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Caught Red Handed

My friend, Nicki, and I had spent much of our first summer
after graduating from high school enjoying each other’s company and
lazing around our houses as we waited and prepared to depart for
university some weeks later. I always referred to her as my special
friend, and while that code went straight over my father’s head,
his new wife, Ellen, knew exactly what we meant. I had known from a
fairly young age that I was a lesbian and so had Nicki, allowing a
beautiful relationship to blossom between us as we explored our
sexuality using each other’s bodies. It was a time of incredibly
self discovery and thankfully my dad and my step-mother worked such
long hours that we were able to indulge our naughtiest fantasies in
the privacy of my bedroom practically every single day without
interruption. We sometimes had sleepovers and while my dad thought
nothing of it, Ellen was fully aware of what we were getting up to
behind closed doors. She let us be for the most part, although I
could tell from her flirty persona that she might have harboured
some affection for me or Nicki, or maybe even both of us. There was
a glint in her eye that suggested she would like to join in with
us, although I had no doubt that she loved my dad unequivocally.
With her stunning red hair and pale complexion, I always thought
that she was probably a little out of my dad’s league, but they
seemed extremely happy together and I guess there was no accounting
for taste. Lucky him, I thought, only slightly jealous.

It was a
boiling hot summer’s afternoon and Nicki and I were chilling in my
bedroom as usual, fighting the urge to get all hot and sweaty and
losing badly. The sight of her sitting cross-legged opposite me on
the bed in her skimpy shorts and vest top was making my clitoris
throb so intensely that I could barely think of anything else. She,
too, couldn’t take her eyes off my locks of shimmering black hair
as they draped over the top of my cleavage, almost a mirror image
of her despite her strawberry tinged, golden hair. The TV was on
but we were paying little attention to it, instead choosing to rub
the tips of our fingers between our legs as the scent of our
excited pussies filled the warm air between us. The unavoidable
itch inside my shorts was growing stronger by the second and as we
gently touched ourselves, I was also fighting another urge. You
see, a few days earlier I had been rooting around in my dad’s
bedroom for my hairdryer, which Ellen had borrowed and not bothered
to give back. I had checked the top of her dresser and the chest of
drawers, and even peered into their closet to find it, to no avail.
When I checked under the bed, however, I found a hell of a lot more
than a hairdryer!

“Do you
wanna see something?” I asked Nicki, biting my bottom lip to
control the nervous energy trembling through my bones.

“What is
it?” she asked, slightly worried by my unhinged smile. I didn’t
know how to explain it, so I simply gripped her reluctant hand and
led her out onto the landing. Both Ellen and my dad had both gone
off to work that morning and weren’t expected back for some time,
so the house was completely quiet apart from the soft crumple of
our angelic footsteps on the carpet. She trailed behind me hand in
hand as I pulled her up to the master bedroom and took her
inside.

“Are you
sure we can go in here?” she asked, “I mean, isn’t this
private?”

I
nodded; my smile stretching even wider across my face as I realised
that she had no idea just how true her words really
were.

“Don’t
worry, it’s fine!” I reassured her as I pushed the door ajar behind
us. I dragged her over to the side of the bed and knelt down,
giggling maniacally to myself as I lifted up the long duvet hanging
over the side of the mattress. It was still there; a large suitcase
that until a few days earlier I had never seen before in my life.
It certainly wasn’t the one we used whenever we went away on
holiday, which made me wonder what was inside. If it wasn’t
intended for travelling, it was surely made for storing something,
but what? Of course, by that point I already knew, but Nicki had no
clue. I popped the catches open and lifted the enormous lid into
the air, peering up at her face to watch her reaction as she saw
what lay inside. Her eyes bulged instantly as she raised her
fingers to cover her gaping mouth. She shook her head in amazement
and let out a nervous giggle, backing away slightly as I tried to
beckon her closer.

“What do
you reckon this is?” I said, pulling out a device that I didn’t
recognise. If the other contents of the case were anything to go
by, though, it was definitely something extremely kinky. She
laughed and stepped closer again, remaining completely silent as
she knelt next to me on the carpet and began to inspect the
contents. It was brimming with all manner of twisted sex toys and
bondage equipment, from dildos and butt plugs to rope, shackles and
countless whips and a bunch of other stuff I didn’t recognise. I
picked up a handful of thin rope and chuckled to myself, turning to
face Nicki as she inspected a leather-bound paddle in her hand. She
looked at me with the same expression that I’d had for several
minutes, convinced by the endless throb of her clitoris to have
some fun with our newfound stash.

“Wanna
play?” I asked, but before I could finish she had risen to her feet
and was climbing on to the bed with the paddle resting by her side.
Something told me that maybe she’d fantasised about it before, as
she had agreed much more quickly than I ever would have imagined.
Still, I wasn’t about to waste time fretting about such matters
when there was a hot girl in front of me waiting to be spanked. She
bent over on all fours and looked back at me, playfully wiggling
her ass behind her as I grabbed the paddle and prepared to strike.
Having never done it before, I didn’t want to be too harsh, so I
gently tapped it against the back of her shorts.

“Do it!”
she goaded me, running the tip of her tongue suggestively under her
top teeth and shaking her ass at me, “Come on! Spank
me!”

I did it
again, this time so hard that it caused her to jolt forward
slightly. She clenched her ass and moaned seductively, clutching
the duvet in her fingers as the tingling sensation spread across
her cheeks. She looked back and nodded at me, urging me to
continue. So, I spanked her again, even harder and faster and
eliciting an even louder groan of approval.

“Have
you done this before?” I asked, slightly concerned by how much she
liked it.


“Nope...” she replied, “I’m just so turned on!”

 

“You
dirty bitch!” I cackled, raising the paddle to strike her again.
Before I could land it down over her ass, though, she reached back
and pulled her shorts down to her knees and foisted her ass in the
air with her head on the duvet. Her pussy was dripping wet and the
slim pink slit of her labia was glistening in the sunlight beaming
in through the window. She wasn’t lying; she really did love
it!

“Oh
yeah!” she gasped softly, “Keep going!”

My own
pussy was becoming equally as moist as hers and for some reason the
sight of the sore, dark pink patches on her ass was turning me on
more than anything I’d ever experienced. We had done so much
together and yet opening that box had widened our eyes to a whole
new realm of pleasure that we didn’t even know existed. I slammed
the paddle onto her ass, making her squeal in agony as she bolted
forward on the bed. Still, she held firm and waited for another,
which came moments later. The more I paddled her ass, the wetter my
pussy became and darker a shade of red her skin turned. I couldn’t
explain it since I loved her so much, but using her body that way
was so arousing that while I spanked her ass, I kept my free hand
pressed to my crotch, rubbing vigorously around my clitoris through
the thin nylon fabric of my shorts. I grew so horny that I couldn’t
resist upping the ante a little. I placed the paddle aside and
leaned down to grab a length of the rope in the case. Before I
could proceed, I wanted her to be naked. So, I pulled her shorts
down and then pulled her thong down while she stripped away her
vest top. We moved frantically, feeling our libidos draining with
every second that we spent not using the multitude of toys we had
discovered.

With her
completely naked on the bed, I pulled her arms down at her sides,
forcing her ass to remain in the air with her face pressed against
the bed. I lined up her wrists with her ankles and proceeded to
wind the rope around them, binding her in place so she couldn’t
resist me. She seemed to love giving up all control of her body and
being blessed with such trust was just as exciting for me. I tied
several knots in the rope, making sure she couldn’t come loose
while I played with her body. Then, as I looked down I noticed one
final thing I could use to restrict her – a roll of duct tape. I
peeled off roughly six inches of the thick, grey sticky tape and
bit it away from the roll, slapping it down over her mouth to
silence her screams. As I looked at the array of toys on offer, I
couldn’t wait to do some real damage, but I knew that I would have
to moderate myself a little. I was getting so worked up that I had
completely failed to notice the sound of tyres rumbling up the
driveway and with Nicki’s head turned away from the door, neither
of us had realised that were no longer as alone as we
thought.


Suddenly, I felt two arms wrapping around me and I jumped in
horror as I gazed across at the mirror on the wall to see Ellen
standing right behind me. She clasped my body with her arms
enclosed tightly around my shoulders. Although I was terrified of
her sudden appearance, feeling her breasts pressing against my back
just amplified my state of arousal. I could smell her strong
perfume wafting up my nose as she wrestled with me, trying to force
me to calm down as I kicked out on the edge of the bed. Realising
something was wrong, Nicki looked back to see me struggling to
escape Ellen’s clutches, but I’d tied the knots in the rope too
tightly for her to escape.

“Well
well well!” she sneered, “Who said you could go rifling through my
things??”

“I’m
sorry!” I begged, finally relaxing my body as the realisation set
in that there was no way out of my situation.

“So,
you’re a kinky little bitch, eh?” she barked, gripping me tightly
behind the neck as she pushed me closer to Nicki’s exposed ass. She
was so strong that I had no way to resist and somehow she had
managed to hold both of my wrists together behind my back, severely
limiting my ability to move. She pushed my head closer until
finally my mouth was pinned between Nicki’s cheeks, forcing me to
taste her ass.

“Eat!”
she commanded, “Eat her ass!”

It was
something we had only ever tried once before and had given up
almost instantly, grossed out by the prospects of licking a girl’s
anus. But for some reason as she held me place and forced me to lap
my tongue over Nicki’s perfectly smooth pink ass hole, my clitoris
began to pulsate even harder inside my shorts. My heart was pounded
almost as fast inside my chest and as she repeatedly jammed my
mouth between Nicki’s ass cheek, I could feel the moisture of my
pussy spilling out around my thong. As much as I liked being
dominant, there was something equally arousing about being forced
against my will, too! Add to that the incredible feeling of Nicki’s
anus pressing against my tongue and it was the most erotic moment
of my life. She moved me down slightly, pushing face into Nicki’s
crotch so I could snack on her pussy, which I immediately began to
lick around as I worked my tongue between her dripping wet labia.
She moaned through the duct tape, submitting to her situation and
enjoying every second of it.

Ellen
pulled me away and, after collecting some more of the rope from the
case lying beside the bed, she dragged me over to the wardrobe
behind us and pinned me back against it. She stood in front of me
with her claws digging into my chest while she hoisted my arms into
the air above me. She could barely take her eyes off my heaving
cleavage beneath my skimpy vest top long enough to tie my wrists
together. She bound them to the sturdy metal handle on the top
door, binding my arms above my head to give her free reign over my
body. Suddenly I found myself begging for her to use me the way I
had been beating Nicki’s ass, but she had a far worse torture in
mind for me. She crouched down in front of me and pulled my shorts
down over my slender young thighs. My thong followed immediately
after as she peeled it down to my ankles and discarded with both,
leaving me almost naked apart from my vest. She gripped me legs
beneath my knees and hoisted them up in the air at her sides as she
leaned in towards my crotch, pressing her lips to my thin patch of
pubic hair before kissing her way down to my clit. I felt her
tongue lashing around it, flicking it from side to side as her
saliva drooled all over my pussy. My clit was so firm that it was
almost like a toggle switch under the pressure of her tongue,
snapping it on and off repeatedly as I moaned above.

She ate
me out for a little while, taking whatever she wanted from my pussy
before setting my feet back down on the carpet and fetching a large
ball-headed massager from the case. She attached from more of the
rope to the little hole on the other end and draped it around my
neck, allowing the vibrating head to dangle just in front of my
clit. At first I thought it was a bit strange considering that most
of her toys were designed for a much more painful purpose, but then
as she switched it on and left me to writhe endlessly against the
wardrobe doors, I realised just how tortuous it was going to be.
She left me there, instead focusing her attention on my girlfriend,
who still lay on the bed with her arms and legs bound together. I
could only watch as the massaging ball drilled away just in front
of my clitoris, bouncing off the cushion of my pubic hair and
swelling inside me a feeling of utter bliss. She picked up a long
black leather whip from the case and allowed it to unfurl, lightly
brushing the frayed tassels at the end over the carpet. With a
sudden crack, she lashed it into the air behind Nicki’s ass, making
her jump half out of her skin before realising it hadn’t made
contact. She did it again, even louder that time as she taunted
her, cackling like a witch at her own cruelty. I could tell that
even though it was yet another boundary that we had yet to cross,
Nicki wanted it more than anything.

Ellen
poised herself behind Nicki’s ass and with a sharp snap of her
wrist, she lashed the whip over the back of my girlfriend’s thighs.
Even from several feet away I could instantly see the supple flesh
jiggling back into position as a deep red mark formed across both
of her legs. She whipped her again, causing Nicki to let out a
piercing scream that was only slightly muffled by the duct tape.
Ellen hadn’t even noticed that I’d gagged her, and as she saw the
tape plastered across Nicki’s mouth, she turned to me with a look
of approval. I had done well, and that brief moment of acceptance
from my master made me quiver with excitement. I couldn’t believe
how horny I was getting from merely bowing to her will. It was
becoming even more arousing than being the in control and the fact
that she had tied me up and forced to watch as she battered Nicki’s
ass without any involvement from me was the ultimate domination.
Nicki’s ear-splitting screams slowly turned to loud, aggressive
moans of ecstasy as the pain flooded her system and overwhelmed her
senses. Her body was covered in red patches and deep lash marks
from the impact of the whip, but that was nothing compared to what
came next.

She
dropped the whip expertly back into the case without even looking
and then crouched down at the side of the bed behind Nicki. The
room went deadly quiet apart from the subtle hum of the vibrator
buzzing away between my legs. She placed her hands on Nicki’s
cheeks and spread them even wider apart, gripping the flesh and
sending a surge of searing pain through her body as she pressed
against the burning flesh. Nicki cried out at the top of her voice,
croaking pathetically and squeezing her hands into tight fists at
the sides of her ankles as the only way she could moderate the
pain. Ellen leaned in closer, admitting the glistening moisture of
my saliva that was still coating her ass hole before stretching out
her tongue and circling it around the teeny little pink hole. It
was so hot watching her eating my girlfriend’s ass, but all I could
do was thrust my crotch gently forward to apply what little extra
pressure I could get from the vibrator. She buried her whole mouth
in the crevice of Nicki’s ass, flapping her chin wide open as her
tongue worked open the soft ripples of flesh around her rim. She
moaned and started to shake in Ellen’s hands as the tongue slid an
inch or so inside her rectum, licking at the opening of her ass
hole for a few minutes before coming up for air.

Having
satiated her desire for a moment, she began to undress; slowly
unbuttoning her work blouse to reveal her immense pale cleavage,
which was peppered with light freckles. Her breasts jiggled with
every movement of her body as she reached back and released the
clasps of her bra, holding the cups as they fell away from her
chest. They were even more spectacular than I could have imagined
and the mere sight of her vivid red nipples atop her perfectly
round fleshy orbs sent a fresh gush of juices to my pussy that
dripped down the inside of my thighs. Then, she unzipped her
trousers and peeled them off along with her saucy red g-string,
which matched her bra. She truly was one of the most beautiful
women on the planet and with her wide hips and heaving bosoms she
emanated sex appeal and dominance. Now fully naked, faced away from
me and she bent over to collect something from the case by her
feet, giving me an awesome view of her juicy ass cheeks and her
slim pussy lips hiding between her thighs. She picked up a massive
strap-on dildo and proceeded to attach it to her waist, hastily
clipping in on as she grew more and more turned on by the sight and
smell of our naked flesh. With Nicki’s body waiting to be used
right there on the bed, she could hardly wait to get
started.

With the
dildo firmly attached and protruding from her crotch, she rolled
Nicki over onto her back and mounted the bed, but not before
collecting a few more toys from the case. The anticipation was
almost as arousing as actually watching her fucking my girlfriend,
and the corresponding screams elicited by using her sadistic toys,
but in my endless state of pre-orgasmic bliss, I didn’t care for a
moment. I felt like I’d been injected with syrupy heroin and was
living in some dream world where sexual pleasure was the only thing
that mattered and no matter how sordid and extreme the afternoon
became, I knew that there was always a way for it to grow even more
explicit. Ellen untied Nicki’s wrists one at a time and then held
them up above her head, pinning them to the pillows as she wound
the rope around the metal spokes in the headboard. She didn’t
resist, simply obeying our master’s will and lying flat against the
bed with her sore back and ass reeling from the whipping she had
received. Her breasts were now exposed, though, and it was only as
Ellen finished tying her wrists and ankles to the bed that she
realised she was in for yet more agonising torture. The sight of
her sprawled out on the duvet was hot enough, but then as Ellen
held up two shiny metal pegs in front of her face, the look of
sheer terror almost sent me over the edge. I had to wince to stop
myself from cumming, but the sound of Nicki’s powerful shrieks was
too much.

“Don’t
you dare cum unless I tell you to!” commanded Ellen, reaching back
with her finger pointed sternly in my direction. Somehow I managed
to muster enough strength to resist my orgasm and watched again as
she connected the two metal pegs, which were now sticking up from
Nicki’s erect nipples, with a thin silver chain. She positioned
herself between Nicki’s parted thighs and raised her knees up as
far as the rope binding her ankles to the bed posts would allow, so
that she could press the head of the dildo up to her labia. I could
just about see her pussy lips stretching sideways around the shaft
as she slid it inside, grinding against the walls of her vagina as
she coated it in her juices. The satisfying schlick of the dildo
entering her dripping wet pussy was once again pushing me closer to
the edge than I was allowed by Ellen, but I couldn’t help it.
Watching her leaning over my girlfriend’s exposed body and fucking
her was like my own private sex show. Then, as Ellen tugged on the
chain linking the two nipple clamps, the resulting shriek from
beneath the duct tape across Nicki’s lips sent a shiver down my
spine so great that the shaking of my body was enough to send me
into a powerful climax.

Ellen
didn’t seem to care any longer and simply allowed me to cum while
Nicki writhed and moaned ecstatically beneath her, no matter how
hard she pulled on the chain. The increasing rate of the vibrations
from the massager strung out my climax longer than any orgasm I’d
ever experienced and it seemed to continue for several minutes,
going through a series of powerful spasms that caused it to bounce
around in front of my wailing body. Finally, Nicki gave off one
final ecstatic squeal as her hips convulsed violently beneath
Ellen’s body, spurred on by the relentless pain being injected into
her nipples by the clamps. Ellen enclosed her hand around Nicki’s
throat and began to choke her, prolonging her orgasm almost as much
as mine as she gasped pathetically for air. Exerting so much power
on the young girl was clearly too hot for Ellen’s mature senses, as
just as Nicki reached the peak of her orgasm, she too started to
cum and the brutish thrusting of her hips caused my girlfriend to
descend into a second climax that was almost as powerful as the
first. The room became filled with the sound of their flesh
slapping together, overpowered only by the combined panting and
moaning of all three of us. I lost all control of my body and had
to lean to the side just to move the vibrator from its position in
front of my clit. I just had no energy in my body any longer and
couldn’t even breathe properly until I was rid of it.


Meanwhile, Ellen untied Nicki and tore of the duct tape from
her mouth, and after checking her body to make sure she hadn’t hurt
her too much, they both giggled at my sweat drenched, dangling body
a few feet away.

“I knew
I’d catch you at it one day!” she said, “I never thought I’d get to
punish you as well!”

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 “Caught Red Handed” so
I’ll know whether you liked it or not, It would be very much
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