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Burglar Interruption

Marcy
and I had been together for almost a decade and together we led a
fairly average, uninteresting life. That’s not to say that there
wasn’t a spark in our relationship, though – far from it! When we
were at work or out socialising with our ever expanding circle of
friends, we acted in a normal and inconspicuous manner. However,
when we were alone in our home nestled deep in the sleepy suburbs
and the curtains were drawn, it was a different matter entirely.
Ever since we had first met, we had engaged in what could only be
described as sexual torture, employing the use of endless toys and
implements of sadism on each other. Our sex life was surely the
darkest of anyone we knew, but nobody was ever any the wiser. As
far as they were concerned, the most interesting thing about us was
that we were lesbians. If they had ever caught sight of what we got
up to behind closed doors, I dare say they would change their
attitude. Hell, they might not even talk to us anymore. Neither of
us could explain why we liked it so much, but inflicting pain on
each other’s restrained bodies was the ultimate thrill and whereas
we grew tired of most sexual antics, our desire for pain never once
diminished.

Marcy
was the perfect partner for such activities, too. Not only did she
have a tolerance for pain like no other, she was also mesmerising
in her beauty. She was tall with a slender build, and yet with a
wonderfully round, heaving bust that looked incredible no matter
what she wore. Her smile was like a million fireworks all going off
at the same time and when I looked into her eyes I could get lost
for hours. Sometimes I would even feel guilty for whipping her when
it was her turn to be the submissive, as even the slightest mark on
her beautifully tanned skin was a tragedy. I had never known anyone
to possess such perfect beauty and carry so much charisma as well.
She was truly one of a kind and I never once forgot to appreciate
how lucky I was that I got to be with her; to touch her skin, kiss
her lips and do all manner of depraved things to her body. She
always insisted that I was beautiful, but next to her even the
finest supermodels would feel inferior. I was shorter and with a
fuller figure, but luckily she loved my hour-glass frame. My hair
was naturally blonde, but over the years I’d gone through the
entire spectrum of dyes, ending up right back where I started with
a short bob of curly golden locks. She loved me no matter what hair
I sported, though, and the feeling was utterly mutual.

We had
never brought anyone else into our bedroom to share our fun, but
not because we didn’t like the idea of a third party getting
involved. No, it was mostly because we had no idea how to broach
the subject with any of the women we lusted after. We were sure
that some of our lesbian friends would jump at the chance to engage
in a healthy dose of licking and fucking, especially with Marcy.
Sadly, it never worked itself out and while we would have enjoyed
the affection of a third tongue, it looked like we would have to
suffice with just ourselves. However, that problem was destined to
be solved for us one blustery autumn evening as we engaged in a
particularly naughty sex session in the bedroom. We had a large
leather-bound crucifix set up in the corner of the room and Marcy
was strapped to it, completely naked and at my mercy as I flayed
the skin of her stomach with a hefty flogging whip. Her piercing
groans were rapidly sending the juices flowing to my pussy lips and
I was happily toying with my clit as I watched her stomach trying
and failing to avoid the smack of the tassels on her
skin.

We had
bought a few new toys to try out and I was itching to give them a
go, but they would require Marcy to be unshackled from the cross
and bent over the side of the bed instead. She was wearing a
collar, to which I attached a strong leather leash and then
released the shackles around her wrists and ankles. She immediately
crouched to the floor at my feet and I guided her across to the bed
where the toys lay strewn across the duvet like a surgeon’s
toolkit. My plan had been to draw her body across the four corner
of the bed and then go to work on her, but just as I was about to
pull her up onto the bed, there was a sudden sharp crashing sound
downstairs in the living room. We looked at each other in fright
and held each other’s arms, breaking character for a moment as we
stared at the door.

“What
was that?” whispered Marcy, standing right next to me. She might
have been a fierce lover, but she was easily spooked.

“I don’t
know...” I replied with a hushed tone, stepping towards the bedroom
door. I peered around the door, opening it slightly so I could see
along the landing. Marcy snatched me back, turning out the lamp on
the bedside table so as not to give away our presence.

“What
are you doing?” she scalded me with her eyes, gently slapping the
side of my shoulder.

“Don’t
be so soft, it’s probably just the wind!” I said.

“Oh
yeah, then why are you whispering?” she replied, shaking her head
at me.

“In case it’s not!” I whispered back. I was just about to
reach for the door again and look outside when a loud creak erupted
from the staircase. Both of our hearts immediately sank as the
alarm bells went off in our heads. Not only was there definitely
somebody in the house, but whoever it was, they were creeping up
the stairs. Marcy began to back away from the door, scrambling as
quietly as she could to find her phone. I knew she had left it
downstairs, though. In fact, if the intruder was there to steal our
belongings then no doubt he had already claimed it. Feeling a
sudden surge of adrenaline, I stepped closer to the door and peered
through the tiny gap between the hinges. I squinted, unable to see
anyone at all. Surely we didn’t both
imagine it, I thought. Then I realised the
guest bedroom door was wide open rather than slightly ajar, which
was completely out of the ordinary. I stared a little while longer
as Marcy started to freak out behind me, trying to pull me away
from the door so we could lock ourselves in. I was almost
convinced, but then a shadow figure emerged from the guest room and
stood on the landing peering up and down between the master bedroom
and the bathroom. What really caught my attention, though, was the
fact that it was a girl.

Not only
was it a girl, but she was a pretty one at that and couldn’t have
been much older than 18. I shooed Marcy’s hand away so I could look
a little longer at the intruder, admiring her cute little button
nose as she pulled out a torch from her pocket. She turned it on,
illuminated the hallway and almost blinding me as she proceeded
towards our door. Marcy saw the reflection of the flashlight
getting closer in the doorway and reached out to close it, but I
stopped her and pulled her aside. She looked terrified, but when
she saw my freaky smile she relaxed slightly and trusted my
judgement, despite every logical part of her brain telling her to
act. We looked like quite an odd pair; she was naked and I was
kitted out in an elaborate corset that emphasised the roundness of
my bust, leaving very little to the imagination. We stood behind
the door and waited for what seemed like an eternity for the girl
to approach. Then, as it slowly drifted open and she stepped
inside, we sensed our moment to strike. I saw her outstretched arm
entering first, holding the torch aloft in her hand as she entered
the room. In the space of a few seconds, I reached out and grabbed
her by the wrist, heaving her into the room and causing her to
topple to the carpet. Marcy slammed the door shut and locked it
shut.

In a
spate of furious aggression, I jumped on the girl as she tried to
get up, blocking her attempt at a defensive charge before she could
even find her feet. I knocked her back onto the carpet and pinned
her to the ground with my shins, effortlessly straddling her body
while Marcy grabbed her legs and secured them flat against the
floor. She tried to struggle and cried out for help, but I was
already in torture mode and thought nothing of slapping her across
the cheeks. Still she persisted in calling for help, prompting me
to grip her throat in an attempt to silence her.

“Shhhh!”
I hushed her, squeezing her larynx firmly between my fingers and
thumb, “Who are you?”

“Let me
go!” she cried, wriggling energetically beneath me. I held firm and
slapped her again.

“Why are
you in our house?” I growled, squeezing hard enough on her neck to
finally get through to her that I wasn’t messing around. She calmed
slightly and looked up in my direction, squinting in the dark
without the aid of her flashlight, which had rolled across the
floor in the tussle.

“I was
stealing, alright?” she said, as if I was the idiot for not
knowing, “Just let me go!”


“Hmmm...” I muttered, even more enraged by her attitude, “You
know, I was thinking about calling the police, but a pretty girl
like you could come in very handy!”

“What do
you mean?” she sneered, building up her strength to buck me off her
chest. She tried to writhe beneath me and then thrust her hips up
in the air in an attempt to dislodge me, but Marcy came to my aid
and held me down on top of the girl.

 

“You
want us to let you go?” I repeated, slapping her face from side to
side with my fingers to intimidate her.

“Yes!”
she wailed, wondering why I wasn’t moving to set her
free.

“Okay, but you’re going to have to earn your freedom like a
good little slave!” I growled, snapping my fingers at Marcy. She
nervously moved around from behind my back so the girl could see
her shaded form towering above her head. She crouched down by the
girl’s side and smiled, admiring just how pretty the little thing
truly was. Her fear had disappeared and been replaced by a thirst
for revenge and sexual gratification, and as we each held the girls
arms down with one knee pressed to her wrists, we began to strip
away her clothes. Of course, she wriggled and tried to push us
away, but we were both bigger and stronger than her and after a
while she relented in the knowledge that she was powerless to
resist. We pulled away her scruffy jacket to reveal a thin vest top
underneath that hugged her small but juicy young breasts. It
couldn’t have been keeping her very warm as her nipples were poking
through like bullets. Maybe she’s just
turned on, I thought. Marcy held her arms
up while I pulled the top over her head, exposing the jiggling
mounds of perfectly formed flesh beneath. Her skin was impossibly
smooth and the way her breasts wobbled atop her chest made my clit
throb against my lacy black panties.

“Let her
taste your ass!” I commanded to Marcy, nodding with a huge grin on
my face. The girl’s eyes darted between us with a look of
disbelief, only then noticing that Marcy was completely naked and
covered in lash marks from the whipping she had received before we
had been interrupted. She truly had entered the Lion’s den! Marcy
shuffled around and flipped her legs over the girl’s head,
immediately spurring on a fresh wave of struggling as the girl
tried to escape her inevitable fate, but it wasn’t nearly as bad as
she probably imagined. Two beautifully round, tanned ass cheeks
descended over her face, wedging her lips and nose between them as
Marcy spread them apart.

“Lick
it!” I growled, leaning down next to the girl’s ear, “Come on, eat
that ass hole!”

Still
she tried to struggle, so I got up and straddled her stomach,
cupping my hands around her breasts with my firm nipples between my
fingers and thumbs. I squeezed, eliciting a piercing cry for help
from beneath Marcy’s ass. She didn’t move, forcing the girl to do
as we said. I pinched her little teats again and then started to
slap her breasts fiercely from side to side. She wriggled and
moaned in horror, but eventually she figured out that there was
only one way out of that room and it was through the puckering rim
resting on her mouth. Marcy nodded at me to stop, and as I peered
over at the side of the girl’s face, I could see her chin
reluctantly flapping open as her tongue lashed around my lover’s
anus. She licked around the hole tepidly at first, but after a
little goading and nipple torture, she started to nudged the tip of
her tongue at the tight hole and even caused Marcy to shudder with
delight.

I left
her to it, moving down to the girl’s legs to unbutton her shabby
jeans, pulling them down over her thighs to reveal her cute flowery
violet thong. To my surprise, although she did kick a little bit as
I removed her jeans, her aggression had calmed considerably. I
pulled them off along with her trainers to leave her almost naked
on the carpet while she snacked on Marcy’s ass. I moved my thumb
around the front of her thong, massaging her clit through the
fabric for a moment. She fought the urge to enjoy it, remaining
completely silent apart from the slurping sound of her tongue
licking around Marcy’s anus. I pulled the thong down and exposed
her neatly trimmed pubic hair and the pretty pink slit between her
thighs, immediately noticing the sliver of juices stretching
between the fabric and her labia.

“Well
well!” I said, sliding the tip of my middle finger between the
delicate little lips and coating it in her juices, “Look what we
have here!”

Marcy
leaned down, rotating her crotch slightly to place her clitoris
over the girl’s tongue as she bent over on top of her. The girl
took a breath and continued licking, this time lapping diligently
over Marcy’s pussy lips instead. I grabbed the girl’s legs beneath
her knees and hoisted them up in the air for Marcy to wrap her arms
around, restraining her legs at her sides with her pussy and her
ass hole completely exposed. Marcy leaned down and toyed with her
clitoris, alternately flicking it with the back of her long nails
and rubbing it with her finger tips. Meanwhile, I extended my
middle finger and worked it around the opening of her vagina,
sliding it effortlessly through the teeny pink hole to massage her
g-spot. The girl’s frantic moaning evolved into something far more
agreeable as we both pleasured her pussy and her sensuous groaning
grew even louder as Marcy pinned her tongue to down over her
throbbing little clit. We peeled her labia apart and squeezed on
opposite sides of the fleshy hood, coaxing it out so that Marcy’s
tongue could have the full effect. Her hips trembled violently as
we injected pure ecstasy into her pussy, but sadly for her it
wasn’t to last. We were just warming her up for what was to
follow.

With her
pussy primed and dripping wet, I retracted my finger and started to
work it around the rim of her ass hole, slowly pushing it between
the soft winkles of flesh until finally I’d buried the whole thing
inside her. I wriggled it around, rubbing against the walls of her
rectum, but she didn’t seem to mind. In fact, my finger was so well
lubricated by her juices that I could easily slide it in and out of
her tight anus with hardly any resistance. I could feel the muscles
hugging my finger as I plunged it deep into her rectum, but the
pressure of Marcy’s tongue on her clitoris was offsetting any
discomfort she might have felt. I inserted it so deep that my
knuckles prevented me from going any further, although with my
whole finger lodged in her colon I could pretty much feel her
heartbeat murmuring through her body anyway. We licked and fingered
her for a while, enjoying everything her cute little body could
give us while she pleasured Marcy’s pussy. She had turned into a
remarkably good sex slave, but her usefulness had barely been
tested yet.

Marcy
flipped around and forced the girl to roll on to her stomach,
grabbing her arms and pinning them behind her back before she could
even realise what was happening. I grabbed a length of rope from
the bed and proceeded to wound it around her forearms, binding them
tightly together flat against her back. Then, Marcy dragged her up
to her knees and crouched behind her, holding her in place while I
looped the rope around under her right arm. I trailed it over her
chest and circled it around each of her breasts, squeezing each one
into a tight loop of the rope that caused the juicy lumps to expand
out from her chest. She winced and gasped in agony as the rope
grazed against her soft flesh, cutting off the blood circulation
and gradually turning her breasts to a vivid shade of purple. Marcy
flicked the girl’s tortured nipples with her nails, sending
splinters of sharp pain all over her body and causing her to squeal
for mercy.

“You can
have my mercy...” I said calmly, “Once you have proven your
worth!”

Marcy
reached over and grabbed a pair of shiny silver nipple clamps from
the bed, and one by one she tweezed the girl’s taut nipples out
between her finger and thumb and snapped the jagged teeth onto each
teat. She shrieked in agony as the burning pain engulfed her chest,
but there torture was far from over. I picked up two heavy metal
ball weight and dangled them in front of her face, watching
gleefully as her expression worsened. I lowered them down and
hooked each one onto a nipple clamp, causing her purple breasts to
droop toward the floor. Her eyes welled up with tears that spilled
out and smothered her cheeks, seeping into her mouth. I leaned in
and pressed my lips to hers, kissing her and tasting her tears as
the throb of my clitoris grew ever more intense. Still, her pussy
was still oozing with her juices and her nipples hadn’t softened a
bit, so we both knew that deep down, some dark part of her liked
it. Marcy reached under the bed for our box of old toys and
immediately I knew what she was thinking. She opened the lid and
pulled out a whole raft of toys for us to play with and share with
our new friend.

First,
she picked up a strap-on mouth dildo and placed the base between
her teeth, forcing her jaws apart with her firm grip so she could
insert the mouth piece. She secured the straps around the back of
the girl’s head, leaving the dildo protruding from her face and
bending up slightly towards the ceiling. Then, she perched herself
on the edge of the bed and tugged on the length of rope trailing up
to hear breasts, pulling her closer as she parted her legs. The
girl had no choice but to do as she commanded and shuffled closer,
pointing the tip of the dildo at Marcy’s pussy as her labia split
apart before her eyes. While the girl moved in and pressed the head
of the dildo to Marcy’s pussy, I took a step back and admired the
beautiful curvature of her petite little peach coloured ass. It was
a work of art and I almost felt guilty for what I was about to do
to it. I picked up a riding crop from the box by her side and
raised it up, hesitating for the briefest of moments before lashing
it down hard across her cheeks. She shrieked in agony as the crop
stung her right ass cheek, but with her arms bound she couldn’t
even reach back to rub the sore spot, let alone defend herself from
the barrage of abuse she was about to receive. I whipped her ass
raw, slashing her cheeks with the crop until there wasn’t an inch
of flesh that wasn’t reeling in burning agony. The peach flesh
turned to tomato skin with dashes of purple bruising forming
beneath. She tried to wiggle her ass to avoid the crop, but it was
utterly useless and there was only one way to make it
stop.

“Fuck
her you little slut!” I growled, swiping the crop up and down over
the back of her thighs and sending ripples of flesh soaring across
her legs. She bobbed her head back and forth, barely needing any
encouragement from Marcy’s hands as she tugged on the girl’s
hair.

“Oh
yeah, that’s the spot!” cried Marcy, leaning back on her elbows as
the slave fucked her as hard and as fast as she could. Her neck was
surely becoming sore from the incessant thrusting, but with my
lashings of the crop becoming harder, there was no way she could
rest even for a second. She squealed like a pig and heaved deep
breaths through her nose as she tried to control the pain flooding
her system, but despite all the sounds of distress in her voice,
her pussy remained as wet as ever. In fact, as I tapped her labia
with the end of the crop, her juices splashed like a waterfall and
speckled the carpet between her knees. The sight of her body being
forced to rock back and forth was too filthy to resist. I crouched
down behind her and buried my mouth between her thighs, tasting the
warm, gushing juices that Marcy had already experienced. It was
even more wondrous than I could have imagined and as her moisture
seeped onto my tongue I couldn’t help but reach down and play with
my pussy through my panties. My nose was becoming filled with the
scent of her ass as I snacked on her pussy, spurring me on to have
a taste of her teeny little pink rim. It was so smooth and barely
had a single ripple of flesh around it, I just had to fuck
it!

I
grabbed another strap-on dildo and attached it to my waist,
smothering the shaft in some lube before pressing the head up
against her ass. She might have liked the finger earlier, but as
soon as she realised what I was doing she began to wriggle like
crazy to make me stop. I was in charge, though, and she was my
slave. She had no power at all and I had it all.

“Fuck
her cunt!” I sneered; spanking her reeling ass cheeks a few times
to tame her outburst. She relaxed and whimpered pathetically, still
nodding her head and plunging the dildo in and out of Marcy’s
pussy. Marcy was lying back almost oblivious to what was going on.
The dildo was surely grinding over her g-spot while the girl’s nose
nudged at her clit. She was on the verge of an orgasm, but she
needed a little extra push to send her over the edge. I plunged my
dildo into the girl’s ass, stretching it wide open and taking no
notice of her breathless moaning as I inched it deeper and deeper
inside her rectum. The perfect little pink hole stretched wide open
around the shaft and gripped it as tightly as the lube would allow.
In other words; it was so slippery that she couldn’t resist at all
and had to endure the intensity of every veiny ribbed edge passing
through her anus. I started off slowly, gently fucking her ass and
knocking her forward to help the momentum of the mouth dildo as she
pleasured Marcy’s pussy. Then, with every thrust I increased my
pace and with my hands gripping her hips, I started to fuck her as
hard as I could. I slammed myself against her ass, filling the room
with the sounds of skin slapping together and a cacophony of
moaning from all three of our mouths. The girl was the loudest,
though, but then again it was her place to be in pain, sandwiched
between her two masters.

The
floorboards beneath the carpet and the springs in the mattress
under Marcy’s ass were creaking noisily with every thrust and
movement of our bodies. As much as she protested it, the girl
couldn’t deny that the pounding momentum of my hips ramming against
her ass was having an effect on her. In fact, as Marcy finally gave
in and started to thrust her hips against the dildo, the girl
started to make some noises that were far removed from the
agonising groans she had been giving off until that point. I kept
going, sliding the dildo in and out of her ass until the very last
second as she slowly tipped over the edge into an orgasmic abyss.
She sounded almost confused in her curious gasps, but as her
blissful convulsions set in, she no longer cared what happened to
her. She would have looked so adorable thrashing her hips back and
forth in front of Marcy’s crotch were it not for the brutal
punishment her ass had received. The nipple clamps and ball weights
dangling from her chest finally worked themselves free, snapping
shut, falling to the floor with a soft thud and injecting one final
twinge of pain into her body just as she reached the peak of her
climax. I pulled the dildo out and watched them both writhing
together with the mouth dildo still lodged deep in Marcy’s
pussy.

Once we
had released her from the restraints, she nervously picked up her
clothes and started to get dressed in front of us, cowering over
and wincing as her skin ached and stung with ever movement of her
body. We tried to speak with her, but she remained cagey and
unresponsive. However, we managed to discover that she was actually
homeless and that she was only trying to find things to sell to buy
food. She could have been lying, but there was an honesty in her
eyes that both of us recognised immediately. She seemed remarkably
clean for a homeless person, but she explained that she had been
living at a shelter where food showers were available. Marcy and I
looked at each other, sharing the same thought.

“How
would you like to have a real roof over your head?” I asked. She
looked at us with incredulity.

“You
mean like as a lodger?” she asked belatedly, “I can’t, I don’t have
any money.”

“No, we
were thinking more like a slave...” I replied, “Food, hot showers,
company... and in return we get to use your body as and when we
like. No matter what!”

She
thought about it for a few minutes, clearly tempted by the offer
but terrified at the same time. Eventually she must have realised
that a life struggling on the streets would be far worse than
anything we could come up with and nodded her approval. So, from
that evening onwards we had a new tenant in our home. By day she
was our friend and housemate; by night, she bowed to our will and
took every single thing that we threw at her. Our threesome fantasy
had come true in a manner far better than any one night stand could
offer!

THE
END






Thank you for reading and supporting my book and I hope you
enjoyed it. Please will you do me a favor and review
“Burglar Interruption” so I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very
much appreciated, thank you.

Connect with Kelly
Sanders

Favorite me on Smashwords: 
CLICK HERE
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