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Moving In
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IN OCTOBER, I MOVED into a new apartment. That was after breaking up with the fourth love of my life in five years. You know the old joke. What does a lesbian bring to a first date? A UHAUL. Well, that was me.

Since moving out of my parents’ house for college, I had fallen in love with almost every woman who spread her legs for me. Now I was twenty-five and moving into the first apartment that I actually paid for. I had moved in with each of my exes after less than a month of knowing them. And every one of them was going to be my last girlfriend.

My most recent ex was a policewoman I met at a lesbian bar. She was gorgeous, confident, and muscular. The fact that she could break me at any moment was more of a turn-on than it probably should have been. The night we met, I ended up at her place zip-tied to her bed. Fuck if it wasn’t the hottest sex I’d ever had. I knew after that night that I would be getting tied up a lot. She brought out the submissive side I hadn’t realized was there.

I moved in with her after three weeks and the first few months were wonderful. She made me feel like her own princess, and I was happy to be the soft blonde to her harsh brunette. Then she started getting more possessive. The joy she showed at having me by her side seemed to gradually turn into suspecting everyone of flirting with me. Which, in turn, became keeping me at home and not wanting me to go out if I didn’t have to. That submissive side that I so enjoyed at the beginning had been twisted into subservience out of fear. Fear of what my girlfriend might do to anyone I talked with for too long or just smiled at. She never threatened or hurt me, but fear is not sexy. Let me repeat that because some people need to hear it.

Fear. Is. Not. Sexy.

It took me another month to get up the courage to confront her and leave. It was right after she tried to forbid me from seeing my younger brother because she thought he didn’t like her. She was right, he didn’t like her, and that was the last straw for me. There was a lot of yelling on her part, but just when I thought she might get violent, she just deflated. The strong policewoman broke down and cried. I felt so bad for bringing her to that point. I almost forgave her, but no, I needed to get away and think rather than jump immediately back into her home and bed.

I spent the following two months sleeping on my little brother, Jake’s, couch while I saved up the money for an apartment of my own. No more shacking up with the first pretty face that came along. I was getting my own place, and the only one I would be living with would be Simon, my cat. Some days, even that was iffy, the little shit.

My brother and I are really close, but after two months in a one-bedroom apartment, I could tell I needed to get out soon. He is four years younger than me and still in college, so trying to bring a date home when your sister is moping on the couch can be “a real killer to the ole’ game.” His words, not mine.

His frustration got even worse when he finally decided to bring a girl home, and she paid more attention to me than him. It wasn’t my fault, I didn’t even flirt! Although I might have been braless with a crop-top sleeveless t-shirt and a pair of yoga pants. How was I supposed to know that his date was bi? He didn’t even know. I thought she was really sweet, but he did not get any action that night.

A week later, he came home from another date with that same woman and gave me the extra $200 I needed for the deposit on the apartment. Apparently, she couldn’t stop asking about me all through dinner. I told Jake how sorry I was, but it was also a surprising boost to my ego. My brother is a good-looking guy in a Ryan Reynolds who doesn’t know how to dress himself sort of way. So stealing a girl from him when I wasn’t even trying was quite flattering.

Anyway, moving day rolled around. Jake and I were unloading a small trailer containing all of my worldly belongings. Shortly after we got started, a car parked just a couple of spots down from our building entrance, and two attractive brunettes got out. The driver was about my height, 5’5”, with slightly wavy shoulder-length hair and looked very fit. The other was a shorter, petite woman with slightly darker hair. Sisters? Both looked about my age, maybe a little older?

I was walking down the ramp from the trailer as they approached. The taller one leaned over to her companion, and I thought she said, “her”. The two exchanged a glance. Did they know me? Had one of my exes sent these two to beat me up or something?

“Hey,” the cute, smaller one said. “You must be the new neighbors.”

Oh, they were my neighbors? I put down the box I was carrying and stepped off the ramp to greet them. I thought about explaining that I was the only new neighbor, but decided that was too complicated for an initial hello.

“Yeah, hi,” I said, holding out my hand to the woman who had spoken up. “I’m Emily.”

“I’m Lacey,” the woman said, taking my hand. “And this is my...roommate, Rachel.”

There was a fraction of a pause before she said, ‘roommate’. She had to think about it and decide what word to use. Rachel held out her hand and I shook it as well.

“We heard someone was finally moving in,” Rachel started. She was holding my hand a bit longer than I expected, but maybe I imagined it.

“I thought they’d never get someone to rent that place,” Lacey chimed in. “Who would have thought that an orgy would end with two people dead?”

What?!

“What?!” I voiced. “No one told me about that!”

“Lacey, stop it!” the taller woman admonished. “We’ve just met the poor girl.” Then, turning back to me, “No one died. She’s pulling your leg.”

I breathed a sigh of relief and chuckled politely.

“But don’t go shining a black light in that place,” Rachel added.

“What?!” I repeated.

Lacey started giggling, and that broke Rachel into her own laughter. It took me a moment to catch on.

“Oh, I see, haze the new girl,” I smiled despite trying to act mad. Even so, I probably would have to find a black light now just to put my mind at ease.

About that time, Jake came down the stairs and out the door to get another load. He stopped when he saw me talking with the newcomers. I was about to introduce him when Lacey piped up.

“Oooo, is this your boyfriend?” she asked. “You go, girl!”

Once again, I was conversationally on the back foot. How was I supposed to answer that? I opted for dispelling any naughty thoughts they might be having about Jake and me right up front.

“This is my brother , Jake,” I said, emphasizing ‘brother’.

“How kinky,” Rachel replied.

Huh? I’m sure I had a confused look for a moment, then recovered.

“He’s just helping me move in,” I clarified. “I don’t have a roommate.”

I turned back to Jake, who was looking a little confused himself.

“Jake, these are my new neighbors, Lacey and Rachel,” I introduced.

“Hi,” he gave a tentative wave. “Good to meet you.”

Was my brother being shy all of a sudden? That wasn’t like him.

“You too, handsome,” Lacey answered. Rachel gave her a very stern look. “What?” the smaller woman asked. The taller brunette turned back to us.

“I’m sorry, we’ve teased you two enough,” she said.

“I haven’t,” Lacey answered only to get another stern look. “Fine,” she added.

“Why don’t we help you finish moving your stuff in to make it up to you?” Rachel suggested.

That would actually be nice. We could get through this and have plenty of time to get the rented trailer returned before our deadline.

“Okay,” I agreed. “That would be great. Thanks!”
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LESS THAN AN HOUR later, everything was out of the trailer, and I was assembling my bed. Jake was trying to butt in and take over, but I didn’t trust him. He didn’t know the difference between a Phillips head screwdriver and an Allen wrench; he was just trying to look manly in front of my two hot neighbors.

They had an energy about them that just made you want to smile. The drudgery of the move was not only shorter but included more laughs as they bantered with each other and us. I was really starting to like being around them despite the initial weird introduction.

“We should probably let you get unpacked,” Lacey said by way of going home.

Rachel, who had sat down on the floor and made herself comfortable, was momentarily surprised.

“Oh, yeah,” she said, standing up. “It was great meeting you two, and welcome to the neighborhood, Emily.”

I suddenly realized that I didn’t want them to leave, not yet.

“Look,” I said, still trying to come up with what I was going to say. “We were just going to order some pizza for dinner after we return the trailer. Would you want to join us? I mean, as thank you for your help.”

The two women looked at each other, and Lacey shrugged. Rachel looked back with a smile.

“Sounds great,” she answered. “Just come knock on our door when you get back.”
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Getting to Know the Neighbors
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THE APARTMENT BUILDING WAS four adjoining units. Two on each side of a staircase that led to the two upper units. I lived on the upper right side of the staircase landing while Rachel and Lacey lived on the left.

Two hours after we had said goodbye, I was knocking on their door, holding a pizza in one hand. Lacey opened the door.

“Come,” I beckoned, stepping back towards my door. “Follow the smell of melted cheese.”

We had also stopped on the way back and picked up a couple bottles of wine. Rachel came into my apartment carrying a third. Wine and pizza, what could be better?

After just a slice, Jake got a text and said he needed to go.

“Aww,” Lacey said. “What are we going to do for eye candy?”

She had been throwing these kinds of comments at my brother all afternoon, and I was starting to get used to it. She didn’t seem to be seriously flirting with him, but he soaked it up anyway.

“What am I, chopped liver?” I threw in. What had I just said? I was getting so comfortable with these two that I forgot to guard my orientation. Maybe they wouldn’t notice.

Lacey got a smirk.

“Oh, hunny, you are more than candy,” she said in a sultry voice. “You are a whole Valentine’s display.” Her eyes seemed to trace my outline and I suddenly felt very exposed. I felt my cheeks flush.

My brother was oblivious.

“Ha, nice,” he said, complimenting the joke and completely missing the innuendo.

Rachel was laughing, but Lacey just grinned.

“I gotta run,” Jake announced. “Call me if you need anything, Em.”

“Yeah, thanks again for the help,” I waved as he closed the door behind him.

There was a moment of silence as Jake left the three of us gathered around the kitchen counter.

“Well, he is one hot number,” Rachel offered, lifting her wine glass and taking a long draw.

“That’s my brother you’re talking about,” I pointed out.

“You have a hot brother, Emily,” Lacey added.

I gave up trying to stop their mental ogling of my little brother.

“Yeah, he’s got like three regular girlfriends right now,” I admitted.

Lacey’s eyebrows went up, but Rachel looked more intently at me.

“What about you, hot stuff?” she asked. “How many guys are you stringing along?”

“None,” I said truthfully. I thought for just a moment whether I wanted to take the next step with people I had just met, but something told me that they wouldn’t have a problem with it. “I’m a lesbian.”

Lacey seemed genuinely surprised but gave me a nod, then looked at her roommate. Rachel’s expression didn’t change; she just took another gulp of wine.

“So what do you do for a living?” Rachel changed the subject.

“I work for a tech firm doing custom software…”

We talked and ate, then moved to the living room and talked some more. I found out that they were in their early thirties! They looked amazing, and I had been certain they were at least five years younger than that. I had dated a twenty-eight-year-old woman who looked older than either one of them. Then again, that woman was constantly angry at the world. We broke up because I got tired of constantly trying to make her happy and failing. This pair seemed full of life and joy. I thoroughly believe that how you see the world affects not just how old you feel, but how old you look.

I was also getting more and more convinced that these two were more than just roommates. It was in the looks, the brief touches, the ease with which they laughed at each other’s jokes. These clues just got more frequent as the evening wore on and the wine got close to running out.

Eventually, the conversation swung back around to relationships, mainly around comparing exes. I talked about some of the women I had thought I was in love with. They complained about guys who took them for granted or were just focused on themselves. I began to question my previous conclusions. Maybe they were just really good friends and roommates.

“So, do you have a current girlfriend?” Lacey asked.

“No,” I started. “Well, no, not really.”

“That didn’t sound like a solid ‘no’,” Rachel pointed out.

“Okay, well, I’ve gone out with this one girl a couple of times, but I wouldn’t call her a girlfriend. Not yet.” I decided to turn the focus. “How about you two, who are you seeing right now?”

There was a silence, and Lacey chose that time to finish her glass of wine. The two looked at each other, and there seemed to be some unspoken decision made between them. Rachel turned back to me.

“I’m trying to seduce my roommate,” she said, like Lacey wasn’t sitting right there.

“And I’m playing hard to get so that she has to keep trying to seduce me,” Lacey added.

They both had this twinkle in their eye as they tried to keep a straight face. I burst out laughing. It just felt right that these two had gotten together. Then my two guests joined in my giggles.

I found out that they had moved in together after seeing each other for only a week! I knew how that felt, but that had never worked out for me. These two had been together for four years; it gave me hope that maybe I still had a chance to find that special woman, too.

Before they left, we exchanged cell numbers in case either of us had some apartment emergency or just wanted to talk.

I watched Lacey’s incredible ass as she walked out, then went straight to my bedroom. I was naked except for my socks in moments. Something about those two just got me so worked up. I lay back on my pillow and imagined Rachel with Lacey’s smiling face approaching the taller woman’s eager slit. The smaller brunette kisses up the taller one’s perfectly toned legs to her crotch and sucks gently on Rachel’s labia. My fingers traced the imaginary path of Lacey’s tongue across my own wet outer folds.

Lacey reached up to grab one of Rachel’s small, perky breasts, but when her hand got there, it wasn’t Rachel’s breast; it was mine. One of my hands gently squeezed my breast. Then it wasn’t Lacey’s hand, it was Rachel’s. She was behind me, and I was leaning against her. Rachel’s lips slid across my ear and she whispered.

“Just relax and enjoy it,” her voice was so quiet. “Lacey is an expert.”

My finger pushed easily into my whole as Lacey’s tongue penetrated me in my mind. Rachel’s hand caressed my breast and began to play with my nipple. I leaned my head to the side to give her access to my neck.

Looking down, Lacey’s pretty face was getting smeared with my pleasure, and her tongue went to my clit. I was so wet that my finger felt like a tongue and didn’t break the illusion. I tribbed myself and pinched my nipple, imagining these two women playing with me. I briefly considered edging myself, then knew that wasn’t going to happen.

“Go ahead, Emily,” Rachel’s voice whispered in my head. “Let it all out.”

Oh, fuck! I stiffened as my orgasm slammed into me. I jerked and heard my bed creak. Then I was on my side, doubling over as my hand continued to work my clit. One more jolt, and my climax started to subside. Shit, that was nice! I lay there another couple of minutes just letting my body recover and feeling the afterglow.
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A Sexy Game
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OVER THE NEXT MONTH, I invited Lacey and Rachel over for dinner a couple more times, and they had me over as well. They opened up about their sex life, which seemed almost constant. I was convinced that if they hadn’t had to go to work, they would have died from dehydration by now because they couldn’t stop fucking. Okay, so I might be exaggerating a little, but I’m not sure by how much.

Then, late one Saturday morning, I got a text from Lacey.

LACEY> Would you have a minute to give me your opinion on something? We’re just next door.

I was curious what she could possibly want my opinion on. I finished drying a dish, then walked the fifteen feet from my kitchen to their door and knocked. Lacey answered the door after only a moment.

“Oh, hi Em,” she said like she was surprised to see me. “Come on in.”

Lacey was wearing some jeans and a cute button-down top with enough buttons undone to show some very nice cleavage. I located Rachel as I entered, standing in their kitchen in a white sundress covered in flowers. She had an almost scared look on her face for a second, then smiled and waved.

“Morning, Emily,” she piped up. “What brings you over?”

“Lacey sent me…”

“I wanted to show her something from work and get her professional opinion,” Lacey said, cutting me off.

Lacey was acting a bit strange, but I followed when she beckoned me to her room. She brought out her phone and pulled up an application.

“You said you work on mobile apps, right?” she asked.

“Yes,” I answered with a squint.

“Would you take a look at this app and give me your professional opinion?”

I took the phone from her and saw a very nondescript screen. There was a large area that might be a graph and a circle that might be a button or interaction area. Nothing on the screen indicated what it was used for or even what kind of application it was.

I touched the large white button and nothing happened. I slid my finger on the screen slightly and, yes, the button moved with me. A line extended to the left, and a number showed briefly above the button. This must be some kind of level control, but a control for what?

“I can see some deficiencies in usability right off the bat,” I offered. “You can’t tell what your actions are supposed to affect, for one.”

“What if you move the circle all the way to the top?” she asked.

I didn’t suspect that there would be any difference in behavior, but I did as she suggested and moved the button to the top of the screen. From the kitchen, I heard Rachel make some pained noise.

“Was that Rachel?” I looked up, but Lacey didn’t seem concerned.

“I’m sure she’s fine,” the shorter woman said and pointed back at the screen. “What if you move the circle all around? Does that help?”

How was that going to be any different? But I did it just to prove to her that there wouldn’t be any difference in the lack of information. I moved my finger in a big, wide circle several times.

“Oh, fuuuck,” that was Rachel from the kitchen. She sounded hurt!

I rushed to the kitchen, still holding the phone.

“Rachel? Are you okay?” I asked as I came into view of her. She was facing away from me with her legs pressed together, knees bent, and gripping the edge of the kitchen counter.

She didn’t answer me. I went up and put my hand on her shoulder. She just looked down at the counter like I wasn’t there.

“What’s wrong, sweety?” I prodded gently, trying to get her to respond.

“Gggg…god damnit, Lacey!” she finally managed in a guttural voice.

“What?” I asked, stepping back and looking at Lacey. She had the most mischievous grin on her face.

The pieces started to fall into place, and I looked down at the phone still in my hand. The white button was near the top where I left it. Oh, my god!

I quickly moved it to the bottom and backed further away, quickly putting the device on the counter. Rachel’s body relaxed immediately and she stood up straighter. Lacey started giggling and rushed over to take the phone before Rachel could grab it. Rachel tried to reach for it in the smaller woman’s hand, but Lacey swiped up. Rachel’s knees went weak again, and her eyes closed in pure pleasure.

“No, no, you have another hour and a half left,” the smaller brunette admonished.

Rachel stomped her foot a couple of times, trying to regain her composure, and managed to straighten back up, but her eyes were unfocused. I was mesmerized watching this exchange. Remote-controlled vibrators were something I had only heard about and, maybe, fantasized about, but watching Rachel writhing around at the flick of Lacey’s finger was incredibly erotic. Then it occurred to me that I had made her feel that too, and my own knees got a little weak.

Lacey moved the button back down the screen, letting Rachel sigh in relief, then she flicked it back up just for a second. The taller brunette squealed in surprise and covered her mouth with her hand.

“You know…there’s…going to be payback,” Rachel forced between breaths after the intensity was lowered once again. Lacey just smiled but ignored her girlfriend.

“We were about to go to lunch,” Lacey said, turning to me. “Would you like to join us, Emily?”

“Oh, please, Lacey, no,” Rachel begged.

I was frozen for a moment, not knowing what to say. It felt strange and taboo to be a part of their game, but I couldn’t deny the heat building up between my legs. I had envied them for their vibrant sex life, and they were inviting me into a small corner of it. I knew then that I could not possibly pass up this opportunity.

“Sure,” I replied. “Why not?”

I thought of myself as a seasoned lesbian. I had been with my share of women and tried a lot of things, sexually speaking. But here I was, feeling like a college kid again, discovering something new. I followed Lacey to her car and hopped into the back seat. Rachel sat in the front passenger’s seat looking apprehensive, but I could tell she was into this, too. Lacey started up the car and then handed her phone back to me. Rachel’s eyes followed the device as it changed hands, but didn’t say anything.

“You’re going to have to keep Rachel entertained until we get there,” she said.

I took the phone gingerly, like I was going to break it. Looking down at the display, the level was still at the bottom, essentially off. Smiling, I moved it to the top and then right back down. Rachel yelped and covered her mouth. She giggled nervously and looked back at me. I wasn’t sure how to interpret that look, but I got the impression she wanted me to do it again. I repeated the same motion and watched as she jerked and cried out, but had more control this time. Lacey laughed and caught my eye in the rearview mirror.

“That’s it,” she encouraged as she pulled us out of the apartment complex.

It was about a twenty-minute drive to the lunch place Lacey had picked out. I experimented with different intervals and tried to slowly ramp up the durations as we went. Halfway there, Rachel was no longer giggling. Instead, she was squirming all over her seat and gripping the door handle and middle console in an attempt to stay in place. It was one of the sexiest things I had ever seen. The tall brunette jerking and moaning interlaced with some cursing, all in direct response to the tiny little movements of my finger. Granted, it wasn’t the first time my finger had had this much impact on a woman’s pleasure, but there was something extra steamy about it being at a distance like that.

By the time Lacey announced that we were almost there, my motions were all in the top third of the screen. Rachel was clearly getting close.

“Don’t you…oh, shit…don’t you dare stop!” Rachel demanded.

We pulled into a parking lot, and I flicked my finger down as people started walking in front of the car. Rachel let out an exasperated groan as she buried her face in her hands. Through the muffle of talking into her palms, I heard.

“Oh…you bitch!”

She had never called me a bitch before, but I took it as a term of endearment. She wasn’t really mad, well, I mean, she was mad, but more in a friendly losing at cards kind of mad.

We all got out of the car, Rachel on shaky legs, and went into a little bistro. We found a table that wasn’t in the middle of the crowd, but wasn’t hidden either. There was an older couple just a couple of tables away. I gave Lacey her phone back and started looking over the menu.

Lacey put the phone on the table in front of her and hid it from Rachel’s sight using the menu. I could tell Lacey had started messing with the settings when Rachel’s face went further into the menu and she started to move slightly to the side. Trying to lessen the intensity? Whatever she was doing, it wasn’t working.

A waiter approached the table and Rachel relaxed. Lacey must have turned down the vibrator. The rest of the meal went pretty much like that, with Lacey lowering the intensity when someone got too close. Rachel, for her part, had amazing control. She even ordered all while Lacey was moving her fingers on her phone under the table.

I thought we were about to get the check when the old couple finally left, leaving a pretty large gap between us and the next occupied table. Lacey looked around.

“I think we should have dessert,” she announced.

She waved over the waiter, and we decided to share a large piece of chocolate cake. Once the waiter was gone, Lacey pulled up the phone again and continued her torture of her girlfriend. The periods of rest for Rachel got much shorter, and her ability to control herself was waning. Her ability to stay quiet, though, was truly impressive.

The cake came, and we all took turns taking a bite. Rachel started to stick her fork toward the cake, and Lacey flicked her finger. The taller woman dropped her fork and cursed under her breath. With what looked like Herculean effort, Rachel picked the fork back up and managed to take a bite. Her face looked like it was the absolute best cake she had ever eaten.

Lacey leaned over to me and whispered.

“Want to help push her over the edge?” she asked conspiratorially.

“I don’t think it will take much,” I whispered back.

“Scoot over next to her and just put your hand on her inner thigh,” Lacey suggested.

I looked over at Rachel, who wasn’t really paying attention to us. She really wanted me to touch her girlfriend like that?

“Shouldn’t you be the one doing that?” I asked.

“Trust me,” she gave me a little grin. “It will be much more effective coming from you right now.”

I looked over again, then moved my chair closer. The tall brunette watched me and bit her bottom lip.

“What…are you doing?” she asked. I chose not to respond with words.

I leaned close so that our faces were mere inches apart while holding her gaze. The tip of my tongue traced my upper lip seductively as I touched her knee. I saw her eyes droop a little. She glanced over at Lacey and then around the area to see who might be watching. With my other hand, I took her fork and got another bite of cake.

The look in Rachel’s eyes as I raised that cake to her lips was one of pure bliss. At the same time, I was sliding my hand up her thigh. Her legs were clamped shut, but as my hand moved higher, her thighs parted ever so slightly, mirrored by her lips as the cake came closer. The fork reached her mouth at the same time as my hand got close enough to feel the vibrations from the device. It had to be going at full tilt.

Rachel’s teeth latched onto the fork, and her legs latched onto my hand, both squeezing shut as the brunette’s control finally broke. One of her hands grabbed my leg, and the other held tight to the table edge as she went stiff and closed her eyes. Lacey was merciful and shut down the vibrator once it was clear Rachel had crested.

On cue, the waiter came back.

“How was the cake?”

Rachel let out a satisfied moan and pulled the fork from her mouth.

“Fucking fantastic,” she exclaimed while Lacey and I tried to stifle our laughter.

“I’m…glad you enjoyed it,” the waiter said, looking a little taken aback.

“I most certainly did,” Rachel shot back.

Rachel insisted on holding Lacey’s phone on the ride back to the apartments. We laughed and talked about all the people who almost caught us, but didn’t. Rachel kept reminding her girlfriend that payback would be coming. As we reached our shared landing, Rachel put her arm around Lacey’s waist and pulled her against her hip before turning her head to me.

“Em, thank you for adding a new spice to our games,” she began, “But now I’m going to go fuck my girlfriend until she screams for mercy. Please don’t call the police.”

Without even waiting for a response from me, they were through the door and already pulling each other’s clothes off before it had even closed.
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Retrobution
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SURPRISINGLY, AT LEAST TO ME, nothing changed with respect to my interaction with my two neighbors. We smiled and waved just like before. They invited me over for dinner and it was like it had always been. We talked and laughed, but there was no sign from the two brunettes that they were feeling the same sexual butterflies that I was. I was both relieved and a bit disappointed. I was glad things hadn’t gotten weird between us, but I wanted more. It was clear, though, that I would need to be invited into their world. When that invitation came again, it was, like the previous time, a complete surprise.

Neither of our apartments had laundry hookups, but there was a small building next to the community pool that was available for residents. Rachel and I tended to do our laundry together on Saturday mornings. It was a nice time to talk with someone while we waited for our clothes to finish.

This particular Saturday in mid-November was no exception. Rachel came down a little later than usual to wait for her load of clothes to finish in the dryer. We talked as we waited. Rachel’s actually finished a little before mine, but she hung out with me anyway. As I was pulling my warm garments from the machine, she asked if I could take care of their cat, Macha, while they were visiting family over Thanksgiving. Of course, I was happy to help. She then asked if I could come back to her place so she could show me where everything was.

Back at their apartment, I set down my basket of clothes on their couch. Rachel showed me where they kept the cat food and water dish. I noticed that Lacey hadn’t said hello; that was unusual.

“Where’s Lacey?” I asked.

“She’s in the bedroom,” Rachel replied, but didn’t elaborate.

“Is she asleep?” I prodded.

“No,” came the answer. “I would seriously doubt that.” What did that mean?

“Hi, Lacey!” I called out, but there was no answer. “Are you sure she’s not asleep?”

“Pretty sure, why don’t you go check on her?” There was something in that suggestion that hinted at one of their games.

I walked back toward the bedroom and heard their bed creak, then a moan. It took me a moment to comprehend what I was seeing as I came to stand at the open door. Lacey was tied, spread-eagled, on the bed, wearing nothing but a pair of panties. As I scanned her body, wiggling on the bed, eyes closed, I noticed something strange about the panties. There was a big bulge at the bottom. That was when I noticed the faint humming. That bulge was a vibrator implanted all the way inside her, with the panties holding it in place.

She was fucking gorgeous! I was mesmerized watching her lithe form moving seductively as the dildo worked its magic. Then I noticed there was something on her nipples. She had small clamps on each nipple!

Lacey’s eyes opened and looked right at me. I felt like a deer caught in the headlights, wanting to hide, but too entranced to move.

“Ohhhh…fuuuck,” the naked woman moaned.

Her hips started humping the air as, I think, she was cumming! The sight was so incredibly erotic that I didn’t notice when Rachel came up behind me.

“Excuse me,” she said, politely asking to get by. “I need to fold these.”

I stepped aside and let Rachel go into the bedroom with her basket of clothes. I just stood there watching as Rachel set her basket on the bed and started folding like Lacey wasn’t there.

“Come on in,” Rachel suggested. “Or grab your clothes, and we can both fold while we talk.”

I hesitantly proceeded in knowing that there was no way I was going to be able to concentrate on folding clothes right now. At the same time, I couldn’t walk away either. Rachel gestured to the other side of the bed across from her, with Lacey spread out between us.

“Have a seat,” Rachel offered.

Lacey’s eyes were watching me as I sat next to her. It was everything I could do not to run my hands along her amazing body. This close, I could see how much she was sweating. How long had she been here? Rachel continued to ignore her and even started laying folded clothes across her girlfriend’s legs.

“I told her I would get her back for the vibrator at lunch,” Rachel said, finally acknowledging the squirming woman between us.

“Lacey, are you okay?” I asked, just wanting to make sure.

She nodded slowly and smiled.

“Fuuuck, yeah,” she answered. Apparently, the smaller woman cursed a lot when she was aroused.

I looked at the clamps on her nipples. They were like tiny C-clamps with dull teeth where they held onto the flesh.

“Do those hurt?” I asked. She nodded again and bit her lip before replying.

“In the best way.”

“Why don’t you give them a little twist?” Rachel interjected.

I looked at Lacey, who nodded again. I reached carefully for her left nipple, the one closest to me, and took hold of the small, flat part on the outside. As I gave it a half turn, Lacey’s eyes closed and her mouth opened.

“Is that okay?” I asked, not sure how much turning was good.

“Ooohh, god…yes,” she replied without opening her eyes. “Do the other one.”

I reached across and twisted the other clamp the same amount. Lacey made an O with her mouth and did some shallow breathing. Rachel was still absently folding clothes.

I couldn’t hold back any longer and put my hand under my skirt and moved my soaked panties aside so that I could rub my clit. My other hand went under my sweater to squeeze my breast. Once again, taking in Lacey’s bound body below me was quickly pushing my pleasure higher. After a minute or so, Lacey spoke up.

“Emily,” she began. “Why…don’t you…take off that sweater…I want to see those beautiful tits.”

There was no way I could deny her after what she was showing me. I stopped fingering my clit long enough to pull the sweater over my head. I think my breasts are one of my best features, so I was happy to show them off. I was wearing a pink lace bra that day. I sat there for a moment to let Lacey take me in, then I used my arms to squeeze them together a little and leaned towards her.

“Those are so nice,” Rachel said. I had almost forgotten she was there.

I smiled in recognition, then reached back and undid the clasp. Pulling the bra off and tossing it to the floor with my sweater, I tried to pose for the two older women. I took some pride in the fact that Rachel finally stopped folding clothes for a few seconds to check me out.

“Damn, girl,” was all she said.

Seeing Lacey’s wanton stare, I started rubbing and playing with my breasts. I told myself that I was putting on a show for my neighbors, but I was just too excited to keep from touching myself. It didn’t take long, though, before one of my hands was back between my legs and a finger was probing my hole.

Lacey and I watched each other, both of us getting closer with each passing moment.

“I…want to…taste you,” Lacey managed between shallow breaths.

She wanted to what? I wasn’t sure how to do that under the current situation. Seeing my confusion, Rachel translated.

“Let her suck on your fingers,” she explained. Oh. Ooohh!

I put my other hand to my crotch as I lifted my practically dripping finger to Lacey’s lips. She lifted her head to suck it in even before I had gotten there. I don’t know why, but at that moment, that was the most erotic thing. Lacey sucked hungrily on my finger, running her tongue around it and bobbing her head like it was a small cock.

My other hand pressed against my swollen clit and rubbed back and forth. My mind went blank except for the feeling of Lacey’s mouth and my pussy as my orgasm started. I cried out in pleasure, but I managed to keep my eyes on Lacey’s face. I didn’t want to miss a moment.

I’m glad I didn’t because the brunette sucked on my finger hard and held it as her body began to pull against the restraints. I could feel the almost silent moan as a humming on my finger. Knowing Lacey was climaxing too sent another jolt through me.

Suddenly, I was slipping off the bed and hitting my ass on the floor. Lacey’s orgasm was still going, and without my finger plugging up her mouth, her cries of ecstasy rang out.

“Fuuuuuccckkk…” she let out as her body shook.

I used the side of the bed to pull myself back up onto my knees and noticed that Rachel was jilling herself too, but she wasn’t anywhere close to her own release. As Lacey came down from her latest peek, she looked exhausted.

“P..please, babe,” she begged Rachel. “I’ve had enough.”

“How long have you…had her like this?” I asked, still trying to catch my own breath.

Rachel looked at her nonexistent watch.

“About two hours, I guess,” she answered. “The same amount of time she used that remote-control monster on me.”

The taller woman reached down and removed the vibrator from her girlfriend’s pussy. Lacey let out a groan of relief and satisfaction, then pulled on the restraints.

“How about these?” she prodded.

“Oh no, it’s my turn to have some fun now,” Rachel retorted.

Something about the taller woman’s demeanor gave me the feeling that what came next did not include me. I grabbed my sweater and bra from the floor and stood up. I thought about putting them back on, but I could get to my apartment without even going outside, so why bother? Even after what had just conspired, I felt a little self-conscious standing there topless. Even so, I forced myself not to cover up. I wanted to show them that I could be adventurous too.

“That sounds like my cue to leave,” I acknowledged.

“Thank you, sweety,” Rachel replied. “You were a…scrumptious addition to our game again.”

I tried to give the most confident and alluring smile I could. I wanted to make sure they knew I was open for more.

“You know, I’m just right next door if you ever...you know.” That did not come out as smooth and sexy as I had hoped, but maybe?

Rachel’s eyes very deliberately trailed up and down my form, pausing a little longer on my exposed chest before making eye contact again.

“Careful what you offer, hun,” the older woman said with lust in her eyes. “You may get more than you’re ready for.”

I swallowed hard and suddenly felt like prey. The strange part was that it wasn’t an unpleasant thought. Unintentionally, I let out a little giggle and walked out quickly before I made more of a fool of myself.
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Guilty Pleasure
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JUST LIKE BEFORE, LIFE was completely ordinary after that. I watched their cat over Thanksgiving, that was for real, not just a pretext to get me into their apartment. Every time I walked in, though, I couldn’t help but remember Lacey tied to the bed. That image had been a consistent topic for my masturbation sessions since then. I tried to ignore the curiosity, but by the third day of taking care of Maca, I could no longer stand it and had a look around their bedroom.

I felt really guilty about it, that was until I opened one of the nightstand drawers and saw the nipple clamps Lacey had been wearing. They were laid on top of an index card with a handwritten note. It said, “Go ahead, Emily, we know you want to,” signed L & J.

They had caught me spying before I even spied! But now that they had given their permission…I couldn’t ignore it, could I? Within a minute, I was topless in Rachel and Lacey’s bedroom for the second time. My nipples were already poking out just at the idea of what I was about to do.

I put one of the clamps against my boob, poised to tighten onto my nipple. The metal was cold but warmed up quickly. I started to twist the screw until it just barely started to press against both sides. I paused, not sure how much further I wanted to go, then turned the screw some more. The little teeth started to bite deliciously into my erect nipple.

“Oh,” I said to no one.

That felt surprisingly good. I twisted further, and my eyes closed.

“Oooohhh,” I repeated.

That was as far as I dared right now. I tugged on it, and my breast extended away. Fuck, that was intense! I had to sit down on the bed for fear my legs would forget how to stand. I thought I pulled pretty hard, but the clamp didn’t come off; it was well and truly attached. I looked down at my other unadorned nipple and knew it would be getting the same treatment.

Ten minutes later, I was completely nude, lying on my neighbors’ bed with a pair of clamps on my nipples and a pair of fingers in my hole. I fingered myself to two orgasms while those clamps bit into my flesh.

It wasn’t until I got off the bed that it occurred to me that I had just made a mess of their bedspread. I looked down at the huge wet spot and at my tortured nipples still clamped. I started to unscrew the first one and groaned loudly as blood started going back into it. Fuck, that hurt! I carefully repeated the task on the other side. Fuck, fuck, fuck!

Then I looked back at the dark spot. I sighed and started stripping the bed. Nothing I could do but clean up after myself.

After cleaning the linen and remaking the bed, I put the clamps back where I found them, but drew a big heart on the notecard.
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THE NEXT DAY, LACEY sent me a text to let me know they were back, but I didn’t get a chance to talk to them until the following afternoon. Rachel was coming out of her door at the same time as I was coming out of mine.

“Oh, hi, Em,” she greeted. “Thanks again for taking care of Macha.”

“No problem at all,” I replied. “I’m sure you can repay the favor at some point.”

“Absolutely!” She gave me a half grin. “And I noticed that you enjoyed the clamps.”

I blushed despite knowing that they were aware of me finding them in the drawer. It was different to have her say it out loud.

“Uhm, yeah, they were…interesting,” I confirmed.

“Must have been more than interesting if you had to wash our sheets,” she said with a knowing smile.

I cringed, busted. Then the older woman started down the stairs.

“I would have loved to have seen that,” Rachel said as she walked away, leaving me alone in the stairwell.
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AT THIS POINT, THE three of us were having dinner and, maybe, watching a stream once a week, but the incident with the clamps was never brought up or even alluded to again. When we were together, I got to hear all about their escapades. They were very sexual women and enjoyed each other every chance they got. I was already jealous, but as I learned more, I was in awe.

I found out about the Saturday they spent just having sex and making each other orgasm as many times as they could. They ended up with 58 orgasms between the two of them in 24 hours. No, I did not type that incorrectly. Fifty-eight orgasms, two women, twenty-four hours. Let’s see a straight couple do that!

I also learned about the time they went hiking and decided to go topless since no one else seemed to be on the trail. When a couple of other women caught them off guard, they just decided to go with it. The four talked about trail conditions and basic chit-chat until one of the newcomers finally asked if they always dressed like that. My neighbors answered that they did as often as they could. The other two said, “What the hell, why not,” and took off their own tops!

They became my role models, the ideal I strove to emulate. More than anything, I wanted to see how else I might be included in even just a small part of their infectious energy.

That opportunity came just a few days before Christmas. I got a text from Lacey asking if I was around and if she could come to my apartment. It was unusual for her to ask to come to me, but I was fine with it. I hoped she wasn’t having some problem. If she and Rachel were having problems, I would be devastated.

I let her in and asked if she wanted anything to drink. She declined, then took my hand and led me to my own couch. We sat down, and she held my hand in both of hers. The look on her face was excited and nervous.

“I need to ask you for something pretty big,” she started.
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Christmas Request
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THAT’S HOW, ON CHRISTMAS EVE, I found myself in total darkness listening for a door to open. I heard the key in the lock, footsteps, and the door closing.

“Hi hunni,” Lacey said cheerfully to her partner coming home from work.

“What is this?” Rachel asked.

“Well, I know it’s not Christmas yet,” Lacey answered, her voice coming closer. “But we’ll both be going to our own families tomorrow, and I wanted to give you your present now.”

“Aww, that’s sweet. But can you open what I got you first?”

“Uh, I really want you to open mine first,” Lacey urged. “You’ll know why when you open it.”

“Okay, babe,” Rachel responded with curiosity in her voice.

There were some sounds of things being put down and some more footsteps moving all around.

“This is a pretty big box. What did you get me?”

“Just open it,” Lacey said.

There was a little jostling, then the darkness was replaced with bright lights, at least until my eyes adjusted. What Rachel would have seen was me dressed in just some red lace panties and tiny bows tied around my nipples, lying in a fetal position inside a white box with a big red ribbon around it.

“Oh my god!” Rachel exclaimed and backed away. “Lacey, what the hell?”

Lacey quickly came over and helped me to a standing position. As Lacey and I had discussed, I posed in a model stance and stood as still as possible, looking at nothing.

“Well,” Lacey said soothingly. “I got you an Emily Doll.”

Rachel was still in shock.

“Lacey…Emily…I…what is going on?”

“Emily, the card,” Lacey hissed at me.

Oh yeah! I had forgotten about the index card that I was supposed to show to Rachel. I pulled it from the back of my panties and handed it out to the taller brunette. She looked a little confused but took it from me tentatively.
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ON MY COUCH, IN my apartment, Lacey had explained that she and Rachel loved each other very much. I wasn’t sure why she was starting this way; I knew this and could see it whenever they were together. More than that, they were still in lust with each other. You can always tell when a couple is truly in love, but there is another step, which is in lust. If truly being in love is rare, being in love and lust is a one-in-a-billion thing, and these two had it. It was one of the reasons I wanted to hang out with them; I hoped that some of that magic would rub off.

“We are both very sexual women,” Lacey was explaining. “But we would never cheat.”

Again, no surprise. I nodded.

“Uh-huh,” I said, confused.

“We play this game, though,” she continued. “Where, when one of us sees someone we would have sex with, you know, if we weren’t together, then we say, ‘her’ and point the person out to the other.”

Wait! That’s what Rachel had said to Lacey when we first met. About me!

“We get to ogle the other woman and talk about how sexy she is with the other,” Lacey continued. “I know. It’s objectifying, but…well, I don’t really have an excuse. We have fun, and we would never actually think of other women as objects.”

“I’m still not seeing where this is going,” I told her.

That wasn’t completely true. I had a feeling, but it was so ludicrous that it couldn’t possibly be right.

“Rachel,” she hesitated. “She wanted you from the moment we saw you, and I mean, I can’t say the thought hasn’t crossed my mind either.”

Oh. My. God. This was going where I thought. Lacey was speeding up, trying to get it all out before she lost her nerve, I think.

“You’ve been willing to play along with us and didn’t get scared away. So…” I could feel the main point coming. “I want to give her a Christmas present. Something we’ve never tried but talked about a lot. A three-way. With you.”
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Opening a Present
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LACEY AND I HAD decided what the index card should say, but it was in my handwriting to make it clear I was a willing participant. It said:

“ Congratulations on your new Emily Doll!!

She is yours for one night only. She has given her full consent for you to play with her in any way you wish, but if she utters the word ‘pineapple,’ you must stop your play immediately.

Thank you for your kind patronage and enjoy your Emily Doll! ”

Rachel read it, looked up, then read it again. Lacey stepped up and put her arm around her waist, both of them looking at me.

“So,” Lacey started, still a little nervous. “Do you like your present?”

Rachel seemed to have calmed down and was no longer in shock. She had a half grin on her face and looked down at her partner.

“Are you sure?” she asked in a quiet voice. Lacey nodded and smiled.

“Then it’s perfect,” the taller woman said and pulled Lacey into a kiss.

It felt a little awkward standing there practically naked while two fully dressed women made out in front of me. I was just wearing bows on my nipples and a red lace thong, for god's sake, but they were totally engrossed in each other. It was super sweet and, at the same time, kind of insulting.

That kiss just seemed to go on and on. Hands were moving all over, and I was wondering if they weren’t going to just strip each other and start going at it. When they parted, Lacey turned around, and they both looked at me like two lionesses. I felt a shiver go down my spine to my pussy. Rachel stepped back up to me with Lacey right beside her.

“She looks so life-like,” Rachel commented. She couldn’t help showing a slight grin.

“Completely life-like,” Lacey agreed. “Go ahead, she feels life-like too.”

Rachel’s hand came up slowly, and I was sure she was going for my breasts. They might be my best feature, judging by the comments I’ve gotten from…friends as well as the looks I get from others. That’s also where most women go first. Instead, her palm held my cheek as she stepped closer, then let it slide down my neck, over my shoulders, and down my arm. Another shiver.

On the other side, Lacey reached for me. She went straight for my breast. She weighed it and squeezed, then flicked my nipple tied up in the tiny green and red bow. I gasped.

“Oh,” Lacey exclaimed. “She has realistic reactions, too!”

“What will they come up with next?” Rachel chimed in.

Her hand came up, and both of them flicked my nipples. I moaned despite trying to maintain my doll-like composure.

“And such cute sound effects,” Rachel added. “I wonder what other sounds we can get her to make.”

The taller woman’s hand left my breast and slipped past the waistband of my thong like it wasn’t even there. A finger found my clit immediately and pressed in. I was already soaked. Two other fingers spread my labia, and that middle finger started tapping rhythmically against my now defenseless nub. She was spanking my clit and I almost lost my footing.

“Ahhh…fuu…” was all I got out.

Then I felt Lacey squeeze my ass with the hand not already occupied, teasing my nipple. I hadn’t realized I had leaned forward until her action made me straighten back up. Rachel stopped spanking and started rubbing my clit just as Lacey pinched my nipple. OMFG! They were going to make me cum and I hadn’t even gotten out of the box.

Suddenly, Rachel stopped and looked down at my feet. Damnit, I had been so close.

“Oh, she came with accessories!” Rachel noted.

Lacey stopped and looked genuinely confused. This was my little addition to our plan. Based on how she had been in their bedroom that time, I didn’t think Lacey would mind, and it was an addition I really wanted.

Rachel squatted down and held up a black faux leather strap with a buckle and D-ring. Lacey looked at me quizzically, but I ignored her and kept facing forward, not making eye contact.

“Cuffs,” Rachel continued. “And there are, let’s see, eight of them!”

Now I really got a stare from Lacey. Her eyes went wide and I couldn’t help but smile. Rachel stood back up, still holding one of the straps, and turned to Lacey.

“Aww, babe,” she said to her girlfriend. “Two willing slave girls for the night? You really are amazing!” Rachel pulled her smaller partner, still unsure what had just happened, into a kiss.

“Well,” Lacey started when the kiss ended. “I knew it was a fantasy of yours,” she said, rolling with the wrinkle I had thrown her. “Oh, but first, I made dinner!”

This had been part of the plan. I was to serve them dinner and be at their beck and call until dessert. Then things were going to heat back up.

“Emily-doll, would you please serve dinner?” Lacey suggested.

I finally moved from my position and proceeded to serve the two lovers their meal. Lacey had gone all out and had made several courses. The large wooden dining table was very festive, set with special Christmas napkins and plates along with red candles set inside holly leaf holders. Other than serving the food, I stood to the side holding the bottle of wine to refill their glasses when requested.

It was a joy to watch them relax and just enjoy each other’s company. They laughed a lot and were constantly touching each other. Nothing sexual, really, just light touches of hands or on an arm or a foot, stroking a calf for the briefest of moments. But I knew it for what it was. Even after four years together, they were still seducing each other.

Once again, I felt that longing to have whatever they had. I hoped for years that I would find someone whom I could seduce. Tonight, though, they were making me a part of their world, and I was grateful. I had no illusion that I was going to become some third part of a love triangle. I knew I was there as a mutual sex toy for them. No, I was a tool to help them live out a fantasy and make their relationship even stronger.

Truth be told, they were helping me live out a fantasy, too. I had always wanted to roleplay as a slave. That was why I had added the bondage gear to the box. Standing there in almost nothing while they flirted was getting me wet. I just wish they had put the slave collar on me first. That would have been perfect.

I was so lost in my thoughts that I almost missed Lacey telling me it was time for dessert. This was going to be a new experience, but one Lacey and I had planned out.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. Ooo, did I just call her ma’am? I looked to see if I had gone too much into the slave role I wanted to play, but neither of them reacted.

I went and put a small bowl of chocolate in the microwave. While that was warming up, I went to the refrigerator and got out a couple of ReadyWhip bottles and some strawberries. Rachel was looking curious as I placed these on the edge of the table and went back for the melted chocolate. I stirred it to make sure it was melted, then set it with the other items. Then I removed the candles from the table. Rachel’s eyebrows rose. Finally, I faced directly away from her and pulled the thong down my legs and off.

“Oh!” Rachel exclaimed.

I turned back around and removed the bows from my nipples. Setting them aside, I carefully got up on the table and lay down, face up, down the middle. I raised one knee to look as inviting as possible.

Now it was Lacey’s turn. She picked up one of the ReadyWhip bottles and squirted whipped cream around and on my left nipple. I jerked a little at the cold, biting my lower lip to keep from squealing. Then the other nipple. Fuck that was cold. Then a large amount at my crotch. Another bit in my belly button.

The strawberries were next. They had already been capped and quartered to be edible in one bite. Lacey added a strawberry piece to each of the whipped cream piles and several at the spot between my legs. Finally, she dripped the melted chocolate over the strawberries. Even though most of it went on the fruit and whipped cream, some small drops hit my skin, making me flinch again at the heat. The feel of the cold and hot right next to each other on my most sensitive areas was more pleasurable than I expected.

“So,” Lacey said after she had completed her preparations. “What do you think of dessert?”

“It looks…delicious!” Rachel responded.

She started to lean forward before Lacey spoke up.

“We should probably take our own tops off so we don’t make a mess,” she suggested.

“Great idea,” Rachel agreed and started unbuttoning her top.

To my surprise, she wasn’t wearing a bra. She didn’t need one, though; her breasts were smaller than mine or Lacey’s, but they were so sexy and perfect on her. More than a mouthful, I thought, but I’d like to test that. When they were both topless, they each stood on one side of the table and leaned forward together.

Each one engulfed a strawberry piece and whipped cream, along with the rock-hard nipple underneath. It was a strange sensation to have them carefully chewing around my nipples. It felt amazing and sensual. The cold was replaced with their warm mouths and their tongues licking up every last bit of cream. I had never had both nipples sucked at the same time, and I almost reached down to play with myself before remembering I couldn’t touch or I would ruin the display.

Rachel stood back up first and Lacey followed suit.

“Delicious,” the taller woman said. “And the plating was beautiful,” she added, reaching up to squeeze and play with my breast a little more.

Even though her hand was on me, she was looking at her girlfriend across the table. Rachel picked up one of the ReadyWhip bottles and sprayed a little on her own lips, then leaned forward. Lacey snorted a laugh but leaned over me to kiss that cream off Rachel’s face. With two gorgeous, topless brunettes kissing right over me, I wanted to reach up and get a little feel for myself. But there was no way I was getting between these two lovers at that moment, even if I was, literally, between them.

The kiss broke and they both looked down at me. I smiled back and bit my lower lip, wondering what was next. As Rachel sprayed my nipple with cream again, making me shiver, Lacey grabbed the remaining bottle and sprayed some on my lips. Hers weren’t far behind, and she was exploring my mouth with her tongue. Rachel’s mouth, once again, engulfed my nipple.

The two spent the next fifteen minutes picking places where they wanted to eat chocolate-covered strawberries off my body or off each other’s. At some point, someone, I don’t remember who, ate the berry and cream from around my crotch, but avoided my pussy.

That was about to change, though, as both women peeled off the rest of their clothes. Lacey started to climb onto the table with me.

“I think our doll needs something to eat as well,” she said as she straddled my head and began lowering. “Don’t you think?”

“Absolutely,” Rachel answered. “But I could eat a little more.”

I couldn’t see her, but I felt Rachel’s hands on my thighs spreading them apart as she positioned herself between them. I felt another shot of cream being placed right on my clit, and I jerked. I would have yelped, but Lacey’s pussy covered my mouth at that same moment. The smaller brunette above me leaned partially back and added a sweet white pile of whipped cream between me and her pussy.

I dove into the fluffy whiteness to get to the real treasure underneath. Lacey pressed herself into my mouth, and my tongue made sure to lick every corner of her delicious dessert. Within a few seconds, I felt Rachel doing the same between my own legs. The sweetness of the whipped cream and the tang of her taste mingled wonderfully. When I was sure the slit above me was cleaned, I slid my tongue deep into her hole and explored.

A hand grabbed my hair and pulled me up further. It wasn’t painful, but her control of my head sent a little jolt through me to meet up with Rachel’s tongue pummeling my sex.

“Yeah,” Lacey said above me. “That’s it, Emily, ohhh, fuck!”

The whole scene, along with Rachel’s talented manipulations, had me quickly feeling the approach of my first orgasm. I squirmed and tried to fuck Rachel’s tongue, but I had no leverage. At the same time, I grabbed Lacey’s waist and pressed her down. I sucked her clit into my mouth.

“Oh, shit,” the woman above me exclaimed.

I held her in place even though she briefly tried to pull away. Within moments, Lacey was no longer worried about what she was doing to me and was totally focused on her own impending climax. Her legs tightened around my head, and her hand pulled harder on my hair. Then she went stiff for several seconds before crying out loudly and rocking on my face.

“Fuck, fuck, fuuuck,” she said as she came down my throat.

Even as I was swallowing her juices as quickly as possible, I felt my own orgasm start. My back arched and lifted Lacey a couple of inches.  My hands quickly left her waist and gripped the edge of the table. My legs started to shake, but Rachel locked them in place and kept tongue-lashing my clit. It was a chaotic few seconds with Lacey and me both cumming.

I lost track of specifics, but a minute or so later, Lacey was lying back on me, face up, breathing hard. Her head rested on my groin, and her legs draped over my shoulders and hung off the table. The only one of us still able to move, it seemed, was Rachel, but I had no idea where she was.

Then I felt something being wrapped around my wrist. I quickly surmised that it was one of the bondage cuffs and just stayed limp. Those were my idea, after all. Next was one of my ankles, then the other. As the final strap was being put in place, Lacey finally rolled carefully off of me. When the final cuff was locked into place, I started to sit up, only for Rachel to put a single finger on my forehead.

“Not yet, sweety,” she told me, so I just lay there.

Lacey was there in another second with one of the collars. It was put behind my head and then wrapped snugly around my neck. When the small lock closed with a click, making it inescapable without the key, I got a jolt in my pussy. When Rachel clipped the leash on and tugged, I just knew I was going to make a squishing sound as I got up off the table. Of course, no one heard it, but I most certainly felt it.

“Okay, slave,” Rachel said to me. “Your first official task is to help me put these cuffs on my other slave.”

“Other slave?” Lacey’s eyebrows raised like she hadn’t tacitly agreed to this earlier. “That wasn’t really my idea,” she tried to explain.

The smaller woman took a step away from us, but I could tell she was trying to suppress a smile. Rachel handed me one of the cuffs and looked back at her girlfriend with a wicked grin.

“Rachel!” Lacey warned, her knees bending a bit, ready to bolt.

I edged in the opposite direction from the tall brunette, but Lacey had all her attention on her partner. I stepped closer and, suddenly, Lacey spun around to face me.

“Emily, you don’t…” but that’s all she got out before Rachel lept in and grabbed her around the waist.

The smaller woman surged toward me in an attempt to escape, but Rachel just picked her up, holding her a couple of inches off the ground. Lacey kicked her legs a bit and pushed at her captor’s arms, but it was no use; Rachel had her. Then the taller woman was whispering in her girlfriend’s ear or maybe nibbling it or both, and Lacey began to giggle, her struggling stopping.

Rachel caught my eye and winked at me. I took that as my cue to put the cuff on. I tentatively stepped up and put the cuff around Lacey’s wrist, lifting it to fasten the cuff together. She didn’t resist. She ignored me completely as Rachel continued to tease her ear and neck. I took the other cuff from Rachel’s hand and put it on Lacey’s other wrist.

As I went back to the box to get the remaining straps, Rachel lowered her girlfriend to the ground and turned her around. By the time I returned, the two were locked in a passionate kiss. I knelt behind the smaller brunette and locked each of the ankle cuffs in place without an ounce of trouble.

It wasn’t until I stood back up and threaded the collar around Lacey’s neck that the two separated. There was still no resistance. The two just looked into each other’s eyes, and the collar was tightened and then locked. Finally, I handed the other leash to Rachel.

Still looking Lacey in the eye, the two smiling at each other, the taller woman reached up and clipped the leash onto the D-ring, then leaned in and kissed her partner. I was standing just an inch or two behind Lacey and didn’t see Rachel’s hand sneak around and grab my leash as well.

“Let’s go to the bedroom, my two nubile slaves,” Rachel announced in a jovial tone.

She pulled on the leashes, and we both started to follow, only for Rachel to stop us.

“Oh no,” she started, turning back to us. “Pets on a leash should be on all fours.”

She had a wicked little grin mostly aimed at Lacey.

“Rachel…” the smaller girl whined.

“I’ve got two gorgeous slaves for one night only,” Rachel pointed out. “And I intend on making the most of it.”

Lacey rolled her eyes, but I was already going to my hands and knees. This whole slave girl thing was turning me on in ways I had never felt. My policewoman girlfriend had tied me up many times, and that was amazing, but this was a whole new level. I was embarrassed at how much I was enjoying it, but that embarrassment just pushed me further.

“See,” Rachel chimed. “My number one slave knows her place.”

I was a slave, and my place was on my hands and knees. Her words both stung and made my pussy leak. Lacey just harrumphed something about “number one slave,” but slowly got on the floor beside me. Rachel smiled and turned back around. She gave the leashes another jerk, and Lacey and I started crawling behind her.

It wasn’t far to the bedroom, but I felt the degradation of being led on all fours by a leash like it were a mile away. The realization that I wanted that degradation was confusing.

When we got to the bedroom, Rachel turned to face us.

“I want to see my two little pets making out,” she told us.

Lacey and I looked at each other, then sat back on our heels. Looking at the older brunette, naked and sitting so close to me, was even better than my fantasies. We faced each other and didn’t hesitate to bring our lips together. Within seconds, we were intertwined, her thigh pressed against my sex just as my thigh was pressed between her legs. Hands moved all over as our tongues danced and our breasts pressed and moved against each other.

“Damn, that’s hot,” I heard Rachel say from the bed. Neither of us even paused or looked at her.

She watched us for a couple more minutes. By that time, we were riding each other’s legs and pressing so tightly together that there was probably going to be a popping sound when we separated.

“Suck on her tits, Emily,” Rachel ordered.

I reluctantly pulled myself from Lacey’s soft lips and glanced over to see Rachel masturbating on the edge of the bed while watching us. I wanted to keep watching her, but forced myself to lean down to kiss Lacey’s left breast. She leaned back a bit to make it easier. The brunette’s breasts were about the same size as mine, a full C-cup, but on her smaller frame, they made her look buxom.

Her hard nipple slid across my lower lip and into my mouth like it was meant to be there. I closed my eyes and gently sucked and manipulated it with my tongue. The woman’s sighs, along with her hands running through my hair and pressing me to her, let me know she was enjoying it. After a minute, her hands urged me to her other breast, and I repeated the treatment. I loved nipple play, both giving and receiving, so I could have stayed like that for hours, but Rachel’s grunts drew my attention.

She had leaned back on the bed and was obviously getting close to her first orgasm. One hand moved against her clit in a blur. I got the urge to taste her, breaking away from Lacey and quickly diving for Rachel’s sex. She moved her hand out of my way, and I immediately tried to match her frenzy with my tongue. Rachel fell back on the bed and began to shake. She grabbed handfuls of duvet and arched back as her climax flooded through her. I had to grab her legs to keep myself in place, but I didn’t let up.

Her excitement coated my tongue, and all I could think of was how wonderful it was. Suddenly, my face was getting smashed into Rachel’s sex by Lacey’s hand at the back of my head.

“That’s it, eat my girlfriend’s pussy,” Lacey growled.

With the smaller woman’s encouragement, my tongue worked that much harder.

“Oh, goooood, Emily, don’t stop! I’m going to cum again!” Rachel shouted.

Both her hands joined her partner’s on my head, Rachel’s cupping my ears while Lacey’s urged me forward. Then she curled like she was doing a sit-up and locked her ankles behind my back.

I was trapped and held in place, collared and leashed by two beautiful women. My hand flew to my clit as I couldn’t stand the pure eroticism of the situation and had to have release. As Rachel continued to ride her orgasm for a few more seconds, I was quickly rising to join her. Just a few more seconds…

Then Rachel was pushing me away.

“Oh, shit, that’s enough, that’s enough!” she exclaimed. Apparently, she had come down a bit ago, and I hadn’t noticed. Whoops.

As I was forcibly pushed up straight, I kept working my sex. The interruption had set me back, but I was still close.

“AHH…AHHH,” I vocalized as the point of no return approached.

Again, my ecstasy was blocked when Lacey pulled my hand away! NO!

“I want it,” was all she said.

In a partial daze, I was turned ninety degrees, and the brunette was squirming beneath me from behind before I knew what was happening. In a few seconds, her smiling face was poking out from between my legs, and her arms were wrapping around my thighs.

“Rachel gets to decide if you cum,” she told me excitedly. “I’ll stop if she tells me to, so ask nicely.”

With that, her surprisingly strong arms pulled me down onto her face, and her tongue pierced into my hole. I let out a garbled cross between a yelp and a moan. And that was just the beginning!

In less than a minute, Lacey had me building back to what I could tell was going to be a massive orgasm. Her lips kissed my clit, then sucked it in, holding it there while her tongue boxed it like an incredibly sensitive punching bag. I grabbed each of my breasts in a hand and squeezed, focusing on my nipples.

“Yes…YES…OOOOHHH,” I moaned.

“Are you going to cum, slave?” It was Rachel, recovered from her own bliss and now sitting on the edge of the bed again.

“Y..yesss, oh, my god, YES!”

Lacey let go of my clit and lazily stroked it with her tongue.

“You better ask before you cum,” she demanded.

The woman below me suddenly sucked my clit back into her mouth, making me squeal in surprise.

“OHHH…Please…P..PLEASE! Rachel, please may I cum?” I begged.

“You’re not ready yet,” she said, before kneeling down directly in front of me.

Lacey now had a close-up view of both of our pussies. I briefly wondered what that would be like and knew there was a decent chance I would find out. Rachel picked the leash from between my breasts, where it was hanging, and took up the slack. She didn’t pull on it; she just reminded me of it and the collar’s presence.

“Put your hands behind your back. These tits are mine tonight,” Rachel said as she replaced my hands with hers.

I did as I was told, offering my chest for her to play with. Closer and closer. Building.

“You really like this, don’t you? Being a fucktoy?”

Rachel called me a ‘fucktoy!’ It was humiliating, but so true. The words drove straight to the pleasure center of my brain. I cried out, and my eyes crossed with the effort of staving off my climax.

“NNNNGGG…please…I can’t…please may I cum?”

“Tell us how much you like being a fucktoy, and maybe I’ll let you cum,” Rachel replied.

“Oh, my GOD!” I swallowed. “YES, YES, fuck, yes, I love being…AAAAHHHH…a fucktoy! PLEASE!”

“Good girl,” she trilled. “Cum for us, Em.”

Rachel pinched my nipples and twisted, not too hard, but it emphasized her command and melded into one of the largest orgasms I had ever experienced. I spasmed and shook. The woman in front of me took me into her arms and held me to her as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me.

“That’s it, Em. Let it all out,” she whispered as my body continued to rock.

When it finally started to subside, I felt rung out, but so incredibly happy, euphoric. The two women helped me onto the bed, the three of us just resting there for a while.
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THAT NIGHT WAS ONE of the best and wildest of my life. I thoroughly enjoyed being Rachel’s slave and, while not as into it as I was, Lacey had a lot of fun with it too. Some other notable points were when Lacey was bound, spread-eagled, on the bed while I ate her in a 69 position and got fucked by Rachel’s strap-on. Rachel then switched and screwed her girlfriend while I continued to lick her clit. Or watching the two lovers scissor each other frantically while I played with myself. We didn’t break their record for orgasms, but I certainly broke mine.

I was somewhat disappointed when Rachel took off the collar and cuffs so that I could go home the next day. A small part of me hoped she would just tell me that she and Lacey were going to keep me. I knew that kind of thing wasn’t really practical, but don’t begrudge me my fantasies.

I went back to my day-to-day life but spent an awful lot of time jilling to memories of that night. Just like the previous times, my neighborly relationship with Lacey and Rachel went right back to how it had been. Friendly waves and short conversations about our days.

Then I came out of my door one Saturday morning with my clothes basket in hand. On the landing in front of my door was a box. No, not just any box. It was THE box. The one I had been in until Rachel opened her Christmas present. I just stared at it for a long time, not sure what to do.

Finally, I reached down to open it.
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