store, and there was a darling dress that I just had to try on." As the waitress came over, she smiled widely. "Just a glass of water for me, please. I'll look at the menu in a moment."
She and Anne made eye contact. The girl had shockingly beautiful hazel eyes, the kind that made one's heart skip a beat when they made contact. They silently pleaded with her as the waitress departed.
"I don't think we know each other," Anne said flatly. She had no intention of being used.
The girl took off her mittens and flexed her fingers. Leaning forward, she spoke softly and swiftly with worry in her eyes. "Please. I just need to get out of the cold for a little while. I'm an artist. I'll draw a portrait of you if you'll just let me sit here for a few minutes and warm up."
Anne frowned. The girl wasn't a panhandler, but she was close. She exhaled and glanced outside. It was pitch dark and dropping toward zero degrees. And she admittedly was strangely swayed by the girl's attractiveness. Biting against her better judgment, she didn't immediately reject the plea. "You don't have a place to go?"
The girl's head shake was barely visible, and she looked like she was about to cry.
Anne eyed the waitress returning, then looked at the girl. She was perhaps 19 or 20 years old, her eyes bright and her skin smooth. She didn't look like she was trouble, but how could one tell?
The waitress set the water down. "Do you need a few minutes?" she asked.
"Yes, please." The girl picked up the menu. The waitress studied her, then exchanged glances with Anne. Anne shrugged and nodded, and the woman stepped away.
Thank you, the girl silently mouthed.
****
Anne tried to reach between her legs. She couldn't stand it any more. She would have to finish this herself, setting aside all dignity.
Leveraged between her legs, Christina grabbed her wrist and pulled it away
"No touching," the blonde said, her fingers still stroking Anne's G spot. "As punishment, put your arms above your head. No more touching your boobs."
Anne groaned in frustration, but obeyed. Why was she obeying? She was 15 years older. This was her hotel room. She was the one with the money and the power.
But she knew the answer. She raised her arms over her head and gripped the headboard. It felt so frustrating, and yet it felt so good.
The blonde smiled warmly at her obedience, and Anne had to smile back. Christina was young and thin, perhaps even skinny. She was naked too, her breasts small but well shaped and prominent on her slender chest. They were topped by long erect nipples and bright pink areolae the size of bottle caps. Her short ash blonde hair was straight with a slight inward curl, wrapping over her ears, and she had to periodically tuck it back over her ears. Her hands danced between Anne's legs, massaging her clitoris, running through her trimmed rectangle of chestnut pubic hair, stroking her lips, thighs, ass. Anne hadn't orgasmed yet, and it was already the best sex she'd ever had. She squirmed in need.
"You're so good at this," she gasped. "How did you get so good?"
"Practice," Christina grinned. "Constant practice."
****
The blonde looked over her shoulder at the waitress, then back at Anne. "Just let me get my fingers warmed up, and I'll draw a portrait of you."
Anne reluctantly picked up her fork. "So you don't have a place to stay? No friends or family?"
The girl shook her head. "Long story. I got left at a gas station a couple of days ago, and all my stuff was in the car." She smiled wanly. "I guess we broke up."
"Seriously?" Anne's ears pricked up. The girl didn't know it, but she had hit a nerve. Anne had a sympathetic ear for stories of women being wronged.
"Yeah. At least I had my backpack." She gestured toward the small daypack next to her. "It had my drawing stuff in it. The first day I earned enough money to get a hotel, but I didn't get it the last night and of course no one was out today." She nodded toward the weather, then offered her hand. "I'm Christina, by the way."
Anne warily lowered her guard. "I'm Anne. Oh, your hands are ice cold."
"I was able to stay in the library all day, but they closed at six." Christina flexed her fingers, which were slowly regaining a pinkness. "I'm really sorry for this."
"Don't worry about it. I'm eating alone. I guess I don't mind having a little company."
"Just let me know when you want me to leave. But I really will draw you a picture."
Christina pulled an artist's pad from her backpack, along with a packet of colored pencils. "Do you live here?" she asked as she began organizing them.
"No. I'm here on a business trip. Just a few days."
"I was supposed to be just passing through. I got blindsided. But as long as I have my stuff I can earn a little money. There's an Amtrak that comes through and it's not that expensive, so with some luck I can get out of here in a few days." Christina shrugged off her coat. Underneath, she wore a form-fitting black sweater that accentuated small pert breasts and a waspish waist that was possible only with youth. Anne's eyebrows rose in silent approval.
As Anne ate, Christina drew, and the two women made small talk. After several days on the road alone, Anne actually found the conversation pleasant. When the waitress returned, Christina asked for another glass of water. "I've actually just eaten," she said, handing the menu back. The waitress shrugged and left.
Pursing her lips, Anne relented. "Do you have any money?"
For the first time, the façade of bravery broke. Christina's lower lip quivered, and she wiped away a tear. "Today was a rough day," she said. Anne's gaze locked with her glistening eyes before she turned back to her drawing.
The older woman sighed. "Order some food. I'll trade it for whatever you're drawing."
She could tell that the younger woman was conflicted, and for a moment Anne thought she was going to break down. A dozen emotions ran across her face, before she finally said, "Thank you very much. I'm so sorry. I'll pay you back. But I'm so hungry right now."
Anne flagged down the waitress yet again. The woman glanced at the artist's pad, which Anne couldn't see, then looked at Anne with a bemused expression as if comparing. "Yes?"
"I think she is going to have something after all." Christina ordered the cheapest thing on the menu, a small side salad, and Anne forced her to order more. The young woman was so adorable, so sweet, that Anne found herself wanting to take care of her, protect her. How could a man desert a girl like this on the side of the road?
Anne broached the question. "You said that you got left at a gas station. What happened?"
Christina spoke while drawing. "Just a fight. A stupid fight."
"Men can be jerks."
Christina shifted uncomfortably, and took a moment to answer. "Yeah. Um...women can be, too."
"Oh. I thought you implied it was a lover's quarrel." Anne uttered the words, then saw the look of unease on Christina's face and realized her error. "Ohhhhh."
"Are you going to kick me out?"
"No, no, not at all. I'm sorry for my assumption." Anne looked at Christina with new eyes. This cute young thing was a lesbian?
****
Anne's hips levitated off the bed, yearning for that final push. "Unnnngh", she grunted through clenched teeth. It was so exquisite, so exasperating. Christina was keeping her right on the edge of orgasm, but not letting her pass.
"Your breasts are so beautiful. I love how big they are. Do you want to touch them again?"
Anne released her hands from the headboard, grabbing two handfuls of her own flesh. She too loved their size, and she was quite proud of them even if she tended to hide them in her style choices. She circled her large areolae, pushed her breasts together, then began working on her nipples again. Anything to get closer to that elusive orgasm.
"I can tell that you're turned on," Christina chuckled softly. Her thighs had forced Anne's apart to an extreme degree, and she sat directly at Anne's cleft, working her teasingly and persistently. "Are you ready to cum now?"
"Oh, god, yes. Please, yes."
"Get ready. I'll put a third finger in."
Christina's hands continued to ply Anne's most personal areas. Was she that skilled, or were all women naturally good at this? Anne had no experience to guess, but she knew that she'd never had better attention. She gasped and squirmed under the blonde's labors.
Christina shifted slightly. "Ready?" she asked. "Let me take you over the edge."
Her slender fingers increased their pace and pressure simultaneously. She worked Anne's slick clit directly, no longer teasing it. The fingers inside Anne's pussy, already filling and stretching her, began vigorously rubbing her in just the right spot. Anne brought her hands up to her head, grasping her hair in ecstasy, squeezing her elbows together to compress her ample breasts.
"Aaaaaaaaaaahhhh," she rasped, trying her best not to raise her voice past the walls of the room. Her stomach clenched, her hips rising. She froze to maximize the vigorous attentions of her suitor. "That's it! Here it comes! Aaaaaaaaaaaahhhh!"
It took a full sixty seconds to work through the orgasm, sixty seconds of mindblowing spasms, and Christina played her perfectly. In the end, Anne collapsed exhausted into the sheets, breathing heavily with the exertion of ecstasy while Christina smiled contentedly above her.
"Am I good at this?" she asked teasingly once Anne began to recover.
Anne couldn't talk for a moment. "That was fantastic," she uttered at last. "That was the best orgasm I've ever had." Slowly recovering her senses, she gazed up at the slim blonde, studying her slender frame and youthful breasts. They were so adorable, so beautiful.
She had never done anything like this before. She had never accepted the attentions of another woman, and she had certainly never offered them. But this was an opportunity that couldn't be missed. Shyly, she asked for the world. "Can I touch you now?"
****
Christina ate quickly. "This is heavenly," she said appreciatively. "All I had today was water."
Anne had made the transition now from skepticism to worry. "Can you not call your parents or family? It seems like they could send you money."
Christina grimaced. "I'm sure I could," she said. "But I can't. I just can't." She shook her head emphatically, her short hair bouncing around her ears.
"Why not?"
Christina searched for an answer. "Well," she said at last. "It's just pride, I guess. They disapproved of my relationship with Erin, and I guess they were right. But if I call them ..."
Anne smiled sympathetically. "I understand completely. I had to eat a lot of crow with my family about my ex-husband. Was Erin the person who left you here?"
"Yeah." Christina started to say more, but bit her tongue. Having finished her food, she picked up her art pad again and began sketching.
Anne gave her a moment, then pushed. "This must be scary for you."
Christina stopped sketching, her eyes staring through the paper. She looked back up at Anne, her eyes glistening. "Why would she do this to me?" she asked.
Anne fought an urge to hug the girl. "You'll be fine," she comforted. "Maybe it just wasn't meant to be."
Christina's laugh surprised Anne, sudden and sad and wise. "The whole thing was stupid," she said, her pitch rising and her voice accelerating. "She was my art teacher. She's twenty-five years older than me. It just kind of happened and she was terrible for me, but at the same time she was so amazing. I think maybe she was manic because one day she could make me fall in love with her and the next day she would destroy me. And I loved it and I hated it, and I loved her and I hated her. But she made life so exciting. Do you know what I'm talking about?" Tears were streaming down her cheeks.
Anne nodded, remembering her own tumultuous marriage and everything that destroyed it. "Actually, I do."
Christina let the tears flow. "And then she left me here! Just drove away! We were moving to Memphis together! What am I going to do!"
There was nothing to say. Anne bade the girl to put the artist's pad down and took her hands, gently rubbing her thumbs on the back of them. She let Christina cry it out.
When the girl calmed down, Anne offered some words of experience. "Honey, it's hard now. But you'll be better off for it. I swear."
Christina sniffled. "If I survive."
Anne looked at the young woman before her. If she was a man, she would fall in love with this sweet young thing. She wanted to embrace her, to protect her from the cruelties of the world. The tears only made her more endearing. "You'll survive," she said.
Christina sniffled, then wiped her nose with the back of her hand in a very unladylike manner. Anne smiled, and Christina saw her and smiled back, blushing. "Let me finish my drawing of you," she said.
The talk became simpler, more shallow as the young woman drew, erased, and shaded, her eyes alternating between Anne and the paper. The waitress refilled their waters and looked over Christina's shoulder. Her eyebrows arched and she smiled with amusement. She again compared back and forth to Anne, piquing her interest.
Finally Christina looked at the paper and nodded. "I think it's ready. Want to see it?"
Anne nodded enthusiastically, quite curious even as she told herself not to expect much.
Christina turned the pad around, and Anne's jaw dropped.
The portrait was beautiful. It was a work of art. Anne's features were expertly rendered, simultaneously accurate and idealized. It was clearly her in the picture, but a more perfect form of her. Anne objectively knew that she was attractive because she'd heard it all her life, but she had the self-doubts that any women feels. Somehow, the drawing captured all of her finest features and polished the rest. Christina had given her an angelic expression and Anne nearly cried when she noticed the faint glowing halo above her head.
Wordless, her throat too tight to talk, she motioned for the paper. Christina handed it to her.
In the harsh light of the diner she studied it, every pencil mark, every shading, every nuance. She lightly ran her finger over a rough spot in the paper, and realized that it was a dried teardrop. "This is amazing," she choked out at long last.
This girl saw her as a beautiful woman.
"Thank you."
Anne took another moment to think. "May I ask a question?"
"Sure."
"Why am I nude?"
Christina had drawn Anne as she sat at the table, but with one key difference. In the drawing, she was nude, or at least topless. No wonder the waitress had smiled.
Christina smiled shyly. "I hope that wasn't bad. But I like drawing boobs and I can't draw clothes."
Anne laughed genuinely and deeply, the first time she had laughed with such amusement since the divorce.
"Sometimes the simplest answer is the right one," she replied.
She looked outside. It was a frigid night, and the snow was increasing. The sign of her hotel was lit up in the distance.
Why was she scared to say this? It was nothing but a gesture of kindness, right? She took a deep breath. "You need a place to stay. Come and stay in my hotel room tonight."
****
Christina laid back on the bed, stretching her back and arching her small breasts up. "Come play with me," she purred, her eyes half-closed in sensual relaxation.
Now it was Anne's turn to be the explorer. She gazed upon Christina's body, so white and pure and beautiful. Moving in, she straddled the reclining girl's waist and sat atop her. Christina playfully reached up and played with Anne's thick nipples.
Anne was too shy to immediately return the favor. Instead, she ran her hands lightly up and down Christina's slender arms, delighting in their softness. Even with the girl's skinniness, she had the softest skin that Anne had ever felt on another person. But then again, she'd never felt a woman in this manner. Her past experiences were all with men, hard and strong and hairy. Christina was just the opposite, and she was fascinating.
Her hands moved further up to Christina's shoulders, then traced the line of her collarbone. Christina released Anne's nipples and lay back, her eyes closed and her narrow pink lips curled in pleasure. Anne stroked up her throat, then her jawline, and finally ran a finger across those luscious lips. Christina's lips parted, showing perfect white teeth and just the tip of a glistening tongue. Anne moved up further, gently caressing the blonde's earlobes. Her hands slid behind Christina's head, and suddenly she was bending down, resting atop the slim blonde, their lips locking into a long, romantic kiss. Their tongues intertwined, their breasts crushed against each other, and she was so warm and soft.
Anne felt as if she could cum again, just from the embrace. But after a long, passionate kiss she rose again. There was too much to explore.
She looked at Christina's breasts. Being a young woman, they were firm and rose straight up from her chest with no support. Much smaller than Anne's mature D cups, they were still filling out, but were nonetheless round and firm. Anne slowly worked toward them, stroking Christina's jaw, her throat, her collarbone. Could she do this? Could she actually touch another woman's breasts?
Christina exhaled a moan. "Oh, yes, I love that. That's wonderful."
They were much firmer than Anne's own breasts, spongy to the touch. Christina's nipples were erect, thinner than Anne's but just as long or even longer. They were a beautiful coral pink, and Anne played with them until Christina finally bade her release. "Move down," she breathed. "You're about to make me cum just from my boobs."
Anne licked her lips and girded her courage. She scooted down until she knelt between the blonde's long legs, and the girl accommodated her by spreading them wide. Anne's nostrils flared at the sight, her heart pounding in her chest.



Christina had long, slender legs, but it was their junction that mesmerized Anne. The girl had a rake of pale brown fur, so naturally sparse that her skin could easily be seen through it. It arced down toward a pussy that was gorgeous, delightfully puffy outer lips framing a vulva that spilled outward in pale pink.
Anne studied it. She slowly ran her fingers across it. She gently tugged and squeezed the lips. She stroked Christina's thighs and mound, gently running her hands through the sparse pubic hair. And of course, she toyed with the clit, soft and slick and wet. Christina began moving her hips, becoming more and more aroused.
"Can I ask for something special?" she whispered.
****
It only took five minutes to get back to the hotel. "Thank you so much," Christina said more than once. "I really didn't know what I was going to do."
Anne's pulse was racing. Why was she doing this? This girl could be a killer for all she knew. Maybe she'd just murdered her family and was on the run. Maybe she was a drug addict who would steal everything Anne had while she slept.
Or for that matter, maybe she was a lesbian rapist.
She looked over at the young woman in the passenger seat and swallowed her fears. Most likely, Christina was just what she said she was: an abandoned girl who was helpless and vulnerable.
Anne parked the car and they went inside. It was a nice corporate hotel, and Anne had what was called a "mini-suite". There was only one bed, but also a couch, and that was what she had offered Christina. She felt a minor pang of guilt since the bed was a nice and roomy king size, but she had to set a limit somewhere.
"Wow, this is so nice," Christina said, shyly looking around. "It's almost like an apartment."
"I like this chain. They give you lots of room if you're here for several days."
"Wow, a couch and a desk and - look! You even have a fridge!"
"Make yourself at home. I need to get ready for some work meetings tomorrow, but I usually turn the TV on for background anyway. Feel free to watch something, or do whatever you want."
"Do you mind if I take a shower and rinse my clothes out? I've been wearing the same thing for two days now."
"Go right ahead."
Anne pulled some papers out of her suitcase and sat at the desk as Christina disappeared into the bathroom. Light spilled out of the doorway, and she heard rustling and movement. Then the shower turned on.
She tried to concentrate, but ... why couldn't she concentrate? Her mind kept drifting toward the shower. The light still shone through the doorway. Anne thought back – what did the shower look like? It was a walk-in, no curtain, just a clear glass panel. Why hadn't Christina closed the door?
Wicked thoughts entered Anne's mind. Why did she bring Christina here? She hated to admit it, but she knew that she wouldn't have done it if the girl hadn't been so attractive. Was it a natural instinct to protect attractive women? Or was there something else behind it?
She was lonely, and had been for years. Even before the divorce she was lonely, even when there was another voice in the house. After they broke up, everything was so silent. And her bed was so empty. She'd transferred to the sales job because it got her out on the road and gave her opportunities to talk to people, but hotel rooms were just as silent.
Christina was pretty. She was pretty and talented and she had a personality and a brain. Any man in that diner would have fallen in love with her on first sight.
Any man.
Anne had fallen in love with her on first sight, too. Those big hazel eyes melted her. She wasn't a lesbian, not at all. This wasn't about that. Sometimes you just fall in love with a person and the gender doesn't matter. She'd had little unrequited crushes on women before, and she increasingly fantasized about women in the lonely expanse of her bed, but it was just a normal girl thing, and this was the same. It was meaningless, more of a beauty idolizing thing than anything romantic. Everyone wants to be in love with an attractive woman.
Right?
She thought back to the portrait and smiled. It was safely in her purse now, and would likely go up on her wall when she returned home.
The shower stopped and there was more rustling and movement. Eventually Christina came out, clad in a towel that reached from the top of her mild cleavage to the bottom of her hips. She had another smaller towel wrapped around her hair.
"Oh, that feels so much better," she said. "When Erin left me, she took all my clothes other than what I was wearing. I've rinsed them out now and have them hanging up to dry. I hope you don't mind."
Eyes wide, Anne scanned the girl's barely covered form. "No, not at all. Just feel free to, um, hang out."
Christina went to the couch, fluffing her hair with the upper towel. Anne's eyes followed her as she walked, taking in the long, slender legs from her well-shaped thighs to her finely boned ankles and feet. That towel was very short. The girl flopped onto the couch, leaning her head back and sighing deeply. "Last night I slept on a bench," she said. "But I didn't really sleep. It was about 40 degrees and I was scared to death."
The couch faced generally toward the desk, and Anne stared at the bottom of the towel. It was so high on the girl's thighs that, that..."That must have been terrible," she said, stealing glances into the shadows.
Christina absentmindedly pulled the towel down slightly, but barely had enough to cover her top half. "Oh, it was. No one bothered me, but I was all by myself, and you don't know what could happen. I have no idea what this town is like."
"Well, you're safe here tonight. Are you done with the bathroom? I need to brush my teeth."
"Oh, sure."
Ann went to the restroom and shut the door for privacy. Her makeup kit was already there, and nothing was missing, which was a good sign. She got out the toothbrush and toothpaste and began brushing.
Christina's damp clothes were hanging on the shower curtain and, well, there was privacy, so Anne examined them idly while brushing. The girl's panties were tiny, a jade green thong that was sheer lace in the front and nearly non-existent behind. Her bra didn't match, being an off-white with sheer lace cups that provided little support. Anne looked at the label. 32B. Her jeans were a Size 2 with an impossibly small waist, her sweater a Medium. It was a nice fine silk blend, soft to the touch.
Anne spat into the sink, rinsed her mouth, and went about her normal cleansing and makeup removal. After finishing, she rinsed, drank a little from cupped hands, and re-entered the main room.
Christina was lying down now, curled up in a fetal position. Her breathing was very deep and regular, the pattern of a person who was deeply and soundly asleep. The poor girl must have been exhausted.
Anne approached quietly, coming from the direction of Christina's head. Her guest was still only wearing the towel, and she had converted it from a garment to an ersatz blanket. It provided scant cover.
Very scant.
As people tend to do when they sleep, she had pulled the towel up toward her shoulders. Her hips were now completely bare, leaving her naked below the waist. Since she was in a fetal position, her top leg provided some cover, and Ann found herself gazing into the area beneath it, at Christina's lower belly. Her belly button was still covered, but lower, much lower, was that a trace of pubic hair? If her leg was positioned an inch lower, the view would be much better.
Crossing by, Anne ensured that Christina was asleep, then furtively glanced again, this time from the direction of Christina's derriere. The girl had a fantastic ass, smooth and small and tight. It was perfectly formed.
And what was that below? Christina's fetal position blocked any type of full-on porn view, but at the same time Anne could see a peek of the girl's vulva, given her slim thighs. She could clearly see the bulge of two labia majora, squeezed and bulging outward, lined with a dusting of honey brown pubic hair.
Anne studied Christina's face. The girl was obviously deeply asleep, and Anne shamefully took advantage of that opportunity. Stepping slightly closer, she studied what she saw.
It wasn't as if she'd never seen another woman's pussy before. She'd been in locker rooms and the occasional oriental sauna. And of course she'd seen her share of pornography online, particularly this past couple of years as her libido and unmet need seemed to grow with every passing day. But those had all been either furtive glances or digital images. She'd never had a chance to study a live pussy in detail.
Tilting her head slightly, her adrenaline flowing, she couldn't help but smile. Not many people got to see such a view. The girl was beautiful, and so was her vulva. Her outer lips looked so large and soft that Anne could imaging them guiding a penis inward, massaging it with their softness. She wondered how they felt, and if her own lower lips could ignite the same passion in a man.
She wanted to see Christina fully naked, to examine her and compare. But the towel and her positioning were cruelly teasing. She couldn't see any breasts at all, and she couldn't see between the girl's cheeks or for that matter most of her pubic area. The positioning simply wasn't right. It was frustrating to get such a forbidden view and then have it be so conveniently obstructed. She desperately wanted Christina to shift, to move her legs, but at the same time she knew that any movement would terrify her that the girl was awakening.
She shook her head. Why was she standing here ogling this young woman? Ann, she thought, you're going crazy. You need a man.
She went to the bed, pulled off the top blanket, and covered the young blonde up. Christina mumbled in her sleep and her expression became one of content. Bending over her, Anne was tempted to offer a good night kiss on the cheek, but settled for a reassuring touch on the shoulder. She was a good person.
****
Christina rolled over onto her knees and grabbed some pillows, piling them onto the middle of the bed. With a sheepish smile, she said shyly, "I love to be taken from behind. Would you do that?"
Anne smiled at the personal disclosure. "Sure. What do you want me to do?"
Christina flopped onto the pillows, so that they supported her midsection. She rested on her knees in back, spread wide, and stretched her arms over her head, offering her perfect ass up to Anne. "Climb onto me," she said. "Reach around and play with my tits and my pussy. I like to pretend that I'm being taken unwillingly."
Anne moved up between Christina's legs and spooned her from above. She sighed contentedly at the warm softness as she settled her weight onto the younger woman. Her large breasts crushed against Christina's slender back, her hips ground up against her ass, and she spread her own legs to further force Christina's legs apart.
"Like this?"
"Ohhhh, yeah. Take me. I want to struggle, but don't let me get away."
Anne reached low with her right hand, around Christina's hip. She found her soft pubic hair, then moved south into the girl's silky folds, locating and fingering her clit. Her left hand came around at chest height, pulling Christina close and gripping one of her long and erect nipples.
Christina whimpered. "Oh, god," she said in a high voice, then tried to bring her legs together. Anne's legs, positioned inside, blocked her, and Anne began finding a rhythm in her frigging. Christina squirmed and bucked, but gently enough that Anne had no problem controlling her. Seeing Christina's exposed neck, she leaned in and bit down. The homeless girl was going to have a hickey tomorrow.
****
It was a long night for Anne. She usually slept naked, and she had developed a nice tradition of masturbating before bed every night. With Christina in the room, both of those were out of the question. She tossed and turned, Christina on her mind and her clit begging for attention.
She lay still and listened, picking up on the blonde girl's deep, regular breathing. What was it about this person that she found so intriguing? She'd never had such obsessive impure thoughts before, at least not about a real person.
Like all women, she had fantasies, and as she moved into her mid-thirties they were growing more adventurous. She'd been married for several years, and she had dated both before and after, so she'd done most of the things with men that women do. Her remaining unfulfilled male fantasies were probably best left in the realm of imagination, particularly since she didn't have any men in her life that she trusted these days.
Her fantasies with women were still completely unmined, though. She wasn't a lesbian, but at the same time she saw the sensuality and sexuality of women with increasing intensity these days. Her favorite fantasies at the moment sometimes involved men, but always involved women. Women touching her, kissing her, licking her, forcing her, seducing her...women teaming with men, women acting on their own, women making her fall in love with them.
Anne thought about Christina on the couch. What would it be like to invite her into the bed, the two of them lying together, warm and naked under the covers, kissing and touching and melding into one? Anne slowly, stealthily pulled down the shorts that she'd worn to bed as makeshift pajamas, along with her underwear, and tossed them out onto the floor. Then it was off with the t-shirt, leaving her scandalously nude with the other woman only a few feet away.
Maybe in the morning she would summon the courage to "accidentally" get out of bed naked in front of Christina. Maybe she would go over the couch and crawl under the blanket. Maybe the two of them would end up 69ing each other, each sighing and moaning as Anne learned from Christina how it was done.
She listened again for the deep, regular breathing, and then snuck a hand down between her legs. In dead silence, a finger began slowly working up and down her slit.
It was a long, slow, exhausting process to cum in complete silence with minimal movement, but the risk added all the more excitement, and afterwards she lay still to listen for sounds from the couch, then fell into a satisfied sleep.
The next morning, when she woke up, Christina was gone. No trace of her, nothing missing, the blanket and towel neatly folded on the couch. She was just gone. Anne rose nude, checked her purse and was relieved to find her wallet and the beautiful portrait intact, then took a photo of the bathroom mirror where "Thank you" and a pair of kissing lips were drawn in lipstick.
She showered and dressed for her day, quelling her disappointment, a disappointment that she didn't quite understand. She had done a good deed for a person in need. That was all it was, right? Yet somehow the hotel room seemed empty, echoing with her loneliness.
She sleepwalked through her sales appointments, and in between them she idly looked up the location of the library and the train station. She had a silent lunch nearby. The cold front was still in force, the air frigid and heavy.
And then five o'clock came, and she decided that perhaps she should visit the library. Her pulse quickened as she pulled into the parking lot. This was insane. Why was she doing this? She would not allow herself to seriously consider the answer to that question.
It took some searching, but Christina was there. Hidden in the back at a small desk, she was hunched over a drawing as Anne approached from behind, wearing her familiar clothes from the night before.
Anne peeked over Christina's shoulder. The girl was drawing a self-portrait, an artful nude. It was as beautiful as Christina was, even if the bare breasts were a bit larger than life. Anne studied them for a moment before crouching down next to Christina and touching her back.
"Oh!" The blonde jumped and started.
"Hello," Anne whispered, offering an uncertain smile.
Christina seemed shocked. "Hi," she said in a quiet library voice, a smile blossoming onto her face.
"How was your day?"
Christina studied Anne, as if unsure of what to expect. "It was good. Really cold again."
"Did you sell any portraits? That one is beautiful."
Christina looked down at the drawing. "I always have trouble with arms," she said. "I did sell two pictures, though. I cleared thirty dollars."
"Can I take a look?"
Christina handed the pad to Anne. The figure's pose was seated on the floor, slightly reclining, one knee up, the other curled around it. Just like last night, Anne's view between her legs was conveniently blocked. The nipples were erect, the areolae small, and Anne wondered how accurate it was. The figure's eyes looked directly into Anne's, a knowing smile on her face.
"You have amazing talent."
"Thank you."
A pause hung in the air while Anne pondered how to move forward. "Can I trade dinner and my hotel room again for this picture?"
"Seriously?"
"I love the picture. And do you still need a room?"
Christina laughed with relief and gave Anne a hug. "You're my guardian angel," she whispered into Anne's ear as they embraced.
****
"Nnnnnnnh!" Christina moaned and squealed as she fought underneath Anne. But Anne had leverage and the resistance was playful, so she easily kept control. Biting on Christina's pale neck, fondling her breasts and nipples as they swayed and bounced, she concentrated mostly on her fingers between the blonde's legs. Christina was so wet and slippery that it was almost hard to rub her with sufficient friction.
But Anne kept it up. Pressing her full breasts into Christina's back, she leaned into her ear, almost touching it with her lips. "Come for me, sweetie," she whispered. "You're so beautiful."
Beneath her, Christina was quivering with pleasure, whimpering as she drew close. Anne forced her legs further apart, thrusting her hips into Christina's firm little ass as she frigged.
"I'm almost there!" the girl said through clenched teeth. But it still took almost five more minutes of dedicated effort before she arched upward. She opened her mouth in a silent scream, spasmed in pleasure for several seconds, and then finally fell hard back to earth. As her body dropped limply into the mattress, Anne reluctantly released her grip on the young woman's breasts and pussy and transitioned into a spooning hug. She lay atop the panting blonde, gently kissing her upturned cheek and ear and jaw.
"That was wonderful," Christina murmured. "That was really your first time doing it?"
"Mmm-hmm." Anne was luxuriating in the warmth and softness of her partner, loving on her with strokes and kisses. God forgive me, she thought to herself, but I think I'm in love.
They lay together for several minutes, at some point pulling the pillows out from underneath so they could lie flat, Christina on her stomach, Anne on Christina, their bodies molding together.
Finally Christina spoke. "Do you want more?"
Anne smiled. She'd come down from her previous orgasm, but as the books and articles said, she was in her sexual peak years. Another one would be welcome. "Are you willing?"
"I love watching you cum. Roll over and lie on your back."
Anne rolled off of Christina and the young girl pounced atop her, kissing her passionately. Her tongue invaded Anne, soft and assertive. Then she began moving down. Throat, breasts, stomach, hips. Anne felt soft fingers spreading her lower lips, and her clit blossomed in sudden pleasure as a soft tongue enveloped it.
She thought back to the days when her marriage was most passionate. Those days were never like this.
****
Anne took Christina to a very nice dinner at a very nice restaurant. It was the type of restaurant that she tended to avoid these days, because they were always full of dating lovers and happily married couples. But tonight she was in the mood for a splurge.



"So how often do you travel for work?" Christina asked as they shared an appetizer.
"Pretty often," Anne answered. "I'm usually gone four or five days a week. I'm home on weekends."
"That must be pretty hard."
"Not really. I kind of like it." Anne sipped her wine.
"Ah. So are you single? Or do you just like to get away from the kids?"
Anne smiled at the joke. "Single. Actually divorced, I guess."
"Oh. I'm sorry to hear that."
Anne shrugged. "It was for the best." Against her will, her mind raced backwards as it always did, trying to trace where it all went wrong. She disappeared inside herself for a moment, then realized that Christina had asked a question.
"What was that?"
"I asked how long you were married."
"Eight years. It was final a little more than a year ago."
"That must have been tough."
Anne swirled her wine gently in the glass, watching the rivulets form and flow. "Yeah. It's been lonely."
"Are you dating yet?"
Anne laughed. "I'm trying to. But it hasn't been very satisfying. When you're 33 and single, most of the available men are jerks."
Christina laughed with her. "Men are jerks." She raised her water glass up and clinked with Anne's wine glass. "Maybe you should give women a try," she giggled.
Her eyes were so beautiful, her lips so full. Anne's thoughts both horrified her and thrilled her. She searched Christina face for a subtext. "Don't tempt me. I haven't had sex in six months."
Christina laughed. Anne swore that she was about to say something else, but the waitress arrived with the entrees at that precise moment.
Once she was gone, Anne turned the talk to Christina.
"So did you ever hear back from your ... uh ... your girlfriend?"
"Erin? No. I think we're done. Even if I heard back from her, we're done."
"I'm sorry to hear that."
Christina wrinkled her nose. "I'm not. I was getting tired of all the drama anyway."
"You seem to be adjusting well."
"I've had some time to think about it. It wasn't going to be a long term thing. And her leaving me here like this makes the breakup easier for me." Christina offered a philosophical smile.
"It was a terrible thing to do," Anne agreed.
They ate and made small talk before Anne couldn't hold off any longer.
"Can I ask you a personal question?"
Christina's eyebrows rose, and she shrugged. "Sure."
"When did you know that you were ... um ... interested women?"
Christina laughed. She looked away for a moment, running a hand through her hair as she thought about her answer. "Y'know, I don't think I actually made that decision."
Anne's quizzical look bade her to continue.
"I've dated guys. I assumed I would always date guys. But Erin came in and swept me off my feet. It was totally unexpected."
"So it was a one-time thing? You'll go back to men?"
Christina chewed over the question. "I'm not looking to get married," she said at long last. "I'll marry a man, I suspect. But I don't think I would close the door on anything in the short term. Erin put me through a lot of bad stuff, but she also opened my eyes to a lot of good stuff."
"Like what?"
Christina stopped cold for a moment, and then a sadness appeared in her eyes. She focused on some distant place, her beautiful mouth melting to sadness. "Just ... passion, I guess. She made everything so exciting. She came in and she overwhelmed me. She wanted me so much that it was intoxicating, and so I wanted her back. I want that more than I want a man, and I don't know if a woman is better at it or if Erin was just an oddity."
"That sounds amazing." This girl was 19, and she'd already experienced what Anne had sought for her entire life.
"It was. Looking back, I don't regret it a bit. Plus, it was like having a best friend that you also –" Christina stopped cold, then glanced around. She leaned in and whispered. "- have sex with. And I have to tell you, the sex was absolutely amazing."
****
It had been five years since someone had eaten Anne's pussy, and it had never been like this.
Christina's tongue danced in her most personal of areas, wrapping itself around her clit, pushing into her folds. Anne lasted only five minutes before she came, writhing and squealing and gasping. Then Christina did it again, patient and persistent as Anne once again climbed the summit. The girl was amazing.
She crawled up Anne's body, molding her slender shape to Anne's curves. Her smile was devilish. "Do you want to try something kinky?" she asked. "Erin would do something to me that would drive me crazy."
It had already been the sexiest night of Anne's life. She had cum three times, and had experimented in ways she'd never thought possible. She looked into Christina's gorgeous, long-lashed eyes.
"Sure," she said.
"Turn over on your stomach and move down to the end of the bed. Put your pussy right on the edge of the corner."
Anne complied, moving down. Her upper body lay on the mattress, but her legs dangled, barely touching the carpeted floor. Her lower body weight crushed her mound onto the corner of the mattress, but it was an erotic and arousing pressure. Christina got off the bed and knelt on the floor, her soft hands pushing open Anne's rear cheeks.
Anne's eyes popped open as the tongue found a new place to explore.
****
Anne was a nervous wreck by the time they got back to the hotel. She knew what she wanted, but it terrified her. Why was she torturing herself like this? She would never have the nerve.
Christina set her backpack on the couch and flopped down beside it. "Thank you for giving me the blanket last night," she said. "I was so sleepy that I don't even remember getting it."
"I thought you would get cold."
"I've been cold for days. Do you mind if I take it again? Will you be warm enough without it?"
"Well, I was thinking," Anne said in measured tones. "It's a king-sized bed. If you're comfortable with it, just sleep with me tonight. There's no need to sleep on the couch."
Christina smiled broadly, and a twinkle flashed in her eye. "I haven't slept in a bed for three nights," she said. "But I should warn you that I don't have anything to wear. Are you comfortable with a naked girl in your bed?"
Anne swallowed hard. "Actually, that's how I prefer to sleep too if you don't mind."
The blonde girl processed the information and grinned. "Perfect. We'll match!"
Anne was ready for something new in her life. She wanted adventure. She wanted passion. She wanted to do something so daring, so out of character, that it would jolt her out of her rut. And yet she couldn't ask. She wanted Christina to give her a sign, to make the first move. She didn't want to chase a poor innocent girl out into the street by making an unwanted advance.
"Do you mind if I shower again?" Christina asked. "It's time to rinse the undies."
"No, go ahead."
Anne set her work papers on the desk as Christina headed into the bathroom. Once again, she left the door open and Anne could hear the rustle of clothing being removed. The water turned on.
Anne imagined the slender blonde's stripping down, bending over to remove her panties, her small breasts dangling and swaying. She wanted the passion that Christina had felt. She wanted to be with someone. But that's not what she was. She was a guardian angel. Her job was to protect Christina on a cold winter night. Anne sighed.
Christina's art pad was on the coffee table next to the couch. Anne looked toward the bathroom, then idly picked it up. She loved the girl's work, and now had a nude of Christina to go along with the nude of herself. She wanted to see it again, study it, because that was the closest she would ever come.
She flipped it open to the back, and smiled at the drawing. Christina was gorgeous, and the expression on her drawn face was a beautiful and sultry come-hither look. Maybe when this was all over, Anne would masturbate to that portrait.
She turned the pad back a page. What else had Christina been working on?
She froze, her eyes like saucers.
The drawing, like all the others, was beautifully rendered. Christina was on her back, her legs wrapped around Anne's waist, her wrists tied to the bed frame. Once again, she made Anne look beautiful as they consummated the kiss. Anne studied every aspect of the drawing; the romance of the lips against each other, the eroticism of breasts pressed together, the symbolism of the bound wrists.
Anne stood up and unbuttoned her blouse.
Christina was rinsing herself when Anne entered the bathroom. Anne caught Christina's eye, and the blonde's eyes widened as she gazed upon the older brunette's nude curves. Anne's memory flashed an image that she would hold the rest of her life, Christina's nude slim body, water flowing down, pert pink nipples on slick, shiny breasts, a neatly trimmed strip of honey pubic hair.
The two women drank each other in. Anne's heart was beating like a hummingbird. "Would you like to perhaps explore a new friendship?" she asked hesitantly.
Christina smiled broadly, her eyes bright. She nodded, tucking her wet hair back behind her ears and placing herself on full frontal display. She curled a beckoning finger.
Anne moved forward and opened the shower door. Stepping in, she forced the blonde up against the wall, trapping her wrists above her head. With the warm water flowing upon them, the two women kissed long and sensuously, their slick bodies rubbing against each other.
****
Anne slowly awakened, responding to the muted light of a cold winter morning. She was warm and comfortable, nestled up and spooning Christina's naked body. She sighed and pulled the girl closer, touching as much of her as she could, burying her face in the honey blonde hair before ever so lightly kissing the slender neck below. Her top hand wandered, tracing the length of the thigh, the curve of the hip, the flatness of the stomach. Slowly, carefully, she moved up to Christina's heart.
The blonde shifted slightly, beginning to awaken. She hummed contentedly, then pulled Anne's hand to her mouth and kissed it.
Anne's heart bloomed. It felt so good to come in from the cold.
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"Oh, look."
Sondra's eyes were on the cute top in the Forever 21 window, but she accommodated Janey with a turn of the head. "What?"
"That new store. Look."
Sondra followed her friend's gaze down the hallway of the mall and her blue-gray eyes widened. "Oh, wow. Seriously?"
"I can't believe it. We got one!" Janey giggled.
"That's amazing!"
"Let's go look."
Sondra's heart skipped a beat. "No! What if someone sees us?"
"We're in a mall. And it's legal now. Come on!"
Janey strode off towards her destination, her curly dark hair and tiny derriere bouncing with every step. Sondra wrestled with the decision for only a moment. "Wait for me!"
Sixty seconds later, the two young women stood at their destination, studying the window.
"You can't really tell what they do from the outside, can you?" Janey noted.
"No." Sondra studied the tableau in front of her. Unlike most mall stores, this one had no huge glass windows, only a blacked-out door and a big photographic sign showing a crowd of life-sized women. There were women in doctor's coats, women in business suits, women in running shorts, even a pregnant women, standing confidently together and looking out at passersby with polite but mysterious smiles. The only hint of what happened inside was the name and logo emblazoned above the store: The Inner Haven.
The Inner Haven had quickly achieved social icon status. Since the Supreme Court had ruled that prostitution didn't exist if the acts were performed by machines, an entire industry of legal sex stores had suddenly blossomed into existence. Most serviced men, of course, but a few catered to women, and the upscale Inner Haven was the unquestioned leader. It supposedly had a well-designed business model, and had gone so mainstream that branches were showing up in malls - not without controversy, but showing up nonetheless.
Sondra and Janey stood for several moments without speaking, each knowing the implications of the store's presence.
Janey broke the silence. "You know what we promised."
Sondra nodded and gulped. "We promised that we would visit if we saw one." She glanced sidelong at the mall's passersby, cringing at their knowing smiles.
Janey flashed her infectious grin. She was a petite bundle of energy whose joie de vivre knew few limits, and she was Sondra's best friend in the world. She said nothing, but tilted her head quizzically and arched her eyebrows.
Sondra suddenly had a rock in the pit of her stomach. Whereas Janey was naturally bold, Sondra was the opposite. Nearly every exhilarating thing she'd ever done in her life was the result of being dragged forward by Janey, and nearly every disaster had the same genesis. "I don't know," she laughed nervously.
"You know you want it," Janey teasingly admonished. "We've talked about it."
They had indeed talked about it. Every woman in America had talked about it. The Inner Haven was a national phenomenon that was sweeping the country. But at the same time, it seemed so wrong, so brazen. It was at the mall, for crying out loud!
Sondra knew that she would give in, because the truth was that she did want it. She was grateful to always have Janey to pull her forward. But a good girl had to be hesitant. A good girl had to be convinced.
Right?
"Come onnnnnnnn." Her roommate danced in frustration and playfully stamped a foot. She was adorable in so many ways, but when she pouted it always made Sondra laugh. Sondra could never pull off such an act with her figure, but it worked for Janey with her cute face and Peter Pan build.
The two women were opposites in so many ways that their friendship seemed incongruous. But they had met in kindergarten and had been running in lockstep ever since. Over the next twenty years, Janey had grown in personality and panache, but not so much in stature, standing only a shade over five feet. Her figure was defined by perky little A cup breasts and the informal Best Ass award as decided by the senior boys back in high school.
Sondra had gone the other direction, quiet and shy, but with voluptuous long red hair and a figure that spoke for itself. To her embarrassment, she had received the informal "Best Tits" award from those same senior boys, leading the girls to be nicknamed "T & A" for much of their senior year in high school.
Sondra looked up at the sign, then scanned the faces of the women in the advertising mural. It was mainstream, right? Doctors did it, lawyers did it, even soccer moms did it. The ads wouldn't lie.
She grinned shyly and bit her lower lip, her toes curling inside her ballet flats. "You really want to do this?"
Janey practically leapt toward the door.
****
"Welcome." The woman at the reception desk was an imperturbable and worldly looking blonde in her thirties, impeccable in makeup and fashion. "Have you visited The Inner Haven before?"
Sondra and Janey both shyly shook their heads. Looking around, Sondra saw nothing different than one would see in an upscale spa lobby. There were healthy plants, a water bubbler, and nice wood trim everywhere. A single door led back from the waiting area, presumably to where the services were provided. The only oddity was the photos on the wall, which were all head shots of attractive women experiencing bliss of an obvious kind. The pictures were reassuring while at the same time making Sondra's pulse accelerate.
"Okay, no problem. Here's how it works." The woman had obviously done this routine before. She blithely handed them each a brochure and a clipboard. "You can decide on the specific services you want from our wide list of options. This brochure describes them in detail. Have a seat and read through them, and you just check the ones you want on this form and bring it back to me. Once you do that, we'll get you in the queue. And don't be shy; we have customers who select anything and everything on the menu. We're here to give you a great experience."
The two young women took their clipboards and brochures and turned toward the seating area. Several women were already waiting there, displaying a variety of ages and appearances.
"I can't believe we're here," Sondra giggled conspiratorially. Janey concurred with a wide grin and offered a reassuring squeeze on Sondra's forearm.
Sondra found a comfortable chair and sank into its soft cushions. Her eyes widened immediately as she scanned down the menu. At the bottom, it had some basic choices such as 20 minutes with a vibrator for only $12, and a "Vibrator Ride" for $25, whatever that meant. At the top were full-day packages that seemed to combine services, and were quite expensive. There were animated illustrations throughout of faceless feminine figures in different positions.
And in the middle. Oh, boy. Sondra felt herself blushing just looking at the list.
Janey had fewer inhibitions. She was sex-obsessed anyway, and this was undoubtedly revving her up even more. "What are you going to do?" she asked, in a tone that was only slightly hushed.
"I don't know. Why are you asking me?"
"I want ideas. There's so much stuff here."
A woman across from them glanced up from her magazine, then back down as she tried to suppress a smile. Sondra blushed again, shifting uncomfortably in her seat. Janey continued unabated. "I really want to try this," she said, pointing at a spot on Sondra's brochure. "What do you think?"
Janey's finger was on the "Slingtastic" option. It showed a drawn feminine figure reclining in what looked like a hanging chair, her legs splayed wide as a machine with a dildo sat positioned between her legs.
Sondra tried to respond, but wasn't sure what to say. It looked quite exciting, but then again so did everything. She could feel her excitement building, both physically and psychically.
"Oh, wow! Look at that!" Janey pointed again. "Do that one with me!"
Sondra and Janey talked about everything. Janey's boyfriend had been hounding her about trying anal sex, and she was concerned due to the size mismatch, Jason being nearly a foot taller. The diagram that Janey was pointing at showed a female figure bent at the waist, lying over a short bench, as a horizontally oriented dildo machine posed behind her, two dildos at the ready.
"I don't know. A machine?"
"Let's both do it. We can compare notes afterward."
The woman across from them almost laughed aloud, eyes still buried in her magazine but alight with mischievous amusement.
At that moment, a customer came from the back, exiting under escort from a spa employee. The woman looked to be in her late forties, classy in dress and demeanor. She had a pleasant, curvy figure and wavy brunette hair down to her shoulders. She had the flushed look and slightly damp hair of someone who had just worked out and showered.
The receptionist smiled. "How was your session, Mrs. Bradley?"
"Oh, it was divine, Brooke. The best one yet."
"Did you end up trying the nipple clamps?"
"Yes. They were wonderful. You were right. I loved how they pulled! It was just the right amount of pressure."
"Oh, yeah. I pretty much have to have them nowadays."
Janey and Sondra locked eyes in wonderment. These women were so open, so casual. Sondra's heart pounded as she began fully realizing that this was real.
She tried to read each menu option, but her eye kept coming back to one item in particular. The "Tie and Tease" showed a drawn female figure on her elbows and knees. She was on a raised platform, her waist locked into a large frame that separated her front half from her rear, and her forearms, wrists, calves, and ankles were held fast to the platform by thick leather sheaves. Underneath, between her knees, a feather rose from the platform she was on, rising toward her vulva while another piece of machinery pressed up against her from the rear. The description said, "Held in place and unable to escape, you will be mercilessly teased in increasing cycles as your heat rises Our patented machines will ensure you an hour of blessed torment culminating in a mindblowing grand finale...or not. Great for the woman with submissive or masochistic fantasies."
She squirmed in her seat, feeling herself heating up at the very thought. She enjoyed being taken, and routinely masturbated to fantasies about being tied up in a dungeon or being inspected in a slave auction. She loved it when her boyfriends pinned her down and forced her to enjoy sex, which rarely happened in this dual-edged era of equality and enlightenment.
Her pen wavered over the description. $125 for an hour. She absentmindedly chewed a thumbnail as she weighed the cost against her desires. The Vibrator Ride was a lot cheaper and less risky.
"Have you seen this one?" she whispered, gesturing to Janey.
Janey nodded enthusiastically. "That looks great. But I think I'm going to try this one. I just noticed that you can combine this - " she pointed at the Slingtastic, " - with this." She pointed at a feature called, "Personal Growth", which featured a 'dildo machine' that promised to automatically provide larger and thicker dildos as the session went on. Given Janey's small size, Sondra was surprised that she would pick that - the largest dildo was huge.
"You saw the maximum size on that, right?"
"Yeah."
Sondra couldn't help but smile. Her friend was indeed adventurous.
The two young women locked eyes. With a mischievous grin, Janey said, "Pick one and let's go! I can't wait!"
As Sondra stood, the woman across from them looked up. "You'll love it," she said to Janey in a motherly tone. "I do that one all the time."
****
The girls made their way to the front desk, where Brooke The Worldly Blonde awaited. . "Hmm, okay," she said. "Let's see what we've got."
She took their forms and examined them, then began typing into the screen, starting with Janey's name and contact info. "You're doing the Slingtastic with the Personal Growth option. That's a nice one. Now, a lot of women will also get the Double Down Under option with that. Did you see that?"
"No, what's that?"
The receptionist flipped through the brochure. "It's the Double Down Under option because you do it with two dildos, one vaginal and one anal. The standard anal is three inches shorter and roughly half the width at each stage, unless you want to supersize. It's only $15 more."
Janey stared wide-eyed at Sondra, her beautiful brown eyes mixed with wonder and fear. Her smooth brow furrowed, she hesitated, and then finally smiled wickedly and nodded. That girl was crazy, Sondra thought. She felt her own sphincter pucker just thinking about it.
"Okay, that's a 45 minute session. We'll be able to take you shortly. And now for you." The woman perused Sondra's intake form. "Oh, a one-hour bondage session. Very nice."
Sondra felt her face flush red. Nobody knew her fantasies, nobody at all other than a few vague bar discussions with Janey over the years. Yet now this woman was discussing them openly in a lobby. She girded her courage. "Yes, please," she said quietly.
"Okay, with the bondage sessions we have to have a spotter. Since you're restrained, a woman will stay in the room with you to be sure that you don't have any problems. Is that okay?"
"In the room?" Sondra was horrified at the thought, though secretly intrigued. "Uh - I - uh ..."
"Your partner here can also do it," the woman added. "It's $25 cheaper, and if you're in the same room anyway ..."
"Oh, we're not partners," Sondra blurted. "We're just friends."
"I'll do it!" Janey said almost at the same instant.
Brooke The Worldly Blonde sat motionless, waiting for a decision. Her eyes shifted noncommittally from Sondra to Janey and back.
"The same room?" Sondra questioned, looking at Janey. "Really?"
"We can do it. It'll save you $25."
Sondra stared at her friend in disbelief. They were roommates now and had been friends forever. They'd seen each other naked, of course, but only in passing. And they had even slept in the same bed back at slumber parties back in their younger days. But there'd never been anything like this.
"Okay," she said. She tried to suppress her smile.
They handed over their credit cards and waited for the paperwork, then went back to their comfortable chairs in the lobby. Sondra's mind was racing, her pulse pounding. She was really going to do this! And on top of that, she was going to be naked in the room with Janey. Cute, adorable Janey.
Their relationship had always had an extra layer, at least in Sondra's mind. They were friends back before they even knew what sex was, and they had learned about it together. Not really together, but ... together. They had gossiped about boys and critiqued each other's boobs and talked in delighted horror about their pubic hair. They had innocently slept in the same teenage bed, showered together, and played all kinds of sexy dressup. They were both interested in boys, and then men, and each had heard the other through the walls absorbing male suitors. But underneath it all, at the foundation of their friendship and also perhaps its culmination, they had the kind of loving and playful relationship that couples did.
Everything except the sex, that is, and it had come close even at that. They had snuggled under the covers on cold nights, even practiced kissing on each other back in the beginning, but every time they stopped short to giggles and Sondra's secret frustration. In fact, Janey's teasing was perhaps what had created Sondra's fetish about being tied and teased. Her constant proximity and unceasing denial had become almost an obsession in Sondra's fantasies.
Sondra studied her longtime friend. It was so complicated. Sondra wasn't attracted to women. But she was attracted to Janey. Everything she sought with a man was what she had with Janey. And the only unique thing she could get from the men was sex, which was the only thing she was missing with Janey.
Not that she wanted sex with Janey.
Not really.
Not exactly.
Sondra sighed.
They sat for another ten minutes before an attendant opened the inner door. She was an attractive woman, olive-skinned and dark-eyed in the manner of a Greek or Italian. Her white coat and polished demeanor inspired confidence. "Janey and Sondra?" she asked, scanning the room.
"Here!" Janey said. She and Sondra leapt to their feet.
****
Behind the door was a long hallway. The Mediterranean woman stopped and shook hands once they were inside. "I'm Gabrielle," she said, smiling politely. "I'll be setting you up today."
She led them back, chatting politely, then motioned them into a room. It was quite small, perhaps 8 feet by nine feet, and Sondra stopped cold at the entrance. Inside was a bondage table exactly like the one in the brochure, and a hanging sling like the one Janey had liked. This was really going to happen.
"You can remove your clothing now and put it in the lockers over there. You won't leave this room, so you don't need to wear anything. Just get naked. I'll give you a moment to undress and then I'll come back in and get you set up."
She smiled and stepped out, shutting the door. Sondra and Janey looked at each other with embarrassed smiles.
"I guess this is it?" Sondra asked.
"I guess so. Don't make fun of me," Janey cautioned. "I get excited easily."
Sondra laughed. Their bedrooms were right next door. She'd known for several years that her friend was oversexed. She could hear the buzzing through the wall when there wasn't a guy over, and she could hear the choreography when one was. Not to mention that Janey went through D-cell batteries like they were Oreos. "We'll both promise not to laugh," she replied.
The two women began removing their clothes, the silence in the room awkward. First the shoes, then the tops, then the skirts and underwear. Within moments, they were both nude. Sondra crossed her arms over her large breasts self-consciously. She felt a little guilty having such prominent curves when Janey was built so small, but at the same time she openly envied Janey's tiny hips and derriere. A man's penis would look goliath as it glided in, and Janey had no shortage of suitors.
She snuck a peek as her friend put the last of her clothes in the locker. Janey's breasts were small but well shaped, topped with small dark areolae. Her hips were perfect, her mound shaved to perfection. Sondra had seen it all before, of course; Janey had either a strong exhibitionist streak or little modesty, as she had no hesitation to walk through the apartment naked if she needed something out of the dryer. But today was going to be different. She wasn't sure if she was more excited about her own upcoming experience or watching Janey.
There was a knock on the door, and Gabrielle swiftly opened it and walked in. Out of instinct, both Sondra and Janey tried to cover themselves with their hands, and Gabrielle laughed, her dark eyes bright. "Don't worry about that," she said. "I'm going to see a lot more of you!" She checked her forms. "Sondra, we'll set you up first since your session is longer. Up on the table!" She patted the platform. "Get on your elbows and knees, and position your waist over this frame."
Self-consciously, Sondra stepped to the frame and clambered aboard. Settling onto her knees, she leaned forward to all fours, resting on her elbows and enjoying the swaying of her breasts. Gabrielle ran a hand along her back from shoulder to rump, gentle and soft and appraising. Even as Sondra jumped, it felt divine.
The frame at her waist was the bottom half of an ellipse, and Gabrielle cranked a foot pedal until it rose comfortably against Sondra's stomach. Then, reaching under the table, she rotated up the top half of the frame on a hinge, over Sondra's back and down. This top half of the ellipse locked into place and Gabrielle made some adjustments to tighten it. The opening was now too small to slide through for either Sondra's hips or her ribs, effectively trapping her in place.



"You'll like this," Gabrielle said matter of factly. "It keeps you from moving towards or away from the teasers. Now, spread a little wider, please." She tapped the insides of Sondra's thighs, and once her knees were spread sufficiently wide, she pulled leather sheaves up and over Sondra's calves from ankle to knee, buckling down their straps and immobilizing her legs. Other than wiggling her toes and rolling her ankles, Sondra was now completely trapped from the waist down. It was a simple but very effective bondage setup.
"Would you like to help do her arms?" she asked Janey.
"Sure!"
One woman on each side, they pulled Sondra's arms to shoulder width, still resting on her elbows. Then the leather sheaves were pulled up and over them, pinning her forearms to the table from wrist to elbow. Sondra got a good look at Janey's breasts, which were more or less at eye level in this position. The nipples were slightly thicker than she would expect, the areolae almost a dark brown in contrast to Sondra's own very pale pink. The areolae were small like the rest of her friend, only slightly larger than a bottle cap. Sondra preferred her own large ones, but was nonetheless fascinated by this close-up view.
"You have nice long hair," Gabrielle mentioned, running a hand through Sondra's coppery locks. "Some women like to have their head tied up by their hair, and some like to rest in a chin cup. You don't want to leave your head free because it'll get hard on your neck. Which would you prefer?"
Sondra was aware of Gabrielle's hand resting in the small of her back, and of Janey's bare breasts perched oh so close. She tested her bonds, and was more or less completely held motionless. "What's the chin cup?" she asked.
"Let me show you," Gabrielle said. "I think it's the best way to go if this is your first time." She reached under the table and pulled out a foot-long metal rod, atop which was a curved and u-shaped pad. She slipped the rod vertically into a small hole on the platform beneath Sondra's head, then positioned so that Sondra's chin fit into the u. It propped her head up so that she faced directly ahead, but allowed her to rest her neck. The ends of the u hugged her cheeks, keeping her in place.
"Oh, yeah. This is really comfortable," she said.
"Good! Now let's get you hooked up. We'll start with your nipples."
"My nipples?" Other than her fingers, toes, and ankles, Sondra could not move at all now. She tried to squirm to little effect.
"We put these small vacuum suction devices on them," Gabrielle explained. Stepping to the front where Sondra could see her, she held up two hoses that had small concave cups on the end. "They'll vary in suction and pressure over the course of a session. Do you have naturally erect nipples?"
Suddenly Gabrielle's fingers were reaching under Sondra, fingers gripping and tweaking her nipples. Sondra squeaked in surprise and protest while Janey laughed nervously. She saw her best friend tilt her head slightly down to peep.
"Um, nope," Gabrielle diagnosed. "Naturally soft. Let me work them for a minute or two."
Sondra loved breast play, and her nipples were sensitive. Pleasure flowed from her nubs toward her pussy and her brain as the attractive attendant played with her nipples, pinching and twisting and squeezing. Rolling her eyes to the right, Sondra saw Janey watching intently, her eyes bright with interest.
Gabrielle was relentless, kneading and squeezing as Sondra gasped, unable to resist or evade at all. "Okay," the attendant said at last. "I think you're ready." Squeezing lubricant from a tube, she rubbed it onto Sondra's now-hard nipples. "Would you like to put them on?" she asked, looking toward Janey.
Sondra realized that Gabrielle assumed that they were lovers, but before she could explain, Janey already had the hoses in her hand. "Just reach under here and grip her nipple," Gabrielle said, and then I press this foot pedal to start the suction. I'll start it out light, just strong enough to stay affixed." Sondra couldn't help but moan as four soft hands began exploring her dangling breasts. She didn't mind Janey helping out, not at all.
With a slight hiss, she suddenly felt pressure on her right nipple, and a slight but persistent suction pulled it away from her flesh. She tried to shake it away, but it only made her breasts sway, which amplified the pleasantly uncomfortable situation. It felt as if a man's lips were sucking on them. A moment later, the same situation hit her left breast.
"Nice?" Gabrielle asked. Leaning down, she looked Sondra in the eyes, her warm hands stroking and cradling Sondra's hanging breasts.
"Oh, god. It's fantastic." Sondra couldn't believe this was happening. A stranger was touching her breasts, hooking up this fantastic machine to them, and Janey was standing right there naked, her bald pussy clearly visible within Sondra's peripheral vision. She couldn't help but notice that Janey had mild outer lips and prominent, front-facing inner ones, offering more of a view than one normally expected from this angle.
"Now we'll set up the back," Gabrielle said. She and Janey moved back, out of Sondra's limited range of vision. Her chin resting on the stand, she could only look straight ahead, and her eyes darted left and right as the milking devices hung down, stretching her breasts slightly with pleasant pressure.
Suddenly a hand was directly on her labia, fingers stroking them and spreading them. Sondra yelped and bucked, but was unable to move. Was Gabrielle supposed to be touching her there? The law required only contact by machines, right?
"You're pretty well lubricated naturally," Gabrielle explained matter of factly. "I'll give you a little more, but you don't need much. I'll still lube up the dildo just to be safe, and of course, we'll have to lubricate your anus."
Her anus? Sondra gulped.
Her voice lower, Gabrielle spoke to Janey. "Do you want to spread her for me, or would you like me to spread and you can apply the lubricant?"
Sondra's eyes widened, and she listened for an answer but missed it. Instead, two soft hands grasped her butt cheeks and pulled them gently apart, exposing her anus. Suddenly something cold hit touched right upon her opening.
"Oh, god!" she gasped. Her muscles flexed and fought against her bonds, but she had no chance of escape or even movement. "Oh! Oh!" Fingers swirled around her opening, then pushed inside her most personal chamber. Were they Janey's or Gabrielle's? The framework practically shook with her struggles. It was just like being a slave girl on forced display.
Slicked fingers twisted and massaged her rectum, softly but firmly. Slippery fingers stroked her labia, then her clit, before pushing inside her pussy as well. Sondra struggled mightily, more from instinct than a desire to escape. She felt almost like she could cum quickly, and was turned on beyond anything she expected.
Something hard pressed gently against the rim of her vagina, then something else did the same with her anal bud, just close enough to touch without applying pressure. Were they dildos? She couldn't quite tell.
Fingers ran up through her trimmed rectangle of pubic hair. "This is short enough that we don't need to do any trimming." Sondra groaned in pleasured protest and tried to press herself back against the devices, but to no avail. Her situation was cruelly teasing.
Gabrielle and Janey stepped back into Sondra's field of vision, and Gabrielle explained a number of foot pedals to Janey that were below Sondra's field of vision. "These are quick releases if she gets into trouble. Press this one to turn off the breast stimulator, this one for the clitoris, this one for the vagina, and this one for the anus. They're all labeled. All you have to do is press it and it'll shut down. Got it?"
"Got it," Janey said. At this height Sondra could only stare into the bustlines of the two women, one clothed, one bare. She felt her anus flexing involuntarily at the unfamiliar contact still pressing lightly up against her.
"Now let's get you set up," Gabrielle said to Janey. "Your situation will be easier, and you have a 45 minute session. Let me help you climb up into the sling."
From her vantage point, Sondra was staring straight into the sling, which was positioned about three feet away. After some laughing and maneuvering, not unlike climbing into a hammock, Gabrielle got Janey up and into it, her lower back supported by a canvas sling and her legs pulled wide into two canvas stirrups. Her rump hung almost free. She lay back against a mesh of straps and was able to grab a bar over her head and behind her to complete the position.
"Let me go get the Double Down device," Gabrielle said, and stepped away.
From her higher position, Janey smiled down at Sondra. She was spread completely open, legs apart, bald pussy at eye height to Sondra and in direct sight. It was beautiful, small and tight with inner lips that blossomed delicately from a slit of an opening. Her outer lips were almost non-existent, just a mild bulge of softness framing her opening, and her clit was prominent. Sondra had seen Janey naked many times, but never anywhere close to this brazen display.
A machine rolled up from behind Sondra, guided by Gabrielle. It was about three feet tall and looked heavy. Pointed out and slightly up, extending from thick metal rods, were two dildos, black and menacing and oddly shiny. The first was roughly six inches long and more than an inch thick, and the second was smaller, perhaps four inches and relatively slender. The device was low enough that it didn't block Sondra's view as Gabrielle positioned it between Janey's outspread legs.
Gabrielle motioned to the dildos. "These are high tech and inflatable," she explained. "You'll go six minutes with the base vaginal dildo alone, then get a minute to rest. It'll then inflate to the next larger size, and then you'll get seven minutes of both it and the base anal dildo. Another minute to rest and then they'll both inflate up. Then you get eight minutes, another one minute of rest and inflation, and so on. You'll end with about eleven minutes at the top size. Once I turn it on, they'll start thrusting and vibrating - faster for the vagina and a slow pace for the anal probe, and then each cycle will give you a little increase in speed and power."
Janey was gazing at the two dildos with a mixture of excitement and fright. Sondra could see why; even at its current size the dildo looked large compared to her small openings. "How big is it at the end?"
"At the end you'll be taking almost 9 inches vaginally and 7.5 inches anally. The vaginal dildo will be 2.5 inches wide and the anal dildo will be 1.5 inches. That's the standard, but I can adjust it up or down if you want."
Janey swallowed hard. "No, that's fine."
Gabrielle knelt down, looking straight into Janey's exposed pussy and anus. "It looks like you're naturally lubricating too," she said, "but I'll add some just in case. As Sondra watched, she took a tube of lubricant from the pocket of her smock, squeezed it onto her fingers, and then began a slow massage of Janey's pussy.
Even though Janey could see it coming, Sondra could tell that she was shocked by the intimate contact, letting out a gasp and a short squeal of surprise. Her mouth dropped open and her eyes bulged as the attendant languorously ran her fingers up and down Janey's inner lips, occasionally forking to stroke her outer lips as well. Sondra could see Janey's toes curling, the muscles in her slender thighs flexing, as she absorbed the attention, staring down at her crotch and the fingers that massaged it. Janey's eyebrows creased with wonder and worry as the fingers slid inside her.
Sondra tried to rub against the unknown devices that touched her own personal regions. It was so arousing to see Janey like this. But she couldn't move.
"And now down a little further," Gabrielle said. She smiled knowingly as she put another glob of lubricant on her fingertips, this time moving down to Janey's tiny pink rosebud.
"Oh! Oh, gosh! Oh!"
"We have to be sure that you're all nice and lubed."
Janey practically levitated out of the sling as a finger slipped inside her rectum. There was a full minute of squirming as Gabrielle invaded Janey's anus, twisting and probing with her finger. Given the look on her face, Sondra wondered if perhaps Janey was having second thoughts about selecting the anal option.
Finally Gabrielle sat back, assessing Janey's once-private areas. She ran a hand across the girl's fulcrum, anus to vulva and up to her small, bare pubic mound. "I think you're ready," she declared. The next few minutes involved some maneuvering of the device and the dildos, but eventually Gabrielle got it all lined up. She hung a small cord in the sling where Janey could easily reach it. "If you have to stop, just push this button. Are you ready to go?"
Janey nodded, staring with excited trepidation down at the double-headed device positioned at the edge of her openings.
"And we're off!" Gabrielle hit a switch and the machine came to life. The top dildo, the larger one, pushed into Janey slowly but inexorably, then began building a rhythm. Janey squealed with delight as it began a rhythmic pounding of her pussy. It was large enough that Janey's soft outer lips were stretched a bit, gripping the device as it thrust in and out. The petite brunette threw her head back in immediate pleasure.
"And now you." Gabrielle stepped back over the Sondra and pressed down on the foot pedals. Sondra gasped as several pieces of machinery came to life. The cups on her nipples began a slow sucking, but her attention was particularly drawn between her legs, where some unseen dildo slowly, very slowly, entered her vagina.
"Oh!" she breathed. "That's amazing."
Gabrielle laughed and cocked her head toward a clock on the wall. "Let's hear what you have to say 59 minutes from now," she said. "The four devices will alternate and turning off and on, and they'll randomly vary in intensity," she said. "There are temperature and fluid sensors that will make adjustments to keep you on the edge for the next hour." She walked toward the door, giving Sondra a playful slap on the ass. "I'll be back. Enjoy your visit!"
****
And with that, she was gone. Sondra was enjoying the feeling of being filled, and the devices on her nipples were oddly pleasurable.
"Nnnnh!" Janey moaned. Making eye contact with Sondra, she smiled even through her veil of concentration as the dildo smoothly thrust in and out. "This is fantastic. How are you doing?"
"I'm okay," Sondra tried to move slightly, to slide back further, but it was hopeless. Unlike Janey's deep and fast device, Sondra's was excruciatingly slow, moving into her very slowly and barely vibrating. It was heating Sondra up, but not nearly enough to put her over the edge any time soon.
She distracted herself by concentrating on Janey. The small brunette now had both hands on her breasts, lightly caressing them and kneading her nipples. Her hips were small and smoothly curved, her skin a gorgeous natural tan. The dildo was pumping in a smooth rhythm, producing small shudders in her friend's body as it hit its maximum depth each round.
For several minutes each woman withdrew into her own world, Janey being relentlessly machine-pumped and Sondra receiving a slow vibrating penetration. Her nipples were being sucked harder now, almost hard enough to blur the distinction between pleasure and pain.
Suddenly the dildo in Sondra's vagina stopped. She frowned as it neither pushed forward nor vibrated. Then suddenly she felt a light touch on her clit, barely more than a tickle. Unable to move, she pondered the implications as something danced lightly over her most sensitive spot. Her pussy was still pleasantly stretched by the motionless dildo. "Hmm," she grunted thoughtfully.
Janey's eyes popped open. She was still playing with her nipples. She looked at Sondra. "What is it?"
Sondra tried to push downward, but couldn't. "Nothing," she said. "Just a different sensation starting."
"Oh."
"How are you feeling?" Sondra could look straight into Janey's pussy. It was slick and wet, and being invaded in a nice rhythm.
"It's really good," Janey said breathily.
For another two minutes the room was silent other than faint moans and gasps and the quiet movement of high-tech machinery.
Then Janey's machine stopped. She moaned in frustration as the dildo withdrew. "Oh, damn," she muttered. "I was getting close." Her fingers slipped down between her legs.
Mesmerized, Sondra watched her friend fondle and flick her clit. She didn't think Janey should be doing it, not with so much time left, but she wasn't going to say anything, not with this view. With the device playing with her own clit, she too moaned in frustration.
"I - oh!" Suddenly the device against her anus had sprung to life, beginning to vibrate and very slowly advance against the resistance of her sphincter.
"What's happening?" Janey asked, unashamedly masturbating herself. "You look like you're weirded out."
Her mouth gaping, Sondra could only nod. "Something's going in me," she gasped. "In the back."
"In the back?" Janey's mouth curled up into a grin.
Sondra girded her courage. "Yeah." Whatever it was, it felt like it was inside her now, shallow but still inside, stretching her anal ring pleasurably. She pulled fruitlessly against the leather sheaves holding her down. "It's pushing into me."
"Good or bad?"
"Kinda good."
Janey's dildo caught Sondra's eye. Still caught up in her own experience, she stared unbelievably at it. It was still slick and shiny with Janey's fluids, but it was expanding. The slick material was pushing outward as the chamber inside it inflated, growing both longer and thicker.
"Uh, Janey, are you seeing that?"
"Yeah." Janey sounded a little hesitant. "What's that coming out of the top?"
"It looks like little fins. Or brushes or something."
Both women knew what it meant. Small soft spikes were growing out the top of the dildo. On every stroke they were going to rub across Janey's clit. Sondra, growing more aroused by the minute, was a bit envious.
The machine pushed into her friend. Janey mewed with pleasure as the feathery fins flowed across her surprisingly large and slick clit. "That's fantastic," she breathed.
And then the second dildo moved, the one that was underneath.
It hadn't yet done anything, but now it too moved forward. Sondra watched in amazement as its tip pressed against Janey's anus. The small woman froze. "Oh, god. What's it doing?"
Sondra involuntarily smiled, a wicked and voyeuristic smile.
"I don't know if I can do this. I don't - oh! Aaaah!" Suddenly the tip of the smaller dildo disappeared inside Janey. Her toes curled and flexed, and she instinctively positioned her legs higher to allow an easier entry.
Sondra's clit tickling stopped, and the pressure on her nipples let up. Now, without warning, the device inside her vagina was moving again, slowly rubbing in and out, up and down. Her anal dildo was doing the same thing, and suddenly she could empathize with Janey.
For the next several minutes, both women grunted and gasped as they were dually penetrated, Janey's machines running more vigorously and Sondra's more leisurely. Janey lasted only a short time before her petite hips began undulating. She shivered, and Sondra saw the tendons in her thighs tighten up. Janey's breathing was getting faster and shallower, her nipples long and hard.
"I think this is it," she breathed. "This is fantastic."
Sondra tried to enhance her own stimulation, but was hopelessly stuck. The devices felt fantastic, but they were so slow, so deliberate! She was highly aroused and ascending intensity, but not to the point of orgasm.



Janey, however, was, and Sondra had a front row seat. Janey's back arched and suddenly her hand was again between her legs, frigging herself furiously while both of her bottom orifices were being pistoned. "Nnnnnnh! Ohhhh!" With a mighty thrust, her hips bucked upward once, twice, three times.
Sondra had never seen a woman orgasm before. It was interesting to see how strong the reaction was, as Janey bucked and rocked her hips. The machines didn't care and kept up their rhythm, and suddenly it was over. Janey was fighting the overstimulation as the machines continued to do their thing, and she tried to pull away, but had no chance. "Too much!" she said to no one in particular, through gritted teeth. "Too much!"
She fought and kicked, but Sondra noted that she never hit the kill switch. Whether she'd forgotten about it or not, Sondra didn't know. But she had her suspicions. It was sexy to watch Janey thrash in pleasure, to watch the concentration and mix of emotions on her face.
Sondra's anal dildo stopped, remaining lodged inside her, and now the tubes on her nipples began vibrating. It was new and it was wonderful. Sondra whimpered, wishing she could touch herself. She glanced at the clock. Only twelve minutes had gone by.
It took a few minutes, but Janey worked through her overstimulation and was now in pleasure again. She lay back silently in her sling, legs wide, being serviced in both holes. She had her eyes closed and a content smile on her face, and she looked beautiful.
A few minutes later, Janey's machinery stopped again, pulling out of her. She opened her eyes. "Darn," she said, "I was getting close again."
"Well, good for you," Sondra said through gritted teeth. "This thing is driving me crazy."
Janey giggled. "You like it?"
Sondra wasn't sure how to answer. "Yes," she panted tentatively. "But I'd love it if it would just speed up a little."
"Are you close?"
"Yeah. Really close."
"Tell me when you cum, okay? I want to watch."
"Um...okay." Sondra couldn't believe they were having this conversation.
Janey was on her one-minute rest period now, and she watched Sondra squirm with increased interest. "What's it doing to you?"
"It keeps switching up."
"What's it doing now?"
"There's something small and light on my clitoris. It's just barely vibrating. And these things on my nipples are sucking them somehow, and I feel little teeth on them. They were vibrating a few minutes ago and it almost put me over the edge."
"Is anything inside you?"
"Not right now."
"Nothing?"
"I can feel things right up against me. Both front and back. Sometimes they thrust, sometimes they vibrate, sometimes they just go in and stop. The worst is when they just barely touch me and vibrate."
Janey giggled. "We're learning some things. Oh god, look at my two things."
Sondra's eyes widened. Janey's two dildos had inflated to the next size up.
"Can you really take those things?"
Janey grinned uncertainly. "I've got one that size at home, so I know I can take it in front. The one for my backside is a little more scary."
"Stop it if you need to. Don't hurt yourself."
The machines whirred to life, faster this time than last. They pressed in on Janey's two openings and suddenly she was filled up again. She was definitely stretched this time, but she seemed to like it.
The next half hour was a combination of ecstasy and agony. Janey kept taking larger and faster dildos, her tiny stretched pussy and ass taking her to orgasm at least twice more. By the end of the fourth round she was shaking with exhaustion, her legs quivering with each thrust of the large thick intruders. Her dark hair was damp and tucked behind her ears. Her breasts, small as they were, were bouncing and undulating as she tried to hold and support them against ever more vigorous thrusting. For the fourth time she arched her back, letting out a long, low guttural moan. "I'm coming again!" she gasped. "I can't believe it!" The poor girl was a wreck, a pleasant wreck.
Sondra was also a wreck, but for a far different reason. Her coppery hair was matted against her forehead and cheeks, her body glistening in a sheen of sweat. Janey was having multiple orgasms, but Sondra was dying for just one. Every time she felt herself growing close, something would change. Thrusting would stop or start, caressing softness would stop or start, or those devilish devices on her nipples would try something new. She squirmed and gasped, pushing herself against the rigid frame and tie-downs that kept her from moving. Her hips undulated in tiny constrained circles as she fruitlessly exerted herself, trying constantly for that little bit of extra stimulation that she needed. She was so close, rising almost to the edge a half-dozen times, but nothing worked.
A chime sounded, and Janey's devices stopped moving. As she looked quizzically down through bleary eyes, the two large dildos inside her pulled out, causing her to spasm one last time as they pulled out and shut down. She groaned in relief, sagging down into the sling.
It occurred to Sondra that 45 minutes was up, meaning that she had another fifteen minutes in which to come. With the little movement she had available, she desperately tried to thrust her hips back against the dildo that currently filled her up. It was buzzing softly against her inner walls, but was located in such a manner that it wouldn't pull her over the edge.
Janey exhaled long and loud, her petite body slumping in exhaustion. "Oh, my god," she breathed. "That was fantastic. That last pair was so thick." Her hand slid down to her reddened pussy, stroking gently as if to confirm that it was still intact.
Sondra watched the fingers move from her perfect vantage point. She needed to come so badly. She was envious watching Janey's fingers stroking and sliding. All that she needed was a little touch like that and she would be in heaven.
For a long few minutes Janey lay still, relaxing and coming down from her high. Her hands slowly caressed her body. Meanwhile, Sondra's devilish devices once again took her to the precipice and left her hanging. The flicking across her clit stopped abruptly, and both the anal probe and vaginal dildo pushed into her. "Aaaaaugh," she grunted. Her nipple devices were pulling hard, stretching her cruelly.
Janey's eyes opened, her face in a blissful state. "How you doing over there, Sparkles?"
With labored breath, Sondra tried to concentrate on the devices inside her and their excruciatingly slow movements. "Not ... very ... good."
"You don't like it?"
"I ... love ... it," Sondra gasped. "But it's driving me crazy."
"Have you cum yet? You promised to tell me."
Sondra jerked against her leather straps in frustration. Her nipples were being pulled and stretched mercilessly. "No. And I have to really bad. It's killing me."
Luxuriantly stretching her back, Janey slowly pulled her legs out of the sling, easing them to the floor. Sondra hadn't noticed before how well shaped her legs were, and how the sexy curve of her narrow hips perfectly framed her bare vulva. Janey's lips were still swollen and distended from their exertions. Sondra tried yet again to move her hips backwards. The vaginal dildo was in so deep now, so deep, but so slow. Her increasing frantic movements helped a little, but not enough, and all it did was increase her frustration.
Janey stood on shaky and unsure legs, then slowly duck-walked forward. "I'm going to be sore for a week," she said. Sondra felt a soft hand on her shoulder, which sent a warmth through her body. "Concentrate, baby, you can do it."
Sondra tried to concentrate. She'd been trying for almost an hour now. Her rectum was filled with a slowly pumping invader, and her vagina as well, moving slightly faster. The suction on her nipples was now letting up, even though she wanted it to stay.
"I can't. I've been trying." Her fingers beat a pattern of frustration against the platform.
"Keep trying. You can do it." Janey pulled back Sondra's damp, sweaty hair, her fingers lightly massaging against Sondra's scalp. "You're almost there."
Sondra glanced at the clock. 51 minutes gone by. She redoubled her concentration as Janey lightly stroked her back and encouraged her, but a few minutes later gave up. "It's no use," she lamented. "This thing is not going to let me come. It's like it knows when I'm getting close and changes what it's doing. It's so frustrating! And there are only a few minutes left."
Janey looked at the clock, her mouth twisted in thought. At last she spoke. "You want me to help you?"
Sondra's heart skipped a beat. At this point she wanted anyone to help her, but Janey? Gorgeous, sexy Janey? "Oh, yes. Please. Anything."
Janey padded to the back side of the frame. "Wow," she heard. "This is amazing. It's got all sorts of stuff back here."
A soft hand grasped her left butt cheek and spread it slightly. "This thing is huge," Janey said. "It's really inside you."
"I know," Sondra gasped. The light touch of fingers on her ass were even more of a tease than the dildo that was flexing into her anus.
The fingers explored around a bit, touching her ass, caressing her trapped inner thighs, then up from underneath to twirl her pubic hair."
"I can tell you're really excited," Janey breathed. "What do you want me to do?"
"Rub me. Rub me please." Sondra looked at the clock. Fifty-eight minutes.
"Your clitty?" Janey giggled nervously.
"I can't stand this any more. Please."
"I can't really get to it. It's got a little flat paddle thing that's pushing against you. Oh, hey, it feels like it's vibrating."
"I know. But it's not enough."
"Let me turn that part off. Then I can get to you."
"Hurry!" Sondra's hips were straining up and back. "There's not much time left! Please!"
Janey hustled around to the front, standing directly in front of Sondra. Sondra looked directly into the smaller girl's breasts and erect nipples, so close that she could almost kiss them.
"It looks like this button turns off the clitoris stimulator." There was a slightly audible click, and the stimulation on Sondra's clitoris stopped. Janey padded back around.
"Are you sure you want this?"
"Nnnnnh!" Sondra groaned in frustration, wanting her clit to rub against anything, anyone.
A finger lightly rubbed over it. "Like this?"
"OH! OH, YES!"
The finger rubbed faster, and Sondra heard nervous laughter behind her. But she didn't care. At last she was moving steadily toward her long-awaited orgasm.
And then the door opened.
Janey leapt back from the frame, and Sondra spewed out a curse word in frustration. "Dammit!" She was so close that she was about to explode.
Gabrielle chuckled as the door closed behind her. "Looks like we're having a little fun in here."
"I was just checking on her," Janey said defensively. "We weren't doing anything."
Gabrielle chuckled again. "Don't worry, it's allowed. You can touch each other all you want."
Sondra's face flushed red with frustration and embarrassment as the attendant came around to face her. She bent at the waist and looked directly into Sondra's eyes. "How'd you do, honey? Did you come? You look exhausted."
Before Sondra could answer, Janey jumped in. "She just needs another couple of minutes. Can you give her a little more time?"
"I'm afraid that the room is booked." The foot pedals clicked and the twin dildos withdrew from Sondra as she moaned and cried out in frustration.
Gabrielle locked friendly eyes with Sondra and softened to her pleading. She reached underneath and Sondra felt fingers fiddling with the devices on her nipples, then moving up secretly to fondle her breast flesh. Gabrielle smiled conspiratorially. "It'll take me a couple of minutes to get her loose, though. I'm not allowed to touch, but you can. And sometimes I've been known to make mistakes, too."
"Really?" Janey's voice trembled with hesitation.
"Work her hard and fast." Gabrielle leaned in close to Sondra, her dark eyes and jet-black hair filling Sondra's field of vision. Soft hands began kneading her breasts. "Cum for me, honey."
Sondra heard and felt Janey climb up on the platform behind her. Fingers began diddling her clitoris and pushing into her vagina. Gabrielle worked the nipple hoses loose, then began a full breast massage. Leaning in close, she nibbled Sondra's earlobe, then whispered softly, so softly that Janey couldn't even hear.
"You're beautiful, sweetie. I want to take you home and fuck you." A tongue pushed into Sondra's ear, causing her to squeal in delight.
Her clit was getting Janey's full attention now, and her friend's fingers expertly pushed into her G spot.
The whispering continued. "I want to tie you to my bed and eat you, and then make you 69 your girlfriend. Do you want me to eat you?" Gabrielle nibbled Sondra's sensitive earlobe.
Sondra bucked and thrust against her bonds. A deep pleasure was rising in her hips, spreading outward. Gabrielle's hands kneading her breasts added to it and she began to spike.
Gabrielle kissed Sondra's neck, trapped in place by the rod and chin cup. Her breasts were squeezed, her clit rolled, her G spot rubbed.
"I want you to eat me out, too. Will you eat me out?" Gabrielle leaned in close and offered a long, sensuous kiss.
"Mmmmmmm! Mmmmmmh!" Having an orgasm when she couldn't move was an entirely different experience for Sondra. Her synapses exploded in pleasure and she stiffened and fought her bondage, unable to wrench her mouth away from Gabrielle's invading tongue. Wave after wave washed over her, amplified by the continuing attention she was receiving from her two suitors. Unable to help, unable to resist, she pleaded wordlessly for more, then more, then more, then suddenly was pleading for it to stop. When Gabrielle and Janey finally showed her mercy she collapsed into the framework, sagging into its support.
By the time she caught her breath, her arms and legs were being unbuckled. Barely able to communicate, she nonetheless had to do so. "Thank you so much," she panted. "That was the best orgasm I've had in my entire life."
Gabrielle had her left arm released now, and was moving to the right. "I hope we'll see you again."
"Oh, you will," Janey piped cheerily.
****
The mall was a busy place. People walked with shopping bags, pushed strollers, and window-shopped. At a table at the Cinnabon store, two exhausted young women sat drinking sodas and sharing a treat. They both carried a glow of satisfaction and exertion.
Sondra glanced over at Janey, and her friend smiled shyly back.
"You were wonderful in there. Thanks for helping me."
Janey smiled a Mona Lisa smile. "It was fun."
"Do you really want to go back again?"
"Are you kidding? I'm going to live in there."
"Me, too," Sondra laughed, and the two women retreated to their own thoughts for a moment. It was Janey who spoke next.
"You know, we don't have to always go there, either."
Sondra's eyes flicked up and they made brief eye contact. "You mean -?"
Janey shrugged, and Sondra noticed her nipples poking through her top. "I had fun helping you out. Would you consider returning the favor to me? Maybe tonight?"
Sondra broke into a grin. "Let's head to the car," she said.
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"Are you a top or a bottom?"
I stared at the naked woman, my eyes wide and my mouth agape. Brock jolted me out of my shock. "Hey, babe. Do you want to be tied up or do you want to mess around with the tied-up people?"
I looked past the woman to the chaos of the giant bondage party behind her.
"Top," I said. I was terrified, and it seemed like a better option to not be tied up.
Brock nodded to the woman. "I'm a top, too."
"Okay," the woman said cheerily. "You have to be in dom gear, or you can be naked if you don't have gear. I can check your clothes in here."
I looked at Brock. He smirked back at me and began unbuttoning his shirt.
I had sworn this whole thing was a bluff.
I looked back into the room, a high-ceilinged space the size of a high school gym. There was grunting and moaning and writhing and thrusting. Closer in my range of vision, I gaped at the cute bare breasts and thin coppery pubic stripe of the redhead who was working the door.
This was definitely not a bluff.
For a couple of long moments, my fight or flight instinct oscillated. But seeing that jerk removing his pants pushed me toward courage. Screw it. Brock wasn't going to win this game. I took a deep breath, then started unbuttoning my blouse.
Two minutes later I was naked in public for the first time ever, stuffing my clothes into a locker. Brock looked me up and down and I did the same to him. He wolf-whistled. "It's too bad you dumped me. I would have wrecked that."
I gave him a wooden smile and he winked. "Well, I'm off," he said. "Have fun, babe. Let's meet back here in two hours."
And then he left me there, stark naked and alone.
The redhead watched him go. She had the pale complexion that comes with Irish lineage, her body relatively slender with perky B-cup breasts and nice hips. She was roughly my age, late 20s or maybe 30, and perhaps a couple of inches shorter than me at about 5 foot 5. She turned back to me, giving me a good look at her erect nipples. "What was that about?" she asked quizzically.
"He doesn't like me any more. Tonight was our third date, and I wasn't feeling the magic."
The woman laughed. "Call me Gem." She offered me a hand and we shook. "So he brought you here for the third date? That's a bold move."
I winced a little, my guilt showing. "Not exactly. We were out at dinner and I broke up with him. He told me that he'd been expecting to have some sex tonight - you know, being the third date and all - so he offered to bring me here while he ... umm, to use his words, 'fucked some girl up the ass'. I thought for sure he was faking it, so I called his bluff."
"And here you are naked!" Gem's green eyes flashed in amusement.
"And here I am naked."
Gem shrugged, her coral lips revealing beautiful white teeth. "Well, in fairness you kind of deserve it. A man should reasonably expect a girlie ride on the third date."
"Yeah, probably." I looked at her for a long moment. "So what do I do now?"
Her jaw dropped. "You mean you haven't been to one of these parties before?"
"No. This is definitely a first for me. And I can tell you, it's going to be a one-time experience. I'm completely freaked out right now."
Gem shook her head. "Your ex-boyfriend is kind of a jerk, then. He should be escorting you if you're new to the scene." Her eyes flitted up and down my naked body. She twisted her lips in thought, then nodded and smiled broadly. "I'll tell you what. Come with me. I'll be your escort tonight."
I didn't know what that meant, but I figured it would be good to have a friend, so I nodded. "Sounds great. Thanks!"
Gem got someone to cover for her door duties and motioned for me to follow her into the busy and boisterous room. It felt very odd to be naked in a public crowd, but no one paid me any mind. In fact, I was the one doing most of the staring.
We walked first to an I-shaped frame, the top crossbar not quite five feet from the ground. A gorgeous brunette was tied to it, arms stretched along the top crossbar and her feet shackled wide to the bottom crossbar. Her head was pulled back firmly by her hair, arching her back hard, and she had amazing breasts that were forced outward and upward. A man knelt between her legs, fucking her hard with a dildo that was almost cruelly big, and she was letting out a little high-pitched "Nnnh!" with every thrust. A couple of women were discussing her breasts, kneading them and comparing them to their own.
"Everything is consensual," Gem explained as we watched. "People decide what their role will be - top or bottom. Each bottom has a laminated sheet of paper that marks off the things that you can do with them and the things you can't. You can see hers attached to the bottom of the frame there. We work the bottoms hard, but we always respect their limits. That's our strictest rule."
I watched the brunette quiver with every thrust of the dildo, and listened to her melodic gasps. It looked strangely exciting, more so than I expected.
We went to the next station. A man was hanging face down from the ceiling, his right wrist and right ankle bound in one hanging noose, his left wrist and ankle in another. The resulting position left him spread wide, his cock and balls dangling, and two Asian women were taking turns swatting his balls with ping pong paddles. They laughed while he howled and thrashed.
I winced as a paddle came down with a loud smack. "He agrees to that?"
Gem leaned in close, murmuring into my ear. "He really gets off on it. He's here at every party, wanting to get his balls smacked. But in case it's too much, we do have a safe signal. If anyone extends both pinkies, or if they give three staccato grunts, that's the sign to stop. In that case, we immediately release them. But in this case it's probably not going to happen."
Her last words corresponded with another sharp smack of the paddles. I couldn't help but giggle.
I snuck a peek over at Brock, hoping that he saw me having a good time. Instead, he was about 50 feet away, intently watching a pair of women who were bound inside frames. Both were on their backs in identical positions, legs spread and pulled high, arms bound beneath them. Both had some sort of machinery pressed up against their vulvas.
Gem followed my gaze. "Your ex over there is playing with the Naughty and Nice display. The Latina girl is Naughty. She's hooked up to a machine that will work her relentlessly to orgasm after orgasm. She'll stay on it all night. The brunette next to her is Nice. She's hooked up to a machine that will slowly tease her all night, but not enough to push her to an orgasm."
I watched the two women for a moment. "I can't tell which one looks more frantic to escape," I observed.
Gem chuckled. "Maybe there's some kind of moral lesson in that."
As we watched, Brock stepped forward. Extending his middle fingers, he pushed one into the anuses of each of the bound women, smiling as they bucked in vain to escape his predations. I gasped, and Gem giggled. "It looks like your date really is an ass man," she observed.
I felt my own sphincter pucker in sympathy.
We walked further, and Gem explained the next setup. There was a beautiful East Indian woman standing with her arms tied above her, her face tense in concentration and her calves trembling as she stood on her toes. Between her legs, only a fraction of an inch beneath her junction, was a narrow board, held up by steel rods on either end. A couple was in the midst of adding small weights to her nipple clamps, and the bases of her breasts were tied with rope that hung loosely from a pulley on the ceiling. "She riding the pony," Gem said. "When her calves give out, she's going to end up resting all of her weight on that board, and it's very uncomfortable on her sensitive areas. The only way to relieve it is to either stay up on her toes, which is exhausting, or to get lifted by her breasts. She leaned in and patted the woman on the shoulder. "Doing okay, Aida? Want me to lift?"
The woman, her eyes straight ahead in strained focus, shook her head strongly. Gem gave her a quick kiss on the cheek and patted her ass.
The next stop was a portable wall, perhaps 8 feet by 8 feet. Three turgid sets of cocks and balls poked through holes, equally spaced about two feet apart. One of them was being given a blow job by a middle-aged woman while her partner watched. The second was being teased up and down by the long nails of a busty African American woman, while the third merely waved in the air.
"The men are hooded and tied up against the other side of the wall," Gem explained as we stepped to the unclaimed one. "And they're inserted into the holes while they're still soft. Once they're hard, the hole is too small for them to pull out. But that doesn't stop them from trying sometimes." Grabbing the laminated card, she looked at it for a moment. "Give it a play."
I felt my face redden as I stared at the erect organ. "No...no, I couldn't."
"Sure you can." Gem reached underneath it and fondled the balls. I heard a moan from the other side of the wall. "You're not allowed to hit this one, but you can play with it or suck it or back yourself onto it. Give it a try."
I looked at it, all pink and hard as it waggled helplessly. The helmet was a nice shade of purple, and I processed the situation. The guy couldn't see me, right? It was just a cock, right? I grinned uncertainly at my new friend. "Really?"
"Sure!"
I stepped forward and knelt down so it was at eye level. To my left, the other two women seemed to be having fun. I tentatively reached forward and softly wrapped my fingers around it. I heard a soft groan on the other side of the wall, and could hear thumping as he tried to thrust. Smiling, I gently gripped it and rubbed up and down, slowly and teasingly. I loved the feel of it in my hands.
"That's the way," Gem encouraged. "Tease it a little bit." She knelt down with me so we both could study it.
I ran my grip up and down for a few more passes, watching with fascination as it twitched and bulged. Generally, I was watching a man's face when he did this, studying his body. I generally didn't focus all of my attention right on his wand. This was fascinating.
Gem's face was only inches away. Suddenly she leaned forward, licking up the side of the shaft with her tongue. "Let's both lick it," she invited.
My heart pounding, I leaned in from the other side. I had no idea who this man was. It could be anybody. For all I knew, it was my boss or my next door neighbor. The thought made it quite exciting.
Our two tongues started at the base, then ran up the entire length once, twice, three times. Gem and I made eye contact, only inches apart, and smiled at each other the best we could. I could hear frantic moaning on the other side of the wall.
Waving me off, Gem leaned further in, taking the head in her mouth. Slowly she bowed forward, taking it further in, then slowly withdrew. "Your turn."
My nostrils flared. I rather enjoyed oral sex, both giving and receiving. I paused for only a moment, my heart beating rapidly. Girding my courage, I leaned forward and took the head into my mouth. Absorbing two or three inches, I ran my tongue all around it and brought my hand up to massage the balls. Somewhere behind the wall I heard a whimper.
"Now let's leave," Gem laughed, grinning cruelly. We stood up and stepped back, listening with amusement to the muffled pleading and the slight thumps on the wall as the owner of the penis tried to thrust. It bobbed and waggled, upright and stiffer than ever.
"You're wicked," I laughed. "I like that."
We began walking again, but the next exhibit found us. I had to jump aside to avoid the two bound women as they rolled along the floor. They were tied very tightly to each other in a fetal 69 position, each struggling to gain leverage on the other as their faces ground into each other's pussies.
"The Tumblers," Gem explained. "They're both trying to get underneath each other, because the one on top tends to get a lot of attention as they roll around.
As she spoke, she put a finger in her mouth to wet it, then knelt down. Spreading the top girl's butt cheeks with one hand, she looked at me and smiled slyly.
"Seriously?" I asked.
"In honor of your ex-boyfriend." With a half-apologetic shrug, Gem pressed her wetted finger against the top girl's anal opening. The short-haired brunette protested and tried to squirm away, but was held in place by the blonde tied beneath her. Gem's finger began pressing harder, and my eyes widened as it slowly began pushing into the brunette's rectum. The poor woman, I thought to myself; her partner beneath her was eating her pussy mercilessly and forcing her to remain in position while Gem attacked her vulnerable rear. The only thing the brunette could do was battle back against the blonde with her own tongue as she vainly fought to flip positions, protecting herself and exposing her opponent.
I watched with intent interest as Gem's finger slowly disappeared, and it was almost as if I could feel it myself. I was always afraid to ask for it, but I loved it when my partner would play with me like that while he was eating me. I could feel myself lubricating heavily.
"Do you like girls?" Gem asked bluntly.
The question caught me by surprise. I dragged my attention from the two writhing women to look into Gem's mischievous green eyes. My mouth moved for a moment before an answer could be delivered from my brain.
"I ... I like men."
"That's not what I asked." She smacked the top tumbler's ass playfully, then pushed her hip hard to help her flip underneath the blonde. "I asked if you like women."
I looked around the room. The next exhibit was a small Asian woman whose neck and wrists were trapped in a pillory. Bent at a 90 degree angle, her ankles spread by an iron bar, she was pleading unintelligibly for mercy, her small hands grasping at air inside their bondage, as one man penetrated her from behind and another from the front, filling her mouth. Down the row a little bit further, a man and woman lay bound on their backs, arched over large barrels, gasping and pleading as two kneeling groups of stylishly leather-clad tops toyed with their lower regions.
People everywhere. Sex everywhere. Pussies and cocks and breasts and lips. No one with any inhibitions.
I looked down at the two women below me. On an impulse, I reached down to the woman now on top, a busty soccer mom blonde, and grasped her breast. I had never done such a thing before, and my confidence soared at my bravery.
Her breast was so soft, so erotic. I gently pinched her nipple, pulling it outward and playing with it.
Chewing my lip, I pondered a wicked thought. I knew what I wanted.
"Can I confess something?" I said to Gem.
"Sure." Gem now had two fingers buried to the knuckle in the vagina of the thrashing soccer mom. She reached with her other hand and I knew where it was headed. She was going to fill this woman up.
"I've never done anything like this before," I said. "And I'll probably never do it again. This is a one-time thing."
"And?"
I swallowed hard. "You'll know what I mean when I say this, but ... I can play with a man any time I want. All I have to do is go to a bar and ask."
Gem smiled. "The advantages of being attractive. And you're beautiful."
"Thank you. So are you. But..."
Gem's fingers were now rhythmically pushing in and out of the blonde tumbler, glistening on the withdrawal part of the cycle. She was now slowly pushing a second finger in the anus, which distracted me.
"But what?" she said, jarring me back into the moment.
I thought a long moment before speaking. "I don't know much about women. I've never done ... anything with a woman. It's not something I would normally pursue, but ..." I struggled for the right words. "Just for tonight, I kind of want to see what it's all about. You know, just touch and stuff." I felt myself blushing bright red and my heart was pounding. Did I really just say that?
Gem nodded and grinned. "I've got just the person for you. Come on." She abruptly pulled her fingers out of the top tumbler, causing a muffled shriek as the woman's hips spasmed. Grabbing me by the hand, she led me away.
"Where are we going?"
"Play time."
A minute later we found ourselves on the other side of the room, standing in front of a modified medical exam table.
The woman was small, barely 5 feet most likely, and was clearly in her very early 20s. She had the build of a gymnast, but not one of those little elven ones. She had toned and muscular thighs, and a torso that wasn't thick by any means, but more strong than lithe. She was one of those girls that was probably a little bundle of dynamite out in everyday life.
But this wasn't everyday life. She was tied flat on her back on a table that was about crotch high. Her arms were pulled horizontally over her head, bound tightly in heavy leather cuffs from elbow to wrist. This left her nice C-cup breasts highly exposed and made it more or less impossible for her to move above the waist. Down lower, her legs were pulled straight out to the sides and slightly up into a pair of rigid stirrups, leaving her vulva on very prominent display front and center. Her legs were stretched tight and straps also held her at the knees and waist, so she couldn't really move on that end, either. She was the very definition of helplessness.
She was certainly a very pretty girl, with a short blonde pixie haircut and a pleasant face. But what attracted me in particular was her nice shaved vulva, and how it was so completely and brazenly on display. She was tied in such a way that she couldn't protect it in any manner, from looking, from touching, from penetration, nothing. She was a great one for a novice like me to study.
Gem nodded approvingly as I stood there looking. "Cute, isn't she? Do you want to play with her a little?"
I knew what I wanted, but I was afraid to say it. I just nodded, my pussy practically on fire.
"Let's check out her limits." Gem picked up a laminated sheet at the bottom of the table and began scanning it.
I looked at the little blonde. Her blue eyes were wide, looking up at me, her breathing quick and shallow. She was wearing some sort of dental gag that forced her mouth open, so wide so that I could see the pinkness of her tongue and gums inside. She had very nice nipples, thick and dark pink. Her areolae puffed out slightly from her breast flesh, which I'd always been curious about. My fingertips subconsciously rubbed together.
"So what do you want to do?" Gem asked. "Anything in particular?"
"I just want to look, I guess. Maybe do a little touching."
"Oh, you want to do more than touch. She needs to be worked hard." Gem affectionately ran a hand up the girl's side, from her hips to her rib cage. She then referred to the sheet. "She's willing to be worked by a woman, so we're approved on that. As far as general rules, you can touch anywhere you like, but no more than three fingers in any orifice. No hitting the pussy or the face, but you can slap her anywhere else, including her tits. You can fuck her with a strap-on or dildo within specific size limits, and you touch or lick her anywhere. How's that for a start?"
Looking up from her list, Gem peered casually into my eyes like she was a waitress reading me the daily specials. In the meantime, I was in shock. I had just been given the green light to sexually explore a cute tied-up woman. Unbelievable.
"Uh, good, I guess," I responded slowly. "I don't know where to start."



"She's all yours! Do whatever you like. Do you want to retie her before you begin? A different position?"
"No. I like her like this."
"You play, then. I'll watch." Gem pulled up a nearby bar stool and sat down, casually watching over us. Self-conscious, I stepped to the end of the table, in between the slave girl's legs. The table was short in length, so her ass was right at the end. And there it was, my first pussy, right there in front of me. As I stared the girl tried to squirm, but she had no play at all. I could see the muscles and tendons in her legs stretched taut, flexing to no avail as she tried to avoid my gaze.
I didn't really know what to do, so I started slow. I placed my hands on her knees, and slowly caressed up her thighs. Her skin was soft, much softer than the men I'd been with. She raised her head to watch me, an apprehensive look curving her eyebrows. I moved from there to her ribs and stomach. The girl kept herself in good shape, so she was soft, yet also firm.
Could I really touch her breasts? Until five minutes ago, I'd never touched a woman's breasts. I looked over and got a reassuring smile and nod from Gem, whose fingers were now gently stroking between her own legs. That distracted me for a long moment.
Oh, my.
I took a deep breath, then gently cupped the girl's breasts, one in each hand. They were pretty big on a small woman like her, almost as big as mine and I was at least six inches taller. I gently squeezed them, then mentally compared them to my own as she flexed and struggled to escape. She was a little softer than me, and I liked that. The slave girl was probably 5 or 6 or 7 years younger, and yet my breasts were more firm. I smiled imperceptibly.
My eye went to those interesting nipples. Leaning in over her stomach a little more, I gripped them between my thumb and forefinger, feeling their shape and firmness. I loved that little puffy ridge that raised her areolae from her breast flesh, and wished I had that feature. I ran my fingers around it several times. The girl's wide serious eyes intently watched my fingers as I tweaked her, pulled her, and gently twisted her. Her nipples themselves were thicker than mine, and they began standing erect as I played. I smiled to think that I caused that. Was I turning her on?
I ran my hands around her breasts one last time, then flowed back down her stomach to her hips. She was spread so wide, so stretched from ankle to ankle that it had to be uncomfortable for her. I stroked the inside of her thighs, and then paused, framing her vulva as I placed both hands on the junctions of her legs and hips.
We were very different down there. I have big wide outer lips that form a notable cleft in front. They come together when I stand and conceal most of my inner workings, and they're soft and full and fleshy. Granted, this girl was intentionally spread wide, but it didn't look like she had those big outer lips. Hers were very small and narrow, and they highlighted her inner lips more than concealed them.
And her inner lips - wow. My inner lips are silky soft and fragile. They wrap around a cock or a dildo like a thin second skin. This girl's were more structural in nature. They were thicker, and they stood out from her body on their own.
Mustering up my courage, I touched them. First I traced a single finger across their outermost surface, then I gently pressed them, and finally squeezed them very gently between my fingers. The girl gasped, avoiding eye contact and trying to squirm. Her inner lips were fascinating. They were thick and spongy and kind of strong. They seemed almost more like something that would rub against a penis rather than wrapping around it like mine. We must each feel very different to an entering male, I thought, and I began to wonder what other women feel like.
My shyness overcome, I gave the slave a good and thorough examination. I stroked her outer lips, felt around her various borders and valleys, and spread her inner lips with my fingers. It looked very soft and inviting inside, a nice coral pink. All the while I could feel and see her thighs and hips flex as she reacted to my touch. Occasionally she let out a very sexy high-pitched moan, but any attempts at speech were unintelligible as the gag kept her jaw locked open.
I carefully dipped a finger inside her. She was slick and wet, enough to make it relatively easy to push further. The girl moaned and I saw her calves and toes clench, and I felt her squeeze onto my finger. Despite being tight, it still slid into her easily due to the natural lubrication, so I added a second one, pushing both in. I grinned with wonderment as she clamped down on them hard, then released, and I curled my fingers up to massage her g-spot. I suddenly wanted to see if I could make her cum. With a flush of embarrassment, I realized that not just Gem was watching, but another couple, standing behind me and to the side. But Gem gave me a smile and a nod, and her own masturbation curbed my embarrassment.
While I massaged inside the little blonde, I started looking for her clit, but it wasn't as obvious as I expected. I knew pussies only by feel, not by look. I reached down and felt between my legs for my own with the hand that wasn't stroking inside her, and tried to compare the topography with what I saw. I brought my hand back up and began rubbing her in that spot with my thumb. She jumped and moaned, so I knew I was in the right place. Her little clit began revealing itself.
"There are pre-approved toys under the table if you want them," Gem added helpfully.
"Oh. Okay." I remained a little embarrassed that she and others were watching me, but the ship had already sailed. I was going to have this experience.
Keeping my fingers inside her, I saw that the table had a small cabinet beneath, and I crouched down to open the door.
Oh, wow. There was all sorts of stuff down there. I saw vibrators and lube and dildos and beads and clamps and additional rope and ... was that one of those butt plug things?
"I can use any of these things?" Some of the dildos were big enough that they made my pussy clench.
"Yeah, they're pre-placed. Those are all things that she approved."
"Some of these are huge."
For the first time, the girl tried to speak beyond her moans and gasps. "Ohh ur' eee", she said, her jaw stretched wide by the dental gag. Her head was raised and she was looking down between her legs at me. Crouched down as I was, my face was only a few inches from her displayed pussy.
I looked at Gem. "What did she say?"
"It doesn't matter. Use her however you want with those things."
I picked up a big dildo. This thing was at least two inches in diameter and as long as my forearm. Removing my fingers from the girl and standing back up, I placed the dildo at her opening, which looked tiny in comparison. How do I fit something like that inside that little gap? The girl saw what I was doing and let out a little chirp of alarm. She looked genuinely frightened, her toes flexing and ankles rolling as her only means of resistance.
I was frightened too, though, and wasn't sure I could even do it. How hard do I push? What angle? What if I couldn't get it in? I decided to start safe. I crouched back down, put the dildo back, and picked up a vibrator. I flicked it to the "on" position and it buzzed strongly, very strongly. This was a seriously powerful vibrator, much more so than either of mine at home. I suspected that it could make me cum very quickly.
I looked up at her innocent pink gash, only inches from my face. I needed a quick win here. Yeah, this was the way to go.
I rose back up and she saw what I had. Her fingers and toes flexed again and she tried to say something in gibberish. I smiled at her and pressed the vibrator against her clit. She seemed to appreciate it as her buttocks clenched to push herself up against it. I reached under her and squeezed one of her butt cheeks. They were round and well-shaped, and I bet she looked great in a pair of jeans.
For the next several minutes I held the vibrator on her, occasionally sliding it up and down along the length of her slot, but mostly concentrating on her clit. With my other hand, I stroked her thighs, her stomach, and up to her breasts. She had a nice belly button.
I vaguely became aware of a couple more people standing behind me, and I kind of liked it. I felt a surge of power, of ego. My little slave was moaning and thrusting more now, pulling against her ropes, and I was the one causing it. I reached down and felt her pussy lips again, and they were quite wet. She was very tight, but my fingers slid back in without much effort. She was trying everything she could to move, and it was sexy to watch her leg and stomach muscles strain. I redoubled my effort with the vibrator, pressing and rubbing, pressing and rubbing. Her voice got higher, her cries more clipped and abrupt, and I could tell that her pale skin was becoming flushed. Gem stood up and watched, stepping closer.
Despite her bondage, the slave girl managed to arch her back ever so slightly, and let out a long "Nnnnnnnnnnnh!" Did I just give my first female orgasm? She was trying to buck and push, but could only accept what I was giving her.
"Keep the vibrator on her," Gem said tersely, watching the girl intently. "It'll drive her crazy."
I kept the pressure up, even as the girl froze into a long orgasm. I couldn't believe I was doing this. An hour ago I was having cheesecake.
"Keep holding it. Watch her squirm. I love this." Gem was grinning, her eyes fixed on my little blonde pixie.
I obviously knew what happens when you orgasm. You climb the wall, you climax, and then you fall down the other side. You need a break from stimulation to fall back to earth gracefully.
Well, I wasn't going to give this girl a break. Like Gem, I wanted to watch her writhe and scream. What had gotten into me? I wasn't sure, but I kept the vibrator pressed right up against her clit as her orgasm waned, and she suddenly started going crazy, frantically pulling at her bonds and making very urgent, hysterical noises through her gag. She unleashed a torrent of garbled comments and I had no idea what she was saying, but I could guess her intent.
And I ignored it.
I kept the vibrator on her, smiling cruelly as I overloaded her sensitive clit and turned pleasure into pain. She thrashed and fought for a full five minutes, begging loudly and incoherently before she got through it, and by the end I was gathering a little crowd of onlookers.
Every breath from my little blonde was a pitiful whimper, but she eventually worked through the discomfort and was moving up toward a second orgasm when Gem appeared over my shoulder. She put a hand up to my ear and leaned in close behind me. "You're doing great," she whispered into my ear. She gently bit my earlobe, which made me suck in my breath. "Let me get some more toys for you."
I kept my little blonde pixie working toward another orgasm as Gem dug around below the table, eventually coming back up with several toys. She murmured in my ear again and gave me a playful tongue, which made me giggle and squirm. I liked the attention, though, and it made the group now watching me laugh. I was really starting to need sexual attention myself.
I don't think of myself as a mean person. I can be kind of catty sometimes, I guess, but I'm not a person who delights in the misfortune of others. Maybe I was just becoming frustrated sexually and using the blonde as a proxy. But there seemed to be something about this little sweetie, splayed so wide with her full breasts jiggling and shaking. There was something about her vulnerability, or about my horniness, that made me want to be cruel to her. She couldn't talk with the gag jamming her mouth open, so she tried to communicate with her eyes, and they were so pretty and expressive. I knew I was getting her close to another orgasm and I could tell that she was feeling herself filling again with pleasure. I buzzed the vibrator against her with a diabolical consistency, and she pulled hard against the wrist restraints. Then - bam! She was off to another orgasm, gasping and squealing, and I put the hammer down on her. I jammed the vibrator hard against her clit.
I've had boyfriends who forced me into multiple orgasms, and they always delighted in holding me down as I came, overstimulating my most sensitive parts while I screamed and fought. I could never understand why they did it. I hated even as I loved it, and they would always get the same wicked smile on their face that I had now.
I finally understood.
After a lifetime on the other end, I understood the thrill in making a pretty woman scream and beg as her sexual pleasure overwhelmed her. I was seeing it now from the aggressor's standpoint. My little gymnast was frantic to escape the intense buzzing on her now twice-sensitive clitoris, and it excited me almost to the point of orgasm to know that I was the person driving her to such desperation, that I had more control over her petite body than she did. She was babbling and screaming and the table was actually knocking against the floor with her exertions. More people stepped over and started watching. I was becoming kind of a star.
I kept the vibe on her for quite some time, watching her thrash and cry. Leaning over her, Gem began cruelly kneading her breasts, then pinched her nipples hard and pulled them away from her body. We got her through the second round of overstimulation, and we then made the third round really rough on her. I kept the vibe on her, then pushed three fingers inside her and finger-fucked her hard. At the head of the table, Gem brutalized her breasts, slapping and squeezing them and torturing her nipples. It seemed impossible, but the little gymnast eventually turned it into pleasure. It took much longer this time as she was exhausted and coated in a sheen of sweat, but eventually we made her back arch a third time, smiling at each other as she came in a pique of desperation.
I finally released the vibe, and the girl was quivering and incoherent, her breath coming hard and her muscles dancing in the agony of too much pleasure. I picked up the nipple clamps that Gem had set on the table, and leaned forward. The pixie's nipples were rock hard, so it was easy to put them on and tighten them down with the little screws. Gem watched over me and gave me a few tips, making sure that they were tight enough, but not too tight. The girl groaned beneath us as we worked, waving her fingers furiously. But there were no distress signals, no safe signals to stop our wickedness.
Gem next picked up the strap-on dildo. "Have you used one of these before?" she asked.
"I've never even seen one in real life."
"It's easy. You'll figure it out pretty quick. Let me help."
Gem ducked behind me and opened the straps, letting me step in. She pulled the harness up and handed me the ends. "Just buckle this in front. Make it really tight so it doesn't slip." I adjusted and buckled the harness while she checked the fit, running her fingers across the junction of my thighs and butt, then underneath. I gasped as she slid her hand across my damp slit. "Does this feel good?" she asked in a quiet voice, a sly smile in her voice.
She froze me as her fingers slowly strummed across my wet vulva. My brain exploded in two different thoughts, one lobe asking me why on earth I was letting a woman masturbate me in public, and the other lobe screaming for it to continue. The second lobe won.
But Gem was a tease, pulling away after only a divine moment of play. She opened a container of lube and poured it into my palm. "Rub this on your new dick," she said, "and then give it to her hard."
My little gymnast, upon hearing this, began flailing and struggling with new intensity. "Ohh, gaa, 'ooo", she said over and over, but I had no idea what that meant, so I just lubed up my nice new dick. It was realistic looking, veiny with a bulbous crown, and slightly larger than life. By the time I positioned myself back between her upturned legs, I had probably fifteen people watching me. I was kind of liking this; I'd never been the center of such attention.
I positioned my artificial penis at her vaginal opening, and Gem coached me a little, standing behind me with her arms wrapped around my waist and her lips in my ear. "Push gently and firmly," she said softly. "Once you get the head in, you can either impale her in one big push, or you can work it in and out a little at a time. Your choice."
The exhausted blonde was all clenched up, trying to resist, so I had to push slow and hard, but eventually I forced the head in. Her eyes lost focus as she concentrated solely on the sensations in her canal, so I had some fun with it. I pushed in an inch or two, then pulled back out, watching her anxiety rise and ebb. Push in, and her eyes get wide. Pull out and she relaxes. God, it must be great to be a man and do this to women all the time.
I leaned forward, pushing in slow and deep, grabbing her big breasts for leverage. Her nipple clamps had the nipples trapped, long and hard, and I got an idea. Pushing forward, I climbed up on the table and lay atop her. This leveraged my strapon to push in all the way to my pubic mound, burying itself deep within her. At the same time, my own large breasts crushed down against hers, which placed even more pressure on her pinioned nipples.
And then I started pounding.
I'm in pretty good shape, and I spend a fair amount of time at the gym. I do yoga and aerobics and have a fair amount of core strength for my slender shape. All that added up to a strong ability to piston in and out of my little blonde slave, and I took advantage of it. The poor girl had no ability to escape, no ability to defend herself, no ability to soften my thrusts. She could only take it. I pressed my weight into her breasts, then pushed my tongue into her open mouth.
God, this was fantastic.
Gem slowly circled the table, a hand running across my back, my hips, my ass. Positioning herself behind me, I suddenly felt fingers on my upper thigh, moving slowly inward. When they reached my vulva I flinched hard, making the slave girl yelp through her gag.
"Do you like that?" Gem said softly.
"Yes," I breathed. "Keep it up."
Fingers slid onto my clit, gently rubbing. The sensation made me increase my tempo and force, and every thrust made the slave girl beneath me groan sexily. There were perhaps 20 people watching now, and I appeared to be getting rave reviews. With a start, I even saw Brock standing to my left, idling stroking himself while he watched. I couldn't believe I was doing this.
In and out, in and out. I showed the squealing pixie no mercy, pushing the entire length of the dildo into her before pulling out and plunging it in again. My own heat was rising rapidly from the fingering I was receiving, and her struggles and begging beneath me only accentuated it. Who knew I could be this cruel?
Behind me, Gem was an expert at her craft. Every time I began the final ascent to orgasm, she pulled away, softly stroking my ass and thighs while I cooled down. Frustrated, I would thrust more vigorously into the bound slave girl. She was quivering beneath me, her eyes squeezed shut and her face in my shoulder as she absorbed my aggression. Leaning into my ear, Gem whispered, "Give her one more cum, and then you'll get yours."
That was all I needed to hear. Redoubling my efforts, I grabbed her hair and forced my tongue into the blonde, then pushed my hands under her to squeeze and knead her taut little ass. Our breasts pressed forcefully together, and with a little exploration I found her anus. Her muffled little screams got more shrill.
It took another five minutes or so to get her back onto the precipice. Held motionless, it was hard to get a good read on her, but slowly she began stiffening up beneath me, positioning herself for maximum stimulation. Her quivering increased, her gagged moans became more hurried and high-pitched, and then finally there it was. Her back arched hard, she gasped behind the gag, and I rode her throughout the whole thing.



When it was over, she was screaming again, hoarsely by this point, pulling hard against her bonds and begging unintelligibly. I kept going for a couple more minutes before finally taking mercy. I stopped, collapsing onto her sweaty body, breathing almost as hard as she was. Gem's fingers were again manipulating my vulva as the crowd around us burst into applause.
Gem's fingers continued to stroke me, and I was so horny I couldn't stand it. Leaning in, she gave me a kiss on back of my neck. "Have you ever eaten a girl out?", she asked quietly.
I shook my head. "Can we get one more out of her?"
"I'm not talking about her. We've used her up."
I turned my head quizzically, then understood. I looked up and down her attractive nude body.
"I've never done anything like that," I whispered, suddenly feeling shy.
Gem smiled and took my hand. Guiding me off of the exhausted blonde, she helped me to my feet and removed the strap-on while I mercifully removed the nipple clamps from the bedraggled blonde.
"Follow me," she said. "You and I are going to have some fun."
I looked at the sweaty, shaking blonde. Her blue eyes were open now, and they watched me with an expression that was weary but almost thankful. I glanced at Brock, nude and hard, then at the beautiful pert derriere of Gem as she walked away toward parts unknown.
I followed her. I had no idea what she had in mind or what would happen next, but there was one thing I was sure of.
This was not going to be a one-time experience.
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"Wake up, sleepyhead!"
The guard tapped my bunk with her police baton. I opened one eye and sighed. Six women were standing over my bed, all fit and strong and alert for one wrong move on my part.
"Will it be the easy way today or the hard way?" the leader said. She had short red hair and was probably in her mid-thirties. I had no idea what her name was, so in my mind I just thought of her as 'Red'.
I rolled over and looked up. All of my usual guards were here, ready to gang up on me if necessary. Blonde, Brunette, Petite, Desi, and Greek, all backing up Red. Maybe I didn't have much imagination these days on nicknames, but imagination wasn't a necessary survival trait for me in this place.
"Let's go easy," I mumbled. I pulled the blanket off of me, completely nude except for my chastity harness, and I slowly sat up on the bed so as not to alarm anyone. I'd learned the hard way that these women were very assertive if threatened, and as a man I certainly threatened them. I put my hands up on my head to avoid trouble.
"Permission to rise?" I asked.
The women positioned themselves in a half-circle around me. "Permission to rise," said Red.
I stood slowly. Blonde was the tallest of the guards, and she was still a good four inches shorter than me. Petite was almost a foot smaller. One on one, I could overpower any of them, but they showed good teamwork and training. I'd figured that out a couple of dozen times over the past two years, hence their caution with me and vice versa.
"Move over to the milking frame," Red ordered. "Move slowly."
The words ripped into my psyche. How had my existence come down to this? I had done nothing wrong. History had just conspired against me. I wanted to scream, to yell, to run away from this place back into my old existence. But I had no choices here. It was fruitless. It was hopeless.
It was my life now.
The chastity harness hung heavy on my cock and balls as I moved, its bulk and weight making it difficult for me to walk. I hated the thing, but it was the only way I could get released from the milking frame. They had to release me, give me some exercise and movement if they wanted to keep me alive, but they also couldn't have me pleasuring myself and spilling my precious seed. So I wore this horrible device every night.
I stepped over to the frame and reluctantly climbed aboard. I didn't feel like fighting today. I climbed up two small steps and then raised my knees onto two round padded platforms that were slightly more than shoulder width apart. Then I bent over and stretched my arms forward, letting my chest and upper stomach rest on a long, narrow bar. As soon as I did this, the women were all over me. Two cuffed my hands to the end of the frame, one ran a padded bar around my neck to lock it in place, and several others bound my knees, feet, and hips. Red pulled my head up so that I was looking straight ahead, and fastened a strap around my forehead to keep my eyes pointing forward. The result was that I was on my knees, bent forward and stretched, my ass high and my priceless genitals dangling free and vulnerable inside their abominable sheath. I faced away from the door so that upper management could occasionally peek in at my work without me seeing them; as a result my view was limited to the blank back wall of my cell and a large 8 x 8 padded mat on the floor.
Brunette stepped forward and unlocked the chastity device. I disliked Brunette the least of all the guards. She was attractive like all the others, a mid-sized bombshell with nice breasts and slender curvy hips, but that wasn't why she was the best. She met her quotas just like everyone else, but somehow she seemed a bit gentler, a bit more sympathetic to my plight. She and I even sometimes held conversations while she worked, to the extent that I could talk.
I groaned in relief as the sheath slid off, and my cock popped up. Being morning, I naturally had an erection, but the chastity device had kept it painfully constrained.
"You have a great erection this morning," Brunette observed from behind me. Reaching under and between my legs, she ran her grip loosely up and down it. "I'll be your first shift milker."
"Please," I gasped in pleasure at her soft hands. "Please keep doing that."
Brunette giggled and removed her hand, stroking my balls on her way out. My spread thighs flexed involuntarily.
"Okay," Red said behind me. "Bring in today's show."
The cell door opened and I heard the slight padding of bare feet behind me.
"Oh, my god," a woman gasped breathlessly behind me. "It's a man! It's really a man!"
I pulled against my bonds in frustration. It was all so humiliating. These women, whoever, they were, were staring straight at my spread ass and dangling cock and balls, and there was nothing I could do about it. Yesterday had been a shaving day so I felt even more vulnerable and exposed.
With a bit of shuffling, two women appeared in front of me, wide-eyed, giggling, and goggling at my nude and bound body. One looked to be still a teenager, brunette and adorably cute, and the other was much older, a sophisticated blonde of about 35. Both were nude, and my eyes cycled between the impossibly perky breasts and shaved mound of the brunette and the full mature breasts and small shock of light maple pubic hair on the blonde. The guard that I called Desi, a high-energy busty type with cocoa skin and a Bollywood figure, stepped forward and worked with the blonde to attach a large strap-on dildo around her waist and hips. The guard I called Blonde worked with the guard called Petite to handcuff the young brunette's hands behind her back.
My ass was spread wide, and I jumped as a touch of something cold hit my anus. Brunette began lubing me up. "No, no, NO!" I cried in frustration. I knew it was coming, but that first touch was so dehumanizing.
"Relax, dear," Brunette said soothingly. "I'll be nice to you." As she spoke, the girl I called Greek attached a collection sphere to the head of my penis, the elastic band sealing against my girth just where my shaft and head met. The sphere had a tube that ran to a collection jar, ensuring that they wouldn't lose a single drop of my sperm. Greek was one of the smaller guards, maybe 5-4 or so, with a smooth and sultry aura about her. Her accent and demeanor was thoroughly American, but her beautiful dark eyes and wavy long hair pointed to a Hellenic ancestry. She was going to be my first-shift teaser.
Ahead of me, the guards were positioning and instructing the two guests. On Red's signal, they stepped close and kissed, and then the blonde slowly guided the young brunette to the ground. The brunette brought her legs up in a submissive gesture of surrender, and the blonde guided her strap-on dildo to the appropriate spot. They began fucking and my long-denied cock was instantly painfully hard. With my head and neck secured, I couldn't look away.
Everything was now in place, and the four guards at the back of the cell left, leaving me to watch the two showgirls copulate. The two guards remaining in the room began the inevitable. First, Greek's slender fingers, warm and oiled, wrapped around my desperate cock, fondling it slowly. Then, to my chagrin, I felt a finger at my pucker. Brunette slowly applied pressure and entered me.
"Nnnnnh," I grunted.
"Don't worry," Brunette said. "I'll be gentle."
On the mat ahead of me, the young teen was on her back, her slender legs wrapped around the older blonde's waist. The older blonde was building up a rhythm with the strap-on, and shifted her hands to play with the younger girl's nipples. I could hear the slap of hips on hips, and the slight wet smack of female arousal.
Greek reached up and tweaked my own nipples, one then the other, as her other hand slowly squeezed and worked my shaft. She leaned down into my ear. "Do you like your showgirls today?"
I wished I could move my hips. If I could only move my hips...
Greek continued. "The one on the bottom is named Jennifer. She's from Indiana and is only 18 years old. Can you even imagine how tight she is?"
Brunette was massaging my prostate internally, and was now starting to push a second finger into me.
"The one on top is Diane. Diane was a lesbian even before she had to be. She's always liked girls. Can you just imagine what she's going to do to Jennifer today? Jennifer is going to be helpless with her hands cuffed like that."
My cock was already throbbing. Greek had a way with words, but it almost didn't matter. I had two women working my sensitive areas and was watching a lesbian pounding a cute young woman. It should have been heaven.
But of course it wasn't.
One of Brunette's warm, oiled hands closed on my balls, my precious balls. She cupped them and stimulated them even as Greek released my cock. I groaned in frustration as Greek moved briefly to my nipples, tweaking and flicking them. On the mat, young Jennifer was beginning to make high-pitched grunts as Diane leaned in to nibble her throat.
"We have flow," Brunette observed.
I knew what that meant. They were milking me of semen, massaging my prostate while keeping me aroused. Just like every day, this was going to continue interminably, with guards switching out every two hours to keep themselves fresh while exhausting me. I groaned with the strange combination of pleasure and frustration that came with the milking.
"For the love of god, just let me cum once," I pleaded. "I'll do anything."
"No can do," Greek said. She kissed me on the ear and nibbled my lobe. "But I'll let you lick my titties in another hour or so if you want."
"Okay." Different combinations of guards gave me different benefits and punishments. Greek and Brunette were among the nicest. When they were working together, they would let me lick their nipples and breasts while I was tied. Red and Petite, on the other hand, were all business. And as cruel as it was, I almost looked forward to sessions with Brunette and Desi, because they would sometimes climb up on the platform and let me perform cunnilingus on them.
But regardless of anything else, there was one rule. I could never have an orgasm, and I didn't know why.
On the mat in front of me, Diane pulled out of Jennifer. She spun the younger girl so her feet faced me, and sat on Jennifer's face. Giving me a wink, she said, "Lick me," then smiled beatifically as her temporary slave followed orders. Diane reached down, grabbed Jennifer's ankles, and pulled them up toward her chest to give me a full-on view of Jennifer's hairless pussy. It was gorgeous, fat peach lips crowded within narrow hips. I wanted it so bad, writhing there on the mat barely six feet away.
But it was never going to happen, and this was how it went every day. They would bring in showgirls to entertain me while the teaser stroked me and the milker milked me.
Every.
Single.
Day.
But then something different happened.
Without warning, I heard the cell door open behind me. There were footsteps and then the other four guards came in: Red, Blonde, Desi, and Petite. They stood in a row next to the mat, and I could sense an air of excitement. What was going on?
The cell door opened again, and a troop of heel clacks indicated more women entering the room. I winced; more women looking straight into my ass and dangling balls.
"Is everything going well today?" asked an unfamiliar voice behind me.
I couldn't see Brunette behind me, but Greek looked surprised and concerned. "Yes," she answered. "We've got flow and it's on schedule." She removed her hands from me, and with a flinch I was relieved to have Brunette's fingers suddenly out of my rectum.
I heard footsteps approach, and then suddenly there was a woman standing in front of me. She wore a civilian business suit and looked to be in her early 50s, tall and lean with ultra-short blonde hair that accented an attractive angular face. She bent over to look into my eyes, temporarily blocking my view of the face-sitting Diane.
"Hello, Mr. Watson," she said.
I frowned back at her. I had no idea who she was and I didn't welcome her presence. Scientists frequently came in to observe my milkings, and it was humiliating. But based on this woman's clothing, she wasn't even a scientist.
"Cat got your tongue?" she asked.
"Let me go," I said. She seemed important, and maybe there was something she could do. It was always worth a try.
Instead, she laughed. "Not my decision," she said. "But let me tell you what's going to happen today. Do you know what today is?"
Her question caught me by surprise. Every day was the same in here. "I have no idea what day it is. They just keep torturing me."
She nodded empathically. "It's rough, I'm sure, being stimulated by all of these beautiful women. But I've got a treat for you, and it's very special. Yesterday a new President of the United States was sworn in, and she's getting the grand tour of our top secret facilities. You're on the tour."
I thought through the scenario for a second. "I demand to be released. I'm being held here in violation of my rights as an American citizen."
"I was afraid you might be disagreeable," she said. "I've heard about your reputation." Snapping her fingers, one of the guards handed her a ball gag. "We need to be sure that you don't give the President a bad impression so we're going to put this on you."
"NO, DAMMIT!"
Like every other day, my neck was locked down to the table, and my head was pulled back and up so I couldn't avoid watching the daily sex show. There was almost nothing I could do to resist, but I tried my best. Nonetheless, in short order a large red ball gag was inserted into my mouth, and its straps were pulled together behind my head. My jaws were spread wide, my voice silenced, so I had to curse her in my mind. Once it was on, she patted me condescendingly atop my head. "Now you'll be a good boy, right?"
I muttered guttural curses at her.
She turned around. "Make them stop for a second," she ordered, and the guards quickly pulled Diane off of Jennifer's glistening face. "Actually, get them out of the room for the briefing. We'll bring them back in for the demonstration." The two showgirls were quickly ushered from the room, Diane still wearing her strap-on and Jennifer still in her handcuffs, and the power woman waited until the guards lined up again. She looked around in satisfaction. "Okay, we're ready," she said.
The cell door opened again, and yet another troop of heels clacked in. How many people were behind me? I heard a few feminine gasps as people caught sight of my predicament and nudity, along with a few sultry oohs and aahs that punctuated with giggles.
The woman who had gagged me took control. "Madame President," she said. "I'm Vanessa Guilder, head of the American Repopulation Project. I'm here today to give you a briefing of this very important project."
I narrowed my eyes in anger. So this woman was the boss, the one who was keeping me hostage. I slowly tested my bonds, but was held fast. If I could get to that woman, I would...
Behind me, a confident voice responded. "I look forward to hearing it, as do the rest of my advisors."
I tried to roll my eyes back to see her, but I had no ability to move. Was this really the president of the United States?
Guilder nodded. "This is obviously the most important long-term project in the country right now, and it's operating on very narrow margins. I'll talk about the big picture first, and then we'll show you some specifics."
Gagged and bound, I tried to move, but was ignored. I couldn't turn my head to look at who was behind me, and was humiliated to be held like this. I wanted them to know who I was, or at least who I used to be. Maybe this could be my salvation.
Guilder paced in front of me as she spoke. "As you know, the Y Chromosome epidemic was catastrophic for humanity. We all know what happened, so I won't go into details, but the epidemic virus latched onto the Y chromosomes in men's cells and killed them within hours of infection. It spread extremely rapidly and the world lost half of its population over the course of a couple of weeks. All of the deaths were males, and females were not affected at all. The virus couldn't latch onto X chromosomes, so we women were basically immune.
She gestured toward me. "The only male survivors of the initial epidemic were men who were extremely insulated from contact over the course of the entire episode. The gentleman you see here is Mark Watson. In a stroke of good luck, Mr. Watson was a mission specialist on the space station, and he was in space well before the epidemic hit. In a stroke of bad luck, we had four astronauts on the station at the time, but the other three were women. Regardless, we kept them up in space as a worst-case failsafe option even after the Repopulation Project had begun, and brought them down about two years ago."
My mind involuntarily recalled my three astronaut mates, Emma, Courtney, and Felicia. We'd been unexpectedly stuck up in the station for years, and we had some really good times that NASA never knew about. I was such a stud in those days, a handsome astronaut who plowed furrows in women coast to coast and up to low earth orbit.
Guilder put a hand on my shoulder. "Mr. Watson was, of course, our worst-case failsafe option, and as it turned out, the worst case came true. As of now, he is the only surviving American male."
My eyes swung up to Guilder. I was what?
The president was surprised as well. After a momentary pause, her voice was that of shock. "One?" she asked. "Are you serious? We have ONE surviving male?"
Guilder nodded, her face pale. "Yes, Madame President."
Tied to the table, my mind raced. I knew about the epidemic, of course, but no one had ever told me that I was the only man left. I was numb with the implications.
The president seemed annoyed as well. "I was led to believe -- the public was led to believe -- that we had an entire cadre of men! We had sailors on nuclear subs that had stayed submerged throughout the epidemic! We had other men who had been quarantined in hospitals or isolated in mines! What happened?"
A very nervous Guilder let the President finish, then answered in measured tones. "Well, Madame President, we had a disaster, and that's Top Secret. We thought we knew how the virus worked, but we didn't. We waited until the initial epidemic ended and then brought those men into the repopulation program, which was just starting up. But ... we didn't know about virus dormancy yet. The virus flared up again, and before we could control it, all of that second cadre of men died as well. We've since eradicated the virus as a threat, but by then we only had one male still left in quarantine. This male."
Footsteps came up beside me, and a hand touched my waist. I couldn't turn my head to see her, but the president was standing next to me. Her voice was one of shock. "Oh, my god. I had no idea it was that bad."
Guilder nodded solemnly, and even the guards looked gloomy. "It's that bad," she said. "It's not just us, though. The same thing happened around the world. Our intelligence reports indicate that there are only six living men on earth right now of breeding age. Mr. Watson of course, and then one each in Japan, Brazil, and China. There were two in Norway, but of course the Russians grabbed them in that incident last year.
"The good news is that we created the vaccine in time to save about a quarter of the male infants from the sailor cadre. All of the living males died, of course, but we were able to vaccinate over 700 male fetuses in utero, and they've survived. Obviously, though, we're still many years away from their reproductive maturity."



My mind was reeling. I knew about the virus, knew about the massive die off, but I had no idea of the magnitude. I was one of six men on the planet?
The president stepped forward into my view. She was a sophisticated and naturally charismatic woman, her dark shoulder-length hair framing a determined jaw and intelligent eyes. She was younger than I was expecting, perhaps late forties, and she had a figure that I would have gladly worked over back in my single astronaut life. She bent down and looked me in the face. "You're a national treasure, Mr. Watson. Did you know that?" Despite the seriousness of the situation, her eyes contained a twinkle of humor and charisma.
I mumbled back through my gag, asking for freedom but unable to communicate it.
She straightened back up and faced Guilder. "So he is indeed a national treasure. Why is he bound up like this?"
Guilder's nose wrinkled. "Multiple reasons," she said. "First and foremost, when we brought him down from the space station he was initially quite compliant with our program. Enjoyed it, even." She laughed slightly. "But as the program became more involved he enjoyed it less and eventually tried to leave. Multiple times. Given his strategic importance we had no choice but to forcibly obtain his participation."
"What happened? Why did it go wrong for him?"
Yeah, I thought. Why did it go wrong? When I had first come down, life was so good. And then it all went to hell.
Guilder shifted her weight nervously. She was a few inches taller than the president, but it was clear who was in charge. "It didn't go wrong so much as the program got more efficient. Let me explain.
"When Mr. Watson first arrived, we were still working under the same system that we were using for the sailors. You know, back before they all died. Breeding-age women outnumbered men at that point by a ratio of about 50,000 to 1. We had about 100 million breeding-age women and about 2,000 men. Our program at that stage was very simple and effective. We allowed interested women to apply for breeding with the men, and we allowed the men to select the women that they wanted."
The president chuckled, along with the rest of the room.
Guilder chuckled as well. "As you can guess, we had some very happy sailors. The older ones were having sex twice a day, the younger ones up to four times a day or even more, and we could make the numbers work. We knew that the population was going to crash in the short term, but we also knew that it was not going to crash to zero. In other words, Americans would not go extinct."
Bound to my frame, my anus slippery with lubricant and my balls dangling in front of the crowd, I glowered behind my gag. That was what I had expected when I returned to earth. I thought I would be the king of a mighty harem, selecting different women to hump every night. Instead, I got this.
Guilder's voice cracked with stress. "Then the virus came again, and all of the sailors died."
The room fell silent for a second before she continued. "We studied the virus extensively. After all, it was completely harmless to women, so it was easy to study. Eventually we solved it. We can inoculate male fetuses against it now while they're still protected in the womb, so it's no longer an issue. However, there are some lingering effects, and they have profound implications. The strongest of those is that 90 percent of the births from the sailor cohort were female, and also 90 percent of the births so far from the Watson cohort."
Births? I more or less knew why I was being milked of my semen, but I'd never been explicitly told. I wondered how many children I had sired. I knew nothing about what happened to the semen once they prodded it out of me each day.
"So what is our population outlook?" the president asked.
Guilder nodded. "I'll bring Anna O'Riley up to talk about that. She's our lead demographer and also our lead milker. She will also walk you through a demonstration as we continue our work. It takes a while to harvest the semen and we've already lost some time today."
With a start, I saw the guard named Red step forward. Her name was Anna! She had a name!
"Good morning, Madame President," she said. "I'd like to walk you through our daily process and also give you some background information." She walked up toward my head as she spoke.
"Mr. Watson is our sole provider of sperm, so we have to remove it from him with maximum efficiency. As Ms. Guilder mentioned, it was a much easier process back when we had the sailor cohort. We screened women who wanted to breed, gave their profiles to the sailors, and they selected who they wanted to breed with. There wasn't really much science involved or needed.
"But with the Watson cohort it's different. We have only one sperm provider, so we need to maximize the production process. We can't just allow him to have intercourse with a few women each day and pump an overload of semen into each one of them. There's only about a 5% chance of pregnancy with any sex act, which means that he would only produce 1 baby a week if he had live sex 20 times. And keep in mind that 90% of those babies will be female. We can't repopulate America at that rate."
Sex 20 times a week. Picking my own women every day. Goddamned sailors and virus resurgence. If not for that, life would be a huge orgy for me. I growled beneath my gag.
Red continued. "Due to the small supply, we have to spread the semen out among a large group of women, which means that we have to capture the semen very carefully and parse it out among our applicants. We can't just bring them in and let him have sex with them the way we used to do it."
I closed my eyes in frustration.
"We began by simply masturbating him. That worked reasonably well, and we had a large group of women who assisted with that. Mr. Watson seemed to enjoy it, even though he was not allowed to receive intercourse or even oral sex. Instead, he received manual release from a large and diverse group of women, which kept him aroused, and we captured the semen from each act and parsed it out."
Stepping beside Greek, she reached underneath me and grasped my rigid cock, displaying her masturbation technique. I moaned behind the gag, and a roomful of women leaned down to watch.
The president giggled. "I haven't jacked off a man since the epidemic," she said. "That was always so much fun."
Red -- now Anna -- offered a note of agreement from my side. "It was kind of a win-win. But it wasn't optimum. We began running experiments. First, we gave him a special diet to increase semen production. That helped. Then we showed him pornography, which didn't increase his volume but it did increase his frequency. After some more experimentation we began offering live sex shows for him."
At that point, the door opened. Padding quietly through the crowd, self-conscious in their nudity, Diane and Jennifer returned. Having received their instructions, Jennifer lay down on the mat in front of me and Diane settled atop her in a 69 position. The two women began pleasuring each other orally as the president gawked wide-eyed.
"Don't worry, they're all volunteers. For the most part, they're conscientious objectors from the army, but we also get many private volunteers. Anyway, these things tended to increase our semen harvest." Red continued to stroke my shaft.
"Then," she continued, "we continued our optimizations. Given the severity of the problem, we were down to the microliter in our volume projections, and we discovered that harvesting via orgasm was not the most efficient way to obtain semen."
She stepped back up into my field of view and nodded. On cue, I felt one of Brunette's fingers intrude into my rectum, and Greek stepped forward again and began teasing my cock with very light touches of her fingers. I bucked forward, trying to escape the humiliation of being violated, but had no escape. I yelled and cursed behind my gag.
"Prostate massage, accompanied with intense orgasm teasing and denial, produces up to 3 percent more semen in the long run," Red said. "In this demonstration he's already aroused from the performers, so we should be getting some semen flow relatively quickly."
How did I get here? This wasn't my fault! I was bound to a frame in a room full of women. One of them had a finger, now two fingers, up my rectum massaging my prostate as another one teased my erect cock interminably. I fought the bonds, tears welling in my eyes, but I was completely helpless. It was so humiliating. My familiar pleasure and frustration returned, and semen slowly flowed into the tube as the women watched.
Seemingly oblivious to my plight, the president of the United States ducked down and studied my cock as Greek's fingers fluttered over it. She rose with a smile and a twinkle in her eye. "Gosh, ladies, am I the only one who misses riding a man's cock?"
The room exploded in laughter.
The president had a flair for public speaking. "Serious question here," she asked. "How many of you were hetero before the men disappeared? Show of hands."
I couldn't see every woman in the room, of course, but nearly all of the women in front of me raised their hand. Young Jennifer was handcuffed and pinned, so she couldn't react, and Diane slyly shrugged and shook her head, smiling as she toyed with her quarry's pussy. I couldn't help it. My brain sent an extra arousal signal to my cock. Even in an all-woman world, I loved the lesbian stuff.
The president shook her head. "We live in a different world now, and I'm sure we all love the women in our lives, but ... " she peeked down at my rigid cock and theatrically licked her lips to raucous laughter. "That statement doesn't leave the room," she warned when it died down, a big grin on her face.
Goddammit. I was living in a world full of women who were all craving cock, and yet I was not only being denied sex, but they wouldn't even let me have an orgasm.
The room fell silent for several minutes as I was worked and sexually teased and tortured. Back between my legs, Brunette had fingers up my ass in her left hand, her fingertips lightly stroking my prostate from inside, while her right hand massaged my hypersensitive balls. To my side, Greek was playing with my cock, teasing and stroking it, but without sufficient friction to make me cum. I fought them, my muscles flexing, but I was held fast. My head, pinned in viewing position, forced me to stare straight at Diane and Jennifer as they pleasured each other. I noticed Diane's fingers pushing inside Jennifer's vagina and rectum as the handcuffed young woman squirmed and licked beneath her.
"You can see his thighs and buttocks start to quiver at this point," Red explained. "Any second now, you'll see some semen begin to involuntarily flow into the collection device. Oh, there it is! It'll flow in a small but steady stream as long as the milkers maintain their efforts. Our goal is to keep him flowing without giving him an orgasm, because an orgasm will shut down collection during his refractory period and also leads to slightly lower long-term production."
The president grasped the small tube that led from my cock, looking at the whitish liquid that was now slowly traversing through it. "It's hard to believe that this is all that stands between us and extinction," she observed. "So how much do you collect each day?"
"About six teaspoons."
The president's brow furrowed. "That seems like a lot. At least, based on my memories." She again licked her lips to the retinue's laughter.
Red looked over at Guilder, who smiled sheepishly. "We collect for sixteen hours a day," she said.
"Sixteen hours a day? You're milking this poor man sixteen hours a day?" I felt the president's hands on my buttocks pulling my cheeks apart as she watched my rectal manipulation. I involuntarily clenched on Brunette's fingers.
Red nodded. "As we moved from the masturbation method to the milking method, Mr. Watson's cooperation decreased. Eventually he stopped cooperating, and indeed even tried to leave the facility multiple times, so we were forced to restrain him. We then ran mathematical models that showed that, with special diets and advanced processes and techniques, we could run the operation for sixteen hours a day without physical harm. But it is admittedly rather challenging for the donor in that situation."
My poor cock was about to explode. Greek was one of the best teasers among my guards and she always kept me on edge. Brunette had oiled up my balls and was gently rolling them as she worked her fingers inside me. I loved having my balls held, and the guards all knew it. I was whimpering behind the gag, my hips trying vainly to dry hump, but that was nothing new. It happened every day for sixteen hours.
"And a few minutes ago...did you say that he is denied orgasms during the sessions?"
Guilder nodded. "It adds to the volume of captured semen."
"So does he get an orgasm after the session is over?"
Guilder seemed embarrassed. "At the end of each session, we immediately put a chastity device on him to prevent any orgasms on his part. Every milliliter of semen is vital to the program."
The president bent down and looked into my eyes. "This poor man," she said. "A friend of mine -- I won't say who, but she was a former Senator -- used to have a very kinky relationship with her husband. She would receive oral sex from him whenever she wanted, but she kept him locked up in one of those chastity devices. You know, locked up his penis where he couldn't get to it to pleasure himself. From what she told me, he would be going crazy after about a month, and he would do anything to be released and have sex with her." She wiped a tear away from my cheek as she spoke. "And believe me, she would make him do some pretty bizarre things." She laughed heartily, and the room laughed with her.
The president straightened back up and turned to Guilder. "How long has it been since this man has had an orgasm?"
Guilder looked at Red, and Red looked at the other guards. At that point, Diane on the mat began to orgasm from the tongue of her younger partner, and everyone got distracted for a moment watching. When order was restored, there were some shrugs. "We canceled the masturbation program about 18 months ago," Red said. "I think that would have been his last orgasm."
I was bucking my hips to the extent possible, but it was pure instinct. My guards were very good at their trade, and they never slipped up. I wanted an orgasm so desperately, and the stroking on my prostate and shaft were exquisite, but I had no chance. In front of me, little teenage Jennifer was now bucking in her own orgasm, the older blonde's mouth pressed hard against her vulva.
The president tsk-tsked. "It seems to cruel to do this to him and never let him have an orgasm. Men need that."
She bent over again, looking underneath me. "Can I touch it?" she asked. "I haven't touched a penis in years."
"By all means," Guilder said.
Greek stepped away and I felt a new grip on my cock. I also felt Brunette lighten up on my prostate, taking care to minimize my chances of an orgasm. Damn her.
The president held my cock in her hands, appraising its thickness, its length. She sighed. "it's been a long time since I've had one of these. Don't tell my wife, but I miss them."
There were some knowing snickers from the crowd, and murmurs of agreement.
Her thumb moved up to my frenum, my most sensitive spot. It moved in only the slightest of motions, but enough to make me moan. "Those girls on the mat are really exuberant," she remarked. "Does he watch them every day?" On the mat, Diane now had Jennifer in in a doggy position, fucking her energetically from behind as she reached around and masturbated the teen's clit.
Guilder turned and watched for a moment. "We switch them out every day. We tested him with various stimulations, starting with dirty talk and pornography. Eventually we settled on live action, and we routinely test to see what arouses him the most. It changes over time as he sees different women and different acts and gets oversaturated, so we're always shuffling it up. For example, today you're' seeing an experienced natural lesbian dominating an inexperienced girl. It's what currently arouses him the most."
"Maximum cruelty," the president observed.
"What?"
"Maximum cruelty. You're showing him the things that arouse him the most, but you're not allowing him to have an orgasm with them."
I tried to scream my encouragement behind the gag. Yes! Maximum cruelty!
Guilder shrugged. "Maximum production, ma'am. My job is to repopulate the country."
The president's hand began slowly gliding up and down my cock. "It doesn't hurt to be humane, does it? This man is serving a great purpose for America. Let him have an orgasm once in a while."
My thighs began trembling.
Guilder shook her head. "We want to be humane, but we have to maximize production. It's a very tight window. Anna, what are the numbers?"
Red stepped forward again, as the teen brunette orgasmed loudly on the mat. The two showgirls began wrestling as the older blonde continued to masturbate her. "Too much!" she exclaimed. "Stop it!" The older blonde was stronger, though, and pinned the handcuffed teen to the mat, masturbating her briskly toward multiple orgasms as her partner thrashed and pleaded for mercy.
Red frowned slightly at the commotion, but ignored it. "With the current system, we can produce slightly more than 700 children per year by maximizing his semen production and carefully apportioning it to fertile women. Of those, about 70 will be male children that we can use to help repopulate the nation. The sailors produced 729 surviving male children before they died, so we'll have sufficient genetic diversity. We just need to increase the number of male children, and every single offspring of the Watson cohort is important."
The president's hand was moving stronger on my shaft now. Sensing my increasing excitement, Brunette subtly removed her hand from my balls, and stopped moving her fingers inside my rectum. She didn't want any part of an unapproved orgasm, even if it was from the president of the United States. I clenched my anus around her fingers.
"Will they also be milked like this?"
Guilder and Red looked at each other. "No," Guilder said. There'll be enough males in the next generation that we can go back to the selective breeding program of the sailor cohort again. The next generation of men will just screen female applicants and have sex as often as possible."
"So it's really only Mr. Watson here who will be involuntarily milked and denied orgasms?"
"Yes."
The president's hand was moving faster on my cock now. I was beginning to see stars. "Can we give Mr. Watson a day off every week as long as he agrees to have sex on that day? I hate to see him being treated like this. It's cruel."
Hope began to swell in my chest and my cock felt divine. Maybe my life was about to turn around. Maybe being the last man in America could turn back into a positive. Brunette pulled her fingers completely out of me, aware of my undulations as my muscles began flexing and preparing for an ages-overdue orgasm. Behind my gag I was gasping with pleasure, trying to keep quiet as if there was any chance that everyone in the room didn't see it coming.
Guilder nodded. "It is cruel. We concede that. Very cruel. But the numbers require it. Anna?"
Red cleared her throat. "If we gave him a day off each week, his production of male offspring would drop to around 60 per year. We would lose ground on the other countries that still have men, and particularly the Russians since they have two men producing now. Right now, we're ahead of the Russians because of the sailor cohort, but if we don't milk the Watson cohort to maximum efficiency, America will fall behind in population and eventually the entire nation will be put at risk."



The president was smoothly jacking me off now, and it was obvious to everyone in the room. My breathing was getting deeper and more labored, and I was moaning behind the gag. I needed this so bad! I loved this president! What a leader!
"How about once a month? Or maybe on his birthday? Can we do something so that this man's life isn't sheer hell? I can't even imagine getting teased and milked like this and never getting an orgasm."
With her other hand, the president grabbed my balls and began rolling them between her fingers. My eyes rolled back in my head with pleasure.
Red and Guilder both shook their heads sadly. "Anything we do to slow down production puts the country at risk. You're the president so it's your call, but recognize that this is one person and we're talking about the future of democracy and the American way of life."
Down on the mat, Jennifer had another orgasm, loud and frantic. Twisting her body, she managed to get away from the doggy style position where she was helpless and into the missionary position. True to her job, Diane didn't let up, though, forcing her hand between Jennifer's legs to keep frigging her. "Too much!" the teen cried out. "Too much!"
I was so close! So close! I could feel the semen beginning to flow into my shaft, building pressure for a mind-blowing orgasm.
The president stopped and released my cock. She sighed deeply and stepped away from me.
"I guess you're right," she said wistfully. "The good of the country surpasses the need of any individual."
No! I screamed behind my gag. No! Just give me one! I'm so close! I kicked and thrashed against the bonds that held me motionless.
Bending down to look me in the eyes, she was sympathetic but firm. "Mr. Watson, you are a true American hero and your sacrifices will be remembered."
NOOOOOOOOOO! I screamed behind the gag, tears flowing again. Ignoring me, she rose and turned away.
"This seems like a great program, and obviously it will get first call on funding and priorities. Do we have anything else to see?"
"Let's take you to lunch at the cafeteria," Guilder said. "We're going to present medals today to our milkers in honor of their dedicated service to the country, and we'd love it if you could present them."
The women filed from the room as I screamed in muffled frustration.
And just like that, it was back to normal. It was now just me, Greek, Brunette, and the two writhing women on the mat. Greek gently grasped my desperate cock and Brunette pushed two fingers back into my rectum. She leaned over me and I could feel her breasts press into my back.
"Don't worry," she cooed into my ear. "I'll be gentle."
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"I can't believe it".
Cassie shrugged. "You're a trusting guy, Tom. But I've been monitoring this for a while, and someone is stealing from us."
We were sitting in her office, the door closed, and the facts were laid out on her desk. She had worked for me for a dozen years now, and she knew her stuff. If she said that someone was stealing inventory, then they were stealing inventory.
"How much do you think they've gotten?"
She leaned forward, scanning the spreadsheets as she tucked her hair behind her ear. "It's not huge. Maybe $1,000 a month. The gemstones are coming in, but they're not being sold and they're not still in the store."
I leaned back in my chair and sighed. It was a miniscule amount given the size of the company, but it obviously needed to be dealt with. "And you think it's an insider?"
"It has to be. It's too regular. And they're taking the less valuable stones that we get in higher quantities. It's easier to cover up."
I nodded thoughtfully, then lowered my voice even though we were the only two people in the room. "We need to catch this person in the act with ironclad evidence. Maybe we should set up some cameras."
Cassie sat back too, nodding and pushing her nerdy but cute glasses back up on her nose. Her natural smile flashed reluctantly, bringing with it a dimple on each cheek. "I think that's the only way," she agreed.
We were always on the same page, Cassie and me, and that was only part of the reason I adored her. I had hired her straight out of college back when my company was a startup, and she had been a superstar since Day One. As the company grew, I kept promoting her, and now twelve years later she was my Chief Operating Officer, overseeing a staff of nearly 100 jewelry designers and salespeople. She was also my chief confidante on all things corporate.
Of course, the other reason I adored her, the reason I would never admit, was that I had a huge stockpile of fantasies about her. I was ten years older than her and happily married, so nothing was ever going to happen, but it didn't stop me from imagining. She was the perfect complement to my wife, smaller and more lean, brunette instead of blonde, and contemporarily cute as compared to my wife's classic beauty. In short, she would be a perfect change of pace if only I was allowed to have one.
And that ass...oh, that ass.
But back to business. I smiled at her. "Let me do a little research. I'll get back to you." My heart fluttered a little when she smiled back.
****
"Hi, honey!" Angela called out as I came through the front door. The dogs bounded into the foyer and greeted me with enthusiasm, so I wrestled with them for a moment.
"Hello!" I called back. The house was large and I had no idea where her voice came from, so I searched until I found her in the kitchen, mixing up a salad. I gave her a hug from behind and a kiss on the neck.
"How was your day?" I asked.
"It was good. I just took on a new client, and I think it's going to be fun. They're expanding into Thailand and we'll help set them up." Angela was a high-powered attorney, and she dealt in issues that I didn't understand.
"Hmm, sounds fun. Will you get any travel there?" My arms were wrapped around her waist and I slowly brought them up to cup her breasts. Angela had amazing breasts, full and large and still firm even in her forties. She giggled and shrugged me off.
"Behave," she said, turning around with the salad and giving me a peck on the lips. "Maybe I'll get to go. I'm not sure. I'll be working with Alaina and Meg, so we could have a blast together. Now grab some plates."
I got two plates out of the cupboard and followed her into the dining room, checking her out for the millionth time as we walked. She had matured physically from the sorority girl that I had married so long ago, but in a way that I didn't mind at all. She now had a curvier figure on her 5-7 frame, and it swayed sweetly in her lawyering suit as she walked in her bare feet. She'd kept her blonde hair long over the years, but her face had acquired a regality to replace the innocence that had once attracted me. Along the way, she had acquired a sophistication that was intoxicating and even a little intimidating.
We sat down together and began to eat. "So how was your day?" She asked. "Anything exciting happen?"
"Nah. Same old thing. We finalized a great design for an engagement ring that I think will sell well." We had learned not to talk in detail about our work. We were both highly successful, but our professional worlds were very different. I knew that she'd have a fit if I told her about the thefts, so she didn't need to know.
So we talked about politics and the latest news and gossiped a little about our coworkers.
"How's Cassie doing?" Angela asked after complaining a bit about her boss. "How did her date go the other night?" Given her tenure and her high position on my management team, Angela knew Cassie well and asked about her often.
I laughed. "He showed up in a t-shirt and took her to Applebee's. She was not impressed."
Angela clucked her tongue disapprovingly. "She's so cute. I want to set her up with somebody. There's a new attorney in the office who could be a good fit."
"You've tried that before."
"I know. But this time it could really work. I want to marry that girl off."
"I'm not sure that she wants to be married off yet. She seems to be pretty happy being single."
Angela clucked her tongue again. "When you and I were her age we'd been married for years."
"Yeah, but we were young and naïve. We never sowed our wild oats."
Angela gave me a half-serious glare. "We sowed our wild oats with each other, remember?"
"Of course, darling. And on that note..."
She saw my inquisitive look. "Are you leaving town again?"
"Baltimore. Tomorrow afternoon for two days."
We'd developed a little tradition of having sex before either of us left town. I wasn't sure how it started, but I welcomed it. We didn't have sex often enough these days, and it gave me an excuse to expect it.
"Okay, let me rinse the dishes real quick. Meet me in the bedroom."
I grinned.
Fifteen minutes later, she entered the bedroom. I was already naked, lying on the bed and resisting the urge to masturbate. She looked at my erect cock. "Ready, I see."
"I'm always ready."
She gave me a sexy smile and stepped to the foot of the bed. It was a large four-poster, and she leaned seductively onto one of the posts. "Hey, sailor, want some company?"
I winked at her.
Brushing her hair back, she began unbuttoning her blouse, revealing a silky white bra underneath. Given her curves, she tended to wear sensible bras, not overly flashy. I wished that she would be a little more sensual in that regard, but she was ever the professional. She shrugged the blouse off of her shoulders and unhooked the bra.
I love my wife, and I love her figure. Truth be told, I guess I love female figures in general, but hers is spectacular. Her breasts had filled out to a nice D cup over the years even though we'd never had children, and they were topped with large pale areolas that attracted one's eyes. Looking down, she inspected them and tweaked her nipples, then pressed her breasts together to form a deep cleavage. She almost seemed distracted by them.
"Hey, I get to play, too."
Smiling down at me, she brought a leg up onto the footboard and raised her skirt to hip level. Slowly, she rolled down her lacy stocking, its dark black contrasting with her pale skin, then did the same with the other leg. She shimmied out of her skirt, pulled down her panties, and then stepped around the bed to join me.
Angela truly was a beautiful woman. She had a small shock of dark pubic hair that belied her blonde tresses, and beneath it I could see her naturally prominent inner lips. Climbing atop me, we kissed, and I appreciated the warmth and softness of her curves as they pressed into me.
The kissing went on longer than I would like, but that was always the case. She liked it, so I kept it up until she finally broke it off.
"I'm ready. Will you give me my favorite?"
"Of course."
She rolled off of me and lay on her back. I rolled over too, pressing myself atop her. Beginning at her lips, I nibbled down her throat to her breasts, gently nipping at her nipples and manhandling her breast flesh. After a moment's distraction, I moved down further, kissing my way down her stomach to her neatly trimmed mound. I began playing with her pussy, prepping her to be eaten.
Angela loved receiving oral sex. She couldn't orgasm easily via intercourse, but a tongue would drive her crazy, so it was the tongue that she always requested. Pinning her thighs apart with my arms, I leaned into her and began running my tongue across her clit, slit, and lips. She had a very nice vulva if one liked them neat and compact: small, almost indiscernible outer lips framing a nicely flowering set of inner lips. She was a beautiful shade of pink.
I worked with enthusiasm, and she brought her hands up to play with her breasts, closing her eyes in pleasure. We were both somewhat shy and reserved, so there was no talking, no moans. Just me licking and her breathing, with an occasional small gasp as her hips began undulating, seeking more and more stimulation. Once we were in progress, I brought my hands in and began caressing her with my fingers, up and down her slit, occasionally dipping into her or down to her anus.
We'd been married forever, and I know this sounds stupid, but I fantasized about taking her anally. I'd seen porn. I wanted to slip a finger into her and make her orgasm while I was sodomizing her. I wanted to flip her over, prop her ass up with a pillow, and plow into her, forcing myself on her still-virgin anus while I pulled her hair up and arched her back. I wanted to make her gasp and moan while I buried myself inside her.
But how do you ask that of your beloved wife, the woman you love and respect? She was a classy woman, a well-heeled professional, and as straitlaced as they come. In 20 years of marriage she had never asked for anything out of the ordinary and seemed quite content with our narrow menu of sexual staples.
Part of that was my fault, too, I guess. I didn't want her to think less of me for being a pervert and I didn't want to treat her like a common whore. So I settled for playing tentatively with her back door during cunnilingus, circling it and gently pressuring it as far as I thought I could get away with. All of my other fantasies, and there were many, remained locked in my mind.
While I thought about this, I worked her with my tongue, and could feel her excitement. From years of practice, I could see the signs of orgasm approaching. Her breathing became deeper, her hips began moving, and she began biting her lower lip. Her hands squeezed tightly on her breasts, and after several minutes of attention, her back began arching. "Oh, yeah, this is it," she murmured, her breath coming in gasps. She bucked once, twice, three times, then pushed me away.
I sat up, wiping my mouth and looking down upon her. Her face was beatific, her eyes closed in secret fantasy, her fingers still coyly working her thick nipples. I stroked her widespread thighs, wondering what scene she was playing out in her mind's eye, but she was always too shy to tell me.
Finally, one blue eye opened, peering up at me. "Your turn?" she asked.
I nodded enthusiastically. "How about a blow job today?"
We switched positions, me lying down and her rising to her side, positioning herself at my left hip. We'd gotten married young so I didn't have much experience with other women, but I knew from porn that Angela's technique was a bit ... different. She preferred to not take me into her mouth, but rather to lick me. I'd never figured out why she preferred this method, but it still worked. Grasping my balls in her left hand, she began gently rolling them while she brought her lips down onto my sensitive frenum. With lips and tongue, she ran down the length of my rock-hard penis and then back up, pausing to wiggle her tongue toward the top. I enjoyed looking down at the top of her head, that beautiful mane of sculpted blonde hair working on pleasing me.
Closing my eyes, I went on a fantasy trip. It wasn't Angela this time, but a stripper. I was in the back room of a strip club and she was servicing me. Or no, maybe tonight it was in my hotel room on a business trip, and she was a brunette that I had met at the bar. I envisioned a petite young brunette, bobbing up and down. Maybe a college girl. Or actually, maybe it was Cassie on a business trip with me, having some evening fun. I settled on Cassie, her big brown eyes peering up at me as she worked. It only took a few minutes before I too was arching my back, trying to get every last bit of pleasure before I blew.
With a grunt and a moan, I shot out my load, splashing it up my chest in several spurts. Angela knew that I liked to be licked the whole time, so she didn't stop until I gave her the signal. When she smiled up at me, I saw that she had a couple of drops in her hair, but I decided not to tell her. She crawled up and nested her head in my shoulder, and we both sighed contentedly.
****
I came home from work early the next day, and was packing for Baltimore when the package arrived. I was torn for a moment about spending the time on it, but was too intrigued to leave it alone.
I opened it up and smiled. How cool.
After finishing up with Angela the night before, I had gone online and done my research, and I bought one of those little secret spy cameras. I must say, it was pretty clever. It was a phone charger just like any normal phone charger, but it also had a tiny camera built into the part that plugged into the wall. You plugged it in, left it alone, and it recorded any time it had movement and uploaded the file to the internet. It didn't offer sound, but I didn't need that to catch a thief.
I had it delivered to the house to keep it private, and of course I was headed straight to the airport so I couldn't go back to the office to set it up. Instead, I decided that it might be a good idea to run a test. The problem is, there's not much action around the house. It was just me, Angela, and our two dogs, Gustav and Archie. Pondering my options, the answer came to me.
Gustav and Archie, like most dogs, had serious issues with the mailman. I knew that from having a few sick days over the years, and maybe a video would be fun on Facebook. I found an electrical outlet that faced the front door and plugged the "charger" in. It was perfectly situated to catch all the action. I set up the account on the internet, and wrestled a goodbye with the dogs.
Baltimore was a three-hour flight away, and I went out to dinner. Back at my hotel room late in the evening, I logged on, checked some e-mails, and then remembered the camera. I went to the site and logged in.
My account now had a bunch of files on it, each indicating a period of movement. It took a minute or two to figure out the system, but once I got the first video playing it worked like a charm. As the video opened, Gustav and Archie were skidding toward the door, barking like crazy at a shadow outside. Mailman! I chuckled at their antics for a full minute. The video was very high quality, nice color and crisp resolution. Shot from the perspective of an electrical outlet, the action took place pretty much at dog height, too.
I opened the next file, and it was Gustav wandering by. Then another file of Archie. The camera captured anything that went on and sent me a file, then went dormant when the action stopped. I started figuring out that the smaller files only included the dogs walking by, and the longer files meant more action.
The fourth file was Angela coming home from work. It must have rained hard that day because she was soaked in spite of her umbrella, her dark blonde hair limp on her shoulders and her clothes clinging to her. I hadn't really thought about seeing her on the videos, and I smiled at my unintended voyeurism. She looked even more gorgeous than usual in her dampness, her dressy white blouse and sexy flannel gray pencil skirt practically painted onto her. She put the umbrella in its stand, ran her hands through her hair, and I could tell she was annoyed. She kicked off her heels, and as she bent to pick them up I got a great view looking upward toward her ass. She walked out of camera range and the file ended.
Another dog video.
Another dog video.
A video of Angela in yoga pants and t-shirt, chasing the dogs and pulling them toward the garage.
The next video surprised me. Angela walked to the door and opened it up. She motioned a welcome and a young woman entered. My eyebrows rose. The woman was young, probably just past college age, and quite attractive. She had long red hair, and once she removed her raincoat she had a nice figure, slender and busty in a slinky but conservative dress. She was probably a couple of inches taller than Angela. The two women hugged, then left the camera range and the video went blank.
Who was that? I puzzled over the possibilities. Maybe it was someone she worked with, but I'd never seen that woman at the office Christmas party, and I would have noticed a sizzling hot redhead. Maybe someone coming to do some work on the house? That made no sense. I looked at the time stamp on the video and it was at 8:15 p.m.
Who was coming to the house at 8:15 p.m.?
Whoever it was, I wanted to meet her. I'd have to figure out a way to find out about her visit, since I certainly couldn't admit that I'd been inadvertently spying on Angela. But wow - my wife was hanging out with a hottie. I replayed the video. Looking upward from outlet height, I got a good and unobstructed view. Nice legs, nice breasts that were almost as big as Angela's, and young. I paused it and studied her face, but it rang no bells in my mind.
I studied the video for more clues. The two women left the frame toward the right. The living room was on the left, as well as the easiest path to the kitchen. So they were most likely going to the bedroom or one of the guest rooms. I bet Angela was getting a massage and not telling me about it. She loved getting massages, but she usually went to a spa to get them. If that was a massage, I really needed to figure out who the woman was. I felt myself getting hard just imagining a rubdown at the redhead's hands.
I shrugged and opened up the next video. It was time-stamped just before 10:30 p.m. Sure enough, Angela and the redhead were at the door again, this time in a departure scene. Angela was now in a robe, so it must have been a massage. After the redhead put her raincoat back on, the two women chatted at the door briefly, then embraced in a hug.
It was a rather long hug, I observed. Arms wrapped around each other, bodies in full contact, they appeared to be speaking, Angela leaning back slightly so they could be face to face.
And then they kissed.
They.
Kissed.
I was so shocked that I had to look up from the screen to process it. I was lounging on the bed of my hotel room, and I looked straight into the mirror on the opposite wall where I could see my own shocked face looking back.
What the hell?
The video had ended, so I restarted it. It was only about 90 seconds long. The two woman walked to the door. The redhead put on her raincoat. Angela opened the door. They hugged. They chatted, still in the hug, their faces close together.
And then the redhead leaned in and gave Angela a kiss. And not just one of those sisterly pecks on the lips. It was a KISS.



I leaned closer to the screen. Angela was not pulling away. They were kissing.
They were kissing!
I moved the laptop off of my lap and stood up. I paced around the room a bit, then came back and played the video again. Then again. And again.
What the hell was going on?
I shook it off. It couldn't be what it looked like. My wife was as vanilla as they come. She was virtuous and proper and even above all that, she was hetero. I knew all of these things for a fact. We had been married for twenty years. She was virtuous and she was proper and she was hetero.
I looked out the window at the Baltimore night, but my eyes were elsewhere. I had to be misinterpreting something. This has to be a long-lost cousin or an old sorority sister or something. Maybe that was it. She and her sorority sisters were sometimes weirdly affectionate with each other at the reunions, a fact that never ceased to intrigue me.
I played the video again. The redhead was twenty years too young to be a sorority sister. Maybe she was a pledge or something, but it's not like Angela was active in the alumni network these days.
I leaned in, inches from the screen. They were pressed together. They were talking. They were kissing. Angela was facing away from me, toward the door, and the redhead was facing the camera. What was she saying? I couldn't tell.
Who was this woman? And why was she kissing my wife?
****
I didn't sleep well that night. I tossed and turned and had weird dreams, and when I woke up it was the weirdest dream of all. The laptop was still open, and the camera website was still logged in. Warily, I approached it at the desk and looked. Eight more files, all relatively small. One at a time I opened them. Dogs coming in from the garage, dogs walking around, dogs barking at the mailman. One file was Angela heading out to work. Nothing to report.
I marched through my meetings with a client and a potential supplier, had a quiet lunch, and interviewed a job candidate in the afternoon. In between, I watched a lot of dog videos, which were already becoming rather tiresome. Being two hours ahead of time on the East Coast, I eventually went to dinner and forced myself to wait until midnight before I logged back on again, watching a couple of old movies on the movie channel to kill time.
It had to be a massage situation, I decided. Women felt differently about affection than men. Maybe for some reason you would kiss a massage therapist in your home.
Even I didn't believe that. But it was the only theory I had that didn't explode my brain out the top of my skull.
At 12:30 a.m., I logged back on. There was a big group of new files waiting for me. Unsure what to expect, I began clicking through them, deleting the dog files as I went. I kept the file of Angela coming home from work, clad this time in a form-fitting business dress. It must have been sunny today, because she wasn't wearing a coat.
The good news was that, based on the camera's records, the redhead did not return on this night.
The bad news is that it was a brunette instead.
She was slightly shorter than Angela, and had a boyishly short haircut that contrasted sexily with a very feminine figure. She was almost as curvy as Angela, and was wearing a somewhat bohemian pair of slacks with a white shirt and suspenders that were all the fashion rage right now. The two women greeted each other with a cursory hug and stood for a couple of minutes speaking. I wished I could hear what they were saying. Then Angela gestured toward stage right. Either they were going to a bedroom or they were taking a circuitous route to the kitchen. I had a bad hunch it wasn't the kitchen.
They were gone, and the video ended. The dogs must have been put away because the next video was the brunette exiting. Angela was in her robe and the bohemian brunette was dressed the same as she had entered. They stopped at the entry, had a short conversation, and then -
Bam.
Angela had the brunette up against the wall. They weren't just kissing, they were making out, and Angela was the aggressor. There was no doubt about it. The brunette's right hand went down, and while I couldn't tell exactly where it was, I saw Angela's hips jerk spasmodically. The woman's left hand grabbed Angela's ass and pulled her close. And then ...
I did not sleep well the second night either.
****
Cassie knocked on the door frame of my office entry. I didn't even know she was there.
"You okay, boss?" she asked.
I looked at her, unable to form a proper answer. It didn't help that she was wearing a white t-shirt and suspenders today. I scanned her up and down, but the Bohemian Brunette was clearly a different person. Damn fashion trends.
Cassie cocked her head quizzically, then shut the door behind her and came over to my desk. "Something's wrong," she deduced, sitting in the chair opposite me. "You've not been yourself at all today."
I smiled wryly. "I am myself," I responded. "I'm just not sure who everybody else is."
We sat silent for a moment, she waiting expectantly and me with a thousand competing thoughts running through my head. Finally she spoke. "Are you going to tell me or am I going to have to wrestle you down and beat it out of you?"
The thought made me smile, partly because it came from this waifish young woman who could likely not outwrestle a 12 year-old boy, and partly because such a thing sounded fun. She was always saying things like that, just flirty enough to plant a fantasy but not enough to be over the line.
I needed someone to talk to. I needed someone to tell me I wasn't crazy. I looked at my watch, and it was 4:45. "Want to go get a drink somewhere?" I asked. "This is going to take a while."
Her big brown eyes got even bigger, illuminating the white around them. She looked at her watch too, then nodded, a look of curiosity and concern on her face. "Let me go shut down for the day," she said. "Meet me at my car."
Fifteen minutes later, I walked out to the employee parking lot. Cassie's car was a perfect match for her, small and cute and modern. She was waiting behind the wheel, checking her makeup in the rear view mirror. I crossed in front of her and climbed into the passenger seat.
"Where to, boss?"
"How about your place? This is very confidential."
"My condo?" She turned and looked at me, then started up the car. "Well, aren't you quite mysterious today?" Sensing my seriousness, though, she changed tones. "Something seems wrong. I hope you're okay."
It took me a minute to answer as she edged out of her spot and began driving. "I'm not."
****
Cassie made good money at the firm. We designed and manufactured high-end jewelry, and we did quite well. Her early presence in the firm and her brilliance had earned her a great living, and her condo reflected that. It was on the 22nd floor of a downtown high-rise, decorated in a manner that could best be described as "1960s mod meets rococo". I had only been there a couple of times over the years, once at her housewarming party and once for an employee's funeral, but the style matched Cassie's nature, bold and individualistic. She poured us each a glass of wine and we sat on her couch.
I opened my laptop. "I need you to look at something," I said. "I need you to tell me how you interpret it."
"Oookay." She was looking at me like I was half crazy, and dutifully adjusted her glasses.
"Obviously, it's going to be highly personal and confidential. I just want to be sure that I'm not jumping to any conclusions." I told her about buying the camera and my tests with the dog videos and that I hadn't intended to be spying, but the video showed something I wasn't expecting.
A flash of realization came across her face. "Oh, no," she said, and she looked as upset as I felt. "Angela?"
I answered hesitantly. "That's part of it."
We moved together so she could see my screen, our hips nearly touching each other as the laptop balanced on my knees. I pulled up the first video, the one with the redhead arriving. "This was at 8:15 on my first night in Baltimore."
Cassie leaned forward, intently watching it. The redhead arrived, she and Angela hugged, and the video ended. Cassie shrugged. "Am I missing something? Who's the woman?"
"Now let's go to the next video. This is a couple of hours later." I started up the departure video, and Cassie leaned in.
I leaned back to give her room, and studied her as she watched the video. Maybe it's just because my marriage was going down the drain, but she looked particularly attractive today. Her medium brown hair was shoulder length and flipped inward at the bottom, smooth and shiny. The suspenders, flaring out and up over her narrow shoulders, accentuated her tiny waist and subtle breast swells. Maybe if I ended up single ...
"Oh, my god!" Reaching into my lap, Cassie hit the key to back up the video. She watched again, peering intently, then swung her head around to me. "Are they kissing?" The look on her face was nearly identical to the look that I had seen in my hotel mirror. She turned around and played the video again, leaning so far in that I could only see her sleek mane of hair in my lap.
"I'm going to ask a really stupid guy question," I said, "but do women ever casually kiss each other like that? Could that be a friendship kiss of some sort?"
Cassie stood up and began pacing, her small ass swaying. She kicked off her shoes and suddenly got notably shorter, and I realized that I'd never seen her barefoot before. She was smaller than I realized. She stopped, gave me a look like she was a private eye and pointed at the laptop. "That's a woman," she said, as if I didn't understand the obvious. "That's another woman!"
I nodded. As traumatic as my night had been, it was entertaining to watch Cassie in this state. I'd never seen her so perplexed and indignant. She was pacing rapidly, as if trying to diffuse energy before it caused an explosion.
She continued, her hands moving up to clutch her head as she paced. "I mean, that's Angela! That's your wife! I've known her for years! There must be an explanation. There has to be an explanation for this." She was talking a mile a minute, her mind working through scenarios just as mine had done.
I waited for an opening. "Want to see the next night's video now?"
Cassie's face went pale and she stopped in her tracks. "There's another one?"
"Oh, it gets better. Or worse."
She sat down beside me again, and I started up the Bohemian Brunette video. "I won't show you this woman arriving because nothing happens there, but here she is leaving a couple of hours later. This is on the second night that I was gone. It goes on for about seven minutes."
Like I had done, Cassie watched the video a half dozen times, or at least the most damning parts of it. At some point she plucked the laptop off my lap and crawled up onto the couch, lying against the far arm facing me, then curling up and balancing it on her knees. She braced her bare feet against my thighs and disappeared into the screen.
When it was over, she looked at me with bewilderment, her mouth agape.
"Do you have any theories?" I asked.
Cassie set the laptop on the floor and sat facing me, her feet still against my thigh. I could see a faraway look in her eyes as her sharp mind clicked through scenarios. She gestured toward the laptop. "That last video makes it pretty clear," she said.
"So what does it mean?"
Cassie shook her head in shock. "Honestly, it's blowing my mind. I don't know which is more shocking, the fact that she would be cheating on you or the fact that she'd be doing it with a woman."
"Welcome to the club."
Cassie ran her slender fingers through her hair, her big brown eyes unfocused in thought. She peered at me. "Is Angela bisexual or lesbian?" she asked pointedly.
"Not that I knew of."
"She's never said anything about it?"
I shook my head. "I would definitely remember that," I quipped.
Her smile was shaky. "Because they were clearly ... I mean, that other woman, she was ... she was masturbating Angela. Right there at your front door." Cassie blushed even saying the words.
"And Angela was the one who made the first move," I observed.
"Has she ever given you any sense that she liked women? Any sense at all?"
Most people's sex lives are private, and Angela and I were no exception. In fact, we were very private. But these were unusual times. I looked at Cassie, looked at the laptop, and started baring my soul. "Okay, here's the whole truth and nothing but the truth. I've never gotten any indication that she liked women. None at all. I've joked over the years about doing a threesome with her, and she always laughed it off. We have sex, but it's really vanilla, and she won't even tell me her fantasies. Won't talk about them at all. But I know she must have them. Everyone has fantasies, right?"
"Have you ever watched lesbian porn together?" Cassie blushed again as she said it, but I think we both knew that this was going to be a no-holds-barred conversation.
"Well, sure, we've watched some porn over the years, and I really like the girl-girl stuff. She watched it with me, but she never asked for it or anything. She tends to be pretty conservative about sex."
Cassie looked at me, and then her mouth blossomed into a grin. She began laughing, and I realized what I had said. I had to laugh as well.
"I'm so sorry," she said, wiping away a tear of laughter. "I guess we know THAT's not true now."
In a world where everything was suddenly upside down, Cassie made me laugh. She was the rock that I needed right now.
"So what's next? Is this divorce material?" she asked.
I laughed again, sheepishly this time. "This conversation is never going to leave the room, right?"
"Oh, absolutely not. Just you and me."
"First off, it looks like she's cheating on me. Maybe that's divorce material. It seems like it should be, but I'm still in too much shock to think clearly. But ..." I swallowed hard. This was rapidly becoming a week of unprecedented firsts. "But ... I have to say ... it also really turns me on. If she had just asked, I would have been thrilled to let her do it."
Cassie threw her head back, laughing again, baring her slender throat to me.
What the hell. I kept going. All bets were off now. "I would kill to see her having sex with another woman. It's probably my favorite fantasy. If they're still frigging each other at the front door, I'm dying to know what happened back in the bedroom. If she wanted this, why didn't she just tell me? I would have gladly let her do it."
Cassie's toes curled against my thigh. She was giggling uncontrollably. "So you're into the lesbian thing, huh? Would you actually do a threesome with her?"
"Hell, yeah! A thousand times yeah!"
I was oddly euphoric. Everything was happening at once. My world was crumbling, my wife was apparently a lesbian, and I was sitting in Cassie's living room feeling her bare feet on my thigh, telling her that I enjoyed threesomes and lesbian sex. I had a feeling that the next few months were going to be a wild ride, most likely with a horrific crash at the end, but I didn't care. It was that moment on the roller coaster where you just crested the top and you throw your arms up triumphantly right before the bottom drops out.
Cassie pulled her feet away from me, reaching down to grab the laptop. "Let's watch it again. I want to see something."
She hit the replay button and I moved in close to her, our hips and shoulders touching. It was all there again. The Bohemian Brunette went to the door. They had a short conversation. And then Angela pushed the Bohemian against the wall, trapping her in a passionate kiss. The Bohemian's hand went down and into Angela's robe, and my wife's hips jerked in response. The Bohemian then reached around, grabbing Angela's ass and pulling her close.
For the next several minutes, Angela kissed and pawed the Bohemian, and the Bohemian jilled off my wife. My wife of twenty years. The robe never came off and there was no visible nudity, but it was obvious what was happening. At the end, Angela's hips began moving and her back began arching.
"Right there, she's having an orgasm," I said. I knew that arch.
Cassie was rather flushed at this point, and I saw something I'd never seen before. Under her fashionable suspenders, her t-shirt was light and thin and her nipples were quite erect. Erect and large, much larger than I would have thought possible on her petite B-cups.
She rotated back against the arm of the sofa to face me, looked down, and noticed them. She quickly drew her legs up and casually wrapped her arms around them. "Do you know what I see?" she queried.
I knew what I was seeing, but I think she was talking about the video. "What do you see?"
"I see lust, not love. Think about it. Two different women on two different nights. She's not having an affair. She's just fucking around."
I'd never heard Cassie use a vulgarity before. Chalk up another first. "What's the significance of that?"
"It's your call. Divorce, intervention, whatever. But I don't think she's cheating on you emotionally. I think she's just getting her rocks off. And it sounds like you kind of like that."
I turned it over in my mind. I had been thinking about the situation from my own perspective, and feeling rejected and cheated on. I hadn't looked at it from Angela's perspective yet. A new kernel of thought entered my mind, one that was much less morose. I looked at Carrie and she looked at me, and we exchanged raised eyebrows.
I spoke slowly and carefully. "I think ... that I need to investigate this more before I do anything. I need video of what's happening in the bedroom."
"Absolutely."
"And I need to figure out who those other women are."
"Absolutely."
"And I need to understand better why she's doing this."
"Absolutely."
"I think I'm going to buy a spycam with sound."
She nodded. "Give me the one you've got," she said, "because I still need to catch a thief. Oh, and I'll work up an excuse to send you on another business trip as soon as the new camera arrives."
We walked together to the front door. I stopped, and spontaneously we gave each other a big hug. She was so small in my arms, but she held me with great strength. At long last, arching her back so she could look into my face, she said, "Oh, and one other thing."
"What's that?"
She blushed, but her teeth shone in a big grin. "I'm going to need to view those videos with you. I kinda like lesbian porn."
I laughed the whole way home.
****
The new camera looked like a small clock. Angela wondered why I had bought such a thing, but we tended to be independent about such things, so she just shrugged and let me go on my way. Sitting on my nightstand, it pointed inward at the bed and offered a perfect vantage point. I was very proud of my stealth.
I kept mum about the videos, which wasn't too hard if I worked late every night. I then told Angela that I had to go to Los Angeles, and she didn't question it. I traveled regularly, usually once a month, so having a second trip so soon wasn't unheard of. But I didn't go to Los Angeles. I went to Carrie's condo, where she had her guest bedroom ready for me.
"Thanks so much," I said as I entered.
"No sense in spending the money for travel," she said, "and otherwise we'd just be on the phone all night anyway."
She padded to the kitchen to get some waters for us. We had a casual workplace, so I usually saw her in jeans and a t-shirt. I seldom saw her in shorts, much less the short shorts she was wearing tonight, and it was a real treat. She was only a shade over 5 feet tall, and she had a small, pert ass that defied gravity. Given some bouncing on her way back, I also decided that she wasn't wearing a bra under her thin and aged concert t-shirt.



"So what do we do now?" she asked.
"Now? We wait. If anything happens at all, it'll happen later in the evening. So you're stuck with me for dinner."
We ordered Chinese, and I paid. As we divvied up our chicken lo mein and "happy family" seafood, we chatted.
"Any luck with the thief yet?" I asked.
"Not yet. But it's just a matter of time. Given the pattern, I suspect that they'll show up on video sometime in the next few days."
"Well, they're not going to be happy when we catch them. I'm in a pretty vindictive mood right now."
Cassie nodded, studying me. "So how are you feeling about tonight?"
I took a deep breath. "I'm not sure. A part of me hopes that she just sits and reads a book, but another part of me wants any ambiguity to go away. No matter what we see tonight, what happened last week still happened, and I have to figure out what to do about it."
"What are you going to do about it?"
I thought for a second, then threw tact out the window. "I need to figure out what she's doing and why she's doing it. If she's cheating on me, then we're done. But I'm not sure that's the case. I thought a lot about what you said when you first saw the videos, about whether she's cheating or just fucking around, and I think you're right. Two women in two nights argues that she's not in love with someone else. If it turns out that she's just been wanting more in bed than I've been giving her ... um ..." I blushed with embarrassment. "I can learn from that, and I'm glad to be more open to possibilities."
Cassie laughed. "You don't mind letting her diddle women as long as you get to watch?" Her grin was infectious, and her eyes flashed mischievously but compassionately.
I sheepishly grinned back. "Not just watch. I want to play, too. If she wants to have casual sex with other women, I'm fine with that. In fact, I'm delighted about it. Just let me watch, and give me a crack at the other girl, too. To be honest, I've been bored to death with our sex life."
Cassie smiled coyly, averting her eyes toward her food.
"Did I say too much?"
It took a second for her to respond. "No, not at all. I just find it funny that you're a perv. You're so upright and serious at work. You're a boy scout. I've never seen this side of you."
"I'm not a boy scout," I snapped peevishly. "I'm definitely a perv, but I just don't go around talking about it." Then I softened back up and thought for a moment. "Maybe we're all pervs. I just learned that my wife is a perv, and she's the last person I would ever suspect. And now I also know that you like lesbian porn."
Cassie giggled, her face a deep red. "What can I say?" she confessed. "I like men, but women are soooo hot."
It was indeed a strange new world.
****
"Okay, are we ready?"
It was midnight now, and stone silent outside our little high-rise cocoon. Outside her huge glass window, the lights of the city shone beautifully, and I wondered how many other stories like mine were playing out down there.
Cassie had hooked my laptop up to her big screen TV, so there would be no more huddling over a small screen. I logged on and went to today's files. There were several, as usual, but they were less numerous and much bigger than the files from the entryway camera, including one very large file at the bottom.
The first file, from early in the morning, showed Angela getting out of bed. We slept nude, so Cassie got a good view of Angela's naked ass as she walked toward the bathroom. I felt guilty about the unintentional invasion of privacy, but then again Angela had forfeited that right in my mind. She rummaged in the closet, then disappeared into the bathroom and the video ended.
"Angela has a nice ass", Cassie commented to break the awkwardness.
"Yep."
A second mundane video showed her coming out fully dressed, then leaving for work. A third video showed the dogs coming in and jumping on the bed to sleep.
"The dogs sleep on the bed?" I couldn't believe my eyes. "I had no idea they did that. They aren't supposed to sleep on the bed."
Cassie chuckled. "It's unbelievable what goes on in your house when you're not there."
The fourth video was in the early evening. The dogs suddenly leapt from the bed and ran from the room, and a few moments later Angela arrived, wearing a nice business suit. She sat on the bed facing away from us and removed her heels, then pulled her phone from her purse. She looked something up, then held it to her ear. Cassie and I sat in anticipation.
"Hello, Becky? This is Angela."
(Silence.)
"Yes, it's fun time again. Who do you have available?"
(Silence.)
"I'm feeling rather combative today, and I need to be taken down a notch. Who do you have that's assertive?"
(Silence.)
"Is she taller than me?"
(Silence.)
"And you trust her? This is someone that I can be helpless with?"
Cassie and I turned and gaped at each other, eyes wide.
"Okay, that sounds great. When can she be here? Let's go for two hours."
Angela hung up and set the phone on her nightstand, a devilish smile of anticipation on her face. She stood up and stripped down, removing her suit, bra, and panties. I'd seen this show before, so I instead watched Cassie out of the corner of my eye as we sat together on the couch. She was watching intently, her dark pupils dilated widely inside her pretty chocolate irises. When Angela turned at some point, she got a full frontal view. I watched Cassie's eyes do a head to toes scan.
"She has nice nipples," I remarked. "Just in case you missed them."
"Your wife is so hot," Cassie conceded with her typical forthrightness. She shifted a bit on the couch, and I could definitely tell that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her nipples were pushing against the fabric hard. My god, they were long.
On the screen, Angela walked naked to her closet and opened the door. It blocked our view, but we could tell that she was rummaging around. A moment later she reappeared with a small suitcase in tow. I had seen it in her closet, but had always assumed that it was empty.
She set it on the bed and unzipped it, and I leaned forward with interest. She pulled out a blue lingerie piece and appraised it, then set it aside. Then out came a red lace playsuit, also appraised and rejected. Then something black and leather.
"I've never seen these things," I said glumly.
Cassie pursed her lips. "Sorry," she said.
Hands on her hips, Angela considered her options. Setting aside clothing for a moment, she began taking other things out of the suitcase. A vibrator. A large dildo. Some sort of dildo-belt combination. Several smaller items. My jaw hung slack in shock.
"Did she just take out a strap-on?" Cassie asked.
"I had no idea she owned a strap-on," I said, dumbfounded.
"Lucky for you, I guess."
I couldn't help but laugh, and Cassie giggled at her own joke. My Chief Operating Officer was showing a very different side of herself.
Angela then surprised us. Instead of putting on lingerie, she went back to her closet and pulled out the outfit that she had just worn home. It was a conservative navy blue skirt and beige top, the uniform of the female lawyer. She began putting them back on.
"What's she doing?" I asked.
"I don't know. But did you notice that she's not putting on any underwear?"
Angela put on the skirt and blouse, but was commando underneath. No bra, no panties. She then took the waistband of the skirt and began rolling it on her waist. Cassie gestured to the screen. "Do you see what she's doing?"
I shook my head. "I see it, but I don't understand it. What's she doing?"
"She's rolling up the waistband to make the skirt shorter. Let's see how far she goes."
Angela was standing in front of a mirror now, rolling and checking. The skirt went from just above her knees to mid-thigh, and sexy as hell. My wife had great legs.
"I wish she would dress like that for me," I said. "I can never get her to dress sexy."
Angela left the room, and the video went black.
****
It was easy to forget that the action wasn't live. The camera captured events and recorded them, so we didn't have to wait for the next chapter to unfold. It was right there in the largest file, the next one on the list. I moved the mouse to it, and hesitated.
"Are you ready?" Cassie asked. Her right leg was bouncing with nervous energy.
"I have a bad feeling about what we're going to see," I said.
Cassie nodded. "So what's our goal in watching it?" Always thinking, that girl.
I sighed deeply and took my hand off the mouse. "You're right. What is our goal?" I wanted to see what was next, but why? Curiosity was probably only going to be painful.
Cassie pursed her thin lips. "I think it'll be easy to fixate on what's happening, but you need to know why it's happening."
I looked at the screen. The cursor was resting on the file. "I need to understand why," I parroted. I wasn't thinking clearly but I trusted Cassie to have the answer.
"You've told me that you're not averse to what she's doing. You're just shocked that it's happening behind your back. Right? You told me last week that you're actually turned on by what's she's doing."
"I am."
"So whatever happens next, we need to watch it with an eye toward her motivations. And from there we'll figure out next steps. Given the call, we know now that last week wasn't a one-time dalliance."
The stress of the last week had been burying me, but I suddenly felt much better. Or at least less bad. Cassie was bearing some of my burdens, and she was able to think clearly and objectively. This is why I had wanted her in my business, and now it was paying off personally. To her surprise, I leaned over and gave her a quick hug. "Thank you so much," I said. "I don't know what I would do without you here helping me."
"You're the best boss ever," she replied curtly. "Of course I'm going to help you." She grinned wickedly. "Plus ... free porn."
I clicked the file.
****
Whatever else I might want to say about my wife, she had good taste in women. The video opened with my wife entering the bedroom. Behind her came a beautiful woman with black hair and olive skin, obviously Latina. The Latina was dressed in a black leather corset, her ample cleavage spilling out over the top, along with a g-string and knee high boots. She was a couple of inches taller than Angela, and had a long sexy cascade of jet black hair.
"Whoa," said Cassie. "She's gorgeous"
I couldn't speak.
They stopped and faced each other in a perfect viewing position for us. "Okay, here's what I'd like," Angela said in an instructional tone. "My safe word is 'F Scott Fitzgerald'. If I say that, the game stops, got it?"
The Latina nodded. "Got it. F. Scott Fitzgerald."
"And no matter what you do, no marks. No bruises no hickeys, no marks. I can't have any marks at the end of the night. That's very important."
Cassie and I looked at each other as the Latina agreed. "She doesn't want you to find out," Cassie observed. I nodded, frowning.
Angela proceeded. "Great. Here's the scenario. We're on a business trip, and you're my coworker. We're in my hotel room. You force yourself on me. I'm going to try to escape, but you're going to pin me onto the bed. Rip my clothes off, grope me, do whatever. I'm going to fight hard, but I'll eventually give up and let you know that I've surrendered. At that point, tie me to the bed however you want, and start using these on me." Angela pointed to several sex toys on the nightstand. "Use them however you want, but at some point I want you to use the strap-on on me. Start in the front and then move to my rear. But lube me up a lot before you do it. Lube me up slow and tell me what you're doing. Make me know that you're going to take me anally. And feel free to make me give you orgasms, too. I just want to have at least two myself."
Cassie looked over at me sympathetically. Her eyes were wide as saucers.
"I can't believe this." I felt as if I could barely breathe, and my skin prickled with shock.
The Latina nodded at my wife of twenty years. "What gives you orgasms?" she asked. "Will penetration do it? Or do you want a vibrator or fingers or tongue?"
"I love oral," Angela said, "but vibrators work great, too. Feel free to do anything you want for your own orgasms."
For some reason, her words comforted me a little. She loved oral. At least she was being honest with me about that.
On the screen, the Latina nodded.
"Okay, let's start." Angela smoothed her skirt and said, "Thanks for coming to my room, Samantha. I just needed some help with my suitcase."
The Latina woman, apparently in the role of Samantha, got into her character. "Glad to help, Angela, but that's not why I came up."
"Why did you come up?" My wife was a pretty good actress.
"You know why." Samantha stepped close to Angela and ran her hands up Angela's arms. "Do you feel the attraction too?"
"What? No!" Angela stepped back. "What are you doing?"
"I want you, Angela. I'm going to have you."
"No! I'm married! What are you doing?"
It was stilted dialogue, but Cassie and I were glued to the scene like it was an Oscar-winning film.
Samantha stepped forward again, and Angela was now backed up to the bed. The tall Latina offered a truly sinister smile. "You know you want it." She gripped Angela around the waist.
"Are you crazy? Get away from me!"
With a shove, Angela was on the bed and the Latina was on top of her. The two women wrestled quickly and intensively before Samantha gained control. Grasping Angela's wrists, she pulled them over her head and wedged her legs between Angela's knees. "Kiss me!"
Angela fought like a wildcat, but she had disadvantages in both leverage and strength. Samantha slowly immobilized her until Angela was helpless. "Kiss me," she repeated, then forced her lips onto Angela's mouth. Angela squealed in mock protest but could only absorb the kiss as her hips and legs flailed, the short skirt riding up dangerously high.
I was in shock. There are some moments that life does not prepare you for, and this was one of them. I was watching my beloved wife of twenty years, lying on our bed in my own home, being forced to kiss a woman in a pseudo-dominatrix outfit.
And she wanted it.
My cock was rock hard.
Angela fought and flailed and struggled, but she had no chance. At some point, Samantha managed to shift both of Angela's slim wrists into her left hand, holding them secure. With her right hand, she grasped Angela's blouse and pulled hard. Buttons flew, the blouse opened, and Angela's creamy breasts were now exposed and vulnerable. Samantha began roughly kneading and squeezing them while Angela struggled.
I looked over at Cassie. Her nipples were quite erect and noticeable, her mouth agape and her eyes unblinking in concentration.
Samantha released her kiss. "You like that, Angela?" she purred. She squeezed Angela's nipple hard.
"You're hurting me! Let me go!"
As much as I realized that it was a game, I was still concerned. Samantha was really working Angela's breasts, much harder than I ever had. Angela kicked and struggled, her back arched in pain, but she had no chance of escape.
"How about something more fun?" Her left hand still pinning Angela's wrists, Samantha's right hand moved down, sliding up under Angela's shortened skirt.
"Oh, god!" Angela's kicks became even more frenetic, her large breasts bouncing with her efforts. "What are you doing? Let me go!"
Samantha laughed. "I'll let you go when I'm finished. But we're just starting."
They wrestled for several minutes. "Get your finger out! Oh, god!"
"Second finger going in."
"Oh, no! No!" Angela kicked and bucked.
"Third finger going in now." Samantha shifted her hand slightly, and Angela grunted and gasped.
"No! I'll do what you want! Anything! Stop it!"
"Anything?"
"Anything! Please!"
Samantha stopped moving, her hand still under Angela's skirt. Angela suddenly stopped moving and moaned in pleasure.
"I'm going to tie you to the bed and have fun with you for a while. You'll enjoy it too, or at least most of it. You'll stop fighting me while I do it. Otherwise, I'm going to put my entire fist up you right now. What do you want?"
"No fist! Please, no fist! I'll let you tie me up!"
Samantha smiled cruelly down at Angela. "This is going to be a fun night. Stand up and strip for me, blondie, then lie down on the bed."
Angela stood and stripped, obediently removing the torn blouse and the shortened skirt while Samantha leered. She then lay compliantly on the bed. Using rope from the nightstand, Samantha tied Angela's legs apart, one leg to each foot post, then tied her wrists together and secured them to the headboard. As she worked, Cassie looked over at me.
"Did you have any idea that she was into this?"
I shook my head. "None at all."
"Would you do this to her if she wanted?"
My cock was about to burst out of my pants. "Absolutely. This would be a dream. I've tried for years to get her to tell me her fantasies, and she never will."
Cassie pursed her lips. "It's hard to talk about fantasies. And that's not exactly the public persona that Angela projects." She tilted her head toward the screen.
On the video, Samantha peeled off her g-string and removed her corset. She had fantastic breasts and a smooth, shaved pussy. Grabbing a vibrator off the nightstand, she climbed onto the bed between Angela's outstretched legs. "I'm going to wear you out, girl," she said, lowering it to Angela's clit.
I watched my wife submit to the dominant woman. I had never done anything like this with her. I was a man. I was taught not to treat women like this. This was rape, or at least would be if Angela wasn't paying for it. I would never do that to Angela. Apparently that was my mistake.
Cassie was leaning back on the couch, watching raptly. She had a knuckle in her teeth, anxiously biting on it, and the other hand was on her hip. She brought her knees up to curl up against her chest. Her shorts were so short that I could see a fair bit of her hip. Was she turned on by this? Horrified? Both? Should I have subjected her to this? I only knew that my cock was standing up like a steel rod, and I didn't know what to think about that.
Angela came pretty quickly. She was tied so tightly that she could barely move, but I could see her telltale signs. As she arched, I told Cassie, "She's cumming now."
"I can tell," she said, her voice low and breathy. She was rocking ever so slightly on the couch, and my hard-on was actually painful, sending order after order to my brain to do something about it.
Angela rode the orgasm for a full minute, moaning and mewing. When she finally came down, Samantha forcefully pushed the vibrator up into her cunt, then retrieved something else from the nightstand.
"No, not nipple clamps!" Angela struggled in vain, her muscles tense against the ropes. She howled in pain as Samantha applied them, giving a good yank to their connecting chain to be sure that they were tight. It's a good thing that we live relatively distant from our neighbors, because Angela was protesting loudly, begging to release the clamps.
"Unbelievable," I breathed.
"What?" Cassie looked over at me.
"Her nipples are very sensitive. I've always had to be very careful with them." My eyes drifted down to Cassie's t-shirt and her prominent points, and I wondered.
"Well, it looks like they're really painful," Cassie said. "Those are clover clamps, and they can be tight. But she's not using her safe word, so she must like it."
My, my. Cassie seemed to know a lot about bondage. I tucked that fact away for future reference.
Samantha straddled her way up to Angela's chest, her caramel skin standing in stark contrast to the white mounds of Angela's breasts. "You're going to lick me, girl," she said. "If I smack your left tit I want you to go faster. Show me your tongue moving fast." She slapped Angela's left breast hard, jangling the clamps, and Angela waggled her tongue quickly.



"If I slap your right tit, I want you to go slower. Show me again." Angela waggled her tongue slower.
Samantha climbed up to Angela's face, turning to look down toward her feet. Angela went to work orally, grunting as Samantha alternated breast slaps, her wrists and ankles flexing against the ropes.
Meanwhile, I was a wreck. I should be furious. I should be calling a divorce lawyer. But instead, I was sitting on a couch about to explode in an orgasm without even touching myself. What was wrong with me?
Beside me, Cassie was flexing her fingers, alternately stretching them and making fists. She seemed fidgety.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"Yeah. How about you?" She alternated between looking at me and looking at the screen, where my tightly bound wife was orally servicing an escort. "If you need to stop watching, we can stop."
"I'm furious," I admitted. "But I'm not furious about her doing what she's doing. I'm furious that she never told me she wanted it."
"So what does that mean for the marriage?"
"I can't even think about that right now."
"Why?"
On the screen, Samantha was rubbing her pussy across Angela's face, up and back, up and back. The beautiful face that was so angelic in our wedding photos was frantically licking, thrusting her tongue into another woman's pussy.
"Because I'm so turned on that there's no blood flow above my waist."
Cassie laughed.
Fifteen minutes later, after a very satisfying and loud orgasm, Samantha was hooking a strap-on harness around her legs and waist while Angela begged her to remove the nipple clamps. Cassie looked over at me.
"Nothing leaves this room, right?" Cassie asked.
Samantha climbed between Angela's legs.
"Absolutely."
Samantha positioned the dildo and grinned down at my blonde wife, who was breathing rapidly and shallowly.
"Can we make a deal?" Cassie asked me. "Ultra secret?"
"Are you ready to take 8 inches?" Samantha asked rhetorically on the screen. Angela shook her head emphatically.
Cassie wrinkled her cute little nose. "I can see your dick in your pants, and I'm dying over here. Can we both relieve a little pressure? I can help you if you'll help me, or we can just do it ourselves."
I wanted Cassie so bad. I had fallen in lust with that adorable face the moment I had seen her, and honestly probably hired her for that more than her competence and brilliance, which were not as immediately evident back in her initial job interview. But even so, I struggled. I wanted her so bad, but I also wanted to retain my dignity. I had never cheated on Angela, and now wasn't the time to start.
Samantha quickly and smoothly forced eight inches of artificial cock up into my wife. She stiffened and let out a stifled gasp. Dropping into a classic missionary position, Samantha began a relentless fucking. My cock was screaming at me. If I ever had a reason to break my wedding vows, this was it. I chewed on my options.
"Cassie," I admitted at long last, "I've lusted after you for a decade. I fantasize about you all the time, trust me. And I guess now is my chance. If my marriage is over, you're number one on my list. But as improbable as it sounds right now, I can't touch you. I need to maintain my righteous indignation and to do that I can't cheat on Angela. Maybe that's stupid, I don't know. However..." I unzipped my pants and fished out my cock, rigid as steel and at full length. "I need to take care of business over here and I'd love it if you took care of business over there where I can oversee it. Deal?"
Cassie seemed stunned for a moment, and she had any number of reasons to be. She looked at my eyes, then my cock, then my eyes again. Her smile was sincere and dazzling and filled with admiration. "That's reasonable. Let's talk about that fantasizing thing later," she said. "But right now you're the boss." Raising her hips, she slid her shorts off of her body, the underwear going with it. Her hand slid between her legs.
"Naked", I ordered. "I've been wanting to see those nipples forever."
Giggling, she pulled her t-shirt over her head. "I love my nipples," she said, and I had to agree as I ogled them. They were darker in color than I expected, almost a reddish brown compared to the pink that I was used to seeing on Angela, and her areolas were in nice proportion to her breast size. The breasts themselves were spectacular, well shaped and firm even if much smaller than I was accustomed to seeing.
And her nipples, oh, those nipples. They were quite long and erect, and as she brought her other hand up to twist one of them, it was apparent that they were highly erogenous for her.
So the four of us had the world's most awkward orgy. A Latina hooker, a few hours displaced in time, was fucking my tied-up wife with a large strap-on dildo, thrusting fast and hard. Meanwhile, I and my Chief Operating Officer sat side by side on her couch, watching it and each masturbating furiously.
Reality was bending for me.
Under such circumstances, I wasn't going to last very long, and I didn't. I tried to hold off, tried to tease myself, but even at that I came within a few minutes, splashing my chest with cum. Next to me, Cassie lasted a bit longer, and I got to watch her.
She had a completely shaved pussy, which didn't necessarily surprise me given her age cohort, and a nicely protruding mound. Leaving diplomacy at the door I brazenly stared, observing her technique as she jilled. Angela wouldn't masturbate in front of me, so it was exciting to watch in more ways than one. Cassie masturbated with both hands and worked her clit a lot, occasionally fluttering down across her outer and inner lips, dipping a finger inside. In contrast to Angela's smooth exterior and protruding interior lips, Cassie was the opposite. Her external lips were surprisingly thick and fleshy, and her inner lips almost invisible within them. It was astoundingly sexy, particularly when she hit the point of orgasm. I watched with delight as she quivered, froze, bit her lip, and closed her eyes, her breathing become hard and heavy. Her small hips began thrusting involuntarily, and after thirty seconds of muted screams she collapsed into the couch, gasping as the corners of her mouth curled up in self-satisfaction. I never in my wildest dreams thought I'd ever see such a thing.
Onscreen, Angela was taking a pounding, longer and harder and deeper than she'd ever taken with me. I was an average-sized guy, and proud of my member, but I wasn't eight inches long, and Angela was taking the whole thing hard and fast. At last, her hair mussy and covered in sweat, she told Samantha, "I'm getting close to my limit", and the Latina pulled out. Still wearing the strap-on, she scooted back, kneeled down, and ran a tongue up the length of my wife's slit.
"Time to make you cum again", she growled up at her hostage.
"Pause for a second," Cassie said abruptly. I grabbed the remote and paused as she jumped up and ran into her bedroom. She had possibly the best ass I'd ever seen, and certainly the best one I'd ever seen naked, admittedly nicer even than Angela's. It was small and round and tight, perfectly shaped. A couple of minutes later, she ran back in, small breasts bouncing and vibrator in hand. She was so smooth, so sleek, her skin so perfect that my eyes lingered.
She shrugged apologetically. "The second one is a little harder."
You don't know what indecision is until you're watching your wife and your secret crush orgasming together, one on screen under a lesbian domination and the other right next to you, so close that you could easily touch her as she masturbated with a vibrator. Angela came silently under her dominatrix's tongue, my knowledge of her my only clue of her climax, while Cassie came with moans and gasps. By this time I was already hard again.
And then Samantha turned Angela over. Her wrists and ankles retied, Samantha stuffed a pillow under Angela's hips, propping her ass up. Reaching to the nightstand, she got a bottle of what appeared to be lube, and began slowly rubbing it into Angela's most personal of areas, explaining to her what she was about to do with her eight-inch dildo.
I shook my head in astonishment.
"What?" Cassie was still rubbing the vibrator against her clit, beginning work toward a third orgasm.
"I've wanted to do anal with her for our entire marriage. I always assumed that she was a virgin back there."
"You've never done it?"
"No."
"Have you done it with anyone?"
"No. We married young. I've become a little obsessed with it, to be honest. I really want to try it."
Samantha began pushing into Angela. My wife moaned and gasped, letting out a low guttural groan as she was violated.
"It looks like she likes it. Why would she turn you down?" Cassie was moving the vibrator faster now.
I lamented my mistake. "Well," I said. "I guess I never outright asked her."
Samantha's hips pushed against Angela's trapped backside. She had taken all eight inches, and her sweaty face shone with a combination of ecstasy and fear.
"You never asked her? How come you never asked her?"
Angela began gasping as her dominator began thrusting. Leaning in and reaching around, Samantha began playing with Angela's pussy.
"How do you tell your high-powered attorney wife that you want to fuck her in the ass? That you want her to take pain for your pleasure? That's not love."
Cassie turned to face me, never slowing down with her vibrator. The girl had stamina. She motioned toward the screen, where Angela was moaning and grunting under the attentions of her dominator.
"Maybe it is."
****
Weirdest night of my life. How do you come home after that and pretend everything is normal?
"Hi, Tom!" Angela pranced to the door and gave me a big kiss, just like normal. "How was Los Angeles?"
I let go of my rolling bag and gave her a numb embrace and kiss. "It was good. I saw all sorts of interesting things."
"Great! I missed you around here."
I wrestled a hello with Gustav and Archie. "I missed being around. Anything interesting happen while I was gone?" I tried to keep the strain out of my voice.
She turned to go back to her chair, where an open book lay. "Same old, same old. Just a quiet night at home."
I bristled, but now was not the time. "Well, that's good, I guess. I don't want you being lonely."
I wheeled my bag into the bedroom, past the closet with the secret sex toys, and I set it on the bed where Angela had been assfucked the previous night. I looked at the bedposts to see if there were wear marks from previous bondage encounters, and I swear I had never noticed them before. The binding spots were worn smooth. I shook my head in disbelief.
I tried to find an excuse to ask her damning questions, but couldn't come up with anything. So we were a happy, normal family. We had dinner together, we went to work, and we didn't have sex, just like your normal married couple. It took a week for Cassie and me to arrange another fake trip, and I was prepared.
I got home from work and began packing. Angela at some point wandered into the bedroom. "Going somewhere?" she asked.
"Back to Baltimore," I said. "Another two-nighter."
"You're traveling a lot lately."
"Business beckons, my dear."
She smiled and came in close. "And so do you?"
I smiled back woodenly. I'd been both wanting this and dreading it, but had to act normal. "Definitely. Strip for me, baby."
Within a minute she was nude, her large breasts swaying. She gently pinched and kneaded her pale nipples as I too got naked. I stepped in and put my own thumb and forefingers on her nipples. I squeezed gently.
"Do you like this?"
"Yeah." Her hands went down to my hips, stroking my sides.
I squeezed harder, then harder again, causing her back to arch. I wasn't sure how hard a clover clamp could squeeze, but tried to mimic it. "Too hard," she said, pulling her hands up against mine.
"Don't you like squeezing?"
"Yes, but not that hard."
"Are they a little more sensitive than normal? Have you been playing with them too hard?" I asked the question in a joking manner, but I wasn't joking.
She laughed. "I know how I like it. Now do it again, but gently."
Only slightly relenting my grip, I pulled her by the nipples over to the bed, then gently toppled her over and fell atop her. We kissed, touched, and groped.
"My favorite?" she asked.
I moved down between her legs. The Latina woman had been here most recently, licking Angela mercilessly as a finale to their evening together. I wondered if I was as good, because Angela had really enjoyed the other woman's attentions. I took on the task with resolution, and eventually Angela began breathing more heavily.
Looking up through her bush, I saw her fingers pinching her nipples. Time to try something. Pushing my finger inside her pussy, I got it nice and slippery, then moved down.
I had never done this before, never wanted her to think I was kinky, never wanted to do something that would bother her. But now? I wasn't so worried about it. I ran my finger around her anus just like usual, but then I began pushing on its iris. I heard a slight gasp, but nothing else. No encouragement, no discouragement. So I pushed further.
And further.
And further.
I was still licking her by the time I had buried my finger completely in her ass. She never said a word about what I was doing, about what I had never done to her in twenty years. Instead, she acted as if all was normal, and eventually she began cumming, flexing and arching. I wasn't sure if it was as strong as the ones I'd seen on video, but I was nonetheless proud.
"I'll do you now," she said, and I lay back while she stroked and licked me. All the while, I imagined her with the redhead, with the bohemian, with the Latina. I knew exactly what she had done with the Latina, but not the other two. Did she lick and stroke them, too? Did they sit on her face like the Latina had done? Did they tie her up?
Angela grasped my balls while she licked, which I loved. They were so sensitive as she jostled them, and I was so vulnerable while she had them in her grip. It was wonderful as she pulled on them ever so gently and -
Whoa.
Suddenly a finger was tracing down further, ringing my anus.
She had never done this before, and it felt ... oddly ... divine.
I spread my legs to give her more access. She was working industriously, her lips and right hand working on my shaft, and her left hand grasping and massaging my balls while one finger experimented. It was like having sex with a whole new woman.
I came hard, wonderful visions in my mind, and then we lay down together. Angela nestled into my chest and I waited for my heartbeat to slow down before I talked.
"Angela, baby?"
"Yes."
"That was great."
"Thank you."
"You did something different this time."
She was silent for a moment. Her head was positioned so that I couldn't see her face, only the back of her beautiful blonde locks. "Yeah. So did you."
"Did you like what I did?"
Another long silence. "Yeah."
Maybe this was progress.
"Angela?"
"Yeah."
"Tell me about your fantasies."
She chuckled quizzically and looked up into my eyes. "What?"
"I want to know what you fantasize about. We never talk about it."
She laughed, almost a snort, and lay her head back down on my shoulder. "Proper women don't discuss such things."
"I want to know. You're my wife. What turns you on? What kinky things do you like?"
"Mmm, there are some things a woman shouldn't talk about, my dear."
I pressed on. "Can I tell you one of mine?"
She looked up at me quizzically. "What's gotten into you?"
"Just feeling kind of horny, I guess." I cupped one of her breasts and gently played with it, remembering how Samantha had been yanking on the clamps. Was that a tiny vestige of a bruise, perhaps?
She remained quiet. I gave her the chance to ask, but she didn't. So I continued.
"We've never talked about this, but I'd love to watch you have sex with another woman."
The look of shock on Angela's face was priceless. She gaped at me for a second, then struggled for words. It took her a full minute to regain her composure. "Why on earth are you telling me this?"
"It would be fun. You like to receive oral sex, and I'd love to watch a girl give it to you."
She again was at a loss for words.
"I'd also love for you to perform oral sex on her. Would you ever do something like that?"
A look of conviction came across her face as she decided on a response. "You have quite the imagination today, don't you?"
"Would you ever do it?"
"Keep the dream alive, silly boy. Now get up. You've got a trip to finish packing for."
****
"Your wife has a mean streak," Cassie observed. She was naked on the couch, her legs spread, rubbing her clit slowly and teasingly. "But I kind of like it."
We had a small bench in our bedroom that I often sat on when putting on my shoes. But I was now realizing that that's not why Angela bought it. A slender woman was tied over it, lying on her back with her ankles tied to two legs of the bench and her wrists tied to the other two. The position and the dimensions of the bench forced her back to arch, her head hanging down and her throat exposed, giving her little flexibility for movement. And she was desperately trying to move.
Angela was kneeling between the girl's spread legs, working her clit with a large and apparently powerful vibrator while simultaneously thrusting vigorously into the girl with her fingers. Angela's guest looked to be in her mid-20s, pale in complexion with smallish breasts and long maple brown hair that flowed off the bench to the floor. She was bucking and writhing, trying to escape the vibrator and begging frantically for Angela to stop. We'd already watched her orgasm three times, each more intense than the last, and now the sensation was likely pure torture on her hypersensitive vulva.
Angela reached up and grabbed the chain that connected the girl's nipple clamps, pulling firmly on it. The girl's nipples visibly stretched, but she ignored that pain as she tried to escape the more intense peril below.
I was teasing my cock, trying to hold off as long as possible. Once again, my attention was torn between watching my sex-fiend wife on video or watching my naked employee sitting next to me. I greatly enjoyed the way that Cassie masturbated herself, and enjoyed the graceful ballet of her slender body as her pleasure rose.
"I wouldn't have guessed her to have a sadistic streak," I remarked.
"Me, either. But she's making that poor girl suffer. It's intense to get a vibrator on you in that situation."
"So you've done it?"
Cassie smiled demurely. "A few times, yeah. One of the guys I dated for a while would do it to me."
"He tied you up?"
"Yeah. He liked to push me over the edge. He would drive me insane, but in a good way. At least, it was good when it was over and I was remembering it later. When it's happening, it's torture."
I stroked my cock a little faster.
"Do you - " I swallowed hard, summoning up my courage. "Do you get into these types of things?"
Cassie giggled. "What types of things?"
What the hell. We were sitting on the couch together, both naked and masturbating. I could see her glistening slit clearly. My wife was now pushing her fingers into the frantic young brunette, her mouth locked onto the poor girl's hypersensitive vulva. I paused for a second, frowning as I watched my wife aggressively perform cunnilingus on the thrashing, pleading girl.
"Let's walk through the list. Do you like women?"
Cassie's eyes darted left, then right. "Is that a serious question?"
"Truth or dare time, and I want truth."
Cassie hesitated for a moment. "Nothing leaves this room?"
"I'm a vault."



My petite friend smiled knowingly as she played with herself. "Yeah," she said. "I've never admitted it to anyone, though. But not romantically. I like men that way, but I fantasize about sex with both."
"No one knows? So you've never done it with another woman?"
Cassie released her vulva and moved both hands up to play with her nipples. On the TV screen, Angela was now sitting on her escort's waist, slapping the young woman's breasts and reaching behind her to finger her babbling hostage's exposed pussy. Her partner tonight had a pleasantly high-pitched voice.
"I didn't say that," Cassie answered with a suppressed smile.
I laughed.
Cassie pondered her thoughts for a moment. "In college we would have parties, and one time I ended up in a bedroom with a woman. She was a cute little redhead, smaller than me even, but she had a great figure. I don't have big breasts so I fantasize about them a lot."
"You have great breasts," I said. "I adore your breasts. But back to the subject. What did you do with this cute little redhead?"
"Not enough. We kissed, we got naked, I played with her breasts a lot. We started to finger each other, but then someone knocked on the door and we panicked. Nothing like ... like that." She nodded to the screen, then turned to me with an impish smile. "I pretended to be drunk so I'd have an excuse, but I wasn't drunk."
I chuckled. "You little sneak."
Cassie's long nipples were so impressive. She lay back, her eyes closed, gently twisting them back and forth as she reminisced. "The girl talked to me the next day, and she said she couldn't remember anything, but had some recollection of making out with me. So I pretended not to remember, either. But I remembered it all, every moment, because I was stone cold sober."
"Would you do more now? Would you go further with a woman?"
She giggled and opened her eyes, and we made long eye contact. Her eyes were beautiful. "Yeah," she said quietly. "I fantasize about it all the time."
"Why don't you? You're single and there are all sorts of ways to hook up with people in this day and age."
She looked down between her legs, running her fingers gently up and down her glistening slit. "I don't even know how to start," she said. "I'm not going to put my picture on a web site. And I'm not going to go to a lesbian club. The bottom line is that I like men in the long run. I just really, really want to play with a woman. And I don't know how to make it happen."
On the screen, Angela questioned her little guest, "Had enough?"
"Yes! Yes! Please stop!"
"Will you lick me as much as I want?"
"Yes! Anything!" I wasn't sure why the slender brunette's voice was such a turn-on, but it was.
Angela's mouth curled into a strangely elated smile, so unfamiliar to me that it was almost as if she was a different person. Cassie and I both had the same realization as her demeanor changed from aggression to one of anticipatory delight. "I really don't think Angela is a secret lesbian," Cassie said, watching the scene and gently teasing herself. "I think she's just having fun. Kind of like what I want. Both with women and with kinky stuff."
I nodded as Angela stood and took a deep breath, gazing down upon her quarry and tracing a finger along the curve of her pale breasts. "Truth time again," I asked Cassie. "Do you like the kinky stuff?"
"Of course. Everyone likes kinky stuff."
"What do you like?"
She looked me up and down, her gaze lingering on the cock that I was rubbing. "Well, aren't you bold," she said, mirth on her lips.
On the screen, Angela was untying the slender young woman and leading her to the bed. The brunette lay on her back and Angela climbed onto her in a 69 position, her large breasts swaying beneath her.
"I've decided to stop holding back. And anyway, I've been telling you my fantasies."
"Good point." She looked at the wall behind me, her eyes unfocused as she retreated into her mind. She took a deep breath. "I can't believe that I'm going to say this. I've never said this to anyone."
I was trying to hold off on an orgasm. I didn't want to break the moment. I slowed down my hand on my cock as she intensified the efforts on her nipples. I looked straight into her vulva, so soft and inviting with its thick, puffy lips. I wondered what they would feel like if I was pushing inside them.
"I have a bunch of fantasies that I like," she said shyly. "One of my top ones is about being a high-class call girl. I go to people's houses and I perform for them."
"Perform?"
Cassie's left hand dropped between her legs, and her fingers started stroking.
"Kind of like Angela's dates are doing. Sometimes it's a single man, sometimes a single woman. Sometimes it's a party and I'm up on a table or a bar. But most of the time it's just me and a husband and wife."
"So a threesome."
On the screen, Angela was still in the 69 position, but she had pulled the brunette's legs up and pinned them under her armpits, jackknifing the girl. She was feverishly working the girl's vulnerable nether regions with tongue and fingers, and appeared to be getting the same treatment herself.
Cassie nodded blissfully as she played with herself, watching Angela out of the corner of her eye as she stroked. "I service both of them. I give them oral, and I let the man fuck me while the woman sits on my face. They spread my legs, each one sitting on one of my thighs to hold me apart, and they play with me until I scream."
My breathing was accelerating. On the screen, Angela was now cumming, her back arched and head up as the slim brunette licked her from below. "Then what?"
Cassie's voice was getting quieter with every sentence. "It depends. Sometimes the two of us gang up on the husband and drive him insane. We tie him to the bed and tease him. Sometimes we gang up on the wife and do the same thing. She's always got big breasts and I love playing with them. And sometimes..."
My eyebrows rose. Her hand was moving faster.
"Sometimes they gang up on me. They tie me to the bed face down, and the wife starts playing with me. Lubing me up in the back, which terrifies me. Then she lies down so that my face is between her legs and I have to eat her out. Her husband...he, uh, gets behind me. Then he starts using me anally until I make the wife cum."
"Oh, my god." I was stroking myself faster now, as was she. "You're into anal?"
"I've never done it. I want to try it, but it scares me to death. And yet I'm fascinated by it. I want to be used, just a tool for their pleasure. When I finally make them cum I'm so turned on that I'm practically delirious. And then they double up on me again and make me cum over and over and over."
On the screen, Angela and the brunette were now lying side by side, gently stroking each other's vulvas and kissing in afterplay.
"What type of woman do you like?"
Cassie was briskly rubbing herself. I was starting to learn her signs of impending orgasm, such as the little wrinkle that showed up between her eyebrows. She began to shudder, and I was getting close myself.
"Can I tell you a secret?" she panted.
"Sure."
Her fingers became a blur and her back began to arch.
"The threesome is with you and Angela."
I spurted out cum like I never had before.
****
Beep-beep-bop--
Nope. That wasn't the tone. Cassie rewound the recording, we listened, and I dialed my phone again.
Beep-bip-bop-boop-beep -
Nope. We repeated the process.
It took several more tries to get the ten digits right, and I was scared to death when it finally matched. The phone rang and I handed it quickly to Cassie.
"The things I do for you," she said with a nervous smile.
"I think this is going to be a win-win," I replied, but I was nervous too.
A smooth female voice answered. "Hello?"
"Hi, is this Becky?"
****
The following night, I once again greeted Cassie after work as I hid inside her condo. I made some nice salads and she went into the bedroom to change. When she came out, she was wearing something completely foreign to me, a night club outfit that featured a short mini-skirt, semi-transparent top that showed her bra, and knee high leather boots. I looked her up and down. "If you dressed like that at work, I'd pay you a lot more," I quipped.
She waggled her hips at me. "After this whole thing is over, you should pay me a lot more anyway."
We sat down to dinner. It was starting to feel weirdly familiar, almost like sitting down to dinner with Angela back in more normal times.
"So where do we stand in our investigation?" she asked. "What are we hoping to learn tonight?"
I looked at her beautiful smooth face, her bright eyes blinking behind her nerdy oversized glasses, and I smiled, both at the memories of the past few days and the anticipation of what was to come. Whatever else I wanted to say about Angela's adventures, her enactment of her fantasies had inadvertently led to me realizing some of my own. I wanted our investigation to end, but then again, I didn't.
I munched my salad thoughtfully. "Well," I said at long last, "we know that she's not having an affair. At least, not a traditional one. She's just having lots of sex. We just don't know what it means."
"It means your wife is an insatiable horncat," Cassie grinned, and it made me laugh. "So are you going to confront her?"
I rubbed a hand up my forehead and through my hair. "I guess I have to. But I'm not sure how."
"You'll figure it out. Tonight will help, I hope."
A wave of sadness swept over me. "Whatever her reasons, though, it seems clear that she doesn't want me involved in her sex life. And I don't understand it. I've always treated her well. I've always tried to be a good husband."
There wasn't much Cassie could say to refute or comfort me, so she sat silently, a sympathetic expression on her face.
"I don't even know what to do," I said at long last. "It's not like our marriage has been unhappy. We don't argue. We're affectionate. Our sex life is dull, but it exists and it's ... nice. I guess I could just let her keep doing what she's doing and look the other way, and maybe I could even do the same thing now that I know. It's not like I've been satisfied with our sex life. But that doesn't seem right."
"I don't think you can't keep this a secret, Tom. You have to talk to her."
"But is the marriage over at that point? It seems like it should be, but as weird as it sounds, I don't want it to be. I want to be ..." I nodded toward the blank big screen TV, "I want to be part of THAT. I want us to be open and honest and I want to be in the room while she's doing all of those things. And ... and frankly, I would love to have sex with other women with her blessing."
I looked across the table at Cassie. Her doe eyes were downcast.
To hell with it. I'll say it. "And I probably shouldn't say this, but you would be first on my list if you were interested."
She blushed profusely. "You don't have to be nice. I apologize if I shared too much last night."
I laughed genuinely. "I've thought about it for years. Remember when I told you that I fantasized about you? It's completely true. Every single day that we've worked together for the past 12 years, I've looked at you and wondered what you would be like in bed."
She scrunched her face in suspicion. "No, you haven't. Why would you fantasize about me when you've got D-cup Angela with the blonde hair at home?"
"If you only knew the thoughts I've had about you," I said, then hesitated a moment. "It's confession time. Do you remember the year at the Christmas party when you wore that silver dress? The ones with the sequins?"
"You remember that dress?"
I snorted. "You in that dress may be the sexiest thing I've ever seen in my life. My god. If you had any idea about how often I've fantasized about you in that dress..."
"The silver sequined dress? The cocktail dress?" She seemed incredulous, and I could see her mind rewinding to that night. "That was at least seven or eight years ago."
I nodded. "You were so beautiful that night. You were a vision." I closed my eyes and remembered the scene that was so locked into my memory. "Your hair was swept up in some beautiful type of updo that made you look like a princess, and you had ruby and diamond earrings that I had created. It made me so proud that you wore them. Your neckline was low enough that your cleavage moved in it when you walked, just barely moved, but enough that it would catch my eye every time I saw you. You wore an eye shadow that was gold with some type of glint in it. You smiled at me from across the room, and we had a very formal dance where I kept a hand's width between us. But inside I was torn on whether I would rather bend you over the buffet table and fuck your brains out, or just drive off into the night with you and start a whole new life."
I opened my eyes. Her mouth was agape and she was staring at me. Her eyebrows turned up in an empathetic gesture. "Tom, I never had any idea."
"How could you not know? My pupils dilate every time you walk into the room."
She shook her head. "I had no idea. You've always been so professional to me, so polite and courteous, that I never dreamed that you had any interest."
The tension was building, and I needed to break it. I winked at her. "And that whole time, you were lusting after my wife."
She laughed, her perfect teeth glinting in the light. "Not just your wife, remember. I wanted the full threesome."
We both laughed, but it was a careful laugh. We had breached a critical wall and there was no going back.
"So what now?" she asked. "What are we doing here?"
"I feel like I need to give my marriage every chance of surviving, but I have to ask. You and me ... if I asked you tonight...?"
Cassie threw her head back in laughter. "Tom, I've masturbated in front of you! Of course the answer would be yes! I've lusted after you for years. But at the same time I appreciate your loyalty to your marriage and I always thought the world of Angela. I would never do anything to come between you two if you think there's something to be salvaged. But if not," she locked eyes with me for a brief second, and we both felt the chemistry. "If not, or if you can ever convince her of that threesome, you know where I live."
I wanted to kiss her. It wasn't even about sex or romance. She was just a wonderful person. I started to speak, but suddenly the doorbell rang.
We both froze. Cassie's eyes shone with nervousness. "Oh, god," she said. "Oh god oh god oh god oh god. Are we really going to do this?"
"Are you sure you're okay with this?"
"I'm scared to death. But I also can't wait."
"Well, I'll tell you this. You're the best damn Chief Operations Officer that an employer could ever have."
I stood up and went to the entry, which was around a corner from the dining area. Out of Cassie's sight, I opened the front door, and there she was.
It was her.
The redhead who'd started this whole thing.
She was well-dressed and sophisticated looking, even though she looked even younger than I remembered. We were betting it would be her based on the very specific and strategized request we'd made, but there was no way to confirm until this moment. My heart leapt into my throat.
She looked me up and down. "Is this Cassie's house?" she asked. She had a calming, low-timbre voice.
I froze up, but somehow managed a short nod. I extended a hand that probably was stupidly awkward but she seemed nonplussed by it, shaking it perfunctorily. She looked past me into the empty living room. "You know I only work with women, right?"
I nodded, and my voice and breath began to return. "Yes, yes, of course. And your name is...?"
"Kara." She looked at me unblinkingly. "Are you going to invite me in?"
At that moment, Cassie walked around the corner from the dining room. She looked so small, so vulnerable, that I immediately felt a pang of guilt for dragging her into all of this. But then again, this was her fantasy, and it was my gift to her as well as her favor to me.
Kara the Redhead looked her up and down, and her eyebrows rose in approval. "Well, hello, honey," she said, and entered the living room.
For a brief second, I thought Cassie was going to run. She just stared, her big brown eyes so wide that they showed an outline of white. But then, ever so slowly, a smile began to appear on her face.
"Well, hello yourself," she said. "Please come in."
****
Kara was a bombshell, a classic femme fatale. She was wearing a very stylish mini-dress, sexy but not slutty, and an oversized handbag bounced at her side. Underneath, it was clear that she had perfect succulent breasts and a gorgeous feminine ass that swayed as she headed toward the couch. Her hair was a beautiful copper, long with a very slight curl that gave it fullness.
Cassie and I were both hypnotized by her, and I was the first to break out. "Would you like a glass of wine?" I asked.
"Please."
I hustled to the kitchen, not wanting to miss a second. Kara and Cassie sat down on the couch together, turning to face toward each other, and I once again hoped that I hadn't pushed my friendship with Cassie too far. I hurriedly found a bottle of wine, an opener, and some glasses, slightly chagrined that I now knew where everything was stored, and poured us three glasses. I carried them into the living room with only a slight clink, and the two women each accepted a glass. I sat down in a chair facing them.
Kara took a long sip and nodded approvingly. "So," she said, "what's on the agenda tonight?"
Cassie seemed too starstruck to speak, so I stepped up. "Cassie is a friend of mine. She's always had a fantasy of being with another woman, so I decided to give her something special."
"A friend?"
"Yeah. A friend."
Kara's eyes moved from me to Cassie and back.
"We just watch porn together," Cassie said abruptly, and neither of us could suppress a smile.
Kara looked bemused, but shrugged it off. She turned to Cassie. "And you specifically requested a busty young redhead with long hair. Will I fit the bill?" She did a spokesmodel move with her hands to draw attention to her body.
Cassie stared at Kara's breasts for an uncomfortably long time. She nodded and swallowed hard. "Yes. Definitely."
"Excellent. And it's just you and me, per my policy. Is the gentleman watching or will he wait out here?"
The question surprised Cassie, and she looked at me. I grinned devilishly. "I'll be watching," I said.
She gave me a playfully baleful stare, and I saw her knees press together.
"In that case, the gentleman will put this on," Kara said. Reaching into her bag, she pulled out a small item.
Curious, I let her hand it to me. "What is it?"
"It's a device to ensure that you don't attempt to become involved," Kara explained.
I turned it over in my hand. It was made of stainless steel, a tube and a ring, with a four-digit combination lock on it. I pondered it for a moment before it struck me. "You want me to put this on?" I asked incredulously.
"It's my requirement."
I was starting to get the impression that Kara really didn't trust men. "I'll promise to stay away," I said. "You don't have to worry about me."
"It's my requirement. Put it on or I go. Or if you wish, you can go."
We couldn't have her go. That would destroy the plan. And there was no way that I wasn't going to watch. "How do I get it off?"
Kara smiled. "You can guess the combination. On average, it takes about three hours. If you don't get it right by midnight, I'll text it to you."
I held the chastity device in my hand. Could I really do this? Sighing, I stood up. "I'll be back in a minute."
"No, put it on here where I can see it and check it. We're going to be naked, so you can get naked, too."




To hell with it. I paused only a moment, then kicked off my shoes and removed my shirt. Cassie had already seen me naked plenty, and Kara had apparently had sex with my wife. Within a minute I stood in front of the two women naked.
"Put it on quickly before you get hard," Kara advised, her eyes scanning my cock and balls with amusement.
I'd never done anything like this before, so it took a little maneuvering to figure out. Kara coached me. "Put that ring behind your cock and balls," she coached. "Now latch it and start clicking the ratchet tighter. Tighter. One more click. Now close the two halves of the tube onto your penis."
"I don't think there's room."
"You can do it."
The ring behind my cock and balls left my cock sitting between two halves of a hinged tube. With effort and care, I clicked it closed, and the result was that my penis was encased in a small but solid metal tube. I could feel the pressure all around my circumference.
"I don't know. It feels really tight. How can I loosen it up a little?"
Kara chuckled. "Baby, you're in it to stay. If you want out, I'd advise you to start trying combinations. It's going to get really uncomfortable when your friend here starts having orgasms."
I was chilled to realize that I was only half hard. This thing was going to be painful if I got fully engorged. I looked down and saw a four-digit combination lock on the top ridge of my encased penis. Each digit went from one to five. Let's see, five times five times five times five. This could take a while. I gingerly entered 1-1-1-1 and tried to open it, noting the irony that I had to grip my enclosed penis to enter the numbers. No luck. I looked at Cassie with concern, but she just giggled.
Kara laughed and turned to Cassie. "So now that he's got something to do tonight, tell me a little about yourself," she inquired. "How do you want to play?"
Cassie tried to suppress a smile, and subconsciously smoothed her skirt on her thighs. "I've never...um...never been with a woman before, but I've always fantasized about it."
"Never?"
"I did some heavy petting once, but that's it."
The redhead smirked slightly. "I can show you how it's done. Now, what's your fantasy? Romantic or kinky?"
Cassie blushed, glancing at me. "Both, I guess. But tonight I'd probably rather start easy. I'm new at this, so you'd need to take the lead."
I watched while trying the next combination. 1-1-1-2. Nope.
Kara nodded. "I can do that. Why don't you start by climbing on my lap and giving me a kiss?"
Cassie bit her lip as she pondered the point of no return. She avoided eye contact with me and stood up, moving the few feet to Kara. Straddling Kara's legs, she sat on her lap and leaned in, their bodies close.
I felt my cock harden as their lips met. Ouch. I shifted uncomfortably. 1-1-1-3. Nope.
Cassie had her arms high around Kara's shoulders, while the redhead embraced Cassie's waist. They kissed long and slowly, tasting each other as I watched. When they finally separated, Kara looked Cassie up and down. "Strip for me," she ordered. "But leave the boots on."
Cassie took a deep breath and stood up. Casting me a "here we go" glance, she pulled her top over her head, then removed her bra. I had always been rather covert about checking her out, but this was at last my chance to stare. I adored her smallish but pert breasts with their long erect nipples.
She then slid her skirt over her hips, and she wasn't wearing underwear. Her cleft was noticeable, and Kara was right - leaving the boots on was sexy. Cassie gave Kara a modeling pose, and I drank in her nudity from my vantage post, ogling her petite but round ass. My hand continued working: 1-1-1-4. Nope.
Kara was still sitting on the couch. "Come closer," she said. As Cassie stepped in close, Kara put a hand on Cassie's hip and then slid one hand between her legs, which made Cassie gasp. "Oh, yeah, you're ready," she said. "Take off the boots and let's go to the bedroom."
Kara was a few inches taller than Cassie, and she gripped Cassie on the back of the neck as they began walking. It was clearly a symbol of dominance, I noted as I stood to follow, and it turned me on immensely, to my great discomfort. Kara glanced back at me. "You," she said dismissively. "Bring my bag."
I looked to the couch and saw her large purse. Picking it up, it was heavier than I expected but not ridiculously so. I followed as the redhead led my naked friend into the bedroom, which I'd never seen before. To my surprise, it was a feminine paradise of pink and lace, not at all like the edgy décor of the living area. Once inside, Kara released Cassie and took the bag from me. It was the closest I'd been to her, and up close her sexuality was overwhelming - full, soft lips, sexy bedroom eyes, and a feminine shape that could change a woman's sexuality or cause a man to explode. It almost made me lose track of my combination. 1-1-2-1. Nope. I continued to work through the possible combinations in a logical order.
"Okay, your friend here can watch," she said, scanning the room, "but he has to stay put. I don't want him coming over and interfering with us. So we're going to use a little protection." She pulled out a pair of handcuffs and looked around the room. "Handcuff his wrist to that closet door."
"There's no need to do that," I said. "I'm just watching."
"That's what they all say. Do it," Kara said. She handed the handcuffs to nude Cassie.
I must admit, my willingness to be handcuffed to a doorknob went up as she walked over. Completely nude, her smallish breasts bounced slightly and I couldn't take my eyes off of the shaved mound between her legs. She stopped in front of me and smiled up, less than a foot of space between us. "Give me your hand," she smiled shyly, looking up into my eyes.
For the past two decades, I had only seen sexuality in the blue eyes of Angela. Cassie's brown eyes, alight with delight and anticipation, mesmerized me. Mindlessly, I held up my hand. And with a pair of clicks, I found myself handcuffed to the doorknob, my left hand in one cuff while the other cuff was locked around the narrow part of the knob. Cassie kindly pushed a chair my way and I sat down. 1-1-2-4. Nope.
Cassie returned to the bed, where the taller redhead placed a hand on her chest and gently bade her to sit down. As Cassie watched, her eyes alight in pleasure, Kara stripped for her, removing her shoes and dress while turning slightly to also charitably allow me a view. She wore nothing underneath, and I stared agog at her nice full breasts, topped with ultra-pale and large areolae, and her trimmed rectangle of bright red pubic hair.
"Can I touch?" Cassie asked. Kara nodded and stepped forward, and with fascination Cassie gently touched, then kneaded, Kara's large breasts. This went on for a few minutes before she turned her attention south. I enjoyed watching her face as she gingerly explored Kara's private region, spreading the redhead's lower lips and running her fingers along the vulva. She was clearly fascinated and excited by the sight.
Kara closed her eyes and allowed Cassie to play for several minutes, licking her lips in pleasure as Cassie played. Cassie stroked Kara's large breasts and played with her nipples, then alternately explored between Kara's legs, gently spreading her lips and stroking Kara's slit as she leaned in close. Finally, Kara opened her eyes and looked down at my friend.
"I want you to make me cum," she said. Climbing onto the bed, she lay down with her left side facing me, then motioned for Cassie to position herself between her legs. As Cassie maneuvered, Kara spread her legs wide to allow access.
1-1-3-4.
1-1-3-5.
Dammit! My cock was desperately trying to get hard, but was constrained by the chastity device. It was painful in an oddly pleasurable way, but painful nonetheless. If I could get it out, there was no question that I would be stroking myself.
Cassie played with Kara's pussy as she sat between her legs. Kara's breasts were magnificent, standing upright from her chest the way only a young woman can muster. Her light nipples were growing hard, and she curled herself up. Grasping the back of Cassie's head, she guided the small brunette's face down between her legs.
Oh, my god. My heart was beating quickly. 1-1-4-1. 1-1-4-2. My fingers fumbled at the lock that imprisoned me.
Cassie's face was now buried between Kara's legs, and Kara lolled her head back, a smile of pleasure on her face. "Oh, yeah, girl," she murmured, "Just like that."
Cassie settled down onto her stomach, lying flat with her feet up in the air. I breathlessly watched her concentrating on her task, her eyes peering up the mound of red pubes toward Kara's stomach and breasts. Cassie's hands stroked slowly up Kara's hips and stomach, settling onto her large mounds. Kara's hands joined hers, stroking their backs as they in turn stroked her volume.
For the next several minutes, the room was silent but for the lapping of Cassie's tongue and the occasional soft sighs of pleasure from Kara. The redhead dreamily enjoyed the attention, her eyes half-closed, her hands taking up the cause of her nipples once Cassie's hands moved back down.
1-2-1-2. My cock was killing me, swollen within its prison. But I wouldn't trade my place for anything.
Kara was a delight to behold. She was built not unlike Angela, albeit at a younger age. She had a nice round ass and it soon began flexing as Cassie did her work. Kara's breaths became deeper, the exhalations stronger, and she began working her thick nipples more strongly. Her undulations began increasing in frequency and intensity, and her breaths slowly turned into husky moans. Between her legs, slender Cassie slid a hand beneath her and Kara's eyes briefly popped open in surprise.
1-2-1-5. My free hand kept working as my other hand lay helpless on the doorknob.
"Ohhhhh," Kara began to thrash, flexing under Cassie's face to an orgasm. Her pale skin got a rosy blush and she pushed Cassie's face deeper. "Yes! Yes! Keep doing that!"
I'd never seen two women have sex before, and it had long been a dream. Watching Cassie service Kara to orgasm was more than I could have hoped for. Kara rode it for all it was worth, keeping Cassie burrowed into her until she had eked out every ounce of pleasure. When it was over, she pushed Cassie's face away and Cassie shyly rose up.
"That was your first time?" Kara panted. "You're talented."
Cassie nodded with a self-satisfied smile. She cast me a quick glance full of meaning. "I've practiced in my mind a thousand times," she said.
"It your turn now." As if some unseen signal had flashed, Kara took over. Rising up, she lay a palm on Cassie's chest and slowly pushed her flat onto the bed. Kara climbed atop her, twining her legs around Cassie's to force them apart, and they kissed and fondled for a few minutes before Kara's hand worked down between Cassie's legs. Their angle gave me a great view of Cassie's exposed pussy, and I feasted on it as Kara's hands explored.
My cock was about to burst out of its shell. 1-2-2-2. Dammit, open!
My little brunette gasped, but did nothing to deny access. Her slim thighs began quivering with each stroke of Kara's fingers, and within minutes she was squirming with an impending orgasm. That's when the amateur Cassie was schooled by her professional partner.
Kara began teasing her mercilessly, taking her to the edge and back several times, not allowing her to cum. Each time Cassie's breathing indicated an impending orgasm, Kara would ratchet it back, pulling her off the ledge. Cassie's hips were thrusting in vain as she pleaded, "Don't stop. I'm so close."
"Do you want to cum?" Kara murmured, leaning in to bit Cassie's ear.
"Oh, please. Please. I'm so close." Cassie's voice was strained, breathless.
"Tell me how much you want it."
Cassie's hips undulated. "I want it. I want it!"
Kara's hand left Cassie's bare mound and slit, and began stroking her thighs and lower stomach. "I don't think you're ready."
Cassie moaned in protest, pulling Kara close and burying her face in Kara's neck and long hair. Kara ran a finger up Cassie's slit, and I could see its dampness.
"Are you sure you're ready?"
"Yes! I'm ready!" Cassie's body was a wave now, moving in an ancient rhythm of pleasure.
Kara began slowly moving down Cassie's body, kissing her lips, then her throat, then her chest. She lightly clamped her teeth on Cassie's nipples, pulling them out one at a time, then traced a tongue path down to her belly button and then lower. Now the tables had reversed, Kara's beautiful red mane falling down onto Cassie's hips and belly as she locked onto Cassie's clitoris with her lips and tongue. And from there she continued the teasing, again and again forcing Cassie to the edge and back. Finally, rising up for a second, she looked up into Cassie's half-glazed eyes and smiled. "I think you've earned it now," before diving back down.
I've never seen a woman cum so hard.
Kara was a master of her art, apparently. Cassie kicked and writhed and mewed for minutes as Kara plied her tried, and when it was over, Cassie was a quivering mess and I was still desperately trying to unleash my cock from the sheath that was killing me. Kara sat up between Cassie's legs in satisfaction. She gave me a knowing smile, looked back at Cassie, and said, "We've still got time. I think you deserve another one."
And from there it wasn't a fair fight. Kara was a professional at this, experienced and cool. Cassie was a rookie, inexperienced and excited. Kara pulled her bag onto the bed and removed a number of toys - vibrators, dildos, clamps, and other assorted goodies. She then proceeded to use them all on Cassie over the next hour, teasing her, stimulating her, and making her cum over and over again. When Kara positioned Cassie on her knees and penetrated her from behind with a large strap-on dildo, I thought my slender friend was going to pass out. My little brunette was a fighter, gamely attempting to keep up, but in the end, she lay quivering on the bed, exclaiming "Done! Done!" as Kara worked one final orgasm out of her.
"One more?"
"Done! No more!" Cassie was slumped on the bed, head down, ass up, her hair a mess and her body aglow with sweat.
"We've still got 20 minutes left." She reached down and stroked Cassie's exposed vulva, making the young woman flinch.
I decided to step in. "Actually, I think the girl has had enough."
Kara slowly stroked up and down Cassie's slit, and the slim brunette actually smiled a bit through her orgasmic haze. "I'd like a glass of wine at this point, I think," Cassie said. "I need to relax."
Kara laughed. "That sounds good to me, too." Climbing off the bed, she gave me a good look at her full frontal nudity, then fished around in her bag. "How'd you like the show?" she asked, tossing me the handcuff key. Her work done, she seemed more relaxed and friendly now.
"My penis is trying to give it a standing ovation," I said, gesturing at my chastity device. "Got the combination to this thing?" I put the key into the handcuffs and released myself from the doorknob.
"Actually, I don't. They set it at the office and it doesn't come off until I leave unless you're a really lucky guesser. If you can't get it off by midnight, I'll text it to you. Keep trying."
"Dammit."
The three of us walked back into the living room, all naked but for my chastity device. When Kara wasn't looking, Cassie stole a glance in my direction and I nodded.
Cassie poured and handed out wine glasses as we sat on bar stools at her kitchen island. Kara began getting dressed as she drank. "Can I ask you a question, Kara?"
"Sure, darling."
"Do you usually work with couples or single women or something else?"
Kara shrugged. "It's everybody. I'll play with any woman who wants to get her rocks off." She looked Cassie up and down. "It' more fun when they're cute like you."
"But I'm curious. Do you work with single women or married women?"
"Why are you asking?" Kara put her bra into place, depriving me of my wonderful breast view.
"I have a friend who's married. She's curious about women but doesn't want her husband to find out. Would you work with a woman like her?"
Kara slid a tiny pair of panties up her legs and over her hips. I guess she wore underwear when her shift was over. 1-4-1-2. I was continuing to work combinations with no luck, but at least my wannabe erection was subsiding.
"I have several regular clients in that situation," Kara said. "I'd be glad to talk to her."
"Several? That's great." Cassie nodded, then turned to me thoughtfully. "Why do you suppose a woman would do that?"
"Do what?"
"Go behind her husband's back. It seems like most husbands would love to see their wife with another woman."
Kara picked up her dress and pulled it over head, shimmying it down over her body. "There are all sorts of reasons," she said. "The husband might be jealous, or he might freak out if she likes women. Sometimes she knows that he'll want to join in and she wants to keep it at just the two of us. Sometimes the husband just isn't any good in bed."
I winced. "What's the most common reason?" I asked.
Kara was running her fingers through her hair, smoothing it down. "It's not like I have a lot of those clients," she said, "but I don't think there's a pattern. Sometimes they're afraid to tell their husbands what they want. Sometimes they want something different that's just theirs, not involving the husband. Sometimes it's a bad marriage, sometimes it's a good marriage where the wife just wants a little more fun." She shrugged as she slipped her shoes on. "Every woman is different. Tell your friend to give me a call. And text me if you don't have your cock loose by midnight."
I opened a kitchen drawer where we had stashed our payment, and handed it to her. She put it in her bag without counting it. "It's been fun," she said. "Give me a call again sometime. Will you walk me to the door, sweetie?"
I watched the two women walk to the door, Cassie still completely nude and Kara now dressed for the street. The two women chatted at the door briefly, then embraced in a hug.
It was a rather long hug, I observed. Arms wrapped around each other, they appeared to be speaking, Cassie leaning back slightly so they could be face to face.
And then they kissed.
I think I'd see that before.
****
"I can't believe you're still wearing that thing." Cassie sat down on the couch beside me, naked and gorgeous. She peered at the chastity device with interest.
3-2-4-1.
"I'm over halfway through the combinations," I said. "I've got to be getting close."
"Well, hurry. I don't want to masturbate by myself if tonight's video is good."
"Believe me, no one wants this thing off more than me." 3-2-4-2. I looked at her, not bothering to hide my leer. "So how was your first girl-girl experience?"
Cassie's grin was sincere and dazzling. "Oh, my god. You have no idea how long I've wanted to do something like that. Thank you so much for making it happen!"
"It looked like she was wearing you out."
"You have no idea. She was fantastic. She knew how to do ... everything."
I grinned. 3-2-4-3. "Was it the best sex you ever had?"
She thought for a moment, tucking her hair back behind her ear and bringing her legs up to hug them. "It's not like we were in love or anything," she said at last. "But from a pure fuck standpoint, it would be hard to beat. And the weird thing is that now I'm hornier than ever. It's like she fed my libido instead of exhausting it."
I guffawed at her embarrassment, and she had to smile with me. "She was beautiful," she said in her own defense. "And she was good at figuring out what I liked."
"She was skilled at her craft," I summarized.



"Precisely."
I kept fiddling with the chastity device. 3-2-4-4. Cassie watched with interest. "How does that feel?"
"It's driving me crazy."
"How?"
3-2-4-5. "It's tight even when I'm not hard, but when I start to get hard it gets really constrictive. And then that just makes me harder."
She watched me for a couple of minutes as I mechanically worked, one hand on my balls and the other twirling the small combination locks on the shaft.
"Is it constrictive now?"
"A little."
Cassie chewed her lip for a moment, then smiled devilishly. "Have I ever given you a good look at my pussy?" she said.
I looked at her quizzically. "What?"
The smile was still on her face. She spun on the couch so that she was facing me, then spread her legs wide. She brought her fingers down to her vulva and pulled her lips apart. "Look how soft I am."
"Oh, god." My cock was suddenly large and painfully constricted.
Cassie ran a finger across her slit, pulling up slightly so that her clitoris stood out. "Do you like this?" She was nearly laughing at her own joke. "Can you imagine being inside me?"
"Stop that!" I admonished playfully, still clicking through combinations. She laughed and mercifully put her knees together.
"Well," she said after a pause, "we had three goals for this little encounter tonight. Let's walk through them."
"Please do." The vision of her was going to be imbedded in my head forever. My cock ached with desire.
She twisted her lips in thought. "First, I wanted to have sex with another woman. A beautiful woman. We can go ahead and call that a win." Her hand subconsciously lowered to touch her mound, sliding into the crease between her hip and leg, and her smile was adorable.
"That's a definite win."
"Second, you wanted to see some girl-girl sex. Did we accomplish that?"
"Baby, if I could get out of this thing, I'd show you proof. That was probably the hottest thing I've ever seen."
Cassie grinned and winked at me, then got more serious. "The third thing is that we were hoping to get some insights from Kara about Angela, and why she's doing what she's doing."
I shrugged. "We tried. It was hard to ask anything concrete if she has a bunch of married clients."
"There was no way to hone in on Angela."
"No way at all."
"So what does this mean for our investigation?"
"I think it means that I'm getting tired of trying to figure out why. I think it's time to just shut this thing down and go talk to her."
"You're probably right."
I looked at the blank TV. It was depressing to watch Angela with other women, but it was also exciting. A part of me knew it had to end, and a part of me was perversely enjoying the ride. If it stopped, I would never see Cassie naked again, never see her masturbate or have sex with another woman again. For that matter, I would never see Angela have sex with another woman again. Was that really what I wanted? My cock again painfully pushed against its prison. I tried yet another combination, the next in the interminable series.
"Let's watch tonight and it'll probably be our last time."
Cassie turned on the TV and we began clicking through files on my computer. The damn dogs were still sleeping on the bed, but we skipped those and caught Angela coming home from work. To my simultaneous disappointment and excitement, she brought her phone to her ear as soon as she kicked off her high heels.
"Hello, Rebecca?"
(Silence.)
"Doing well. Hey, is Kara available tonight? I'd like some girl time."
Cassie and I looked at each other. "When was this video shot?" Cassie asked.
I looked back at the file folder. "5:20 p.m. We'd already reserved Kara by that time."
"We stole her date."
"And now we know that Angela is a regular client of Kara's."
On the screen, Angela seemed disappointed. "Oh, that's too bad. I really wanted her. Who else is available?
(Silence.)
"Wait, what?" Angela's eyes widened.
(Silence.)
"Marin's back? Oh, my god, seriously? I adore Marin! When did she come back?" Angela's grin was almost infectious. "Can you send her over around 8:00?"
Angela hung up the phone and did a little solo dance of joy. "Marin's back! Marin's back!" she sang to herself in singsong tone. I hadn't seen her behave like that since our dating days when we were first having sex.
The file ended and we clicked through the dog videos to find the next one. Who was Marin, I wondered? Had we seen her before?
As it turns out, we had not yet seen Marin.
Angela's date tonight was a statuesque brunette with killer legs and a great ass. She was long and lean with the build of a beach volleyball player, towering above Angela by at least five inches as the two women entered the room, and she looked athletic, with a boyish haircut and attractive angular features. Angela, clad in tiny shorts and braless in a tight t-shirt, tossed herself on the bed and watched as Marin began peeling off her clothes. I exhaled in wonder and heard Cassie hmm in approval. "Oh, my", she said.
I nodded. This Marin woman could be a supermodel. Her frame was slender and gorgeous, her smallish, pert breasts perhaps a B cup, and her crotch was clean-shaven. She was the oldest woman we'd seen yet, probably in her early thirties, and she moved with the grace of a lioness. Her naturally swaying hips made me regret my inability to remove the chastity device. 4-3-2-4. How long was this going to take?
"I can't believe you're back," Angela said to Marin on the video. "How long has it been? Two years?"
Cassie and I gaped at each other. "Two years?" I parroted. "How long has she been doing this?"
Marin smiled seductively as she set her clothes aside. "I thought I would get out of the business," she said, her voice a sultry purr. "But I can't. It's just too much fun." She climbed onto the bed, her long legs moving easily, and sat back against the headboard of my bed. She spread her legs and patted the space between them. "Now come to mama."
Angela's smile was radiant, and she pulled the t-shirt over her head to reveal her large breasts. Flipping her shorts off to complete her nudity, she eagerly climbed to a sitting position between Marin's legs. Facing the same direction, Angela leaned back, nestling herself into the taller woman's frame, and picked up the remote. "I missed movie night so much," she said.
We could tell that the television was being turned on. "What are you in the mood for?", Angela asked.
Marin's arms were wrapped around Angela affectionately, and she leaned in to kiss Angela's neck, causing my wife to giggle coyly. "You, my dear."
"Let's watch a little girl-girl action first," my wife said. Marin's hands came up to cup Angela's large breasts, weighing them and squeezing them as she continued nuzzling Angela's neck. But like Angela, her eyes were caught by something on the television, which was out of our camera range. The two women began watching whatever was on, though it didn't keep Marin's hands from roaming all over nude Angela. One hand slid down between Angela's legs, the long fingers slowly stroking her slit.
There was something incredibly sexy about watching Angela nestled within the shield of this taller women, being stroked as the two women watched their porn. My hands were not idle, though: 4-5-1-1, and the chastity lock continued to defy me. "Damn, this thing is killing me," I said.
Beside me, Cassie grinned as she began stroking her own slit. "I can't believe you haven't gotten that thing off yet."
"I've got to be getting close. There are four tumblers with five numbers each. That's five times five times five times five combinations, or 625 choices. I'm well over halfway now, so it's got to be happening soon. It's overdue."
"Well, if you don't mind, I'll start without you," Cassie said. She teasingly spread her legs for me and shifted sideways on the couch, letting me look straight into her vulva again as she ran a finger over her slit and pushed a finger inside herself. She grinned at me as I moaned in pain and frustration. I wanted her so bad.
On the screen, Angela was also in need. As I fiddled with combinations and Cassie diddled with herself, Angela and her friend Marin watched some sort of porn as Marin stroked and teased Angela. I could see that Angela was getting more and more excited, but Marin kept pulling her back from the edge. The leggy brunette would alternate from softly masturbating Angela to playing with her breasts to seductive licks and kisses on the back of Angela's neck and ears. My blonde wife was beginning to slowly move her hips as she built up to climax.
"Stop teasing me," she murmured as Marin alternated erogenous zones, her hands constantly roaming and stimulating Angela's body.
"Do you like the girls on the screen?" Marin murmured into Angela's ear. "Do you want me to tie you up like that?"
"Oh, yes."
"Do you like being licked like that blonde? Do you like being licked while you're tied up?"
"Yes...yes. So much."
Angela's hips were moving, but Marin pulled away.
"No! Keep doing it!"
Marin laughed and moved her hand back, causing Angela to moan.
I looked over at Cassie. "I'm your boss, right?"
Cassie's hand was stroking between her legs. She laughed uncertainly. "Yeah, why?"
"You're not allowed to cum until Angela cums."
Cassie looked at me, then the screen. Her eyes darted down to her fingers between her legs. "No way. I work on my own pace."
"Boss's orders."
The corners of Cassie's mouth wavered upward. "It could be fun, I guess."
"Play all you want, but no cumming until she does."
Cassie took a deep breath. "Well, it's already been a busy night, so I guess I can wait." She looked at my trapped penis. "It's not like you're going to beat me."
The next twenty minutes were the most erotic minutes of my life.
On the screen, Marin teased and tormented Angela as the two of them discussed the porn they were watching. Angela was writhing and moaning in need as Marin's long fingers tortured her with pleasure. To my side, Cassie cursed the dare that I had made, alternating between frigging herself and then forcing her hands away when she got too close. She would wrap her fingers in her hair, bite her knuckles, or pinch her nipples when she got too close, her thighs spreading and closing in frustration. "Come on, dammit!" she muttered. "Let her cum!"
I was laughing, but still in the same boat myself. 4-5-3-2. "Why won't this damned thing come off?" I too was twisting in frustration.
Eventually, Marin grabbed the remote. "Let's watch some guys, too," she said, and then continued her work. Angela shuddered with delight as Marin pinched her long nipples, pulling them away from her chest.
I took the opportunity to get a closer look at Cassie. True to my word, I'd still never laid a hand on her, but it wasn't for a lack of desire. It was so sexy watching her writhe in pleasure as she denied herself release that I wasn't sure if I could keep my promise much longer. Her small breasts thrust proudly upward, topped by rock hard and long nipples. I so wanted to touch them, so wanted to wrap my lips around them and run my fingers down her taut stomach to feel her moistness down below.
"Ooh, look how they're double-penetrating her," Marin said, nodding to the unseen porn ahead of them. "Have you talked your husband into that threesome yet?"
My world stopped. What?
Cassie stopped too and turned her full attention to the screen.
"No," Angela gasped. "I don't think I'll ever get a threesome with two guys. And I want it so bad."
"He won't do it?"
"I'm afraid to ask him."
Marin played with Angela's nipples. "Well, it would freak some guys out. But I don't think any man would turn down a threesome with two women. Have you done it with another woman yet?"
Angela cringed. "No."
Marin's mouth dropped in shock. "Still not? Why? You and I talked about it two years ago. He should give you your fantasy!"
"I know. I just can't work up the courage to ask him, though."
I stared at the screen in shock. It felt like that very first night in Baltimore, when I first discovered this whole secret life.
"You haven't even asked?" Marin continued. "You were going to ask him if I could join you two years ago! What happened?" Marin's fingers continued working as she talked, curling inside Angela's opening. She looked over at our nightstand where one of our vacation pictures sat. "He's pretty cute. I still want to double team him with you."
Cassie and I locked eyes in shock. "She wanted a threesome with you and Marin," Cassie said.
I couldn't even speak. I looked back at the TV and leaned closer to examine the long, lean brunette. The thought of sex with her...oh, my.
Angela reached for the remote, and the background sounds of sex suddenly went away. She nestled herself deeper into Marin's embrace and sighed. "You don't understand. Tom is so ... so ... upright. He's a boy scout. He would never understand."
Cassie guffawed. "A boy scout! That's just what I've called you!"
I yelled at the TV in a frustration that was only half-joking. "No! No! I'm not a boy scout! I'm a perv just like you! More so!" I looked helpessly at Cassie. "I want a threesome! I want bondage! I want to fuck women in the ass! I'm really and truly a sick individual!"
We both laughed. Cassie pointed at my trapped cock. "You're in bondage now and you apparently love it."
"Goddamit." I pressed in the next combination. "I have to be getting close."
Marin had both arms around Angela, reaching down to spread her lips and explore her clit. "I bet you'd be surprised," she said. "I don't know of many men who would turn down the two of us."
Angela stroked Marin's shapely thighs. "I came so close the other day," she said. "He and I were having sex, and he asked me my fantasies."
"What did you say?"
"I shut him down."
"Why?"
"I don't know. It's embarrassing to talk about. I can do it with you because that's what our friendship is about. We have sex. But I'm a completely different woman around him, and that's what he expects. If he knew about all my kinks, I don't know how he'd react. And I love him so much that I don't want to risk it."
"It sounds like he gave you an opening to talk about it."
Angela exhaled deeply, her eyes closed with pleasure as Marin nibbled her ear and played with her pussy. "It gets worse."
"Worse?"
"He told me his fantasy."
"Which was...?"
"He wanted to watch me have sex with another woman."
Cassie peered over at me. I shrugged. "Well, it's true."
Angela's conversation with Marin was almost like something a woman would have with her hairdresser, though the hairdresser usually wasn't masturbating the customer. "What did you say?" Marin asked.
"I froze up. It was my opening. I almost fessed up the whole thing right there, the whole three years of these ... these dalliances. I'd love to do a threesome with him and you. Love it! But how would I explain knowing you? Or for that matter, knowing Kara, or Elaine or Lucia or whoever? If I said yes, I'd want to confess the whole thing to him, and how could I do that? I'm afraid he'd leave me, and I probably deserve it."
"Maybe you could let him pick the girl."
"Tom?" Angela laughed. "Tom wouldn't know where to start. He never thinks about other women."
I threw my hands up in frustration. If she only knew the thoughts and fantasies that went through my mind every day...
Marin understood me better than my own wife, because she laughed at the concept. "I bet he does, and far more than you think. He's probably got a whole database of women that he'd screw if he could. Who would he pick?"
Angela's head tilted in consideration. "I know that he's sweet on one of his coworkers. He plays it cool, but I can tell the way he talks about her, and I think he gets a little jealous when she dates."
"Would you do a threesome with her? Maybe you could bring up the subject to him and suggest her."
"Cassie? A threesome with Cassie? God, she's the cutest little thing. Five-foot-nothing with a kissable face and the best ass I've ever seen. And I'd kill to bury my face in her cute little tits. But she's a girl scout. She'd never even think of doing anything kinky."
It was my turn to guffaw. I looked over at Cassie, sitting nude beside me in her usual masturbating position. "You're a girl scout! You'd never think of doing anything kinky!"
Cassie jestingly yelled at the TV screen this time. "I'm not kinky?!?! I've jilled off in front of your husband, lady! I have a nine-inch dildo in my drawer!"
On the screen, Marin reached underneath Angela. With some maneuvering, Angela's mouth popped open and her eyes grew wide. "Oh, my ass," she panted. "Keep doing that."
"You don't think your husband has ever diddled this woman? They work together."
"Tom and Cassie? Pfft. No way. They'd never even think about it. But I actually wish they would."
"Why?"
"First off, she's hot and I'd want to hear how good she is in bed. And second," Angela giggled conspiratorially, "if Tom came to me and confessed that, it would open the door for me to confess everything I've done." Angela grinned in idle fantasy, "Maybe it would also open the door to a threesome with him and Cassie. I want her so bad. I would give anything for a night with her."
Cassie and I sat on the couch in shock.
"Um, Tom?" Cassie's voice was small.
"Yeah?"
"I think your wife just gave us a hall pass."
I was too stunned to answer immediately, but my imprisoned cock was suddenly painfully erect. "I think she did," I said finally.
"And ... um, Tom?"
"Yeah?"
"I think Angela wants a threesome with us."
I gulped. "I think she does."
On the screen, Marin pulled Angela's head back and began kissing her throat. Her hand began moving faster between Angela's legs. "I've missed watching you cum," she said. "Cum for me now."
I watched my wife begin getting actively serviced by the tall brunette as I pondered the implications of tonight.
"Tom?" Cassie's voice had a bit of fear in it.
"Yeah?"
"What do we do now?"
I looked over at my Chief Operating Officer. She sat nude, her small breasts topped by erect nipples. Between her legs I could see her luscious lips. "Well," I said slowly. "As soon as I can get this trap off my cock, I'd like to do everything with you that I've wanted to do for a dozen years."
Her smile was beautiful. "Get it off," she ordered. "Hurry. I'll be back."
She bounced off the couch and ran into the bedroom. On the screen, Angela was cumming in gasps, Marin's tongue buried in her mouth and fingers in her pussy and ass. 5-1-1-1. I had to be getting close. 5-1-1-2.
I heard Cassie's voice from the bedroom. "When you're ready, let me know," she said. "I want to make an entrance."
5-1-1-3. 5-1-1-4.
I worked feverishly. On the screen, Marin flipped Angela onto her back and the two women went into a 69 position. Oh, Marin, I thought. I owe you so much. For several minutes the two women played with each other while I worked feverishly and Cassie did who knew what in the bedroom.
5-1-2-1. 5-1-2-2.
Clack.
Oh, my. The chastity device suddenly opened, freeing my long-imprisoned cock. "Aw, jeez," I said.
"What is it?" Cassie had heard me.
"The combination was your street address."
"Are you loose?"
"Yeah." It felt so good to be free of that infernal device, though at the same time it seemed to have whetted my sexual appetite immensely.
The bedroom door opened, and Cassie came out. She was wearing the silver sequined cocktail dress, her hair swept up in a sexy and sophisticated updo. Her smile was divine.
****
The talk with Angela was hard. She cried, she got mad, she accused me of spying and betraying her. She was humiliated and embarrassed. She confessed the whole thing and wept the whole time, telling me how she had urges that she couldn't resist. She was traumatized, but then sometimes life is traumatic.



But we loved each other very much, and it all worked out in the end.
I sat against the headboard of my bed. A brunette head bobbed up and down in my lap, and I ran my hands through Cassie's hair. That girl really knew how to give a blowjob. Reaching under her, I played with her perky small tits, enjoying the hardness of her nipples. Her big brown eyes peered up at me as she worked, and she gave me a wink and a smile.
My eyes trailed further down to her fantastic little ass. Angela was lying beneath Cassie, stroking her ass while she ate Cassie out. Cassie was squirming in pleasure, her little moans reverberating against my swollen head.
The doorbell rang.
Cassie immediately pulled her mouth off my cock and Angela pulled out from underneath her. "She's here!" Angela exclaimed.
The two women bounced off the bed, both stark naked. I grinned at their complementary curves, Cassie's slender frame and Angela's curvy build.
"You'll love her," Angela said as the pair headed to the bedroom door. "She's a beautiful Asian woman, and she's really into tying you up and teasing you. We'll have fun watching you tonight."
Cassie grabbed her and pulled her close, and the two women kissed. I could still feel Cassie's saliva on my cock, and sat back to wait for our new fourth as Angela introduced us to her past partners every week. I clasped my hands behind my head to wait, and Angela caught me out of the corner of her eye. She offered me a wink and a smile. "Can I have my favorite?" she asked.
I nodded. "Of course."
The two girls giggled and ran out of the room to greet their new playmate.
Life was good.



        The Secret Life of My Loving Wife

        A man accidentally discovers his wife's secret hobby.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-secret-life-of-my-loving-wife

Title: The Secret Life of My Loving Wife

Author: BuckRivers

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: A man accidentally discovers his wife's secret hobby.

Tags: coworker, wife, lesbian, fantasies, voyeurism, spycam, cheating, secrets, petite, mutual masturbation




Author's Intro: This story is mostly voyeurism with a heavy dose of lesbianism and other fun things. Stay patient at the beginning for a bit of character and plot development, and I hope you'll be rewarded. Based on reader feedback, I did a major rewrite of the ending and think it works. Thanks for reading!
*
"I can't believe it."
Cassie shrugged. "You're a trusting guy, Tom. But I've been monitoring this for a while, and someone is stealing from us."
We were sitting in her office, the door closed, and the facts were laid out on her desk. She had worked for me for a dozen years now, and she knew her stuff. If she said that someone was stealing inventory, then they were stealing inventory.
"How much do you think they've gotten?"
She leaned forward, scanning the spreadsheets as she tucked her hair behind her ear. "It's not huge. Maybe $1,000 a month. The gemstones are coming in, but they're not being sold and they're not still in the store."
I leaned back in my chair and sighed. It was a miniscule amount given the size of the company, but it obviously needed to be dealt with. "And you think it's an insider?"
"It has to be. It's too regular. And they're taking the less valuable stones that we get in higher quantities. It's easier to cover up."
I nodded thoughtfully, then lowered my voice even though we were the only two people in the room. "We need to catch this person in the act with ironclad evidence. Maybe we should set up some cameras."
Cassie sat back too, nodding and pushing her nerdy but cute glasses back up on her nose. Her natural smile flashed reluctantly, bringing with it a dimple on each cheek. "I think that's the only way," she agreed.
We were always on the same page, Cassie and me, and that was only part of the reason I adored her. I had hired her straight out of college back when my company was a startup, and she had been a superstar since Day One. As the company grew, I kept promoting her, and now twelve years later she was my Chief Operating Officer, overseeing a staff of nearly 100 jewelry designers and salespeople. She was also my chief confidante on all things corporate.
Of course, the other reason I adored her, the reason I would never admit, was that I had a huge stockpile of fantasies about her. I was ten years older than her and happily married, so nothing was ever going to happen, but it didn't stop me from imagining. She was the perfect complement to my wife, smaller and more lean, brunette instead of blonde, and contemporarily cute as compared to my wife's classic beauty. In short, she would be a perfect change of pace if only I was allowed to have one.
And that ass...oh, that ass.
But back to business. I smiled at her. "Let me do a little research. I'll get back to you." My heart fluttered a little when she smiled back.
****
"Hi, honey!" Angela called out as I came through the front door. The dogs bounded into the foyer and greeted me with enthusiasm, so I wrestled with them for a moment.
"Hello!" I called back. The house was large and I had no idea where her voice came from, so I searched until I found her in the kitchen, mixing up a salad. I gave her a hug from behind and a kiss on the neck.
"How was your day?" I asked.
"It was good. I just took on a new client, and I think it's going to be fun. They're expanding into Thailand and we'll help set them up." Angela was a high-powered attorney, and she dealt in issues that I didn't understand.
"Hmm, sounds fun. Will you get any travel there?" My arms were wrapped around her waist and I slowly brought them up to cup her breasts. Angela had amazing breasts, full and large and still firm even in her forties. She giggled and shrugged me off.
"Behave," she said, turning around with the salad and giving me a peck on the lips. "Maybe I'll get to go. I'm not sure. I'll be working with Alaina and Meg, so we could have a blast together. Now grab some plates."
I got two plates out of the cupboard and followed her into the dining room, checking her out for the millionth time as we walked. She had matured physically from the sorority girl that I had married so long ago, but in a way that I didn't mind at all. She now had a curvier figure on her 5-7 frame, and it swayed sweetly in her lawyering suit as she walked in her bare feet. She'd kept her blonde hair long over the years, but her face had acquired a regality to replace the innocence that had once attracted me. Along the way, she had acquired a sophistication that was intoxicating and even a little intimidating.
We sat down together and began to eat. "So how was your day?" She asked. "Anything exciting happen?"
"Nah. Same old thing. We finalized a great design for an engagement ring that I think will sell well." We had learned not to talk in detail about our work. We were both highly successful, but our professional worlds were very different. I knew that she'd have a fit if I told her about the thefts, so she didn't need to know.
So we talked about politics and the latest news and gossiped a little about our coworkers.
"How's Cassie doing?" Angela asked after complaining a bit about her boss. "How did her date go the other night?" Given her tenure and her high position on my management team, Angela knew Cassie well and asked about her often.
I laughed. "He showed up in a t-shirt and took her to Applebee's. She was not impressed."
Angela clucked her tongue disapprovingly. "She's so cute. I want to set her up with somebody. There's a new attorney in the office who could be a good fit."
"You've tried that before."
"I know. But this time it could really work. I want to marry that girl off."
"I'm not sure that she wants to be married off yet. She seems to be pretty happy being single."
Angela clucked her tongue again. "When you and I were her age we'd been married for years."
"Yeah, but we were young and naïve. We never sowed our wild oats."
Angela gave me a half-serious glare. "We sowed our wild oats with each other, remember?"
"Of course, darling. And on that note..."
She saw my inquisitive look. "Are you leaving town again?"
"Baltimore. Tomorrow afternoon for two days."
We'd developed a little tradition of having sex before either of us left town. I wasn't sure how it started, but I welcomed it. We didn't have sex often enough these days, and it gave me an excuse to expect it.
"Okay, let me rinse the dishes real quick. Meet me in the bedroom."
I grinned.
Fifteen minutes later, she entered the bedroom. I was already naked, lying on the bed and resisting the urge to masturbate. She looked at my erect cock. "Ready, I see."
"I'm always ready."
She gave me a sexy smile and stepped to the foot of the bed. It was a large four-poster, and she leaned seductively onto one of the posts. "Hey, sailor, want some company?"
I winked at her.
Brushing her hair back, she began unbuttoning her blouse, revealing a silky white bra underneath. Given her curves, she tended to wear sensible bras, not overly flashy. I wished that she would be a little more sensual in that regard, but she was ever the professional. She shrugged the blouse off of her shoulders and unhooked the bra.
I love my wife, and I love her figure. Truth be told, I guess I love female figures in general, but hers is spectacular. Her breasts had filled out to a nice D cup over the years even though we'd never had children, and they were topped with large pale areolas that attracted one's eyes. Looking down, she inspected them and tweaked her nipples, then pressed her breasts together to form a deep cleavage. She almost seemed distracted by them.
"Hey, I get to play, too."
Smiling down at me, she brought a leg up onto the footboard and raised her skirt to hip level. Slowly, she rolled down her lacy stocking, its dark black contrasting with her pale skin, then did the same with the other leg. She shimmied out of her skirt, pulled down her panties, and then stepped around the bed to join me.
Angela truly was a beautiful woman. She had a small shock of dark pubic hair that belied her blonde tresses, and beneath it I could see her naturally prominent inner lips. Climbing atop me, we kissed, and I appreciated the warmth and softness of her curves as they pressed into me.
The kissing went on longer than I would like, but that was always the case. She liked it, so I kept it up until she finally broke it off.
"I'm ready. Will you give me my favorite?"
"Of course."
She rolled off of me and lay on her back. I rolled over too, pressing myself atop her. Beginning at her lips, I nibbled down her throat to her breasts, gently nipping at her nipples and manhandling her breast flesh. After a moment's distraction, I moved down further, kissing my way down her stomach to her neatly trimmed mound. I began playing with her pussy, prepping her to be eaten.
Angela loved receiving oral sex. She couldn't orgasm easily via intercourse, but a tongue would drive her crazy, so it was the tongue that she always requested. Pinning her thighs apart with my arms, I leaned into her and began running my tongue across her clit, slit, and lips. She had a very nice vulva if one liked them neat and compact: small, almost indiscernible outer lips framing a nicely flowering set of inner lips. She was a beautiful shade of pink.
I worked with enthusiasm, and she brought her hands up to play with her breasts, closing her eyes in pleasure. We were both somewhat shy and reserved, so there was no talking, no moans. Just me licking and her breathing, with an occasional small gasp as her hips began undulating, seeking more and more stimulation. Once we were in progress, I brought my hands in and began caressing her with my fingers, up and down her slit, occasionally dipping into her or down to her anus.
We'd been married forever, and I know this sounds stupid, but I fantasized about taking her anally. I'd seen porn. I wanted to slip a finger into her and make her orgasm while I was sodomizing her. I wanted to flip her over, prop her ass up with a pillow, and plow into her, forcing myself on her still-virgin anus while I pulled her hair up and arched her back. I wanted to make her gasp and moan while I buried myself inside her.
But how do you ask that of your beloved wife, the woman you love and respect? She was a classy woman, a well-heeled professional, and as straitlaced as they come. In 20 years of marriage she had never asked for anything out of the ordinary and seemed quite content with our narrow menu of sexual staples.
Part of that was my fault, too, I guess. I didn't want her to think less of me for being a pervert and I didn't want to treat her like a common whore. So I settled for playing tentatively with her back door during cunnilingus, circling it and gently pressuring it as far as I thought I could get away with. All of my other fantasies, and there were many, remained locked in my mind.
While I thought about this, I worked her with my tongue, and could feel her excitement. From years of practice, I could see the signs of orgasm approaching. Her breathing became deeper, her hips began moving, and she began biting her lower lip. Her hands squeezed tightly on her breasts, and after several minutes of attention, her back began arching. "Oh, yeah, this is it," she murmured, her breath coming in gasps. She bucked once, twice, three times, then pushed me away.
I sat up, wiping my mouth and looking down upon her. Her face was beatific, her eyes closed in secret fantasy, her fingers still coyly working her thick nipples. I stroked her widespread thighs, wondering what scene she was playing out in her mind's eye, but she was always too shy to tell me.
Finally, one blue eye opened, peering up at me. "Your turn?" she asked.
I nodded enthusiastically. "How about a blow job today?"
We switched positions, me lying down and her rising to her side, positioning herself at my left hip. We'd gotten married young so I didn't have much experience with other women, but I knew from porn that Angela's technique was a bit ... different. She preferred to not take me into her mouth, but rather to lick me. I'd never figured out why she preferred this method, but it still worked. Grasping my balls in her left hand, she began gently rolling them while she brought her lips down onto my sensitive frenum. With lips and tongue, she ran down the length of my rock-hard penis and then back up, pausing to wiggle her tongue toward the top. I enjoyed looking down at the top of her head, that beautiful mane of sculpted blonde hair working on pleasing me.
Closing my eyes, I went on a fantasy trip. It wasn't Angela this time, but a stripper. I was in the back room of a strip club and she was servicing me. Or no, maybe tonight it was in my hotel room on a business trip, and she was a brunette that I had met at the bar. I envisioned a petite young brunette, bobbing up and down. Maybe a college girl. Or actually, maybe it was Cassie on a business trip with me, having some evening fun. I settled on Cassie, her big brown eyes peering up at me as she worked. It only took a few minutes before I too was arching my back, trying to get every last bit of pleasure before I blew.
With a grunt and a moan, I shot out my load, splashing it up my chest in several spurts. Angela knew that I liked to be licked the whole time, so she didn't stop until I gave her the signal. When she smiled up at me, I saw that she had a couple of drops in her hair, but I decided not to tell her. She crawled up and nested her head in my shoulder, and we both sighed contentedly.
****
I came home from work early the next day, and was packing for Baltimore when the package arrived. I was torn for a moment about spending the time on it, but was too intrigued to leave it alone.
I opened it up and smiled. How cool.
After finishing up with Angela the night before, I had gone online and done my research, and I bought one of those little secret spy cameras. I must say, it was pretty clever. It was a phone charger just like any normal phone charger, but it also had a tiny camera built into the part that plugged into the wall. You plugged it in, left it alone, and it recorded any time it had movement and uploaded the file to the internet. It didn't offer sound, but I didn't need that to catch a thief.
I had it delivered to the house to keep it private, and of course I was headed straight to the airport so I couldn't go back to the office to set it up. Instead, I decided that it might be a good idea to run a test. The problem is, there's not much action around the house. It was just me, Angela, and our two dogs, Gustav and Archie. Pondering my options, the answer came to me.
Gustav and Archie, like most dogs, had serious issues with the mailman. I knew that from having a few sick days over the years, and maybe a video would be fun on Facebook. I found an electrical outlet that faced the front door and plugged the "charger" in. It was perfectly situated to catch all the action. I set up the account on the internet, and wrestled a goodbye with the dogs.
Baltimore was a three-hour flight away, and I went out to dinner. Back at my hotel room late in the evening, I logged on, checked some e-mails, and then remembered the camera. I went to the site and logged in.
My account now had a bunch of files on it, each indicating a period of movement. It took a minute or two to figure out the system, but once I got the first video playing it worked like a charm. As the video opened, Gustav and Archie were skidding toward the door, barking like crazy at a shadow outside. Mailman! I chuckled at their antics for a full minute. The video was very high quality, nice color and crisp resolution. Shot from the perspective of an electrical outlet, the action took place pretty much at dog height, too.
I opened the next file, and it was Gustav wandering by. Then another file of Archie. The camera captured anything that went on and sent me a file, then went dormant when the action stopped. I started figuring out that the smaller files only included the dogs walking by, and the longer files meant more action.
The fourth file was Angela coming home from work. It must have rained hard that day because she was soaked in spite of her umbrella, her dark blonde hair limp on her shoulders and her clothes clinging to her. I hadn't really thought about seeing her on the videos, and I smiled at my unintended voyeurism. She looked even more gorgeous than usual in her dampness, her dressy white blouse and sexy flannel gray pencil skirt practically painted onto her. She put the umbrella in its stand, ran her hands through her hair, and I could tell she was annoyed. She kicked off her heels, and as she bent to pick them up I got a great view looking upward toward her ass. She walked out of camera range and the file ended.
Another dog video.
Another dog video.
A video of Angela in yoga pants and t-shirt, chasing the dogs and pulling them toward the garage.
The next video surprised me. Angela walked to the door and opened it up. She motioned a welcome and a young woman entered. My eyebrows rose. The woman was young, probably just past college age, and quite attractive. She had long red hair, and once she removed her raincoat she had a nice figure, slender and busty in a slinky but conservative dress. She was probably a couple of inches taller than Angela. The two women hugged, then left the camera range and the video went blank.
Who was that? I puzzled over the possibilities. Maybe it was someone she worked with, but I'd never seen that woman at the office Christmas party, and I would have noticed a sizzling hot redhead. Maybe someone coming to do some work on the house? That made no sense. I looked at the time stamp on the video and it was at 8:15 p.m.
Who was coming to the house at 8:15 p.m.?
Whoever it was, I wanted to meet her. I'd have to figure out a way to find out about her visit, since I certainly couldn't admit that I'd been inadvertently spying on Angela. But wow -- my wife was hanging out with a hottie. I replayed the video. Looking upward from outlet height, I got a good and unobstructed view. Nice legs, nice breasts that were almost as big as Angela's, and young. I paused it and studied her face, but it rang no bells in my mind.
I studied the video for more clues. The two women left the frame toward the right. The living room was on the left, as well as the easiest path to the kitchen. So they were most likely going to the bedroom or one of the guest rooms. I bet Angela was getting a massage and not telling me about it. She loved getting massages, but she usually went to a spa to get them. If that was a massage, I really needed to figure out who the woman was. I felt myself getting hard just imagining a rubdown at the redhead's hands.
I shrugged and opened up the next video. It was time-stamped just before 10:30 p.m. Sure enough, Angela and the redhead were at the door again, this time in a departure scene. Angela was now in a robe, so it must have been a massage. After the redhead put her raincoat back on, the two women chatted at the door briefly, then embraced in a hug.
It was a rather long hug, I observed. Arms wrapped around each other, bodies in full contact, they appeared to be speaking, Angela leaning back slightly so they could be face to face.
And then they kissed.
They.
Kissed.
I was so shocked that I had to look up from the screen to process it. I was lounging on the bed of my hotel room, and I looked straight into the mirror on the opposite wall where I could see my own shocked face looking back.
What the hell?
The video had ended, so I restarted it. It was only about 90 seconds long. The two woman walked to the door. The redhead put on her raincoat. Angela opened the door. They hugged. They chatted, still in the hug, their faces close together.



And then the redhead leaned in and gave Angela a kiss. And not just one of those sisterly pecks on the lips. It was a KISS.
I leaned closer to the screen. Angela was not pulling away. They were kissing.
They were kissing!
I moved the laptop off of my lap and stood up. I paced around the room a bit, then came back and played the video again. Then again. And again.
What the hell was going on?
I shook it off. It couldn't be what it looked like. My wife was as vanilla as they come. She was virtuous and proper and even above all that, she was hetero. I knew all of these things for a fact. We had been married for twenty years. She was virtuous and she was proper and she was hetero.
I looked out the window at the Baltimore night, but my eyes were elsewhere. I had to be misinterpreting something. This has to be a long-lost cousin or an old sorority sister or something. Maybe that was it. She and her sorority sisters were sometimes weirdly affectionate with each other at the reunions, a fact that never ceased to intrigue me.
I played the video again. The redhead was twenty years too young to be a sorority sister. Maybe she was a pledge or something, but it's not like Angela was active in the alumni network these days.
I leaned in, inches from the screen. They were pressed together. They were talking. They were kissing. Angela was facing away from me, toward the door, and the redhead was facing the camera. What was she saying? I couldn't tell.
Who was this woman? And why was she kissing my wife?
****
I didn't sleep well that night. I tossed and turned and had weird dreams, and when I woke up it was the weirdest dream of all. The laptop was still open, and the camera website was still logged in. Warily, I approached it at the desk and looked. Eight more files, all relatively small. One at a time I opened them. Dogs coming in from the garage, dogs walking around, dogs barking at the mailman. One file was Angela heading out to work. Nothing to report.
I marched through my meetings with a client and a potential supplier, had a quiet lunch, and interviewed a job candidate in the afternoon. In between, I watched a lot of dog videos, which were already becoming rather tiresome. Being two hours ahead of time on the East Coast, I eventually went to dinner and forced myself to wait until midnight before I logged back on again, watching a couple of old movies on the movie channel to kill time.
It had to be a massage situation, I decided. Women felt differently about affection than men. Maybe for some reason you would kiss a massage therapist in your home.
Even I didn't believe that. But it was the only theory I had that didn't explode my brain out the top of my skull.
At 12:30 a.m., I logged back on. There was a big group of new files waiting for me. Unsure what to expect, I began clicking through them, deleting the dog files as I went. I kept the file of Angela coming home from work, clad this time in a form-fitting business dress. It must have been sunny today, because she wasn't wearing a coat.
The good news was that, based on the camera's records, the redhead did not return on this night.
The bad news is that it was a brunette instead.
She was slightly shorter than Angela, and had a boyishly short haircut that contrasted sexily with a very feminine figure. She was almost as curvy as Angela, and was wearing a somewhat bohemian pair of slacks with a white shirt and suspenders that were all the fashion rage right now. The two women greeted each other with a cursory hug and stood for a couple of minutes speaking. I wished I could hear what they were saying. Then Angela gestured toward stage right. Either they were going to a bedroom or they were taking a circuitous route to the kitchen. I had a bad hunch it wasn't the kitchen.
They were gone, and the video ended. The dogs must have been put away because the next video was the brunette exiting. Angela was in her robe and the bohemian brunette was dressed the same as she had entered. They stopped at the entry, had a short conversation, and then --
Bam.
Angela had the brunette up against the wall. They weren't just kissing, they were making out, and Angela was the aggressor. There was no doubt about it. The brunette's right hand went down, and while I couldn't tell exactly where it was, I saw Angela's hips jerk spasmodically. The woman's left hand grabbed Angela's ass and pulled her close. And then ...
I did not sleep well the second night either.
****
Cassie knocked on the door frame of my office entry. I didn't even know she was there.
"You okay, boss?" she asked.
I looked at her, unable to form a proper answer. It didn't help that she was wearing a white t-shirt and suspenders today. I scanned her up and down, but the Bohemian Brunette was clearly a different person. Damn fashion trends.
Cassie cocked her head quizzically, then shut the door behind her and came over to my desk. "Something's wrong," she deduced, sitting in the chair opposite me. "You've not been yourself at all today."
I smiled wryly. "I am myself," I responded. "I'm just not sure who everybody else is."
We sat silent for a moment, she waiting expectantly and me with a thousand competing thoughts running through my head. Finally she spoke. "Are you going to tell me or am I going to have to wrestle you down and beat it out of you?"
The thought made me smile, partly because it came from this waifish young woman who could likely not outwrestle a 12 year-old boy, and partly because such a thing sounded fun. She was always saying things like that, just flirty enough to plant a fantasy but not enough to be over the line.
I needed someone to talk to. I needed someone to tell me I wasn't crazy. I looked at my watch, and it was 4:45. "Want to go get a drink somewhere?" I asked. "This is going to take a while."
Her big brown eyes got even bigger, illuminating the white around them. She looked at her watch too, then nodded, a look of curiosity and concern on her face. "Let me go shut down for the day," she said. "Meet me at my car."
Fifteen minutes later, I walked out to the employee parking lot. Cassie's car was a perfect match for her, small and cute and modern. She was waiting behind the wheel, checking her makeup in the rear view mirror. I crossed in front of her and climbed into the passenger seat.
"Where to, boss?"
"How about your place? This is very confidential."
"My condo?" She turned and looked at me, then started up the car. "Well, aren't you quite mysterious today?" Sensing my seriousness, though, she changed tones. "Something seems wrong. I hope you're okay."
It took me a minute to answer as she edged out of her spot and began driving. "I'm not."
****
Cassie made good money at the firm. We designed and manufactured high-end jewelry, and we did quite well. Her early presence in the firm and her brilliance had earned her a great living, and her condo reflected that. It was on the 22nd floor of a downtown high-rise, decorated in a manner that could best be described as "1960s mod meets rococo." I had only been there a couple of times over the years, once at her housewarming party and once for an employee's funeral, but the style matched Cassie's nature, bold and individualistic. She poured us each a glass of wine and we sat on her couch.
I opened my laptop. "I need you to look at something," I said. "I need you to tell me how you interpret it."
"Oookay." She was looking at me like I was half crazy, and dutifully adjusted her glasses.
"Obviously, it's going to be highly personal and confidential. I just want to be sure that I'm not jumping to any conclusions." I told her about buying the camera and my tests with the dog videos and that I hadn't intended to be spying, but the video showed something I wasn't expecting.
A flash of realization came across her face. "Oh, no," she said, and she looked as upset as I felt. "Angela?"
I answered hesitantly. "That's part of it."
We moved together so she could see my screen, our hips nearly touching each other as the laptop balanced on my knees. I pulled up the first video, the one with the redhead arriving. "This was at 8:15 on my first night in Baltimore."
Cassie leaned forward, intently watching it. The redhead arrived, she and Angela hugged, and the video ended. Cassie shrugged. "Am I missing something? Who's the woman?"
"Now let's go to the next video. This is a couple of hours later." I started up the departure video, and Cassie leaned in.
I leaned back to give her room, and studied her as she watched the video. Maybe it's just because my marriage was going down the drain, but she looked particularly attractive today. Her medium brown hair was shoulder length and flipped inward at the bottom, smooth and shiny. The suspenders, flaring out and up over her narrow shoulders, accentuated her tiny waist and subtle breast swells. Maybe if I ended up single ...
"Oh, my god!" Reaching into my lap, Cassie hit the key to back up the video. She watched again, peering intently, then swung her head around to me. "Are they kissing?" The look on her face was nearly identical to the look that I had seen in my hotel mirror. She turned around and played the video again, leaning so far in that I could only see her sleek mane of hair in my lap.
"I'm going to ask a really stupid guy question," I said, "but do women ever casually kiss each other like that? Could that be a friendship kiss of some sort?"
Cassie stood up and began pacing, her small ass swaying. She kicked off her shoes and suddenly got notably shorter, and I realized that I'd never seen her barefoot before. She was smaller than I realized. She stopped, gave me a look like she was a private eye and pointed at the laptop. "That's a woman," she said, as if I didn't understand the obvious. "That's another woman!"
I nodded. As traumatic as my night had been, it was entertaining to watch Cassie in this state. I'd never seen her so perplexed and indignant. She was pacing rapidly, as if trying to diffuse energy before it caused an explosion.
She continued, her hands moving up to clutch her head as she paced. "I mean, that's Angela! That's your wife! I've known her for years! There must be an explanation. There has to be an explanation for this." She was talking a mile a minute, her mind working through scenarios just as mine had done.
I waited for an opening. "Want to see the next night's video now?"
Cassie's face went pale and she stopped in her tracks. "There's another one?"
"Oh, it gets better. Or worse."
She sat down beside me again, and I started up the Bohemian Brunette video. "I won't show you this woman arriving because nothing happens there, but here she is leaving a couple of hours later. This is on the second night that I was gone. It goes on for about seven minutes."
Like I had done, Cassie watched the video a half dozen times, or at least the most damning parts of it. At some point she plucked the laptop off my lap and crawled up onto the couch, lying against the far arm facing me, then curling up and balancing it on her knees. She braced her bare feet against my thighs and disappeared into the screen.
When it was over, she looked at me with bewilderment, her mouth agape.
"Do you have any theories?" I asked.
Cassie set the laptop on the floor and sat facing me, her feet still against my thigh. I could see a faraway look in her eyes as her sharp mind clicked through scenarios. She gestured toward the laptop. "That last video makes it pretty clear," she said.
"So what does it mean?"
Cassie shook her head in shock. "Honestly, it's blowing my mind. I don't know which is more shocking, the fact that she would be cheating on you or the fact that she'd be doing it with a woman."
"Welcome to the club."
Cassie ran her slender fingers through her hair, her big brown eyes unfocused in thought. She peered at me. "Is Angela bisexual or lesbian?" she asked pointedly.
"Not that I knew of."
"She's never said anything about it?"
I shook my head. "I would definitely remember that," I quipped.
Her smile was shaky. "Because they were clearly ... I mean, that other woman, she was ... she was masturbating Angela. Right there at your front door." Cassie blushed even saying the words.
"And Angela was the one who made the first move," I observed.
"Has she ever given you any sense that she liked women? Any sense at all?"
Most people's sex lives are private, and Angela and I were no exception. In fact, we were very private. But these were unusual times. I looked at Cassie, looked at the laptop, and started baring my soul. "Okay, here's the whole truth and nothing but the truth. I've never gotten any indication that she liked women. None at all. I've joked over the years about doing a threesome with her, and she always laughed it off. We have sex, but it's really vanilla, and she won't even tell me her fantasies. Won't talk about them at all. But I know she must have them. Everyone has fantasies, right?"
"Have you ever watched lesbian porn together?" Cassie blushed again as she said it, but I think we both knew that this was going to be a no-holds-barred conversation.
"Well, sure, we've watched some porn over the years, and I really like the girl-girl stuff. She watched it with me, but she never asked for it or anything. She tends to be pretty conservative about sex."
Cassie looked at me, and then her mouth blossomed into a grin. She began laughing, and I realized what I had said. I had to laugh as well.
"I'm so sorry," she said, wiping away a tear of laughter. "I guess we know THAT's not true now."
In a world where everything was suddenly upside down, Cassie made me laugh. She was the rock that I needed right now.
"So what's next? Is this divorce material?" she asked.
I laughed again, sheepishly this time. "This conversation is never going to leave the room, right?"
"Oh, absolutely not. Just you and me."
"First off, it looks like she's cheating on me. Maybe that's divorce material. It seems like it should be, but I'm still in too much shock to think clearly. But ..." I swallowed hard. This was rapidly becoming a week of unprecedented firsts. "But ... I have to say ... it also really turns me on. If she had just asked, I would have been thrilled to let her do it."
Cassie threw her head back, laughing again, baring her slender throat to me.
What the hell. I kept going. All bets were off now. "I would kill to see her having sex with another woman. It's probably my favorite fantasy. If they're still frigging each other at the front door, I'm dying to know what happened back in the bedroom. If she wanted this, why didn't she just tell me? I would have gladly let her do it."
Cassie's toes curled against my thigh. She was giggling uncontrollably. "So you're into the lesbian thing, huh? Would you actually do a threesome with her?"
"Hell, yeah! A thousand times yeah!"
I was oddly euphoric. Everything was happening at once. My world was crumbling, my wife was apparently a lesbian, and I was sitting in Cassie's living room feeling her bare feet on my thigh, telling her that I enjoyed threesomes and lesbian sex. I had a feeling that the next few months were going to be a wild ride, most likely with a horrific crash at the end, but I didn't care. It was that moment on the roller coaster where you just crested the top and you throw your arms up triumphantly right before the bottom drops out.
Cassie pulled her feet away from me, reaching down to grab the laptop. "Let's watch it again. I want to see something."
She hit the replay button and I moved in close to her, our hips and shoulders touching. It was all there again. The Bohemian Brunette went to the door. They had a short conversation. And then Angela pushed the Bohemian against the wall, trapping her in a passionate kiss. The Bohemian's hand went down and into Angela's robe, and my wife's hips jerked in response. The Bohemian then reached around, grabbing Angela's ass and pulling her close.
For the next several minutes, Angela kissed and pawed the Bohemian, and the Bohemian jilled off my wife. My wife of twenty years. The robe never came off and there was no visible nudity, but it was obvious what was happening. At the end, Angela's hips began moving and her back began arching.
"Right there, she's having an orgasm," I said. I knew that arch.
Cassie was rather flushed at this point, and I saw something I'd never seen before. Under her fashionable suspenders, her t-shirt was light and thin and her nipples were quite erect. Erect and large, much larger than I would have thought possible on her petite B-cups.
She rotated back against the arm of the sofa to face me, looked down, and noticed them. She quickly drew her legs up and casually wrapped her arms around them. "Do you know what I see?" she queried.
I knew what I was seeing, but I think she was talking about the video. "What do you see?"
"I see lust, not love. Think about it. Two different women on two different nights. She's not having an affair. She's just fucking around."
I'd never heard Cassie use a vulgarity before. Chalk up another first. "What's the significance of that?"
"It's your call. Divorce, intervention, whatever. But I don't think she's cheating on you emotionally. I think she's just getting her rocks off. And it sounds like you kind of like that."
I turned it over in my mind. I had been thinking about the situation from my own perspective, and feeling rejected and cheated on. I hadn't looked at it from Angela's perspective yet. A new kernel of thought entered my mind, one that was much less morose. I looked at Carrie and she looked at me, and we exchanged raised eyebrows.
I spoke slowly and carefully. "I think ... that I need to investigate this more before I do anything. I need video of what's happening in the bedroom."
"Absolutely."
"And I need to figure out who those other women are."
"Absolutely."
"And I need to understand better why she's doing this."
"Absolutely."
"I think I'm going to buy a spycam with sound."
She nodded. "Give me the one you've got," she said, "because I still need to catch a thief. Oh, and I'll work up an excuse to send you on another business trip as soon as the new camera arrives."
We walked together to the front door. I stopped, and spontaneously we gave each other a big hug. She was so small in my arms, but she held me with great strength. At long last, arching her back so she could look into my face, she said, "Oh, and one other thing."
"What's that?"
She blushed, but her teeth shone in a big grin. "I'm going to need to view those videos with you. I kinda like lesbian porn."
I laughed the whole way home.
****
The new camera looked like a small clock. Angela wondered why I had bought such a thing, but we tended to be independent about such things, so she just shrugged and let me go on my way. Sitting on my nightstand, it pointed inward at the bed and offered a perfect vantage point. I was very proud of my stealth.
I kept mum about the videos, which wasn't too hard if I worked late every night. I then told Angela that I had to go to Los Angeles, and she didn't question it. I traveled regularly, usually once a month, so having a second trip so soon wasn't unheard of. But I didn't go to Los Angeles. I went to Carrie's condo, where she had her guest bedroom ready for me.
"Thanks so much," I said as I entered.
"No sense in spending the money for travel," she said, "and otherwise we'd just be on the phone all night anyway."
She padded to the kitchen to get some waters for us. We had a casual workplace, so I usually saw her in jeans and a t-shirt. I seldom saw her in shorts, much less the short shorts she was wearing tonight, and it was a real treat. She was only a shade over 5 feet tall, and she had a small, pert ass that defied gravity. Given some bouncing on her way back, I also decided that she wasn't wearing a bra under her thin and aged concert t-shirt.



"So what do we do now?" she asked.
"Now? We wait. If anything happens at all, it'll happen later in the evening. So you're stuck with me for dinner."
We ordered Chinese, and I paid. As we divvied up our chicken lo mein and "happy family" seafood, we chatted.
"Any luck with the thief yet?" I asked.
"Not yet. But it's just a matter of time. Given the pattern, I suspect that they'll show up on video sometime in the next few days."
"Well, they're not going to be happy when we catch them. I'm in a pretty vindictive mood right now."
Cassie nodded, studying me. "So how are you feeling about tonight?"
I took a deep breath. "I'm not sure. A part of me hopes that she just sits and reads a book, but another part of me wants any ambiguity to go away. No matter what we see tonight, what happened last week still happened, and I have to figure out what to do about it."
"What are you going to do about it?"
I thought for a second, then threw tact out the window. "I need to figure out what she's doing and why she's doing it. If she's cheating on me, then we're done. But I'm not sure that's the case. I thought a lot about what you said when you first saw the videos, about whether she's cheating or just fucking around, and I think you're right. Two women in two nights argues that she's not in love with someone else. If it turns out that she's just been wanting more in bed than I've been giving her ... um ..." I blushed with embarrassment. "I can learn from that, and I'm glad to be more open to possibilities."
Cassie laughed. "You don't mind letting her diddle women as long as you get to watch?" Her grin was infectious, and her eyes flashed mischievously but compassionately.
I sheepishly grinned back. "Not just watch. I want to play, too. If she wants to have casual sex with other women, I'm fine with that. In fact, I'm delighted about it. Just let me watch, and give me a crack at the other girl, too. To be honest, I've been bored to death with our sex life."
Cassie smiled coyly, averting her eyes toward her food.
"Did I say too much?"
It took a second for her to respond. "No, not at all. I just find it funny that you're a perv. You're so upright and serious at work. You're a boy scout. I've never seen this side of you."
"I'm not a boy scout," I snapped peevishly. "I'm definitely a perv, but I just don't go around talking about it." Then I softened back up and thought for a moment. "Maybe we're all pervs. I just learned that my wife is a perv, and she's the last person I would ever suspect. And now I also know that you like lesbian porn."
Cassie giggled, her face a deep red. "What can I say?" she confessed. "I like men, but women are soooo hot."
It was indeed a strange new world.
****
"Okay, are we ready?"
It was midnight now, and stone silent outside our little high-rise cocoon. Outside her huge glass window, the lights of the city shone beautifully, and I wondered how many other stories like mine were playing out down there.
Cassie had hooked my laptop up to her big screen TV, so there would be no more huddling over a small screen. I logged on and went to today's files. There were several, as usual, but they were less numerous and much bigger than the files from the entryway camera, including one very large file at the bottom.
The first file, from early in the morning, showed Angela getting out of bed. We slept nude, so Cassie got a good view of Angela's naked ass as she walked toward the bathroom. I felt guilty about the unintentional invasion of privacy, but then again Angela had forfeited that right in my mind. She rummaged in the closet, then disappeared into the bathroom and the video ended.
"Angela has a nice ass", Cassie commented to break the awkwardness.
"Yep."
A second mundane video showed her coming out fully dressed, then leaving for work. A third video showed the dogs coming in and jumping on the bed to sleep.
"The dogs sleep on the bed?" I couldn't believe my eyes. "I had no idea they did that. They aren't supposed to sleep on the bed."
Cassie chuckled. "It's unbelievable what goes on in your house when you're not there."
The fourth video was in the early evening. The dogs suddenly leapt from the bed and ran from the room, and a few moments later Angela arrived, wearing a nice business suit. She sat on the bed facing away from us and removed her heels, then pulled her phone from her purse. She looked something up, then held it to her ear. Cassie and I sat in anticipation.
"Hello, Becky? This is Angela."
(Silence.)
"Yes, it's fun time again. Who do you have available?"
(Silence.)
"I'm feeling rather combative today, and I need to be taken down a notch. Who do you have that's assertive?"
(Silence.)
"Is she taller than me?"
(Silence.)
"And you trust her? This is someone that I can be helpless with?"
Cassie and I turned and gaped at each other, eyes wide.
"Okay, that sounds great. When can she be here? Let's go for two hours."
Angela hung up and set the phone on her nightstand, a devilish smile of anticipation on her face. She stood up and stripped down, removing her suit, bra, and panties. I'd seen this show before, so I instead watched Cassie out of the corner of my eye as we sat together on the couch. She was watching intently, her dark pupils dilated widely inside her pretty chocolate irises. When Angela turned at some point, she got a full frontal view. I watched Cassie's eyes do a head to toes scan.
"She has nice nipples," I remarked. "Just in case you missed them."
"Your wife is so hot," Cassie conceded with her typical forthrightness. She shifted a bit on the couch, and I could definitely tell that she wasn't wearing a bra. Her nipples were pushing against the fabric hard. My god, they were long.
On the screen, Angela walked naked to her closet and opened the door. It blocked our view, but we could tell that she was rummaging around. A moment later she reappeared with a small suitcase in tow. I had seen it in her closet, but had always assumed that it was empty.
She set it on the bed and unzipped it, and I leaned forward with interest. She pulled out a blue lingerie piece and appraised it, then set it aside. Then out came a red lace playsuit, also appraised and rejected. Then something black and leather.
"I've never seen these things," I said glumly.
Cassie pursed her lips. "Sorry," she said.
Hands on her hips, Angela considered her options. Setting aside clothing for a moment, she began taking other things out of the suitcase. A vibrator. A large dildo. Some sort of dildo-belt combination. Several smaller items. My jaw hung slack in shock.
"Did she just take out a strap-on?" Cassie asked.
"I had no idea she owned a strap-on," I said, dumbfounded.
"Lucky for you, I guess."
I couldn't help but laugh, and Cassie giggled at her own joke. My Chief Operating Officer was showing a very different side of herself.
Angela then surprised us. Instead of putting on lingerie, she went back to her closet and pulled out the outfit that she had just worn home. It was a conservative navy blue skirt and beige top, the uniform of the female lawyer. She began putting them back on.
"What's she doing?" I asked.
"I don't know. But did you notice that she's not putting on any underwear?"
Angela put on the skirt and blouse, but was commando underneath. No bra, no panties. She then took the waistband of the skirt and began rolling it on her waist. Cassie gestured to the screen. "Do you see what she's doing?"
I shook my head. "I see it, but I don't understand it. What's she doing?"
"She's rolling up the waistband to make the skirt shorter. Let's see how far she goes."
Angela was standing in front of a mirror now, rolling and checking. The skirt went from just above her knees to mid-thigh, and sexy as hell. My wife had great legs.
"I wish she would dress like that for me," I said. "I can never get her to dress sexy."
Angela left the room, and the video went black.
****
It was easy to forget that the action wasn't live. The camera captured events and recorded them, so we didn't have to wait for the next chapter to unfold. It was right there in the largest file, the next one on the list. I moved the mouse to it, and hesitated.
"Are you ready?" Cassie asked. Her right leg was bouncing with nervous energy.
"I have a bad feeling about what we're going to see," I said.
Cassie nodded. "So what's our goal in watching it?" Always thinking, that girl.
I sighed deeply and took my hand off the mouse. "You're right. What is our goal?" I wanted to see what was next, but why? Curiosity was probably only going to be painful.
Cassie pursed her thin lips. "I think it'll be easy to fixate on what's happening, but you need to know why it's happening."
I looked at the screen. The cursor was resting on the file. "I need to understand why," I parroted. I wasn't thinking clearly but I trusted Cassie to have the answer.
"You've told me that you're not averse to what she's doing. You're just shocked that it's happening behind your back. Right? You told me last week that you're actually turned on by what's she's doing."
"I am."
"So whatever happens next, we need to watch it with an eye toward her motivations. And from there we'll figure out next steps. Given the call, we know now that last week wasn't a one-time dalliance."
The stress of the last week had been burying me, but I suddenly felt much better. Or at least less bad. Cassie was bearing some of my burdens, and she was able to think clearly and objectively. This is why I had wanted her in my business, and now it was paying off personally. To her surprise, I leaned over and gave her a quick hug. "Thank you so much," I said. "I don't know what I would do without you here helping me."
"You're the best boss ever," she replied curtly. "Of course I'm going to help you." She grinned wickedly. "Plus ... free porn."
I clicked the file.
****
Whatever else I might want to say about my wife, she had good taste in women. The video opened with my wife entering the bedroom. Behind her came a beautiful woman with black hair and olive skin, obviously Latina. The Latina was dressed in a black leather corset, her ample cleavage spilling out over the top, along with a g-string and knee high boots. She was a couple of inches taller than Angela, and had a long sexy cascade of jet black hair.
"Whoa," said Cassie. "She's gorgeous"
I couldn't speak.
They stopped and faced each other in a perfect viewing position for us. "Okay, here's what I'd like," Angela said in an instructional tone. "My safe word is 'F Scott Fitzgerald'. If I say that, the game stops, got it?"
The Latina nodded. "Got it. F. Scott Fitzgerald."
"And no matter what you do, no marks. No bruises no hickeys, no marks. I can't have any marks at the end of the night. That's very important."
Cassie and I looked at each other as the Latina agreed. "She doesn't want you to find out," Cassie observed. I nodded, frowning.
Angela proceeded. "Great. Here's the scenario. We're on a business trip, and you're my coworker. We're in my hotel room. You force yourself on me. I'm going to try to escape, but you're going to pin me onto the bed. Rip my clothes off, grope me, do whatever. I'm going to fight hard, but I'll eventually give up and let you know that I've surrendered. At that point, tie me to the bed however you want, and start using these on me." Angela pointed to several sex toys on the nightstand. "Use them however you want, but at some point I want you to use the strap-on on me. Start in the front and then move to my rear. But lube me up a lot before you do it. Lube me up slow and tell me what you're doing. Make me know that you're going to take me anally. And feel free to make me give you orgasms, too. I just want to have at least two myself."
Cassie looked over at me sympathetically. Her eyes were wide as saucers.
"I can't believe this." I felt as if I could barely breathe, and my skin prickled with shock.
The Latina nodded at my wife of twenty years. "What gives you orgasms?" she asked. "Will penetration do it? Or do you want a vibrator or fingers or tongue?"
"I love oral," Angela said, "but vibrators work great, too. Feel free to do anything you want for your own orgasms."
For some reason, her words comforted me a little. She loved oral. At least she was being honest with me about that.
On the screen, the Latina nodded.
"Okay, let's start." Angela smoothed her skirt and said, "Thanks for coming to my room, Samantha. I just needed some help with my suitcase."
The Latina woman, apparently in the role of Samantha, got into her character. "Glad to help, Angela, but that's not why I came up."
"Why did you come up?" My wife was a pretty good actress.
"You know why." Samantha stepped close to Angela and ran her hands up Angela's arms. "Do you feel the attraction too?"
"What? No!" Angela stepped back. "What are you doing?"
"I want you, Angela. I'm going to have you."
"No! I'm married! What are you doing?"
It was stilted dialogue, but Cassie and I were glued to the scene like it was an Oscar-winning film.
Samantha stepped forward again, and Angela was now backed up to the bed. The tall Latina offered a truly sinister smile. "You know you want it." She gripped Angela around the waist.
"Are you crazy? Get away from me!"
With a shove, Angela was on the bed and the Latina was on top of her. The two women wrestled quickly and intensively before Samantha gained control. Grasping Angela's wrists, she pulled them over her head and wedged her legs between Angela's knees. "Kiss me!"
Angela fought like a wildcat, but she had disadvantages in both leverage and strength. Samantha slowly immobilized her until Angela was helpless. "Kiss me," she repeated, then forced her lips onto Angela's mouth. Angela squealed in mock protest but could only absorb the kiss as her hips and legs flailed, the short skirt riding up dangerously high.
I was in shock. There are some moments that life does not prepare you for, and this was one of them. I was watching my beloved wife of twenty years, lying on our bed in my own home, being forced to kiss a woman in a pseudo-dominatrix outfit.
And she wanted it.
My cock was rock hard.
Angela fought and flailed and struggled, but she had no chance. At some point, Samantha managed to shift both of Angela's slim wrists into her left hand, holding them secure. With her right hand, she grasped Angela's blouse and pulled hard. Buttons flew, the blouse opened, and Angela's creamy breasts were now exposed and vulnerable. Samantha began roughly kneading and squeezing them while Angela struggled.
I looked over at Cassie. Her nipples were quite erect and noticeable, her mouth agape and her eyes unblinking in concentration.
Samantha released her kiss. "You like that, Angela?" she purred. She squeezed Angela's nipple hard.
"You're hurting me! Let me go!"
As much as I realized that it was a game, I was still concerned. Samantha was really working Angela's breasts, much harder than I ever had. Angela kicked and struggled, her back arched in pain, but she had no chance of escape.
"How about something more fun?" Her left hand still pinning Angela's wrists, Samantha's right hand moved down, sliding up under Angela's shortened skirt.
"Oh, god!" Angela's kicks became even more frenetic, her large breasts bouncing with her efforts. "What are you doing? Let me go!"
Samantha laughed. "I'll let you go when I'm finished. But we're just starting."
They wrestled for several minutes. "Get your finger out! Oh, god!"
"Second finger going in."
"Oh, no! No!" Angela kicked and bucked.
"Third finger going in now." Samantha shifted her hand slightly, and Angela grunted and gasped.
"No! I'll do what you want! Anything! Stop it!"
"Anything?"
"Anything! Please!"
Samantha stopped moving, her hand still under Angela's skirt. Angela suddenly stopped moving and moaned in pleasure.
"I'm going to tie you to the bed and have fun with you for a while. You'll enjoy it too, or at least most of it. You'll stop fighting me while I do it. Otherwise, I'm going to put my entire fist up you right now. What do you want?"
"No fist! Please, no fist! I'll let you tie me up!"
Samantha smiled cruelly down at Angela. "This is going to be a fun night. Stand up and strip for me, blondie, then lie down on the bed."
Angela stood and stripped, obediently removing the torn blouse and the shortened skirt while Samantha leered. She then lay compliantly on the bed. Using rope from the nightstand, Samantha tied Angela's legs apart, one leg to each foot post, then tied her wrists together and secured them to the headboard. As she worked, Cassie looked over at me.
"Did you have any idea that she was into this?"
I shook my head. "None at all."
"Would you do this to her if she wanted?"
My cock was about to burst out of my pants. "Absolutely. This would be a dream. I've tried for years to get her to tell me her fantasies, and she never will."
Cassie pursed her lips. "It's hard to talk about fantasies. And that's not exactly the public persona that Angela projects." She tilted her head toward the screen.
On the video, Samantha peeled off her g-string and removed her corset. She had fantastic breasts and a smooth, shaved pussy. Grabbing a vibrator off the nightstand, she climbed onto the bed between Angela's outstretched legs. "I'm going to wear you out, girl," she said, lowering it to Angela's clit.
I watched my wife submit to the dominant woman. I had never done anything like this with her. I was a man. I was taught not to treat women like this. This was rape, or at least would be if Angela wasn't paying for it. I would never do that to Angela. Apparently that was my mistake.
Cassie was leaning back on the couch, watching raptly. She had a knuckle in her teeth, anxiously biting on it, and the other hand was on her hip. She brought her knees up to curl up against her chest. Her shorts were so short that I could see a fair bit of her hip. Was she turned on by this? Horrified? Both? Should I have subjected her to this? I only knew that my cock was standing up like a steel rod, and I didn't know what to think about that.
Angela came pretty quickly. She was tied so tightly that she could barely move, but I could see her telltale signs. As she arched, I told Cassie, "She's cumming now."
"I can tell," she said, her voice low and breathy. She was rocking ever so slightly on the couch, and my hard-on was actually painful, sending order after order to my brain to do something about it.
Angela rode the orgasm for a full minute, moaning and mewing. When she finally came down, Samantha forcefully pushed the vibrator up into her cunt, then retrieved something else from the nightstand.
"No, not nipple clamps!" Angela struggled in vain, her muscles tense against the ropes. She howled in pain as Samantha applied them, giving a good yank to their connecting chain to be sure that they were tight. It's a good thing that we live relatively distant from our neighbors, because Angela was protesting loudly, begging to release the clamps.
"Unbelievable," I breathed.
"What?" Cassie looked over at me.
"Her nipples are very sensitive. I've always had to be very careful with them." My eyes drifted down to Cassie's t-shirt and her prominent points, and I wondered.
"Well, it looks like they're really painful," Cassie said. "Those are clover clamps, and they can be tight. But she's not using her safe word, so she must like it."
My, my. Cassie seemed to know a lot about bondage. I tucked that fact away for future reference.
Samantha straddled her way up to Angela's chest, her caramel skin standing in stark contrast to the white mounds of Angela's breasts. "You're going to lick me, girl," she said. "If I smack your left tit I want you to go faster. Show me your tongue moving fast." She slapped Angela's left breast hard, jangling the clamps, and Angela waggled her tongue quickly.



"If I slap your right tit, I want you to go slower. Show me again." Angela waggled her tongue slower.
Samantha climbed up to Angela's face, turning to look down toward her feet. Angela went to work orally, grunting as Samantha alternated breast slaps, her wrists and ankles flexing against the ropes.
Meanwhile, I was a wreck. I should be furious. I should be calling a divorce lawyer. But instead, I was sitting on a couch about to explode in an orgasm without even touching myself. What was wrong with me?
Beside me, Cassie was flexing her fingers, alternately stretching them and making fists. She seemed fidgety.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"Yeah. How about you?" She alternated between looking at me and looking at the screen, where my tightly bound wife was orally servicing an escort. "If you need to stop watching, we can stop."
"I'm furious," I admitted. "But I'm not furious about her doing what she's doing. I'm furious that she never told me she wanted it."
"So what does that mean for the marriage?"
"I can't even think about that right now."
"Why?"
On the screen, Samantha was rubbing her pussy across Angela's face, up and back, up and back. The beautiful face that was so angelic in our wedding photos was frantically licking, thrusting her tongue into another woman's pussy.
"Because I'm so turned on that there's no blood flow above my waist."
Cassie laughed.
Fifteen minutes later, after a very satisfying and loud orgasm, Samantha was hooking a strap-on harness around her legs and waist while Angela begged her to remove the nipple clamps. Cassie looked over at me.
"Nothing leaves this room, right?" Cassie asked.
Samantha climbed between Angela's legs.
"Absolutely."
Samantha positioned the dildo and grinned down at my blonde wife, who was breathing rapidly and shallowly.
"Can we make a deal?" Cassie asked me. "Ultra secret?"
"Are you ready to take 8 inches?" Samantha asked rhetorically on the screen. Angela shook her head emphatically.
Cassie wrinkled her cute little nose. "I can see your dick in your pants, and I'm dying over here. Can we both relieve a little pressure? I can help you if you'll help me, or we can just do it ourselves."
I wanted Cassie so bad. I had fallen in lust with that adorable face the moment I had seen her, and honestly probably hired her for that more than her competence and brilliance, which were not as immediately evident back in her initial job interview. But even so, I struggled. I wanted her so bad, but I also wanted to retain my dignity. I had never cheated on Angela, and now wasn't the time to start.
Samantha quickly and smoothly forced eight inches of artificial cock up into my wife. She stiffened and let out a stifled gasp. Dropping into a classic missionary position, Samantha began a relentless fucking. My cock was screaming at me. If I ever had a reason to break my wedding vows, this was it. I chewed on my options.
"Cassie," I admitted at long last, "I've lusted after you for a decade. I fantasize about you all the time, trust me. And I guess now is my chance. If my marriage is over, you're number one on my list. But as improbable as it sounds right now, I can't touch you. I need to maintain my righteous indignation and to do that I can't cheat on Angela. Maybe that's stupid, I don't know. However..." I unzipped my pants and fished out my cock, rigid as steel and at full length. "I need to take care of business over here and I'd love it if you took care of business over there where I can oversee it. Deal?"
Cassie seemed stunned for a moment, and she had any number of reasons to be. She looked at my eyes, then my cock, then my eyes again. Her smile was sincere and dazzling and filled with admiration. "That's reasonable. Let's talk about that fantasizing thing later," she said. "But right now you're the boss." Raising her hips, she slid her shorts off of her body, the underwear going with it. Her hand slid between her legs.
"Naked", I ordered. "I've been wanting to see those nipples forever."
Giggling, she pulled her t-shirt over her head. "I love my nipples," she said, and I had to agree as I ogled them. They were darker in color than I expected, almost a reddish brown compared to the pink that I was used to seeing on Angela, and her areolas were in nice proportion to her breast size. The breasts themselves were spectacular, well shaped and firm even if much smaller than I was accustomed to seeing.
And her nipples, oh, those nipples. They were quite long and erect, and as she brought her other hand up to twist one of them, it was apparent that they were highly erogenous for her.
So the four of us had the world's most awkward orgy. A Latina hooker, a few hours displaced in time, was fucking my tied-up wife with a large strap-on dildo, thrusting fast and hard. Meanwhile, I and my Chief Operating Officer sat side by side on her couch, watching it and each masturbating furiously.
Reality was bending for me.
Under such circumstances, I wasn't going to last very long, and I didn't. I tried to hold off, tried to tease myself, but even at that I came within a few minutes, splashing my chest with cum. Next to me, Cassie lasted a bit longer, and I got to watch her.
She had a completely shaved pussy, which didn't necessarily surprise me given her age cohort, and a nicely protruding mound. Leaving diplomacy at the door I brazenly stared, observing her technique as she jilled. Angela wouldn't masturbate in front of me, so it was exciting to watch in more ways than one. Cassie masturbated with both hands and worked her clit a lot, occasionally fluttering down across her outer and inner lips, dipping a finger inside. In contrast to Angela's smooth exterior and protruding interior lips, Cassie was the opposite. Her external lips were surprisingly thick and fleshy, and her inner lips almost invisible within them. It was astoundingly sexy, particularly when she hit the point of orgasm. I watched with delight as she quivered, froze, bit her lip, and closed her eyes, her breathing become hard and heavy. Her small hips began thrusting involuntarily, and after thirty seconds of muted screams she collapsed into the couch, gasping as the corners of her mouth curled up in self-satisfaction. I never in my wildest dreams thought I'd ever see such a thing.
Onscreen, Angela was taking a pounding, longer and harder and deeper than she'd ever taken with me. I was an average-sized guy, and proud of my member, but I wasn't eight inches long, and Angela was taking the whole thing hard and fast. At last, her hair mussy and covered in sweat, she told Samantha, "I'm getting close to my limit", and the Latina pulled out. Still wearing the strap-on, she scooted back, kneeled down, and ran a tongue up the length of my wife's slit.
"Time to make you cum again", she growled up at her hostage.
"Pause for a second," Cassie said abruptly. I grabbed the remote and paused as she jumped up and ran into her bedroom. She had possibly the best ass I'd ever seen, and certainly the best one I'd ever seen naked, admittedly nicer even than Angela's. It was small and round and tight, perfectly shaped. A couple of minutes later, she ran back in, small breasts bouncing and vibrator in hand. She was so smooth, so sleek, her skin so perfect that my eyes lingered.
She shrugged apologetically. "The second one is a little harder."
You don't know what indecision is until you're watching your wife and your secret crush orgasming together, one on screen under a lesbian domination and the other right next to you, so close that you could easily touch her as she masturbated with a vibrator. Angela came silently under her dominatrix's tongue, my knowledge of her my only clue of her climax, while Cassie came with moans and gasps. By this time I was already hard again.
And then Samantha turned Angela over. Her wrists and ankles retied, Samantha stuffed a pillow under Angela's hips, propping her ass up. Reaching to the nightstand, she got a bottle of what appeared to be lube, and began slowly rubbing it into Angela's most personal of areas, explaining to her what she was about to do with her eight-inch dildo.
I shook my head in astonishment.
"What?" Cassie was still rubbing the vibrator against her clit, beginning work toward a third orgasm.
"I've wanted to do anal with her for our entire marriage. I always assumed that she was a virgin back there."
"You've never done it?"
"No."
"Have you done it with anyone?"
"No. We married young. I've become a little obsessed with it, to be honest. I really want to try it."
Samantha began pushing into Angela. My wife moaned and gasped, letting out a low guttural groan as she was violated.
"It looks like she likes it. Why would she turn you down?" Cassie was moving the vibrator faster now.
I lamented my mistake. "Well," I said. "I guess I never outright asked her."
Samantha's hips pushed against Angela's trapped backside. She had taken all eight inches, and her sweaty face shone with a combination of ecstasy and fear.
"You never asked her? How come you never asked her?"
Angela began gasping as her dominator began thrusting. Leaning in and reaching around, Samantha began playing with Angela's pussy.
"How do you tell your high-powered attorney wife that you want to fuck her in the ass? That you want her to take pain for your pleasure? That's not love."
Cassie turned to face me, never slowing down with her vibrator. The girl had stamina. She motioned toward the screen, where Angela was moaning and grunting under the attentions of her dominator.
"Maybe it is."
****
Weirdest night of my life. How do you come home after that and pretend everything is normal?
"Hi, Tom!" Angela pranced to the door and gave me a big kiss, just like normal. "How was Los Angeles?"
I let go of my rolling bag and gave her a numb embrace and kiss. "It was good. I saw all sorts of interesting things."
"Great! I missed you around here."
I wrestled a hello with Gustav and Archie. "I missed being around. Anything interesting happen while I was gone?" I tried to keep the strain out of my voice.
She turned to go back to her chair, where an open book lay. "Same old, same old. Just a quiet night at home."
I bristled, but now was not the time. "Well, that's good, I guess. I don't want you being lonely."
I wheeled my bag into the bedroom, past the closet with the secret sex toys, and I set it on the bed where Angela had been assfucked the previous night. I looked at the bedposts to see if there were wear marks from previous bondage encounters, and I swear I had never noticed them before. The binding spots were worn smooth. I shook my head in disbelief.
I tried to find an excuse to ask her damning questions, but couldn't come up with anything. So we were a happy, normal family. We had dinner together, we went to work, and we didn't have sex, just like your normal married couple. It took a week for Cassie and me to arrange another fake trip, and I was prepared.
I got home from work and began packing. Angela at some point wandered into the bedroom. "Going somewhere?" she asked.
"Back to Baltimore," I said. "Another two-nighter."
"You're traveling a lot lately."
"Business beckons, my dear."
She smiled and came in close. "And so do you?"
I smiled back woodenly. I'd been both wanting this and dreading it, but had to act normal. "Definitely. Strip for me, baby."
Within a minute she was nude, her large breasts swaying. She gently pinched and kneaded her pale nipples as I too got naked. I stepped in and put my own thumb and forefingers on her nipples. I squeezed gently.
"Do you like this?"
"Yeah." Her hands went down to my hips, stroking my sides.
I squeezed harder, then harder again, causing her back to arch. I wasn't sure how hard a clover clamp could squeeze, but tried to mimic it. "Too hard," she said, pulling her hands up against mine.
"Don't you like squeezing?"
"Yes, but not that hard."
"Are they a little more sensitive than normal? Have you been playing with them too hard?" I asked the question in a joking manner, but I wasn't joking.
She laughed. "I know how I like it. Now do it again, but gently."
Only slightly relenting my grip, I pulled her by the nipples over to the bed, then gently toppled her over and fell atop her. We kissed, touched, and groped.
"My favorite?" she asked.
I moved down between her legs. The Latina woman had been here most recently, licking Angela mercilessly as a finale to their evening together. I wondered if I was as good, because Angela had really enjoyed the other woman's attentions. I took on the task with resolution, and eventually Angela began breathing more heavily.
Looking up through her bush, I saw her fingers pinching her nipples. Time to try something. Pushing my finger inside her pussy, I got it nice and slippery, then moved down.
I had never done this before, never wanted her to think I was kinky, never wanted to do something that would bother her. But now? I wasn't so worried about it. I ran my finger around her anus just like usual, but then I began pushing on its iris. I heard a slight gasp, but nothing else. No encouragement, no discouragement. So I pushed further.
And further.
And further.
I was still licking her by the time I had buried my finger completely in her ass. She never said a word about what I was doing, about what I had never done to her in twenty years. Instead, she acted as if all was normal, and eventually she began cumming, flexing and arching. I wasn't sure if it was as strong as the ones I'd seen on video, but I was nonetheless proud.
"I'll do you now," she said, and I lay back while she stroked and licked me. All the while, I imagined her with the redhead, with the bohemian, with the Latina. I knew exactly what she had done with the Latina, but not the other two. Did she lick and stroke them, too? Did they sit on her face like the Latina had done? Did they tie her up?
Angela grasped my balls while she licked, which I loved. They were so sensitive as she jostled them, and I was so vulnerable while she had them in her grip. It was wonderful as she pulled on them ever so gently and --
Whoa.
Suddenly a finger was tracing down further, ringing my anus.
She had never done this before, and it felt ... oddly ... divine.
I spread my legs to give her more access. She was working industriously, her lips and right hand working on my shaft, and her left hand grasping and massaging my balls while one finger experimented. It was like having sex with a whole new woman.
I came hard, wonderful visions in my mind, and then we lay down together. Angela nestled into my chest and I waited for my heartbeat to slow down before I talked.
"Angela, baby?"
"Yes."
"That was great."
"Thank you."
"You did something different this time."
She was silent for a moment. Her head was positioned so that I couldn't see her face, only the back of her beautiful blonde locks. "Yeah. So did you."
"Did you like what I did?"
Another long silence. "Yeah."
Maybe this was progress.
"Angela?"
"Yeah."
"Tell me about your fantasies."
She chuckled quizzically and looked up into my eyes. "What?"
"I want to know what you fantasize about. We never talk about it."
She laughed, almost a snort, and lay her head back down on my shoulder. "Proper women don't discuss such things."
"I want to know. You're my wife. What turns you on? What kinky things do you like?"
"Mmm, there are some things a woman shouldn't talk about, my dear."
I pressed on. "Can I tell you one of mine?"
She looked up at me quizzically. "What's gotten into you?"
"Just feeling kind of horny, I guess." I cupped one of her breasts and gently played with it, remembering how Samantha had been yanking on the clamps. Was that a tiny vestige of a bruise, perhaps?
She remained quiet. I gave her the chance to ask, but she didn't. So I continued.
"We've never talked about this, but I'd love to watch you have sex with another woman."
The look of shock on Angela's face was priceless. She gaped at me for a second, then struggled for words. It took her a full minute to regain her composure. "Why on earth are you telling me this?"
"It would be fun. You like to receive oral sex, and I'd love to watch a girl give it to you."
She again was at a loss for words.
"I'd also love for you to perform oral sex on her. Would you ever do something like that?"
A look of conviction came across her face as she decided on a response. "You have quite the imagination today, don't you?"
"Would you ever do it?"
"Keep the dream alive, silly boy. Now get up. You've got a trip to finish packing for."
****
"Your wife has a mean streak," Cassie observed. She was naked on the couch, her legs spread, rubbing her clit slowly and teasingly. "But I kind of like it."
We had a small bench in our bedroom that I often sat on when putting on my shoes. But I was now realizing that that's not why Angela bought it. A slender woman was tied over it, lying on her back with her ankles tied to two legs of the bench and her wrists tied to the other two. The position and the dimensions of the bench forced her back to arch, her head hanging down and her throat exposed, giving her little flexibility for movement. And she was desperately trying to move.
Angela was kneeling between the girl's spread legs, working her clit with a large and apparently powerful vibrator while simultaneously thrusting vigorously into the girl with her fingers. Angela's guest looked to be in her mid-20s, pale in complexion with smallish breasts and long maple brown hair that flowed off the bench to the floor. She was bucking and writhing, trying to escape the vibrator and begging frantically for Angela to stop. We'd already watched her orgasm three times, each more intense than the last, and now the sensation was likely pure torture on her hypersensitive vulva.
Angela reached up and grabbed the chain that connected the girl's nipple clamps, pulling firmly on it. The girl's nipples visibly stretched, but she ignored that pain as she tried to escape the more intense peril below.
I was teasing my cock, trying to hold off as long as possible. Once again, my attention was torn between watching my sex-fiend wife on video or watching my naked employee sitting next to me. I greatly enjoyed the way that Cassie masturbated herself, and enjoyed the graceful ballet of her slender body as her pleasure rose.
"I wouldn't have guessed her to have a sadistic streak," I remarked.
"Me, either. But she's making that poor girl suffer. It's intense to get a vibrator on you in that situation."
"So you've done it?"
Cassie smiled demurely. "A few times, yeah. One of the guys I dated for a while would do it to me."
"He tied you up?"
"Yeah. He liked to push me over the edge. He would drive me insane, but in a good way. At least, it was good when it was over and I was remembering it later. When it's happening, it's torture."
I stroked my cock a little faster.
"Do you -- " I swallowed hard, summoning up my courage. "Do you get into these types of things?"
Cassie giggled. "What types of things?"
What the hell. We were sitting on the couch together, both naked and masturbating. I could see her glistening slit clearly. My wife was now pushing her fingers into the frantic young brunette, her mouth locked onto the poor girl's hypersensitive vulva. I paused for a second, frowning as I watched my wife aggressively perform cunnilingus on the thrashing, pleading girl.
"Let's walk through the list. Do you like women?"
Cassie's eyes darted left, then right. "Is that a serious question?"
"Truth or dare time, and I want truth."
Cassie hesitated for a moment. "Nothing leaves this room?"




"I'm a vault."
My petite friend smiled knowingly as she played with herself. "Yeah," she said. "I've never admitted it to anyone, though. But not romantically. I like men that way, but I fantasize about sex with both."
"No one knows? So you've never done it with another woman?"
Cassie released her vulva and moved both hands up to play with her nipples. On the TV screen, Angela was now sitting on her escort's waist, slapping the young woman's breasts and reaching behind her to finger her babbling hostage's exposed pussy. Her partner tonight had a pleasantly high-pitched voice.
"I didn't say that," Cassie answered with a suppressed smile.
I laughed.
Cassie pondered her thoughts for a moment. "In college we would have parties, and one time I ended up in a bedroom with a woman. She was a cute little redhead, smaller than me even, but she had a great figure. I don't have big breasts so I fantasize about them a lot."
"You have great breasts," I said. "I adore your breasts. But back to the subject. What did you do with this cute little redhead?"
"Not enough. We kissed, we got naked, I played with her breasts a lot. We started to finger each other, but then someone knocked on the door and we panicked. Nothing like ... like that." She nodded to the screen, then turned to me with an impish smile. "I pretended to be drunk so I'd have an excuse, but I wasn't drunk."
I chuckled. "You little sneak."
Cassie's long nipples were so impressive. She lay back, her eyes closed, gently twisting them back and forth as she reminisced. "The girl talked to me the next day, and she said she couldn't remember anything, but had some recollection of making out with me. So I pretended not to remember, either. But I remembered it all, every moment, because I was stone cold sober."
"Would you do more now? Would you go further with a woman?"
She giggled and opened her eyes, and we made long eye contact. Her eyes were beautiful. "Yeah," she said quietly. "I fantasize about it all the time."
"Why don't you? You're single and there are all sorts of ways to hook up with people in this day and age."
She looked down between her legs, running her fingers gently up and down her glistening slit. "I don't even know how to start," she said. "I'm not going to put my picture on a web site. And I'm not going to go to a lesbian club. The bottom line is that I like men in the long run. I just really, really want to play with a woman. And I don't know how to make it happen."
On the screen, Angela questioned her little guest, "Had enough?"
"Yes! Yes! Please stop!"
"Will you lick me as much as I want?"
"Yes! Anything!" I wasn't sure why the slender brunette's voice was such a turn-on, but it was.
Angela's mouth curled into a strangely elated smile, so unfamiliar to me that it was almost as if she was a different person. Cassie and I both had the same realization as her demeanor changed from aggression to one of anticipatory delight. "I really don't think Angela is a secret lesbian," Cassie said, watching the scene and gently teasing herself. "I think she's just having fun. Kind of like what I want. Both with women and with kinky stuff."
I nodded as Angela stood and took a deep breath, gazing down upon her quarry and tracing a finger along the curve of her pale breasts. "Truth time again," I asked Cassie. "Do you like the kinky stuff?"
"Of course. Everyone likes kinky stuff."
"What do you like?"
She looked me up and down, her gaze lingering on the cock that I was rubbing. "Well, aren't you bold," she said, mirth on her lips.
On the screen, Angela was untying the slender young woman and leading her to the bed. The brunette lay on her back and Angela climbed onto her in a 69 position, her large breasts swaying beneath her.
"I've decided to stop holding back. And anyway, I've been telling you my fantasies."
"Good point." She looked at the wall behind me, her eyes unfocused as she retreated into her mind. She took a deep breath. "I can't believe that I'm going to say this. I've never said this to anyone."
I was trying to hold off on an orgasm. I didn't want to break the moment. I slowed down my hand on my cock as she intensified the efforts on her nipples. I looked straight into her vulva, so soft and inviting with its thick, puffy lips. I wondered what they would feel like if I was pushing inside them.
"I have a bunch of fantasies that I like," she said shyly. "One of my top ones is about being a high-class call girl. I go to people's houses and I perform for them."
"Perform?"
Cassie's left hand dropped between her legs, and her fingers started stroking.
"Kind of like Angela's dates are doing. Sometimes it's a single man, sometimes a single woman. Sometimes it's a party and I'm up on a table or a bar. But most of the time it's just me and a husband and wife."
"So a threesome."
On the screen, Angela was still in the 69 position, but she had pulled the brunette's legs up and pinned them under her armpits, jackknifing the girl. She was feverishly working the girl's vulnerable nether regions with tongue and fingers, and appeared to be getting the same treatment herself.
Cassie nodded blissfully as she played with herself, watching Angela out of the corner of her eye as she stroked. "I service both of them. I give them oral, and I let the man fuck me while the woman sits on my face. They spread my legs, each one sitting on one of my thighs to hold me apart, and they play with me until I scream."
My breathing was accelerating. On the screen, Angela was now cumming, her back arched and head up as the slim brunette licked her from below. "Then what?"
Cassie's voice was getting quieter with every sentence. "It depends. Sometimes the two of us gang up on the husband and drive him insane. We tie him to the bed and tease him. Sometimes we gang up on the wife and do the same thing. She's always got big breasts and I love playing with them. And sometimes..."
My eyebrows rose. Her hand was moving faster.
"Sometimes they gang up on me. They tie me to the bed face down, and the wife starts playing with me. Lubing me up in the back, which terrifies me. Then she lies down so that my face is between her legs and I have to eat her out. Her husband...he, uh, gets behind me. Then he starts using me anally until I make the wife cum."
"Oh, my god." I was stroking myself faster now, as was she. "You're into anal?"
"I've never done it. I want to try it, but it scares me to death. And yet I'm fascinated by it. I want to be used, just a tool for their pleasure. When I finally make them cum I'm so turned on that I'm practically delirious. And then they double up on me again and make me cum over and over and over."
On the screen, Angela and the brunette were now lying side by side, gently stroking each other's vulvas and kissing in afterplay.
"What type of woman do you like?"
Cassie was briskly rubbing herself. I was starting to learn her signs of impending orgasm, such as the little wrinkle that showed up between her eyebrows. She began to shudder, and I was getting close myself.
"Can I tell you a secret?" she panted.
"Sure."
Her fingers became a blur and her back began to arch.
"The threesome is with you and Angela."
I spurted out cum like I never had before.
****
Beep-beep-bop---
Nope. That wasn't the tone. Cassie rewound the recording, we listened, and I dialed my phone again.
Beep-bip-bop-boop-beep --
Nope. We repeated the process.
It took several more tries to get the ten digits right, and I was scared to death when it finally matched. The phone rang and I handed it quickly to Cassie.
"The things I do for you," she said with a nervous smile.
"I think this is going to be a win-win," I replied, but I was nervous too.
A smooth female voice answered. "Hello?"
"Hi, is this Becky?"
****
The following night, I once again greeted Cassie after work as I hid inside her condo. I made some nice salads and she went into the bedroom to change. When she came out, she was wearing something completely foreign to me, a night club outfit that featured a short mini-skirt, semi-transparent top that showed her bra, and knee high leather boots. I looked her up and down. "If you dressed like that at work, I'd pay you a lot more," I quipped.
She waggled her hips at me. "After this whole thing is over, you should pay me a lot more anyway."
We sat down to dinner. It was starting to feel weirdly familiar, almost like sitting down to dinner with Angela back in more normal times.
"So where do we stand in our investigation?" she asked. "What are we hoping to learn tonight?"
I looked at her beautiful smooth face, her bright eyes blinking behind her nerdy oversized glasses, and I smiled, both at the memories of the past few days and the anticipation of what was to come. Whatever else I wanted to say about Angela's adventures, her enactment of her fantasies had inadvertently led to me realizing some of my own. I wanted our investigation to end, but then again, I didn't.
I munched my salad thoughtfully. "Well," I said at long last, "we know that she's not having an affair. At least, not a traditional one. She's just having lots of sex. We just don't know what it means."
"It means your wife is an insatiable horncat," Cassie grinned, and it made me laugh. "So are you going to confront her?"
I rubbed a hand up my forehead and through my hair. "I guess I have to. But I'm not sure how."
"You'll figure it out. Tonight will help, I hope."
A wave of sadness swept over me. "Whatever her reasons, though, it seems clear that she doesn't want me involved in her sex life. And I don't understand it. I've always treated her well. I've always tried to be a good husband."
There wasn't much Cassie could say to refute or comfort me, so she sat silently, a sympathetic expression on her face.
"I don't even know what to do," I said at long last. "It's not like our marriage has been unhappy. We don't argue. We're affectionate. Our sex life is dull, but it exists and it's ... nice. I guess I could just let her keep doing what she's doing and look the other way, and maybe I could even do the same thing now that I know. It's not like I've been satisfied with our sex life. But that doesn't seem right."
"I don't think you can't keep this a secret, Tom. You have to talk to her."
"But is the marriage over at that point? It seems like it should be, but as weird as it sounds, I don't want it to be. I want to be ..." I nodded toward the blank big screen TV, "I want to be part of THAT. I want us to be open and honest and I want to be in the room while she's doing all of those things. And ... and frankly, I would love to have sex with other women with her blessing."
I looked across the table at Cassie. Her doe eyes were downcast.
To hell with it. I'll say it. "And I probably shouldn't say this, but you would be first on my list if you were interested."
She blushed profusely. "You don't have to be nice. I apologize if I shared too much last night."
I laughed genuinely. "I've thought about it for years. Remember when I told you that I fantasized about you? It's completely true. Every single day that we've worked together for the past 12 years, I've looked at you and wondered what you would be like in bed."
She scrunched her face in suspicion. "No, you haven't. Why would you fantasize about me when you've got D-cup Angela with the blonde hair at home?"
"If you only knew the thoughts I've had about you," I said, then hesitated a moment. "It's confession time. Do you remember the year at the Christmas party when you wore that silver dress? The ones with the sequins?"
"You remember that dress?"
I snorted. "You in that dress may be the sexiest thing I've ever seen in my life. My god. If you had any idea about how often I've fantasized about you in that dress..."
"The silver sequined dress? The cocktail dress?" She seemed incredulous, and I could see her mind rewinding to that night. "That was at least seven or eight years ago."
I nodded. "You were so beautiful that night. You were a vision." I closed my eyes and remembered the scene that was so locked into my memory. "Your hair was swept up in some beautiful type of updo that made you look like a princess, and you had ruby and diamond earrings that I had created. It made me so proud that you wore them. Your neckline was low enough that your cleavage moved in it when you walked, just barely moved, but enough that it would catch my eye every time I saw you. You wore an eye shadow that was gold with some type of glint in it. You smiled at me from across the room, and we had a very formal dance where I kept a hand's width between us. But inside I was torn on whether I would rather bend you over the buffet table and fuck your brains out, or just drive off into the night with you and start a whole new life."
I opened my eyes. Her mouth was agape and she was staring at me. Her eyebrows turned up in an empathetic gesture. "Tom, I never had any idea."
"How could you not know? My pupils dilate every time you walk into the room."
She shook her head. "I had no idea. You've always been so professional to me, so polite and courteous, that I never dreamed that you had any interest."
The tension was building, and I needed to break it. I winked at her. "And that whole time, you were lusting after my wife."
She laughed, her perfect teeth glinting in the light. "Not just your wife, remember. I wanted the full threesome."
We both laughed, but it was a careful laugh. We had breached a critical wall and there was no going back.
"So what now?" she asked. "What are we doing here?"
"I feel like I need to give my marriage every chance of surviving, but I have to ask. You and me ... if I asked you tonight...?"
Cassie threw her head back in laughter. "Tom, I've masturbated in front of you! Of course the answer would be yes! I've lusted after you for years. But at the same time I appreciate your loyalty to your marriage and I always thought the world of Angela. I would never do anything to come between you two if you think there's something to be salvaged. But if not," she locked eyes with me for a brief second, and we both felt the chemistry. "If not, or if you can ever convince her of that threesome, you know where I live."
I wanted to kiss her. It wasn't even about sex or romance. She was just a wonderful person. I started to speak, but suddenly the doorbell rang.
We both froze. Cassie's eyes shone with nervousness. "Oh, god," she said. "Oh god oh god oh god oh god. Are we really going to do this?"
"Are you sure you're okay with this?"
"I'm scared to death. But I also can't wait."
"Well, I'll tell you this. You're the best damn Chief Operations Officer that an employer could ever have."
I stood up and went to the entry, which was around a corner from the dining area. Out of Cassie's sight, I opened the front door, and there she was.
It was her.
The redhead who'd started this whole thing.
She was well-dressed and sophisticated looking, even though she looked even younger than I remembered. We were betting it would be her based on the very specific and strategized request we'd made, but there was no way to confirm until this moment. My heart leapt into my throat.
She looked me up and down. "Is this Cassie's house?" she asked. She had a calming, low-timbre voice.
I froze up, but somehow managed a short nod. I extended a hand that probably was stupidly awkward but she seemed nonplussed by it, shaking it perfunctorily. She looked past me into the empty living room. "You know I only work with women, right?"
I nodded, and my voice and breath began to return. "Yes, yes, of course. And your name is...?"
"Kara." She looked at me unblinkingly. "Are you going to invite me in?"
At that moment, Cassie walked around the corner from the dining room. She looked so small, so vulnerable, that I immediately felt a pang of guilt for dragging her into all of this. But then again, this was her fantasy, and it was my gift to her as well as her favor to me.
Kara the Redhead looked her up and down, and her eyebrows rose in approval. "Well, hello, honey," she said, and entered the living room.
For a brief second, I thought Cassie was going to run. She just stared, her big brown eyes so wide that they showed an outline of white. But then, ever so slowly, a smile began to appear on her face.
"Well, hello yourself," she said. "Please come in."
****
Kara was a bombshell, a classic femme fatale. She was wearing a very stylish mini-dress, sexy but not slutty, and an oversized handbag bounced at her side. Underneath, it was clear that she had perfect succulent breasts and a gorgeous feminine ass that swayed as she headed toward the couch. Her hair was a beautiful copper, long with a very slight curl that gave it fullness.
Cassie and I were both hypnotized by her, and I was the first to break out. "Would you like a glass of wine?" I asked.
"Please."
I hustled to the kitchen, not wanting to miss a second. Kara and Cassie sat down on the couch together, turning to face toward each other, and I once again hoped that I hadn't pushed my friendship with Cassie too far. I hurriedly found a bottle of wine, an opener, and some glasses, slightly chagrined that I now knew where everything was stored, and poured us three glasses. I carried them into the living room with only a slight clink, and the two women each accepted a glass. I sat down in a chair facing them.
Kara took a long sip and nodded approvingly. "So," she said, "what's on the agenda tonight?"
Cassie seemed too starstruck to speak, so I stepped up. "Cassie is a friend of mine. She's always had a fantasy of being with another woman, so I decided to give her something special."
"A friend?"
"Yeah. A friend."
Kara's eyes moved from me to Cassie and back.
"We just watch porn together," Cassie said abruptly, and neither of us could suppress a smile.
Kara looked bemused, but shrugged it off. She turned to Cassie. "And you specifically requested a busty young redhead with long hair. Will I fit the bill?" She did a spokesmodel move with her hands to draw attention to her body.
Cassie stared at Kara's breasts for an uncomfortably long time. She nodded and swallowed hard. "Yes. Definitely."
"Excellent. And it's just you and me, per my policy. Is the gentleman watching or will he wait out here?"
The question surprised Cassie, and she looked at me. I grinned devilishly. "I'll be watching," I said.
She gave me a playfully baleful stare, and I saw her knees press together.
"In that case, the gentleman will put this on," Kara said. Reaching into her bag, she pulled out a small item.
Curious, I let her hand it to me. "What is it?"
"It's a device to ensure that you don't attempt to become involved," Kara explained.
I turned it over in my hand. It was made of stainless steel, a tube and a ring, with a four-digit combination lock on it. I pondered it for a moment before it struck me. "You want me to put this on?" I asked incredulously.
"It's my requirement."
I was starting to get the impression that Kara really didn't trust men. "I'll promise to stay away," I said. "You don't have to worry about me."
"It's my requirement. Put it on or I go. Or if you wish, you can go."
We couldn't have her go. That would destroy the plan. And there was no way that I wasn't going to watch. "How do I get it off?"
Kara smiled. "You can guess the combination. On average, it takes about three hours. If you don't get it right by midnight, I'll text it to you."
I held the chastity device in my hand. Could I really do this? Sighing, I stood up. "I'll be back in a minute."
"No, put it on here where I can see it and check it. We're going to be naked, so you can get naked, too."



To hell with it. I paused only a moment, then kicked off my shoes and removed my shirt. Cassie had already seen me naked plenty, and Kara had apparently had sex with my wife. Within a minute I stood in front of the two women naked.
"Put it on quickly before you get hard," Kara advised, her eyes scanning my cock and balls with amusement.
I'd never done anything like this before, so it took a little maneuvering to figure out. Kara coached me. "Put that ring behind your cock and balls," she coached. "Now latch it and start clicking the ratchet tighter. Tighter. One more click. Now close the two halves of the tube onto your penis."
"I don't think there's room."
"You can do it."
The ring behind my cock and balls left my cock sitting between two halves of a hinged tube. With effort and care, I clicked it closed, and the result was that my penis was encased in a small but solid metal tube. I could feel the pressure all around my circumference.
"I don't know. It feels really tight. How can I loosen it up a little?"
Kara chuckled. "Baby, you're in it to stay. If you want out, I'd advise you to start trying combinations. It's going to get really uncomfortable when your friend here starts having orgasms."
I was chilled to realize that I was only half hard. This thing was going to be painful if I got fully engorged. I looked down and saw a four-digit combination lock on the top ridge of my encased penis. Each digit went from one to five. Let's see, five times five times five times five. This could take a while. I gingerly entered 1-1-1-1 and tried to open it, noting the irony that I had to grip my enclosed penis to enter the numbers. No luck. I looked at Cassie with concern, but she just giggled.
Kara laughed and turned to Cassie. "So now that he's got something to do tonight, tell me a little about yourself," she inquired. "How do you want to play?"
Cassie tried to suppress a smile, and subconsciously smoothed her skirt on her thighs. "I've never...um...never been with a woman before, but I've always fantasized about it."
"Never?"
"I did some heavy petting once, but that's it."
The redhead smirked slightly. "I can show you how it's done. Now, what's your fantasy? Romantic or kinky?"
Cassie blushed, glancing at me. "Both, I guess. But tonight I'd probably rather start easy. I'm new at this, so you'd need to take the lead."
I watched while trying the next combination. 1-1-1-2. Nope.
Kara nodded. "I can do that. Why don't you start by climbing on my lap and giving me a kiss?"
Cassie bit her lip as she pondered the point of no return. She avoided eye contact with me and stood up, moving the few feet to Kara. Straddling Kara's legs, she sat on her lap and leaned in, their bodies close.
I felt my cock harden as their lips met. Ouch. I shifted uncomfortably. 1-1-1-3. Nope.
Cassie had her arms high around Kara's shoulders, while the redhead embraced Cassie's waist. They kissed long and slowly, tasting each other as I watched. When they finally separated, Kara looked Cassie up and down. "Strip for me," she ordered. "But leave the boots on."
Cassie took a deep breath and stood up. Casting me a "here we go" glance, she pulled her top over her head, then removed her bra. I had always been rather covert about checking her out, but this was at last my chance to stare. I adored her smallish but pert breasts with their long erect nipples.
She then slid her skirt over her hips, and she wasn't wearing underwear. Her cleft was noticeable, and Kara was right -- leaving the boots on was sexy. Cassie gave Kara a modeling pose, and I drank in her nudity from my vantage post, ogling her petite but round ass. My hand continued working: 1-1-1-4. Nope.
Kara was still sitting on the couch. "Come closer," she said. As Cassie stepped in close, Kara put a hand on Cassie's hip and then slid one hand between her legs, which made Cassie gasp. "Oh, yeah, you're ready," she said. "Take off the boots and let's go to the bedroom."
Kara was a few inches taller than Cassie, and she gripped Cassie on the back of the neck as they began walking. It was clearly a symbol of dominance, I noted as I stood to follow, and it turned me on immensely, to my great discomfort. Kara glanced back at me. "You," she said dismissively. "Bring my bag."
I looked to the couch and saw her large purse. Picking it up, it was heavier than I expected but not ridiculously so. I followed as the redhead led my naked friend into the bedroom, which I'd never seen before. To my surprise, it was a feminine paradise of pink and lace, not at all like the edgy décor of the living area. Once inside, Kara released Cassie and took the bag from me. It was the closest I'd been to her, and up close her sexuality was overwhelming -- full, soft lips, sexy bedroom eyes, and a feminine shape that could change a woman's sexuality or cause a man to explode. It almost made me lose track of my combination. 1-1-2-1. Nope. I continued to work through the possible combinations in a logical order.
"Okay, your friend here can watch," she said, scanning the room, "but he has to stay put. I don't want him coming over and interfering with us. So we're going to use a little protection." She pulled out a pair of handcuffs and looked around the room. "Handcuff his wrist to that closet door."
"There's no need to do that," I said. "I'm just watching."
"That's what they all say. Do it," Kara said. She handed the handcuffs to nude Cassie.
I must admit, my willingness to be handcuffed to a doorknob went up as she walked over. Completely nude, her smallish breasts bounced slightly and I couldn't take my eyes off of the shaved mound between her legs. She stopped in front of me and smiled up, less than a foot of space between us. "Give me your hand," she smiled shyly, looking up into my eyes.
For the past two decades, I had only seen sexuality in the blue eyes of Angela. Cassie's brown eyes, alight with delight and anticipation, mesmerized me. Mindlessly, I held up my hand. And with a pair of clicks, I found myself handcuffed to the doorknob, my left hand in one cuff while the other cuff was locked around the narrow part of the knob. Cassie kindly pushed a chair my way and I sat down. 1-1-2-4. Nope.
Cassie returned to the bed, where the taller redhead placed a hand on her chest and gently bade her to sit down. As Cassie watched, her eyes alight in pleasure, Kara stripped for her, removing her shoes and dress while turning slightly to also charitably allow me a view. She wore nothing underneath, and I stared agog at her nice full breasts, topped with ultra-pale and large areolae, and her trimmed rectangle of bright red pubic hair.
"Can I touch?" Cassie asked. Kara nodded and stepped forward, and with fascination Cassie gently touched, then kneaded, Kara's large breasts. This went on for a few minutes before she turned her attention south. I enjoyed watching her face as she gingerly explored Kara's private region, spreading the redhead's lower lips and running her fingers along the vulva. She was clearly fascinated and excited by the sight.
Kara closed her eyes and allowed Cassie to play for several minutes, licking her lips in pleasure as Cassie played. Cassie stroked Kara's large breasts and played with her nipples, then alternately explored between Kara's legs, gently spreading her lips and stroking Kara's slit as she leaned in close. Finally, Kara opened her eyes and looked down at my friend.
"I want you to make me cum," she said. Climbing onto the bed, she lay down with her left side facing me, then motioned for Cassie to position herself between her legs. As Cassie maneuvered, Kara spread her legs wide to allow access.
1-1-3-4.
1-1-3-5.
Dammit! My cock was desperately trying to get hard, but was constrained by the chastity device. It was painful in an oddly pleasurable way, but painful nonetheless. If I could get it out, there was no question that I would be stroking myself.
Cassie played with Kara's pussy as she sat between her legs. Kara's breasts were magnificent, standing upright from her chest the way only a young woman can muster. Her light nipples were growing hard, and she curled herself up. Grasping the back of Cassie's head, she guided the small brunette's face down between her legs.
Oh, my god. My heart was beating quickly. 1-1-4-1. 1-1-4-2. My fingers fumbled at the lock that imprisoned me.
Cassie's face was now buried between Kara's legs, and Kara lolled her head back, a smile of pleasure on her face. "Oh, yeah, girl," she murmured, "Just like that."
Cassie settled down onto her stomach, lying flat with her feet up in the air. I breathlessly watched her concentrating on her task, her eyes peering up the mound of red pubes toward Kara's stomach and breasts. Cassie's hands stroked slowly up Kara's hips and stomach, settling onto her large mounds. Kara's hands joined hers, stroking their backs as they in turn stroked her volume.
For the next several minutes, the room was silent but for the lapping of Cassie's tongue and the occasional soft sighs of pleasure from Kara. The redhead dreamily enjoyed the attention, her eyes half-closed, her hands taking up the cause of her nipples once Cassie's hands moved back down.
1-2-1-2. My cock was killing me, swollen within its prison. But I wouldn't trade my place for anything.
Kara was a delight to behold. She was built not unlike Angela, albeit at a younger age. She had a nice round ass and it soon began flexing as Cassie did her work. Kara's breaths became deeper, the exhalations stronger, and she began working her thick nipples more strongly. Her undulations began increasing in frequency and intensity, and her breaths slowly turned into husky moans. Between her legs, slender Cassie slid a hand beneath her and Kara's eyes briefly popped open in surprise.
1-2-1-5. My free hand kept working as my other hand lay helpless on the doorknob.
"Ohhhhh," Kara began to thrash, flexing under Cassie's face to an orgasm. Her pale skin got a rosy blush and she pushed Cassie's face deeper. "Yes! Yes! Keep doing that!"
I'd never seen two women have sex before, and it had long been a dream. Watching Cassie service Kara to orgasm was more than I could have hoped for. Kara rode it for all it was worth, keeping Cassie burrowed into her until she had eked out every ounce of pleasure. When it was over, she pushed Cassie's face away and Cassie shyly rose up.
"That was your first time?" Kara panted. "You're talented."
Cassie nodded with a self-satisfied smile. She cast me a quick glance full of meaning. "I've practiced in my mind a thousand times," she said.
"It your turn now." As if some unseen signal had flashed, Kara took over. Rising up, she lay a palm on Cassie's chest and slowly pushed her flat onto the bed. Kara climbed atop her, twining her legs around Cassie's to force them apart, and they kissed and fondled for a few minutes before Kara's hand worked down between Cassie's legs. Their angle gave me a great view of Cassie's exposed pussy, and I feasted on it as Kara's hands explored.
My cock was about to burst out of its shell. 1-2-2-2. Dammit, open!
My little brunette gasped, but did nothing to deny access. Her slim thighs began quivering with each stroke of Kara's fingers, and within minutes she was squirming with an impending orgasm. That's when the amateur Cassie was schooled by her professional partner.
Kara began teasing her mercilessly, taking her to the edge and back several times, not allowing her to cum. Each time Cassie's breathing indicated an impending orgasm, Kara would ratchet it back, pulling her off the ledge. Cassie's hips were thrusting in vain as she pleaded, "Don't stop. I'm so close."
"Do you want to cum?" Kara murmured, leaning in to bit Cassie's ear.
"Oh, please. Please. I'm so close." Cassie's voice was strained, breathless.
"Tell me how much you want it."
Cassie's hips undulated. "I want it. I want it!"
Kara's hand left Cassie's bare mound and slit, and began stroking her thighs and lower stomach. "I don't think you're ready."
Cassie moaned in protest, pulling Kara close and burying her face in Kara's neck and long hair. Kara ran a finger up Cassie's slit, and I could see its dampness.
"Are you sure you're ready?"
"Yes! I'm ready!" Cassie's body was a wave now, moving in an ancient rhythm of pleasure.
Kara began slowly moving down Cassie's body, kissing her lips, then her throat, then her chest. She lightly clamped her teeth on Cassie's nipples, pulling them out one at a time, then traced a tongue path down to her belly button and then lower. Now the tables had reversed, Kara's beautiful red mane falling down onto Cassie's hips and belly as she locked onto Cassie's clitoris with her lips and tongue. And from there she continued the teasing, again and again forcing Cassie to the edge and back. Finally, rising up for a second, she looked up into Cassie's half-glazed eyes and smiled. "I think you've earned it now," before diving back down.
I've never seen a woman cum so hard.
Kara was a master of her art, apparently. Cassie kicked and writhed and mewed for minutes as Kara plied her tried, and when it was over, Cassie was a quivering mess and I was still desperately trying to unleash my cock from the sheath that was killing me. Kara sat up between Cassie's legs in satisfaction. She gave me a knowing smile, looked back at Cassie, and said, "We've still got time. I think you deserve another one."
And from there it wasn't a fair fight. Kara was a professional at this, experienced and cool. Cassie was a rookie, inexperienced and excited. Kara pulled her bag onto the bed and removed a number of toys -- vibrators, dildos, clamps, and other assorted goodies. She then proceeded to use them all on Cassie over the next hour, teasing her, stimulating her, and making her cum over and over again. When Kara positioned Cassie on her knees and penetrated her from behind with a large strap-on dildo, I thought my slender friend was going to pass out. My little brunette was a fighter, gamely attempting to keep up, but in the end, she lay quivering on the bed, exclaiming "Done! Done!" as Kara worked one final orgasm out of her.
"One more?"
"Done! No more!" Cassie was slumped on the bed, head down, ass up, her hair a mess and her body aglow with sweat.
"We've still got 20 minutes left." She reached down and stroked Cassie's exposed vulva, making the young woman flinch.
I decided to step in. "Actually, I think the girl has had enough."
Kara slowly stroked up and down Cassie's slit, and the slim brunette actually smiled a bit through her orgasmic haze. "I'd like a glass of wine at this point, I think," Cassie said. "I need to relax."
Kara laughed. "That sounds good to me, too." Climbing off the bed, she gave me a good look at her full frontal nudity, then fished around in her bag. "How'd you like the show?" she asked, tossing me the handcuff key. Her work done, she seemed more relaxed and friendly now.
"My penis is trying to give it a standing ovation," I said, gesturing at my chastity device. "Got the combination to this thing?" I put the key into the handcuffs and released myself from the doorknob.
"Actually, I don't. They set it at the office and it doesn't come off until I leave unless you're a really lucky guesser. If you can't get it off by midnight, I'll text it to you. Keep trying."
"Dammit."
The three of us walked back into the living room, all naked but for my chastity device. When Kara wasn't looking, Cassie stole a glance in my direction and I nodded.
Cassie poured and handed out wine glasses as we sat on bar stools at her kitchen island. Kara began getting dressed as she drank. "Can I ask you a question, Kara?"
"Sure, darling."
"Do you usually work with couples or single women or something else?"
Kara shrugged. "It's everybody. I'll play with any woman who wants to get her rocks off." She looked Cassie up and down. "It' more fun when they're cute like you."
"But I'm curious. Do you work with single women or married women?"
"Why are you asking?" Kara put her bra into place, depriving me of my wonderful breast view.
"I have a friend who's married. She's curious about women but doesn't want her husband to find out. Would you work with a woman like her?"
Kara slid a tiny pair of panties up her legs and over her hips. I guess she wore underwear when her shift was over. 1-4-1-2. I was continuing to work combinations with no luck, but at least my wannabe erection was subsiding.
"I have several regular clients in that situation," Kara said. "I'd be glad to talk to her."
"Several? That's great." Cassie nodded, then turned to me thoughtfully. "Why do you suppose a woman would do that?"
"Do what?"
"Go behind her husband's back. It seems like most husbands would love to see their wife with another woman."
Kara picked up her dress and pulled it over head, shimmying it down over her body. "There are all sorts of reasons," she said. "The husband might be jealous, or he might freak out if she likes women. Sometimes she knows that he'll want to join in and she wants to keep it at just the two of us. Sometimes the husband just isn't any good in bed."
I winced. "What's the most common reason?" I asked.
Kara was running her fingers through her hair, smoothing it down. "It's not like I have a lot of those clients," she said, "but I don't think there's a pattern. Sometimes they're afraid to tell their husbands what they want. Sometimes they want something different that's just theirs, not involving the husband. Sometimes it's a bad marriage, sometimes it's a good marriage where the wife just wants a little more fun." She shrugged as she slipped her shoes on. "Every woman is different. Tell your friend to give me a call. And text me if you don't have your cock loose by midnight."
I opened a kitchen drawer where we had stashed our payment, and handed it to her. She put it in her bag without counting it. "It's been fun," she said. "Give me a call again sometime. Will you walk me to the door, sweetie?"
I watched the two women walk to the door, Cassie still completely nude and Kara now dressed for the street. The two women chatted at the door briefly, then embraced in a hug.
It was a rather long hug, I observed. Arms wrapped around each other, they appeared to be speaking, Cassie leaning back slightly so they could be face to face.
And then they kissed.
I think I'd see that before.
****
"I can't believe you're still wearing that thing." Cassie sat down on the couch beside me, naked and gorgeous. She peered at the chastity device with interest.
3-2-4-1.
"I'm over halfway through the combinations," I said. "I've got to be getting close."
"Well, hurry. I don't want to masturbate by myself if tonight's video is good."
"Believe me, no one wants this thing off more than me." 3-2-4-2. I looked at her, not bothering to hide my leer. "So how was your first girl-girl experience?"
Cassie's grin was sincere and dazzling. "Oh, my god. You have no idea how long I've wanted to do something like that. Thank you so much for making it happen!"
"It looked like she was wearing you out."
"You have no idea. She was fantastic. She knew how to do ... everything."
I grinned. 3-2-4-3. "Was it the best sex you ever had?"
She thought for a moment, tucking her hair back behind her ear and bringing her legs up to hug them. "It's not like we were in love or anything," she said at last. "But from a pure fuck standpoint, it would be hard to beat. And the weird thing is that now I'm hornier than ever. It's like she fed my libido instead of exhausting it."
I guffawed at her embarrassment, and she had to smile with me. "She was beautiful," she said in her own defense. "And she was good at figuring out what I liked."
"She was skilled at her craft," I summarized.



"Precisely."
I kept fiddling with the chastity device. 3-2-4-4. Cassie watched with interest. "How does that feel?"
"It's driving me crazy."
"How?"
3-2-4-5. "It's tight even when I'm not hard, but when I start to get hard it gets really constrictive. And then that just makes me harder."
She watched me for a couple of minutes as I mechanically worked, one hand on my balls and the other twirling the small combination locks on the shaft.
"Is it constrictive now?"
"A little."
Cassie chewed her lip for a moment, then smiled devilishly. "Have I ever given you a good look at my pussy?" she said.
I looked at her quizzically. "What?"
The smile was still on her face. She spun on the couch so that she was facing me, then spread her legs wide. She brought her fingers down to her vulva and pulled her lips apart. "Look how soft I am."
"Oh, god." My cock was suddenly large and painfully constricted.
Cassie ran a finger across her slit, pulling up slightly so that her clitoris stood out. "Do you like this?" She was nearly laughing at her own joke. "Can you imagine being inside me?"
"Stop that!" I admonished playfully, still clicking through combinations. She laughed and mercifully put her knees together.
"Well," she said after a pause, "we had three goals for this little encounter tonight. Let's walk through them."
"Please do." The vision of her was going to be imbedded in my head forever. My cock ached with desire.
She twisted her lips in thought. "First, I wanted to have sex with another woman. A beautiful woman. We can go ahead and call that a win." Her hand subconsciously lowered to touch her mound, sliding into the crease between her hip and leg, and her smile was adorable.
"That's a definite win."
"Second, you wanted to see some girl-girl sex. Did we accomplish that?"
"Baby, if I could get out of this thing, I'd show you proof. That was probably the hottest thing I've ever seen."
Cassie grinned and winked at me, then got more serious. "The third thing is that we were hoping to get some insights from Kara about Angela, and why she's doing what she's doing."
I shrugged, disappointed. "We tried. It was hard to ask anything concrete if she has a bunch of married clients."
"There was no way to hone in on Angela."
"No way at all."
"So what does this mean for our investigation?"
"I think it means that I'm getting tired of trying to figure out why. I think it's time to just shut this thing down and go talk to her."
"You're probably right."
I looked at the blank TV. It was depressing to watch Angela with other women, but it was also exciting. A part of me knew it had to end, and a part of me was perversely enjoying the ride. If it stopped, I would never see Cassie naked again, never see her masturbate or have sex with another woman again. For that matter, I would never see Angela have sex with another woman again. Was that really what I wanted? My cock again painfully pushed against its prison. I tried yet another combination, the next in the interminable series.
"Let's watch tonight and it'll probably be our last time."
Cassie turned on the TV and we began clicking through files on my computer. The damn dogs were still sleeping on the bed, but we skipped those and caught Angela coming home from work. To my simultaneous disappointment and excitement, she brought her phone to her ear as soon as she kicked off her high heels.
"Hello, Rebecca?"
(Silence.)
"Doing well. Hey, is Kara available tonight? I'd like some girl time."
Cassie and I looked at each other. "When was this video shot?" Cassie asked.
I looked back at the file folder. "5:20 p.m. We'd already reserved Kara by that time."
"We stole her date."
"And now we know that Angela is a regular client of Kara's."
On the screen, Angela seemed disappointed. "Oh, that's too bad. I really wanted her. Who else is available?
(Silence.)
"Wait, what?" Angela's eyes widened.
(Silence.)
"Marin's back? Oh, my god, seriously? I adore Marin! When did she come back?" Angela's grin was almost infectious. "Can you send her over around 8:00?"
Angela hung up the phone and did a little solo dance of joy. "Marin's back! Marin's back!" she sang to herself in singsong tone. I hadn't seen her behave like that since our dating days when we were first having sex.
The file ended and we clicked through the dog videos to find the next one. Who was Marin, I wondered? Had we seen her before?
As it turns out, we had not yet seen Marin.
Angela's date tonight was a statuesque brunette with killer legs and a great ass. She was long and lean with the build of a beach volleyball player, towering above Angela by at least five inches as the two women entered the room. She looked athletic, with a boyish haircut and attractive angular features that were still highly feminine. Angela, clad in tiny shorts and braless in a tight t-shirt, tossed herself on the bed and watched as Marin began peeling off her clothes. I exhaled in wonder and heard Cassie hmm in approval. "Oh, my", she said.
I nodded. This Marin woman could be a supermodel. Her frame was slender and gorgeous, her smallish, pert breasts perhaps a B cup, and her crotch was clean-shaven. She was the oldest woman we'd seen yet, probably in her early thirties, and she moved with the grace of a lioness. Her naturally swaying hips made me regret my inability to remove the chastity device. 4-3-2-4. How long was this going to take?
"I can't believe you're back," Angela said to Marin on the video. "How long has it been? Two years?"
Cassie and I gaped at each other. "Two years?" I parroted. "How long has she been doing this?"
Marin smiled seductively as she set her clothes aside. "I thought I would get out of the business," she said, her voice a sultry purr. "But I can't. It's just too much fun." She climbed onto the bed, her long legs moving easily, and sat back against the headboard of my bed. She spread her legs and patted the space between them. "Now come to mama."
Angela's smile was radiant, and she pulled the t-shirt over her head to reveal her large breasts. Flipping her shorts off to complete her nudity, she eagerly climbed to a sitting position between Marin's legs. Facing the same direction, Angela leaned back, nestling herself into the taller woman's frame, and picked up the remote. "I missed movie night so much," she said.
We could tell that the television was being turned on. "What are you in the mood for?", Angela asked.
Marin's arms were wrapped around Angela affectionately, and she leaned in to kiss Angela's neck, causing my wife to giggle coyly. "You, my dear."
"Let's watch a little girl-girl action first," my wife said. Marin's hands came up to cup Angela's large breasts, weighing them and squeezing them as she continued nuzzling Angela's neck. But like Angela, her eyes were caught by something on the television, which was out of our camera range. The two women began watching whatever was on, though it didn't keep Marin's hands from roaming all over nude Angela. One hand slid down between Angela's legs, the long fingers slowly stroking her slit.
There was something incredibly sexy about watching Angela nestled within the shield of this taller women, being stroked as the two women watched their porn. My hands were not idle, though: 4-5-1-1, and the chastity lock continued to defy me. "Damn, this thing is killing me," I said.
Beside me, Cassie grinned as she began stroking her own slit. "I can't believe you haven't gotten that thing off yet."
"I've got to be getting close. There are four tumblers with five numbers each. That's five times five times five times five combinations, or 625 choices. I'm well over halfway now, so it's got to be happening soon. It's overdue."
"Well, if you don't mind, I'll start without you," Cassie said. She teasingly spread her legs for me and shifted sideways on the couch, letting me look straight into her vulva again as she ran a finger over her slit and pushed a finger inside herself. She grinned at me as I moaned in pain and frustration. I wanted her so bad.
On the screen, Angela was also in need. As I fiddled with combinations and Cassie diddled with herself, Angela and her friend Marin watched some sort of porn as Marin stroked and teased Angela. I could see that Angela was getting more and more excited, but Marin kept pulling her back from the edge. The leggy brunette would alternate from softly masturbating Angela to playing with her breasts to seductive licks and kisses on the back of Angela's neck and ears. My blonde wife was beginning to slowly move her hips as she built up to climax.
"Stop teasing me," she murmured as Marin alternated erogenous zones, her hands constantly roaming and stimulating Angela's body.
"Do you like the girls on the screen?" Marin murmured into Angela's ear. "Do you want me to tie you up like that?"
"Oh, yes."
"Do you like being licked like that blonde? Do you like being licked while you're tied up?"
"Yes...yes. So much."
Angela's hips were moving, but Marin pulled away.
"No! Keep doing it!"
Marin laughed and moved her hand back, causing Angela to moan.
I looked over at Cassie. "I'm your boss, right?"
Cassie's hand was stroking between her legs. She laughed uncertainly. "Yeah, why?"
"You're not allowed to cum until Angela cums."
Cassie looked at me, then the screen. Her eyes darted down to her fingers between her legs. "No way. I work on my own pace."
"Boss's orders."
The corners of Cassie's mouth wavered upward. "It could be fun, I guess."
"Play all you want, but no cumming until she does."
Cassie took a deep breath. "Well, it's already been a busy night, so I guess I can wait." She looked at my trapped penis. "It's not like you're going to beat me."
The next twenty minutes were the most erotic minutes of my life.
On the screen, Marin teased and tormented Angela as the two of them discussed the porn they were watching. Angela was writhing and moaning in need as Marin's long fingers tortured her with pleasure. To my side, Cassie cursed the dare that I had made, alternating between frigging herself and then forcing her hands away when she got too close. She would wrap her fingers in her hair, bite her knuckles, or pinch her nipples when she got too close, her thighs spreading and closing in frustration. "Come on, dammit!" she muttered. "Let her cum!"
I was laughing, but still in the same boat myself. 4-5-3-2. "Why won't this damned thing come off?" I too was twisting in frustration.
Eventually, Marin grabbed the remote. "Let's watch some guys, too," she said, and then continued her work. Angela shuddered with delight as Marin pinched her long nipples, pulling them away from her chest.
I took the opportunity to get a closer look at Cassie. True to my word, I'd still never laid a hand on her, but it wasn't for a lack of desire. It was so sexy watching her writhe in pleasure as she denied herself release that I wasn't sure if I could keep my promise much longer. Her small breasts thrust proudly upward, topped by rock hard and long nipples. I so wanted to touch them, so wanted to wrap my lips around them and run my fingers down her taut stomach to feel her moistness down below.
"Ooh, look how they're double-penetrating her," Marin said, nodding to the unseen porn ahead of them. "Have you talked your husband into that threesome yet?"
My world stopped. What?
Cassie stopped too and turned her full attention to the screen.
"No," Angela gasped. "I don't think I'll ever get a threesome with two guys. And I want it so bad."
"He won't do it?"
"I'm afraid to ask him."
Marin played with Angela's nipples. "Well, it would freak some guys out. But I don't think any man would turn down a threesome with two women. Have you done it with him and another woman yet?"
Angela cringed. "No."
Marin's mouth dropped in shock. "Still not? Why? You and I talked about it two years ago. He should give you your fantasy!"
"I know. I just can't work up the courage to ask him, though."
I stared at the screen in shock. It felt like that very first night in Baltimore, when I first discovered this whole secret life.
"You haven't even asked?" Marin continued. "You were going to ask him if I could join you two years ago! What happened?" Marin's fingers continued working as she talked, curling inside Angela's opening. She looked over at our nightstand where one of our vacation pictures sat. "He's pretty cute. I still want to double team him with you."
Cassie and I locked eyes in shock. "She wanted a threesome with you and Marin," Cassie said.
I couldn't even speak. I looked back at the TV and leaned closer to examine the long, lean brunette. The thought of sex with her...oh, my.
Angela reached for the remote, and the background sounds of sex suddenly went away. She nestled herself deeper into Marin's embrace and sighed. "You don't understand. Tom is so ... so ... upright. He's a boy scout. He would never understand."
Cassie guffawed. "A boy scout! That's just what I've called you!"
I yelled at the TV in a frustration that was only half-joking. "No! No! I'm not a boy scout! I'm a perv just like you! More so!" I looked helpessly at Cassie. "I want a threesome! I want bondage! I want to fuck women in the ass! I'm really and truly a sick individual!"
We both laughed. Cassie pointed at my trapped cock. "You're in bondage now and you apparently love it."
"Goddamit." I pressed in the next combination. "I have to be getting close."
Marin had both arms around Angela, reaching down to spread her lips and explore her clit. "I bet you'd be surprised," she said. "I don't know of many men who would turn down the two of us."
Angela stroked Marin's shapely thighs. "I came so close the other day," she said. "He and I were having sex, and he asked me my fantasies."
"What did you say?"
"I shut him down."
"Why?"
"I don't know. It's embarrassing to talk about. I can do it with you because that's what our friendship is about. We have sex. But I'm a completely different woman around him, and that's what he expects. If he knew about all my kinks, I don't know how he'd react. And I love him so much that I don't want to risk it."
"It sounds like he gave you an opening to talk about it."
Angela exhaled deeply, her eyes closed with pleasure as Marin nibbled her ear and played with her pussy. "It gets worse."
"Worse?"
"He told me his fantasy."
"Which was...?"
"He wanted to watch me have sex with another woman."
Cassie peered over at me. I shrugged. "Well, it's true."
Angela's conversation with Marin was almost like something a woman would have with her hairdresser, though the hairdresser usually wasn't masturbating the customer. "What did you say?" Marin asked.
"I froze up. It was my opening. I almost fessed up the whole thing right there, the whole three years of these ... these dalliances. The words were right there on my tongue. I'd love to do a threesome with him and you. Love it! But how would I explain knowing you? Or for that matter, knowing Kara, or Elaine or Lucia or whoever? If I said yes, I'd want to confess the whole thing to him, and how could I do that? I'm afraid he'd leave me, and I'd probably deserve it."
"Maybe you could let him pick the girl."
"Tom?" Angela laughed. "Tom wouldn't know where to start. He never thinks about other women."
I threw my hands up in frustration. If she only knew the thoughts and fantasies that went through my mind every day...
Marin understood me better than my own wife, because she laughed at the concept. "I bet he does, and far more than you think. He's probably got a whole database of women that he'd screw if he could. Who would he pick?"
Angela's head tilted in consideration. "I know that he's sweet on one of his coworkers. He plays it cool, but I can tell the way he talks about her, and I think he gets a little jealous when she dates."
"Would you do a threesome with her? Maybe you could bring up the subject to him and suggest her."
"Cassie? A threesome with Cassie? God, she's the cutest little thing. Five-foot-nothing with a kissable face and the best ass I've ever seen. And I'd kill to bury my face in her cute little tits. But she's a girl scout. She'd never even think of doing anything kinky."
It was my turn to guffaw. I looked over at Cassie, sitting nude beside me in her usual masturbating position. "You're a girl scout! You'd never think of doing anything kinky!"
Cassie jestingly yelled at the TV screen this time. "I'm not kinky?!?! I've jilled off in front of your husband, lady! I have a nine-inch dildo in my drawer!"
On the screen, Marin reached underneath Angela. With some maneuvering, Angela's mouth popped open and her eyes grew wide. "Oh, my ass," she panted. "Keep doing that."
"You don't think your husband has ever diddled this woman? They work together."
"Tom and Cassie? Pfft. No way. They'd never even think about it. But I actually wish they would."
"Why?"
"First off, she's hot and I'd want to hear how good she is in bed. I fantasize about her every time I see her. And second," Angela giggled conspiratorially, "if Tom came to me and confessed that, it would open the door for me to confess everything I've done." She grinned in idle fantasy, "Maybe it would also open the door to a threesome with him and Cassie. I want her so bad. I would give anything for a night with her."
Cassie and I sat on the couch in shock.
"Um, Tom?" Cassie's voice was small.
"Yeah?"
"I think your wife just gave us a hall pass."
I was too stunned to answer immediately, but my imprisoned cock was suddenly painfully erect. "I think she did," I said finally.
"And ... um, Tom?"
"Yeah?"
"I think Angela wants a threesome with us."
I gulped. "I think she does."
On the screen, Marin pulled Angela's head back and began kissing her throat. Her hand began moving faster between Angela's legs. "I've missed watching you cum," she said. "Cum for me now."
I watched my wife begin getting actively serviced by the tall brunette as I pondered the implications of tonight.
"Tom?" Cassie's voice had a bit of fear in it.
"Yeah?"
"What do we do now?"
I looked over at my Chief Operating Officer. She sat nude, her small breasts topped by erect nipples. Between her legs I could see her luscious lips. "Well," I said slowly. "first off, stop playing with yourself right now. I don't want you to cum. As soon as I can get this trap off my cock, I'd like to do everything with you that I've wanted to do for a dozen years."
Her smile was beautiful. "Get it off," she ordered. "Hurry. I'll be back."
She bounced off the couch and ran naked into the bedroom, her tiny ass tight and smooth. On the screen, Angela was cumming in gasps, Marin's tongue buried in her mouth and fingers in her pussy and ass. 5-1-1-1. I had to be getting close. 5-1-1-2.
I heard Cassie's voice from the bedroom. "When you're ready, let me know," she said. "I want to make an entrance."
5-1-1-3. 5-1-1-4.
I worked feverishly. On the screen, Marin flipped Angela onto her back and the two women went into a 69 position. Oh, Marin, I thought. I don't know you, but I owe you so much. For several minutes the two women played with each other while I worked feverishly and Cassie did who knew what in the bedroom.
5-1-2-1. 5-1-2-2.
Clack.
Oh, my. The chastity device suddenly opened, freeing my long-imprisoned cock. "Aw, jeez," I said.
"What is it?" Cassie had heard me.
"The combination was your street address."
"Are you loose?"
"Yeah." It felt so good to be free of that infernal device, though at the same time it seemed to have whetted my sexual appetite immensely. My cock was practically pulsing as it swelled to full erection.
The bedroom door opened, and Cassie came out. She was wearing the silver sequined cocktail dress, her hair swept up in a sexy and sophisticated updo. Her smile was divine.



****
"So which is it, mister? Do you want to bend me over the buffet table and fuck my brains out, or just drive off into the night with me and start a whole new life?"
I rose from the couch, a lump in my throat. I smiled uncertainly. "Both, really. But under the circumstances why don't we go with the first option?"
It had been 20 years since I'd had sex with someone besides Angela. I loved my wife, perhaps more tonight than ever before, but at the same time there was something inimitable about the excitement of exploring a new woman. I pushed her back against the wall and we kissed, not in a romantic way but rather in a manner of pure lust and passion. Reaching around, I grabbed her small buttocks and clenched a globe in each hand, forcing my hips into her. Smiling seductively, she said, "Let's go into the bedroom."
Her clothing didn't quite make it. Following her in, I unzipped the back of the dress and pulled it down, seeing with delight that she wore nothing underneath. Naked but for high heels and a pearl necklace, she didn't hesitate as she kicked the dress off her ankles and kept going, her hips swaying. By the time we made it to the bed I was enveloping her, forcing her to bend at the waist and then laying her upper body on the bed. She obligingly spread her legs and I fumbled a bit to place my cock at her opening.
"Oh, god," I breathed as I entered her lubricated tightness. "You feel fantastic."
She hummed with assent and I began a slow in and out, luxuriating in her exotic feel. Pressing down onto her back, I kissed her neck, then reached around to play with her breasts. They were so different than Angela's, small enough to easily cup with my palm, soft with those long nipples. I flicked and pinched her nipples as I imbedded myself inside her.
"I've waited for this for so long," she sighed, uttering a small high-pitched grunt as I stepped up my pace. In relative silence other than the occasional groan or gasp, I spent the next several minutes stretching her tight pussy. When I started getting close, I pulled out.
"Time for that experiment we talked about," I said.
"What experi -- OH!" She instinctively jerked forward as she felt the tip of my cock at her anus. "Go slow, okay?"
"I'll go slow." Holding her beneath me, I began applying pressure, my cock still slick with her juices.
Reaching in, I cupped my palm against her pubic mound, fingering her clit beneath and holding her in place for my penetration. My other arm wrapped around her small chest. She allowed me to enter, gasping and grunting as I filled her rectum with my iron-hard rod.
It was an experiment, a grand experiment. She allowed me to use her for several minutes, slowly increasing my speed until I reached a level that would make me cum. Thrusting slowly but rhythmically, I felt my pressure rise, and eventually blew my load inside her. Lying atop her to rest for a moment, I kept my softening penis inside her. "What would you like?" I whispered in her ear.
She was slowly undulating underneath me, keeping the friction going as long as she could against my fading glory. "That was so erotic," she breathed. "Keep fingering me, really hard and fast."
I played with her slick clit, and she did indeed like it hard and fast. After imploring me to speed up a couple of times, I began working her hard, strumming my fingers over her slit until she too began bucking and cumming, her anus clenching and tightening on me as she writhed in orgasm.
What a strange and wonderful world I had entered.
****
My heart was beating like a drum solo when I walked up to her. Angela smiled up at me from her book, her legs bare in a pair of sexy shorts. "What's up, pardner?" she asked.
"Let's go to the bedroom."
Her eyebrows rose and her smile broadened to an uncertain grin. "Feeling a bit randy, are we?"
I nodded, a lump in my throat.
She looked me up and down, her gaze stopping for a moment at my crotch. "Are you going out of town, or is this just a Saturday night special?"
"It's a special. Definitely a special."
She appeared to ponder her options for a moment, then put down her book. "I guess I can make time for a little fun." She rose to her bare feet and sashayed by me, pulling me along by my shirt.
I obediently followed, aware now of all of the cues that I had missed over the years. How had our sex life stagnated so badly when we were both so sex-crazed?
We went into the bedroom and she turned to me, giving me a big, deep kiss. Her large breasts pressed into me, feeling so different than Cassie's smaller frame. I ran my hands down her back and squeezed her butt, reveling in its curvaceous softness. Despite my nervousness, I could feel myself getting hard.
"Get naked, woman," I ordered with mock seriousness. Her eyes alight with mischief, she danced away from me and pulled her t-shirt over her head, then removed her sensible bra.
My god, her breasts really were fantastic.
She played with them for a moment, and I finally recognized how much she enjoyed breasts and why she often played with hers when I was servicing her. Catching herself, she regained focus and pulled down her shorts and panties, showing me her nicely trimmed pubic mound. "My favorite?" she asked.
"As always." I stripped down myself as she climbed onto the bed and lay back.
It truly was a delight to eat her out. Her pussy was magnificent, sweet-tasting and gorgeous and aromatic in just the right way. I forced myself to go slow, to give her maximum enjoyment, and per our earlier encounter, I found her anus and actively penetrated it with a finger, making her squirm. Her enjoyment calmed me down about the ambush I was about to spring.
Her back began to arch and her breathing became deeper, her legs spreading wider for access. I kept up my work, and she soon coiled into an orgasm, her stomach muscles flexing as she ground her pussy into my tongue. I held her knees apart and watched patiently as she came back down from ecstasy and caught her breath.
"That was wonderful," she murmured. She lay for another moment before one eye opened and peered down her body at me. "Do you want your favorite?"
Okay, it was showtime.
I shook my head. "I think my favorite is changing. I'd like something new."
Her hands were slowly stroking her breasts as she responded. "What are you in the mood for?"
Moving up, I climbed onto her belly, then her chest, gently crushing her breasts beneath me as my cock floated close to her face. "I want to try several new things, and I think you're going to like them."
Her brow furrowed slightly as I leaned forward, reaching toward the upper corner of the bed. "Like what?"
I pulled her left arm up, then pulled the bondage tie out from under the mattress. Before she could react, I had her left wrist ensnared and stretched upward.
"What the -?" I wasn't sure if she noticed that it was the ties that she always used, or if it was just surprise that I was using such a thing at all. I repeated the process with her right wrist, and she looked in puzzlement at her familiar toys.
Instead of pulling her legs down, I forced them up toward her shoulders. Forcing her to double up, I tied each ankle into a leather tie, trapping her ankles up near her ears with a tightness that wasn't cruel, but which allowed no real movement.
"What are you doing?" she asked, concern in her voice. She looked up at the ties that held her, testing them with no luck.
"I've wanted to do this for a long time," I responded. "Now, how about amping it up a little?" I went to the closet and pulled out her suitcase of toys. As I brought it to the bed, Angela's eyes were wide with horror.
"How...how do you know about that?"
Without answering, I opened the case and rummaged through it. Sizing her up, I pulled out a ball gag and quickly strapped it around her head.
"Pardon the gag, but I have a few things to say and I don't want to be interrupted."
"No!" she protested, but the word only allowed me to leverage the ball between her teeth. Her next words were muffled and unintelligible, and she began kicking and pulling against her bonds in earnest.
I opened up her nightstand and pulled out her secret lubricant, then climbed onto the bed and sat at her ass. With her legs pulled up toward her shoulders, her vulva and anus were on complete display.
We made eye contact, and she knew that she'd been caught.
I gently ran my hand through her trimmed pubic stripe, then lowered it to play with her lips and clitoris.
"We've been married for twenty years," I said in measured tones. "For richer and poorer, for better and worse."
I picked a vibrator from the bag, flicked it on, and began running it over her, sliding it within her silky folds.
"I really like sex," I said, "and I'm really adventurous about sex. Or at least I want to be. I want to tie you up like this. I want to give you multiple orgasms just to watch you scream with pleasure, because you're so sexy to me."
Opening the lube, I reached down to her anus and began stroking it onto her and into her. She tried to struggle, but was completely immobile. She was babbling behind the gag.
"I've wanted to take you anally, to hold you down and push myself into you like you're a Thai bargirl. But I've never done it." I pushed a finger steadily into her rectum as she tried to buck.
I stopped for a moment, my finger imbedded in her up to the knuckle. "Do you know why I've never done it?"
Her eyes transfixed on me, she hesitantly shook her head.
"I didn't do it because I didn't want you to think that I was some sort of sexual deviant. I didn't want you to lose respect for me. And I didn't want to disrespect you by asking you to get on your knees and take it while I pounded you in the ass. It just seemed so ... uncivilized... for a classy woman like you that I didn't think you would do it."
I pushed a second finger inside her ass, and positioned the vibrator so I could penetrate her pussy with it. The look on her face was one of utter shock, but not even because of the sex.
I played with her in silence for a moment before continuing.
"I made an accidental discovery a short time back."
Angela's eyes closed in resignation. When she opened them back, I could see that they were full of sorrow, tears welling up in her eyes. But that's not what I was looking for.
"I know about the other women," I explained, continuing to masturbate her with her various toys. "It was a total accident, but I found out."
Her noises behind the gag became much more frantic, the trapped kicking of her ankles more urgent, but I ignored them.
"I had no idea that you liked girls. Or bondage. Or anal sex. Or a bunch of other things. And I certainly had no idea that you were doing all of these things without me."
Reaching toward her toys, I grabbed a rather large butt plug. I positioned it against her and began applying a smooth, strong pressure. Her eyes briefly rolled back in her head.
"But that's not all I found out, and the other thing is much more important. What I really found out is that you're sexually adventurous, too. You've wanted the same things that I have, but you've been afraid to tell me."
Angela had a crazed look in her eyes and was stammering into the gag. I wasn't sure if her reaction was to my speech or to the stretching I was giving her as I buzzed her clit with the vibrator.
"I'm not going to lie. It hurt at first. But then I figured out why it was happening, and I didn't feel so bad. In a way, you thought you were being kind by keeping it a secret. I understand that."
Her ass was trying to squirm as the butt plug reached maximum width. With a flex, the widest part suddenly entered her, her sphincter snapping shut on the narrow flange that ended it. Her body flexed hard as it absorbed it, and my cock was getting harder by the minute. She groaned behind the gag.
"The great irony," I continued, "is that you didn't tell me about your desires for exactly the same reasons that I've never told you about mine. You and I have lain together in bed for 20 years, both wanting to be adventurous but both afraid to reveal ourselves to each other. And isn't that sad?"
I pushed the vibrator inside of her pussy, then leaned over to the suitcase and fished out a pair of nipple clamps.
"And I have to confess something," I said as I tested the springs. I smiled at her. "It's a big turn on to think of you with another woman."
I leaned forward and pulled her left nipple up hard, snapping the clamp down on it. Her back arched with some type of pleasurable pain. I repeated the process with her right nipple, forcing the nubs to stand up. I sat back and enjoyed my handiwork, watching her struggle with both holes filled, her nipples pinched to stiffness, and her wrists and ankles bound tightly. I looked into her tear-filled eyes.
"Everything changes as of today," I said. "No more secrets, no more holding back. We're in this together. We're going to play together and we're going to explore everything we've ever wanted. If you don't want that, we can get a divorce. What do you say?"
I reached forward and opened the buckle on the ball gag. As soon as it came off, she began bawling.
"Tom, Tom, I'm so sorry," she cried. "Don't leave me. I love you so much! I was just so ... so ashamed of what I wanted. I didn't want you to think less of me! Please forgive me!"
I leaned forward onto her tightly bound body, luxuriating in her softness, and we kissed, long and deep. When we finally broke off I sat up, kneeling between her upturned legs. "I don't want to leave you, Angela. I love you, and I want us to keep being happy. And I think we will be, because I've got a surprise for you."
Climbing off of her, I found my pants on the floor and dug my phone out of my pocket. Sending a quick text, I stood at the foot of the bed, enjoying the view of her vulnerable and displayed vulva. The front door opened and closed in the distance, and Angela's head jerked toward the bedroom door. "Tom, what are you doing?"
Footsteps padded down the hall, and eventually our door opened. In walked the long brunette Marin, completely nude and absolutely gorgeous. My mind reeled momentarily with the thought that she was about to be mine.
"Angela," I said, "I believe you know Marin. Marin and I are going to have sex now."
Angela looked at Marin, then at me, then back at Marin. The brunette shrugged. "Surprise!" she said with a bit of sarcasm. "You okay with this, honey?"
Lying on the bed, ankles tied near her ears and wrists bound, I could see Angela's brain short-circuit as she tried to figure out what was happening. For a long moment, she stared into nothingness, her attractive breasts rising and falling with each breath.
"She and I are going to have sex," I said, "but I wouldn't leave my dear wife alone and without attention. So I got you a gift, too, and all of four of us can have a good time together."
I motioned outside the ajar door, and in walked Cassie, completely naked. She offered Angela an uncertain and wavering smile. "Hi, there," she said, offering a shy little-girl wave as she half-covered her bare breasts.
Angela's jaw dropped, and her eyes traced up and down Cassie's nudity.
Cassie stepped uncertainly to the side of the bed, her dark eyes feasting on Angela's helplessness. For a moment that seemed like infinity, the two women sized each other up.
Angela and I made eye contact, and held it. "Do you forgive me?" she asked.
I nodded.
For the longest time she lay motionless. Then slowly, ever so slowly, a smile crept across her mouth. She locked eyes with Cassie and her tongue appeared, licking her lips suggestively.
As Marin climbed onto the bed and waited for me to enter her, I watched Cassie mount Angela and move into a 69 position.
This was going to be an amazing night.
****
Three weeks later, I sat against the headboard of my bed. A brunette head bobbed up and down in my lap, and I ran my hands through Cassie's hair. That girl really knew how to give a blowjob. Reaching under her, I played with her perky small tits, enjoying the hardness of her nipples. Her big brown eyes peered up at me as she worked, and she gave me a wink and a smile.
My eyes trailed further down to her fantastic little ass. Angela was lying beneath Cassie, stroking Cassie's ass while she ate her out. Cassie was squirming in pleasure, her little moans reverberating against my swollen head.
The doorbell rang.
Cassie immediately pulled her mouth off my cock and Angela pulled out from underneath her. "She's here!" Angela exclaimed.
The two women bounced off the bed, both stark naked. I grinned at their complementary curves, Cassie's slender frame and Angela's curvy build.
"You'll love her," Angela said as the pair headed to the bedroom door. "She's a beautiful Asian woman, and she's really into tying you up and teasing you. We'll have fun watching you tonight."
Cassie grabbed her and pulled her close, and the two women kissed. I could still feel Cassie's saliva on my cock, and sat back to wait for our new fourth as Angela introduced us to her past partners every week. I clasped my hands behind my head to wait, and Angela caught me out of the corner of her eye. She offered me an adoringly warm smile. "Can I have my favorite?" she asked.
I nodded. "Of course."
The two girls giggled and ran out of the room to greet their new playmate.
Life is good.
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In the silence of deep space, Valerie finished her inspection circuit of the recon station's exterior. Satisfied that all of the surfaces looked good, she pulled herself along the lifeline and re-entered her ship, waiting patiently until the airlock repressurized before removing her helmet. She raked her fingers through her hair to smooth it back out, and made a mental note that it was time to give it a trim.
Humming a nameless tune amidst the quiet, she stripped off her spacesuit and remained nude as she put it away. With no other humanity present for billions of miles, there was no reason to do laundry, and onboard nudity had become a Sentinel tradition. She padded to the comm station, treading lightly in the artificial gravity of the rotating structure, and sat down as she flipped a switch.
"Zeta HQ, this is Cateye 423, reporting on date 71569," she reported with a well-practiced cadence. "I've completed my routine structural check and am back inside the shell. All systems are good. Oh, and no traffic or activity today. Just another day in paradise."
She didn't expect a response. It would take a week for the message to reach headquarters and another week for their response to arrive back. Sometimes it seemed silly to even send the daily report since nothing ever changed, but it made for a nice routine, and her regular communications let HQ know that she was still out here on the job. All over the galaxy, individuals like her sat guard on Sentinel stations to monitor borders, and it was a very quiet job.
She opened up an incoming message. Heidi was her controller back at headquarters, and the message contained her recorded voice and video, responding to a daily update sent a couple of weeks earlier. "Cateye 423, this is Zeta HQ," the mature blonde said. "We've received your message 71555 and acknowledge that all is well. I hope life is good at the Blue Lagoon and that you're meeting lots of men."
Valerie smiled at the joke as Heidi's image offered a sly wink. She closed the message.
Her work done for the day, she pondered her leisure time. The recon station was relatively roomy, a good gig for an astronaut who could withstand the solitude. The living area was 300 square feet, and it featured an enormous window with some of the best views in the galaxy. Sadly, she paid little attention these days to the beautiful blue giant that she orbited. After a certain amount of time, even the stupendous became routine.
Ah, chess. She checked her communications portal, and she had received three chess moves. She was playing multiple games against other far-flung Sentinels, with moves relayed back and forth over a period of months. She studied the boards, made her moves, and shipped the communications back out into the void.
What else did she have in her communications portal? Her pupils widened with delight as a smile crossed her lips. A new media packet had arrived! She got monthly movies, music, and other news and entertainment, and it was always welcome. She clicked open the packet and checked out the contents. Several new songs from her favorite groups, numerous new movies and television shows, and an assortment of games and puzzles to keep her sharp.
She clicked through the movies by type -- comedy, adventure, drama, adult...hmm, adult. Her eyebrows rose. It was embarrassing at first to request that genre from her controller, but Heidi was a veteran Sentinel herself, and she knew what it was like out by yourself on a two-year stint. As Valerie's controller, she assembled the package each month without judgment.
Valerie scrolled through the videos until one caught her eye. It showed a woman a lot like her -- tall, busty, and toned -- on her hands and knees with a man behind her. Valerie hit the play button and watched five minutes of the woman getting noisily railed by her well-hung partner. She then replayed it, zooming in to watch the reactions on the woman's face as she was penetrated and fucked. Valerie licked her lips at the prospect; she was halfway through her tour, and the first thing she was going to do when she got back to base was find a man and pounce on him.
As she clicked to the next video, her hand crept down, sliding through her trimmed mane of pubic hair on a path to pleasure.
And then she noticed it.
She turned and cocked her head. Something had happened. Something was almost imperceptibly different.
Curious and alert, she rose and walked toward the enormous viewing window. For all its majesty, the giant blue sun was sedate, and other than the flecks of a couple of distant planets nothing else ever moved. She knew the starscape like the back of her hand.
So what had caught her eye?
Her head suddenly jolted a few degrees to the right. Something blinked. It definitely blinked.
Okay, this was news. The viewing window had a zoom device and she activated it. It took a few minutes to find the blinking light again, and she trained her scope on it. She made a mental note of its general location, roughly halfway between the Diomedes Galaxy and the Harmeister Cluster.
"Something's moving out there," she muttered after a moment of study. Stepping over to the comm panel, she flipped the switch. "Zeta HQ, this is Cateye 423, reporting on date 71569, Message 2. I'm observing movement that appears to be organic. I will investigate."
Her pulse quickened a bit. It was likely nothing ominous, probably just a freighter moving through, but it was still exciting to see something. She'd been on the job for a year now and had not once seen evidence of life, never once reported anything to HQ but 'no new development'.
She looked again through the zoom, but the anomaly remained nothing but a blinking light. Moving to the recon panel, she pointed a detector at it, but it was emitting no communications signal. This was disappointing since human ships typically pinged out an ID beacon, but she held out hope anyway. A human ship wouldn't stop and visit -- velocity was too precious in deep space -- but given the proximity she could at least have a real-time video conversation with them, which would be a gift from the heavens.
She glanced down at her naked body. Maybe she should put some clothes on, just in case there was contact. But no, it wasn't necessary. A nonhuman wouldn't care, and if it was human it was almost certainly a female crew. Deep space favored the lower oxygen and caloric needs of women, so men were rare out here.
And if it was a man...well, a little teasing could be fun.
She got back on the comm set. "Zeta HQ, this is Cateye 423, reporting on date 71569. Message 3. I detect no identifying signals from the craft. Visually, it has a high albedo, with what may be an alternating light. It's on a course to pass by at a distance of 520,000 miles. I'll send a query ping towards it."
A query ping was a leap of faith, but also a duty of her position. If it was a hostile ship, her recon station was a sitting duck. Her ship was there to observe, not to fight, and it was defenseless by treaty. But this thing shouldn't be a hostile ship. The various empires in the area were all under treaty, and piracy was virtually nonexistent. There was simply no freight to pirate in this zone. It might be a patrolling warship, but most likely it was some sort of tramp ship or itinerant passthrough.
She sent the ping, then waited. She sent another ping.
"Zeta HQ, this is Cateye 423, reporting on date 71569. Message 4. Two identifying pings sent, neither has been answered." She suddenly wished that she was at a less remote station, one where communications could be instant. "Hold on," she said, peering through the zoom. "The albedo has changed."
She checked the detectors. "I'm seeing a course change. The closest approach is now 480,000 miles." She studied the readout. "Now 460,000 miles."
She watched and waited, her brow furrowing with each passing second. "Zeta HQ, this is Cateye 423, reporting on date 71569. Message 5. I believe that the visiting ship has changed to an intercept course with my station. Not sure what that means."
She wasn't sure, but it didn't make her comfortable. Ships tended to mind their own business out in undeveloped areas, and they tended to announce their presence if they crossed paths. Human or not, captains knew where the recon stations were and respected them.
It took another two hours for the ship to close within visual distance. Valerie peered through the scope at intervals, attempting to make out details. First she noticed the reddish tinge, then a slightly irregular shape. The ship was now certainly on an intercept course, but who was it? She sent another communications ping, but got no response.
No further details emerged until the ship had closed within 20,000 miles. Valerie peered through the scope; she could now see a roughly conical spacecraft with a long probe up front and a flared flange in the back. Oddly, the blinking wasn't a light or reflection, but something else, some kind of interference with the system. Maybe the ship was in trouble? That might explain why it sought her out, why it couldn't communicate.
It got closer with each passing minute. She still couldn't see details with her bare eyes, but the zoom was starting to pick up detail. The ship wasn't in trouble, but rather it was moving almost in stop-motion, which defied physics. Valerie puzzled over it for a moment until she dug a fact out of her memory. A probable explanation could be that it was a ship from a civilization that was slightly phased out of time.
Some civilizations were like that, in a fact that was mind-bending to Valerie. They existed in a slightly different universe that overlapped hers, and as such they manifested themselves differently in the fourth dimension. They moved quickly or they moved slowly, and they would sometimes phase in and out as their own universe regularly jolted into sync with the one in which she existed.
So who had a ship like that and existed out of time phase?
The ship was at 8,000 miles now. There was a symbol on it, some kind of a sworl with a vertical line coming out of it. Who had that -?
Valerie's blood froze.
Oh god.
Oh god oh god oh god. Her fingers tingling with adrenaline, she sprinted to the computer and did a quick search.
Oh god.
She flicked on the comm switch and spoke far too quickly. "Heidi, this is Valerie. Uh, Cateye 423, reporting on date 71569. Message ... Message 4. Or 5. Whatever. Hey, I think I've got a drinker approaching." Tears welled up in her eyes and her voice wavered. "Send help. I need help fast."
Terrified, she returned to the viewing window. She could now begin to see the outline of the alien ship even without the zoom. It was on an intercept.
It was coming for her.
Oh god.
She ran back to the computer, and flipped the comm switch again, sending another message just to be sure. "Zeta HQ, this is Cateye 423, reporting on date 71569. Message 5 or 6. I'm confirming -- confirming! - that a drinker is on an intercept. I need you to launch a rescue mission as fast as possible. I'm going to try to hold it off."
How do you hold off a drinker? She was terrified that she already knew, but nonetheless called up the reference library. Outside the viewing window, there was now a large, irregularly pulsing flash from the ship.
Her virtual assistant came up on the screen, an innocuous computer-generated woman with caramel skin and bright eyes. "Welcome. How may I assist you today?"
"I need to understand defense against a drinker." Valerie's eyes were glued to the growing light in the window.
"Let me find that file."
Valerie allowed herself a whimper of anxiety. The alien ship was minutes away.
"Defense against drinkers," an automated male voice announced. "Is this the file you would like?"
"Yes!"
"We will present a multi-step plan to protect yourself against drinkers," the voice said. "Step 1. Destroy the drinker ship at a distance. Drinkers are very aggressive toward humans and communications are currently impossible due to sensory differences. Any encounter should be assumed to be hostile."
Valerie waved her hand in anxiety. The light outside was starting to transform into an object. "Not possible! Forward to Step 2!"
"Step 2." The automated voice was far too cheery. "If Step 1 is not possible, outrun the drinker ship. Drinkers travel solo in small ships with a maximum speed of 0.4c," the voice said. "If you have a faster ship, accelerate to greater than 0.4c. directly away from the drinker. Under no circumstances should you allow a drinker to board a human ship."
"Not possible! Forward to Step 3!" Valerie's recon station had no propulsion system other than minor orbital adjustors. Outside the viewing window, the alien ship was now clearly visible. It was a dusty red hue, with the signature marking of a drinker. It was a small ship, only about a quarter of the size of Valerie's recon station.
"Step 3." The voice was silent for a moment. "There is no Step 3."
Valerie looked out the viewing window, fighting back tears. As if on cue, two large grappling hooks shot out from the body of the attacking ship. She moaned in dismay.
"Do you have additional questions regarding defense against drinkers?" The original female automated voice was back. It was calm and slightly chipper, which only amplified Valerie's growing panic.
"Yes! How do you kill a drinker in hand to hand combat?" she asked the assistant.
"Killing a drinker in hand to hand combat," the automated woman said. "Searching files."
A different automated female appeared on the screen, small and blonde. "Hand to hand combat against a drinker is not recommended. Drinkers are notably larger than humans and possess extreme strength. Their skin is impossible for spaceship-approved weapons to penetrate. They feel no pain and have no vulnerable areas as their brain is buried deep within the torso. Avoidance is strongly recommended over combat."
Suddenly the ship lurched, knocking Valerie off her feet. A terrible screech of metal scraping on metal assaulted her ears as the recon station's structure groaned under impact.
"More information!" she called to the computer as she rose. "How do you kill a drinker?"
A different automated male voice spoke. "Drinkers are extremely difficult to kill. If not engaged with a human, it generally takes the equivalent of approximately fifty pounds of high explosive ammunition with an armor piercing projectile to achieve a quick kill. This is not possible in a spaceship environment since the concussion will catastrophically breach the hull. If engaged with a human, the only method known to kill a drinker without harm to the human is to inject 40 pounds or more of cobalt in between the armor joints and into the brain."
Even in her situation, Valerie had to laugh incredulously. "Cobalt? Forty pounds of cobalt?"
There was a bang on the other side of the wall on the aft port side. Then another.
"Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuck." Valerie's eyes darted around the room as if perhaps there was some doorway that she had never seen before.
A hiss began sounding on the other side of the wall. Valerie looked around the room. It was roughly 20 feet by 15 feet, with no place to hide and no weaponry. She pondered exiting the ship, but that wasn't a solution. She needed weeks, not hours. She shook her head in dismay.
The hiss grew louder, and suddenly a spark popped out of the wall. "Dammit!" A tiny hole appeared in the wall, and the noise of a cutting torch suddenly grew louder. Lines began appearing in earnest, and the smell of burning metal singed Valerie's nostrils. A small section of wall fell out, perhaps six inches in diameter. With horror, Valerie saw a finger poke through it, incredibly long and reddish-purple. As she desperately searched the room for a weapon, she watched the monster slowly, very slowly, destroy the wall. Small pieces fell out, then large, and finally a bang on the wall sent a large section crashing to the floor.
Valerie pressed the comm button one last time. "Zeta HQ, this is Cateye 453. The drinker has breached the hull and is about to enter." She choked back a scream, then set her jaw. "I'm going to survive this. Please send help as fast as possible. I'm begging you."
The last remains of the wall broke away and she watched in horror as the drinker stepped into her station.
It was terrifyingly huge, built like a human but much, much larger. It was seven feet tall at the shoulder, and as wide as two human men. It's legs were stocky and powerful, ending in toes that were every bit as long as its fingers. On its chest, two additional pairs of arms, short and powerful, also flexed their long and powerful fingers as it prepared for the hunt.
But it's head -- or lack thereof -- was the most terrifying aspect. Drinkers had no senses of sight, hearing, touch, or smell, and functioned only from their sense of taste. As such, the creature's head consisted only of a foot-tall tasting rod, two inches thick with a small spherical bulge at the top. At the neck, it had what looked almost like an Elizabethan collar, but it was pink and wet and undulating, and Valerie realized that it was its tongue. The creature was tasting the air, sensing the air currents, and as if by magic it turned to face her.
"What do you want?" she whispered desperately, though she knew there would be no answer.
It lumbered toward her, tanklike, slow and powerful. It was so slow, in fact, that she thought she might actually be able to avoid it. But then suddenly it blinked out of existence, then back, and the distance between them was closed instantly. Screaming, Valerie ducked under an outstretched arm and ran to the other side of the room. "Time phase," she breathed to herself.
The creature ponderously turned again, it's giant tongue waggling and the large tasting rod atop its neck flexing and seeking. It homed in on her and approached again. She knew what to expect this time, waited for it to blink out of existence, and rolled away. It reappeared more closely this time, as if drawing a bead on her. Finding herself next to the food pantry, she began throwing food and beverage canisters at it.
It moved toward her again, and she timed the blip in its time displacement, dropping and rolling again. This time she brushed its powerful leg on her escape. "Go away!" she screamed, as if it was some sort of aggressive dog. It turned to face her again as she scrambled to the opposite side of the station.
Reaching behind her, she found one of the gripping devices that was used in maintenance. Six feet long, with a mechanical claw on one end and a trigger on the other, it was used by astronauts to extend their reach and grip on spacewalks. It was a strong but lightweight material, not a suitable weapon by any means, but the only thing she had. She whacked the drinker in the chest as it drew closer, then ducked and ran. It displaced towards her, apparently knowing that its time jump was a hunting advantage. A massive arm scraped by her shoulder as she scrambled away.
"Get out!" she yelled, knowing it was to no avail.
Back to the food pantry, she grabbed more of the canisters of food and beverage. She threw some at the creature, then had an epiphany. She looked into the pantry, then at the monster as it lumbered toward her again.
Instead of throwing them at the creature, she began throwing containers haphazardly as fast as possible. Maybe, just maybe...
The creature closed in again. She whimpered in fear, sprinting to her right and whacking its heavily armored body with her mechanical gripper as she ran. It turned slowly to follow her vector, then time-shifted again as she ducked and desperately dodged.



For another ten minutes the slow motion chase continued. Valerie would run to the far end of the room, wait for the monster to track her, and then duck or dodge or jump as it time-shifted on the attack. Every time she could, she made her way to the storage area, flinging food and beverage canisters far and wide to litter the floor.
Finally she waited too long before making her escape.
"Aaaaaaaah!"
As she ducked and ran, the drinker suddenly appeared right next to her. She tripped on one of the scattered canisters, and a powerful set of fingers wrapped around her upper arm. She thrashed and pulled, but she was like a small child in the grip of a bodybuilder.
"Go away! Get away from me!" She flailed and thrashed, but it was fruitless. A second massive hand reached for her. Whipping around frenetically, she managed to avoid it for several seconds before it closed on her upper thigh. It lifted her slowly and effortlessly into the air, and she was pulled toward its large tasting rod and tongue, fighting every inch of the way. As she struggled seven feet in the air, the tongue fluttered, tasting the air to scan her body.
Its decision made, the drinker lowered her slowly to the ground and began to settle atop her.
"Pleeeeeease," she begged, thrashing within its grip. "Don't do this!"
****
Deep space travel was slow, even at half the speed of light. Lieutenant Emma Browning relaxed in the small crew cabin, tethered to the wall in the zero-g environment. She pretended to read as she eavesdropped on the space troopers playing cards nearby.
She shared the shuttle with five Troopers, all female. On deep space missions, females required less food, water, and oxygen, so they controlled this niche. All of the women were fit and toned, living up to the reputation of the Space Trooper Corps, and unlike her, all were nude per the practical tradition of deep space travel. Emma hadn't yet found the courage to adopt that tradition.
Sergeant Harrison, the slim cocoa-skinned noncom, was shuffling the cards.
"Okay, one-eyed jacks are wild. First person to win three hands gets whatever she wants." She looked at her comrades in arms for confirmation. Emma took the opportunity to check out the sergeant's large chocolate areolas and her toned thighs framing her sparse clouding of pubic hair. She was intrigued by the contrasting dark pink inner lips that were visible underneath the mocha trim.
The others nodded as the sergeant dealt the cards, bantering casually back and forth as the cards floated through the air with well-practiced care.
Emma pursed her lips. She knew what the prize was, because they played this game every day. It was all against policy, of course, but on deep space missions headquarters looked the other way. It kept morale high and did no harm, and it couldn't be stopped anyway. Deep space troopers had a little bit of crazy in them.
Emma surreptitiously scanned the troopers' bodies. She was heterosexual and she suspected that most of the Troopers were, too, if given a choice. But being cooped up on a small shuttle caused cabin fever to the extreme, and with no privacy, lots of nudity, and assertive women, sexual games were probably inevitable.
She eavesdropped as the women bantered. She'd been invited to play, of course, every single day, but she hadn't had the courage to experiment so far. First, she knew almost nothing about poker and would be destined to lose. Losing had consequences, even if she was finding herself more and more curious about them. And second, she was in the Sentinel Corps, and while the troopers were all friendly, the Sentinels and Troopers had a spirited rivalry. She didn't quite trust the group to treat her fairly. So she just eavesdropped and watched as she pretended to read, and they didn't pressure her to participate.
On the far side of the group, Private Jacobs had a lean runner's build, her long blonde hair tied behind her in a ponytail. She was taller than average at about 5-7 and had small but nice breasts and a narrow landing strip of dark blonde pubic hair. "I need some luck here," she laughed. "Deal me some good ones. I'm in the mood for a licking."
Captain Ellis laughed as she anted up. The ranking officer was a tall redhead, impressively busty with perfect porcelain skin, and this was her ship. Her bare breasts floated gracefully with every movement, her large pale areolas catching Emma's eye. "You'd better hope I don't win, or I'll make sure you're on the other side of that," she grinned.
Emma couldn't decipher the game as they all variously raised their bets or folded or anted up. She didn't really care who won, though. Regardless of the combination, it was fun to watch it go down. All of the women were gorgeous, and her mind idly speculated about who would end up under whom today. With each passing day, she found herself more interested in the proceedings, despite her shyness and inexperience.
"I may be in the mood to just watch," Harrison said, a grin on her face. "What do you fellows think about Iwakura licking Milonas' ass again?"
The blonde and redhead grinned in turn as the two petite brunettes offered fake sneers. Iwakura and Milonas were both privates, and both young, particularly the lean Asian. Emma wondered if she'd even been on a mission yet; she looked like she was barely 18.
Emma kept her eyes on her book. She was young herself, barely out of college and Sentinel school. Did they know that she had no experience with women? Did they care? She'd seen them all ogle her as she moved around the small space, but did it mean anything or was that stuff normal out here? She glanced down at her form-fitting unitard and wondered.
Cards floated through the weightlessness, teasing statements flew, and scores were tallied. Harrison was having good luck and Iwakura was having bad luck, while Ellis complained about every hand. Finally Jacobs got on a run, causing good-natured groans when she laid down her third winning hand.
She grinned as she looked around the circle. "Now, what do I want?" she mused. "Whaaaat do I want?" Tapping her finger on her chin, she evaluated her options. "It would be fun to watch my captain and my sergeant sixty-nining each other, or I could get in Sarge's good graces by making Iwakura lick Milonas' ass again. Decisions, decisions."
Emma smiled, her head down but her eyes up. Jacobs was quite attractive, with a likeable rebellious streak and a natural dimpled smile. She was only a private, but she had clearly been around the block and had the confidence to hold her own against the rest of the crew.
"I think, though, that I want a good licking. And the person to do that issssssss ...." She swung a finger around and pointed. "Milonas!"
The private groaned in good-natured complaint, offering a wry smile of defeat. The young woman was obviously Italian in ancestry, blessed with long black eyelashes and beautiful olive skin. She had gorgeous C-cup breasts with dark mid-sized areolas, and she shaved herself down below. Her hair above was a lustrous black, voluminous in waves and curls that floated freely in the weightlessness.
Emma closed her book and brazenly watched. Zero-g sex was fun to see. The smaller Italian girl floated over as the blonde pushed herself into mid-air and spread her legs. Milonas nuzzled into her crotch, looping her arms around Jacobs' slender thighs, and docked her lips onto Jacobs' vulva.
For the next ten minutes, the two women floated as one, Jacobs contentedly caressing her long nipples with closed eyes while the dark-haired Milonas bobbed between her legs. The air was punctuated with small moans and sighs of pleasure. Emma bit her lip as she watched; what would it feel like to receive oral sex from another girl? She'd received it from a couple of men over the years, but could women do it better? She felt her own nipples growing hard beneath her clothing, and made a secretly bold decision not to hide them. Space travel could make a girl adventurous.
Eventually Milonas' work began paying off. Jacobs' hips began moving, and her breathing became deeper and more labored. "Oh, yes, keep it up," she ordered. "Just like that. I love your tongue." The other Troopers raptly watched, and Emma noticed them squirm. One rule of the card games was no self pleasure afterward, so the women really tried hard to win.
Listening carefully, Emma could hear the wet sound of tongue on flesh, and Jacobs began to breathe in small gasps. "Ohhhhhhhh, yes! Oh!" Floating weightless, she undulated in the air as her olive-skinned service girl remained locked onto her, tongue lapping quickly.
Emma's hips were practically moving themselves. She had to fight to keep from touching herself, and could feel her arousal reddening her cheeks. She wasn't sure who was more attractive, the long, lean blonde or the petite Mediterranean girl between her legs. Milonas' ass was incredible as it rotated into view, small and round and smooth, and tucked in between Emma could see her labia majora and minora neatly folded within her valley.
Jacobs orgasmed only moments later. Milonas rode her fully through it, only stopping when Jacobs finally gasped and squealed and pushed her head away. As Milonas floated off, wiping her lips with the back of her hand, Jacobs floated serenely, a smile of bliss on her face as she relaxed with closed eyes.
Emma envied her. After a week of self-denial in the close quarters of the ship, maybe she would be bold on her next sleeping cycle. She was dying to touch herself, and these daily games only made it more tortuous. Or maybe she could... well...her eyes flitted toward the floating cards. Could she? Was now the day?
Captain Ellis looked Emma's way, a sly smile on her face. The older redhead had overtly flirted with Emma a few times already, a fact that Emma didn't quite know how to process.
"Hey, Lieutenant Cutie Pie," she said. "Next game's about to start. I'll invite you again to join us."
Emma blushed. She didn't like the diminutive nickname the crew had saddled her with, but that wasn't the reason for her blush. She'd been invited every day for a week now and had turned it down every time. But today...she just felt different...
She shrugged uncertainly. "I don't know how to play poker. You all would have your way with me."
"Tell you what, come over and we'll give you immunity for the first round. I'll show you how to play and put myself on the line."
A smile crept onto Emma's face. "Seriously?"
"Sure. I'll be your partner. If we win, you get to pick what happens. If we lose, no one can pick you for fun. Right, ladies?"
The other women offered various levels of agreement, all positive. Emma didn't reveal that she might not mind losing. A girl had to be proper.
"Well, I wouldn't mind learning how to play."
Ellis broke into a grin. "Get over here," she motioned. "One rule, though. You have to get out of that suit. You're doing nothing but creating laundry."
Emma had been too shy to go nude, but she knew that nudity was normal in deep space. She just didn't know these other women, and of course troopers had a wild reputation on deep space dives that was being proven out. She turned the thought over in her mind. She should be nude per tradition, right? Sentinels were always nude on duty, right?. This would just be starting a few days early.
She hesitated, started to move, then hesitated again. The Troopers all looked at her expectantly. She saw Iwakura's youthful face slowly spread into a sly smile.
Okay, this is it, she told herself, girding her courage. Kicking off the wall and unhooking her tether, she floated toward the group, unzipping her unitard as she went. As the zipper went down, her compressed cleavage bulged out, and she saw eyebrows rise. She had the dual blessing of being both petite and busty, which made her D cups look even bigger. As they spilled out of her top, Harrison wolf-whistled. "My god, girl, how big are those things?"
Emma shrugged shyly, lowering the suit to her hips, then sliding it over and down. "Okay, I just lost my will to live," Iwakura quipped, looking down at her own tiny bustline. The other Troopers laughed.
Emma kept herself meticulously shaved down below. She was self-conscious about her puffy lower lips, but no one seemed to notice. All eyes were locked on her free-floating breasts with their oversized areolas. She was proud of her curves, and perversely didn't mind revealing them at long last. It was actually kind of exciting.
Ellis circled around behind her, and locked an arm around her waist. Bringing a hand up, she motioned at Emma's breasts. "Remember, ladies, these are off limits. She has immunity if she loses, so you can look, but you can't touch. Right, Lieutenant Cutie Pie?"
As the women complained and booed in good-natured amusement, as Emma laughed.
The women resituated themselves and the card game began again, the only difference being Emma's presence and the fact that the blonde Jacobs was a little more flushed. Cards were shuffled and dealt, and the banter began again. Meanwhile, Ellis spooned Emma from behind, both arms around her waist and giving her muted advice as she leaned over her shoulder. Emma was intrigued by the softness of Ellis' breasts against her back, the tickle of her breath on the nape of her neck.
This time Iwakura was having a rare run of luck; Emma had previously noted that the young private perhaps wasn't as good at the game as her older comrades. "Maybe if I win, I'll get a ride from Sergeant Harrison," she observed in good spirits.
"I can vouch for her," Captain Ellis teased. "She's a good pussy licker."
"I'll second that," Jacobs added.
Harrison sneered playfully. "Maybe if I win, I'll 69 you. I'll be on you like a drinker on a Sentinel."
The other Troopers laughed, but Emma winced. Drinkers were a dark joke to people who weren't in the Sentinel Corps. People laughed about them, particularly the men who were not natural prey. But if you were all alone on a recon station they were serious business.
It was a few more minutes before the conversation returned to the topic.
"You've dealt with drinkers, right? What can we expect?" Iwakura looked at the older women in her squad.
"Yeah, I've taken out three of them." Ellis motioned to Emma to show her cards and the others groaned. She looked at Harrison. "Same for you, right?"
Harrison nodded. "And two for Jacobs. Drinkers are scary big, I'll tell you that."
"But we're going to kill it?"
Emma's ears perked up. She knew that she was an emergency replacement, on her way to take over for a drinker victim.
"It's pretty much the only choice you've got if it's still there," Ellis replied. "But we won't see one here."
"Why?" Iwakura asked as new hands were dealt.
"We're too far out. It's taking us three weeks to get there from the initial distress signal. The Sentinel will be long dead, and if she's dead the drinker will be gone. We're just on cleanup and repair duty, most likely."
Emma shuddered. That person that they were 'cleaning up' was a Sentinel Sister, assigned to the same job that Emma was now going to. It was a very distant and remote system for a first-timer like herself, beyond a normal first-time assignment, but she'd been the only woman available when the distress call came in.
With Ellis' help, she won another hand. The thought crossed her mind that she might actually win, and with winning she could force two other women to couple up for her voyeuristic pleasure, or she could ...
Emma's lips curled up into a secret smile. Maybe she could get some attention herself.
"So the drinker actually kills the Sentinel?" Iwakura asked.
"It doesn't kill her. It just keeps her pinned down and drinks from her. She eventually dies of thirst."
Jacobs offered her dimpled smile, but it wasn't necessarily a happy one. "Ironic for something called a 'drinker', isn't it?"
Harrison looked over at Emma. "Hey, Lieutenant Cutie Pie, what's the longest that a Sentinel has ever survived underneath a drinker?"
They'd discussed this topic in their training. Drinkers were rare, but widely discussed given the terror they inspired. "It's around 11 days, I think," Emma answered cautiously.
Harrison shrugged. "Eleven days. Yep, they die of thirst. That's as long as you can last without water. If it wasn't thirst, though, it would be starvation. The drinkers never walk away."
Iwakura seemed a little disappointed. "I was kind of hoping to see one," she said. "I want to see how they work."
"You don't know how they work?" Emma saw Jacobs exchange glances with Harrison as she addressed the private. Both smiled knowingly. "Maybe we need to do some training."
The next hand was dealt, and Ellis had Emma show her cards. The others sighed as she claimed the win.
"Cutie Pie gets the win," Ellis chortled. "She gets to choose. What would you like, Cutie Pie?"
Emma's eyes grew wide. She knew what she wanted, but did she have the courage to do it?"
"If you want me to lick those titties, I'll do it," Harrison said.
"No, no, she wants me to 69 her." Jacobs' eyes were bright as the women all laughed.
Iwakura pouted. "I want someone to lick me. I haven't gotten any attention yet on this whole mission. Pick me!"
"No, me!" Emma was indeed intrigued by Milonas' perfect ass and hips and her seductively long eyelashes.
"Anything you want," Ellis whispered in her ear. "You won. You can watch or you can play." Ellis' tongue licked the back of her ear and then teeth gently closed on her lobe.
Ellis was indeed gorgeous, a classic mature woman who could teach Emma, who could take control and compensate for her inexperience. Emma could feel her hunger rising. Was she really going to do this? She could easily assign a couple of other women to service each other and just watch.
But that wasn't why she had joined the game.
She swallowed hard, looking from face to face. "I've never been with another woman," she said meekly. "I'm a little nervous." Looking over her shoulder, she broached the question. "Would Captain Ellis consider teaching me?"
The arms around her waist immediately moved up, cupping her breasts and gently pinching her nipples. Lips nuzzled her neck and Emma instinctively raised her chin, exposing her vulnerable area.
"You mean like this?" the older redhead murmured into her ear.
Emma shuddered in delight.
The hands caressed her full breasts for several moments, then began moving down. Ellis' right arm wrapped around Emma's narrow waist, but the left one kept going.
"Unh!" Emma gasped as a palm stroked over her bare pubic mound, then slipped lower. Fingers began gently, ever so gently teasing her clit. Instinctively, Emma spread her legs. As her eyelids fluttered, she saw the other Space Troopers watching her intently, lustful grins upon their faces.
It didn't matter what they thought. It felt divine. She closed her eyes again and concentrated on the feeling of fingers stroking her most sensitive area, of a warm body pressed against her back, of full lips nibbling her ears and neck. For several minutes, Ellis patiently stroked and caressed Emma as her arousal grew. Eventually her breathing became notably deeper and her hips began moving up against the fingers. She could feel the heat of an orgasm beginning to rise, her first ever orgasm from a female partner.
And then Ellis stopped.
She kept her hand on Emma's pussy, cupping her palm over the mound and her fingers between Emma's lips. Emma groaned in frustration as her rising ecstasy stagnated. She tried to push against Ellis' palm to no avail.
"Y'know,", Ellis said gently, "we're heading out to clean up after a drinker and we've got troopers who don't even know what happens when a drinker boards."
"It's a shame," Harrison replied. "We should do something about it." Edging her eyes open, Emma saw Harrison staring at her breasts, a wicked smile on her face.



Ellis continued. "But we need a Sentinel volunteer. Someone to help role-play in our training." Her fingers continued to tease Emma mercilessly. "Where do you think we can find one?" A tongue slowly traced up the back of Emma's ear.
Emma's world was centered between her legs, hanging on every sensation, every slight stroke of the fingers against her lubricated and glistening sex. The fingers were not letting her cum, and she needed to so badly.
"What do you want?" she whispered breathlessly.
Teeth clamped down on her sensitive neck for a moment, then let go. "That's a good girl," Ellis murmured. "I want to train my troopers and show them what a drinker does. Will you let us train on you?"
Fingers moved back up to Emma's chest, playing with the undersides of her breasts. Emma wasn't sure what the redhead meant, but she knew what drinkers did. But she trusted Ellis. "Go ahead," she said, half-begging.
Ellis pulled Emma's jaw up, then kissed Emma on the cheek. "We'll have some fun with you," she said softly, "but we're all on the same side. If it gets too intense, just say the safe word and the training will stop. Okay?"
"Okay. What's the safe word?"
"The safe word is a phrase, and it is, 'Space Troopers are superior to Sentinels in every way'. Got it?"
The Troopers all laughed, as did Emma. "I'm never going to say that safe word," she retorted.
"That's the plan." Ellis released Emma and gently pushed her to float away. "Okay, let's start." She drifted behind Emma, displaying her to the others with a dramatic sweep of the arms. "What we have here is a Sentinel relaxing on her ship. Suddenly a drinker boards!" Ellis made an exaggerated surprise face. "It's huge, and it has the strength of five Troopers. What happens next?"
"The Sentinel heroically fights off the drinker?" Emma offered.
"Not quite," Ellis said. "The drinker chases the Sentinel. Run, girl."
Emma didn't see what was happening until the Troopers suddenly lunged toward her, laughing and giggling. She kicked off and tried to float away, but Jacobs got a hand on her ankle. Suddenly she was swarmed by Troopers, hands all over her as she fought to escape.
While Ellis watched with a smile, the other Troopers overpowered Emma. Harrison and Milonas each grabbed an ankle while Iwakura bear-hugged her upper body and Jacobs grabbed her wrists. With no gravity to aid an escape attempt, Emma struggled in mid-air while Captain Ellis continued to narrate.
"We see the same type of attack by every drinker," Ellis said. "Recon stations have gravity, so first It pushes the Sentinel to the ground and pins her. Their legs have long gripping toes, so the first thing they do is grab her arms. Jacobs, pull her arms above her and stretch them out."
Floating weightless, the blonde trooper braced a leg against a bulkhead and pulled Emma's arms over her head.
"Drinkers have two main arms like we do, and they use those to spread the Sentinel's legs wide and pin them down. Girls, grab some rope and tie one leg over here and the other one over there. That'll count as our pin." Iwakura grabbed some rope while Milonas and Jacobs each pulled a leg wide. Within two minutes Emma found herself floating in the middle of the pod, her legs stretched a full 180 degrees and bound to tethers on opposite sides of the room. Being weightless, there was no discomfort and she floated upright, but she was completely helpless and vulnerable. She struggled to free her arms from Jacobs' grip, but the blonde had her secure.
"Okay," Captain Ellis said. "Now it gets interesting. This is how drinkers work. They capture the Sentinel, and then they inspect her. They have no senses of vision or hearing or smell or touch, but they can taste chemicals in the air. Their sense of taste is all they rely on, and it's housed in what serves as their head. It's a big rod coming out of their neck, and it's got a bulb on the end of it, like a baseball. We think they use it on their home planet like a hummingbird's beak. They stick it in their food source, whatever that is, and they absorb fluids through the rod."
"They don't actually drink?" Iwakura was wide-eyed as Emma struggled half-sincerely in the troopers' clenches.
"Nope, it doesn't drink. The tasting rod absorbs fluids like a sponge, but it's the same thing. Now, what do drinkers drink?"
Milonas grinned devilishly. "Pussy juice!"
Ellis smiled as everyone chuckled. "No one knows why, but for some reason human vaginal fluid is like catnip to them. We don't know if it's similar to their home planet nourishment or if it's like a drug to them or something entirely different, but they love to drink the fluids emanating from an aroused woman."
Emma glanced at the troopers around her as she pulled vainly against her bonds. What was about to happen?
Captain Ellis raised her hand above her head, closing it into a fist. She brought it in so that her elbow was against her forehead. "So now you've got this giant creature, and it's got the Sentinel pinned, and it starts sensing her with its big tasting rod." She floated over to Emma and, keeping her elbow against her forehead, and began pointing her raised fist at various parts of Emma's body -- face, neck, arms, abdomen.
"And it finds a source!" She pointed her arm between Emma's outstretched legs. The Troopers laughed, and Emma realized what was about to happen. She braced herself, and could feel herself lubricating at the thought of being touched down there.
"Now what?" Ellis quizzed.
The younger troopers looked befuddled, but Harrison and Jacobs smiled knowingly. Captain Ellis looked at her arm and fist. "I may be too big. Iwakura, make a fist and hold it up."
The young Asian did so, and Emma's eyes widened. Surely not.
"That's just about the right size. Come over here between the Sentinel's legs."
Bound tightly, her legs pulled wide apart and arms held tightly, Emma watched Iwakura approach, her small arm still raised high, her fist clenched. She was a very petite young woman, but even a small woman's fist was too large. "Oh, no," she said. "Oh, no. No way."
Ellis grinned and the two women made eye contact. The redhead offered a reassuring wink. "Oh, yes. The drinker is like a 1,000 pound hummingbird. It inserts the tasting rod so it can drink. Iwakura, insert the tasting rod."
"Oh, no! No! I'm really small down there!" Emma tried to pull herself loose, but had no chance. Floating as she was, legs stretched wide, her bare vulva was thoroughly undefended. The small private grinned and stepped forward, moving up into the junction of her thighs.
"Take your time, Iwakura. In real life, the drinker just pushes in mercilessly with one slow continuous thrust, but we can take our time in this training session."
Iwakura grinned up Emma, looking at her fist and then at Emma's puffy labial area.
"Go easy, please! Go easy!"
She gasped as Iwakura's left hand came to rest on her thigh. The Asian girl's right hand opened up from its fist and suddenly stroked her vulva, starting at the back and slowly stroking forward. "She's definitely wet," she announced. "I bet I can get all the way up her."
The next several minutes were a combination of heaven and fear for Emma. Iwakura stroked and aroused her, played with her clit and her lips. Emma moaned in delight. But at alternating turns, Iwakura would insert one finger, then two, then eventually three.
"Oh, god," she breathed, "That's too big."
"It's really tight, isn't it?" Iwakura was having fun with her. Emma knew that Iwakura was the low Trooper on the totem pole here, and had undergone some indignities herself, so she was delighting in having Emma to torment.
Emma knew that she could use her safe word, but that would end the game, and as terrified as she was, she was enjoying the game. At four fingers, she was sorely tested, her mouth opening in a silent gasp as she was stretched slowly and relentlessly. The pressure kept increasing and suddenly she let out a gritted-teeth scream as Iwakura's entire fist popped inside her. Looking down, she could see the woman's small arm only about halfway to the elbow. The rest was impaling her.
The Troopers checked it out, all crowding in for a look.
"Awesome," said Milonas, reaching in to get a little feel of Emma's distended lips where they were sealed against Iwakura's forearm. Harrison and Ellis leaned in to get a look of her stretching as well, admiring it and running their fingers across her puffy vulva and her distended inner lips.
"Doing okay?" Captain Ellis confirmed, a grin on her face.
"It's not so bad right now," Emma gasped, her concentration intense. "I'm just worried about it coming back out -- oh!" She squealed as Iwakura began a slow rhythm of movement.
"Good job, private," Ellis said. "Survivors have reported that the tasting rod tends to pulse and twist inside them. Apparently it's quite intense."
No safe word, Emma preached to herself. Don't use the safe word. Keep it going.
"At this point, the drinker is absorbing her fluids," Ellis said. "It's happy. It's also an intelligent being, so it wants to keep the fluid going. So what does it do now?"
"It keeps her excited!" Milonas was having fun with this, her eyes bright with pleasure.
"Precisely. They seem to have been learning about humans, and they've been adapting their technique. First, they have two legs and six hands. The legs pin the Sentinel's arms -- that's Jacobs up there, and the six arms do their job, too. The creature devotes four of them to pinning the Sentinel's legs apart and keeping her hips pinned, and the other two will go to her breasts to stimulate them. Sergeant Harrison, would you like the honor?"
"Fantastic." From behind her, two dark hands reached around Emma and closed on her breasts. "These are amazing," Harrison muttered. "These must be double D's and you're just a little nymph."
Emma gasped as Harrison began playing with her nipples, gently squeezing and twisting them.
"She's got amazing nipples," Jacobs said. "I always wanted really big areolas like that."
"Thank you," said Captain Ellis with a grin. The redhead's pale areolas were just as big or bigger than Emma's dark pink ones. Jacobs leaned over and gave one of Ellis's areolas a big lick to everyone's amusement. Emma, however, was distracted by Iwakura's continued work.
"The drinker also has an enormous and unusual tongue," Ellis said. "It's essentially a collar that wraps around the tasting rod. On its home world, we believe that it creates a seal to prevent liquid from escaping the tasting rod. But it's perfect to provide overwhelming sensations to an Earth girl. Survivors of drinker attacks have said that it's like getting oral sex from ten people at once."
"We don't have ten people," Milonas said.
"But we're Troopers. We can overcome the odds. Iwakura, you take her clit since you're already in close. Jacobs, cuff her arms behind her back and then get down onto her perineum and lips. Milonas, you've got the anus. And while you're all there, use your fingers on her."
"Aww, man," Milonas groused. "Why do I always get the anus?"
Unable to move, Emma whimpered as the Troopers closed in on her. Iwakura's fist was still slowly cycling inside her and Harrison was still kneading her breasts. Harrison's mouth closed on Emma's neck, nipping and biting. Ellis floated over the top of the melee, bringing her face close.
"This isn't what a drinker does," she said, "but I just want to do it." Gripping Emma's jaw, she pulled in close and began a long, deep French kiss.
Ellis's hand slowly moved down Emma's body, from her jaw to her throat to her sternum to her stomach. Still slowly drifting down, it came to rest on her mound of venus, providing yet another forbidden sensation. Her mouth moved down to suck Emma's right nipple while Harrison did the same with her left nipple.
For several minutes the onslaught on Emma's senses continued. Every erogenous zone was spiking, with tongues or fingers working their magic. Unable to move or escape, her only recourse was increasingly ragged breathing and the occasional moan as her body was worked over. Within moments, she could feel the infinite energy of an orgasm arising within her.
"Okay, pull off," Ellis ordered. Suddenly Emma's hips were thrusting at nothing and she opened her eyes, questioning.
"The drinker lives in a slightly different universe, so it has to synch up periodically in our universe. It does this by disappearing for two seconds and then reappearing. So the stimulation stops regularly and then restarts. So starting now, ladies, give Cutie Pie here attention for 15 seconds and then pull off for two."
The result was cruelty for Emma. The women would envelop her with lips, tongues, and fingers, then suddenly stop, leaving Emma to pull against her bonds in frustration. So close, but yet so far! She begged them to keep going, but they were disciplined. The result was an unbearably slow rise to orgasm as she was teased and released time and again.
Finally, though, it became too much.
"Nnnnh! Nnnnh! Oh, yes!" She tried to move her hips to increase the sensation, tried to arch her back in the infinitely ancient dance of a coming orgasm, but she was tied tightly. She could only absorb what her captors gave her, holding off as the intensity increased with each passing second.
"Aaaaaaaaaaahhhh! This is it! This is it!" she called out. The universe welled up inside her and exploded into her senses as she fought the ropes, fought the cuffs, fought her captors, fought everything as she collapsed into a single point of orgasmic energy.
The Troopers continued working her through the orgasm, though Captain Ellis pulled her mouth from Emma's sensitive nipple.
"Remember that the drinker is drinking the woman's fluids," she said. "It likes orgasms and arousal because those produce more fluid. So when a woman orgasms it prompts the drinker to continue its work. So keep going, ladies."
Emma's climax had reached its peak now, and was dropping off. But the Troopers still worked her. "Enough," she gasped. "Enough!"
They didn't stop.
Mewling in protest, Emma tried desperately to escape, tried to shift their tongues from her sensitive clit and vulva and anus and breasts. She pulled against the ropes and cuffs, flexing and struggling, but had no chance.
"Too much! Stop! Please stop!" Her fingers and toes flexed wildly as her only means of movement.
Captain Ellis watched with sinister pleasure. "The drinker has no eyes and no ears. It can't hear the Sentinel's pleas or see her distress. It detects only the Sentinel's fluids, and it seeks it out. Therefore, it continues to stimulate the Sentinel."
Emma's voice became shrill. "Please! I'm really sensitive when I come! Let go! Stop! Mercy!" She gritted her teeth to keep from saying the safe word.
It took three full minutes of agony before she got past the barrier of sensitivity. Slowly her nervous system reset, and the tongues and fingers began feeling pleasurable again. Ellis reached in and gently weighed one of Emma's breasts, studying its shape and form.
Emma didn't care. She was moving quickly toward another orgasm, still stretched inside with Iwakura's fist and forearm, and receiving licks and butterfly kisses all along her straddle from anus to clit. She quieted down as the Troopers did their work, and to her shock began feeling the amazing new sensation of a tongue pushing into her rectum.
It took several more minutes for her to climb to the summit again.
Her second orgasm wasn't as intense as the first, but it lasted longer. She froze in place, shuddering with pleasure as the energy of the orgasm filled her body and then escaped outward. "Ohhhhhhhhh," she moaned, her vulva pulsing with exertion.
Then yet again, her vulva and nipples became hypersensitive. She squealed and flexed within her bonds, unable to escape the wicked tongues that tortured her. "God, that's it! I'm done! I'm done!"
"The drinker doesn't care that you're done. It has no idea that you're done. It only tastes your arousal. So it keeps drinking."
It was now a one-sided battle. Emma, bound tightly, fought desperately to gain even an inch of relief from the five women tormenting her. Laughing, they kept the sensations going as her shrieks and cries echoed within the living chamber of the ship.
"Don't say the safe word!" Ellis exhorted. "Stand with your sisters who have battled the drinkers. Put yourself in their place. Strengthen your mind against the torture so that you can survive until the brave Troopers come to your rescue!"
Emma squeezed her eyes shut, every fiber of her being focused on the exploding nerve synapses between her legs. Crying in frustration, she quivered and struggled through the overstimulation until it slowly began turning into pleasure again. She became aware that her moaning was more or less nonstop.
"At this point, the Sentinel and Drinker are in a rhythm. The drinker is suckling the juices of the Sentinel, and the Sentinel is in a rolling pattern of pleasure, orgasm, and agony. This will continue until the Sentinel is either rescued or she dies of exhaustion or thirst. But the process can go on for days and days. Our proxy drinker will give us three hours today. Do you have the strength, Sentinel? Can you survive the drinker attack for three hours until the Troopers come to your rescue?"
Back arched and teeth gritted, Emma nodded from sheer force of will. "Y-yes, ma'am. Yes."
"Good. Troopers, let's go in shifts. Jacobs, take a break and come over here to service your senior officer. We'll go three on one and rotate out."
The next three hours lasted forever. The Troopers would rotate in and out every few minutes, three working on Emma's hypersensitve erogenous zones, and two engaging in their own sexual acts as they floated in front of her. At some point Iwakura rotated out, and Milonas' fist was larger, stretching Emma's vagina to unprecedented width. Then she was out and Jacobs had to work her long fist and forearm up into Emma. She knew she could say the safe word, but she also knew she couldn't. A Sentinel would never confess the superiority of a Trooper. So she alternately writhed in suffering and in ecstasy as her body was taken far beyond its sexual limits.
Finally, it was Ellis who was lifting her lips and tongue off of Emma's desperately sensitive clit. Looking up, she offered something new.
She feigned drama as she raised her hand and pointed off into the distance. "Look, Lieutenant Cutie Pie! Troopers are coming through the hatch! They're here to rescue you! Do you want to be rescued?"
"Yes," Emma whispered hoarsely. "Yes."
"The troopers come with a load of cobalt. Once a drinker is attached, it never disengages. It can't hear or see or feel, so it's docile as a cow. They inject the cobalt into the drinker and eventually it dies. Your ordeal is over! Congratulations, Lieutenant Cutie Pie! You've survived!"
The three Troopers on Emma at this point were Iwakura, Ellis, and Jacobs. The three pulled away in unison and for the first time in hours Emma's overwrought body relaxed. There were no more erogenous zones screaming at her. Still quivering uncontrollably, she breathed quickly, every exhalation a piteous moan.
"Good job, Sentinel! You survived a drinker attack. In real life, it would last days instead of hours, so just imagine that. But here and now, you're safe. Now, how do you thank the Troopers?"
Emma floated motionless until the question slowly penetrated the fog in her mind. "How do I ... what?"
Captain Ellis floated up, her face, breasts, and stomach passing close over Emma's eyes. The Trooper's red-haired pussy came into view, directly at face level.
"How do you thank the Troopers?"
Emma stared wordlessly at the woman's most private area.



Oh.
Oh!
She had never done such a thing before. She tested the ropes and cuffs that held her, then swallowed hard. "I lick her," she said quietly.
"Excellent idea!" Captain Ellis brought her hips in, wrapping her legs around Emma's neck. Her arms and legs still bound, Emma's face was now buried in the soft coppery pubes of the Trooper.
She reluctantly brought her tongue out, giving the vulva a lick. It actually tasted rather nice, so she gave another.
"Oh, that's wonderful." Ellis wrapped her fingers in Emma's hair and pulled her further in. "This cute little Sentinel really knows how to lick. Get in line, ladies."
It took Emma two hours to thank all of the Troopers.
****
"Ohhhhh, that's fantastic."
Iwakura began to undulate as Emma moved her toward orgasm, her face buried between the young Trooper's trim thighs.
Emma loved it. She enjoyed playing with all the women, but there was something about the small Asian woman, the way her back arched, the way she moaned, the taste of her tight young pussy with its large sensitive clitty, that..
"Oh, my god."
"What is it?"
Her concentration broken, Emma glanced over at the conversation between Ellis and Milonas. Ellis was at the zoom scope in the shuttle's bow viewing window.
Captain Ellis sounded perplexed. "The drinker ship is still docked."
Harrison and Jacobs immediately became alert, which roused Emma's curiosity. She pulled away from Iwakura's glistening vulva, despite the young Trooper's frustrated groan.
Harrison floated over and was handed the zoom scope. She studied and focused for a few moments, then offered a breathy expletive.
"What is it?" Emma asked. Now she and Iwakura were floating toward the window. Emma noticed that Iwakura's hand crept down to keep herself stimulated; she would see to that later.
Ellis looked over. "The drinker ship is still there. The drinker is onboard."
"There's no way," Harrison said. "It's been three weeks since we got the distress call."
Seeing Emma's confused look, as well as the attempts of the younger Troopers to comprehend the situation, the blonde Jacobs explained. "The drinker drinks until the Sentinel dies. It never lets her up, and she eventually dies. Then it leaves. It never stays afterward."
Emma perked up. "So that means the Sentinel is alive?"
Harrison shook her head. "No one can survive three weeks without water and the drinker will have her pinned the whole time. It's got to be there for some other reason."
"So how are we going to kill it?" Jacobs asked. "This is a major problem. We can't do the cobalt injection if it's active. We need it to be drinking and docile for that. And we can't be blasting laser holes all around the station."
"Laser weapons won't work anyway. Those things are damn near impervious and the station's shell isn't." Ellis thought for a moment. "So we have two scenarios. First, we show up on board and somehow the Sentinel is still alive. In that case, the drinker will have her pinned and it's a normal intervention. But that's highly unlikely. Far more likely is that something different is going on. She's dead and it's..."
"Waiitng for us," Milonas offered.
"An ambush," Ellis said. "Maybe they've figured out that a replacement Sentinel will eventually show up."
Harrison shook her head. "We need it to be docile. We need it to be drinking someone. Otherwise it'll be mobile and we can't do the injections."
Ellis shook her head, twisting her lips in thought. "If the Sentinel's dead, the drinker won't be on her. We need it to be on someone," she repeated. "We need bait. Someone to take one for the team." Reluctantly, her eyes looked to Milonas and Iwakura, the two least experienced Troopers. They both sucked in their breath, and Milonas' shapely thighs clamped shut.
"Whose birthday is closest?" she asked.
Milonas and Iwakura looked at each other.
"July 23rd," said Milonas.
iwakura looked relieved. "December 14th."
"Okay, Milonas, you're going to get fucked by a drinker. Congratulations." The petite private's hand instinctively went down to cover her genitals as Ellis continued. "We're going to be shorthanded, so we'll need to figure out how to do an intervention with a four-woman operation instead of five. It's going to be tough, so we'll have to --"
"I'll do it," Emma said, her heartbeat accelerating.
"Do what?" Ellis asked.
"I'll be the bait."
"You're not a Trooper."
"You need your Troopers. I can let it jump me. You already showed me what to expect, remember?"
"You don't really know what to expect."
"I can handle it. You need your Troopers. Use me as bait."
Ellis chewed her lips in thought. "I could really use all of my women."
"Then it's settled. I'll go on board first. If it's waiting for us, I'll let it jump me, and then the rest of you can kill it while it's drinking me."
Ellis nodded. "Deal. Lieutenant Cutie Pie gets the forced orgasms and the rest of us get the kill."
It took an hour to close the distance and dock the shuttle. It gently nudged the recon station, then latched onto the larger ship. The gauges showed a good connection, and Harrison opened the airlock. Girding her courage, Emma walked forward, out and into the airlock of the recon station, serving as nude human bait. Her heart was pounding. She peeked through the window into the main crew area and her jaw dropped.
The monster was huge, built like a minotaur. It was supine, not moving, and for a moment Emma thought maybe it was dead. But then she noticed the subtle movements, and then she saw the legs.
The human legs.
The creature was atop the Sentinel in what was essentially a 69 position, and Emma knew what that meant. It was still drinking. Its powerful hands gripped the woman's ankles, pulling them cruelly wide, and then she saw how its prehensile feet were holding the woman's arms, pinning her helplessly in an extreme spreadeagle. Her stomach muscles and hips were contracting in rhythm with the creature's slight movements and undulations as it drank from her slick vulva.
And then the creature disappeared, right into thin air. Emma's eyelids popped up in the surprise. It was gone, and in a split second the woman's arm swept to the side. She was holding one of the station's gripper tools, and she swept it across the floor, trying to reach a juice packet several feet away. She missed, sending it skittering across the deck and out of reach.
Then the creature was back, still atop her, and the struggle to reassert control was short. Instantly, it had her ankles and wrists pinned again, and Emma saw the woman spasm briefly. It took her a moment to regain her breath at the spectacle.
"Troopers!" she yelled. "She's alive!"
****
The sudden hiss of an airlock roused Valerie to awareness. Blearily, she tried to concentrate on what it meant, but her mind was rocked by another shuddering orgasm.
She heard a scream, and it wasn't one of her own. She hadn't been able to scream for days. Lolling her head to the right, Valerie looked dully to the source of the noise.
"She's here! She's here!"
Standing at the entry to the airlock was a nude woman, small and brunette and busty. With all the energy she could muster, Valerie raised her head. Help, she mouthed silently. Her head dropped back hard to the floor.
A pod of Troopers suddenly appeared behind the nude woman. They too were nude, but were wearing belts with weaponry and tools.
One of them, a slim African American, said, "I don't believe it. Water! Get her water!"
The nude brunette ran toward Valerie, yelling at the drinker. "Get off of her! Take me! Look at me!" She launched a couple of kicks at the drinker, causing faint vibrations inside Valerie from its imbedded tasting rod. It's gripper hands shifted slightly on her hypersensitive breasts.
A more senior Trooper, a curvy redhead, spoke to the brunette. "The drinker won't pay any attention to you. Once it locks in, it's done. It won't get off of her."
The drinker flitted its tongue over her dramatically overworked clit. Valerie tried to moan, but couldn't. She could only shudder.
The next few moments were pandemonium as women ran to and fro. The drinker, of course, ignored them, continuing its uncaring sexual torture. Suddenly there was someone at her head. The busty young brunette gently lifted her head off the floor, holding a flask of water to her lips. Valerie drank greedily, choked, then drank more. The brunette looked into her eyes. "You're going to be okay. The Troopers are going to get you out of here."
The redhead was ordering her troops around, and women were carrying supplies and equipment in through the airlock. Valerie noticed two small drums, heavy for their bearers, with the label, "Raw Cobalt". She wanted to cry with relief, but couldn't muster the fluid to do so.
The brunette was on her left side, and the redhead now knelt on her right. "Captain Ellis," she said by way of introduction, "4th Regimental Deep Space Troopers. We're going to get this thing off of you." She lay a supportive hand on Valerie's chest.
The monster slightly undulated its tasting rod inside Valerie, and the tongue continued to sweep across her labia and clit. Over the past three weeks it had come to know everything about her personal physiology, everything that physically aroused her, and it undertook them constantly to maximize her fluid production. She gasped as yet another of the countless orgasms rose inside her.
The brunette watched the Troopers hustling around as she raised the flask to Valerie's lips again. "Can't we just pull the thing off of her first and then kill it?"
The redhead shook her head. "Look at it. It's as strong as a mini-shuttle. There's no way we can separate it from her manually."
"And we can't lure it away? I can masturbate in front of it or something."
The redhead again shook her head. "These things are strange. We think they've never had anything above them in the food chain, because they don't see threats and they don't see opportunities. Once they lock onto a woman, nothing distracts them. The only possibility of removing it is to kill it in place. And we can't communicate with them at all. They appear to communicate by tasting and transmitting chemicals in the air, but we don't know how to translate that."
Valerie's back arched as an orgasm flowed through her. The two women above her stroked her face and chest as she silently screamed.
"You did great," the brunette said. "You beat the odds."
The redhead nodded toward the gripper still in Valerie's grip. "That was genius. Look at what she did. She threw food and water containers all over the floor, and then she used the gripper to reach them during the drinker's phase outs. The biggest problem Sentinels have in this situation is not being able to get water, and to some extent food. She was able to get both, but look around. She'd pulled in all of the juice containers within her range, and most of the food. She probably had to stop eating once she ran out of fluids."
"How long was it since your last drink?" the brunette asked, looking into Valerie's eyes.
Valerie feebly tried to speak, but couldn't. Her tongue was too swollen.
"It has to be several days given her condition," Ellis said. "And of course the drinker is dehydrating her at the same time. We got here just in time."
The brunette gave Valerie another sip of water, taking care not to choke her. "How long will it take to get her free?" She had a worried look.
The redhead looked down into Valerie's eyes. "Honey, I've got some good news and bad news. We're going to get this thing off of you, and that's guaranteed. We know how to do it. But the bad news is that it's going to get worse for a while before it gets better."
"How is it going to get worse?" the brunette asked.
The redhead grimaced. "My girls are setting up the cobalt injectors. We have to pump a large amount directly into its brain, which is located in the torso." Reaching up, she knocked on the drinker's underbelly. "We have to penetrate this armor, and then it takes about an hour for the cobalt to do its work. And during that time, the drinker starts to go a little bit crazy. It tends to work harder to harvest fluids."
"What does that mean?" the brunette asked.
The redhead pursed her lips. "It's going to start accelerating its movements. It's going to start moving faster on the drinking, which basically means that that this Sentinel is going to get fucked hard for the next hour." She looked down at Valerie. "I'm sorry, but there's nothing we can do about that."
Still unable to talk, Valerie dropped into despair. She had been getting sexually ravaged for three weeks now, nonstop. She'd had hundreds of orgasms forced out of her. She was beyond used up, and that was with the creature making only slow moves to keep her stimulated. A fast fucking was going to annihilate her.
A lean blonde stepped into view. "Okay, Captain, we've got the cobalt injector in place."
"Get it started." The redhead stroked Valerie's hair. "Hang in there, honey. There's nothing we can do from here, so it's you against the beast for a while. But it's almost over."
Trapped under the monster, Valerie had no idea what was happening, and her tongue was too swollen to ask. However, she could hear the troopers talking amongst themselves, working to get jacks and struts in place to lift the drinker off of her eventually. Women came and went.
And then it started.
For weeks, the drinker had teased her to orgasm after orgasm after orgasm, licking and fondling her erogenous zones as it stretched her inside with its drinking rod. But now...now...
It began moving. It's gripper hands tightened on her sensitive breasts, kneading them more strongly. It's tongue began swirling faster on her clit and her labia, and worst of all, its drinking rod began moving, thrusting inside her.
The movement began slowly, but with each minute it accelerated. After a few minutes, the exquisite torture of orgasm began again, Valerie arching and writhing as the troopers stroked and soothed her. And yet the acceleration continued.
Unable to scream, unable to cry, unable to move, Valerie had no escape from the sexual torture. The drinker began thrusting faster and faster, harder and harder, pounding into her. Her exhausted pussy stretched and lubricated, which further fueled the frenzy. She could feel the bulge at the end of the rod moving up and down inside her, stroking her g-spot with an inexorable and irresistible rhythm. She came yet again, bucking and flexing within the creature's unrelenting grip. Faster and faster, again and again, and her vision began tunneling as she fought the need to black out, to physically escape from the abuse. The last thing she remembered was the drinker atop her, jackhammering her ravaged pussy with a speed that blurred reality.
****
"Okay, lift!"
The troopers used their various jacks and levers to push the drinker's gigantic shoulders upward.
"Pull it out!" Captain Ellis ordered, her voice straining under the effort.
With dread, Emma grabbed the end of the creature's drinking rod, the few inches that were not buried deep inside the Sentinel's body. Pulling hard, inch after inch found its way out of her stretched vagina.
"It's stuck," she said as her progress stopped.
"That's the sensing ball at the end," Harrison said. "It's bigger than the rod, so you have to pull hard to get it out past her opening."
Emma braced herself and pulled hard. With that effort, the Sentinel suddenly regained consciousness, weakly flailing and struggling as Emma tried to pull the large appendix out of her. With a satisfying and sickening pop, it suddenly emerged, a tennis ball-sized orb that had been tormenting the victim for weeks. Emma pressed her legs together at the thought.
"Excellent!" Jacobs said, her legs braced to keep the dead creature's front half lifted. "Now pull her out from underneath this thing."
Emma grabbed the senior Sentinel's legs and pulled. The woman was bigger than she was, attractive and busty, which Emma couldn't help but notice as she dragged her backwards. Once she was free and clear, the troopers dropped the dead drinker back to the floor with a resounding thud and swarmed around the fallen recon officer.
"I can't believe she made it," Milonas said. "That's a record, right?"
"Damn sure," Ellis said. "No one's ever even come close to three weeks before. Milonas and Harrison, get her on an IV fluid, and we'll get her back onto the transport once she's stable. She's going to make it. Jacobs and Iwakura, let's get this drinker moved back into its ship. Lieutenant Cutie Pie, you can start unloading supplies."
The next two hours was a time of hustle and bustle. Emma made several trips back and forth between the shuttle and the recon station, hauling supplies for her upcoming assignment. She helped the troopers use levers and power lifts to move the dead drinker back into its own ship, then watched as the troopers efficiently sealed up the hull breach, then released the drinker ship from its hold on the recon station. As she worked, she watched the exhausted recon officer slowly regain life, moving her limbs ever so slightly as she re-hydrated. Emma couldn't resist also gazing between the woman's legs, inspecting her reddened and swollen vulva that had been so abused and ravaged over the past three weeks. She wondered what it must have felt like, so far beyond the playfully cruel torture that the troopers had given her during the trip.
At long last, the recon ship was back in order. The strewn food containers had been picked up and reorganized, the drinker ship was floating nearby ready to be taken back for study, and the station was restocked with supplies. Iwakura and Milonas gently pulled the downed Sentinel to her feet and half-walked, half-dragged her toward the shuttle entrance. At her silent request, they turned her around so she could take one last look at her past home. The tall brunette gazed around the room, then out the window. Raising a weak arm, she pointed out the giant viewing window and tried an unsuccessful exhausted whisper.
Emma nodded. "It is beautiful, isn't it? I'll take care of the place for you."
Giving Emma robust and friendly goodbye hugs, the five troopers -- Ellis, Harrison, Jacobs, Milonas, and Iwakura -- retreated back to the shuttle and the airlock closed. Looking out the window, Emma watched them retrieve and attach the drinker ship, then quickly disappear into the distance. She was going to miss those troopers, but she had some pleasant memories to fall back on during her long days ahead.
She took a deep breath and surveyed her domain. She was alone. This was her ship. She was a true Sentinel now. Walking the length of the small vessel, she proudly inspected her tiny empire, then walked to the viewing window. The blue giant serenely burned, and the starfield glowed behind it. And down there, not far from the blue giant, were a thousand pulsing dots of light, near where her predecessor had pointed. Emma pondered it, unsure of what it was, and looked at her map. Whatever it was, it was roughly halfway between the Diomedes Galaxy and the Harmeister Cluster.
She shrugged. Whatever it was, it was beautiful.
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Liliana's heart raced as she heard the water turn off. She stood in the bedroom, shifting nervously from one foot to the other as the shower door squeaked open and the whoosh of a hair dryer began. She said a silent prayer, hoping this wasn't a mistake, then opened yet another button on her maid's uniform. It was now open almost to her sternum, showing her lacy bra underneath.
It took another five minutes for Ivan to come through the door. He was more or less stark naked, a towel around his neck but otherwise completely bare. He stopped cold in his tracks when he saw her, but made no effort to cover up.
He grinned. "What are you doing in here, darlin'?" His voice had the deep resonance of a large carnivore, a frequency that aroused a flight instinct in whoever heard it.
Liliana's dark eyes soaked in his body. The sportscasters routinely called him "the most amazing physique in America", and she concurred. His trading cards listed him as 6 feet 8 inches and 295 pounds, and he was a Roman god chiseled from stone, an awe-inspiring combination of incredible power and immaculate grace.
She felt as if she was going to faint, and her smile wavered until she could control it. "You've been telling me for weeks that you wanted to have sex with me," she said.
Ivan's eyebrows rose, and he stared pointedly at her body and her cleavage. "Now?"
She shrugged, and felt that it came off more nervous than indifferent. "Maybe we can work something out."
She swore that she saw his cock twitch. It looked somewhat small on his giant physique, but was nonetheless larger than the average man's. Everything looked small when it was near Ivan.
Fingers trembling, she upped the ante. She unbuttoned the final buttons of her uniform, and shimmied to let it slide off. She stepped out of it, now clad only in her sexiest bra and panties, their jade color perfectly complementing her bronze Hispanic skin.
His eyes flickered toward the bedroom door. "Is Julie gone?"
Liliana tried to hide her incredulousness. "She's gone for a week, remember? She left this morning to visit her mother."
His grin became more relaxed, and his cock twitched again. It looked like it was growing. "Strip it all off. Show me you're worth it."
Her nostrils flared for just an instant. But he had given her an opening.
"What's it worth to you?"
Ivan's brow rose, and then he laughed. "I can walk out that door right now and bring back three of you within the hour."
It was probably true, so Liliana swallowed her gut response. "Maybe, but they don't live in the house and have their own room."
The man's laughter gave way to thought. "So you're proposing something ongoing?"
Liliana stepped out of her heels, then reached behind her to unfasten her bra. With a deep breath, she pulled it forward, letting it fall to the floor. She looked down at her breasts, nice firm C cups with oversized chocolate areolae. Her lovers were always surprised at the size of her areolae given her petite stature. "Wouldn't it be nice to have more than just Julie available in the house?"
Ivan quickly closed the distance between them. He towered a full 18 inches over her, so tall that she barely came up to his famous pectorals, and he weighed nearly triple her 103 pounds. He was extraordinarily intimidating, particularly when you knew his reputation, but he was also a handsome man, a perfect specimen who could turn a woman's head beyond mere size. If a girl could set aside her fears, this had the potential to be enjoyable.
But she couldn't set aside her fears, not with this man. She looked up into his eyes. "I heard that you paid a waitress $10,000 for one night."
He paid no attention to her words, his eyes fixed on her breasts. Enormous hands suddenly enveloped them, kneading their flesh. She held her ground and let him play, but realized that it had been a mistake to give him so much so fast. She had been too anxious.
"I can show you more," she said, "but let's make a deal first. I've read that you have women on call in every city in the league. What are you paying them? Remember, I could be right down the hall."
He ignored her, but nodded appraisingly. "Your tits are nice. A little small, but nice."
Liliana's temper flared, but she bit her tongue. Julie was indeed bigger than her, but then again Julie was a one of a kind beauty. It's not as if Liliana's breasts were small by any measure, and in fact, they were large on her small frame. Her lovers generally agreed that they were her best feature.
Instead of challenging him, though, she smiled woodenly as he groped her and merely said, "I really like them. They stand up."
"Speaking of standing up, you're too short," he laughed. "I can't reach you down there." Suddenly an iron hand shot between her legs.
"Aaah!" Liliana's legs flailed, her hands desperately grabbing for his forearms. He was effortlessly lifting her by the front of her panties, pulling her up to his height. The thin material knifed into her vulva as her weight was lifted onto it.
"Oh! No! Stop it!" She frantically tried to ease the pressure on her crotch by grabbing his tree-trunk forearms, but to little effect. It was still torturous, and she panted in pain as his tongue invaded her open mouth.
She couldn't pull away, couldn't ease the pressure. He held her in the air effortlessly with one hand, the other gripping the back of her neck as if she were a kitten. Desperately, she tried to wrap her legs around his waist, seeking any support other than the thin strip of material burying itself between her legs. It wasn't enough. His tongue explored her mouth roughly while she struggled. When he eventually pulled back out, grinning like a rogue, she gasped, "Let me down. Please. It hurts."
"You want down?" He straightened his tree trunk arms, pushing her out to arm's length from his body and forcing her legs away from his waist. Stranded in mid-air, she kicked and flailed in vain, unable to ease the crippling pressure on her vulva and clitoris.
"Pleaseohgodthathurtsthathurtsthathurts...let me down!" She tried to kick at him in desperation, but his arms were so long that she couldn't reach. She had expected trouble knowing how he treated Julie, but expectations were easier to deal with than reality.
"What will you do for me?" His smile was cruel.
Pain was clouding Liliana's mind. "Down," she grunted through clenched teeth. "Please, down."
"What will you do for me?" He jiggled his powerful arms up and down, making her howl in pain. She could hear a rip in the fabric. "Will you give me a test drive tonight?"
"Yes!" What did he want? She was going to do that anyway. The man was insane.
He laughed, and the next thing she knew, she was flying through the air, her panties torn away from her body as she was launched. The bed was easily eight feet away, and she landed on her stomach in the deep sheets and comforter, the force of the throw sending her tumbling.
Rolling onto her back, she looked his way as she cradled her pussy in relief. He was strolling arrogantly toward her, his erection now at full mast. In the league, he was called Ivan the Terrible, and he was infamous for his temper and his dirty play. His cruelty extended to the bedroom, too. Maybe she'd bitten off more than she could chew.
She remembered the game plan. You did not want Ivan to pin your down. She tried to rise to her knees.
He offered an approving grunt as he approached. "You keep a little hair down there. I like that. Let me check it out." He was on the bed now and grabbed her shoulder, effortlessly pulling her back down. In an instant she was trapped beneath him as he sat on her waist facing her vulva. Trapped beneath his mass, her legs parted compliantly from a million years of instinct, and she felt fingers stroking through her trimmed mane of pubic hair, then sliding down across her vulva lips to play with them. She braced herself for penetration by his fingers, but it mercifully didn't come. He seemed to enjoy playing with her outer structure.
She let him play for a few moments, her body tense as she formulated her next step. "Lie down," she whispered after some quick thinking. "Let me show you what I've got."
He grinned and flipped over on his large marital bed, rolling her with him until she straddled his midsection. Her knees settled wide across his frame. She leaned in and kissed him, gently and romantically, and to her surprise she got the same kiss back.
He could be quite a catch. He was handsome and he was famous and he was rich. Very, very rich. He had one of the biggest contracts in the league. She could see why Julie had become enamored with him at first. He would be an amazing trophy if a woman could only control his mean streak. And his cheating. And his perversions. And his attitude. Julie couldn't do that, though, and if she couldn't do it, it was doubtful that anyone could.
Liliana rose up, arching her back and displaying herself to him. Cupping her breasts, she looked down at the body that she worked so hard to keep toned. She was petite, but she was strong; if Julie could handle three years of marriage to him, Liliana could certainly handle him for just one night.
But suddenly he was pawing her breasts again, reaching in to grab her nipples. He twisted them hard. "Ow!" she complained. "Gentle, please."
"I don't do gentle." Pulling her nipples hard, he drew her head down to his, and they kissed again on his terms, his tongue pushing deep within her mouth.
One giant arm wrapped around her slender upper back, pinning her to him. The other began exploring further down, an enormous hand stroking and kneading her buttocks. She had to admit that it felt nice as his power massaged her. Her lips were still pressed into his, or else she would have cooed in pleasure.
After a moment, the fingers edged toward her crack, then followed it down. Liliana's eyes popped open when a finger began stroking her anus. It felt quite nice, but ... but ...
She pulled her face from his as the finger pressed into her. She yelped in protest and tried to twist away. "Don't do that. Take it out."
Ivan the Terrible laughed. The finger went in further, causing Liliana to squeal at the sensation. She wriggled to escape, but was pinned against him. The finger kept invading, and her protests only seemed to fuel him further. She had no choice but to accept it.
Her teeth gritted as he explored. She couldn't let him take control. The key to the whole situation was to keep him on the receiving side. "Let me suck you," she said, trying to distract him. "I want to feel your dick in my mouth."
He laughed, and with a sudden movement his finger was out of her, so quickly that her anus spasmed, causing her to arch upward and gasp. Ivan the Terrible laughed again, then put his hands behind his head and waited, a grin on his face.
Liliana gathered her composure and rose back to a sitting position. Moving down between his legs, she inspected his erect penis. There were a million rumors about his infidelity to Julie, stories that everyone knew but no one would confirm. The league avidly protect its stars, which meant that poor Julie had no ability to point a finger, no evidence on which to take marital justice. Fortunately, there was no visual evidence that he'd ever bedded the wrong girl because his penis was clean and well-shaped and perfectly formed, just like the rest of him. She smiled sexily up at him and wrapped her hand around it, teasing it with a very slow up and down flutter of her fingers.
He moaned in appreciation and lay back. This was a good situation for her, so she kept it up. Light touches, then a slow and sensuous downstroke as she made a ring with her thumb and fingers.
"Do you like that?" she asked, studying his face for a reaction. With her other hand, she began slowly stroking and lifting his balls.
He was smiling, watching her as she worked. "That's fantastic, baby. Fantastic."
Liliana glanced at the night stand. There, on Julie's side of the bed, was the couple's wedding picture, a large 8x10 in a gilt frame. Julie was angelic, a wispy 5-6 blonde with a perfect face and improbable figure. She had once been a fast-rising fashion model before she became Mrs. Ivan the Terrible, and everyone who met her fell in love with her. Everyone. Seared indelibly into her memory, Liliana still remembered the day they met, back during her job interview, and the connection she had felt. Julie was special.
She stroked Ivan's cock again. Lilianna felt bad doing such things in a woman's marital bed, and particularly Julie's, but business was business.
"Does Julie give you handjobs like this?"
"Julie does whatever I want, baby. Now start sucking me."
Liliana licked her lips, then scooted back and knelt down between his powerful legs. Starting at the top of his scrotum, she ran her tongue slowly up his length. He sighed appreciatively.
"I give great blowjobs," she said seductively, smiling up at him.
"Show me," he grinned back.
She took a few moments to give him all of her attention. Licking him again from top to bottom and back, she took his head into her mouth, swirling her tongue across it. She fondled his balls with one hand and grasped the base of his cock in the other. Bobbing up and down, she gave him the best she had, hoping she could get him to finish quickly.
This was not her favorite thing to do these days, but it was still pleasurable and she enjoyed displaying her talents. His cock was rigid as steel and he seemed content to enjoy her work. But she couldn't talk with a cock in her mouth, and she needed to talk to him. After several minutes, she rose up. "I want to ride you."
"You want to ride me?"
"Yeah." Rising to her knees, Lilianna smiled teasingly at him. "You've been pushing me for this ever since Julie hired me," she said in her most seductive voice. "Do you have sex with all of the family maids or is it just me?"
Ivan smirked. "I fuck whoever I want. But you're the hottest maid we've ever had."
Smiling knowingly, Lilianna took a deep breath and moved on top of the athlete's hips. She needed to keep in control of the physical situation, not let him start getting aggressive. She pulled his cock upright, slid her slit up it for lubrication, then brought the head against her opening. Slowly she lowered herself down, taking inch after inch as they both sighed in pleasure.
She took a moment to savor it once he was inside her to the hilt. It filled her up quite nicely, warm and organic, pliable yet firm. From a purely physical standpoint, there was something to be said for a real man over a strap-on or dildo. She began to slowly, very slowly, move herself up and down.
"You're really tight, baby." He brought his enormous hands up to fondle her breasts.
"You like it?" She gave him her best bedroom gaze as she slowly and rhythmically rose and lowered herself on him.
"I love it. You're fantastic. You may be the tightest pussy I've ever had."
The key with Ivan was to stay on top of him, to stay in control of the scenario. You didn't want to let him start taking over. She reached behind her and gently stroked his balls. She was nervous as he began toying with her nipples, but he wasn't hurting them, just gently squeezing and pulling. She knew it could change in an instant, though, so she couldn't relax. Ivan was unpredictable.
They kept the position for several minutes. Liliana gradually increased her rhythm, offering some high-pitched moans to spur him on. She wouldn't mind if she could finish him off in this position, but she could tell he wasn't close. He was just lying there enjoying her.
Since he clearly had stamina, this was a good time to broach the conversation. "You know, I hear you and Julie having sex sometimes," she said.
Ivan laughed. "You hear us all the way in your room? That's halfway across the house."
"Yeah."
"She has to earn her allowance."
"I hear her crying and begging. I wonder what you're doing to her. I don't like hearing it, but it makes me curious."
"All in good fun, baby."
Liliana was enjoying the sex more than she should, and she felt guilty about it. From inside the wedding photo, Julie's joyous face stared at her as she rode the woman's husband. Julie was beatific in that photo, beautiful beyond reason and happy beyond compare on her doomed wedding day. Liliana felt a little bad accelerating the marriage's demise; such things went against her Catholic upbringing. But then, she was doing a lot of things these days that went against her upbringing.
Liliana looked down at Ivan's giant pecs, his six-pack abs. Married or not, his cock felt wonderful. She ran her hands over his stomach, and gasped as he twisted a finger underneath to rub her clitoris. She wiggled her hips atop him and tried a different tack. "You like some kinky stuff, I think" she said.
He looked at her with new interest, his mouth curling up into a sinister smile. "We all do," he said. "What do you like?"
Liliana was moving more quickly now, impaling herself rhythmically on the cock beneath her, clenching to give him maximum pleasure. "I see other women come in. I hear threesomes and foursomes."
Ivan the Terrible's face split into a huge grin. "Does it make you hot?"
Liliana pondered whether to answer, but why not? It didn't matter at this point. "Yeah. I want to be in here. I want to eat Julie out."
The giant's jaw dropped, and then he laughed. Grabbing her ribs, he pulled her up and down on him as if she were a rag doll to increase her pace. "So you like girls?"
Liliana grunted as his cock spiked into her harder. "Yeah," she panted. "I see you bringing beautiful women in here all the time, and then I hear the sex. And the kinky stuff. I also hear Julie having sex with them and I want to join."
Ivan released her and put a hand on her shoulder, forcing her to sit fully impaled on his penis. "Stop for a minute. You're about to make me cum," he ordered. She welcomed the slowdown herself.
He gazed her up and down. "I would've never guessed that you're a lesbo."
She bristled. "I'm bisexual. I fall in love with the person, not the gender." She sat still, resting and flexing on the cock that was imbedded deep within her. "Tell me, is Julie bisexual?"
Ivan's meaty hands moved down to her breasts, making her wince as he forcefully kneaded them. "Those girls you see? She fucks them, if that's what you mean."
"Did you know she was bisexual when you met her? I mean, was it her idea or yours to bring in other girls?"
Ivan's eyes focused on a distant memory. He looked up at Liliana, and his eyes darted left and right as if to be sure no one else was in the room. "Wanna hear a funny story?" he asked.
Liliana was allowing him to manhandle her breasts, while she reached behind herself to fondle his balls. "Tell me."
"I think I made her bisexual."
Liliana's thin eyebrows arched. "You can't make a person bisexual."
"Well, I did."
"How?"
"Start riding me again and I'll tell you. It's a hot story."
Liliana began slowly sliding her tunnel up and down his cock, massaging it with her slippery silkiness.
Ivan was clearly proud of himself. "I kept telling her I wanted a threesome," he chuckled, "and she kept saying no. Like, a really hard no. She said she wasn't interested in girls.
"Well, I thought maybe she just needed to learn. You know, throw her in the deep end. So one Saturday afternoon we were fucking, and I told her again. 'I want a threesome,' I said. 'I want to see you 69ing another woman.' She said no again, and I decided it was time. So I tied her down on the bed."



"You tied her down?"
"Yeah. It's really hot to fuck a tied-down girl. So anyway, I tied her down, spread-eagled her right here on the bed like I was going to fuck her. But I didn't. Instead, I made some calls."
Liliana knew where the story arc was headed, but had to ask. "Some calls?"
"Yeah. She thought I was bluffing until the doorbell rang. And then she totally freaked out."
Liliana tried to imagine poor sweet Julie tied to the bed, her slender arms and legs stretched to each corner of the four poster, terrified and helpless. The thought made her angry, but she swallowed her reaction.
"I brought in a couple of girls I know. One was an Asian girl, really hot with big tits, and the other one was this gorgeous brunette. Really aggressive girl, that brunette. And I told them that Julie was all theirs, and that I wanted them to wear her out. Then I went over there to the sitting area and watched college football all afternoon."
Liliana was speechless for a moment. "What did they do?" She subconsciously reached between her legs, gently rubbing her clit as she rode Ivan.
He laughed in reverie. "Everything, baby. They did everything They worked her all afternoon and half the evening. She was yelling a lot at first, calling me every name in the book, but eventually they broke her. She gave up and just let them do her."
Liliana bit her tongue. "So you forced her to have sex with women?"
Ivan grinned, his eyes twinkling. "She fought them like you wouldn't believe, but they worked her over hard. Hottest thing I've ever seen. They fucked her with strap-ons, used vibrators on her, licked her... they even finally got her to lick them and I got to see my 69ing dream come true. When they finally finished up, she could barely move, and then I fucked her hard while she was still tied up." He chuckled at the memory. "She wouldn't talk to me for a week after that."
Liliana had an overwhelming urge to slap this beast, to tell him what she really thought. But now was not the time, not at all. "And you think that turned her bisexual?"
The memory was clearly exciting him. She could feel his cock twitching inside her even as she rode it. "Maybe not that time," he laughed, "but I did it again a couple of weeks later, and then a couple more times after that. I'd chase her down, tie her to the bed, call a couple of girls from my book, and they'd fuck her all night. No mercy, man. After a while, she'd beg to do anything for me just to make them stop. It was so hot."
Liliana tried to hide her anger. She had heard that begging from her room, seen the women coming and going. She knew what was happening to Julie and how she felt about it. But was Ivan self-aware enough to know? "So she didn't want you to tie her up and do those things? She didn't ask for it?"
Ivan the Terrible got a particular look when he was about to do something terrible, and it was petrifying. The announcers knew it, his opponents knew it, and all of a sudden Lilianna now knew it. Her heart froze as she saw rage flash across his face and she knew that she had pushed too far.
In a flash, her world turned upside down. With a flick of an arm, Ivan flipped her onto her back, and suddenly 300 pounds of world-class athlete was on top of her. She tried to escape, but the struggle was futile and brief. No one stopped Ivan the Terrible from getting what he wanted.
"My turn now," Ivan said. He forced her legs apart easily and with one strong thrust was buried deep inside her. Liliana let out a gasp of protest, but it was too late. He was already pumping, and pumping vigorously. Trapped beneath him, she was helpless to resist, her inner chamber stretched to the hilt as he repeatedly buried himself inside her. His size forced her legs wide apart and his mass buried her into the bed.
He pounded her for several minutes. She had lost control of the situation, but she was fully expecting something like this to happen, so she yielded herself and absorbed his aggression. To her surprise, it actually was exciting from a pure physical standpoint. It had been a while since she'd had sex with a man, and of course she'd never had sex with a man like this. So he pumped and she gasped, wrapping her legs around him and allowing him to take his pleasure. His pace eventually sped up and his breathing accelerated, and then suddenly he was over the edge, grunting in ecstasy as he pumped his life force into her.
When it was over, he slumped onto her, pressing her deep into the mattress. His firm penis remained buried inside her, and as he rested she tried to move her hips, get that last little push that she herself needed. He took it as encouragement and his cock remained hard, so he began slowly massaging it inside her. It was more for his pleasure than hers, but it worked both ways.
She took the opportunity. "So what do you think?" she said. "How would you like this more often?"
"That'd be great, baby."
"How much?"
"We'll work something out."
She thought for a moment.
"The other women who come over. Who are they?"
"Just some girls that I fuck when Julie's out of town."
Liliana smiled in victory.
"What do they get paid?"
"That's between me and my agent."
Liliana smiled again. He was sharing information. "I'll play with them if you want."
He shifted, raising himself up on his arms. He appraised her body from his vantage point, his cock still buried deep within her. "Now I'd pay to see that," he quipped.
Now came another risk. "Ten thousand a month," she said. "For ten thousand a month you can come into my room any time, and I'll also play with the other girls."
"You'll 69 them?"
"Sure."
"Will you let them go two on one on you?"
Liliana swallowed her fears. "I'm .. I'm not sure about that."
"You'll do it. What about Julie? Maybe I'll bring you in the next time she's tied down."
Ah, sweet beautiful Julie. A line had to be drawn. "No. Not Julie. Not like that."
She saw the rage begin to cloud Ivan's face again. "What's wrong with doing Julie?"
Liliana shook her head, choosing her words carefully. "She doesn't want to do that," she said. "She just wants love. I hear things when you bring women over."
"What things?"
"I hear her pleading for mercy." Liliana knew she shouldn't say more, but she couldn't help herself. "It breaks my heart." A tear rose in her eye.
For just a moment, Ivan's countenance softened, and he averted his eyes like someone who had just been caught. "That's different," he said. "'Don't worry about that. But the truth is...like I said, the truth is that I made her bisexual. She likes fucking around with women."
"Why do you keep saying that?"
"Because it's true!" Ivan frowned, his eyes distracted in thought. "She didn't like it at first. But more and more, I think she's starting to like it. I've been noticing..." he shook his head. "I think she's starting to like it."
Liliana was curious now. "What are you noticing?"
"She hates the rough stuff. You're right about that. She yells and fights when I tie her down and get girls to double team her. But if I just bring over one girl, a nice girl...", his pace inside Liliana kicked up a notch. "I think she's enjoying the 69ing. She's making out with them. She's been taking charge more and asking for stuff. I'm serious. I think she likes it now. She's even told me a few times that she thinks you're hot."
Liliana couldn't contain her grin. "Maybe she always liked women and was just afraid to try it."
Ivan shrugged. "Maybe. Whatever it is, I like it. That girl can eat pussy with the best of them."
Liliana smiled again, but stuck to business.
"But if she likes it, then why do I still hear her pleading for mercy sometimes? What are you doing to her?"
Ivan rose off of Liliana, settling onto his knees between her spread legs. His smile was bone-chilling as he scanned her nude figure. "Sometimes we play games that she doesn't like," he said. "And that reminds me. It's time to finish my test drive."
The look on Ivan's face terrified Liliana. She instinctively tried to bolt from the bed, but he grabbed a leg.
"Time for Round Two." Ivan The Terrible pulled her toward him and flipped her over onto her stomach. Trapping her easily beneath him, he reached over to Julie's nightstand and opened it up. Buried beneath him, Liliana was horrified to see him pull out a tube of lubricant.
"No! No! I don't want that!"
She was face down, completely helpless to resist, and then it got worse. He casually tossed the lube on the bed next to her face, then grabbed her wrist. His mammoth hands swallowed it up and he pulled it over her head. After some fumbling, she felt a leather cuff wrap around it, and then a click.
She fought like a tigress, but had no chance. Within two minutes, he had her spread-eagled on the bed, face down. She saw that the cuffs had dog-leash clasps, easy to open and close if you had access, impossible if your wrists and ankles were the ones inside. These were the cuffs that he used on Julie, apparently always at the ready underneath the sheets.
Her heartbeat spiked. "No! I don't want this! No!"
"You'll love it," Ivan said. "And even if you don't, I will."
Reaching between her legs, he grabbed her short mane of pubic hair and pulled upward, forcing her to raise her hips with a squeal. With a practiced hand, he slid a pillow beneath her hips, forcing her ass into the air. She saw him reach for the tube of lubricant.
"I don't want this! I don't do this! Just call the girls! I'll do whatever you want with them!" It was a fantasy of hers to be taken like this, a forbidden fantasy that she never dared think about in reality. But not with Ivan, not with his kind.
She suddenly felt a cold wetness at the top of her crack. It flowed downward, down into her rosebud and even further down to her vulva.
Liliana struggled mightily with a strength borne of panic. But Ivan The Terrible was Ivan The Terrible. He laughed at her hysterical thrashing and easily pinned her motionless. She felt a finger ring her anal opening, then push.
"Damn, you're tight. This is going to be fun. And when we're done, I'll even let you pick the type of girls you want working you over. Do you like blondes?"
Liliana grunted at the physical intrusion, but knew much worse was about to come. She pulled desperately against the leather cuffs, but was held fast. This was not part of the plan, not at all, and she was simultaneously terrified and aroused. She was living the noises that she had masturbated to all these months. She was now the one being taken.
"Now, let's see how tight you are back here when the big artillery comes in." He repositioned himself and she felt further pressure spreading her legs as his rod moved between her cheeks.
"Auuuuuuugh!" Slowly, ever so slowly, his cock head pushed into her rectal opening. She tried to push forward against the pillow, but was trapped. With a surge in pressure, he entered her.
Behind her, she heard Ivan groan in pleasure, pushing slowly into her until his hips met her cheeks. At maximum depth, he stopped to enjoy the sensation as Liliana's back arched in sublime discomfort. "So let's make that deal. But ten grand is a little steep. I'll slide you five thousand extra dollars in cash every month, and you'll let me do whatever I want and keep your mouth shut. Julie's already suspicious as hell that I do stuff without her."
She felt him pull back out most of the way, but knew what was coming. Sure enough, he paused and then reversed course, this time pushing into her with a bit more force.
"Auuuuugh! You're too big! Too big!"
Out, then back in. "Do we have a deal?"
Liliana gritted her teeth, exhaling strongly at the intense sensations. "Pull out," she bargained in a gasp. "I'll ... I'll give you a great blow job." She pulled frantically and fruitlessly at the leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles.
Out, then back in. "Julie agreed to do other women with me, but I'm not supposed to do anything without her. So you'll have to keep your mouth shut, right? This is just between you and me. Tell me we have a deal."
"Deal! Deal! Just take it out! I'm begging you!" Liliana realized that she'd heard similar words coming from this bed before, back when she was new at the job. Back when she'd first started connecting with Julie during those quiet, empty days when Ivan was at practice.
"Yeah, it'll be great," Ivan said. "I can fuck you when she's out shopping, and you can give me blow jobs in your room, and maybe I'll even finger fuck you when you're making the bed in the morning. How does that sound?"
In and out, in and out. His pace was speeding up as he abused her helpless and pinned body.
"You know what else I really like?" he said as he thrust into her. "Even more than fucking a girl in the ass? I like fucking a girl who's exhausted. I like fucking a girl who's sweaty and tired and has cum half a dozen times against her will, and she's begging me to stop ramming it up her. And guess what we're going to do tonight."
His hand burrowed beneath her hip, fingers finding her clit. He began briskly rubbing it in a manner that was far more intense and painful than pleasurable.
Liliana writhed and flexed, trying to protect her sensitive nub. "Ow! Ow! Stop it! Too much!"
But no one told Ivan the Terrible what to do. So for several minutes he violated her and molested her, and she screamed and pleaded in an empty mansion, begging for mercy from a man who had none.
His breath fell softly on her ear. "I'm going to keep going until I finish up here, and then I'll call a couple of girls to work on you. We have all night."
And at that moment, the crash occurred.
It sounded almost like a minor explosion, shaking the massive house. The sound of a car horn rhythmically honking intruded into the room.
"What the - " Ivan pulled his erect cock out of Liliana quickly, causing her to squeal as her anus quickly clamped shut. She gasped at the same time that he cursed. Stepping off the bed, he hustled to his chest of drawers and threw on a pair of shorts. "Don't move," he warned, apparently forgetting that Lilianna was tied and helpless.
What had happened? He disappeared down the hall, leaving her alone. She pulled on the leather cuffs, but was helpless, face down, ass thrust up. Frustrated, she spat out a curse. This was spiraling in the wrong direction.
Moments later, quick footsteps again reverberated in the hallway, but these were smaller, lighter than the hulking pace of Ivan. Liliana craned her head around in curiosity, looking toward the door. Her eyes popped open.
"Julie?"
Ivan's beautiful blonde wife hurtled into the room, lean and gorgeous in a t-shirt and yoga pants. She scanned Liliana's spread and exposed body.
"What are you doing here?" Liliana hissed. "You're supposed to be at the airport!"
Julie was already unclasping the leather cuffs from Liliana's wrists, climbing onto the bed that the two had enjoyed so much over the past few months. "I'm still recording, don't worry. But I was afraid for you, so I snuck in and was watching the video feed from the guest room, just in case. He's so mean when he ties me up...I couldn't let him do this to you. Are you okay?"
Each woman was now working on Liliana's ankle cuffs. "I'll survive," Liliana said. "What did you do to get him out of the room?"
"I smashed his Lamborghini through the wall of the garage. We've only got a minute or two before he comes back, and he'll kill us if he catches us. Hurry!"
Liliana crawled carefully off the bed, sore from the last hour of action. "Grab the camera," she said. Julie ran to the dresser and grabbed a small fake clock that faced the bed, then grabbed the Hispanic woman's hand.
"Run!"
The two women burst into the hallway, running toward the back door. "I'm naked!" Liliana whispered.
"No time - run with me! We've got clothes in the car!"
The two women burst out the back door of the mansion, hurtling across the huge lawn. Liliana could hear Ivan the Terrible cursing at the front of the house, and she sprinted in sheer terror. Julie pulled her toward a patio table that was staged against the estate's tall stone wall, and the two women bounded up it, then threw themselves over the barrier. The pair, one naked and one clothed, ran through a neighbor's estate lawn toward a waiting car, its roof piled high with suitcases and trunks. Julie shoved Liliana through the open door, then dove in herself, landing on Liliana in a featherweight pile.
"Go! Go!" Julie commanded, and the car began moving.
Liliana wriggled around until she was on her back, Julie atop her. The beautiful blonde offered a radiant smile. "We made it!" she said, and the two women kissed in a passionate embrace that seemed to last a lifetime
Eventually Liliana disengaged. "Did we get enough evidence?"
Julie nodded. "I think so. Amy?" She rose off Liliana and pulled her upright into the back seat.
The driver of the car turned around. It was Amy, Julie's divorce lawyer. The woman grinned. "Oh, yeah, you did wonderful. We were streaming the camera footage right into our files and you got him to admit everything - infidelity, spousal abuse, and we've even got a rape charge in our pocket now if you want it. No divorce judge in the country would ignore that footage, and he'll never let it get that far. If the world sees what he was doing to you his career is over. With a gag agreement, we're a sure bet to get half of everything."
Julie grinned at Liliana, her face aglow. "And you and I will have a brand new start together in New York," she said, leaning in to give Liliana a delicate kiss on the cheek. "I'm sorry you had to go through that for me. You're my hero."
Liliana gently rubbed her vulva, still stimulated and sensitive from the cock that had stretched it. She was ashamed that it had felt so good, even if it still wasn't as good as Julie's tongue.
A smile spread across her face. "Sometimes you have to take one for the team."
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I pretended to read my book, but I was far too distracted to make it look believable. The coffee shop was busier than I'd hoped, with a steady stream of people coming and going, and I looked up to observe each of them from my quiet spot in the corner. A man entered, a woman left, another arrived, and every time the small bell jingled over the door, my heart skipped a beat.
I shifted on the couch. This was stupid. It was ridiculous to think that it could happen. I was just going to sit with a cup of coffee and go back to my hotel room. And I hated coffee.
The bell jingled again. A mature woman entered, perhaps in her early forties, petite with black hair. She wore a long stylish coat that was heavier than the weather required, and its hem danced around her shapely calves as she walked. She briefly scanned the room, her mouth set in resolution, her face anxious. Behind her she pulled a small overnight bag, its wheels clacking on the tile floor.
I sat up straight on the couch.
She went to the counter and had a short discussion with the counter girl. As she settled up her order, then waited on its preparation, she again glanced quickly over her shoulder toward the sitting area.
I put down my book, my heart beating faster.
Maybe.
When I glanced up again a moment later, she was distracted, accepting her drink from the counter girl. This gave me a long moment to study her from the back. She had an attractive figure under the coat, her hips slim but curvy beneath a narrow waist. Her hair was cut short, a pixie cut that exposed the back of her neck.
Possibly.
Drink in hand, she turned toward the sitting area. Almost immediately we made eye contact. A brief bolt of lightning surged between us, an innate and intuitive realization of each that the other was real. She looked down at the floor for a moment, then took a deep breath as if she was making a decision. I pretended to look back down to my book, every fiber of my being concentrating on my peripheral vision.
Definitely.
Footsteps approached across the hardwood floor. There was an easy chair across the small table from my couch, firm and high in structure, and she chose it.
She set her cup of tea on the table, casually turning it. Per the custom, a name was scribbled across it.
Sparrow.
I smiled.
I reached to my own cup of coffee on the table, turning it so the name faced toward her.
Hunter.
Sitting six feet apart, the rest of the world went silent and motionless as we studied each other. We had never seen each other, did not know each other's names, and yet we knew each other intimately. She was just what she had told me, and what I had pieced together from her words over so many months - mature, attractive, graceful - and I hoped that I was what she had pictured. Her eyes met mine, her irises a dark Italian brown. She had a naturally wide-eyed look, the whites of her eyes as prominent as the irises, and the implied innocence both supported and refuted what I knew about her. Eternity elapsed in thirty seconds as we both pondered what would happen next.
I swallowed hard, then my mouth curled into a shallow smile. "Feel free to take your coat off," I said.
She smiled shakily back, her emotion seeming as sickly nervous as mine was. She looked at the two cups on the table for a moment, then back at me.
"Okay," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.
She stood and unbuckled the belt that held her coat closed, then slid it over her shoulders and off. Underneath, she was wearing a snug cashmere sweater of powder blue, tucked into a pleated black mini-skirt that was bold but classy. I nodded my approval. Her curves, not evident under the coat, were quite impressive as the sweater molded itself over them.
She sat back down and picked up her tea. Taking a sip, she looked outside at the overcast day. She and I were just strangers, two strangers sitting in a coffee shop.
She spread her knees slightly.
Behind me, there was nothing but a bare corner. No one could see her. Surreptitiously checking for onlookers, her free hand grasped the mini skirt material, pulling it up ever so slightly.
Oh, my god. She was really going to do it. I could feel my cock beginning to swell.
Another drink, another glance, another slight pull of the material. It was now passing the point of modesty, and no one knew but me.
Without warning, her smile became more emboldened. Seeing that the coast was clear, her fingers quickly walked the fabric, gripping the hem. Up, up, up, and suddenly there was no more leg to be shown. She spread her knees wider.
I had never seen that pussy before, but I knew it intimately. I knew the sparse and neatly trimmed thatch of jet black pubic hair. I knew the graceful prominence of the mons veneris, and the delights that lay below. In my mind and my words, I had touched it, tasted it, explored it, and ravaged it. And now, at long last, I had finally seen it.
She sat still for several long moments, offering it to me for review and inspection and enjoyment. I took full advantage, shifting a bit to rearrange my now rock-hard cock inside my jeans. She noticed and found humor in it.
A man bought coffee and walked in our direction. Spooked by the footsteps behind her, she abruptly dropped her skirt, smoothing it back to respectability.
I reached into my pocket and pulled out the key card to my hotel room. I set it between the cups, halfway between Hunter and Sparrow.
Now a decent and law-abiding woman again, she folded her arms across her breasts, studying it. We both knew the situation; this was her final decision in the dance we had concocted. She could leave now, and we would both walk away into the night, content that our little coffee shop fantasy had come to life. We would be done, and we would both smile at the memory.
If she picked it up, she was committing herself to a much deeper experience.
Our eyes met again. Her narrow eyebrows rose in question, and I nodded.
She picked up the key.
****
It had started so innocently.
We had met in a chat room, just two people who wanted to discuss movies amid a sea of late-night chatter. After a few minutes of typing back and forth, I clicked the small box next to her name, curious to learn more. She was in Portland versus my Chicago, she was in her early forties, a bit younger than me, and she was female. That was all I knew, and for the purpose of discussing movies, it was all I needed to know.
It was supposed to be a one-time thing. That's the way it works, two anonymous ghosts alone on a winter night, haunting each other's computer screens for a couple of hours before drifting away. But we liked each other. We connected quickly, having similar tastes and standards, and we each understood the other's jokes and references. We even flirted a little. After a long discussion deep into the night, we agreed to meet again a week later, and then again a week after that. The discussions began meandering beyond movies. It became like meeting a friend for coffee. We even traded photos, and I was pleasantly surprised. She had nice eyes and a cute mouth, topped off by a stylish pixie cut that swept over her head like a peacock plume. She had a mildly golden-complexion and claimed a half-Italian, half-Korean background, though I had trouble seeing which half of her came from where.
Common folklore is that men and women can't be friends, that at some point sex inevitably enters the minds of one or both if the relationship moves beyond hello. As a general rule, I scoff at that theory, believing that we are more refined as a species. Sure, she and I flirted a bit, but it was friendly banter. We were just typing. We wouldn't go over the line.
But then we went over the line.
We were talking about some forgettable trashy movie it happened. It wasn't intentional, or maybe it was. Maybe it was happenstance, or maybe such things are destined to happen when a man and a woman like each other. Regardless of the reason, it happened.
We were typing back and forth.
Me: It annoyed me that the woman stayed with the villain.
Her: Why?
Me: Are you kidding? He tied her over a bench and let his friends have sex with her. And then in the next scene she's going out to dinner with him. It's ridiculous.
Her: Maybe, but not necessarily.
Me: Not necessarily?
Her: Maybe she liked it.
Me: She liked being tied down and having sex forced on her by a bunch of henchmen?
There was a long pause before her text appeared on my screen. I wondered if I had crossed some feminist line.
Her: Some women like it.
I stared at the screen for a moment, pondering my response.
Me: They like it?
Her: Some woman like being taken. Being forced.
Me: How common is this?
Her: More common that you would think. It turns some women on.
This time it was my turn for a long pause. Don't do it, I told myself. Don't do it. Stop typing.
I typed anyway.
Me: Does it turn you on?
****
We left the coffee shop, with me pulling her overnight bag. My hotel was only a block away, and the first half block passed in silence.
She bit her lip as we waited at a crosswalk, her eyes focused on the past. "I can't believe I just did that."
I couldn't stop a smile. "Neither can I."
She shook her head slowly, looking into the street with a smile that was half disbelief, half pride. "That's not who I am. I've never done anything like that in my life."
The light changed and we continued our walk. "Isn't that the whole point of this?"
This time, the smile crept onto her face. "Apparently it is."
I was nine inches taller than her, so she was forced to look up at me. "I've got to tell you," she said. "This is kind of scary to me. My knees are shaking."
"Mine, too." I waited several more strides before saying the words that I didn't want to say, but knew I should. "It's not too late to call it off."
"Not in a million years."
With that, we both burst into laughter. This was the personality I knew from the chat room.
We entered the hotel, and I guided her onto the elevator, placing a hand gently at the small of her back. The touch tingled. I pressed the 9th floor button and we stood in an awkwardness that was thick even for an elevator. I wanted to kiss her, to pull her into my body and envelop her, but that's not why we were here.
I remembered my duty.
"Did you pick a safe word?" I asked.
"Yes. It's 'airplane'."
"Airplane?"
"Yeah, as in 'take off'."
I chuckled. "Okay. You say 'airplane' and whatever we're doing stops immediately. Got it."
She smiled demurely, her eyes rising seductively to meet mine. "I don't plan on using it. I trust you. But I want to be close to using it." She winked at me and smiled.
I smiled back and eyed her up and down, watching from the corner of my eye as the elevator lights moved from floor to floor. What a strange world we lived in. We didn't know each other's names, and yet we knew each other intimately. We didn't recognize each other's faces in a coffee shop, and yet we trusted each other with our most deeply hidden secrets.
We walked down the hall to Room 955. Sparrow's key opened the lock. My heart was beating faster. Was this really going to happen?
I took a deep breath and began to get into character. I gripped her upper arm gently, but with strength. "You realize, my sparrow, that once you cross that threshold you belong to me, right?"
Her eyes flashed mischief. "Not necessarily. I'm not easily conquered."
"We'll see about that."
She turned her foot shyly, looked at me for a moment, and suddenly stepped into our personal distance.
It was not a kiss of passion, or a kiss of raw lust, though both would have been justified. Rather, it was a kiss of sensuous understanding, the first chapter of a one-night promise to give each other the gift of a lifetime.
We stepped inside and the door pulled itself closed.
****
Anonymity is a strange thing. You can have secrets that you wouldn't tell your brother, your wife, your best friend. But if you chat with a stranger on the internet, neither of you knowing the other's face or name, you can share everything. There is no risk when a screen separates your identity from who you really are.
Her: I fantasize about being forced.
Me: Like rape?
Her: No. Just forced. Or coerced.
Me: What's the difference?
Her: I have to feel safe. I'm not going to be hurt. But I can't escape, and I can't stop it. I'm fighting, frustrated, trying hard, but I have no chance.
Me: Why do you think that turns you on?
Her: I have no idea.
Me: Do you fantasize about this?
Her: All the time.
****
The hotel room was very nice, a small suite with a king-sized bed and a separate sitting area. Outside, the city lights sparkled. Sparrow scanned it for a moment, then turned to face me.
"What now?" she asked.
"Say 'airplane' if there's a problem. But otherwise, you're in for an ordeal tonight." I bolted toward her.
"No!" She grinned as she backed away, trying to slap away my attacking hands, but I was much bigger and much stronger. Grabbing her wrists, I used my mass to push her backwards, guiding her toward the bed in a forceful dance. We were supposed to be adversaries, but we couldn't help but laugh. When the backs of her legs hit the bed, she fell backwards and we tumbled over each other. She somehow briefly managed to roll on top of me, but couldn't keep the advantage. After a flurry of movement, I inevitably turned the tables and gained the upper position. She fought feistily, though more to escape than to dominate, and the outcome was never in doubt. With each movement I gained a little control over her, used a little more leverage to pin her down.
Eventually I was on top of her, my arms trapping her wrists over her head. I forced my legs between her thighs and began slowly forcing them apart. Our faces were only inches apart, so I lowered my head until our foreheads touched, our eyes filling each other's world.
"I'm spreading you," I murmured. "Can you stop me?"
'I'll fight for my honor," she said with mirthful aplomb.
She grunted with effort, her legs flailing as they were pushed apart. Keeping my weight on her, I leveraged my thighs to spread her wide, forcing my chest down onto her breasts. She bucked and struggled, and I let her exhaust her energy as she fought against both me and gravity. "You can't deny me, little sparrow."
"Yes, I can. You can't take me!"
I shifted my hip a little, forcing my thigh onto her pubic mound. It wasn't enough pressure to hurt her, but it was forceful enough to make her know that she was falling under my control, that her most vulnerable of areas was at my mercy. "Oh, god," she said. "I'm in trouble, aren't I?"
"Admit it. You belong to me."
"No! You'll have to force me." She emphasized the word 'force'.
Shifting a bit more, I pulled her wrists together over her head. With my left hand, I was strong enough to control both wrists, wrapping them up in my fingers. I now had a free right hand, and it roamed up her side, closing on her breast. I squeezed and explored the soft flesh, causing her buck even more. But with her legs forced apart, her pussy being mashed, and her wrists trapped, she had no leverage.
I ground my thigh gently into her mound.
"I love this tit," I said, being intentionally coarse in my language. "It'll be good to grip while I fuck you."
"You're too strong for me," she breathed. I could see her eyes bright and sparkling.
My free hand moved up to her hair. Grasping a handful at the back of her scalp, I gently but firmly pulled, forcing her head back.
"Are you offering me your throat, little sparrow?"
"I have no choice, do I?"
I leaned in, kissing her vulnerable throat, then nibbling it.
"Ohhhhh, you've got me in trouble. But I'll ... I'll hold out." I could sense her resistance decreasing.
I maintained my assault on her two most sensitive areas, the areas that a woman must protect at all costs. She twisted and squirmed occasionally as I hit a particularly erogenous area, but I held her fast.
I wasn't hurting her, but I was fully controlling her and she couldn't escape. We both knew it, so it was just a matter of time. After a few minutes of being mercilessly ravished under me, she conceded.
"Stop," she pleaded. "I surrender. I'll do anything."
"Anything?"
"Anything."
I raised my head to look her in the eyes. "I want a slave girl to worship my cock."
For the briefest of moments, her mouth curled up into a smile. She swallowed hard. "No."
"Then I'll take what I want. My free hand began moving down her body. Let's see what I can discover about you."
Her eyes got wide as my fingers touched her thigh, then moved upward. I shifted my thigh off of her mound, but forced her legs apart even further. I slid up and suddenly I was palming her lightly furred mound, my fingers sinking underneath into the softest flesh imaginable.
She squealed and froze, her eyes locked onto a distant place. She allowed me to explore for a moment as emotions played across her face. As my fingers began to push inside her, she abruptly conceded. "Okay, okay, I'll do it!"
"You'll do what? Say it."
"I'll be your slave girl."
"And ...?"
"And I'll worship your cock."
I lifted my weight from her. "That's a good girl," I said. Rising from the bed, I walked to a chair. It was nicely upholstered, with arms that curled around. I sat down. "To the victor goes the spoils. Strip for me."
She rose from the bed as well, smoothing her clothing as she re-established her decorum. With only minor hesitation, she stepped before me. "Completely?"
"Completely."
I could tell that she was thinking about something, that her mind had briefly flashed to a different place and time. She looked past me, out the window at the other high-rises nearby. Again, the hint of a smile appeared.
"Okay."
She raised one foot and removed a shoe, then the other. She was not tall to start with, but I was surprised at how much height she lost when she removed them. I hadn't noticed how tall her heels were, and how small she was atop them.
Next to go was the powder blue sweater. It was nicely snug, so, it mussed her hair a bit as she pulled it up. Underneath, she wore a red satin bra with lace trim. The color surprised me a bit. She shook her head to get her hair back under control.
"Skirt next," I ordered. I had already seen her charms below the waist in the coffee shop, and I had just felt them as well, so I wanted to save her final surprise for last.
Nodding, she unhooked the skirt and shimmied out of it, her hips moving smoothly and fluidly with a dancer's grace. God, that was a great pussy. I delighted in the contrast of the pure black hair against her skin. I'd never been with a woman who had a golden-hued skin tone. It gave her an exotic look, mysterious in a way that made one want to explore.
"Now the bra?" she asked.
I nodded.
Reaching behind her, she unhooked it, then let it slide forward down her arms.
She had beautiful breasts. They weren't the perky tennis balls of a teenager, but were those of an adult woman, well rounded and slightly oversized on her small frame. Her areolas were dark brown, slightly irregular in shape in a way that made me want to trace my finger around them.
I smiled, soaking in her nudity, the signalling of her complete submission and vulnerability as I sat fully clothed. She studied her body herself for a moment, running her hands over her breasts, her waist, her hips as she looked down upon her form. I watched her move, lithe and rhythmic, her hips tilting and her breasts showing supple resilience as her hands passed over them.



"Show me how you'll service me," I ordered. "Show me cowgirl. Show me how you ride a penis."
Pausing for just a moment to think, she dropped to her knees. Spreading them wide, she dropped her hips slightly, arched her back, and displayed her breasts to me as she worked her pussy atop an imaginary cock.
My very real cock responded strongly.
"Show me missionary. Open yourself up."
She brought her legs forward, then lay on her back. Pulling her legs up, she spread them and wrapped them around an imaginary lover, allowing me a perfect view of her dark-complexioned pussy. I licked my lips in anticipation at its puffy folds and peeking inner delicacies. I kept her in the pose for a moment while I studied.
"Show me doggy style. Let yourself get taken."
Flipping over, she got on her hands and knees, offering her pussy to me from the rear. Another great view.
"Anal now. Give yourself fully."
Keeping the same pose, she arched her back, pulling her stomach toward the carpet. The resulting arch pushed her buttocks open so I could see her tiny anal opening, dark and puckered. My nostrils flared. I was going to have fun with that particular taboo.
"Good girl. Now come and start your work."
This time it was her turn to lick her lips. On her knees, she closed the remaining few feet between us. Her eyes rose sensuously to meet mine, then she reached for the zipper of my jeans, nestling herself between my knees. She unbuckled my belt, opened my jeans button and zipper, and with a little help from me, freed my cock from its hiding place. It sprang up to meet her.
She broke character for a moment. "I've been waiting a long time for this, Mister hunter" she breathed.
"So have I, little sparrow."
She brought her mouth down onto me, and I ascended to heaven.
****
I listened to her fantasy, and pondered my response. I opted for honesty.
Me: I have a confession for you.
Her: What is it?
Me: You have to trust me on this.
Her: I trust you.
Me: I'm not a rapist. I swear. But our fantasies complement each other.
Her: Tell me about it.
I took a deep breath before typing again. Why was I doing this?
Me: The thought of taking physical control of a woman, of pinning her down into a bed and having my way with her, is an immense turn-on for me.
Her: Mhmm.
Me. I can't believe I just typed that. Recognize that I would really never do something like that against her will. It's just a fantasy. I'm not a criminal or anything.
Her: I believe you. Tell me more. What would you do to her in this fantasy of yours?
Me: I'd like to get physical control of her, fondle her while she's struggling, feel her fighting to escape but unable to.
Her: Would you bite her neck? I'd love it if a man bit my neck. Held me down and forced my head back.
Me. Oh, yes. It would be a sign of dominance over her.
Her: Would you force her legs apart?
Me: Of course. And can I tell you a secret?
Her: Please do.
Me: The most exciting part would be reaching down between her legs, pushing my hand into her panties, and getting that first feel on her mound of venus.
Her: Why does that turn you on?
Me: Part of it is the pure domination of doing it, of course. But another part is the thrill of discovery. I don't know what she looks like down there. Is she furry? Shaved? Trimmed? Is her hair dense or sparse? Putting my hand down there is exposing one of her most personal secrets.
Her: You're turning me on. That's what I want to happen to me. I want a man to overwhelm me with his strength and size. I want to be taken.
Me: Have you ever done this?
Her: No.
Me: Me, neither.
****
Her mouth was tiny, soft and wet with saliva. She alternated taking me deep into her mouth with occasional pauses where she would simply hold me inside, stroking the underside of my shaft with her tongue. Her hands were on my thighs, gripping them as she worked. I was in a state of bliss.
But I couldn't let myself cum, not here, not now. That would not fit within my plans. I gently placed my palms on her cheekbones, pushing her off as she dutifully licked and sucked.
"I need to get more comfortable, my little sub. Get me ready."
Understanding my order, she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then concentrated on removing my shoes and socks. It felt nice to expose them to the coolness of the room. Raising up, she pushed further into the space between my legs. Still on her knees, she was at chest level to me as I sat, and we shared a knowing smile as she unbuttoned my shirt. I moved forward to allow her to remove it, then stood as she lowered my pants and briefs to the floor. I helped her rise to her feet, both of us equally nude. We walked to the bed together.
"Lie face down." I spoke with the authority that a dom should use.
She did so, biting her lip in anticipation or anxiety, or both.
I worked quickly, so I could at least get a glimpse of the scene I envisioned if she changed her mind partway through. Retrieving a pre-purchased item from the nightstand, I handcuffed her wrists together behind her back. "Do you know what I'm doing?" I asked quietly.
"You're handcuffing me."
"Can you escape?"
She pulled on her wrists, then twisted them back and forth. "I'm trapped."
"You have no chance of getting out of these until I let you out."
She pulled against the cuffs again as if to test my theory. I saw her throat move as she swallowed hard.
"Now we do your feet." Moving down, I attached two leather cuffs to her ankles, which were held separate by a bar approximately 18 inches long. When I was finished, her feet were held at about a shoulder width apart. I ran an appraising hand up each calf, and felt her shiver under my touch.
"And now for the finishing touch, to fully immobilize you under my control."
Pulling her ankles up by the bar between them, I forced her legs up behind her. With another short chain, I attached her ankle cuffs to her handcuffs. Now hogtied tightly, my little sub could scarcely move.
I sat back, giving myself some distance on the king-sized bed. I watched her test her predicament, her arms flexing against her legs as she vainly sought any freedom of motion. Her smooth thigh muscles tensed and relaxed, tensed and relaxed, and the flesh on her round buttocks dimpled and rolled. She pulled and she squirmed, but she was helplessly and hopelessly trapped until such time that I should decide to free her.
Such a beautiful sight.
****
A week after our sexual conversation, we met again. Our purpose was ostensibly to have our normal weekly chat, we both knew that wasn't going to happen. The genie had leapt from the bottle and wasn't going back in. As the man in this situation, I didn't want to seem too aggressive, so I waited for her to mention it first. After the initial small talk, she did.
Her: I really enjoyed our conversation last week.
Me: Me, too. I really liked hearing your fantasy.
Her: I didn't expect the conversation to go that way.
Me: Confession here.
Her: What is it?
Me: I wouldn't mind if it did again.
Her: Oh, good. I was hoping for that. I'm in an erotic mood tonight. What do you want to talk about?
Me: Tell me more. We both like the ... I guess you'd call it the wrestling fantasy. Being physically dominated and controlled. What are your other fantasies?
Her: I'm a little worried that you'll think I'm a deviant if I tell you more.
Me: I'm hoping you're a deviant. Perversion is fun.
Her: You crack me up. You really want to know?
Me: I'm dying to know.
Her: My other big fantasy is kind of related to the first one.
Me: Oh, good. I liked the first one.
Her: I think a lot about being tied up. Helpless. Being used sexually while I can't move or escape or even defend myself.
Me: It's a variation on the wrestling theme. You're being controlled.
Her: Yes. Only I want to be ironclad bound. Not just tied up a little, but bound in a way that I have no hope of escaping. Barely able to move. I want to be at the man's mercy, and he doesn't show me mercy.
I couldn't stand it any more. I unzipped my jeans and let my cock out to relieve the pressure. It rose up and started reading the screen along with me.
Me: Like a pillory or something? I love thinking about a woman in a pillory. Don't know why.
Her: Maybe. But I mostly think about handcuffs or shackles or something.
Me: How would you be tied?
Her: Different ways. Sometimes in my mind I'm tied to all four corners of a bed. Stretched out. Sometimes I'm tied standing up, my arms lifted behind me in a way that forces me to bend over. Sometimes it's only my arms tied tightly behind my back forcing me to push my breasts out, and I'm on a leash.
Me: Hogtied?
Her: Oh, that's a scary one. But I think I would really like that. I could hardly move at all if I was tied like that.
My cock read that sentence and nodded in approval. I had a weakness for hogtied women in my bondage browsing.
Me: We're astoundingly complementary in our fantasies.
Her: You like bondage, too?
Me: It's probably my favorite fantasy. But from the other perspective.
Her: Seriously?
Me: Seriously. I'd love to have a girl tied up under my complete control. I have so many ideas about what I would do.
Her: Tell me more. If you had a girl tied up, what would you do?
I was slowly stroking my cock now, teasing it.
Me: I'd touch her. I'd tease her. I'd use a vibrator on her. I'd want to give her multiple orgasms, and do that thing where I keep pleasuring her right after she's cum, when she's really sensitive.
Her: Ooh, I love thinking about that. Post-orgasm torture.
Me: I want to see her in so much pleasure that it's painful for her. Not painful in the traditional sense, but painful in that she's hypersensitive and the pleasure is overwhelming her. She's fighting to escape, but she can't. She's thrashing and bucking and screaming, but she can barely move. She can only suffer the pleasure and I keep forcing it on her.
Her: You can't see me, but I'm touching myself just thinking about it. I love your fantasy.
My hand flew off of my cock. We were both masturbating together? What was I doing? How did I end up in this situation?
I gathered my composure again.
Me: We must be reading the same books. What else do you fantasize about?
Her: I'll tell you one fantasy that I've actually done.
Me: Oooh, go on.
Her: I like exposing myself. Being naked where someone can see me.
Me: Like you're on display? Tied up or something?
Her: Not necessarily. It could be a sexual situation, I guess, but I think more about be naked in a situation where someone could accidentally see me. I travel for work a lot, and I like to walk around in the hotel room naked with the curtains open.
My eyes widened.
Me: Have people seen you?
Her: I don't know. That's part of the thrill.
Me: What about a situation where everyone is naked? Do you like walking naked in a locker room, for example?
Her: Maybe a little. But I more prefer being watched where I'm not supposed to be naked. Where people don't expect to see me naked.
Me: We're complementary again. I want to be the person who accidentally sees a woman naked, where she doesn't notice me and I can watch her.
Her: Has that ever happened?
Me: Only once. And it was only for a short time. I was sitting on my front porch, and one of my neighbors across the street walked into her living room naked. The curtains were open and she walked to the refrigerator and got something to drink. She was stark naked.
Her: Was she attractive?
Me: Yeah. She was young and slim. I was too far away to see any detail, but she had a nice shape and I could tell that she was shaved down below.
Her: Maybe she did it intentionally. Maybe you were helping her to live out one of her fantasies.
Me: Haha. I doubt that was the case, but that would be nice. She certainly helped me live out one of mine.
Her: Tell me one of your fantasies.
Me: You've already picked my top ones. Though I'll confess a little twist.
Her: What?
Me: I often don't think about me in those fantasies.
Her: You don't? Why not?
Me: I usually think of a girl doing those things to another girl.
Her: Tsk tsk. You men and your girl on girl fantasies.
Me: Would you ever do it?
Her: What, girl on girl? Not really my thing.
My cock, looking at the screen, was slightly saddened by this news.
Me: We can never be friends, then.
Her: Haha. Okay, maybe once. But just for you.
Me: We're friends again.
Her: Tell me another fantasy you have. One that involves you.
I pondered a bit. I had a pretty big catalog of fantasies. What rose to the top?
Me: I'm a little embarrassed about it.
Her: Tell me.
Me: I want to try anal. Do all three holes on a woman, but particularly anal.
Her: You've never tried anal?!?!
Me: A couple of times. Briefly, though. Neither woman liked it.
Her: I like anal.
Me: Seriously?
Her: Yes.
Me: Let me guess - is it the domination part? Being taken? Or do you actually like the physical feel?
Her: The physical feel. But only if I can rub my clit during it. It's the easiest way to make me cum.
My eyes widened at the computer screen. I'd become somewhat obsessed with anal over the years, in part because it was taboo but mostly because it played right into my forcefulness fantasy. What better way to dominate a woman than to take her anally, to pin her down and use her in an unnatural way for your pleasure?
Me: Well, if I was pinning you down and forcing myself on you anally, I'd leave you a free hand to finger yourself.
Her: That's so sweet of you.
****
I'm not a young man any more. When I was in my twenties, I could cum four times a day, and I could summon an erection merely by conjuring up any hazy mental image of a woman. This momentum lasted into my thirties without hesitation, and through my mid-forties. I began to imagine myself as a sexual immortal, the rare breed of man who could produce a cock of steel throughout his life.
But then something happened, and it happened overnight. Every morning I woke up with a feeling of fullness in my penis, a signal to my brain that I was ready for sex should the opportunity arise. But then one morning, the fullness wasn't there, and it was obvious in its absence. I was puzzled by it, as there was no reason on this particular morning to not feel it, so I wrote it off as an aberration. I went to work and came home, and like clockwork, I eventually distracted myself by imagining two women wrestling nude, and I spurted under my hand's attentions as one of the women forced herself on the other.
On that day, though, I became old. I could no longer conjure an erection on a moment's notice. I could still function just fine, but the four-orgasm days were gone and I began needing more time to recharge. I had to conserve myself for the times when they mattered most.
And here, today, I had a predicament.
Sparrow was twisting and squirming on the bed, her arms and legs bound tightly behind her. She was helpless and my plan was to sexually exhaust her, to excite her and to tease her and to give her orgasms so intense that she would never forget this night.
But she's a 40 year-old woman. She's a sexual machine. I could give her orgasms all night, and she would likely respond every time, whether she wanted to or not. I'm a 50 year-old man, and I only have so many bullets in the chamber, so to speak. I need some help against this formidable sexual opponent.
Fortunately, I recognized that, so I brought some help.
I pulled a bag from one of the nightstands. "Let's see what we have here," I said, sitting so she could see me. "All sorts of things to stimulate a trapped and helpless female body."
I pulled out the first item. It was a pair of two small rubber thimble-shaped cones. "I found these at the adult toy store, and I thought of you." I squeezed one of them so she could see it move. "I'll put this over your nipple, squeeze the air out to create suction, and voila! Your nipples are going to be pulled away from your breast flesh until I take them off. I can't wait to try them."
Her brown eyes widened. I could see her testing her hogtie again, and I smiled.
"Next up? What sexual torture session could we have without a vibrator? I picked this one because it's particularly powerful." The vibrator was long and pink, shaped like a realistic phallus. I was vain enough to be sure that it wasn't bigger than me, though I didn't tell her that. "And a second vibrator that can be self-managing if I decide to go get dinner and leave you to suffer." The second vibrator was a U-shaped device, designed to be inserted while also making direct contact with the clitoris. It was springy so that one half would clamp onto a woman's mound while the other half stimulated her internally. I had found it quite intriguing at the store. I held it in front of her face so she could see it, and her brown eyes widened to show me the whites again.
I looked in the bag again. "Oh, you're going to be concerned about this, being such a little sparrow." I pulled out z bottle of lube and showed it to her, smiling cruelly. "Can you guess why I bought this?"
Sparrow squirmed. "Please be merciful on me."
"You have to earn mercy," I replied matter of factly. "You'll see how much you have earned as I jam my cock up that tiny little ass of yours."
"Oh, god." Sparrow squirmed and twisted. We had talked about limits and I knew this was okay. The game was fun, though, and I imagine that it was still a bit scary for her even as she wanted it, given our newness to each other.
"Are you ready to start?" I set the items on the bed in front of her face so she could study them. "We'll need to start with an inspection, though."
I sat next to her on the bed. Starting with her hair, I began exploring her body. Her hair was raven black, probably more of a Korean smooth black than an Italian wavy black. I ran my hands through it, reveling in its softness. Next I studied her ears, tracing my finger along their complex curves, gently blowing in them as I stroked them. I ran my hands along her nose, her cheeks, her lips, as I sought to know every inch of her. She patiently let me roam without struggling, lying still in her bonds.
"Let's check out these breasts now, shall we?" Pushing on her hogtied limbs, I flipped her over to her side. Her breasts were large, particularly for her size, and they gave me two big handfuls to knead and squeeze. I gave them a full inspection, lightly stroking them, squeezing them firmly, and fulfilling my secret desire to trace the irregular pattern of her areolas with my finger.
"That feels nice," she offered, her first words to me in the past few minutes.
"Enjoy it now, because I'm going to work them over tonight." I lay down beside her, pushing close, and closed my lips on her left nipple. I licked it, sucked it, nibbled it, and tongued it until it stood tall. I then did the same with the right one. They were gorgeous in their arousal. Kneading her breasts a bit more, I reached for the black suction cups. "Might as well put these on now," I said. "Let's see how they feel."
She watched with interest as I positioned the small item near her breast. Squeezing and pulling her nipple, I got the cup in place, then quickly placed it over her nipple as I squeezed it. As soon as I released it, it sprang back to it's normal shape, but with a vacuum inside that pulled Sparrow's nipples from her breast.
Her shoulders instinctively tried to hunch. "Oh! Oh!" she said, exhaling sharply. "That really pulls."
"How does it feel? Good or bad?" I was playing tough, but I didn't want to actually hurt her.
"Really ... intense. I think I like it."
I applied the other one.
"Oh, my. Oh, my!" She tried to shimmy her chest, to shake the things off, but they clung fast. Her entire body wriggled and squirmed. She tried to pull her legs up, but was held fast. "They're really pulling on me."



I sat back and enjoyed the show for a moment. The thimbles would give her something to think about during any down moments.
I continued my inspection, running my fingers and palms lightly down her back, over her ass, and down the outside of her thighs. Along the way, I gave a running commentary as if I was evaluating a slave for purchase. "Nice muscle tone here. Feminine curve. Soft skin here." I took care not to tickle her since she had told me it was not pleasant. Instead I made my touch sensual and soft, but my commentary gave her the impression that I was unconcerned about her wishes, only my own. She was, after all, the submissive here.
Moving behind her, I began moving back up her body, up the inside of her legs. Here's where the real fun would begin.
I slowly stroked her bound calves, inside, moving from ankle to knee. Then the inside of her knees.
The inside of the knee is an underrated erogenous zone. It's not typically a physical arousal spot on its own, but the mental aspects are delightful. It's an innocent area to touch, but move up a couple of inches and you're suddenly stroking the inner thigh with everything it portends. The uncertainty of what may or may not follow creates a delicious arousal and sensitivity.
I slowly stroked the insides of her knees, moving along the junction of bone, occasionally moving an inch up. Sparrow would catch her breath each time, the muscles tensing up.
I took the opportunity to study her vulva, spread and exposed below me. I did not have diverse experience with women. I married young and wasn't a lothario before that. I had only played with pink pussies that had arisen from the genes of northern and western Europe. Those were light pussies, with white pale borders and coral pink lips. Sparrow's was markedly different, dominated by dark melanin. It was like none I had ever seen, and I wondered if it had drawn from her Korean DNA or her Italian DNA. I couldn't wait to play with it.
My hands moved upward, brushing along her inner thighs, slowly working up from her knees. She let out a little gasp, and her smooth muscles flexed.
"Oh, yes," I murmured so that she could hear it. "She's sensitive here, isn't she?" I moved higher on her thighs as she wriggled within her bonds.
"That's wonderful," she said. "Please keep doing that."
I smiled. For her benefit I made another round of her inner thighs, moving ever higher. Her nice rounded ass cheeks spasmed as I wandered toward her junction. And then...
"Ohhhhhhhh."
Sparrow froze in place. My fingers were now stroking her labia, so soft that they were almost meringue-like to my fingertips. Her face burrowed down into the sheets, her gasps and moans muffled within them. Her chains clinked against each other.
God, this was fantastic. I skimmed my fingers up and down her slit, reveling in how the ultra-soft tissue yielded. I could only imagine how those lips would wrap around a cock, and my penis flexed in anticipation.
And now ... lets have a look inside. Gingerly grasping her inner lips, I peeled them open to look inside her, to intimately investigate this woman who was tightly bound and helpless on my bed. She was glistening and wet, and when I dipped a finger inside, it came away slick with her arousal.
My cock was imploring me to enter her. But I couldn't. Not yet. I couldn't keep up with this woman sexually over an entire night, so I needed to wear her down for a while. I reached up and got the pink vibrator. "Time for some fun, my little sub," I said, and powered it up.
It was easy to hold her immobile in her current state, even as she squirmed. I put the vibrator on a medium setting and touched it to her clit. She bucked for a second against her bonds, but was unable to protect or shield her sensitive area. All she could do was pull futilely against the inescapable cuffs and receive her involuntary pleasure.
I held the vibrator on her clit, then ran it up and down her slit. I pressed it against her lips, rubbed her glistening button, and watched the exquisite ancestral dance of her hips reacting to it. With one hand I pressed the vibrator against her, and I grasped her ass cheek with the other, squeezing it and feeling the soft skin with the firm muscle beneath.
For several minutes I played like this, working her externally. As her hips began a more rhythmic movement, I tried something new. Pushing the tip of the vibrator between her lips, I found her slippery inner chamber and pressed inward. It yielded quickly, allowing the tip in. I kept pushing, stroking her clit with my finger as I did.
Three inches.
Four inches.
Five inches.
I buried it almost to the hilt inside her, then turned the power up a notch. Her back arched and her breathing accelerated. I smiled at her reaction and slowly pumped the vibrator in and out, fingering her clitoris as I did so. Her fingers flexed and curled, her toes wriggled. She released a short breathy moan on each push.
I worked her for a few minutes in this manner, then pulled the vibrator out completely. Setting it back against her clit and mashing it down, I turned the vibrator to its highest setting.
This got a reaction out of her.
Her hips began moving quickly, humping some imaginary lover. Her moans became more quick, more urgent. "Oh, please," she mewed, "keep it there. Just like that."
It might have been fun to tease her, to deny her the climax. But I wanted her to cum, for more reasons than one. I kept up the pressure, and her undulations accelerated. Her back began to arch, her head arcing skyward.
"Yes! Yes! Yessssssss! I'm cumming!" Her voice was low and throaty.
Some women make a lot of noise when they cum. Others are dead silent. Sparrow fell more toward the quiet side, and her muted gasps and moans were delightfully erotic. Unable to move naturally, she had to cum on my terms as I used the vibrator on her. Faster and faster she undulated, then suddenly she froze in space and time, contorted in that key orgasmic moment, and then exhaled explosively as her body relaxed and went limp.
I pulled the vibe away and let her melt into the sheets, breathing heavily. "Oh, that was fantastic," she murmured.
I stroked her upturned ass to let her catch her breath. "Good," I said, "because we're going to do it again."
"Give me a minute." She seemed to be aware of her predicament again, pulling against her bonds.
"Not your call." I pressed the vibe against her clit again. She yelped and bucked, and I had to plant my knees onto her thighs to keep her under control.
Her stomach was flexing, reflexively trying to pull her clit away from the vibe. "Too strong! Too much!" But she didn't use her safe word, so I ignored her pleas. My dominating side reveled in watching her squirm and struggle under this exquisite torture, her body and pleasure centers under my control.
I reached for the other vibe, the U-shaped one.
"Let's put you on autopilot," I said. The new vibe was interesting, unlike anything I had ever seen. It was kind of springy, designed in a clever manner to stay on (and in) a woman without any other device. I easily pushed the dildo side up into her, and the other half of the springy U clamped onto her mound. With a minor adjustment, I positioned the device so that a small knob on the inside of the U was pressed against her clitoris.
"I just came! I just came!" She was really squirming now, and I loved it. Her hips were flexing to try to escape the vibrator, but it was now attached to her and followed her every movement.
My erect cock had ceased all diplomacy by this point. It was rebelling against being ignored, ordering me into her, straining against its skin as it pressed against my stomach. How could I deny it? But the problem was that her pussy was already full.
Fortunately, evolution had solved that problem. I moved up to her head, spreading my legs around her taut shoulders. "Lick me," I said. "Do it well and I may show you some mercy."
****
A week later, we met again in our computer world, but this time her mind wasn't just on sex.
Her: Can I ask a question?
Me: Sure.
Her: Have you ever been married?
My heart sank, as I knew it inevitably would.
Me: Hang on. That's a loaded question.
Her: Should I not ask?
Me: You should ask. And I should tell you.
I paused, then typed quickly, to get as many words on her screen as possible before she disconnected and walked away thinking that I was a terrible person. I wasn't sure she would be wrong in that.
Me: Okay, hang up on me whenever you'd like, but I hope you'll read the whole paragraph first. I'm married, and happily married, for over 25 years. I love my wife very much. I shouldn't have had the sexual conversations with you, and I should have told you I was married long before now. In my mind, this talk is harmless and has nothing to do with my marriage. I like you and I was thrilled being able to share and hear things with you that I would never share and hear with another human being. I've needed that for a long time and I don't get it anywhere in real life. I'm very sorry.
I waited morosely for her to disconnect.
Her: Don't apologize. I completely understand.
Me: I'm ashamed of myself and feel terribly about not telling you upfront. I didn't mean to mislead you.
Her: You're not a terrible person. We should be able to talk about these things. You can't talk to your wife about it?
Me: I wish I could talk to her about it, but I can't. She doesn't like hearing my fantasies and she won't share what she wants. I know more about your fantasies than I know about hers.
Her: Want to hear more? (winking emoji)
I felt a great weight lift from my chest even if I was still laden, pulling some great weight of guilt and obligation behind me.
Me: You still want to talk to me?
Her: (Smiley face emoji)
I laughed.
Me: What about you? Have you ever been married?
Her: I'm kind of married now too, but not really.
Me:?
Her: I'm getting a divorce.
Me: Oh. I'm sorry to hear. How long were you married?
Her: Over 20 years. Three kids together. It's been a battle the whole time. The kids are grown, so it's time to move on.
Me: That's a long time to stay together if you weren't happy.
Her: You're telling me.
Sensing her spirit, I sent the next message tongue in cheek, hoping she would recognize the humor.
Me: So if you're into BDSM and domination and receiving anal, how could you not have a happy marriage? You're the woman every man wants.
Her: All I want is a man to throw me onto the bed, whisper ominous things into my ear, tie me down, and then force his dick into me while I'm trashing around. Is that too much to ask?
Me: Gee, where were you when I was single?
Her: But here's the thing.
Me: What thing? Tell me.
Her: I couldn't do any of that with him. He and I fought for control all the time, all those years. He was an alpha male. He was dominating in everything he did. I had to fight for my role as a partner every day. I couldn't ask him to dominate me in bed, or it would have other implications outside the bed. I couldn't give an inch of ground.
I had to look up from the computer screen for a moment to process that. How perceptive of her.
Me: So you couldn't ask him to dominate you in the bedroom because you were fighting being dominated everywhere else?
Her: Exactly. I had to stand up to him every day. It's hard to do that and it's exhausting. He's a lot bigger than me physically, and I'm a small person, and for some reason that makes a difference. He always wants to treat me as something lesser.
Me: Not meaning to digress here, but how tall are you?
Her: 5 foot 3. He's a foot taller.
Me: You're just a little sparrow. In fact, that's what I'm going to call you from now on. You're a sparrow.
Her: I am a sparrow, and I'm looking for a sparrow hunter.
Me: Mr hunter here, at your service.
Her: I shall call you mister hunter.
Me: So you've never had a chance to make your fantasy come true, either?
Her: No. And I want it so bad.
****
I'm a patient man. I allowed Sparrow to lick me for several minutes, still trapped tightly in her hogtie, while the internal vibrator did its work. Reaching under her, I removed the suction cups from her nipples, and played with her nubs, now rock hard. As I played, as I enjoyed her tongue, I was watching the smooth round muscles of her butt, and eventually I could see them beginning to move more urgently, undulating up and down within her very limited range of motion. Her breathing began to get more labored again, so I released myself and moved back down to her pussy.
Sure enough, she was very lubricated, her thigh and butt muscles clenching and unclenching as she rose toward a second orgasm. Placing one hand gently on the roundness of her ass, I reached into her junction with the other, stroking and rubbing on her pussy lips.
"I'm about to cum again," she warned me, even though I knew. I was still rock hard, and ready for my turn to arrive, but I wanted to wear her down first. I continued to rub and stroke as her movements grew more urgent.
Spreading her cheeks apart, I found her small anal opening. "What do we have here?" I asked coolly, as if I had found a coin on the pavement. "Yet another portal to pleasure." I began running my thumb around her ring, occasionally putting pressure on it, while I continued to play with her other soft parts.
I turned the vibrator up a notch, and that did it. Within seconds, she was squealing and humping, her bound hands and feet twisting and pulling as she came through gritted teeth, her body frozen in pleasure for several long seconds.
As soon as I saw her body slump in completion, I turned the vibrator up yet another notch.
"No! No!" She began to thrash helplessly. "I'm done!"
"You're not done yet," I said casually.
"Too much! Oh, please! Too sensitive!" Her fingers and toes were waggling, her chains being pulled taut in hopeless desperation.
There's something fiendishly pleasurable about watching a bound female being tortured by her own pleasure, being overstimulated with no way to escape. It's what always intrigued me about bondage in print and on film, and now at last I was living it. I was watching my little sub, desperate and frantic, being overindulged in pleasure that I was creating for her.
I never thought I would see such a day. I had longed to see this day for so many years.
"Do you want me to give you mercy?"
"Yes! Please!"
"What will you do to thank me?"
"Anything!" Her voice cracked under the strain of too much pleasure. She was trying to writhe back and forth, anything to dislodge her diabolical intruder, but she had no chance. With only one hand on her butt, I was keeping her from rolling, and movement wouldn't help anyway. I listened for her safe word, but she wasn't using it, which aroused me even more.
I pushed my thumb against the opening of her anus. "I want this."
Her head was arcing up, then pushing into the sheets. "Anything! Take it out!"
"Let me think about it." I made her suffer another thirty second just for my own pleasure, then reached for the vibrator. I pulled it out of her and turned it off, and she melted into the bed, breathing heavily. Each exhalation was a barely audible moan.
"You did well, my sweet." I opened the handcuffs with my key, and her arms fell to her side. I then released the cuffs from her feet, and her legs dropped flat. Slowly she tested the freedom of each limb, but otherwise didn't move.
"You've had some fun. So now it's my turn," I said. Grabbing her ankles, I pulled her to the edge of the bed.
****
Her: What about your fantasies? Have you ever tied up a woman? Played the force fantasy on her?
Me: No. Never.
Her: Not even your wife?
Me: Not her thing at all.
Her: So just vanilla sex?
Me: If that.
I pursed my lips, then wrote again.
Me: I haven't had sex in three years.
Her: What?
Me: She's not interested any more.
Her: I thought I was in a bad drought and it's only been six months for me. I feel bad for you.
Me: But you were still not getting what you really want even when it was happening. You're not getting tied up (wink).
Her: I'm not even getting wrestled down.
Me: So here we are, two horny people with complementary kinks, and neither of us is getting to experience them.
Her: I can imagine you doing it to me, though. That helps.
Me: You barely even know what I look like.
Her: I have a picture from when we first met. And I have an imagination. Anyway, it's not so much about what you look like. It's about how you treat me.
Me: How I treat you in your fantasies or how I treat you when we talk?
Her: Both. In my fantasies, you're demanding and willful. You force me to do whatever you want. I can't resist. But in real life I can tell that you're respectful. You'd be the type of person that I could feel safe with. The type of person that I would do my fantasies with.
Me: That's very flattering. It makes me want to pin you down on a bed and force you to service me.
Her: Lol. I'd let you.
My blood froze. Were we letting this go too far? Was our flirting a threat to enter the real world? I wasn't looking for an affair. I wasn't looking to leave my wife for another woman. But god, what I wouldn't give to live out my fantasies, to have just one night of unreserved sexual abandon. I thought carefully about what to say next, my cock hard in my pants at the mere thought of this woman, of meeting her and playing out our fantasies.
Me: Don't tempt me. I'm about to explode here.
We made small talk for a few minutes, but I couldn't stand it any more. I had to know.
Me: Confession here.
Her: Tell me.
Me: I've considered it before. Considered doing the fantasy thing with someone.
Her: Who was she?
Me: Not with a specific person. I travel a lot for work. I've considered hiring an escort or a prostitute. But I can't do it.
Her: Why not?
Me: Don't judge me on this.
Her: Of course not.
Me: I don't actually feel like it's cheating, so that's not the reason. I love my wife and I would never betray her, at least not according to my definition. I view sex and fantasies as being something completely different from love and marriage. It's compartmentalized in a different spot. In my mind, getting sex should be like going to get a haircut or something.
Her: You can have sex without love?
Me: Of course. Do you think you can?
Her: I've been doing it for the past twenty years.
I smiled wryly at her observation.
Her: So why haven't you done it? Why haven't your hired someone?
Me: Because it's not just about putting my penis in some girl's slot. That's just masturbation into a pussy. I want it to be a mutual experience.
Her: But without love.
Me: Yeah. But with desire and interest. Maybe I'm a hypocrite. But I wouldn't want a woman to just have sex with me for money. I'd want her to be in it for the pleasure, and because she wants to pleasure me. I'd want to know what she wants and give it to her, and vice versa.
Her: You want her to know you.
Me: Yes! And I'd want to know her, or at least what she wants. I'd want a situation where we could both spell out our most desired fantasies, and then we provide them without shame, without judgment, just purely for enjoyment.
Her: You're probably not getting that from a prostitute.
Me: Plus...
Her: Plus?
Me: I'm afraid of diseases. If I was with a woman in this scenario, I'd want to get oral sex from her. I'd want to feel myself inside her. If I'm living my fantasies, I'd want to try anal.
Her: You're afraid of diseases?
I hesitated before responding.
Me: Yeah. I'll tell you something embarrassing.
Her: What?
Me: I've only had sex with two women in my life.



There was a pause on her end this time.
Her: I think that's sweet. I've only had sex with four, and just the husband for the last twenty years.
Me: We're practically virgins.
Her: And no STDs here.
Me: Pure as the driven snow here.
Her: But kinky as hell. And needing a man to conquer me.
A terrible idea was forming in my mind. Was she thinking what I was thinking?
****
I pulled her down partly over the foot of the bed so she was standing on the floor, but bent over the bed. Kicking her legs apart, I reached under the bed to some loops that I had pre-placed on the feet of the bed. I bound her ankles apart, very widely. Moving up, I found similar loops at the head of the bed and stretched them down. Putting them around her wrists, I now had her tightly bound body bent at a 90 degree angle over the foot of the bed. I admired my handiwork as she looked up at her wrists.
"You came prepared," she said.
"I'm using what I was taught in boy scouts," I said, checking the knots I had tied. "Perhaps not how they intended, though."
She had a little bit of slack, and that was unacceptable. I adjusted the loops, pulling hard and stretching her out until she was completely taut and immobilized. I knew she loved that feeling, and I loved having her trapped. She groaned as her limbs were pulled as tightly as possible, her thighs pressed into the top of the mattress, her legs spread wide.
"Now what do you think I'm going to do next?" I casually set the lube on the bed directly in front of her.
She looked up at me with those gorgeous Italian eyes. "And you're not even going to let a girl have a free hand to finger herself? You're a cruel master."
"Be a good, tight girl and we'll see."
Moving behind her, I grabbed the lube and positioned myself, curling behind her in a standing spoon. She was so petite that I felt like a giant as I enveloped her in my body. I leaned in close to her ear, and whispered, "I'm going to sodomize you for my pleasure now."
As I said those words, my finger touched the ring of her anus. She shuddered, either with delight or dread.
I dribbled the lube down from the small of her back, capturing it and rubbing it in the proper places, both on me and in her. Then I pressed close, wrapping my arms around her and holding her tight.
My tip found its target quickly. With a little maneuvering, I was ready to enter. "Here we go, my little sub," I said. I began a slow steady push.
She gasped and bucked forward, but trapped by the bed beneath her and me above her, she had no choice but to accept her impaling. With a burst of pleasure, my head went in, and we both groaned. Another push, another inch. "You're so tight back there," I murmured, running my tongue up the back of her ear.
"Keep going," she gasped. "All the way."
Inch after inch, I took this petite woman, this nameless confessor of my sexual sins. And what a sinner I was.
I was a good man. I would never hurt someone, never force myself on someone. But there's something in the DNA of a man that wants to take a woman, that wants to chase her down and lie on top of her and enter her body to make it his. I had never thought it would happen, but here she was, someone whose DNA wanted her to be chased, be taken, be violated in unnatural ways for the pleasure of her conqueror. Our fantasies had become one with each other, not just physically but in spirit. I pressed into her neck, locking her vulnerability in my teeth. My hands shifted and I gripped her breasts, squeezing hard, clamping into my prey so she could not escape until I had completely consumed her.
I planted myself balls deep into her, my entire shaft buried in her most private of areas. I withdrew, all but the head of my penis pulling out, then slowly pushed back in to repeat my pleasure. I reveled in her tightness, the high-pitched noises she made as she was taken, and most of all the sheer fact that I was engaging in this act, with this woman, in this place. I began building a slow rhythm, designed to maximize my pleasure.
For several minutes we continued our slow dance of sexual deviance, me pushing into her ever so slowly, violating her deeply and intentionally, her gasping and moaning and flexing her hands and fingers in need.
"You're taking your ass fucking like a good little sub," I whispered in her ear, biting down on the lobe. Her skin was warm and soft as I melded myself into her, touching her in as many ways as possible.
"I need to cum again," she pleaded. "I love the feel of you inside me, around me."
"You're earning it," I said. Reaching up, I released the loop from her right hand. It immediately moved down, and she shifted under me as she began fingering her clit.
I took a long time to cum, and that was intentional. I slowed down when I was close, so I could enjoy her longer. At times I even stopped moving altogether, just planting myself as deeply as possible within her, feeling her micromovements as she masturbated beneath me. She took my attentions like a heroine, working herself the entire time, silently allowing me to maul her breasts with my hands, her neck with my tongue and teeth, her back with my chest. Eventually I felt myself beginning to well up into an eruption.
"I'm getting close," I murmured into her ear.
"Give it to me."
I slowly accelerated my pattern until the smooth push and pull became thrusts. Faster and faster I moved, bouncing her beneath me. With three of her four limbs bound and stretched, she could only absorb my aggression, yet I could vaguely feel through her body movements that she was accelerating her own frigging.
"How close are you?" I asked.
"Getting close."
"I can't hold out."
"Do it."
With one, two, three final thrusts, I came inside this woman, this woman who I had only laid eyes upon hours earlier. My mind exploded into ecstasy, then orgasm, then stars and the cosmos. My brain short-circuited from the nerve sensations and I briefly went to another world.
When it was over, I was still curled around her, and she was still frigging herself. Pulling her tight, gripping her waist and her chest, I squeezed her in a bear hug, my pulsating penis still inside her. I buried my face into her hair, kissing her neck, stroking her breasts, protecting and shielding her from the world as she finished her pleasures. When her back arched again for the third time that night, I was still riding her, and I reveled in the sensation of her body movements and spasms as if I were having the orgasm myself.
****
It had been a month since we first crossed the line. We came back for our weekly meeting, and I was scared. I was wary of what I wanted, why I kept coming back.
Her: Hello, Mr. sparrow hunter!
Me: Hello, my little sparrow. Always nice to make your acquaintance.
We exchanged some pleasantries for a while, the normal everyday stuff about our week. As we warmed up for our now-normal sexual discussion, I asked the key question.
Me: Would you ever want to make your fantasies real?
Her: I thought you'd never ask. Take me!
Me: Haha.
Her: Haha.
Her: But I'm serious. I'd let you do it. No one else.
Me: Me? Why me? I'm just words on a keyboard.
Her: I trust you. You wouldn't hurt me. And you know what I want and how to give it to me.
Me: It's not just about trust, though. There are all sorts of other factors.
Her: Like what?
Me: Well, first off there's health and diseases. But I guess we've already covered that.
Her: We've checked it off the box. We're both practically monks.
Me: Next thing: I'm married. I want to stay married. I want to keep my life intact.
Her: I wouldn't fall in love with you.
Me: I need that promise. Because I'm incredibly desirable. Haha.
Her: I think I could resist you. No falling in love, no fatal attraction stuff. Just one night. And you couldn't fall in love with me, either. But you could have a crush on me if you want.
Me: That ship has already sailed. But it's a harmless crush and I would never tell you about it.
Her: I'm clueless.
Me: On that topic, there's chemistry. We're kindred spirits online, we know that. Our kinks are perfect matches. But real life is different. I'm not nearly as handsome as the font I type in. What if we met and there was no chemistry? It's possible, you know.
Her: I think there would be chemistry. We have the same interests.
Me: But what if there's not? Maybe you'd think my voice is repugnant, or my walk is weird.
Her: Your walk is weird?
Me: I don't think so. But maybe you would think so.
Her: We'd meet at a safe place first. Meet for coffee.
Me: Meet for coffee first. I like that.
I pondered such a meeting. It would really be awkward if we met and just didn't click with each other. I could tell that she was a nice person, and from the one picture I had, she seemed attractive. But I've sat at many a business luncheon across from nice and attractive women who I could not imagine tying to a bedpost.
And what of Sparrow? I knew my limitations, and I worried about her being disappointed if we ever met. For some reason I'm more charming in writing than in person, and I've always known this to be true. I'm a writer by nature, and that's probably related to the fact that I'm not a smooth talking charismatic guy. If we met, Sparrow would also see the unvarnished truth that I'm ten years older and her and that I have never been asked to pose for a firefighter calendar. Truthfully, I worried more about her reaction to a meeting than about mine. My whole fantasy involved being with a woman who was interested in me, and if she only followed through because she felt obligated, that was worse than not meeting at all.
My mind raced.
Me: We should assign a less encompassing goal to the first meeting.
Her: What do you mean?
Me: You mentioned that you fantasize about people unexpectedly seeing you naked. I remember that.
Her: Yes. Mmm, nice.
Me: So we meet, and the goal is to have you expose yourself to me. In a way that no one else can see. You do that, I get to leer at you, you leave, and we've accomplished one of our fantasies in a harmless way.
Her: Okay. But what if we meet and want more? I can see that happening.
Me: We can make the call then. If you decide not to go further than that, for any reason at all, then you just nod and leave. That'll let me decide the reason in my own mind, so I won't feel rejected. Maybe you just decided you weren't ready. Maybe I have really bad body odor. If I don't know the reason, then I can tell myself a story to make myself feel better. And I also walk away getting to see an attractive woman flash herself to me, which would make me a happy guy.
Her: So I flash you, and then what?
Me: I'd have a hotel room. If I want to go further, I would put the key down where you can pick it up. If you pick it up, then we're both all in. If I don't put the key down, then it means that I'm backing out for some reason, and you'll never know the reason.
Her: So if either of us backs out, for any reason, we still did the public flashing fantasy and it's a win-win.
Me: Precisely.
Her: I like it. Question for you.
Me: Yes?
Her: Do we get to learn each other's names at that point?
Me: Nope. We're just two strangers in the night, meeting to help each other live out one night of fantasy.
Her: Except we're not really strangers at this point. We know each other's deepest secrets.
Me: That's why we won't know each other's names.
Her: So would we actually do this?
This whole process of imagining a meeting was a fun fantasy in and of itself, and one that I was living in real life. That was actually a real woman on the other side of the keyboard! I also liked the thought that we were playing out a fantasy about playing out a fantasy. It was harmless. I knew the odds of us actually meeting were exceedingly low, so I kept the game going.
Me: We live 500 miles apart. We'll meet the next time we're in the same city.
Her: I like that plan.
Me: There's precedent for this, you know.
Her: How so?
Me: Strangers on a train.
Her: What about strangers on a train?
Me: It's a movie. Two people who don't know each other are talking on a train. They both need something done that they can't do themselves. So they make a deal with each other that they'll each do the thing for the other one, not knowing each other's names.
Her: What did they do?
Me: I don't remember exactly, but I think it was committing murders.
Her: Eww.
Me: Our situation is obviously different in that regard.
Her: I have a different explanation.
Me: Tell me.
Her: I feel like this is one of those random acts of kindness that you hear about.
Me: How so?
Her: We both have things that we've always wanted, and could never have. We're in a position where we can give them to each other. We're giving each other a gift.
Me: I like that. I really like that.
Her: I have one favor to ask.
Me: What's that?
Her: Can we still be friends afterward?
****
Sparrow had a surprise for me.
"Put on your robe," she said, and donned her own.
I did as she said, following her orders in a reversal to her submissive role.
"I'm the hotel masseuse," she said. "Would you like a massage?"
My eyebrows rose. "I believe I would."
"Okay!" She went to the door of our room, stepped outside, and let it close.
Knock, knock.
I went to the peephole and peeked outside at her. "Who is it?"
She laughed at my willingness to play along. "It's the room service massage you ordered, Mr. ... Um, Hunter."
I opened the door and let her in. She professionally shook my hand. "My name is Ms. Sparrow and I'll be taking care of you today. You ordered the special massage?"
I knew my improv rules, so I followed her lead. "Perfect. I can really use a little relaxation. I've had a long and exhausting night." I went back into the room as she followed me. "Do you need to set up a massage table?"
"No. For the type of massage I offer, we can use the bed if you don't mind."
I looked her up and down. "I don't mind at all. How do we start?"
"Well, I'll need you to remove all of your clothes first." She gave me a very professional look and intonation.
"I can do that."
In a flash, I was naked. I didn't hide myself from her, walking brazenly nude in front of her as I made my way to the bed, my cock swinging with my gait.
"If you don't mind, I'll remove all of my clothing as well," she said. "It keeps the massage oil from staining them."
"We can't have that," I agreed.
In a flash she was naked too, her breasts bouncing ever so slightly as she walked toward me, those big brown nipples catching my eye.
"Face down, please," she said in a businesslike manner. Smiling, I complied, though my hardening cock made it a little uncomfortable. I suspected this was going to be good.
I lay down in the middle of the bed and she climbed up between my legs. "Massage is good for the circulation, sir. It improves blood flow." I could hear the sounds as she rubbed some massage oil onto her hands, and then I suddenly had nice warm hands and fingers massaging my feet, then my calves.
"Mmm, very nice," I mumbled, my voice buried in the sheets.
She moved up to my knees, my hamstrings, pushing herself further between my legs. She gave a surprisingly good massage for an amateur, and I felt myself relaxing.
Then her small hands were on my butt, and the massage became a bit more sensual, softer with more caresses. I gasped as a finger touched my perineum, softly stroking. "Some areas require less pressure than others," she said. She spent quite a bit of time on those two areas, and I found myself involuntarily beginning to hump the sheets.
But she moved on. Sitting on my rear end now, she got back to business, massaging my back, then bending my arms up and back to give them a good rub. I could feel the slight rasp of her pubic hair against my skin as she leaned forward.
"It's best to massage with soft skin," she said softly. "Sometimes it's your hands and sometimes it's ... other parts." With that, she spread some massage oil on my back and shifted her body weight.
Mmmm, I could feel her breasts, oily, slick, and soft, stroking up and down my back as she lay prone upon me. Up my body and down, it felt divine, and her breath tickled my neck on each upstroke, with occasionally a nibbled kiss. She gave me perhaps a dozen of these strokes before moving on.
Now she was onto my scalp, my ears. I love having my ears stroked - perhaps it's a minor fetish - and she knew just how to do it. She lightly stroked my scalp, then said in a soft voice, "Now imagine that it's raining pleasure on you." Her fingers dropped a featherlight touch on me from head to toe as I shivered in delight.
"Time to turn over, Mr. Hunter."
With relish, I turned over for the second half of my massage. She looked down at my full-mast penis. "We're not completely relaxed yet, are we?"
"No, ma'am."
"Don't worry. I guarantee complete relaxation."
She moved back down to my feet and began the same process again, starting with my toes and moving all the way up to my quadriceps, providing a professional quality light massage. My cock was ready for it's turn, but she teased it. Dropping just a touch of massage oil on it, she lightly ran a hand up and down its length. "Hmm," she said. "This is a problem area. I'll come back to it."
I groaned my disapproval, but she only laughed.
Now she moved up to my head and beyond, facing down toward me from above. She repeated the same feather light strokes on my face that she had used earlier - my forehead, eyebrows, jawline - and I was in heaven.
Running her hands along my arms, she leaned in low. Starting at my shoulders, she would stretch for a downstroke, bringing her breasts directly onto my face at the far end of the stretch. On each stroke, I would grin as I saw them lowering toward me, and I would close my eyes to experience their softness on my face.
"Oh, my apologies," Sparrow said in a sultry voice. "My curves sometimes get in the way of a good massage."
I opened my eyes again as she raised up. "I'm a happy customer," I said, "despite this minor incident."
She lowered them onto my face again as we both giggled.
She scooted forward and began rubbing my chest, the massage oil warm and viscous in her hands. She moved across my collarbones, my sternum, and my pecs, then came to rest with her palms on my nipples. She moved them in tiny circles as I enjoyed the sensations. She did this for some period of time that seemed like forever, but was still not long enough.
Now she moved further down, to my stomach. My stomach is for some reason rather sensitive erotically, and she seemed to sense this, giving it lots of attention. But just as important, she had to reposition herself again. Moving forward, she straddled my chest with her knees, positioning her junction just above my face.
As she caressed my stomach, occasionally meandering down to the side of my hips, I got a splendid view of her pussy. I was again fascinated by the darkness of it, the tone-rich skin of her outer lips, the coal dark inner lips, and I wanted to taste it. I watched it for a couple of moments, moving slightly as she massaged, and then I had to go for it.
Reaching up, I grabbed her hips and pulled her down onto my face. She didn't resist as I sought her clitoris with my tongue, licking, sucking, wrapping my tongue and lips around her pleasure nub. For a few moments, I played unabated, until she pulled herself off.
"Sir, we do not allow such indiscretions in this establishment. I'm going to have to restrain you." Giggling, she skittered off of me and reached for the leather cuffs, the ones that I had used on her earlier.
My eyes wide, I allowed her to put my wrists in the cuffs, restraining one to each corner of the headboard. Then she moved down to my ankles and did the same.



"I'm going to have to work on that problem area for a long time," she said. "Raise your hips."
Questioning but trusting, I raised my hips. She quickly stuffed several pillows under them, pushing them forward to support my lower back. When she was done, I was tied in a four-point restraint, and my cock was the highest part of my body. With my hips lifted up, I couldn't move them.
"Oh, yes," she said, taking a seat cross-legged near my right hip. "The perfect height for a long, slow treatment."
I expected her to start a hand job, or maybe a blowjob. But she didn't. Instead, she studied my penis, looking at it from all angles, not touching it. I watched in fascination.
"Nice shape," she said, "nice and hard. But I need to keep it hard for a while."
Bounding off the bed, she went to her purse, coming back with a small item in her hand. It was a one of those elastic bands that women put in their hair to make pony tails. I noted that Sparrow had short hair, and thus no need for one of these things. She stretched it out and placed it over my cock and balls.
For a small and simple item, the effect was delightful. It was just tight enough to push my balls forward, or in this case up, but not so tight that it was constrictive. I tried to wiggle to test it out, but could barely move. I knew the impact, though; it would act as a cock ring, slowing down my ability to orgasm.
"Okay, now I need to study it a little, get to know it, so I can give it a perfect massage."
I groaned as she touched me, one finger making a small butterfly touch right on my frenulum.
"This is usually the most sensitive part on a man," she explained to either me or my cock. I couldn't tell who she was talking to. "Right..." she touched me right on the most sensitive part, "...here."
"But not always. Some penises are sensitive here." She gave me a butterfly touch on the side of my penis, directly next to the frenulum. I had no idea that part was sensitive, but I moaned in pleasure as my cock jumped on reaction.
"And some are sensitive right on the head, though that's not always a good sensitive." She swirled a finger around the crown of my penis, making me jump and yelp."
"Yes, sir, I have to study this." For several minutes she traced tiny soft lines with her fingertips across the entire topography of my penis. Bound and spread, my hips propped up so that I couldn't move, I was wild under her touch. The hair band around my cock and balls was allowing blood flow in, but not out, so I felt as if my cock was getting harder by the minute.
"Of course, sometimes it's not the penis at all." She looked at me and smiled, her Italian eyes bright. She began stroking my balls, softly, teasingly. They were trapped, tight in their skin, and every touch sent little lightning bolts into my brain.
"Oh, please touch me," I moaned, pulling against the wrist cuffs.
"Or maybe even lower." She cupped my balls in her hand and lifted them, and began stroking the skin underneath them. My balls luxuriated in her warm, oiled hands, and I gasped at every stroke underneath.
She held me for a few moments, stroking me patiently, as I gasped, afraid to move with my balls in her grip, but unable to avoid writhing in pleasure. Eventually she released me, putting more oil on her hands. Her smile was wicked.
"Or maybe... Even ... Lower."
My noise was soft and inhuman as I felt her pressure. She was pushing against my anus as I had done with hers earlier.
"Some of my customers require an internal massage to relax."
Nobody had ever done that to me. Ever. I was horrified and curious and delighted all at once. "Slow," was the only word I could croak out before I felt her fingers enter me.
I had never had a prostate massage before, but one thing I could tell is that she was talented at it. Her right hand had a finger inside me, stroking some magical spot, while her left hand wrapped, at long last, around my shaft and began a light, teasing handjob.
I implored to my gods as she worked, my cock and balls unable to get enough friction to cum, my prostate feeling sensations that had never before been felt. My fists clenched, my toes curled, and she teased and fluttered and toyed with me, offering me a beatific smile as I pleaded for her to go faster, harder, whatever I needed to climb the wall to my orgasm.
My cock got harder and more insistent, its head turning a deep purple. Noticing, she said, "Hmm, this technique doesn't seem to be relaxing you. Maybe I should let you cool off for a few minutes." As I bucked against my bonds, she relinquished her grip on me, pulled out, and began her feather strokes again.
After a few moments, she started the whole process over again, teasing, touching, stroking, but not letting me cum.
And then she did it again. And again. Like an infinite loop sending me to the edge and back. I was humping the air
After some interminable time, I was begging her for release. Anything, I offered. The pressure in my cock was immense, my need infinite.
She pursed her lips in thought. "I can't seem to relax you," she said. "Let me try one more technique. But it's somewhat unorthodox in our profession. It's the wrapped massage."
"What is it?"
"It's when I completely wrap around your penis. Would you like me to show you?"
"Yes. Yes!"
With a knowing smile, she pulled the pillows from underneath my hips, allowing me to lie fully on the bed again. She removed the cursed hair tie from my cock and balls, allowing them to resume their normal position. Straddling my hips, she lowered herself onto me, and reached underneath to guide my penis.
"Oh, yes," I breathed. "The wrapped massage. I understand."
The feeling of one's cock entering a woman's pussy is sublime. She lowered herself inch by inch onto me until I was fully inside. I now had an excellent view of her as well, from her pussy cleft up to her breasts and up to the impish smile on her face. With a little slack now, I was able to do my part, too, and we built a rhythm as she rode me.
There's nothing more beautiful than watching a woman cum, and nothing more enjoyable than cumming along with her.
****
Our weekly meeting started like normal. We were fast friends now, friends who could share anything. We talked a little about our week, a little about her children, a little about work. I told her that I had a business trip coming up.
Her: So do I. Where are you going?
Me: I'm going to be in Los Angeles all week.
I hit 'enter' just as her next message came in.
Her: I've got a night in Los Angeles this week.
Neither of us typed anything for a long minute.
I knew what this meant. We both knew what this meant. Until this moment, we were just two people typing our fantasies, talking without restraint to a fantasy partner that we knew we would never see in flesh and blood. But now the opportunity to meet was there, right in front of us.
Could I actually do this in real life? Should I?
I knew the proper answer. The proper answer was that I shouldn't. I had a great life. Why take any risks with it, much less a big risk like this? Of course the obvious answer was no. I should back out gracefully and admit that it was fun while it lasted.
But I also knew another truth. In the personal canvas that was my life portrait, there had always been one small corner left unpainted. It was a small blank spot, survivable, and the canvas was beautiful in spite of it. But in looking back on my life, my eye was always drawn to that one missing color.
I had no way of experiencing these fantasies that had spun in my mind for decades. They were harmless fantasies with a willing partner, fun fantasies, things that I would dearly love to do. But life had inadvertently steered me around them. Could I go back and fulfill them now? It would be bitterly disappointing to have the opportunity, truly a once in a lifetime opportunity, and walk away from it.
And what of Sparrow? Maybe she was not who she said. Maybe she was angry about something, setting a trap. Maybe she was crazy, and would try to destroy me. Those were risks, and I could never assure myself completely. But everything pointed in the opposite direction. We had met innocently. We were not intending to go down this path. All of the mundane conversations over the past months pointed to her being a completely normal woman. And importantly, she was a woman who had the same small unpainted corner in her personal canvas as me. She had married young, flown the straight and narrow, and never lived out the fantasies that she and I shared.
If there was ever a time for me to live out my fantasies, and a person to do it with, I had stumbled across it.
As my mind raced through these thoughts, a single line appeared on my computer screen.
Her: Know any good coffee shops?
****
We slept the rest of the night away in satisfied exhaustion, then showered together the next morning, taking care to lather and scrub each other well. We got dressed, putting on normal street clothes. We were people again. She packed her bag and I ordered room service.
We sat down for a meal before we parted ways, sitting at a table near the window that overlooked the city.
I broke the silence. "Well, that was intense."
We made eye contact, her beautiful brown eyes curious and caring. "Was it what you wanted?" she asked.
"Yes. Was it what you wanted?"
"Yes."
"What now?"
I hated to say it, but knew that I should. "We've accomplished what we wanted to do. We had one night of living our fantasies. I think ... I think that's it. Right?"
She nodded. "We had a deal. One time, no replays, great memories that will forever be our secret."
I nodded. "I'll remember this night forever."
"We'll still be friends, right? Maybe tell people that we happened to meet in a coffee shop and hit it off?"
I smiled. "We met in a coffee shop and hit it off."
"If we're friends, I probably should know your name."
I weighed the odds, the harmlessness or harmfulness of giving this person, this person who had given me such a strange and wonderful gift, my name. But I trusted her. We had a bond and we had made a promise to each other. I was sure that she would be honorable about it.
"I'm Bradley. It's nice to meet you."
"I'm Laura."
Laura. It wasn't an exotic name. It wasn't the type of name that an escort or a bar girl or a wayward masseuse would use. It was the name of a woman who shopped for groceries, who worked behind a desk, who drove to the drug store in the middle of the night to buy cold medicine for her children. I was comforted by that name. It meant that our experience was real.
"That's a beautiful name," I said. "I'll be glad to have a friend named Laura."
We finished lunch, and she put on her coat that was heavier than the weather required. I walked her to the door, and noticed that its hem danced around her shapely calves as she walked.
She turned her foot shyly, looked at me for a moment, and suddenly stepped into our personal distance.
It was not a kiss of passion, or a kiss of raw lust, though both would have been justified. Rather, it was a kiss of sensuous understanding, the final chapter of a one-night promise to give each other the gift of a lifetime.
She stepped outside and the door pulled itself closed. And with that, Sparrow was gone.



        Hotel with a View

        A businesswoman sees temptation in a nearby window.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/hotel-with-a-view

Title: Hotel with a View

Author: BuckRivers

Category: Exhibitionist & Voyeur

Description: A businesswoman sees temptation in a nearby window.

Tags: business trip, lesbian, hotel, voyeur, escort, lesbian seduction, caught looking, peeping, seduction, first-time lesbian




Author's Preamble: This story has a strong girl-on-girl theme with a first-time aspect, but it's primarily about unintended voyeurism. Happy reading!
*
Corinne let out a sigh as she pulled her bag into the hotel room. It hadn't been a particularly long travel day, but for some reason the people, the noise, the crowding, had been unusually bothersome to her. She kicked off her heels as she walked and shed her business jacket. Abandoning the bag at the halfway point, she flopped onto the bed and luxuriated in the coolness of the bedspread.
For several minutes she lay there with her eyes closed, and may have even catnapped. She wasn't sure, but when she opened her eyes again she had built back some of her energy reserve. Lying in the quiet of the room, her fingers moved into her hips, began to touch. No husband, no kids ... maybe she'd have a quiet evening in the hotel room enjoying herself. She smiled slyly.
Not quite yet, though. She had things to do. She rose from the bed, rosy with her plans, and retrieved the bag from where it stoically waited. She would be here all week in business meetings, so it required unpacking and hanging everything up. No living out of a suitcase this week.
The first thing she did, though, was to find her lounging shorts and t-shirt. She set aside her jewelry, then pulled off her skirt and blouse. The bra was next, leaving her only in panties. Glancing in the room's full-length mirror, she stopped for a moment and inspected herself. While she could certainly nitpick, she liked what she saw. She worked hard at keeping in shape, and a woman of 37 with two kids rarely had such a flat stomach and toned legs. She playfully danced for a moment with her reflection, elated that she would have a quiet week to herself.
She donned the t-shirt and shorts, remaining barefoot and braless. After the cacophony of the day, it was going to be a room service night.
She hung up her various business outfits, put her underwear and other small items in the drawer, and found places for her shoes, her business papers, and other sundries. Her work for the night done, she walked over to the window and opened the curtains to survey her temporary empire.
It wasn't a fancy high-rise hotel, but rather was a nondescript chain hotel in a nondescript suburb. She didn't expect much from the view, and she was right. To her left, she was looking over the hotel parking lot. Beyond the parking area was a vacant field that would undoubtedly someday hold an Applebee's or a Verizon store.
To her right was, at an oblique angle, a large wall of windows. The hotel was an L shape, and her room was on the inside of the L, close to the central elevator. She could see the windows of the other wing, and nearly all were dark on a Sunday evening. It was going to be a quiet week in the suburbs.
Movement caught her eye. Glancing down, she saw a light below and on the right. She was on the fourth floor, so the rooms on the other wing's third floor were somewhat exposed to her. Most were dark, but the closest room to hers, one floor down and only 30 feet or so away, was lit and the curtains were open. The angle was such that she could see much of the room, and a woman was inside.
Like herself, the woman was near the window, but she was facing into the room. She was built somewhat like Corinne, but a brunette version, perhaps a little taller and more lean. She had a sleek mane of long hair and nice curves, with narrower hips and probably more of a C cup figure compared to Corinne's full D's.
Also like Corinne, the woman appeared to be ready to relax for the night. She was unbuttoning a nice blouse that was tucked into a very tight and flattering pencil skirt. Propriety said that Corinne should look away, but since she was at the woman's back, she gave in to temptation and watched. The woman shrugged the blouse from her shoulders, and revealed a gorgeous royal blue bra, lacy and expensive. It looked more like lingerie than a support garment.
A separate movement now caught Corinne's eye. There was someone else in the room, further inside. A man was moving into view now. He was older, probably in his forties, whereas the woman looked to be in her early thirties. He too was admiring the woman's bra.
She slid off her skirt with a shimmy of the hips to reveal matching royal blue panties, very small and very fancy. It suddenly occurred to Corinne that this woman wasn't just changing clothes, but rather was removing them. Her eyes widened. She stepped back just a bit in case the man looked up.
The woman did a pirouette for the man, and unknowingly for Corinne as well. She was a stunner, beautiful bone structure and facial features with a perfect body. The man must have money to have a wife like that, 15 years younger and gorgeous. He was good looking himself, but not in her league at all. He began removing his clothes as well.
Corinne's breath caught as she realized what was about to happen. Glancing over, she could see the couple's bed easily.
She internally argued. She should leave them to their peace, step back inside and mind her own business. But she was minding her own business, right? She was just looking out her window. There was nothing wrong with a woman looking out her window. And she had never seen two live people having sex before.
The man was now completely naked, and he was ready for sex. Corinne could easily see his erect penis pointing at the woman. The woman, still clad in her lingerie underwear, approached him and they had a long kiss. His hands initially wrapped around her lower back, then moved down to her ass. She diplomatically pulled them back up, making Corinne giggle.
Then the woman separated slightly, putting a finger to the man's chest. Pushing him backward with a finger's worth of force, she guided him to the bed and had him sit down. Kneeling down between his legs, she smiled seductively at him, then lowered her head.
Corinne gasped. She had never seen live sex, and certainly had never seen live oral sex. The beautiful brunette slowly took the man's cock head into her mouth, and his eyes rolled back. She took more of him into her mouth, then backed off and began kissing it, licking it, pushing his knees apart to lean in even further.
He was loving it, and so was Corinne. She could feel her nipples hardening, and looked down to see them clearly poking through her thin t-shirt.
For several minutes the woman worked orally, then broke off. Standing up, still wedged between the man's knees, she unsnapped the royal blue bra and slid it off. Her breasts were magnificent, and clearly didn't need the support of a bra. They stood proud on her chest, topped with dark pink areolas that were large and succulent and perfectly tilted upward. Even at her distance, Corinne could see the woman's long, erect nipples, and the man was enraptured with them. He immediately brought his hands up, then his mouth, to pinch them and play with them and suck on them, and the woman stopped her activities momentarily to allow him to play. Corinne was mesmerized by the interplay between his active play and her stoic stance, as she allowed him unfettered access to her treasures.
He seemed quite content to play with them forever, so eventually she gently forced him off. She bent over and removed her panties, and her ass was perfect. Slim yet curvy, perfect symmetric globes that were simultaneously soft looking and firm, they held up well to the man's groping. Corinne desperately hoped that the woman would turn just a bit so she could see the front, but the man was not allowing that, his hands clamped in her hips and ass.
Corinne's hand dipped into her shorts.
The brunette slowly pushed the man backwards until he got the hint. He moved up on the bed and lay on his back, his erect penis standing at attention, and the woman climbed on top of him. Positioning herself, she slowly lowered her body as the man's penis disappeared from view within her hips. Corinne's mouth gaped as the woman began slowly rising and lowering herself, clearly riding the man's cock. She had never before witnessed such a thing.
Corinne's hand inside her shorts began strumming her clit. She couldn't believe this. She wondered if anyone else could see the amorous couple, but given the angle she decided that she was the only one. Hers was the only room that likely had the proper height and angle to see this scene.
The woman rode him for several minutes, her breasts bobbing as he played with them. Then suddenly he was moving her, twisting, and she rolled off of him. Down on her back she went, and her legs rose and spread. Corinne got a distant but perfect view of the woman's vulva, shaved but for a narrow dark landing strip. She was too far away to see detail, but could see a wide swath of light pink within dark pink, indicating that the woman must have thick outer lips.
The man was now on top of her, entering her, thrusting. The two of them melded into one spastic mass, moving, thrusting, shaking. Corinne concentrated her gaze at their meeting spot, and could vaguely see a shiny penis appearing and disappearing with regularity.
She moved her gaze up to watch the woman's breasts oscillate with the rhythm, and -
Oh, god!
The woman was looking directly at her! Corinne leapt backwards, out of view. No, no, no, that did not happen. She got caught! Would the woman complain? Would the police get called? Would...
Or did she get caught?
Maybe the woman had merely turned her head for a moment. Maybe her eyes had been closed. Common sense said that it would be hard for her to notice a woman in another window while she had a man thrusting inside of her. Maybe it was just a coincidence of angles.
She should check. Were they still having sex? Was the woman on the phone to the police? Corinne envisioned herself being handcuffed, being taken to jail, being labeled as a sex offender. She had to know what was happening so she could know whether she needed to concoct a cover story.
Moving very slowly forward, Corinne stood directly at the curtain, then peeked as little of her head as possible past it, just enough for one eye to get a view.
The woman was still on the bed, still being fucked.
Sighing with relief, Corinne knew that she should take that win and step away, but she couldn't. Now more stealthy, she continued to watch with one eye. It was over within minutes. The man eventually collapsed onto the woman and she stroked his head as he rested, her long legs still splayed wide around him. Had the woman cum, too, Corinne wondered?
There was little afterplay. The man rose and stepped away, and the couple began dressing. Corinne waited until they were both in their underwear again before she stepped away from the window.
By the time Corinne made it to her bed, her shorts and t-shirt and panties were still floating to the ground. She lay down, spread her legs, and thought about what she had just seen. She fantasized about being the woman in that situation, about the fancy lingerie, about kneeling between a man's legs and enveloping his cock with her mouth. And against her will, she also thought about the woman, such a classic beauty. What must it feel like to be seduced by a woman like that? Corinne's fingers explored her lips, her clit, and pinched her nipples as she had thoughts that she would never share with anyone, thoughts that were improper for a 37 year-old married mother of two.
Her fingers became more urgent as her fantasies progressed, and within moments she was arching her back, her knees quivering as the final buildup came.
"Unnnnnngh! Ohhhhhh!" Her orgasm was louder than she expected, and she hoped that no one was in the adjacent room. Her body froze, her pelvis arched skyward, her brain synapses exploded with pleasure, and she ascended for an eternal moment before dropping back to earth, her breath heavy and irregular.
It was going to be a good week.
****
There was a knock on the door.
"Room service, ma'am!" a voice called out.
Oh, that was faster than expected. "Just a moment!" Naked as she dried from her post-work shower, Corinne hustled to throw on her shorts and t-shirt again. "Hang on, I'm getting dressed!"
Barefoot, with her hair still dripping, she opened the door. The room service girl was a petite African American woman, perhaps a college student or a little older. She had striking green eyes and long artificially straightened hair. "Good evening, ma'am," she said, seemingly unperturbed by the wait. She held an oversized tray in both hands that likely contained Corinne's salad and French fries. "Happy Monday! May I come in?"
"Certainly." Corinne stepped aside and let her enter.
"Where would you like it?"
Corinne scanned the room. "The table at the window is fine," she said. Following the girl, her eyes scanned up and down the young woman. She was petite, maybe 5-4, and well built. If she was a cheerleader, she'd be the one that gets thrown in the air, her figure curvy but light. She was wearing a green tartan vest of the hotel's choosing, with complementary gold slacks that hugged her rear end. Her skin was light for a black woman, implying that black was only the most dominant of her genes.
"Thank you," Corinne said when the girl set down the tray. "I'm famished." There was no reason to explain that, but she felt that she should make some sort of non-transactional conversation. The girl turned and smiled at her, and Corinne noticed a name tag that said, "Natalie". She had a five and a ten in her hand, depending on a number of factors, and she gave the girl a ten. In return she got a delighted smile and a heartfelt, "Thank you, ma'am!"
They walked back to the door together, and the girl folded the ten dollar bill and put it into her pocket. Pausing, she turned. "A little trick next time, ma'am. If you order the lunch-sized version of the salad, it's almost the same size and you get the fries for free." She winked as she shared the secret.
Corinne smiled at the girl. "Thank you. I'll remember that."
Closing the door, Corinne walked back to the table. Catching her reflection in the mirror, she was horrified to see how her t-shirt clung to her still wet breasts, and how noticeable her nipples were as a result. Shaking her head, she was glad that the room service person was female.
She sat down to have dinner, and by chance or subconscious, she sat at the chair that faced the hotel's other wing. Again, the rooms were mostly dark, with only an occasional sign of habitation. She had been dining for 20 minutes when the light on the third floor came on. She didn't want to admit that she had been hoping for this.
Shadows moved in the room, and Corinne watched. She was not a peeping tom, she told herself. She was just a woman eating a salad and French fries at her windowside table. She was doing nothing wrong.
The woman came to the window and surveyed her temporary empire. She was wearing a gorgeous dress, deep red in color and snug around her nice curves. It complemented her dark hair very nicely, and she looked like she could be a movie star, or perhaps a senator's second wife. Corinne got a good look at her face, and admired the woman's beauty: high cheekbones, nice jawline, light-colored eyes over a slim, straight nose. And those lips, those lips that Corinne had seen wrapped around her husband's penis the previous night, were gorgeous, full and perfectly plump.
The woman looked up at Corinne and smiled.
Oh, god.
Corinne averted her eyes to her food, lifting her fork and taking an obvious bite to illustrate that, yes, she had a purpose in this window. She was eating dinner just like any woman had the right to do. She gazed out over the parking lot and the vacant land beyond, enjoying the view and proving to any observers that she was merely a person who enjoyed looking at a parking lot and darkened wall of windows while dining.
When she glanced back, the woman was unzipping her dress from the back. She let the sleeves fall forward, and the dress fell to the floor.
Surely she had seen Corinne, right? She had looked straight at her and smiled. Perhaps the reflections of sunlight were different and she was just smiling in general? Is it possible that Corinne could see her, but not vice versa?
It had to be true. The woman wouldn't smile at her and then undress in full view of the window.
Right?
It didn't matter. Either the woman couldn't see her, or the woman didn't care. Those were the only two answers, and both gave Corinne security in staying in her spot.
The brunette was wearing a lacy white underwear ensemble tonight, perfectly matching. She must spend a fortune on underwear, Corinne found herself thinking prosaically. The brunette almost looked like a bride getting ready for her wedding, wearing a white, nearly sheer lace bra, matching panties, cut very low on her hips and stomach, and thigh-high white stockings that Corinne hadn't noticed under the dress. Corinne made a note that she should wear thigh-highs more often, as they were quite sexy.
The woman turned, and it was obvious that the husband must be further back in the room. Swiveling her hips suggestively atop the high heels she still wore, she walked out of Corinne's sight for a moment. She almost wondered if they were newly married, which would explain the frequent sexiness. But the woman seemed too classy to be having her honeymoon out here in the suburbs.
She was out of sight for several minutes, testing Corinne's patience. When she returned, she was nude, and Corinne feasted on seeing the woman's large areolas and dark stripe of pubic hair. She had a man by the hand.
And it wasn't the same man.
This one was younger, maybe mid-thirties. He had a shaved head and was notably more muscular. Corinne's jaw dropped.
The brunette lay on the bed, and the man lay down between her legs. As she lolled her head back, he began lustily performing cunnilingus on her. A smile appeared on the woman's face, and she closed her eyes in pleasure.
What was going on here? Corinne's mind raced. Was she cheating on her husband? Was she highly sexualized and good at picking up men? Of course she would be good at picking up men. Look at her. She could pick up men in a monastery.
Or...Corinne was hit with a wave of realization. Was this woman a prostitute? Or given her obvious class and beauty, perhaps 'escort' was a better term. That would make a lot more sense. Someone like her would make great money in that line of work, and a mid-class suburban hotel near the airport might be a good low-key place to ply her trade. Corinne realized suddenly how little she knew about the business of selling sex.
Corinne watched as the brunette shifted positions. She was on her knees now, and the man was behind her, getting ready to penetrate her. He had a long and slender penis, and inserted it to the hilt in one smooth motion. As he began his rhythm, the brunette braced herself, resting on her elbows. Her breasts undulated with each thrust, but in a limited arc. They were clearly quite firm. Corinne lost her view of them when the man reached around and gripped them, using them to help gain leverage and power in his thrusts.
Corinne found herself yet again sliding a hand into her shorts.
The man lasted a while in that position, then it was on to missionary. The brunette was on her back, and he was positioned atop her, thrusting energetically. She seemed to take it in stride, wrapping her legs around him and allowing him to kiss her neck and throat.
She looked out the window, and unbeknownst to her partner, she offered a knowing smile and wave.
Corinne again ducked out of the window in horror. And she again masturbated vigorously that night.
****
"Room service!"
Corinne was ready this time, making sure that she was properly dressed. Natalie appeared to be her assigned girl, because she was once again making the delivery.



"Happy Tuesday! Chicken marsala and spring vegetable mix, ma'am?"
"Yes. You can set it at the table."
Natalie nodded, her smooth face creasing into a knowing smile. She walked the food over to the table and set it down. "I know that you like a lot of ice in your water, so I brought you some extra."
"How thoughtful." Corinne had found that tipping well tended to make life much more pleasant, and she could put it on her expense account. It was a win win situation and tended to make her popular among hotel staff.
"Ma'am?"
"Yes."
"There's one other thing."
"What is it?"
Natalie nodded to a drink on the tray. Corinne had assumed that it was being delivered to another room. It was tall and red with a little umbrella. "This is for you as well."
Corinne grinned. "Oh, that's very nice of you!"
Natalie shook her head. "It's from another guest. It comes with this card."
Corinne's blood froze. She knew no other guests. She had no friends or coworkers on this business trip. There was only one guest with whom she had had any interaction. She blushed furiously as she accepted the card.
Her voice shook as she opened it. "Um...that's....um, that's a surprise. I don't believe I know anyone here." She briefly wondered if perhaps some wayward man had attached his gaze on her without her noticing. Such things had happened in the past. When you're blonde with large breasts, men notice you even if you don't notice them.
Inside, the card had a woman's fluid handwriting. "Men are my livelihood, women are my hobby. 8:00 Thursday at my place. Send an RSVP via my girl Natalie. Lana, Room 301."
Corinne stood stunned.
"Everything okay, ma'am?"
It took a long moment for Corinne to respond, and her response was subpar. "Um...yes. Yes." Corinne's mind was racing. She looked at Natalie. How much did the young woman know? She had to know that the drink was sent by this woman. Lana. But did she know why? She had to know that people sent other people drinks because they wanted to bed them, but would she make that connection in this case? And this was a woman, which made it all the more confounding. Corinne stood dumbstruck, reeling at the implications.
Natalie showed no reaction at all to Corinne's hesitation. She just stood there.
Oh, yes. Tip.
Corinne found her billfold. She started to pull out a bill, then hesitated. She drew out a $20 bill and gave it Natalie, eliciting a reaction of sincere surprise and elation.
"Can you wait a moment, Natalie? I need to write a note. I want to respond to the card that you brought."
"Certainly, ma'am!"
Corinne sat at her desk and put a pen to paper. She thought for a moment. "Natalie", she looked the young African American woman up and down, not wanting to meet her eyes. "Can you tell me a little bit about the person who sent this drink?"
The young woman fought to suppress a smile. "We're taught to be discreet, ma'am. I was just told to give you the drink and the note."
Corinne's nostrils flared. Did Natalie know why this had happened? Had this woman, this Lana woman, told her about the peeping? Did Natalie just think that the woman was flirting? Did Natalie know more about Lana than she was revealing? Did she know what Lana was doing in that hotel room? Corinne noted to herself that she needed to get more tip money.
Pondering what to write, Corinne finally found her words. She merely wrote, "I'm married" on the note card. She looked at the message for a moment, then added, "But thank you anyway." She wondered if she should apologize for her peeping behavior, but decided to let that issue lie. No sense in acknowledging it at this point. She folded the note and said, "Would you please deliver this back to the person who sent the drink?"
"Certainly, ma'am."
Corinne wondered if Natalie would read the note, and if she had read the previous note that Lana had sent. She almost hoped that the girl had -- it was flattering to be courted by an attractive person, even if it was by another woman, and Corinne now had the moral upper hand by turning her down.
As Natalie headed toward the door, Corinne eyed the drink. "Before you go," she asked, "what is the drink?"
Natalie had the door opened. She turned around and looked at it. "Don't laugh," she said.
"Why?"
"Our bar has funny names for all of the drinks. That one's a mix of Rum and fruit juices. It's called "Show Me Your Boobs".
****
Corinne sat down to dinner and a show. Or maybe a show. She wasn't sure it would happen again, but she didn't want to miss it if it did.
The lights were out, but one table lamp was on in Lana's room. And there was a sign propped up in the window, handwritten with a thick marker. The sign said, "Hi, Blondie, You're Cute!"
Corinne's mind reeled. She was being hit on by a woman. And an escort at that. And an escort who held the moral high ground to boot, who had caught Corinne in an indiscretion.
Men are my livelihood. Women are my hobby.
The words rang in her head. She had no experience with a woman, and nothing even close. But in a truth that she would never dare tell, she had had thoughts. What woman didn't? Her fantasies, her secret world that no one knew, not even her husband, were populated not just by men but by both men and women. Usually it was the men who took her, because men had a penis and a penis was a very useful tool. But sometimes, when she was in a certain mood, women would come to play in her mind and her fingers.
She enjoyed those fantasies, but always dismissed them as soon as the orgasm rang through her body. She was a wife and a mother with a career and a dog and a house with a yard. No one expected a person like her to rub herself to orgasm imagining another woman. And certainly a woman like her wouldn't have a tryst with a random woman in a hotel in real life. It was just idle fantasy, nothing more.
The lights turned on below her.
Today's man made her wince. He followed Lana to the window -- it was nice to know her name now -- and he was unattractive. He was at least 100 pounds overweight, and somewhat effeminate in appearance, with a soft and doughy look about him. She guessed this was the downside of being an escort.
Lana herself looked less sexy than usual as well, clad in a trench coat that didn't particularly highlight her appearance. Corinne frowned slightly...until Lana removed the coat.
Oh, wow.
She was clad in a leather dominatrix outfit, and it was stunning. The main item was a corset that cinched her waist tightly, and which stopped just below her breasts, causing them to spill up and out. She wore a tiny black thong below the waist, and knee high boots that looked wicked. She had a necklace that appeared to be a lace of spider webs, and Corinne noticed that her hair was in a pony tail.
The man removed his clothes, and Corinne felt a pang of sympathy for both him and her. He clearly didn't have a body to admire, and she had to work with it. But work she did. They walked to the bed, and she pulled some leather cuffs from underneath the sheets, one attached to each corner. She bound him to the bed, and then spent the next hour teasing the tiny cock that protruded underneath his belly. She wrapped it tightly in some sort of leather gear, then alternately sucked it, masturbated it, and worked the balls. Every time the man seemed to be getting close, she would back off, leaving him clumsily humping air. At one point, she climbed onto his chest, and to Corinne's fascination, appeared to masturbate herself, her pussy just inches above his face as he strained to reach her with his tongue. There was no bashfulness in this woman.
She held the man in frustration for 60 full minutes. He left happy, though she was unclear whether he had an orgasm, and presumed that he didn't. People were strange sometimes.
Corinne was about to move to her own masturbation session when Lana walked to the window. Writing in large print, she appeared to be making a new sign, not in any way acknowledging Corinne's presence. When she finished, she removed the "Hi, Blondie" sign and stuck the new one up in its place. With bated breath, Corinne waited for it to become visible.
"Show me your boobs."
Simultaneously horrified and amused, Corinne burst into laughter. Lana's face rose and she looked directly at Corinne. There was no pretending any more. Corinne held up her nearly empty glass as a toast of thanks. She was beginning to like this woman.
Lana shook her head. Her breasts were still bare above the corset, and she brought her hands up to grip them, jiggling them. She pointed at Corinne.
Oh, god. Maybe it was the drink in her, but Corinne found the woman charming tonight for some reason. After a moment of consideration, she threw caution to the wind. Reaching down, she pulled her t-shirt over her head. She gripped her own breasts and jiggled them back. Lana broke her usual classy demeanor, breaking into a satisfied smile. She motioned for Corinne to visit and very slowly licked her lips. Corinne's wave off signaling 'no' was much less convincing than it should have been.
****
"Room service! Happy Wednesday!"
Natalie was here for her nightly visit, carrying her tray as usual. Corinne let her in, and immediately noticed another "Show Me Your Boobs" drink. She shook her head disbelievingly. This was surreal.
The young woman walked the tray to the table near the window, and turned back to Corinne. "Another drink, another note," she said. Her eyes wandered up and down Corinne's body, and Corinne intuited that Natalie had some inside information she wasn't sharing.
Corinne made a point of sighing. "Some people don't get the message," she said. "Did you pass along my message yesterday?"
"Yes, ma'am."
Corinne opened the note:
'You're married, but you're alone and I'm alone, so let's be alone together. Thursday at 8:00. If you need a reference as to my skills, watch tonight at midnight. PS: your boobs are gorgeous. I can't wait to suck on those big pink nipples. -- Lana, Room 301.'
Corinne blushed furiously. She looked at Natalie, but the young black woman was noncommittal. Was she really not reading the notes? Even so, she had to understand what was happening. An escort was using her to pass notes. A female escort at that.
She handed Natalie another $20 bill. "As you probably guessed, I need you to pass a note back. Can you wait a moment?"
Natalie was making a killing off of this episode. She smiled broadly and took the money. As Corinne sat down to write, she couldn't help but notice that Natalie had moved to the window and was looking out and to the right.
She started writing. 'I'm not into girls', she wrote. She looked at it, then added, 'But you're very pretty.'
She tore it up and tried again. 'I've never been with a woman,' she wrote. "But you tempt me. You're gorgeous!' She emphasized the final sentence with a second exclamation point, then tore up that note.
Natalie was standing in profile. She looked at the young woman, her vest tight against her cute figure, her soft facial features and full lips.
She wrote the next draft. 'I'd love to, but I shouldn't." She stood stock still for a long minute, then added. "I'll watch at midnight, though, if that's okay."
****
At 11:55, Corinne was in a state of anxiety. Something was going to happen in five minutes, and it was going to be interesting. In an odd way, she felt invested in it, and wanted to fulfill her role properly. Taking a deep breath, she pulled her t-shirt over her head, then removed her shorts. Standing naked, she looked at herself in the room's full-length mirror. Her nipples were indeed attractive, and she was proud of them. She found large areolas sexy, and was glad that she had them. Few people had ever seen them, and almost no one had seen the neatly trimmed triangle between her legs, or the feather-soft features that they highlighted.
Why was she doing this? Why was she playing this game? She didn't know, but it was too addicting to stop.
She stepped to the window.
The third floor had a new sign propped up. It said, 'You know you want to. Thursday at 8:00.'
Corinne stood naked at the window, fully on display. Lana walked to her own window a floor below, wearing shorts and a braless t-shirt that clearly showed the points of her nipples. Corinne laughed heartily at the role reversal, and offered an imaginary toast to the brunette. On her end, Lana nodded approvingly at Corinne's nudity and mouthed a 'wow' as she ran her finger up and down Corinne's body. She offered a toast back and a wink.
Apparently there was a knock on the door, because Lana turned quickly and looked in that direction.
Corinne waited anxiously to see who would enter, and was surprised that it was only Natalie, carrying a tray. The young woman carried the tray to the table near the window, and Lana followed behind her. Natalie set the tray down and turned, and Lana was on her.
Wrapping her arms around Natalie, Lana gave her a long, deep, romantic kiss. Corinne's jaw dropped in shock. Off came the plaid vest, the gold slacks, and then Natalie's bra and panties as Lana sensuously and methodically stripped the younger woman nude.
She took Natalie by the hand and walked her to the bed. Natalie was quite attractive, with a trim figure and nice firm butt. As Lana lay her on the bed, Corinne took note of Natalie's hershey kiss nipples on her buoyant young breasts, and her completely shaved and bare pussy. Standing over her, Lana removed her t-shirt and shorts, displaying her bare body proudly.
Lana took the dominant position, lying atop Natalie as the two engaged in deep kissing and caressing. Then Lana began moving down, kissing and nibbling Natalie's throat, then her breasts. She played with Natalie's nipples extensively using tongue and fingers, and Natalie seemed to melt into the bed.
Then Lana went further down. Natalie's ribs received attention, then her stomach, then further down below her belly button. Corinne saw Natalie gasp as Lana's tongue first flicked across her clit.
The next twenty minutes was a divine ballet as Lana worked the young African American woman's pussy to near-orgasm, then stopped abruptly, leaving the girl hanging as she moved up to pleasure other areas. She had Natalie engaged in a horizontal dance of need and desire, partially pleasuring her again and again before finally finishing the job. She eventually bore down between Natalie's legs with a new vigor, and Corinne watched the young woman's silent scream of orgasm. Lana was clearly skilled at her craft.
Lana then moved up again, kissing Natalie's stomach, ribs, and breasts, before shifting to sit on Natalie's midsection. The two had a short conversation as Lana played with Natalie's nipples, tweaking and twisting and rubbing. Corinne couldn't hear, of course, but eventually saw Natalie nod.
Lana was on the move again, this time reaching over Natalie. She retrieved the same leather cuffs that she had used the night before, only now she was using them on the room service girl. Corinne leaned forward in interest, and her finger began stroking her clitoris.
As she had done with the fat man, Lana tied each of Natalie's limbs to a corner of the bed, effectively spreadeagling her. Then she climbed back atop Natalie, moving up to sit on the room service girl's face.
Lana was a sexy woman. As Corinne watched, the brunette swayed and undulated as she received oral pleasure from her cute prisoner. She stroked her own breasts, caressed her stomach, and lost herself in pleasure as her prisoner labored underneath her. Corinne realized that she had not yet seen Lana cum after all these nights.
Natalie did the job, though it took a while. Lana liked to periodically raise herself from Natalie's face, presumably slowing down the process of orgasm. She would rise up, touch and stroke Natalie's face, then drop down again so her pleasure prisoner could continue her oral task.
Eventually, though, it was apparent that Lana was getting close. Her movements became more rhythmic, more measured. Corinne timed herself along with the brunette. Faster and faster her fingers stroked her clit and lips as the brunette began to enter the throes of ecstasy.
Lana's back arched, her mouth dropping open.
Corinne leaned back in her chair spreading her legs, her pleasure beginning to overflow.
Lana's eyes closed. She gripped her breasts, facing skyward as her prisoner tongued her.
Corinne's legs began to quiver. "Unnnnnh! Oh! Oh!"
The two women orgasmed simultaneously, forty feet apart.
Usually Lana's sessions lasted about an hour, a fact that had not registered with Corinne until tonight. But Lana wasn't finished with Natalie, not by a long shot. She rose and retrieved a leather travel bag, setting it with decorum on the bed next to a curious Natalie. Reaching in, she began pulling out items and setting them on the bed. Corinne recognized a couple of the items as vibrators or dildos; the smaller items were too far away for her to discern exactly.
And then for the next two hours, Lana put on a clinic. Poor little Natalie, bound and helpless, had no chance, and Corinne was entranced by what became a pure torture of sexual pleasure. For an interminable time, Lana impassively forced pleasures on Natalie, and the bound room service girl thrashed, bucked, arched, or at times lay paralyzed as she absorbed a particularly fiendish pleasure. Lana wrung orgasm after orgasm from her, even as they looked more and more intense on a sexually exhausted Natalie. At 3:00 a.m., with the college girl unable to continue any more, Lana finally took mercy on her. Leaning down one last time, she kissed the girl on the lips and rose off of her chest. As she walked away from the bed, Natalie lay motionless and spent, her legs splayed wide, her hair a mess, her chest heaving with each breath, and her hips and thighs offering only the occasional spastic shiver to indicate consciousness.
Lana walked to the window, looked up, and offered a theatrical curtsy. Corinne pressed ahead for one final orgasm from her own abused vulva, which had set a new masturbation record tonight. She knew that Lana was watching her, but did it really matter any more?
Lana watched, then wrote another sign and set it in the window. It read, "References available upon request."
****
"Room Service!"
Corinne took a moment to open the door, wondering what she should say. As she opened it, Natalie walked in with the tray. She knew by now where to place it, so she merely offered a polite, "Happy Thursday!" greeting.
Corinne followed her into the room, noting that Natalie was walking slowly and a bit gingerly. There was also a "Show Me Your Boobs" drink on the tray.
Natalie set the tray down. "I got you some extra dressing for your salad, and I gave you a double helping of breadsticks," she offered. "And I have another note."
Corinne took the note. By now, Natalie knew to wait for the next chapter to unfold.
It read, "Blondie, if you would like to check references for my skills, you may ask Ms. Natalie how she enjoyed the evening. I asked her to provide a gift as well, so be sure to ask for it. See you at 8. -- Lana, Room 301."
Corinne reached into the pocket of her shorts and pulled out the $100 bill that she kept hidden in her billfold for emergencies. This was an emergency.
Natalie's eyes popped when she saw Benjamin Franklin.
Corinne held it up, but did not offer it. "You know what's going on with these notes, don't you?" she asked.
"Yes," Natalie said sheepishly.
"Who is this woman?"
Natalie's eyes twinkled as she shyly answered. "She's a frequent guest here, maybe twice a month for a few days at a time. She's very nice."
"What's her story? Is she an escort?"
Natalie offered a hooded smile. "She tips well, and she's my favorite guest."



Corinne processed the information. "So I gather. You know that I was watching last night, right?"
Natalie nodded.
"Do you and she ... regularly..." She couldn't finish the sentence, and pointed at the window.
Natalie looked Corinne directly in the eye, her green eyes strong and willful. "I take care of her in the hotel and make sure that she doesn't get bothered, so every month she invites me in for an evening. You should know that I'm straight. But it doesn't matter."
"How on earth does it not matter?"
Natalie's mouth curled into a smile. "Because she's soooooo good," she laughed.
Corinne had to laugh as well. "Are you completely straight?" she asked. "I'm just ... I'm just trying to figure out if ... uh ... if ..."
"If you can do it?"
The thought made Corinne's stomach roll with nervousness. She looked at the young woman, the woman that she had seen naked and orgasming last night under Lana's skilled hands. "Yes," she admitted at long last, blushing and horrified at herself, her participation in all of this. "Yes."
Natalie repeated her assertion. "I'm straight," she said. "But I appreciate beauty. When I saw you that first night, for example, and your t-shirt was wet and I could see your areolas, I was intrigued. But with Lana, you don't think much about the fact that she's a woman. You think about the fact that she's beautiful and that's she's giving you the most amazing orgasms you'll ever have."
Corinne subconsciously brought her arm up to cover her chest. The t-shirt thing was truly an accident, but she could never explain that away. "I'm straight, too," she said, "but ... I have to admit, I'm kind of curious. And flattered."
"Then go visit Lana," Natalie said. "She's discreet, and she's amazing."
"Does she often do stuff like this? The notes?"
Natalie shook her head. "Never. She saw you watching. She thought you were beautiful, and ....", Natalie bit her lip, "she likes your breasts. She wants to play with them."
Corinne suddenly felt shy. "But I wasn't watching because I was into women. I mean, I was, but I wasn't. And I'm married."
"Lana doesn't care. In fact, she likes it that way. She loves taking straight women. Tell her you're straight and she'll make it her personal mission to open your mind."
Corinne handed the $100 bill to Natalie, conflicting thoughts and ideas swimming in her head. "The note said you have a gift for me. I presume it's not the extra breadsticks."
Natalie put the bill into her pocket. She looked up into Corinne's eyes. "Again, remember that I'm straight. I'm doing this for Lana."
The young woman pulled Corinne close, and closed in for the kiss. Their lips met, soft and romantic, and the tip of Natalie's tongue pressed into Corinne. She could feel the girl's breasts crush into her own. The kiss was long and romantic, and when Natalie pulled away, Corinne could still taste her.
She took the note, read it again, and took a deep breath. Her heart was beating as rapidly as a hummingbird's. While Natalie watched, she wrote, 'I'll be there.'
"I'm scared to death," she said as she handed it to Natalie, her hands shaking. "I've never done anything like this before."
Natalie smiled a devilish smile. "Neither had I. But now I'm addicted to it. Like I said, it's not about being with a woman, it's about having great sex. And if you're nervous," she added quietly, "maybe you could use some practice. I have a break in an hour."
Her eyes rose to meet Corinne's. For a long moment, they were silent. "I think I'd like that," Corinne said.
It was definitely going to be a good week.
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Princess Sela's eyes popped open. She looked at the stars above her campsite for a moment, trying to remember where she was, but it didn't really matter. That type of thing was for others to worry about.
She had other things on her mind. She lolled her head to her right.
"Honnie," she whispered, then raised her voice a notch. "Honnie!" She poked a finger sharply into the girl's ribs.
Her servant girl, sleeping next to her, jolted awake. Sela could tell that the girl was annoyed about being awakened in such a manner, but Honnie's preferences mattered not.
Honnie's shiny dark eyes blinked in the night as she too wondered where she was. She turned toward Sela. "Yes, mistress?"
"I desire your attentions."
Honnie's eyes were incredulous. "Now?"
"Yes, now. In the front. Lick me."
Sela had no idea why she was so aroused, why she had awakened this way in the middle of the night, but she wanted attention and Honnie was skilled at providing it. Sela knew that the dark-haired girl found her position of forced servitude humiliating, but that made it all the more pleasurable to demand it. Honnie's tongue was one of Sela's favorite possessions.
Sela turned to her left. "Zeeta," she whispered.
The blonde next to her slept soundly, her breathing slow and deep. She didn't stir.
Sela's temper pulsed. She traced her hand up the blonde's toned body until she located one of Zeeta's ever firm nipples. Gripping it hard, she twisted it savagely. Girls from the Ice Kingdom had very sensitive nipples, and Zeeta was no exception. Sela enjoyed tormenting them even when punishment wasn't deserved, and Zeeta's tender breasts were two of Sela's favorite possessions.
"Ow ow ow ow ow!" Zeeta abruptly jerked and twisted, her pale white skin practically glowing in the moonlight as her blanket fell away.
"Wake up, titty girl," Sela whispered, releasing her grip with a final wicked twist. "I desire your attention."
Zeeta hissed in pain, cradling her victimized nub. She took a moment to register the request. "Now?" She looked up and out at the night.
"Now. Suck my nipples, and use your finger in my rear."
Zeeta glowered at the dark stillness. Sela knew that the ice girl despised her, despised the turns of fate that led her to this position of servitude, but that made it all the more pleasurable to see her bow her head in defeat.
With no choice but to submit, the two servant girls set to their task. All three women were nude on the warm summer night, nestled together under the smooth fur-trimmed velvet of the royal blankets, and they repositioned themselves for their assigned roles. Honnie, the delicate dark-haired nymph, dove under the blanket and dutifully nuzzled her way to Sela's copper-furred crotch. Zeeta, the robust curvy blonde, melded her warm body against Sela, lowering her mouth to suckle Sela's already erect nipple. With delight, Sela felt Zeeta's hand slide softly down her back, and a finger began to push into Sela's tiniest of holes. As she flexed her hips, Honnie's mouth and tongue found her lower lips and clit, and the pleasure was underway.
"Mmmm." Sela spread her legs wide enough to accommodate Honnie's narrow shoulders, then clamped her thighs on the servant girl's neck. For several minutes she let the two servants do their duty, Honnie licking and sucking and kissing her most sensitive areas, Zeeta pleasuring her everywhere else. With the night sentries out on the perimeter, and the other members of the traveling party sound asleep, she had no hesitation in allowing her hips to respond to their attentions, dancing an ancient rhythm of pleasure.
The two girls were long experienced in what Sela enjoyed, and they did their work effectively. It paid off well. Sela's breathing deepened and accelerated, her hips moving more quickly. Her nipples grew and peaked as Zeeta fondled and nibbled them, and she found herself at the precipice of ecstasy more quickly than she expected.
She kept her voice low so as not to attract the guards. "Nnnnnh!" she breathed through her teeth. "Yes yes yes!" The girls rode her up and down, up and down, their tongues and fingers working furiously to bring the royal redhead to climax. With a large exhalation she exploded in pleasure, bucking and thrashing, then collapsed down into the blankets and ordered her slaves to caress her in afterplay.
Why was she so aroused tonight? After a few moments of recovery, she suddenly felt as if she could cum again, and pondered telling the girls to start anew. They had clearly failed to fully satisfy her. Princess Sela clenched her inner muscles, feeling desire wash over her anew. Maybe she should touch herself while watching the two servant girls pleasure each other. It was always delightful to watch the two captured women sixty-nine each other, and to wonder which would humble the other first.
But no, not tonight. Sela's mouth curled into a cruel grin. "Zeeta, go get your girl-penis. I want you to put it on and take Honnie up the ass."
Honnie's voice was small and plaintive under the blankets. "Oh, please, your highness. Not that. We have a long carriage ride tomorrow. May I please lick you again instead?"
"Do it, Zeeta. Honnie, get on your knees, face on the ground. Zeeta will take your ass." Sela grinned in anticipation. She loved the small brunette's groans and squeals when she was being impaled by the more powerful blonde.
There was movement beneath the blanket, and then Honnie spoke.
"Your highness? Something is wrong."
****
The camp was alight with small nighttime fires, but otherwise silent. Rokal strode toward the middle of the illuminated area, where he could distantly see figures huddled under a blanket. "What is the precious princess's problem this time?" he growled under his breath.
His sergeant of the watch was just as irritated. "She won't say. She just ordered me to get you, and said that it was very important."
"Important." Rokal humphed through gritted teeth. "There's probably a mosquito bothering her, or she wants a cup of water. What gods have I angered to deserve this fate?"
"You're the most famous soldier in the land," the sergeant grinned. "Your reward is to protect the crown princess, the future of the kingdom. And bring her a cup of water when she wants it."
Rokal had known this sergeant for decades, had trusted him with his life more than once. He offered a strained smile. "I fear for that future when this little terror gets crowned next week."
The two senior soldiers stepped into the firelight and walked up to the blankets. Princess Sela lay underneath, recognizable by her brilliant aura of red hair and her fine aristocratic features. An angry expression dwelt on her face, a look that Rokal knew all too well. Tucked into the crook of her shoulder was Zeeta, her royal service aide. Rokal recognized Zeeta clearly, a former princess of the ice kingdom in the northern mountains. Her capture had come at the price of a full battalion of Rokal's men, and now she was used as a bed warmer. He swallowed his disapproval for the sake of his own survival.
"What is the problem you are having in the middle of the night, your highness?" Rokal maintained his professionalism, working hard to conceal his undertone of contempt.
Princess Sela spoke petulantly, as was her wont. "Something's wrong, you idiot. We're stuck."
"Stuck?"
"We can't move. We're stuck in something. You set up this camp wrong."
Oh, great. The precious princess got some mud in her blankets or something. Rokal took a deep breath before speaking. "Open your blankets and let's see."
"I can't. We're not proper."
"We're in the field, your highness. We must sometimes make compromises to propriety."
The princess's eyes flashed with anger. "I'm not even close to proper, General Rokal."
Rokal looked at the blankets. There was a large bulge below the princess's waist, and he could hear muffled noises. He had difficulty stifling his anger.
"Where is your other royal aide?"
The princess's porcelain face went red. "She is stuck, too."
Rokal pointedly stared at the bulge in the blankets. "Stuck in what?" He heard chuckling behind him, and the redhead princess's jaw clenched in her all too familiar rage.
"I am the next queen of this kingdom, and don't you forget it!" she hissed. "You live at my feet and breathe at my will. Now fix this problem right now!"
She was right, of course. With the death of the king, she would be crowned the queen as soon as the caravan reached the capital, and she would inherit all of the unchecked power it entailed. Rokal dialed up his professionalism again, as he had no wish for his severed head to be placed atop the palace walls. "Well, I can't help you unless I can see the problem, your highness. Would you like me to have some female soldiers come over to serve you?"
"I don't want any filthy peasants to see me like this."
"Well, I'm a filthy peasant myself, so your options are few." The future queen's contempt for the people of the kingdom made Rokal's blood boil. "The only royalty in the area appear to all be stuck in the mud."
Princess Sela wrinkled her nose in disgust. "Make the soldiers turn around. Zeeta and Honnie, cover my modesties or you will spend the rest of this journey in a cage."
Rokal looked around. Some of the sentries had turned and were staring at the scene, and he discreetly signaled them to turn away. With that, Sela reluctantly pulled the blanket away, and several things happened in short order.
First, Rokal discovered that the princess's aide Honnie indeed lay under the blanket, looking up in embarrassment and fright. Honnie was a gorgeous little dark-haired thing, small and tan and lithe, a princess who was taken into servitude when Rokal's troops invaded her father's island realm. The young woman was captured as valuable political capital to quell the rebellion of her people, but for now, her face was positioned directly between Sela's legs, her chin at precisely the level of the princess's royal vulva. The tiny brunette was struggling to keep her back arched up to keep the obvious from being so obvious.
His eyes met hers, and he felt the depth of her shame. Even greater, he felt his own. His actions had led her to this miserable fate, and it was the opposite of what they both wished. The world froze for a moment as their eyes told stories to each other, her pain and pleading so evident that he trembled in frustration.
He swallowed and pulled back his gaze, and his eyes widened. All three women were stark naked, each breathtakingly beautiful in a different way. He let his eyes drag quickly across their bodies, bouncing from Honnie's adorable slightness to Zeeta's breathtaking curves to Sela's porcelain perfection. Zeeta and Honnie were frantically trying to hide the princess's most secret of areas, though with mixed success. Given the small movements and fidgeting of the princess, he could see eye-popping glimpses of neatly trimmed copper fur and pale pink areolas.
His inspection traced downward with military discipline. And then -- oh, DAMN!
He leapt backward with the split-second recognition of extreme danger. "Back! Back! Everyone get back!" He frantically waved the other guards and servants and workers away from the huddled women.
"What is it?" Princess Sela looked down toward her feet.
"No one gets within twenty feet of these women, starting now," Rokal ordered with authority. "Set up a perimeter. No one approaches, no one touches."
"What is it?" Sela repeated. A large lime green glob enveloped the women's lower bodies to various degrees. Honnie, positioned the lowest, was absorbed up past the knees in the thing, stuck fast. Zeeta, positioned a bit higher, was taken to the mid-shin level. Sela, positioned the highest, had been absorbed just to the ankles, though it still immobilized her. The glob was approximately three feet in diameter at its widest, relatively translucent so that he could see the murky shadows of the women's legs and feet within.
Rokal stared at the organism. "I've never seen one of these before," he murmured. "It's very, very dangerous."
The three women looked up at him in unified terror. "Kill it!" Sela ordered. Rokal saw the tragic pleading eyes of Honnie, large and lovely on her angular face, and the beautiful Zeeta, whose determined frost blue eyes seared into him.
"I can't," he said. Turning to his sergeant, he issued an order. "Canvass the camp. Find someone, anyone, who has dealt with a Secondskin."
****
The anger boiled inside Sela. She was lying naked before the entire camp, her breasts and her fur mound easily visible to all who dared look. Further, the world now knew that she used her servant girls for her personal pleasures, as opposed to her public image of noble chastity. And of course, her feet were stuck inside this ... this thing ... that prolonged the first two humiliations.
She slapped Honnie hard on the cheek. "Keep your face down to cover me up," she ordered in a guttural voice. "And you!" She looked toward Zeeta the blonde. "Do not dare let anyone see my bosoms." But even that was problematic. The petite dark-haired servant girl had her lips and mouth pressed against Sela's clitoris, and the blonde's fingers and face were pressed upon her breasts and nipples. And somehow, despite the humiliation of the situation, she was very highly aroused by this contact. Her hips rocked of their own accord, and her voice was breathless. "Rokal! Do something about this! I command you!"
Her senior palace guard, the general of the army who was transporting her to her coronation, crouched down a safe distance away. "Your highness, we have a major problem. Do you know what that is?"
"No. And I don't care. Just get me out." Honnie's breath against Sela's slit was highly distracting. Under the guise of modesty, she pushed the back of the girl's head down tight between her legs.
Rokal shook his head warily. "It's a very unusual creature called a Secondskin."
Sela looked down at the large oval-shaped blob. It had a name now, but she wasn't sure if that was good or bad. Her anger began a metamorphosis to fear. "Is it going to kill us?"
"If you were alone, it certainly would. But as long as we can keep it isolated to you three, we can eventually kill it and free you. I've read frontier accounts about these things. We're looking for camp members who have experience dealing with this creature."
Sela tried to pull her feet out of the thing, but she was held fast, as if her feet were encased in stone. It held her up past the ankles, creeping very slowly upward, while Zeeta was now held almost to the knee and Honnie to mid-thigh. It didn't hurt at all, and actually felt quite pleasant, making her feet tingle in a wonderful way. But it seemed like it was growing larger, and that was alarming.
And why was Honnie surreptitiously lapping at her clit? She knew she should slap the girl, but ... it felt so good.
Rokal addressed his attention to Honnie. "Honnie, tell me, how do you feel?"
The slender woman arched her neck up from Sela's pussy, her face red with shame and her lips shiny with Sela's arousal. "I'm embarrassed and ashamed, sir. Can you help us?"
"No, I mean how do you feel physically?"
"I'm not hurt. I feel fine. Good, actually."
"Honnie, I will ask you directly. Are you sexually aroused?"
The question made the servant cringe. "Oh, sir. Please don't make me answer that."
"It's an important question. You must answer."
Honnie hung her head for a moment, then took a deep breath. "Yes, sir. I'm very aroused."
"Zeeta? Are you sexually aroused?"
The blonde who lay nestled in Sela's embrace nodded. "Yes," she said, her voice strained. Sela noted that Rokal's gaze lingered on the Ice woman's large erect nipples before he moved on. The military man licked his lips without thinking about it.
"Madame princess?"
"That is none of your business, General." Sela's clitoris was throbbing in need from Honnie's subtle lapping.
The general shrugged as if he already knew the answer. "Here's the problem." He pointed to the green glob. "That, my royals, is a Secondskin. Do you know why it is called that?"
Sela shook her head.
"It's going to eventually envelop you. All three of you. It will form a "second skin" around you, swelling as it goes to encapsulate you in a big pod the size of a large boulder. It will hold you immobile inside it. You have no chance of escaping on your own."
"Is it going to eat us?" Sela tried to jerk her feet free to no avail.
"If you were alone and trapped, it would eventually kill you, but it wouldn't eat you," the general explained. "It exists by consuming reproductive energy -- sexual energy - and that is why it found you and trapped you."
The three trapped women looked at him quizzically.
The general appeared to take some sadistic pleasure in explaining. "It would appear that the three of you were exuding significant sexual energy tonight, which attracted the creature. Its method of hunting is to find a person who is exuding sexual energy, trap them, and then envelop them while keeping them sexually aroused. If feeds and nourishes itself on that energy. Its attack instinct is to enshroud you so that you can't move, and then hold you in a high state of persistent sexual arousal. It then feeds off that energy for its own subsistence."
"Wha ... what?" Sela's thin eyebrows rose in concern.
"It has a crystalline structure that vibrates at a nearly imperceptible level. You're all likely sexually aroused right now, and it's because the creature is emanating vibrations through your body. Left to its devices, it will trap you so that you can't move, stimulate your body to keep you highly aroused, and then nourish itself from that energy."
Honnie looked plaintively up, her delicate face and small chin framed between Sela's slim thighs. "Are we going to die, General Rokal?" Her small voice was melodic even in distress.
Rokal took a long time to answer. Sela noted the long gaze between him and her servant girl, the twisting of his lip. "Not as long as we can isolate it to you three. We can eventually get you out, I think." Rokal didn't sound overly confident. "We're working on a solution."
"Get it off!" Sela yelled through gritted teeth. "I'm the princess! I'm about to be the queen! I command you! Sacrifice one of your peasant soldiers to lure it away from us."
She saw Rokal's face darken momentarily, and he took a moment to answer. "We can't help you right now. Anyone who gets too close will also get pulled into its grip, and it won't let you go. It'll just keep getting bigger. It's inescapable in its current attack mode."
Sela was beginning to get frightened now. "So what do we do?"
"That's what we're figuring out now. Just stay calm and we'll solve it. I know that people have been extricated from Secondskins in the past, but I don't know exactly how."
"Well, figure it out! And do it fast!" Sela hissed. She was frightened and she was humiliated, but most of all, she was becoming more and more aroused, and she couldn't keep still. She squirmed at every soft touch of Honnie and Zeeta.
A soldier came to Rokal and spoke in a low voice. Rokal nodded. "We've located some people in camp who have experience dealing with Secondskins," he said to Sela and the two captive princesses. "I'll be back shortly."




The general left, and Sela stared into the night sky. She realized that Honnie's hands were no longer cupping her ass. The small woman was moving rhythmically, and she suddenly realized that Honnie's hands were on herself, pleasuring her own private area. "Honnie!" she scolded. "Bring your hands back up!"
"But I'm so needy!" the servant girl pleaded. "Allow me to pleasure myself, ma'am! I'm begging you!"
"No! Hands up here. And you, too, Zeeta. Play with my nipples, and get your finger back into my ass."
Sela realized with horror that the blonde Ice Princess was dry humping against her hip. Zeeta's legs had been wrapped around Sela's left thigh when the attack had begun, and now she was trapped around it, her wet vulva pressed against Sela's thigh. "Stop that, Zeeta!"
"I ... I can't," Zeeta grunted. "Please, madam!"
"Stop it or I'll have you hung by your tits when we get out."
The two servant girls groaned with frustration, their hips squirming, but they reluctantly turned their attention back to their mistress. Honnie's tongue dipped out and licked Sela's clit fervently, causing the princess to spasm in pleasure. One orgasm, then another wracked her body. It didn't dampen her desire, though, and with horror she could feel her heat continuing to rise unabated.
"Again," she growled.
****
The small group was hustled into Rokal's tent.
The escorting officer pointed first at the man, an older fellow with coarsely painted leather armor. "This is Breen, a foot soldier in the second infantry squad. He was once in a patrol that freed a woman from a Secondskin."
The officer then pointed at the woman. "This is Insala. She's a camp concubine. She was once captured by a Secondskin and survived it." The woman was in her forties, but with a youthful face, long straight brown hair, and a curvy figure. Rokal had hosted her in his tent more than once on this journey, and she was highly skilled at her job.
Rokal looked at the two. "You're probably heard our situation," he said. "We have three members of the camp who have been captured by a Secondskin. It's important that we remove them safely."
"Is it true that it's the princess?" asked the soldier. "That's what we're hearing in the platoon." The woman next to him gasped, her eyes widening.
Now was no time for secrets. "Yes," Rokal admitted. "It's the princess and two highly valuable royal aides. So tell me, Breen, how did you release someone from a Secondskin?"
The soldier nodded enthusiastically, his chest swelling with his sudden importance. "It was a village woman. We found her on a patrol back when I was in the Eastern Moors. Secondskins are thick over there. It had taken her arm first and then swallowed her from there."
"What did you do?"
"There was an old woman in the village, a naturalist. She told us what to do."
"And?"
"The thing is impossible to deal with when it's soft. That's when it's mobile, and it can latch onto a person. It's' soft like a jellyfish. It'll split off if someone else comes too near, and it'll expand from one person onto another. That's how it reproduces, in fact. Even a small amount will grip on you, grow over you, and engulf you. Man or woman, it doesn't matter. So if you're trying to get someone out, you have to stay away until it hardens, or it'll just split off and take you as well."
"It hardens?"
"Yes." Breen modeled the process with hand gestures. "As it swallows a person up, it hardens into a shell to keep them trapped. The inside is still all thick and gummy, but the outside is hard as dulcenite. It's like a big hard-boiled egg, with the person trapped inside. But that's the key. Once the shell goes hard, the Secondskin won't move any more, won't attack, until the person inside dies. Then it softens again and moves on."
"So the person does die?"
"Yes, but just by hunger or thirst. The Secondskin doesn't actually kill them. In fact, it wants them alive as long as possible. But the entrapment eventually kills the person."
"But it can't attack when it hardens into a shell over the person? You're sure of this?" Rokal envisioned his entire camp being entombed, and the ignominy of ending his career and life in such a fashion.
"Positive. It can only split off to attack when it's soft and mobile. It won't split off once the shell hardens. And that's when you dismantle it and burn it. It's the only way to kill the thing."
"How long does it take to harden?"
"When we found the woman in the Eastern Moors, it had already hardened on her arm, but not everywhere else. One of her legs was still completely free and dangling outside it. The hardening happens in stages as the creature engulfs the person. The final bits of coverage will still be soft and dangerous while the first bits are fully hardened. So you have to wait until engulfment is complete, and then start cutting where the creature attacked first. You then slowly work your way up freeing the body until you finally free the last part that got covered. It took about fifteen days for us."
"Fifteen days?" Rokal grimaced at the thought of delivering the princess late to her coronation. "And what did you cut it with?"
The soldier shook his head at the memory. "It was almost impossible. The creature is harder than any of our weapons. We finally fashioned chisels out of dulcenite that we found nearby, and we used our war hammers to chisel the shell open. Once you do that, you can pull off the gel inside by hand, but it's a wicked slow process."
Rokal thought through the timeline. "If it takes days, the woman inside will be dead. She can't breathe."
The concubine, Insala, spoke up. "No, the creature wants you alive. It can feel your breath, so as it engulfs you, it leaves a small breathing hole at your nose and mouth. You can't talk, but you can take air and water." She shuddered at the memory. "It's awful."
Rokal looked at her. "Tell me what it's like. What can we do to ensure that these people remain alive? It's very important."
Insala's skin rose with goosebumps, and her eyes got a haunted look. "I was captured by the legs, sir. It took four days to engulf me, and I was fully encased when I was found by a shepherd. They were able to pour drinks of water and fruit juices into my breathing hole as I needed it, and they cut me out a piece at a time, just like the soldier said. They had to cut me out feet first because that area hardened first."
"Tell me more."
Insala blushed and looked at her feet. She had the sickened look of someone who was reliving a great horror. "It was torture, sir. Pure and absolute torture. You're trapped as if you're encased in stone, and you can't move other than maybe the slightest of trembling. The creature feeds off of your sexual energy, so it keeps you constantly aroused. It drives you mad with desire, but not enough to ever let you reach satisfaction. You're just stuck there, forever on the edge of cumming, and you can't do anything about it. It feeds off of your arousal so it keeps you on that edge endlessly."
Rokal knew Insala in bed, and how fervently she sought her own satisfaction. Now perhaps he understood why. "Is there anything we can do to help these women while we're waiting to free them?"
Insala shifted on her feet, but then the soldier Breen spoke up. "We fucked her with a stick, sir."
Rokal was taken aback. He laughed in shock. "You did what?"
"We fucked our woman with a stick, sir. She was begging us for it. Her arms were trapped first and she couldn't pleasure herself, and she begged us to fuck her. But we couldn't go near her because of the beast still growing. So we created a ten foot stick, smoothed it at the end, and then we fucked her with it." He tried to suppress a smile.
"You did your duty, eh?"
"Right on that, sir," Breen grinned. "But it really seemed to help. Otherwise, she was screaming in desire constantly. At some point, though, it completely closed over her. We waited a few days for it to completely harden over her, and then we started working on her arms to break her loose since those were the first parts that went in. At some point after a couple of days we had her head and arms out, but her body was still inside. She was screaming to be fucked, banging on the hardened creature with her hands in her frenzy to frig herself, but we couldn't do anything then to help her. She was a madwoman with desire for days as we worked to get her out."
Insala nodded. "They chipped loose my feet first since that's how I was trapped, and then worked up my legs. I was dying for release. They had a team of men and women pleasuring me constantly once they got my ..." she looked down toward her crotch, "my pussy carved out. And I was ever so grateful for it. My arms were still trapped and I couldn't do it myself. Even if the creature only has part of you, it makes your entire body desperate for a cum. It's an overwhelmingly strong need, too. I must have cum hundreds of times once they were able to help me, and I was still mad with need. The Secondskin is pure evil in what it does to your body."
Rokal pondered the political implications of having a traveling contingent of soldiers gang-fucking a princess on the way to her coronation. "Well, that's not going to happen," he said, "Under the law, only a royal is allowed to pleasure another royal. That's apparently why we started two wars to capture princesses to be her girlservants." His heart sank as he thought of Honnie, so helpless and sad between the princess's legs, before he forced himself back to the issue. "As commoners we can't pleasure any of them. Not even the girlservants, because they're still royalty even though they're slaves now."
"You can't withhold that help," Insala warned. "The creature creates a sexual need that is beyond agony."
"And Princess Sela does not handle frustration well. She may have us all killed afterward." Rokal regretted making the statement as soon as it passed his mouth, though he had no doubt that it was true.
He paused as he turned over the thought a second time. It really was true. A humiliating and public ordeal like this would be something that she would want to drive into obscurity. And one can't do that with 500 witnesses to talk about it. Given the nature of the journey as merely a traveling convoy, there was no official Scribe in the caravan to document the situation and cement its truth. Thought must be given to this situation, or the entire group was in danger. "Anything else?"
"Well, sir," Insala offered. "One other thing. We did figure out a way of communicating when I was inside the beast, and it was quite valuable."
****
Weary from a broken night's sleep, Rokal walked through the camp, now illuminated by the pink morning light. The sounds of washing and cleaning and preparation were brisk. The plans to continue the journey had been waylaid, with no immediate departure date, so the camp was settling in for a long stay. Guard posts had been set up, tents were being raised, and workers were scavenging for firewood, edible plants, and small game. The official royal history would come up with some explanation for the delay, but in the real world it was nothing more than an unexpected period of respite for everyone, a chance to relax and rest from the arduous journey of the past month. The princess's summer palace was far too distant from the capital, a fact acknowledged by everyone but the princess.
The stop wasn't relaxing for everybody, though.
The camp was being built around the Secondskin and its victims. A makeshift barrier, a small rail fence, had been constructed around the three desperate women and their gelatinous tormenter, and no one was allowed inside that perimeter for the moment. The journey would not commence until the women could be freed, and the women would be freed according to the pace of the Secondskin. It had been 7 hours since it had first captured its quarry, and it was continuing to slowly absorb them.
Rokal stood at the fence, taking a moment to stare at the tangle of trapped and writhing women.
"How are they doing?" he asked the guard. The fellow was a stocky man, bearing the decorative comet symbols of a warrant officer.
He shook his head and stifled a smile. "They seem either very happy or very unhappy, sir. It's hard to tell."
Rokal studied the undulating pile. Honnie was in particular distress at the moment, moaning piteously, and she was the focus of his attention. She was from an island race, the Lainians to be exact, and they were a beautiful tribe of people. Honnie wasn't short, being somewhat over five feet tall, but her frame -- shoulders, hips, and ribs -- was tiny and a large man could almost link his hands around her waist. With her big dark eyes, narrow cheekbones, and small, high breasts, she had a look that was simultaneously fragile and resilient.
On formal occasions he wore a victory medal for his destruction of the Lainians' little kingdom, but he was not proud of it. He had personally witnessed the decapitation of the king, Honnie's father, and the public defrocking and shaming of Honnie herself as the next in line. As a protector of royalty, Rokal had shielded her from the normal debasements of female conquest, but his honor had been solely tested by watching that slender body flail and fight during her defrockment as his senior officers stripped her of her royal gown. Her breasts, though small in absolute terms, were notable for her frame, with dark brown areolas and long nipples, and Rokal recalled with shameful fondness the long nude parade into servitude that she had been forced to endure on the streets of her capital, her wrists and ankles shackled into a horse-drawn bondage frame.
And then there was the trip back, where he privately treated her as the royal that she was, and the flame that had lit between them on those evenings in his officer's tent. The journey home had taken far longer than required for reasons that the official record would never show, and somehow animosity was replaced by respect, respect by friendship, and friendship by love. To their horror, though, the journey ended not as Rokal and Honnie hoped, but rather when Sela surprisingly claimed the captured princess as a personal servant and spirited her away to the summer palace, far from Rokal's station at the capital. He had not seen her again until this journey was commenced, yet not a day went by without thinking of her.
Rokal watched the petite brunette flail against the Secondskin that was enveloping her. If her defrockment was the previous low point in her life, this might be setting a new bar. The Secondskin had worked its way up past her hips, enveloping her small round ass as she lay face down between Sela's legs. The creature was working its cruel magic on her full lower half now, and she mewled continuously in pleasured agony and need. Rokal knew what was happening. The creature was pleasuring her nonstop, keeping her on the edge of orgasm, holding her stock still wherever it gripped her so she couldn't escape its torment. Such pleasures were likely delightful for the first 20 minutes, maybe the first hour, but it needed an end, a climax, and the monster would not allow her one. Her need was desperate, and she could no longer service herself given the engulfment of her hips.
Sela was not an understanding master to the girl, either. The orb had absorbed the princess up past her knees, which was highly arousing to the future queen as well. As a result, she was constantly wrestling Honnie's face into her vulva, ordering her to provide pleasure while Honnie was thrashing and moaning in her own desperation. Rokal listened to the punctured conversation.
"Lick me, Honnie!" Sela had her fingers wrapped tightly in her servant's dark hair, pulling the girl hard into her vulva.
"This is killing me," Honnie said breathlessly as her upper body squirmed. She squeezed and mauled her own breasts, trying vainly to push herself over the edge in that manner.
"Lick me! I need to cum!"
"I can't, ma'am. I .... Unnnnnnnh! I can't stand it!"
Meanwhile, lovely Zeeta was pinned up to her thighs by the orb and also growing more desperate by the minute. Her lovely curvaceous hips were constantly moving, dry humping Sela's thigh against the princess' wishes, and Zeeta was also trying to help Honnie manage the princess's demands. She was hungrily sucking Sela's left tit while mauling the other with her fingers. Zeeta's other hand was somewhere below Sela, and Rokal had his suspicions about exactly where. The blonde Ice Princess took her hand off Sela's breast briefly to try to pleasure herself, but Sela grabbed it and pulled it back. Zeeta let out a guttural moan and humped harder against Sela's hip.
The Ice Kingdom had unique women. Whether it was a genetic abnormality or a cultural anomaly, the women were very busty there, and very sensitive to breast play. It was often said, only half in jest, that Ice Woman had three clitorises, one between their legs and two on their chests, and that they came three times harder as a result. When Zeeta had been captured, during a daring raid in a long and bloody war through the snow that continued to this day, the command team had spent days enjoying Zeeta's servants, testing whether their sexual reputation was truth or legend. It was truth. As royal blood, Rokal had protected Zeeta's honor just like he had protected Honnie, but he had confirmed the legend himself with Zeeta's entire retinue of pale girlservants.
He watched the three women writhe and bicker and maneuver, and was chagrined at the princess's lack of sympathy for her slaves even as she felt their same fate. He shook his head in disapproval.
He had lived through dozens of battles, a score of campaigns. He had conquered six former enemies of the state, both internal and external. He had served his kingdom well and his ruler with unquestioned loyalty.
Now his duty was to destroy the kingdom. He was escorting the imminent queen to her coronation at the capital, and she was a nightmare. She was young and inexperienced to be sure, which was a solvable problem for a novice queen. But the bigger issue was that she was selfish, clueless, and entitled. She cared little about learning, and constantly rejected the lessons that her advisors had tried to instill. She knew nothing about ruling, about diplomacy, about military strategy, and she had no fondness or maternalism for the people of the kingdom. She preferred instead to concentrate on how she would use the kingdom's treasures for her personal enjoyment.
Further, she threatened her subjects constantly with the staff of power that she would soon wield, and the most trusted advisors of the royal court were terrified that she was going to follow through once the transition of power was complete.
And now this.
There were no official scribes present to document this episode, and that meant that the royal history of this event would be written according to royal edict. He had been given an important but simple assignment, to retrieve the princess from her summer palace and transport her to the capital to be crowned. He had failed to accomplish that, and he suspected that neither the royal history nor the royal court would treat him kindly. He looked at the princess, abusing the two captured royals who were her moral superiors in every way, and he suspected that neither of the two subjugated women would live to read that history, either.
"Everything okay, sir?" The guard's question jolted him back to reality.
"We will soon find out," he answered, and turned back to his tent.
****
The orb moved over Sela's hips on Day 4, and things changed radically at that point. She immediately understood why slender Honnie had been so frantic and desperate. Until that point, she had been able to force Honnie to pleasure her. She had become sore with orgasms, but at least she had orgasms to relieve the sexual pressure periodically. But now Honnie's jaw was immobilized, and Sela's vulva was encased so that she could not even pleasure herself. She bucked and pushed and fought, but it was as if she were imbedded in rock. And she so desperately needed to cum.



Zeeta next to her was just as frantic. The orb was now up to her sternum, and she had been shuddering with need for hours. "Please, your highness. Play with my breasts," she begged, making an unprecedented request of her master.
"Keep playing with mine," Sela ordered as her blonde slave whimpered in frustration. Looking at Zeeta's large pale pink areolas, Sela suddenly felt a desire for them, not to help the slave woman but to stimulate herself. She reached down and pulled hard on Zeeta's large nipples as Zeeta did the same to hers. The women stroked and kneaded each other in a partnership of desperation as their unrelenting and unsatisfying pleasure continued.
And Honnie? Poor Honnie. The orb had closed over her completely. It had sensed her breathing and had left a tube open for air flow, but otherwise she was completely buried inside the translucent green orb now, held motionless. Her face and mouth were mashed into Sela's vulva, and Sela could occasionally feel the girl's most epic struggles in her most sensitive areas, the micromovements as the girl struggled in her living prison. The thought of being fully enveloped terrified Sela.
"Rokal," she called.
The general was sitting nearby, watching from a safe distance.
"Yes?"
"You have to get this thing off of me. I can't do this."
"You have no choice, your highness. We have to wait for it to cover you over and harden. We'll get you out as soon as possible."
"You don't ..." Sela stopped and shuddered, slapping and pushing at the inhuman organism that was sexually torturing her. "You don't understand. I really can't do this."
Zeeta moaned. She could no longer dry hump Sela, but her pussy was trapped against Sela's thigh. Sela could feel the blonde's breath tickling her neck, and felt the fullness of two fingers that were now trapped inside her clenching anus.
The blonde bit Sela's nipple, sucking it hard. Sela threw her head back, moaning in pain or pleasure or both, and when she opened her eyes again, she swore that she saw the general smiling. In a fit of rage, she spat at him. "Mark my words. If I survive this, General Rokal, you shall not!"
****
Morning broke early for Rokal as the light filtered into his tent. He rolled over and pushed away from Insala, who had pleasured him so well during the night. She had amazing skills with her mouth and her lower harbors. Maybe he would elevate her position once this was over and done with. He pulled on his boots, leathers, and armor, and strolled outside to see the progress.
The camp was in full relaxation mode now. Good fortune had placed them near food and water, and little work was required to support the caravan. Bacon was sizzling over a campfire, and he even smelled the wonderful aroma of bread. In the distance, he heard the hammering of dulcenite from a nearby lode. In the short term, life was good.
He strolled to the middle of camp. The Secondskin was quite large now, an orb over six feet long and four feet tall. Honnie was completely engulfed, as was Zeeta. He could see the silhouettes of their still forms inside the creature, like insects in amber, frozen in the subservient sexual positions they had taken three days ago.
Sela was engulfed up to her chin. She was no longer screaming and cursing, thank god, but had moved to the next stage. Screaming was when you were still externally focused, trying to get help. She has now wheezing, moaning in a deep, low animalistic manner, the sounds one makes when the external world no longer matters. It was her against the creature now, as she tried to maintain her sanity during a neverending torture of teasing and denial.
Giana was standing watch. She was a captain in the guards, a lithe, strong woman with a toned body that filled out her leathers nicely, and she was a great leader on the battlefield. He stood next to her out of Sela's earshot. "Any news to report?"
Giana glanced over. "The pretty little princess screamed all night. She hates your guts, by the way. Blames you for picking the campsite."
Rokal shrugged. "Maybe if she wasn't making her royal hostages eat her pussy, the Secondskin wouldn't have found her."
Giana smiled. "I always thought she was doing that. Poor servant girls."
"We all suspected it. That's why she claimed them as personal servants, even though the kingdom had much higher uses for them. The king should have overruled it, but he didn't."
"I guess I can't completely blame her," Giana laughed. "Royal chastity would be a challenge, and those girls are gorgeous. I might use them like that too if I was in her position, and I am a man's woman through and through."
Rokal laughed with her, even though his thoughts strayed to Honnie while he did so. Everyone who laid eyes on her wanted the little captive princess. Everyone.
Rokal paused to listen to Sela's moans. "The rule that royals may only consort with royals is a particularly cruel one during an era when we have no alliances."
"Well, whose fault is that?"
Rokal shook his head in sad acknowledgement. "The king was well meaning, but he had been a doddering fool for too long. We all knew it. I initially thought we had valid reasons to fight those nations, and my duty was to protect the kingdom. But the old fool was being manipulated by Sela."
Giana nodded toward the large green orb, and the regal redhead shrieking and gasping as it enveloped her. "We declared war on the Lainians and the Ice Kingdom solely to capture pussy lickers for the princess as far as I can tell. Was there any other reason?"
Rokal flushed with anger. "Nothing notable. The reasoning I was given, the reasoning in the official declaration of war, was untrue. Honnie and Zeeta told me the truth even as I transported them to their fate. These wars were a huge mistake. They've shattered alliances and trust across all of our borders."
"And that's why we've been away from our homes at war for the past three years."
Rokal knew little of Giana's home. But that was not his information to have. He nodded toward the Secondskin. "Zeeta is fully enclosed, it looks like."
"Yeah, about 9:00 last night. It looks like her breathing hole formed properly, so I think she's okay."
Sela's voice was a bit garbled now, as she couldn't move her chin. She had apparently detected Rokal's presence. "Get me ... OUT OF HERE!" she shrieked in a breathy voice.
Rokal and Giana exchanged glances and conspiratorial smiles. They both knew that the spoiled princess wasn't getting any sympathy in camp.
Rokal called out from his safe distance. "Soon enough, my princess."
"I will have you boiled in oil once I get out of here!" Her voice was guttural and livid.
Rokal exchanged glances with Giana. "Methinks that the princess is in no position to threaten," he murmured quietly. She laughed.
Giana had been through the wringer with Rokal, leading a battalion in three full military campaigns. She spoke quietly to ensure that only Rokal's ears heard. "There are whispers...that the kingdom would be better off if the Princess did not escape the Secondskin."
Princess Sela let loose a guttural moan of need and desire, followed by curses that would embarrass any soldier.
Rokal nodded. "You are not the first to have this idea, and I doubt that you will be the last."
"She's cruel and short-sighted. She will not serve the kingdom well. She has no knowledge of external threats, and she'll send our armies into bad situations. She will drain the treasury on statues of herself."
"I recognize all of this."
"So will she escape from the Secondskin?"
Rokal listened idly to the moans of the wretched princess. "There are two problems with such a plan."
"What are they?"
"First, there's no rightful heir after her. She's young and unmarried. She has no siblings, cousins, or children. If there is not a coronation next week, there will be civil war."
"Is that worse than a Queen Sela regime?"
Rokal shrugged. "Maybe, maybe not. But the second problem is bigger."
"What is that?"
"My honor. I have a military pledge to protect the royal family. Princess Sela, for all her faults, is the rightful heir to the throne. We have a system of government, and I will not go down in history as the person to destroy it."
Giana's smile glinted in the flicker of the fires. "You're a better subject of the crown than I am, General."
Rokal looked at the giant orb, with its feminine shadows frozen within. There was another reason, more personal, to free the women as well, but he would never tell it. "When do you think we can start cutting them out?"
Giana picked up a stone and threw it strongly. It bounced off the Secondskin as if it was hitting a castle wall. "The shell is forming in the back, down near Princess Honnie's feet. If we wanted to press our luck, I think we could possibly start cutting from that end pretty soon."
Rokal picked up his own stone and confirmed with another strike. "If anyone touches an active piece of Secondskin, though, we're screwed. I don't want to wait another week if someone else gets caught up in it. Let's wait until it's completely swallowed our annoying little princess."
"Gladly." The two soldiers exchanged chuckles.
Rokal studied the shiny orb for a moment and decided to take a minor risk. He approached it from the back, down near the feet of the once-trysting women. Giana followed, both of them treading carefully to avoid any issues. Rokal looked through the translucent green material, straight into the ass and vulva of Honnie, that gorgeous tiny ass that was so taut and round. Looking up, he could see through the slight haze to see the fold of Zeeta's hip where her leg met her pussy. And further up, peeking around Honnie's trapped head, a thatch of the copper-colored pubic hair of the future queen of the realm.
"What do you think she's feeling in there?" Giana asked, nodding toward Honnie.
Rokal shook his head. "She's going through hell. I've talked to a survivor of this thing, a camp concubine who got cut out of one. It's torture by pleasure, constant stimulation while you're held in stasis but with no final pleasures. It's a particularly cruel method of attack."
"It doesn't seem worse than a typical animal attack." Giana was studying the stilled nude bodies that were essentially statues now.
"I think it might be. Imagine being unable to move, and then held on the edge of orgasm for the rest of your short life. That's what happens to these victims."
As they watched, he swore that he could see Honnie's body shiver just the slightest bit, and instinctively knew that she was making a herculean effort to cum in her gelatinous prison. If she had been camping alone, this would be her fate, orgasm denial torture until she eventually died of thirst. Fortunately, her ordeal was public and a solution, albeit a slow and uncomfortable solution, was known.
I will get you out, he mouthed silently.
He turned to Giana as he rose and walked away. "Do we have the cutting chisels ready?" he asked.
Giana nodded, following him. "As soon as you give the order, we can start cutting this thing off of them."
"Excellent. Maybe in 48 hours." He lowered his voice. "As soon as her highness stops making noise."
The two soldiers split up, leaving the mewling future queen to her agonies of pleasure.
****
The light went out for Sela in the early afternoon. The green orb rose over her eyes and she closed them, and then they wouldn't open again. She couldn't scream, couldn't see, couldn't move. She could only breathe and accept the agonizing torture of perpetual sexual arousal without release.
Her entire body was aflame with sex. The Secondskin hummed imperceptibly against her body, gripping every square inch in sensual bondage. Her nerve endings were universally alight with pleasure -- pleasure on her hips, her stomach, her breasts, pleasure on her throat, and particularly pleasure between her legs. It was neverending, and she dwelt eternally on the razor's edge of orgasm, too much sensation to resist, not enough to tumble over the edge to ecstasy. She tried to struggle, tried to escape, tried to get those last few sensations that would push her to orgasm, but she was helpless. Her world was narrowed to an eternal instant just before orgasm, that instant before the explosion, never moving, never changing.
They said that they would get her out. Rokal promised that he had a solution. But she wasn't sure she could survive until the solution was in place. Physically and mentally, she was beyond her limits without respite. She would have the man killed once she was released, hero of the realm or not, and she would take vengeance upon everyone who watched her humiliation from the perimeter. Every guard, every cook, every concubine. She would destroy them all.
Oh, how she wished she could scream.
****
The rescue party gathered around the pod. It was now huge, nearly eight feet tall and nine feet long. Buried within, Rokal could see the figures of the three stilled women, frozen in their inopportune moment of sexual servitude and dominance.
Rokal knocked his boot on the edge of the orb, not far from Honnie's extended toes. "Hard as dulcenite," he said. "Are we ready?"
The foot soldier, Breen, and Insala the concubine were on site as experts, and several of the battalion's most brawny soldiers served as the quarrying squad. Giana was overseeing them. "We're ready," she said.
Rokal gave the go-ahead, and two of the men placed dulcenite chisels onto the orb. Hammer blows rang, men grunted, and strategies were assessed and negotiated. After ten minutes of work, the first tiny piece of the Secondskin chipped and dropped off, half the size of a baby's fist. "This is harder than you'd think," one of the men remarked, sweating with his labors.
It took four hours to break off enough shell to work inside, and then another two to dig out the first tiny globs of the thick gel that lay underneath. Eventually, though, their efforts were rewarded, and a bit of skin appeared as the sole of Honnie's left foot felt sunlight for the first time in a week. With the tiniest of flexes, they had proof of life, and the crowd erupted in cheers. Rokal surreptitiously sighed with relief as he gently lay a palm against her sole, a signal that he was coming for her, that he was going to rescue her from her plight.
The work became much more careful now, sculpting her out of the surrounding thick material. Given that she had been captured in a face down position, the sole of her foot pointed up. She had been lifted from the ground as the orb grew, so her sole was easily four feet off the ground. Rokal gave it another light stroke, marveling at its softness.
"Talk to her," he ordered, and Insala went to work. With a small stylus, she began slowly tracing letters onto the sole of Honnie's foot.
"She was trained in the code as she went under," she said as she worked, "but she may be too overstimulated to follow the letters. It's almost impossible to think in there. But it worked when I was encased. I eventually figured out what the letters were without any training, so she should recognize them much more easily."
The labor was slow and tedious, and Rokal went to dinner. When he returned hours later, he was delighted to see the entire underside of a foot free of the green material. The toes were continuously moving and flexing.
"She's sassy!" he exclaimed, his face breaking into a grin. "Excellent work, people!"
Insala was still scribing letters onto the wriggling foot. She looked up and smiled proudly. "She understands," she said. "We're communicating. She can give me yes and no answers by moving her toe in a particular way."
"How is she?" Rokal peered through the green at the trapped and still body, so lifelike and yet so motionless.
"She's scared," Insala said. "She's certainly exhausted. But she's alive and she knows that we're getting her out."
Rokal shook his head. "The poor thing has been in there for almost a week now. Unimaginable."
"You don't know the half of it," Insala said, and gave the foot a reassuring squeeze.
"How long until we get her out completely?" Rokal addressed a husky guard who was chiseling.
The man gauged the situation and shook his head. "At least another week. It's hard as hell to crack this thing, and it also keeps getting bigger as we go, so we're racing to gain ground on it."
Rokal acknowledged the difficulty and clapped the man on the shoulder in the way of soldiers. He sympathized with the women inside, but also didn't mind a delay to Princess Sela's release. Such were the balances of a general.
Breen, the guard who had dealt with a Secondskin before, motioned to Rokal. "Sir, can we have a word with you?"
"Certainly."
Breen motioned Rokal away from the workers, and beckoned Insala and Giana to join them. The four stepped away to a relatively quiet spot. Breen unexpectedly deferred to Insala. "We'd like to ask something," he said.
Insala seemed uncomfortable talking about it. She started and stopped a couple of times before Giana forced the issue. "Just say it, girl!"
Insala cleared her throat. "I was in a Secondskin, you know, and Breen rescued a woman from one. And we both saw the same thing that we had to do."
Rokal gave her a questioning look.
"Well," Insala said, "we're freeing them from the bottom up, Princess Honnie being first. In a few days, we'll have her legs freed up, which will open up her nether regions."
Rokal suspected that he knew where this was heading. "And?"
"At that point, we can greatly ease her suffering by pleasuring her, sir. By fingers or tongues or penises or something else. When I was captured, it kept me from going insane while they were freeing me."
"Is she really that desperate?" Rokal glanced back at the stillness of the giant orb. It seemed incomprehensible that such a still and silent scene could harbor so much struggle.
Insala nodded emphatically. "I can't even describe the agony of not being able to cum inside that thing."
Breen interjected. "I told you," he said to the group. "When we had the girl in the Eastern Moors, she was begging us to fuck her. We fucked her nonstop for two weeks. Fucked her, buggared her ass, everything, and she always pleaded for more. The Secondskin, it makes them insatiable."
"So you're advocating that we ... sexually service Honnie ... once her lower regions are freed and her upper regions are still trapped?"
Insala nodded urgently. "All three of the women eventually. But Honnie first since she's the closest to being revealed. It would mean the world to her. You'll see."
Breen nodded. "The soldiers would be glad to help. And we can bring in some of the camp concubines to pull the overnight shift. They're accustomed to servicing women."
Giana thought for a moment. "And perhaps if we did it for Princess Sela, it would give her a reason to take mercy on us." She looked into Rokal's eyes. "Sir, we're all concerned that she will wish to erase this incident from the royal history. And that does not bode well for the people in this camp."
Rokal considered it for only a moment, then shook his head vigorously. "No, no, no. You're all forgetting something."
"What?" Giana asked, but all three looked to him.
"We can't do that," Rokal explained. "All three of these women are royals. Even if two of them are captives, they still receive the granted rights of a royal. A commoner cannot participate in sexual consort with a royal. It is simply not allowed."
"But she'll want it, sir. She'll be begging for it." Insala's eyes were sympathetic, yet determined.
Rokal thought about the tiny pussy of the Lainian princess. Women from the Lainian Isles were notoriously tight and gripping, the preferred concubines of rulers around the world. His cock took notice of his thoughts and began to swell. For the very reason he was now stating, though, he and Honnie had never lain together during their time in the general's tent.



He reluctantly shook his head.
"She's a royal," he said. "A commoner who takes pleasure with a royal against her will is put to death and disgraced. It's been the law of the world for a thousand years. Only another royal can provide pleasure to her, and we have none here other than the ones encased in the Secondskin."
"But she would want it," Insala pleaded, her eyes glistening with tears. "She would want it so badly. Let me just lick her. I've serviced women before many times. We wouldn't tell her that it was me."
"Well, there is a way," Giana interjected suddenly, her eyes deep in thought. The group looked at her questioningly. "A commoner cannot force himself or herself upon a royal, but a royal can willingly accept sexual union with a commoner."
Rokal shook his head. "You know the implications of that. It'll never happen."
Giana shrugged. "I understand. The royal must renounce his or her royal title to the commoner. The royal becomes the commoner and the commoner becomes the royal. But does it matter in Honnie's case? She's a prisoner. She'll never go home again. Her country likely won't survive the war anyway."
Rokal knew his history and he knew Honnie's pride. "Even as a prisoner, Honnie wouldn't give up that title. It's the only possession she has, even if it's useless to her now. And voluntarily giving up a crown has only happened twice in the past thousand years."
"But it has happened."
Insala had a pleading tone. "You don't know what she's going through."
"It would be unjust," Rokal argued. "Honnie is in distress. Even if she consents, it would be under duress. That would be the same thing as being forced."
For a long moment, everyone was silent.
"Unless..." Rokal adjusted his penis inside his armored breeches, his mind racing. "Giana, dispatch a rider as quickly as possible to the capital with a request. We need a Scribe on hand."
****
Two days later, they reached a milestone. Honnie's legs were slowly emerging from the living stone, and finally, with a flourish, one of the soldiers managed to pull away a large chunk of the thick gel that was wedged between her thighs. Suddenly emerging from the stonelike substance in front of them, Honnie's small tight vulva twitched, wet with desire. Her upper body was still imbedded, but her legs, hanging down vertically now as the orb continued to grow, were suddenly free to move, and she began kicking them, flailing as if to gain a foothold. Her feet could not touch the ground given the orb's growth.
"That's got to feel good," Giana said, watching the slim legs kick. The captain had been helping with the quarrying, freeing up Honnie's thighs and lower gluteus muscles.
Honnie's thighs pressed together, rubbing against one another.
"What's she doing?" Rokal asked.
"She's trying to rub herself. We have to help!" Insala quickly jumped to the fore, pushing herself between Honnie's legs. Her fingers on one hand spread Honnie's ass cheeks and the other hand moved in toward her vulva.
"No!" Giana grabbed the woman and pulled her back. "She's royalty. You can't touch her! The two struggled briefly, but Giana was built for war and Insala was built for sex. The concubine struggled in the guard's arms as she was pulled away.
"Help her!" she called, her eyes locked in the small humping hips.
Rokal stood, his fists clenched at his sides as he watched the scene. "Only royalty," he whispered to himself. "Or she shall lose her crown." He knew that it was the only thing she truly owned, the only link to her past glories.
He stepped forward, crouching down to peer at the captive princess's pussy. It was glistening, and her clit was swollen and red, standing out from its hood. She had a nice strip of dark hair on her mound that faded to hairless lips, and he could practically feel her heat. He sensed his cock rising, and he desperately wanted to touch her, to ease both her suffering and his desire. Only his soldier's discipline gave him the strength to hold off. "If a commoner forces himself upon her, the penalty is death," he murmured. "But if a commoner pleasures her with her approval, then that person will take her royal title."
Rokal stood. "On order of death," he ordered ruefully, "no one is to bring her pleasure until the Scribe arrives. And we will stop the extraction process until then as well."
The work party audibly gasped.
"Oh, sir, no! That's cruel!" Insala flirted with the risk of arguing with a general of the army, but Rokal understood and tolerated the disrespect.
"I'm acting in the best interests of the kingdom."
Giana looked as if she was questioning him, but he gave her a glare that stopped short any criticism. "She is not to be pleasured and all work is to be stopped. Do you understand?"
"Yes, General."
Rokal turned on his heel and strode back to his tent, his jaw clenched and his heart heavy.
****
Scribes were mysterious people. They were tall and wraithlike in appearance, golden-skinned and gaunt in their slimness. Their features were not of any known race, as they were a landless civilization that dwelt within other civilizations, knowing no borders. They existed in small numbers across the known world, and were unquestioned in their objectivity and ethics. If a scribe wrote something, it was known to be the absolute truth, so they were the official worldwide recorders of treaties, royal orders, and world history.
This particular scribe was a female. She wore a long burnished black robe with a hood, and her electric blue hair spilled down onto her collarbones. It had taken two days to get the rider to the capital and then bring her back on a fleet horse, but Rokal's use of a secret emergency code had given the request top priority.
She flowed into Rokal's command tent, graceful and quiet, as he was dressing for the day. "You requested a scribe," she said softly. "I am Sonnsoe."
"You're here!" Rokal greeted her with a bow. He was involved in enough high-level dealings that he knew the peculiar ways of the Scribes, and he was adept at interactions with them. "Let me tell you the situation."
He quickly explained the problem, then took Sonnsoe out to the orb. The Scribe seemed unperturbed by the pair of legs that jutted from the giant green orb, the slim ankles now tied and spread wide to poles on either side to ease the weight on Honnie's lower back. Honnie's wet pussy was clearly visible, her hips humping nonstop, pushing against air to no avail, her small and pert butt muscles flexing rhythmically. Insala stood by, her face glowering at the world.
"Insala, teach our Scribe to communicate with Princess Honnie. Sonnsoe, please inform the princess that there are no royals present to help quench her fires, and we are still many days from freeing her. The only way to help her is if she voluntarily assents to yield her royal crown for sexual pleasure. If she does, then we can lessen her discomfort during the next several days of removing her from this hellish creature. It is completely optional and is her choice alone."
"I will do so."
Rokal took a deep breath, understanding the impact of his next words. "And inform her that if she consents, she will yield her crown to General Rokal. As the senior officer of this camp, it is I who should take the throne of the Lainian Kingdom."
As if sound suddenly ceased to exist, the shocked silence reverberated through the group. Rokal looked, left, then right, at the men and women under his command. "I have no choice in the matter," he explained tersely. "I'm the senior official here. Now Insala, do your job and train the scribe."
Insala nodded, relief in her voice. "Okay, but someone will have to hold her foot still. She's wiggling too much for me to hold it and write."
Giana and Breen stepped forward and held Honnie's leg so that Insala could begin tracing letters, showing the Scribe how it was done. Rokal stared at the scene for a moment, avoided the gaze of his troops, and then retreated outside the circle.
Several hours later, the Scribe entered Rokal's tent as he finished dinner. The mysterious woman nodded and provided Rokal with the answer he sought. "Princess Honnie of the Lainian Kingdom has agreed to yield her crown in exchange for sexual pleasures," the woman reported. "She consents to be pleasured by General Rokal."
It was a short walk to the orb, though the scribe would later document it as a trot. In moments, Rokal stood at the orb, staring at the shapely ass and finger-tight pussy that honor had denied him for so long. Grinning in anticipation, he shed his leathers, nuzzling his erect cock against the trapped hips in the stone. He allowed himself a moment to stroke it, to feel the softness of the lips, the slickness of the juices, before he turned to address his troops, his cock at full mast. "As a soldier of the kingdom," he announced, reciting his sacred military oath, "I pledge to serve the people in any manner that serves their needs. I will take any and all measures to help the kingdom and provide assistance to its subjects. This is my sacred oath as a soldier and I shall now fulfill my duty." Winking at Giana with an apologetic shrug, he unceremoniously pushed his penis balls deep into Honnie's hot and needy pussy.
The legends were true. Lainians had extraordinarily tight pussies. The disembodied vulva clamped onto him with the strength of intense desperation, and when he pressed his thumb into her ass it too clamped on him, pulsing and trying to pull him in. It was all over in minutes. He pumped energetically into her, not stopping or slowing after his emanations began, thrusting until every drop had been released from him. He rested a moment and pulled out, though the pussy clung to him in continued need as he withdrew.
"Ladies and gentlemen, meet the new crown prince of the Lainian Empire." He caressed the trapped ass that had started moving again, the need once again rising. "She's a commoner now, so let's set up a rotation to keep satisfying this horny little girlservant. Captain Giana, as captain of the guard, I assign you to take the next shift."
His brunette captain twisted her lip at him as she approached. "You realize that I'm not into women, right?" she said in a low voice.
He grinned at her and responded in the same low voice. "You realize that I'm a general, right? And I remember our conversation earlier about your feelings for the lovely princesses. So lick Miss Honnie, finger fuck her, whatever you wish as long as you satisfy her. And when you get bored, get a rotation started." He paused for a moment. "Women only. My cock shall be the only male seed that despoils her. I need to go back to my tent and think about my new royal status and my new celibacy requirement."
Giana offered him a sarcastic grin, but she was a good soldier and he sensed that she did not truly resent the order. The captain got onto her knees and pushed her fingers into Honnie's exposed vagina. She began thrusting and pumping, the sounds of wetness a testament to her work. "Untie her ankles," she told Insala. "I want to watch her kick."
As Prince Rokal walked away, his loyal captain buried her face between the thrashing legs.
****
There's a good side and a bad side to every problem, Rokal realized.
On the bright side, two weeks of inactivity meant that his troops and horses were well rested. The work teams continued to excavate the women from the Secondskin, and they were making steady progress. Honnie was now free up to the bottom of her rib cage, and Zeeta was now free up to her knees. The snow-white blonde's lower legs were now kicking, one above the other since she was trapped while lying on her side.
But the downsides were also evident. First and foremost, Rokal was now royalty, the newly proclaimed Prince of the Lainian Kingdom. While that seemed good in theory, the practical implications was that there were no other royals to pursue sexual union with. At the risk of losing his title, he could not bury his cock in Honnie's shimmering tightness any more, and he could certainly not take union with the camp concubines that he typically enjoyed nightly. He was left with only his own hand, and it was a particularly cruel limitation in the current camp environment.
As he walked through the camp, the sounds of sex were emanating from seemingly every tent. Honnie's plight, and the necessary pleasuring of her, was obviously an event of great interest in the camp, and the male soldiers had begun wondering openly why they were not allowed to assist the needy woman with their willing cocks. Rokal's order that she be only pleasured by the females in the camp had no logic behind it, or at least no logic that Rokal could explain publicly. So he had opened up his private treasury and funded the concubines for a week of unlimited service to the soldiers of the camp. It was costing him a fortune, but the camp's morale was soaring and no man was sharing in Honnie's pleasures.
And here he was, walking with a spear-straight cock and no place to put it.
He approached the Secondskin area to assess the process. Brawny men were steadily working the Secondskin, mining it slowly and painstakingly to avoid injuring the creature's prey. Honnie's entire lower body and abdomen were now free, washed and clean, though her upper body was still firmly imbedded, as well as her arms, which had been positioned on Sela's ass when they were encased. Between Honnie's legs, a young blonde concubine, a pretty peasant girl that Rokal knew to have a skilled tongue, was working orally on the dark pink area between Honnie's quivering thighs. His cock pulsed at the sight.
And there, to Honnie's right, the two lower legs of Zeeta now flexed and flailed, her ankles tied with ropes to support them.
Giana, the official rescue commander of the Secondskin area, saw Rokal's approach and came to brief him.
"Good progress, sir," she reported. "You see the two servant girls, and we're making steady progress."
"Excellent. And it looks like Zeeta is doing well?"
"Yes. She's a tough one. We always knew that about those ice girls. Insala has been communicating with her, and she's bearing her ordeal well."
Rokal nodded with satisfaction. He looked forward to seeing more of the blonde's body as she was unsheathed.
"Also...", Giana shrugged noncommittally.
"What is it?"
"If you look closely, you'll also see that the sole of Princess Sela's foot is now exposed to the air."
"Oh," Rokal replied hollowly. That had been the other advantage of the past two weeks. He had had no need to listen to the demands, insults, and threats of that damned princess.
Rokal glanced sidelong at Giana. "I guess our peace and quiet was destined to end at some point, eh?".
Giana made sure that no one could hear her. She pressed close to Rokal, so close that the most womanly curve of her leather armor touched his arm. "If the slut hadn't had her legs spread so wide, we'd already have her out to the ankles."
Rokal and his captain burst into inappropriate laughter.
He looked at Zeeta's lovely legs. "Any chance that we can maybe concentrate on Zeeta once we get Honnie free?" he asked.
Giana smiled fiendishly. "That's the plan." Then her smile turned to seriousness. "You know that Princess Sela will likely have us all killed once she's freed. She won't want stories of this being told."
"There's a chance of that, yes."
"I'll say it again, just between you and me. No one in the camp would say a word if she just never got out, Rokal. You know that. Everyone is worried."
Rokal sighed as he stared at Honnie's slim body, quaking under what was apparently another of her countless orgasms. He looked at his captain. "We don't know that. It's not only soldiers in the camp, you know. There are civilians who might have different motives. And regardless, we are soldiers of the realm. We do not commit murder, and particularly not regicide."
"Even if it likely means our own death? And the ruin of the kingdom? The future of the realm is in your hands, Rokal, and we know what this woman will do if she takes the crown."
"I do."
"I don't like it any more than you do. But she's been in there for two weeks now. It won't take much to finish her off. Or ..." she hesitated. "If someone happened to pour some candle wax down her air hole in the middle of the night, then we could continue operations as normal and we'd just find a body at the end."
Rokal was shocked at the suggestion. "You've really been thinking about this, haven't you?"
"And you haven't?"
Rokal's eyes looked to the ground, at the boots of his loyal captain. Then up, where their eyes met. "I'd be lying if I said I didn't. But I cannot be a murderer."
The words shook Giana. She looked at the ground herself and slowly shook her head. "Nor can I. I apologize, General. My mind went to a dark place. We are soldiers of the realm, and if we behave like criminals, then what is left?"
Rokal nodded and placed a hand on her shoulder. "I have faith that the answer will present itself."
****
Sela's world changed without warning. One minute she was trapped in her perpetual hell, her entire body shuddering in unquenched desire, her screams of passion unheard, her body entombed in a selfish stone lover of unspeakable cruelty. Blind, deaf, mute, and motionless, she lived in a womb on the constant precipice of orgasm, her world unbroken by any other sensation or thought. Time had lost all meaning, but it felt as if she was trapped in eternity here.
And then suddenly, without warning, something happened. It was subtle, a pinprick against the sensory onslaught that assailed her, but ... it was different.
A breeze on the sole of her left foot, a subtle movement of air currents. Then a touch. A touch from a human being.
They were coming to get her, to release her from this living hell. Through her fog of sexual daze, her anger rose. How dare they let this happen.
****
"She's almost ready, sir."
Breen waited excitedly while Rokal laced up his boots. "Have you seen her?" Rokal asked. He grinned. "The good parts, I mean."
Breen grinned in the manner of all men when discussing a woman's good parts. "Not yet, sir. But they were only minutes away, so they sent me to fetch you."
"Well, this should be good, then."
The two men walked briskly from Rokal's tent to the Secondskin area. The first thing that Rokal noticed, of course, was Honnie. The petite princess was only a day or two from release. She was standing now, bent forward at the waist, assisted in her posture by a framework that supported her weakened body. She was free up to her neck, with only her head and her arms still imprisoned, as if she were in a pillory. Her body was remarkably clean, having been gently scrubbed of the beast's sticky gel. Two concubines were servicing her at the moment. The concubine underneath her, suckling on her dangling pert breasts and fingering her steadily between her legs, was an attractive and busty brunette who had seen Rokal's bed numerous times in the past. The other, a lithe dark-skinned beauty from the Southern Isles, was behind her, stroking her tan ass and ... Rokal had to look twice to confirm ... licking her anus? His cock twitched at the sight, but Honnie was off limits. He was royalty now and she but a mere commoner, so he could not touch her without losing his royal title.
Nonetheless, he paused for a moment to watch the progress, Honnie's overwrought and exhausted body quivered and convulsed as she orgasmed for the thousandth time. The concubines paused and spoke for a moment, then went back to work. Meanwhile, strong soldiers continued to carefully chip away at the material that encased her throat and neck and elbows.
On either side of her, framing the image, were two slim and attractive legs. Freeing Princess Honnie necessarily meant freeing up Princess Sela, and her legs were now open to the air past the knee to mid-thigh, the rest of her body still encased. The princess's ankles were tied to poles to support them, but otherwise she was receiving no attention since her genitals were not yet available. He would deal with that duty later.



And speaking of available genitals...
To the side of the two women was another set of legs, just as feminine as Sela's but with more muscle and length. Zeeta had been trapped on her side, so her legs were positioned sideways, one atop the other, and they were now completely free up past the hips. To support them, someone had strapped one ankle downward to a heavy stone on the ground, and the other ankle was tied high to a pole, leaving the legs spread wide at a nearly 180 degree draw. At their junction flexed a vulva of the most delicate pink imaginable.
Sonnsoe the Scribe stood nearby.
"Has Princess Zeeta responded to our question?" Rokal asked.
The Scribe nodded. "Princess Zeeta of the Ice Kingdom has consented to be sexually pleasured by Prince Rokal of the Lainian Isles," she said.
"And as two royals, there are no implications as to title," Rokal confirmed. "Has the princess been informed of this?"
Sonnsoe nodded. "Royals may pleasure each other with mutual consent and no loss of title or crown. The princess understands, and it is documented that she will retain her title as the crown princess of the Ice Kingdom."
Rokal grinned. "Well, in that case I too formally consent to being pleasured by Princess Zeeta, and I will retain my title as the new Crown Prince of the Lainian Isles."
"It will be recorded as such."
Casting a long look at Honnie's trapped body being pleasured by the pair of concubines, Rokal bit his lip, then turned his attention to the blonde.
He was accustomed to concubines, whose ranks were filled from the entire known world and beyond. He had pleasured and been pleasured by blondes, brunettes, redheads, women with dark skin and light, tall and small, and everything in between. Being a general had its advantages, and willing women ranked high among them.
But he had always had a special lust for the Ice Women, with their frost blue eyes and snow white hair and bodies. They were robust women, able to take a good fucking, and they were also from a culture where sexual aggression was not limited to males. He hadn't had many Ice Women over the course of his years, but he liked the fact that they enjoyed a good fuck as much as men did. An Ice Woman wouldn't hesitate to climb onto a man's cock if she felt so inclined.
Of course, in this case the ball was in his court. He lamented the fact that Zeeta's oversensitive breasts were still encased in the Secondskin -- it was mesmerizing to watch an Ice Woman cum solely from breast play -- but he had plenty of opportunities down below.
Kneeling down, he studied the pussy at eye level. Zeeta had features that genetically protected her in a frigid climate. Her outer labia were large and puffy to provide a good seal against the cold, and her inner lips were small and tucked inside her. As a result, she had more of a slit between her legs than the visible flowering of inner lips that Honnie displayed. Rokal spread the pink outer lips apart, reveling in the softness that would grip a man exquisitely. Zeeta's inner lips were shiny and impossibly slick, her small clitoris standing firm outside its hood. He gave it a stroke and the blonde's hips frantically thrust into the air, her toned buttocks flexing.
Moving his hand, he ran his fingers through her sparse patch of platinum pubic hair. "I'm here to help," he said to the disembodied vulva, then chuckled to himself. "The duties I must perform as a soldier of the realm."
He leaned in and tasted her pussy, taking a long, slow lick from the bottom of her labia to the top. Then he sealed his lips over her, seeking out her clitoris with his tongue.
The princess was mute, of course, still days away from having her mouth free. But Rokal could read a woman's body, and her body was dying for this tongue of his. Her tied legs didn't allow her to move, but he could see her muscles flex as she frantically tilted her hips to him.
His cock hardened. As fellow royals, this wouldn't be a one-and-done event. He would be free to fuck her all he wanted until her release from the orb. He pushed a finger into her slick, tight hole. It was going to be a very pleasant duty.
****
There was an ancient legend that was told in the Ice Kingdom. A small village was under siege by barbarians, and it was about to fall. Everyone knew that the defenders were to be killed. Reinforcements had been summoned, but were still three days away. The village could not maintain its defense for that long.
Out of the walls walked a lone Ice Woman. She offered herself to the barbarians as a celebration of their upcoming victory. She lay on the ground, spread her legs, and the barbarians took her, all of them. The assault was delayed as hundreds of men emptied themselves in the woman. And she took them without complaint, one after the other, calling for more, challenging their manhood to continue satisfying her. Three days later, an Ice Battalion arrived and descended on the barbarians in a surprise attack. The Ice Woman leapt to her feet, joining in the attack as she mocked their sexual uselessness.
Lainian women, Honnie's clan, were valued as concubines around their world for their tightness and innate physical sensations. Ice Women, Zeeta's clan, were valued for their endurance and their appetite.
The reputation was true.
Rokal slumped back on the small bench. His arms ached, his tongue was a mere lump of raw flesh, and while he never thought he would ever experience such a thing, his cock was begging for rest, dangling in exhaustion between his legs.
And still Zeeta's hips begged for more, bucking desperately every time he took a break from his labors. One ankle was tied high above her, the other to the ground, keeping her legs wide open, but she could still pivot her hips, asking with her body to be neverendingly fucked. He now knew every curve of her vulva, knew how her clitoris rose slickly from its hood, knew the tastes of her sexual fluids better than he knew beer. Her muscular stomach was now released from the Secondskin, and he looked forward to playing with her breasts once they were mined from the blob. But for now he must satisfy her from the belly down.
He watched her small pink anus wink. It had been a bit since he had planted his seed in there, and it was tight enough to arouse him even in his exhausted state. He looked down at his flaccid member. "Ready for some ass, old boy?" he murmured.
But then his pep talk was interrupted.
"We've almost got her!"
Looking to his left, he saw one of the guards hold a large irregular block of green in triumph. "That's a big chunk!" someone exclaimed.
Like a bulldogged steer, Honnie's entire body had been cleared other than her head. Her arms and hands were free, her legs were on the ground, and she was actively frigging herself with her fingers even as concubines licked her and rimmed her. Her ribs and hip bones were prominent as she had been surviving on nothing but water and fruit juices for the past two weeks. She was weakly pulling herself backward, rocking against the framework of wood and ropes that kept her weakened body upright.
One of the quarrymen motioned proudly to Rokal. "We've almost got her," he repeated boastfully. "Ten more minutes is all."
Rokal picked up a large dildo, one of the tools of his current trade. Moving to the side, he stood against Zeeta's ass, reached around, and gripped a handful of the princess's white pubic hair. He pushed the dildo inside her in a slow steady motion.
He vigorously pumped it while he watched the men work, grunting as they used chisels and hands to claw out chunks of the thick gel. "Hold on to her! Hold on to her!" A guard shooed away the little blonde concubine whose tongue was buried in Honnie's anus, along with an attractive dark-haired girl who was three fingers deep into Honnie's front.
And suddenly she was free.
With a horrific gasp, the petite princess lurched backwards. The two concubines caught her, easing her to the ground, as Rokal abandoned the dildo inside Zeeta and raced to Honnie's side. Lying on her back, she looked blankly to the sky, uncomprehending, her eyes deep and hollow, her cheeks gaunt. Lainian women were naturally slim, but she was outright emaciated, starved and exhausted. Breathing heavily, her hand still on her vulva palpating it, she tried to speak. "Get her food," Rokal ordered brusquely. "Get her to a tent. Bathe her and rest her, and keep me apprised of her condition."
Two camp nurses appeared from nowhere, pulling Honnie to a sitting position. Wrapping her arms around their shoulders, they lifted her up. "My god, she weighs practically nothing," one of them said, and they hustled her off.
"Is she going to live?" the guard asked as they watched the women drag Honnie away.
"I suspect so," Rokal smiled through his worry. "I'm really glad to get her out, though."
He stood up. Ignoring poor Zeeta's stretched and flexing pussy for the moment, he walked to the orb where Princess Sela's legs protruded. She had been lying on her back when captured, so two ropes now suspended her exposed legs by the ankles. By silent decree, her ankles had been tied apart to keep her from rubbing her thighs together. It was a small act of peasant revenge that no one would ever document.
With Honnie now released, her face was no longer buried between Sela's legs. The red-haired princess's vulva was now exposed to the air, slick and shiny. Her legs were writhing in need, pulling against the ropes as she tried to bring them together to attempt friction on her clit.
Rokal pushed the princess's slim thighs apart. The people hated and feared Sela, but no one had ever accused her of not being beautiful. Her lips were symmetric and delicate, flowering out of her tight slit. Her pubic mound was prominent, topped with a neatly trimmed path of crimson pubic hair. It pumped upward at him, delightfully distinct from the platinum blonde pussy that he'd spend the last several days with.
"Now, now, Princess," Rokal said softly, knowing that she couldn't hear. "You hang tight, and we'll help you." He ran his hands up her pale white thighs, almost to her junction. "Just as soon as Zeeta is freed. A man can only fuck so many princesses, you know."
The legs thrashed, allowing and inviting his attentions, but to no end. He did not touch her most sensitive areas. Instead, he leaned close and gently blew air on her rigid, glistening clitoris. The hips frantically bucked upward. Content in the knowledge that he had only increased her suffering, he stroked her leg, then stood up. "And now, my royal princess, I am back to my duties with Zeeta. Enjoy your evening."
The legs futilely kicked and thrashed as he stepped away.
****
Zeeta's breasts were works of art. Full and ripe, they were as firm as the soft-shelled melons that grew in the highlands, resilient under Rokal's touch. Yet they were still soft and feminine, with large and succulent areolas. Knowing the sensitivity of her race's nipples, Rokal spent plenty of time there, licking and sucking them while he fucked or buggered or fingered or dildoed her down below. She was now free up to her clavicle, her arms still trapped where she had been fingering Sela, but most of her torso now free and bathed to its native whiteness.
Wrapped up in his breast play, he didn't hear the soft footsteps approach behind him.
"I always thought you would end up with a princess," said the soft, high-pitched voice.
Rokal's eyes popped open and he sprang up from his supine position in Zeeta's cleavage.
"Honnie!" His face broadened into the most ecstatic of grins as he drank in the sight of his beloved princess. He rose to embrace her, and she moved toward him, but then they remembered where they were. And who they were. He was a royal now, and she but a mere commoner.
They smiled with similar thoughts. "There always seems to be a royal title separating us, isn't there?", he said. Her sad smile melted his heart.
Rokal looked to the working men, chiseling and sweating. Sonnsoe the scribe was fingering letters onto Sela's right foot under Insala's guidance. Sela's legs were still tied wide apart, ostensibly to decrease the painful arch in her back but secretly to increase her suffering. Sela was a royal, officially celibate despite proof to the contrary, so no one pleasured her flexing and humping pussy, its pale lips glowing a vivid angry red to match the hair.
In his general's voice, Rokal announced, "I need everyone to step away for a few moments. I have some official business with this servant girl."
The various men and women looked up from their tasks. Such an order was a surprise given the nonstop nature of the work for the past week.
"Ten minutes," Rokal ordered as the group backed away. "Come back and begin your work again in ten minutes."
He continued to finger Zeeta's needy vulva as a matter of pleasant duty, but that's not where his attention lay. Instead, his eyes wandered up and down Honnie's trim body, now clad in the golden gown of a royal servant. She was still haggard, but recovering quickly. With food in her system the hollows in her cheeks were smaller, and her eyes were once again large and bright. "I haven't seen you since Sela claimed me," she said softly. "It's been more than two years."
"And I've thought of you every day."
"It was an unfortunate turn of fate."
Rokal blushed with shame. "It was not what I wanted or expected. I was told that you would be treated with your due title once I delivered you to the capital. I assumed that you would be under my care as a royal hostage. I had no idea that..."
Honnie's eyes flicked over to Sela, her partially encased body easily recognizable by her crimson pubic hair. She was free past the top of that thatch now, an inch from her belly button. Out of earshot of Sonnsoe the scribe, Rokal had ordered the emphasis toward freeing Zeeta, so the unfortunate red-haired princess had seen little progress over the past two days. There were no outcries of pity for her from her oft-abused staff.
"It has been a long two years." Honnie studied Sela's flexing pussy and her face darkened. "Would General Rokal report me if I launched a hard kick to that royal vulva while she is unable to see me?", she murmured.
Rokal laughed heartily. "I would not report you. But I think ironically it would ease Sela's suffering to have something different to react to."
Honnie smiled. "You're quite right, of course. Is anyone servicing her? Your attentions saved my sanity."
"Unfortunately there is only one royal free, and that is me. I have made the difficult decision to help Zeeta first. Once Zeeta is free I'll consider my next moves."
Honnie was unable to completely hide her smile. She looked past Rokal to the nearly-freed blonde. "Well, keep working with Zeeta. She needs you. What are you doing for her?"
Rokal was suddenly embarrassed. "Recognize that I am not smitten with Zeeta. She's beautiful, but I have eyes for another. I'm only doing this to help ease her suffering and to maintain my honor."
Honnie nodded quickly, but smiled. "You have had few duties more enjoyable, I imagine. But I understand completely. Zeeta needs you. You are greatly helping her with this. You can have no idea how it feels unless you are in her situation." She stepped forward, into the radius where Rokal could sense her warmth. "The key is to finish her with gusto. I have...", she blushed and looked down at her feet before setting her jaw in determination, "By the orders of Princess Sela, I have come to know well what Zeeta likes. You can make her cum easily if you curl two fingers inside her and rub her on the front while you pull on her nipples with the other hand."
Rokal shifted his fingers inside the blonde, then reached around to her exposed areolas. "Like this?"
Honnie moved in close, so close that her breath commingled with his. She inspected the blonde's exposed body. "Maybe a little less far in," she said. "You'll feel a little raised spot. A touch there drives her wild."
Moving his fingers inside the woman's tight tunnel, Rokal's eyebrows rose. "I think I feel it." He began lightly stroking it, and Zeeta's hips suddenly stopped moving, her muscles tightening with ecstasy. "You do indeed know her well."
Honnie twisted her lips into a frown. "We have become dear and lifelong friends, but our intimate knowledge of each other was not by choice." She stopped for a moment and thought. "I guess that will never happen again, though. I have lost my crown, so I can no longer service a royal." She gave Rokal a meaningful look. "But I guess you know that, your highness." The last two words had a weight to them.
"Perhaps we can arrange a way for you to help."
"You are now the prince of the Lainian Empire. Rightfully so. The Scribe has recorded it, and it is the truth. I gave you my crown." She looked up at Rokal with tears in her beautiful brown eyes. "You conquered my empire, you carried me into slavery in this foreign land, you left me in the clutches of that terrible princess, and now you hold the crown of my lost nation. There is nothing more I can do for you, SIR." Her last word reverberated with anger.
Rokal watched Zeeta's lovely hips respond to his attentions. Then his eyes rose to meet Honnie's, and his lids narrowed in resolve. "Come and see me in my tent tonight," he said, "and we'll talk. I have a plan."
****
After the sun went down for the evening, Honnie arrived at Rokal's tent.
Rokal grinned at the welcome sight. Despite the woman's still gaunt posture, he complimented her. "You are recovering quickly, my love. You look as beautiful as I remember."
"A bit of rest does wonders," she said, taking a seat at his small dining table. "Thank you for freeing me from that horrible fate."
"That does not yet make me even with karma. I rescued you from one bad fate, but I delivered you into another." Rokal poured two glasses of wine and sat next to her.
"You had no choice."
"I have served my kingdom as required," he acknowledged, "and that required leading the campaign against your kingdom. But I am a good person, good and honorable. Do you believe that, Honnie?
There was a long pause. Honnie stood silent, but Rokal was patient. He said nothing until at last the petite woman spoke. "You are a good person in a bad situation, as am I. You have honorably followed the rules of the world. It destroyed my life, but I understand. History is greater than either of us."
Rokal winced at the truth. "I am a follower of the rules. I respect traditions and laws. But I hope you also understand that I am not an automaton. I am a free thinker who can work within the rules to benefit the kingdom that I love. Is that a reasonable statement to make from your experience?"
"I see no direct evidence to the contrary." Honnie's eyes glanced toward the tent flap. "And on the topic of honor, shouldn't you be helping Zeeta?" she asked worriedly.
"I sympathize with her, but I'm the only royal who can serve her and I can't work 24 hours a day."
Honnie frowned. "So you're not planning to take her royal title like you took mine?"
Rokal shook his head as he offered her some cheese from his stock. "I have no plans to do so. I don't aspire to collecting royal titles, and it's not in the best interests of the kingdom for her to yield her crown to another commoner in the camp."
"Oh?"
Rokal ran his hand over his face as he pondered his proposal. "There's a reason for that, you know."
Honnie took the invitation. "And what is the reason?"
"I'm going to speak very candidly," Rokal said. He leaned forward across the table, almost into the personal space of the small island woman, "and I require your discretion to keep this conversation private."
"Of course."
"Has Sela allowed you to keep up with the outside world?"



"Sela requires me to concentrate on nothing but Sela," Honnie said. "And Sela herself does not keep up with the outside world. So I know almost nothing of the past two years."
Rokal nodded solemnly. "As I suspected. Let me tell you what's happening. First, the Ice Kingdom is fighting a two-front war. They are battling us, of course, based on our own king's misguided orders to invade, and they are slowly losing. But they're also struggling with an invasion by the Berserkers of Corthos."
Honnie cringed. "The Corthosites are terrifying."
"They're horrific," Rokal agreed. "They are the cruelest and most brutish lot of savages in the known world. The Ice Kingdom has historically been our buffer to them, but the Ice People are beleaguered. They're in serious trouble in a two-front war."
Honnie was well schooled in the art of diplomacy, and Rokal had respected her perspectives during their earlier journey together, when she had been bargaining for her life. "Why can't you offer peace to them? Let them fight off Corthos on one front?"
"Because our king had ordered us to war, and now our king is dead. The only person who can call off the dogs of war is Princess Sela. And as you just mentioned, Sela knows nothing about such matters. She will not even entertain a conference with me on the topic."
"You're the lead general. Can you arrange an informal truce without Sela's knowledge? Something that doesn't show up in the official records?"
Rokal smiled at the savviness of the tiny Lainian princess. "I must follow the orders of the king. At the moment I am skirmishing the Ice Kingdom as lightly as possible, and am in a defensive stance. I'm nonetheless tying up entire divisions of their army because they don't know my strategy and I obviously can't reveal it. I would much rather see those soldiers fighting Corthos and keeping them from our own doorstep. The war against the Ice Kingdom was a huge mistake by our king. At the end of his reign his mind was little more than that of a child. Sela wished to have an Ice Kingdom royal to warm her bed as a servant, so we effectively went to war for the sake of a warm tongue between her legs."
"You can't be serious."
"I'm dead serious. And as a result, we face the risk of a full-scale Corthos invasion if the Ice Kingdom collapses. And that collapse is imminent."
Honnie took a deep breath. "I certainly bear no positive wishes for your own kingdom at the moment, but we all know that the worst fate for everyone would be to fall under Corthosite control."
"They're a scourge upon the planet."
Honnie swallowed hard. "And as we talk about control, may I ask the fate of my own kingdom?"
"The Lainian Kingdom formally fell with your capture and the downfall of your father. The world's maps no longer show it as a nation."
Honnie's nostrils flared and her mouth set with grim determination.
Rokal studied her reaction for a moment. "But that doesn't tell the whole story. A handful of generals retreated to the coastal islands, and they have built a guerilla army. They continue to fight."
Honnie's eyes rose, and in them Rokal saw a glimmer of redemption. "They continue to fight?"
"Yes. Now, you realize that they're doomed. They're a tenth the size of the forces that we can send after them if we choose."
"Then why haven't you done so?"
Rokal shifted uncomfortably on the cushions. "There are many reasons. The war with the Ice Kingdom is taking our troops, of course. Beyond that, the Lainians have relationships with the various pirate tribes, and those pirates are tying up our navy. Attacks are happening all along our coast to keep us from crushing the Lainian resistance. The we have the Malokian problem. The Lainians have always been a buffer against the Malokians and their ships. You have relationships with them, and we don't. We have no appetite for a war there. It has historically been in our best interest to have a Lainian ally on that flank." Rokal swirled his wine in his glass as he debated his next statement.
"And finally," he said with a deep exhalation, "I am madly in love with the heiress to the Lainian throne and I wish to see her rightly crowned."
Honnie's jaw dropped, and she tried to comprehend the statement. Then her eyes sagged with melancholy. "Our moment has come and gone, Rokal. The world has changed. I no longer even hold the crown. I'm just a servant now, and in fact you hold the crown to my kingdom, for whatever value it's worth."
"It's worth nothing in my hands. I'm despised there. It's my cannons and my troops who destroyed them. But you, on the other hand..."
A glimmer of recognition alit. Honnie made eye contact and he saw hunger in her eyes.
"If the right set of circumstances arose, and you and I found ourselves in the right positions, we could end this strife. We could re-establish the Lainian Kingdom with its rightful borders, and perhaps we could merge the kingdoms peacefully under one reign."
Honnie had a wonderful sly smile. "General Rokal, do you have a plan?"
Rokal smiled at his one true love. "I recognize that you're still exhausted from the Secondskin. But as the crown prince of the Lainian Kingdom, I would yield my crown for a single kiss from my love."
Honnie's smile broadened, the impish adorable smile that he had fallen in love with. "You've already ravished my body, general, but you have not yet fallen under the spell of my kiss."
Rokal's dream came true, and seconds later he became a commoner again.
****
Honnie had endurance and she had loyalty. As a royal, she could pleasure Zeeta without consequence, and she did not leave her fellow princess's squirming body for the next several days. Rokal, no longer a royal, sat with her as often as his duties would allow. They had two years of catching up to do, of course, and he also allowed himself to enjoy the sight of Honnie going down on Zeeta's coral-pink pussy and sucking on Zeeta's melon-sized breasts. Honnie had serviced Zeeta unwillingly, and vice versa, for so long that she knew every movement, every spasm of climax. Honnie knew the pleasurable agony that Zeeta was undergoing, and was determined to ameliorate it as much as possible. Day and night she fingered the trapped blonde, stroked her, and licked her, and Rokal delighted in anticipation of the day when this crisis was over and it might be his turn to receive such delights.
On the morning of the fourth day, Zeeta fell free. With a final chip of the Secondskin she rolled without warning, only to be caught by two workers before she could impact the ground.
Honnie and Rokal knelt above her. "Zeeta!" Honnie cradled the Ice Princess's head. "You're going to be okay. You're free."
Zeeta's lashes fluttered open. Her blue eyes stared up at the sky, then blearily gazed at Honnie, trying to focus. Her lips mouthed unintelligible words, her body quaking and quivering in the aftermath of two weeks of nonstop sexual torment.
Rokal grinned. "Take her to a tent and get some food and liquid into her," he ordered. "Princess Honnie, your highness, would you please accompany Zeeta and oversee her care?"
"Certainly, General." In public, Rokal and Honnie knew to be distant and formal.
Rokal watched as a crew of medics carted off the beautiful blonde. His cock twitched at the memory of how he had serviced her for so long, and how he had had the privilege to use her for his pleasure. He was going to miss that toned body and those succulent, sensitive breasts.
He shook his head to clear his thoughts. Now he had other things to attend to. Unpleasant things. Redhead things.
He walked over to the giant pod of the Secondskin, which was now nearly three-quarters demolished. Only one princess remained trapped, and she was the problem princess. Sela was free up to her chest, and Rokal could see the swell of her pleasantly sized breasts emerging from the thick, hardened gel. Her stomach moved with each breath, flat and smooth. Her shoulders, arms, and head were still trapped firmly in the creature.
Because she had been trapped while on her back, she would have been in an extremely uncomfortable position with her lower body free. To keep her back from arching downward, her ankles and knees were now tied to tall poles, suspending her legs and hips in the air. This kept her wearily humping pussy wide and exposed. Rokal stepped between her legs and gave himself a good look.
Sela's red pubic hair was a neatly trimmed rectangle on her mound. Her lips were bare of fur, and nicely shaped, symmetric and pink, though their inflamed desire painted them more of an angry red at this point. They were glistening with desire, and nestled between them was a large and needy clitoris. As he watched, Rokal could see the clenching and unclenching of her desperate vagina.
If Sela had been a beloved queen, her situation would be different. Rokal had figured out a way to help Honnie and Zeeta to relieve their desperation, but neither he nor anyone else in the camp had a desire to help Sela. As a result, her needs had been quietly and conveniently ignored as the camp concentrated on the two hostage princesses. Based on what he had heard from the others, he could only guess at the exquisite agony she was feeling from two weeks on the edge of orgasm.
He leaned down close to her pussy, and gently blew air onto her clit. The slim hips bucked and begged, causing him a little grin.
He stood up. Sonnsoe the scribe was sitting nearby.
"Scribe Sonnsoe, has Princess Sela made any requests or demands since we last spoke?"
The woman nodded and picked up her scribe tablet. She spoke in the precise manner of her people. "She decreed to, 'make me cum', 'touch me', 'get Honnie lick me', and 'get Zeeta lick me'. She has repeated these decrees many times."
"Please record that Princess Honnie and Princess Zeeta are royal hostages of foreign kingdoms, and thus are not obligated to provide any services to Princess Sela. However, General Rokal will forward the requests to them as a representative of the kingdom as soon as they are rested and able to consider such a request."
The scribe looked calmly up into Rokal's eyes. "It will be done."
"And please enter in the record that General Rokal cannot authorize any commoner to provide sexual services to the princess unless she willingly gives up her crown."
"It will be done."
Rokal looked over his shoulder at the trapped royal, her slim hips exhaustedly and desperately humping air. "And now," he murmured, "it's time to finally get a good night's sleep."
****
Progress to free Sela went very slowly once Zeeta had been freed.
Very slowly.
Rokal noticed that the soldiers who had been chiseling away the Secondskin seemed to be weary, so he offered to pay for camp concubines if they wanted a day off, and they did. Insala and Sonnsoe, the official communicators for the victims, were sent off for rest as well.
As evening fell, he sat with his trusted aide Giana on wooden stumps near the princess, sitting guard around a small campfire. The two captive princesses, Honnie and Zeeta, sat with them in fine padded chairs that were pulled from Sela's wagons of goods. Together, they watched the trapped princess Sela writhe and struggle. She was not far from being freed, with everything but her shoulders, arms, and head now exposed to the world, but that didn't bring her respite. The remaining elements of the Secondskin still hummed through her body in a way that was driving her insane with sexual need. By happenstance, her left hand had been freed up to the wrist, positioned far from her body as it protruded from the mass, and it waggled and made fists, tapping frequently against the solid creature that still imprisoned her. Her index finger frequently pointed frantically downward toward her hips.
Rokal sipped from a canteen of mead. "How much longer until we're back moving again?"
Giana shrugged as she held her own alcoholic beverage. "I figure maybe five days. We get her out in three at the current pace, and then by the time she recovers and we get camp broken it'll be four."
The fire crackled, embers floating up into the evening air.
"Don't tell the princess," Rokal said quietly, "but I've rather enjoyed the peace and quiet of the past two weeks."
Giana laughed, and even Honnie and Zeeta chuckled.
Rokal watched the red-haired queen struggle. He took a deep breath. "I ask this not for my own personal curiosity, but for other reasons. Can you tell me what she is feeling right now?"
Honnie and Zeeta looked over at their mistress.
"Will you inform the princess of what we say?" Zeeta asked.
"We are off the record. We're just four people sitting around a campfire."
Zeeta spat onto the ground. "She's getting what she deserves." The Ice Princess was not raised to be tactful.
Honnie's response was softer. "They say that there are things that you would not wish upon your worst enemy. After two years as the princess's slave, I would say that it's something that I would not wish upon my second-worst enemy."
Giana knew the line of questioning that Rokal was trying to introduce, so she used the directness that a female could offer. "How far is she from cumming right now? It's an important question. We need you to tell us exactly how it affected you."
Honnie and Zeeta watched the squirming Sela for a moment and conferred in low tones.
"We think it depends on how much of you is in contact with the Secondskin," Honnie said. "When we were completely imbedded..." She shuddered involuntarily. "When I was imbedded, it always felt like I was right on the verge of cumming. Just a quarter-second away. But I couldn't get there."
Zeeta nodded. "I couldn't even think. My brain was right at that point where it's about to explode in an orgasm."
"I couldn't think, either," Honnie said. "I could only feel. It was like time was stopped right as I was about to cum. I knew that I was alive and I knew that I was about to cum, but I was capable of nothing else."
"Hellish. Absolutely hellish," Zeeta concurred.
"But that's when you were completely imbedded. Is it different if you're not?" Giana leaned forward in interest. "What if most of your body is free?"
Zeeta nodded. "At the beginning and at the end, it was different."
"How so?"
"I think it was because we were only partially trapped. But I could think. I was rational. I just badly needed an orgasm."
Honnie agreed with her fellow captive. "It's like when a lover is pleasuring you and you're so close that you pull them into you to keep them going. Or if they pull away, you have to finish yourself regardless of how it looks." She blushed with the words. "You're so close that you can't let it stop. But in this case, it won't stop anyway."
"So she's not on the razor edge of orgasm any more?" Giana tilted a head toward the imbedded Sela.
"No, it would probably take 20 seconds or a minute to make her cum. She's really close, but given how much of her body is outside the Secondskin, she's going to be rational at this point. She's just dying for an orgasm."
Rokal and Giana exchanged meaningful glances.
"And we're not servicing her to let her cum. Sonnsoe says she keeps demanding us. Sela's going to be mad as a hornet when she gets out," Honnie said. "Rokal, is there any way you can protect Zeeta and me?"
Zeeta shook her head warily. She was recovering quickly and had the light of awareness back in her eyes. "She's mean," the blonde said. "Not just mean, but cruel."
"You won't be the only ones facing her wrath," Rokal said. "I suspect she won't be happy with me, either."
Sela's bound hips humped the air, her trim legs slick with sweat.
"Tell me," Rokal sighed. "What is it like to be her servants?"
Zeeta and Honnie exchanged glances. Honnie continued, her voice muted. "It's terrible."
"How is it terrible?"
"She treats us with disdain. She torments us. We're on the run 24 hours a day trying to keep her satisfied, but if everything isn't the way she wants, she ... does things to us."
"Does things?"
Zeeta and Honnie again exchanged glances. Zeeta was less shy. "She keeps us naked in her private quarters. And she'll twist our nipples if she doesn't like something. Hard. She won't stop until we're on our knees begging for mercy. Or she'll make us stand with our legs spread and she'll kick us between the legs."
Rokal practically snarled. One did not treat servants in that manner even if they weren't royals.
Zeeta continued. "And you know by now, so there's no reason to hide it. She makes us service her sexually. In many different ways. Sometimes she makes Honnie and me do things with each other while she watches. Unnatural things."
"She'll tie us down to the bed and ride our faces," Honnie said glumly. "I don't want to go back to that. I can't."
Rokal frowned even as his cock twitched.
"Tell me how she interacts with advisors. She does get visits from advisors, correct?"
"Yes." Honnie spoke up. "We're at her side 24 hours a day. We hear what happens."
Rokal knew that he wouldn't like the answer, but he asked anyway. "How studious is she? How astute is she in understanding the responsibilities of royal power?"
Honnie and Zeeta looked at each other and laughed. Honnie spoke for them. "She rejects her education and tutoring most days. She's far more interested in hosting parties and sailing on the royal yacht."
Zeeta chimed in. "The advisors will come back day after day, and she'll send them packing. You had an emergency visitor recently. An envoy from my kingdom. And she was turned away."
Rokal's brows rose. "An Ice Kingdom envoy visited Sela? When did this happen?"
"A few weeks ago. It was how Honnie and I deduced that your king had died."
"What was the conversation?"
Zeeta's eyes flashed lightning. "There was no conversation. Sela refused to meet with the envoy."
Rokal's thoughts spun, both with the tactical and the strategic. "Do you know why the Ice Kingdom sought a meeting?"
Zeeta shook her head. "No. But your diplomats were begging Sela to meet with her. Our countries are at war, a war that your king started, and she refused to have an audience with our diplomat. That sends a strong message."
Rokal put his head in his hands. There was no reason such a thing would happen unless the Ice Kingdom was seeking a truce. What an opportunity lost.
"General Rokal, may I ask you a question?"
"Yes, Zeeta."
"How is my kingdom faring? I've heard that the Corthosites have attacked." She cast a quick guilty glance toward Honnie.
Rokal didn't mind the violation of confidence, and in fact had expected it. He made direct eye contact with the Ice Princess. "It's not good."
"Who leads them?"
"That's a complication." Rokal hesitated a moment, but went with the blunt truth. "Your mother's caravan was ambushed by the Corthosites, and she did not survive. Were you aware?"
"Sela informed me with great delight last year." Zeeta's powder blue eyes lost focus for a moment.
"I'm sorry." Rokal's remorse was sincere. "History will not look kindly upon our king and our kingdom during this era. But I have a reason for telling you this. You were next in line for the throne, but obviously you are not able to assume that duty, so it has fallen to a person named Marston. We know nothing about him."
Zeeta's eyes widened. "Marston?" She did some math in her head. "He was seventh in line for the throne at the time that I was ... well, before I was enslaved by you." Her face hardened at the recognition. "There must have been a number of untimely deaths."
"The two-front war has been very costly to your kingdom." Rokal looked around the group. He could trust Giana. He could trust Honnie. He needed to trust Zeeta. "Can you tell me about Marston?"
Zeeta's face turned to stone. "I will protect my kingdom to the death. We are at war, so you will learn nothing from me."



"I have a noble reason for asking. I wish to help."
"You are leading the attacks on my kingdom. Just because you have taken my body does not mean you can control my will."
Rokal looked to Honnie for support, and he got it. The petite Lainian looked around, ensuring that no one was in earshot outside their circle. "Zeeta, we have been through hell together, and I love you like a sister. Rokal destroyed our lives and he attacks our kingdoms, but he has done so only under the unscrupulous orders of Sela and her father. He has had a change of heart and duty. He feels toward Sela like we do, and I know for a fact that he is a man of honor. He respects us."
"Here's all I need to know," Rokal said. "If you were to arrive back in the Ice Kingdom as a free woman, would Marston yield the throne to you, or would he fight you for it?"
The camp was silent but for the crackling of the fires and the sound of the crickets. No one spoke as Zeeta absorbed the bombshell.
"Marston is five years old. The throne is mine if I return," she said at long last. "General Rokal," she added, her pale pink lips curling into a smile. "Do you have a plan?"
****
It was the screams that woke Rokal. His adrenaline surged as he instantly considered an attack underway. But then he recognized the voice. It had screamed at him many times in the past.
He exhaled deeply and rolled out of his bunk. The game was about to begin.
He dressed in his finest field armor and put on his cavalry boots, readying himself for a battle of sorts. He idly listened to the yelling without putting words to the tone. Sela was beyond angry, and his trained reaction was fear. It was not an unreasonable reaction even in normal times, and on this day he had to force himself into a state of poise, to carry the bearing of a great general.
Girding his courage, he stepped from the tent and put his general's face on. He walked briskly toward the remains of the Secondskin orb, and even from a distance he could see Sela fighting and flailing.
The men working the chisels were no longer the brawniest men of the battalion. They were good soldiers, no doubt about that, but they were small and lithe. A trained eye would see the new paint on their leather that covered up their scout and archer insignia, units where size and power offered no real advantage. They were also new to the job and not yet adept in their technique, so progress had slowed considerably.
"Soldiers, take a ten-minute break," he ordered. They left, and he heard one murmur to another, "Maybe we should sharpen these chisels a bit. They're so dull I can hardly use them." Rokal stifled a smile at Giana's cleverness.
He stepped to the far end of the Secondskin. Protruding from the end of the orb, Sela's head and most of her face were exposed. Her hair was matted and full of gelatinous chunks. Her emerald-green eyes had been moving wildly for two days as they slowly freed her forehead, her cheeks, her nose. Now her ears and a tiny corner of her lips were freed, enough that Rokal could see a glint of white incisors and an occasional dart of tongue.
"NNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGHHHHHH!" Her scream was guttural, her eyes desperate.
He leaned in and sympathetically pulled a small chunk of green material from her temple. "Princess Sela, can you hear me?"
"NNNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGHHH!" Her head could not yet move, but he saw a flash of leg kick on the other side of the block.
"Blink if you can hear me."
The green eyes blinked.
Rokal stood and inspected the situation. She was free to the chest on the bottom side, all the way to the bottom of her collarbones. Any more progress on that end and she might have freed her arms. But as it was, she was still trapped, her arms and neck in the organic stone as if she were in a pillory.
"We were making slow progress," he said to the princess, "and at some point the entire shell hardened all the way to the top end. So I decided to shift our focus to the other side and start freeing your head. That way we can start giving you solid food, and you can talk."
"NNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGHHHHH!" A worry line appeared between the princess's fine eyebrows, and then a whimper emerged from her mouth. It was a plea for help, plain and simple. Her left hand was still jutting from the stone, visible to the wrist, and she pointed frantically toward her hips.
Rokal judiciously didn't notice it. He walked to the other side of the remaining orb, where Sonnsoe sat at the princess's feet. "If the princess would like any particular foods, she may let you know," he said. "We're very close to freeing her mouth."
"Yes, General Rokal. The princess has communications for you as well."
Rokal was hoping to get away without hearing such things. But now Sela was able to hear the conversations, so he had to tread formally and carefully. He feigned surprise. "Oh. And what communications does she offer?"
"She wishes for someone to finger her vulva or lick her vulva. She has repeated this request many times."
"Oh, certainly. Her two fellow royals are resting. Does she wish to make the request of them, or does she wish to yield her crown to be served by a commoner?"
"She has requested Honnie or Zeeta numerous times."
"I shall forward the request then."
"She also wishes to tell you that you will be shown no mercy in the aftermath of this affair."
Rokal turned to look at Sela's widespread and bound legs. Her pussy was glistening with moisture, her inner and outer lips a raging red against the white of her thighs. Perhaps it was time to give her what she wanted.
****
As the guard pulled the last chunk of Secondskin from her lips, Sela took a huge, desperate gasp of air. Her voice was a wavering rasp. "Ohhhhh, get this thing off of me! By the light of the gods, get me out of here!"
She could feel her inner chamber clamping in need. Her clitoris felt as if it were two inches long. An orgasm, just a single orgasm, was the most important thing in the world to her. It would quench her fires for just a moment while the men worked. Decorum no longer had a place in her life as she humped the air, her stomach muscles exhausted and painful. "Get me Honnie! Get me Zeeta! Make them lick me! Now!"
She could only look at the sky, but felt a shadow fall over her. Her jaw clenched in anger, and she issued her first verbal command in weeks. "Rokal, you buffoon! Get Honnie and Zeeta over here now! I will have your head!"
"I've brought them," the general said. Two more shadows appeared and her servant girls stood at her head.
"Honnie! Tongue between my legs. As fast as you can. Zeeta, lick my ass. Right now."
Neither woman moved. Rokal cleared his throat. "I'm confirming royal protocol now. Two royals may consort in a sexual union with no implications on royal title. But while our guests are hostages of the kingdom, they are still nonetheless royalty, so any sexual union must have the consent of all parties."
Sela pitched a fit, to the extent that such a thing was possible when one's arms and neck were trapped and one's ankles were tied apart. "NOW! Between my legs!"
"I will leave you with your servants," Rokal said. "I have also provided a scribe to document your words and actions in this time of crisis."
Sela saw a fourth shape move over her, long and lean, as Rokal departed. Her eyes moved to Honnie and Zeeta.
"Do me," she hissed. "Make me cum, you lowly twats!"
"You want to cum?" Zeeta said teasingly.
Sela fought in vain against the rocklike creature that held her in bondage. "Lick me! Now! I command it!"
"How does Sela like to be pleasured, Princess Honnie? I don't recall." Zeeta had a strange, sadistic smile.
"I think she enjoys having fingers running through her hair," Honnie said. The small woman softly and sensuously laid her fingertips on Sela's forehead, then ran them slowly through Sela's long red hair. The pleasure pushed Sela close to her tipping point.
"More," she gasped.
"I remember that she enjoys having her ears kissed," Zeeta said. The blonde leaned down. Sela felt warm lips and a soft, wet tongue bathe her earlobes, a particular erogenous zone for her.
But sensitivity aside, those things wouldn't make her cum. They only heighted her need. "I love it," she moaned, "but I need you to lick my pussy. Lick my pussy!"
Honnie's fingers continued to slide along Sela's scalp. "She wants us to play with her pussy, Zeeta. Do we consent to that?"
"Let's decide by looking at it. We should assess her need."
Oh, god. Sela whimpered in anticipation as the two women circled around the large bloc. She heard their conversation.
"Her pussy looks like it's on fire," Honnie said teasingly. "Look how red and wet it is."
"She really needs to cum, I bet."
"And those nipples. I've never seen them that long."
Fingers touched Sela's left nipple, then gave it a slight pinch. She groaned and bucked as her anticipation grew. "Keep doing that," she ordered, her voice guttural with need.
The fingers released her, then moved to her right nipple. It toyed with her for just a few seconds, not long enough to push her over the precipice to orgasm, but long enough to make her whine shrilly.
"Spread her lips." Two fingers gripped Sela's desperate vulva, and spread her lips apart. She felt a warm breath. Her voice went from demanding to begging. "Touch me, pleeeeeease. I'm begging you."
Hands were on her thighs, stroking them. A finger brushed her clit, and another traced a tiny ring around her anus. Sela bucked and pleaded, seconds away from an orgasm.
Then the fingers stopped.
"NO! Keep going!" She was completely exhausted, but her body was a tightly wound spring, ready to orgasm after weeks of nonstop teasing.
"You know," Honnie said, "We're all royals here. We're all equal even if some of us are hostages. And it occurs to me that we've licked Sela a thousand times and she's never licked us once."
Fingers traced the edges of Sela's outer labia, then her inner labia, as she wailed.
"I've always wondered what it would be like to feel her tongue," Zeeta responded. "She seems to enjoy sexual unions with women, but only when she's receiving. I bet she'd like to taste another royal."
Two hands closed on Sela's breasts, resting warmly on them, gently brushing her nipples.
"Finish me or I'll have you killed," Sela hissed, her teeth gritted and jaw set.
The two captured princesses came back around to stand over her face.
"We may consent to service you, Princess Sela, but we need something in exchange," Honnie said. "We would like to straddle your face and have you service us as you've made us service you."
"If you lick us well," Zeeta added, "we'll consider returning the favor."
"I ... don't ....lick...pussy."
"Are you sure?" Honnie's soft fingers traced Sela's ear, pinching the earlobe slightly in a way that made Sela's toes curl.
"Lick me," she said futilely. "Lick me and I'll show you mercy."
Zeeta and Honnie exchanged smiles and kissed each other directly over Sela's face. "You go first, sweetie," Zeeta said. I'll go to the other side and tease her pussy to keep her motivated.
Honnie stripped off her royal servant's gown. Climbing atop a small rock that the workmen had been using as a stepstool, she climbed up and straddled Sela's face.
Oh, no.
"Lick me good, Princess, and maybe I'll do the same." Honnie settled her slim hips down onto Sela's face. Simultaneously, she felt Zeeta teasing her down below, the blonde's hands tracing up and down her hips, stroking her pubic hair.
"You don't cum until we do," Honnie warned.
Sela had no choice. She would exact her revenge in force later, but for the moment she had to get an orgasm. Flicking her tongue out, she began licking the small brunette's clit.
It took 15 minutes of licking for Honnie to cum, fifteen minutes of sheer hell as Zeeta kept her on the verge of orgasm. Sela realized that the two servant princesses knew exactly how to pleasure her, the product of two years of licking her and fingering her and servicing her in every manner possible. They knew how to make her cum quickly, and they knew how to tease her to the brink and then draw back. Zeeta was torturing her with the latter.
And then they switched. Zeeta's platinum blonde pussy with its thick tight lips clamped over Sela's mouth, while Honnie teased and edged her. By the time Zeeta orgasmed 20 minutes later, Sela was in tears, humping her hips and flailing against Honnie's expert edging.
"Now! Please, now!" she cried, her dignity long gone.
Honnie and Zeeta convened over her face again.
"I think not," Honnie said. "We're satisfied, and we're no longer in the mood."
"You know what I'm going through! I'm begging you!"
"No. But there's an option. We know someone who can help you."
"Anything. Anything at all."
Zeeta leaned close, so close that Sela could feel her breath, see the pink of her sexually talented tongue. "General Rokal serviced us both when we were trapped. He serviced Honnie and took her title, and then he used that title to service me as a royal. It was fantastic."
"Send him over. Anything."
"But recognize that you lose your title. It would transfer to Rokal."
"Give him yours. Whatever needs to happen."
"He took mine," Honnie said. "He decided to give it back to me later. Perhaps he will do the same for you."
Sela's brain was fogged. She knew little about ruling a kingdom and cared even less, but she knew the sexual consort traditions. That was the entire reason that she had sought to acquire Honnie and Zeeta.
"He'll give it back?"
"He has no obligation to do so. But he gave mine back."
Sela tried to think through the implications. Rokal was obedient. He was loyal. He had done everything that Sela and the King had wanted. He would give it back.
"Send him over."
****
"Hate fuck" is a strong term. "Grudge fuck" is also a strong term. But Rokal bore a strong hatred and grudge toward Princess Sela, and now it was his one chance to fuck her. Her whims had cost the lives of thousands of soldiers, had caused chaos in the kingdom's diplomacy. And all because she wanted her pussy serviced.
Well, she was getting her pussy serviced now.
He drove in with great force. It pleased him to bury himself in a tight, needy pussy, and the princess was objectively beautiful. He hated himself for bringing her to orgasm and giving her the relief she needed so badly. But orgasm she did, within one minute of penetration just as Honnie and Zeeta had predicted. He continued as she squealed in nonstop climax until he shot his pleasure deep inside her.
"Keep going," pleaded the voice trapped on the other side of the rock. "I need more."
Rokal toyed with the red-furred pussy for a moment. "You're a commoner now. I'm the crown prince. If you have continued need, you can beg the common soldiers and concubines to service you."
He walked away in satisfaction as Sela's slim hips began bucking again. Soldiers gladly closed in as she begged for sexual relief.
****
Rokal dressed in his finest uniform, the one that had been packed away for Sela's coronation parade at the capital. It was the finest of leather, complemented by gold epaulets and trim. It also held all of his medals for courage and campaigns, a veritable wall of accolades that covered his breastplate. After significant debate, he stealthily removed the campaign medals for the Lainian War and the Ice Kingdom War.
Honnie came up behind him, she herself dressed in a royal gown. She had not owned one, of course, but with the help of some camp seamstresses one of Sela's had been altered to fit her. She gave Rokal's uniform a critical eye, then fussed over some of the medals to be sure that they hung correctly. "General Rokal," she said, "you are apparently a great hero in your kingdom."
Rokal took a deep breath and viewed himself in the floor-length mirror that leaned nearby. "Well,," he said softly, "I am either the greatest hero in this kingdom's history or the greatest villain. Perhaps both. But we shall find out soon."
"You did what you must. History will treat you kindly."
"I feel that we were right. But there are a lot of traditionalists in the world. And traditionalists are going to resist."
"I spent two years with Sela, serving her for twenty-four hours a day. I think most traditionalists are realists, and the realists were terrified of Sela."
Rokal hitched his ceremonial sword to his belt and the couple left the tent.
The camp was abuzz. Tents were being taken down, food was being stored, and belongings were being packed onto the long-dormant wagons. There was excitement in the air, but also a standing wave of tension. Rokal knew his soldiers well, and he could feel it in his bones.
He and Honnie walked to the edge of camp. A large supply wagon, specially reinforced, had been outfitted with a large tarp to cover its contents from prying eyes. Rokal climbed up into the bed, then turned to help Honnie board the high platform.
Zeeta was inside, packing and organizing supplies and directing a pair of camp followers under her authority. She had been offered a royal gown, but had opted instead for the comfortable cotton of a traveling dress. Her graceful legs were long beneath the hem, ending in a pair of knee-high boots. She would need those for the eventual snow.
Zeeta and the followers were not the only people in the wagon. Sela writhed and whimpered, her sexual need still torturous. The Secondskin had been carved down to a weight that could be lifted, and it now formed a thick stonelike pillory that kept Sela trapped in the position of that night so long ago. She looked up at the top of the tarp, and her body now rested on a couch that had been positioned to keep her comfortable. But with her arms and neck still trapped, she was still receiving sexual stimulation, and still unable to satisfy herself. Silk ropes at her ankles allowed her freedom of movement, but did not allow her to pull her thighs together. Rokal stared at the red-thatched pussy as it clenched and unclenched. It would have been nice to have another go at her.
Sela's eyes flashed with rage. "General Rokal, you are a traitor to the realm! I declare you to be ejected from the army and placed on trial as soon as we reach the capital. You shall die as my first command."
Even from her position of vulnerability, the threats made Rokal uneasy. "You will not be going to the capital, servant girl. And you no longer have any authority to make threats."
He turned to Zeeta. "What is the plan for the former princess?"
Ice Women were powerful in body and spirit. You did not want to cross an Ice Woman. Zeeta looked at the redhead and offered a cold smile. "That spoiled brat held me hostage for two years, two months, and three days. She has found herself in a different kind of predicament, and it's karma at work. I have decreed that she will remain in the Secondskin for the same amount of time that she held me in bondage."
Honnie cringed. "Will she survive?"
"I will make sure of it. She'll get great food and wine, and we'll exercise her limbs, and my servants will give her tiny light strokes between her legs every afternoon." Zeeta pursed her lips into a frown. "I only regret that she is no longer royalty, or I would use her face as my very personal throne."
"What will be her fate when she completes that punishment?"
Zeeta's smile was shiny steel. She looked Rokal directly in the eyes. "She will become a part of my personal retinue, and she will be used for a variety of entertainment purposes." After a moment's pause she continued. "You need not worry, General Rokal. She will never enter your kingdom again."
"Excellent." Rokal's answer was half statement, half sigh of relief. "I've provided a platoon of soldiers to escort you back home, and you've been provided with a letter of passage from me and a certified script of Sonnsoe's recorded statements. If you have any issues, contact me."



"I will. But I'll have no issues." The busty blonde stood silent for a moment, and her eyes welled up. She leaned in for a hug. "Thank you, General Rokal." Then she turned to Honnie and the hug was more intense. The two women embraced for a long time, whispering into each other's ears. When they finally separated, both were crying. Zeeta pointed a long finger at Honnie. "I require state visits frequently, Queen Honnie."
"Absolutely." Honnie's tears trailed into that radiant smile that Rokal had fallen in love with.
Honnie and Rokal left the wagon, leaping lightly to the ground. The Ice Queen and her troops assembled, then began the long journey to the mountains without fanfare. Honnie and Rokal watched her depart, then walked to the center of the temporary village.
"I just deposed the queen," Rokal said softly. "I overturned what I had a sworn oath to protect."
"You had no choice," Honnie said. "You did the right thing."
"I'll find out soon. My captains have an oath as well, and that requires them to put me to death immediately."
"You followed the rules. Sela voluntarily gave you the crown. The circumstances surrounding that are irrelevant."
Given the situation and the packing of the camp, it was not warranted to build a stage or platform. An open supply wagon stood in the center of the settlement, and Rokal and Honnie joined Giana and Sonnsoe on the raised bed.
Rokal gave the signal. The bugler put out the call to assemble, and all work stopped as the soldiers, the laborers, and the concubines all hustled to the wagon and formed a half circle. Sonnsoe stepped to the front of the group.
"Ladies and gentlemen," she said. "A number of historic events have happened on this site over the past several weeks. I was called here to document them into the historical record at the request of General Rokal. As an official scribe I have entered them into the historic record of the world, and they are the truth. I will now read selected key events."
She unrolled the scrolls that scribes used to document the world, and Rokal felt a lump in his throat.
"First, Princess Sela has voluntarily ceded her crown to the commoner General Rokal in order to engage in carnal relations with him. In the eyes of the world, Rokal has now become the crown prince and acting king of the Kingdom and Sela is now a commoner. King Rokal also announces his retirement as the General of the Army to separate the monarchy from the military, and appoints Captain Giana to serve as the new General."
Rokal's anxiety rose. He saw a clutch of captains standing together, and he looked for signs that they were unsheathing their swords. Instead, they stood in shock.
"Second, in his new capacity as king, General Rokal has freed Princess Zeeta from her bondage to Princess Sela. Princess Zeeta is the rightful heir to the Ice Kingdom throne, and the two royals have negotiated a peace treaty. The war with the Ice Kingdom is declared to be over."
The entire camp was silent. Many of the soldiers were veterans of the Ice Kingdom War, and it was bloody and brutal. They might interpret that their sacrifices, the loss of their brethren, was for naught. Rokal scanned the crowd.
"Third, in his new capacity as king, General Rokal has freed Princess Honnie from her bondage to Sela. Princess Honnie is the rightful heir to the Lainian throne, and the two royals negotiated a peace treaty. The war with the Lainian Isles is declared to be over."
Rokal looked over the stunned and silent crowd. Toward the back, a spear rose into the air. "The wars are over!" the infantryman shouted.
"No more war!" rose another voice and a swell of voices began to rise.
"No more Sela!" shouted another one, and the swell became a roar, five hundred voices in unison. "Ro -- kal! Ro -- kal!" Spears tapped on shields in a rising rhythm.
Rokal looked to his group of captains. He had been through hell with these men and women, but knew that they were within their rights to charge the wagon and put him to death.
They stood at attention with their shields down and swords at parade rest. Rokal saluted them, and the enlisted troops behind them, and the camp followers further back.
Giana stepped forward. "On behalf of the army," she announced loudly, "I accept the new monarchy and serve our king." She dropped to one knee and bowed in front of Rokal, then rose on his subtle command. The troops hooted and cheered.
Honnie grasped Rokal's hand and drew him forward, nodding a signal to Sonnsoe. The crowd abruptly stopped as they knew that more news was coming.
"And finally, King Rokal and Queen Honnie declare their love for each other. All who hear this announcement are invited to a royal wedding on this spot tonight, at which point the Kingdom and the Lainian Isles will unite under the new royal family."
Sonnsoe curled the script up and stepped back. The cheering of the crowd drowned out the rest of his words as Honnie stood on her toes and kissed him.
****
The future legends told of the greatest Ice Queen of them all. A beautiful princess named Zeeta was taken prisoner by a neighboring kingdom and held as a sex slave. The barbarians of Corthos attacked, the royal family was killed in battle, and the kingdom teetered on the brink of extinction. Suddenly, Zeeta appeared on the border, her enemy queen in bondage at her feet. In a display of bravery she took the crown, led her troops into battle, and saved the kingdom. In a display of wisdom, she then aligned with two other nearby nations and their king and queen to form that Great Triumvirate, ushering in a thousand years of peace. And finally, in a display of mercy, she took her enemy queen under her wing, teaching the redhaired woman the fine arts of diplomacy and math and strategy and literature and even astronomy. Eventually the woman was granted a minor royal title in the Ice Kingdom, and the records showed that the two spent many nights under a velvet blanket in the alpine fields, huddled together and looking up at the nighttime sky.





        