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GRETA’S GAME 3

 


 


When the freak snowstorm hit central
Colorado, half the guests at the posh Red Eagle Valley ski resort
cheered while the other half groaned. The guests who cheered were
the ones whose vacations weren’t over yet, and now they would have
tons of fresh powder to enjoy when they hit the slopes the next
day. The guests who groaned were the ones who were ready to leave,
but now they were stuck in the resort because the narrow road that
twisted its way from Red Eagle to the tiny local airport was
impassible because of the weather. And even if a vehicle could
manage the trip, no planes were flying that night anyway.

Greta Steele, who had occupied the resort’s
Platinum Suite for several weeks, was one of the guests in no hurry
to leave. But she had developed a keen interest in three other
women who were desperate to get out of Red Eagle Valley as
soon as possible. Judging from what she’d learned about the trio by
spying, eavesdropping, and bribing the resort’s employees, they
would be perfect candidates for her game. The only problem was,
Greta needed four players. But then she happened to spy something
by accident, and after a bit of sly and careful research, Greta
found the woman who would complete the foursome.

Using one of the valets who was already on
her payroll, Greta summoned the four women to her condo. It was one
of the resort’s most expensive suites, a ground-floor unit with
easy ski-in, ski-out access. One of the resort’s main slopes was
only a few yards away from the sliding glass door in the living
room, which was currently frosted with grains of ice. Snow poured
down in thick gobs outside, where the sun was just beginning to
set.

The four women stood in the foyer, confused
but curious. All of them had noticed the slim, beautiful woman with
the pale white skin and the black hair during their stay. Rumors
buzzed throughout the resort that she might be a European countess,
or perhaps an aging movie star. None of them realized that the
woman was actually the owner and CEO of one of the world’s largest
manufacturers of adult toys and lingerie, a woman whose passion for
all things sexual was rivaled only by her perverse interest in the
darker side of human psychology.

“Come in, come in,” Greta beckoned from her
spot on the thick L-shaped sofa. She wore black leggings and a soft
black sweater, her lips and fingernails bright red as always.
“Since we’re all stuck here for the foreseeable future, I wanted to
introduce myself. My name is Greta Steele.”

“Um…I’m confused,” said one of the girls, a
blonde woman in her twenties with painfully average looks. “Do you
work at the resort or something? The valet said you needed to see
us. Is it something about our rooms, because we—”

“Heavens no, my dear,” Greta interrupted.
“I’m a guest, like yourselves. But I understand there’s a little
problem with transportation, and I thought I might be able to
help.”

“But I…” the girl began, confused. “I mean,
we don’t even know you. How did you—”

Greta patted the cushion beside her. “Why
don’t you all sit down and I’ll explain everything. You too, Wanda.
I know you’re not traveling with these girls, but I believe I can
help you out as well. And while we talk about it, let’s have some
drinks and hors d’oeuvres. Since we’re stuck inside such a
magnificent place, we might as well make the most of it.”

The four women sat on the sofa, eyes flicking
nervously around the luxurious suite as Greta put out dishes of
caviar and poured champagne for everyone. A roaring fire blazed in
the big stone fireplace, adding to the warmth and comfort of the
room. “Now, then,” Greta began, “I believe I know all your names,
but let’s make certain. You’re Debbie, correct?”

The blonde girl nodded, frowning. She had an
average face, an average body, nothing special or unique that would
cause a stranger to remember her after she left a room. Her hair
was cut in a shoulder-length bob, with bangs. She was 22, but the
schoolgirl hairstyle made her look much younger. She wore jeans,
boots, and a thick red sweater. “That’s right,” Debbie said, then
she gestured to the girls sitting on either side of her. “And this
is Katherine and Nina.”

Katherine was tall and slim, with small
breasts and an ass so narrow that it barely made a bulge in her
elegant black slacks. She was pretty in a cold, aristocratic way,
with wavy brown hair that fell nearly to her waist. Her white
blouse was buttoned all the way to her throat, and she wore no
jewelry and no nail polish.

The other girl, Nina, was just as outrageous
as Katherine was conservative. Nina was a short girl with spiky
black hair cut as short as a boy’s and bright green eyes lined with
thick black makeup. She wore three earrings in each ear, a silver
stud in her nose, and portions of multiple tattoos peeked out from
the sleeves and neckline of a gray sweatshirt with a pattern of
tiny pink skulls all over it. A pair of big, soft breasts lay
beneath that sweatshirt, and a curvy ass filled out Nina’s ripped
jeans.

Greta found the dynamic between the three
girls fascinating. Over the past week, she had learned that Debbie
was about to be married and that the girls had come to Red Eagle
Valley for a bachelorette trip, one final girls-only fling before
the wedding. Apparently Debbie and Nina had been friends since
childhood, while Debbie and Katherine met in college and had known
each other for less than two years. Greta had also learned that
Debbie chose Katherine to be her maid of honor, while Nina would be
stationed somewhere in the middle of a long line of bridesmaids.
The tension between Nina and Katherine had been thick and heavy
during the ski trip, a factor Greta planned to milk for all it was
worth.

The woman at the end of the couch, who was
much older than the other girls, raised one finger as if she were
ordering a drink in a bar. “Uh, can we step on the brakes for a
sec?” she asked in a thick Texas accent. “Y’all seem to know each
other, but I’ve got no clue who any of you gals are. I don’t mind
drinking free champagne, but it would be nice to know what this is
all about.”

Greta turned to her with a bright smile. “And
you are Wanda. I’ve learned so much about you today, my
dear.”

Wanda frowned and subconsciously scooted a
few inches further back, as if Greta were a snake about to strike.
The woman was in her mid-forties, tanned and attractive, with
bleached blonde hair in a thick braid. She was heavier than Greta
and not as fit, but she still had a decent body for a woman her
age. Her low-cut purple sweater showed plenty of cleavage, and the
plump ass tucked inside her jeans would give a man something to
grab onto as he plowed into her.

“But let’s start with the girls,” Greta
continued, turning to Debbie again. “I understand you three are in
quite a mess, correct?”

“Well…yeah, because of that,” Debbie said,
gesturing toward the snow pouring down outside. “We were supposed
to leave today, because I’m getting married in two days and we have
to fly all the way back to New York and finish getting ready. But
they said the airport’s totally shut down, and even if it wasn’t,
no taxis or buses will come out here to pick us up because the
roads are too dangerous.” A tear formed in one of her eyes, and she
brushed it roughly away with a knuckle. “So we’re stuck here
because of this damn storm, and nobody knows how long it’s gonna
last. But if this snow doesn’t stop soon, the whole wedding will be
ruined.”

Katherine patted her friend’s leg. “Hey, come
on. Try to stay positive, okay?”

“Yeah, listen to your maid of honor,” Nina
grumbled, arms crossed tightly over her chest.

“Will you shut up?” Katherine snapped.

“You shut up!” Nina shot back. “I
don’t care if you’re the maid of honor. I’ve known Debbie her whole
fucking life!”

“And maybe if you didn’t look like a freak
show refugee, you’d be the one standing beside her in all the
wedding photos.”

“Fuck you!” Nina hissed, then she went back
to sulking.

Katherine rolled her eyes, then she turned to
Greta and frowned. “Wait a minute. You said something about helping
us with transportation, didn’t you? But like Debbie said, the
airport is shut down and no cars or buses are allowed on the
road.”

“The Red Eagle Valley airport might be shut
down, but the Denver airport is operating just fine,” Greta said.
“It’s only a two-hour drive, and flights to New York leave from
there on a regular basis.”

“But…we still can’t get there,” Debbie said.
“That’s an even longer drive, and with the roads this bad—”

“Taxis and shuttle buses aren’t allowed to
pick you up because of the insurance risk,” Greta explained. “And
no rental car company would deliver a vehicle in this weather for
the same reason. But have you noticed the Humvee limousine parked
at the far end of the lot? It’s the perfect vehicle for this
weather. Spacious, comfortable, and completely safe. It can handle
those icy roads with no problem…and it happens to belong to
me.”

Debbie’s mouth fell open. “Wait…you’re saying
you can drive us to the Denver airport so we can make it to the
wedding on time?”

Greta laughed. “Well, not me personally, of
course. My very capable chauffer would handle that task. But yes,
I’m offering you the use of my vehicle.”

“That’s great, but…” Debbie began, glancing
back and forth from Katherine to Nina. “I don’t know if we can
afford to rent it. I mean, we’ll give you all we’ve got, but…do you
girls have any cash left? I’ve got credit cards, but I don’t—”

“Nonsense,” Greta said, laughing again. “I’m
not asking you to pay me. But you can reimburse me in
another way.”

All three girls stared at Greta with wide
eyes. Wanda chuckled nervously and said, “Okay, this was weird to
begin with, but you just pushed it over the edge, hon. I’ll say my
goodbyes now.”

“I recommend you stay put,” Greta ordered as
the middle-aged woman rose from the couch. “After all, Wanda, I
still haven’t told you how I can assist you as well. Perhaps
the name John McMillan will give you a hint.”

Wanda stopped in her tracks. “How do you know
that name?”

“It’s on the credit card you’re using to pay
for your room here. And all your food and drinks as well.”

Wanda swallowed hard then lowered herself to
the couch again. “Wh-what do you want?” she stammered. “I don’t
know how you found out, but I can pay you. I’ve got money stashed
away.”

“Money stolen from Mr. McMillan’s bank
account, no doubt,” Greta mused, then she turned to the girls
again. “You see, my dears, Wanda here is the assistant manager at a
prominent nursing home in Dallas. A few weeks ago, a wealthy
businessman named John McMillan was admitted by his family. Mr.
McMillan is quite old, and his health is failing. Wanda decided to
use his credit card information to finance this little vacation of
hers. She’s planning to quit her job soon anyway, and she figured
she would be long gone before anyone at the nursing home realized
what she had done.”

Now it was Wanda’s mouth that fell open.
“That’s…how did you…”

“I noticed you stealing cash from the
bartender’s tip jar last night, and that made me curious to find
out more about you. After I bribed the desk clerk, he shared your
registration sheet with me. I then hired a private detective to
research the matter, and he came back with the information I just
gave you.”

Wanda looked around the room as if she’d just
woken up from a disturbing dream. “But…you did all that from
here?”

“Darling, I’m a millionaire with a cell
phone. There’s nothing I can’t do, no matter where I happen
to be at the time.”

“So…are you turning me in? Is that why you
brought me here?”

“No, but the resort’s manager will receive an
anonymous phone call first thing in the morning which he should
find very enlightening. When he discovers that you’ve paid
for your room with a stolen credit card, he’ll probably call the
police right away. But since they won’t be able to come pick you up
because of the roads, he might just kick you out onto the doorstep
and slam the door behind you. Either option would be far from
pleasant, I imagine.”

Wanda gave a nervous laugh and shook her
head. “Well…damn, sweetheart, I guess I should thank you for the
warning, but it’s not like I’ve got a hell of a lot of options
here.” The middle-aged woman bit her lip and drew in a deep breath,
looking around the room as if trying to find an escape route. “I
can’t call a cab, I can’t run away on foot…so what the hell am I
supposed to do?”

Greta settled herself more comfortably on the
couch. “What you can do…what all four of you can do…is play
a game with me.”

The women all stared blankly at Greta, then
Katherine finally asked, “What in the world are you talking
about?”

“Ladies, I am the CEO and owner of Steele
Kisses, one of the largest sex toy and lingerie companies in the
world. I also have a ravenous appetite for all things sexual, and
that includes a naughty game I’ve created.”

“Wait a minute,” Debbie said. “We’re stuck in
a ski resort for god knows how long…my wedding is about to be
ruined…this lady over here is probably going to jail…and you want
us to play a game with you?”

“This is my offer. If the four of you play my
game, my chauffer will drive you all to Denver in my Humvee
limousine this very evening. You three girls will arrive in New
York in plenty of time for the wedding, and Wanda here can get a
head start on the police before they begin searching for her
tomorrow morning.”

“That’s it?” Wanda asked. “Shit, that’s the
bargain of the century! Count me in!”

“Me too!” Debbie squealed.

“Hang on,” Katherine interrupted. “What kind
of game is this?”

“I won’t lie to you, dear, because I don’t
have to. My game is sexy and dirty and highly provocative. It’s
like a combination of strip poker and truth or dare, but far more
erotic.”

Katherine and Debbie stared at each other,
and Wanda grabbed her champagne glass and guzzled half of it down.
“Oh, come on,” Nina finally said. “Everybody’s played strip poker
before, right? So what if we have to show our tits or something?
It’s not like we haven’t seen each other naked before, Deb.”

“But she said it’s more erotic than strip
poker,” Debbie answered. “How do we know what that’s
supposed to mean?”

“I’ll tell you exactly what it means,” Greta
explained. “You’re all familiar with the game Would You
Rather, yes? Well, my game is similar to that, but with a few
drastic exceptions. In the standard version of the game, all you
have to do is answer silly questions such as Would you rather
shave your head or dye your hair purple? or Would you rather
stick your face in a bucket of mud or sit in a bathtub full of
worms? Quite childish, if you ask me, and not at all
provocative. But in my game, all the questions are of a
sexual nature…and you don’t just answer the questions, you actually
have to act out the challenges.”

“That’s all I need to hear,” Katherine said,
standing up. “Come on, Debbie. Let’s get out of here.” The girl was
halfway to the door before she realized that none of the other
women had moved. She turned and studied them. “Are you all crazy?
You really want to go through with this?”

“Katherine, I was on the phone all damn day,”
Debbie said in a low voice. “Nobody will come pick us up.
There’s no other way to make it to the wedding on time.”

“But…you can’t really…I mean…”

Wanda sighed. “I know you girls are hot to
get to the wedding, but I’m trying to keep my fat ass out of jail.
If I have to strip down to do that, it seems like a fair price to
me.”

“But it’s not just stripping!” Katherine
wailed. “This woman could be a complete freak! Who knows what else
she’ll ask us to do!”

Greta gave the girl a wicked grin. “Trust me,
darling…the word freak doesn’t even begin to describe me. I
have predilections you’ve never encountered in your wildest,
sweatiest dreams. But I’m also the only escape route you have at
the moment. So you can either play my game and then relax in
comfort during your drive to Denver, or you can sit here in your
hotel room as the snow piles up outside. The choice is yours.”

Katherine snorted delicately then turned to
go. “You three do whatever you want. I’m leaving.”

“It doesn’t work that way,” Greta called out.
“If all four of you don’t play, the game is off.”

“Get back here, you selfish bitch!” Nina
said, spinning around to look over her shoulder. “Why don’t you
think about Debbie for a change! After all, you’re the fucking maid
of honor at this wedding we’re talking about!”

“And maybe that would’ve been you if you
didn’t have all those holes in your face and those stupid tattoos
all over your body!” Katherine shot back.

“Who says I even wanted to be the
fucking maid of honor?” Nina grumbled, arms crossed over her chest
again as she stared at the floor.

“What if we paid you for a ride in your
limousine?” Debbie asked Greta. “We could all pool our credit
cards…or I could call my parents and ask them to wire some money to
the hotel.”

Greta chuckled. “My dear, I already have all
the money in the world. All I want is your participation. An hour
of your time, at the most.”

Debbie stood up and faced Katherine. “Kathy,
please.”

“No. It’s crazy.”

“I’m begging you. Just play the stupid
game. It’s the only way out of here, and you know that.”

“You can always reschedule the ceremony. It’s
not like the wedding is off or anything.”

“David’s family is flying in from London, for
god’s sake! And my dad will lose his deposit on the venue, the
food, the flowers, everything! Even if we can
reschedule it, we’ll never be able to afford it!”

Katherine stared at her friend, who stood
with tears in her eyes. The brunette bit her lip and looked away
for a minute, then she finally shook her head, sighed, and said,
“All right.”

“Excellent!” Greta said, clapping her hands.
“Come sit down, dear, while I refresh everyone’s glasses.” Once the
champagne had been poured, Greta brought out a stack of pink index
cards and a spinner divided into four sections. “Now then, let me
explain how the game is played. I’ll assign you all a number, based
on how you’re seated. Katherine is one, Debbie is two, Nina is
three, and Wanda is four. When it’s your turn, you spin the arrow
to find out who your co-player is. I will then read two challenges
from a card, and you can either choose to perform your challenge or
pass the other challenge on to your co-player. For example, let’s
say it’s Katherine’s turn and she’s spun a two, meaning Debbie is
her co-player. I take the top card from the stack and read it, like
this; Katherine, would you rather do ten push-ups or make Debbie do
fifty push-ups?”

Wanda said, “So this is a way to make people
screw their own friends? How lovely.”

“Not necessarily,” Greta answered. “Many
people choose to perform the easier task themselves rather than
subject their friends to a harsher punishment. That’s what makes
the game so interesting.”

“Well, I don’t have any friends in
this room,” the woman huffed. “Which means I’m gonna get screwed
every time.”

“I’m sure you could make lots of friends in
prison,” Greta remarked. “Although you might find yourself getting
screwed every time there as well.”

Wanda waved a hand in the air. “All right,
whatever. Let’s just get this over with.”

“Fine. But before we start, I need to make a
call.” Greta picked up her cell and dialed a number. “Hello,
Victor. Would you poke your head inside and say hello? Thank
you.”

Seconds later, the front door opened and a
large, muscular man stepped inside. He wore a suit and tie that
would be too expensive for many executives to afford, but he was
bald and had a tough, craggy face, like a retired boxer or a
hardened criminal.

“Ladies, this is Victor, my chauffer,” Greta
said. “He’ll be driving you to Denver once our game is finished.
Until then, he’ll be guarding the front door. No one enters or
leaves unless Victor allows it. So if you try to depart before the
game is over, you will find your way permanently blocked.
Understand?”

All four women nodded, although Katherine and
Debbie gave each other nervous glances afterward.

“Wonderful,” Greta said, picking up the stack
of pink cards. “Then let’s begin.”

 


* * *

 


Night had nearly fallen, the large snowflakes
outside looking whiter than ever against the backdrop of the
charcoal-colored sky. Because Greta’s suite was close to all the
resort’s amenities, the girls could see the outdoor hot tub through
the sliding glass doors. It was only twenty feet from Greta’s
patio, just a short walk away. The girls could also see through the
windows of the resort’s bar, which was past the hot tub and about
thirty feet further down. Dozens of guests were already mingling
there, sipping scotch or warm drinks to fight the chill.

“Katherine, you’re first,” Greta announced.
“Please spin the wheel.” Katherine did and got a one, which was her
own number. Greta told her to spin again, and this time she got a
four. Wanda would be her co-player.”

“Fan-fucking-tastic,” the older woman
groaned.

Greta drew the first card from the stack and
read it aloud. “All right, Katherine. Would you rather give a lap
dance topless, or make Wanda give a lap dance completely nude?”

Katherine jerked a thumb at the older woman.
“I want her to do it.”

“Thanks a lot!” Wanda spat.

“I don’t even know you,” Katherine
retorted. “I don’t owe you anything.”

“And I’m supposed to get totally
naked?” Wanda asked Greta. “That’s not how strip poker works.
You’re supposed to take off one thing at a time.”

“This is not strip poker, darling. Strip
poker would run away screaming if it saw my game.”

Wanda stared at the floor for a moment, then
she looked at Greta again while she plucked at her sweater. “So I’m
supposed to do some kind of strip tease or something?”

“No, I want you to strip naked and
then perform a lap dance, just like a professional in a
strip club would do.”

“This is bullshit,” Wanda muttered.

“Would you prefer prison?” Greta asked
sweetly.

Swallowing hard, Wanda pulled off her boots
then stood up. The girls watched her as she unbuttoned her jeans
and pushed them down to the floor, stepping out of them. Then Wanda
pulled her sweater over her head, leaving her in a black bra and
panties. Despite the few extra pounds, her figure was still curvy
and desirable. Wanda tried not to look at the other girls as she
unfastened her bra and pulled it off, revealing a full set of tits
which sagged slightly and were stark white compared to the deep tan
on the rest of the woman’s body. Then Wanda hooked her thumbs in
her panties and pushed them to the floor, displaying an ass that
was just as white as her tits. Unlike the bleached hair on her
head, the hair between Wanda’s legs was dark brown and looked like
it hadn’t been shaved in weeks.

“Welcome to the jungle,” Nina murmured,
grinning.

Once she was nude, Wanda wrapped one arm over
her tits and thrust the other hand between her legs. “So who the
hell am I supposed to dance for?” she asked, staring at Greta.
“You?”

Greta ran one red fingernail along her chin,
thinking. “No…I think you should dance for Katherine.”

“What?” the girl gasped.

“Sit in that chair over there, my dear.” She
pointed to a lone chair facing the L-shaped sofa. “Yes, that’s it.
Perfect. Now Wanda has room to do it properly. Here, I’ll play some
music.” Greta fiddled with her phone for a moment, and soon a
bass-heavy dance tune wafted from the phone’s tiny speaker. “Go on,
Wanda. We’re all waiting.”

The middle-aged woman stood in front of
Katherine’s chair, arms still covering her body. But because the
chair faced the sofa, meaning Wanda stood with her back to the
group, the other girls could plainly see the woman’s curvy white
ass. Katherine sat still as a statue, her eyes in her own lap.

“That’s not dancing, Wanda, that’s standing,”
Greta prodded. With a sigh, Wanda lowered her arms to her sides and
started swaying her hips. “Oh please, that’s pathetic,” Greta
remarked. “You wouldn’t earn a single dollar if you danced like
that in a club. Come on, shake those big tits and move that ass.
That’s better. But put some feeling into it. You’re about as sexy
as a week-old copy of the Wall Street Journal.”

Wanda’s face was a grim mask, but she obeyed
Greta’s commands and moved her whole body, shaking her hips and
twisting from side to side so that her big tits jiggled. Because
those tits were only a few inches from Katherine’s face, the girl
couldn’t help sneaking a peek at them every few seconds. Compared
to her own flat chest, Wanda’s tits were enormous. And even though
they were big and saggy, plenty of men would be happy to get their
hands on them.

“Now turn around,” Greta ordered. “Show her
your ass. Yes, that’s it.”

Now Wanda’s ass was only inches from
Katherine’s face, and the rest of the girls could see those big
tits jiggling as the middle-aged woman danced. Wanda stared at the
ceiling the whole time, her lips clamped tightly together.

“Rub your ass in her lap,” Greta said. “Come
on, give her a good show.”

Wanda did as she was told, squatting down and
awkwardly rubbing her ass against the tops of Katherine’s thighs.
The younger girl grimaced and turned her head until Wanda finally
straightened up again. “Oh, gross!” Katherine cried, touching her
pants with a fingertip. “She…she dripped on me!”

“Oh, my!” Greta squealed. “Are you
excited, Wanda? A bit wet between the thighs, are we?”

“I can’t help it,” the other woman muttered,
still swaying. “It’s a reflex, that’s all.”

Katherine rubbed a palm against her pants and
continued to scowl until the song ended.

“Is that it?” Wanda asked Greta, dropping her
hands to her sides. Her cheeks were bright red with
embarrassment.

“Yes, darling. And bravo on your performance,
by the way.”

“Whatever,” Wanda mumbled, squatting down to
scoop her clothes off the floor, but Greta said, “No, Wanda, that’s
not how we do things. Once your clothes come off, they stay off
until the game is over.”

“Seriously? I have to sit here butt-naked
until this fucking thing is done? But we just started!”

“Trust me, darling, you won’t be alone for
long. Now please sit down so Debbie can spin.”

The blonde spun a three, so her co-player was
Nina.

“Now then, Debbie,” Greta began, reading from
the next pink card, “Would you rather spread your legs and show us
your pussy, or make Nina bend over, spread her cheeks, and
show us her asshole?”

“Gross!” Katherine exclaimed.

“You are sick,” Nina muttered, arms
still crossed over her chest.

“Please control your outbursts so Debbie can
answer,” Greta told them. The blonde was biting her manicured
nails, her face stitched with worry. She glanced at Nina, looked
down in her own lap, then glanced at Nina again. “I’ll do it,” she
finally murmured.

Nina’s eyes opened wide. “Deb…”

“It’s okay. I don’t…I mean, it’s not a big
deal.”

“I can tell from the look on your face that
it is a big deal.”

Debbie tried to laugh, but the sound came out
ugly. “Hey, it’s my wedding we’re trying to get to, right? Don’t
worry about it.”

“Please remove your pants and panties, dear,”
Greta said. Debbie stood and did as she was told, although the
process took far longer than it had when Wanda undressed. Debbie’s
hands trembled like mad when she pushed her jeans to her ankles and
stepped out of them, then she gripped her white panties so tight
she nearly ripped the fabric as she lowered them as well. Afterward
she stood there naked from the waist down, her red sweater too
short to cover either her ass or the neatly-trimmed blonde bush
between her legs. “Use the same chair Katherine was in,” Greta
said. “That way we can all enjoy the show.” Debbie walked over and
sat down, her knees pressed together, but Greta waved a finger in
the air. “Spread those legs, dear. Let’s get those lovely pink
parts out in the open where they belong.”

With tears in her eyes, Debbie slowly spread
her knees apart. Now her pussy was pointed straight at Greta and
the other girls, who had a clear view of the pink lips surrounded
by curly blonde hair. Greta ordered the girl to spread them wider,
and soon Debbie’s legs were stretched so far apart that a gap
opened in her pussy. The blonde bit her lip and trembled as Greta
stared admiringly, and the other girls couldn’t help looking
either. Nina and Katherine had seen glimpses of Debbie’s naked body
when they were all changing clothes, but neither of them had ever
seen another girl’s vagina this exposed before. It was both awful
and fascinating, like trying not to laugh when a friend spilled a
full plate of food all over their clothes. And now that Wanda
wasn’t the only one with skin exposed, she was happy to stare at
another girl’s private parts as well.

“Ooh, are you wet, sweetheart?” the
middle-aged woman asked. “Guess I’m not the only one who got a
little excited.”

“I am not wet,” Debbie insisted, then
she turned to Greta. “How long do I have to stay like this?”

Greta was humming under her breath as she
admired the view of the poor girl’s pussy. When nearly a full
minute had passed, she said, “All right, dear, that’s enough.”
Debbie shot out of the chair and stomped back to the couch, pausing
to reach for her jeans, but then she remembered the rules of the
game and plopped her bare ass down on the sofa, cheeks burning.

Now it was Nina’s turn, and the girl whooped
with delight when she spun a one, meaning Katherine would be her
co-player. “Here is your question, Nina,” said Greta. “Would you
rather stand outside in your underwear for a full minute, or have
Katherine stand outside nude for a full minute?”

“That’s ridiculous!” Katherine snapped
as she started to rise.

“Don’t even think about leaving,” Greta
warned. “Victor won’t let you get one inch past that door.” The
girl sat back down, scowling. “Besides,” Greta continued, “we
haven’t heard Nina’s answer yet.”

“Oh, it’s you all right,” Nina said with a
smirk, leaning forward so she could see Katherine, who was slumped
down on the other side of Debbie like she was trying to melt into
the sofa cushions.

“I can’t believe we agreed to this,”
Katherine hissed, staring at nothing.

Debbie put a hand on her friend’s arm. “Look,
I know this sucks, but…I mean, we’re all gonna sit here naked for a
while and feel pretty stupid about it, but once we get out of here,
nobody will ever talk about it again. Okay? Katherine, did you hear
me?”

“That’s easy for you to say. You just had to
take off your pants in front of four other women. I’m about to go
outside where everybody at the damn resort can see me!”

Debbie turned to Greta. “Does she…where does
she have to stand?”

“Next to the hot tub seems like the perfect
spot. Now let’s get moving, shall we, Katherine?”

The brunette kicked off her boots then
fumbled with her blouse, her movements so quick and angry that she
nearly tore one of the buttons off. She shrugged out of the blouse
then yanked off her pale blue bra, revealing small cone-shaped
tits. Next came her black slacks, followed by her panties. When she
was done she stood with her arms at her sides, hands clenched into
fists, a look of pure anger on her face. Greta ran her eyes from
the girl’s small, firm tits to her flat stomach, then down to the
narrow strip of brown hair between her legs, which were slim and
toned. But Katherine’s ass was so thin and flat it was nearly
nonexistent, a fact Nina couldn’t ignore.

“Not much cushion for the pushin’ back there,
Kathy,” she said with a chuckle.

“Shut up, bitch,” Katherine retorted.

“Ooh, nasty. But let’s see how tough you talk
after all that white skin turns blue.”

Greta rose and opened the sliding glass door,
letting in a gust of frigid air. “Come now, Katherine. The others
don’t need to freeze as well.” Katherine walked slowly to the open
door, arms wrapped around her chest. Twenty feet away, across the
frozen patio, the hot tub sat gurgling. It was empty, and steam
poured out of it into the cold air. Snow still fell in wet, heavy
flakes. At least the bad weather is keeping everybody
inside, Katherine thought.

“Out you go,” Greta said, slapping Katherine
playfully on her bare ass. The brunette stumbled outside, goose
bumps springing up instantly on her naked flesh. She walked on
stiff legs toward the hot tub then stopped, snowflakes stinging her
skin as she looked frantically around. There were plenty of people
inside the hotel bar thirty feet away, although none of them were
looking out the windows at the moment. But a dozen other ground
floor units overlooked this same area, so if other guests happened
to be looking out their own sliding glass doors, they would see the
nude girl standing there immediately. Katherine shivered and rubbed
her palms over her skin, trying desperately to stay warm. Her
nipples were hard as rocks and the soles of her bare feet prickled
with pain from standing on the icy concrete.

Come on, come on, she thought.
Hasn’t it been a minute already? She turned and looked at
Greta’s unit, where the woman stood guarding the sliding door.
Greta shook her head slowly and smiled. Time wasn’t up yet.
Katherine locked her knees together and hugged herself even
tighter. Every time a wet snowflake hit her bare skin, she jumped.
A thin layer of snow had coated her long hair as well, making it
cold and damp. She rubbed her arms furiously, teeth chattering,
then she jumped as she heard a door sliding open.

“Time’s up, dear,” Greta called.

Katherine dashed back inside, careful not to
slip on the icy concrete. The other girls stared at her as she
rushed into the room with damp hair hanging in her face, her pale
skin crawling with goose bumps.

“P-p-please let me get dressed again,” she
begged. “I’m freezing.”

Greta shook her head. “You know the rules.
Once the clothes come off, they stay off. But feel free to warm
yourself by the fire.”

Katherine did, standing so close to the big
stone fireplace that her pale skin glowed orange. She rubbed her
body and turned in slow circles until her skin was dry again and
the warmth had returned to her hands and feet. Her damp hair was
still a mess, though, hanging limply on her bare shoulders. Greta
and the other girls waited patiently for Katherine to sit down
again, then Greta motioned for Wanda to spin the wheel. Nina rolled
her eyes when the arrow landed on three, making her the
co-player.

Greta read the next pink card and grinned.
“This next challenge is a very useful one. We need some ice, so I
would like someone to fetch a bucketful from the machine at the end
of the hallway. Wanda, would you like to walk to the ice machine
naked, or would you rather have Nina crawl to the ice
machine naked?”

Wanda glanced at Nina. “Guess it’s your turn
to show off the goods, sweetheart.”

“Fucking great,” Nina muttered.

“Please undress now, dear,” Greta said.

“It’s all the way at the end of the hall!”
Nina complained. “What if someone sees me?”

Greta chuckled. “Then I imagine they’ll get
quite a thrill.”

“And what if…I mean, what if somebody calls
the manager and says, hey, there’s a naked chick crawling around
the hallway!”

“Darling, the hotel manager has been
accepting large tips from me since the day I arrived. He knows who
I am and what I do, and he’s quite content to allow me
certain…privileges.”

Nina looked around to find the other women
staring at her.

“Stop whining,” Katherine said. “You got to
keep your clothes on longer than the rest of us.”

Huffing, Nina took off her boots then
unfastened her jeans, pulling them off while she was still sitting
down. Leafy green vines were tattooed around one ankle, and a
colorful snake wrapped its way around the other one. Then the girl
pulled off her sweatshirt, leaving her clad only in a black bra and
panties. One shoulder was tattooed with multi-colored flowers and
skulls, the design going all the way down to her elbow. Her skin
was as white as milk, making the colorful tattoos seem even more
vibrant.

Nina reached for her bra clasp then paused.
Debbie and Katherine were surprised to see tears in the other
girl’s eyes. “This really sucks,” Nina murmured.

Debbie put a hand on her friend’s bare arm.
“I’m sorry.”

Nina shrugged the hand away then tugged off
her bra, revealing a set of big tits topped with large pink
nipples, one of which was pierced with a silver bar. Then she
lifted her ass a few inches and slid her panties down her legs.
Nina crossed one arm over her tits then clapped the other hand over
her pussy, which was shaved totally bare.

“Let’s get moving, dear,” Greta prompted,
holding out an empty ice bucket. Sighing, Nina stood up and took it
from her. “And how the hell am I supposed to carry this while I’m
crawling?”

“Very carefully, I would imagine.”

Shoulders slumped, Nina walked slowly to the
front door. At the small of her back, above her pale, curvy ass,
was a tattoo of pink barbed wire wrapped into the shape of a
butterfly. Greta tapped a few keys on her cell phone and moments
later Victor opened the door, smiling broadly when he saw Nina
standing there naked. The girl swallowed hard, covering herself
awkwardly as she peeked outside. At the moment, the hallway was
empty.

“On your hands and knees, dear,” Greta said.
“The ice machine is down at the end, on the left. I need at least
half a bucket, so try not to spill too much on the way back.”

Nina sank down on all fours, the ice bucket
still gripped in one hand. Her big tits hung toward the ground and
her bare ass was aimed straight at the other women, who had all
turned around to watch the show. Debbie bit her lip nervously, but
Greta, Wanda, and Katherine all looked amused.

“Now off you go!” Greta commanded, and Nina
began a fast crawl down the carpeted hallway, the plastic ice
bucket clunking whenever it stuck the ground. At Greta’s order,
Victor left the door to the suite open so the other ladies could
watch Nina’s clumsy progress. After she had gone a few yards, Nina
clutched the ice bucket to her chest and crawled with only one arm
instead, her tits and ass jiggling like crazy as she made her way
awkwardly down the hallway. She whipped her head right and left the
whole time, watching for any sudden movement, but there was no one
in sight. She made it all the way down the hallway without being
seen, then slid the ice maker door open and thrust the empty bucket
inside, scooping up a full bucket of cubes all at once. Then she
began the long crawl back, with the ice bucket clutched to her
chest once again. But the full load made the trip even more
awkward, and stray ice cubes fell out of the bucket as Nina hobbled
along on one arm, her big tits jiggling the whole time.

When she was halfway down the hall, one of
the guest room doors opened and a man in his thirties walked out.
Nina had just passed his door, and the man’s mouth dropped as he
looked down and saw her pale, shapely ass right in front of him.
The girl looked over her shoulder, gasped, then started crawling
even faster. Her tits and ass jiggled harder than ever as she
hurried back toward Greta’s room while the man stared at her,
shaking his head and grinning.

“Looks like someone’s had too much to drink,”
the man called out to Victor, who still stood at the door. The
chauffer nodded and smiled, stepping aside as Nina brushed past
him. Once she had crossed the threshold, the girl stood up and
stomped over to Greta, her tits shaking as she thrust the ice
bucket toward the older woman. Greta accepted it and peered inside.
“Still half full. Nice work, dear.”

“That was awful,” Nina huffed,
plopping down on the couch again. Both of her knees were a livid
pink, and her chest was damp from where the ice had splattered
her.

“Oh, darling,” Greta replied with a chuckle.
“That was only the first round. Just imagine how upset you’ll be a
few minutes from now.”

 


* * *

 


The new stack of pink cards had a red line
along the edge, and Greta explained that the challenges in round
two would be even more intense. “I call this the wake-up round, and
you’re about to see why. Plus, this frozen landscape has inspired
me to create new challenges that I’ve never tried before. I hope
you’re as excited as I am!”

“Not hardly,” Wanda murmured, and the rest of
the girls nodded along.

Katherine spun first again, and this time her
co-player was Debbie. Greta smiled as she read the card silently.
“Perfect! Nina, we’ll be using the ice you fetched right away,
before it melts! Now then, Katherine; would you rather hold ice on
one of your nipples for thirty seconds, or have Debbie hold ice on
both nipples for thirty seconds?”

Debbie cringed, but Katherine’s face was
blank. “I already stood outside in the cold. It’s your turn,
Deb.”

The blonde started to object, but knew she
didn’t have a leg to stand on. She pulled her red sweater over her
head then removed her white bra, revealing a firm pair of
apple-sized tits. Now all four women were totally naked, a fact
that brought unbridled joy to Greta’s face as she offered Debbie
the ice bucket. “Take four or five cubes in each hand,” she
instructed. “That way you’ll have maximum coverage.” The woman
glanced at her wristwatch then said, “All right, dear…begin!”

Debbie cupped both hands over her tits,
dropping one or two cubes in the process, but she still had so much
ice in her hands that her nipples were instantly frozen. The girl’s
eyes opened wide and she gritted her teeth. Cold water leaked out
between her fingers, dribbling down her stomach. A few seconds
later, her knees began to tremble and a high-pitched moan slipped
from her lips. Then Debbie started bouncing up and down on the sofa
like she had to pee, mouth open, her wide eyes staring at nothing,
until Greta finally announced, “Time’s up!”

The blonde flung the ice across the room and
rubbed her stinging tits, the pink nipples as hard and cold as the
ice cubes themselves. Then she dropped her chin to her chest and
started puffing, trying to blow warm air onto the tender flesh. “Oh
my god, oh my god…” she mumbled, finally wrapping her arms around
her chest and leaning forward as if taking the crash position on an
airplane.

“Aw, come on, “Wanda chided. “You’re being a
little melodramatic, don’t you think?”

Debbie shot the other woman a wounded look
but she did straighten up, rubbing her cold tits one last time
before she dropped her hands to her naked lap again.

“It’s your turn now, dear,” Greta said,
adding, “if you have the strength to flick the spinner, that
is.”

Debbie spun a four, so her co-player was
Wanda.

Greta read the next card in the stack then
cried, “Excellent! I love to show off the products from my
catalogue.” She stood and opened the sliding glass door, grabbing
an object which was leaning against the wall of the patio. After
she closed the door and came back to the sofa, the girls saw that
she was holding a foot-long wooden rod with half a dozen long
leather tassels dangling from the end. “This is one of our simpler
devices,” she explained. “The design is hundreds of years old,
actually. Simple yet effective.” She swung the whip down, the
tassels making a sharp crack! as they struck the arm of the
sofa. “But I’ve found that leaving the device out in the cold
before it’s used adds a little extra bite…frost bite, you
might say.” Greta chuckled then turned to Debbie. “So, my dear,
would you like to receive three lashes with this, or would you
rather have Wanda receive ten lashes?”

“Holy shit,” Wanda mumbled, rubbing her
forehead.

Debbie shot a nervous glance at the older
woman, then said, “I want her to do it.”

“Just what I figured,” Wanda said from behind
her hand.

“Please stand up, Wanda,” Greta said.

The woman slid her hand from her face then
turned and looked at the front door to the suite.

“Are you pondering an escape?” Greta asked.
“Because I’d love to see you wrestling with Victor out there in the
hallway. The other guests would probably get a thrill from it as
well.”

“What if I just say no?” Wanda asked. “What
if I keep my fat ass right here on this sofa and refuse to get
up?”

Greta sighed. “Then I would call the hotel
manager, who would then call the police. Hotel security would
detain you until they arrived, and then you would be arrested. But
if you think spending several years in jail is better than taking a
few lashes on the ass, then by all means, remain seated.”

The other woman mumbled under her breath then
stood up. “What am I supposed to do?”

Greta pointed at the chair facing the sofa.
“Bend over and put your hands on the seat.”

Wanda’s cheeks went a deep red. She couldn’t
believe she was doing this in front of three girls young enough to
be her daughter. With a sigh, she went to the chair and bent over
it, placing her palms flat on the cushion. Her big, saggy tits hung
down from her body and her big ass was now aimed straight at the
girls. A few stray brown hairs peeked out from the juncture of her
thighs.

Greta studied the other women. “Nina, I
believe you should do the honors. After all, it was Wanda who sent
you crawling down that hallway in the nude.”

Nina shot up off the couch. “Sure, I don’t
mind.” The nude girl took the whip from Greta’s hand then stood
behind Wanda. Both women had big tits and curvy asses, but
otherwise their bodies couldn’t be more different. Wanda had a deep
tan except for her bikini lines, while Nina’s body was white as
snow. Wanda had no tattoos while Nina was covered with them.
Wanda’s bleached hair was so blonde it was nearly white, while
Nina’s was as black as the night sky.

 

“So…what do I do?” Nina asked.

“It’s not rocket science, dear,” Greta
answered. “A flick of the wrist is all it takes. Just aim for that
big white ass, and let the whip do all the work.”

Nina spread her legs, planted her feet, then
swung the whip down. The cold leather tassels made a smacking sound
as they lashed across Wanda’s ass, and the older woman cried out as
her whole body shook. Without hesitation, Nina flicked the whip
again and again. Red lines quickly sprang up on the white skin on
Wanda’s ass, and the woman’s big tits jiggled every time Nina
brought the whip down. After the tenth stroke, Nina handed the
device back to Greta and grinned. “Wow. That felt kind of
good.”

“I’m sure it did,” Greta agreed. “Although
Wanda here might offer an opposing viewpoint.”

The older woman was still hunched over the
chair, her body trembling. Her pale white ass was now striped with
long red marks. She finally straightened up and turned around, then
wiped the tears roughly from her face. “Fuck all y’all,” she
muttered, then she glared at Nina, who was back on the sofa. “And
just you wait, missy. When that spinner lands on your number, I’m
gonna laugh my ass off.”

“You mean that flabby ass?” Nina
asked, pointing. “The one that’s stinging like a bitch right
now?”

“You little cunt! I ought to—”

“You ought to take your seat so the game can
continue,” Greta warned.

Wanda glared at Nina for a few more seconds,
then went back to the couch. She grimaced when her burning ass
first touched the cushions, then finally turned sideways until her
hip was resting on the sofa instead.

“If this little pissing contest is over,
Nina, you may go ahead and spin,” Greta said.

Nina did, and got a one. Her co-player was
Katherine.

“Oh, my,” Greta said, reading the card. “I
was hoping for a chance to try this trick.” She went to the sliding
door again and fetched another item from the patio, this time
returning with a small plastic tray. “My catalogue is filled with
the most modern and sophisticated sex toys on the planet,” she
began, “but sometimes it’s fun to play around with simple items,
too. And as I said before, the frozen landscape here put all sorts
of wicked new ideas in my head.” She tilted the tray towards the
women; inside was an icicle about as long as a carrot, but rounded
on the end like a cigar.

“What in the world is that?” Katherine
asked, fear already creeping onto her face.

Greta said, “That is what you get when you
fill a very sturdy condom with water and then leave it outside to
freeze. Once I peeled the condom off, I was left with this…an ice
cock!”

“Oh my god,” Katherine moaned.

“This is your challenge, Nina,” Greta
continued. “Would you rather take this up your pussy for thirty
seconds, or have Katherine take it up her ass for thirty
seconds?”

“I always said you were a tight ass,” Nina
told Katherine, laughing. “Maybe this’ll loosen you up!”

“You bitch,” Katherine spat.

“Well, you don’t think I’m putting
that thing up my cunt, do you?”

“So you choose Katherine to take the
challenge?” Greta asked.

“Absolutely.”

“On your hands and knees, please,” Greta
instructed.

“This is out of control,” Katherine told
Debbie. “We did not agree to do shit this like!”

“Please, Kathy…I know it’s awful, but…I mean,
I had to put ice on myself, too…”

“You didn’t have to stick it up your
ass!” the other girl wailed. “Do you know how gross that
is?”

“Actually, I’ll be doing the sticking,” Greta
corrected. “You girls seem very emotional right now, and in cases
like this it’s better to have a steady hand at the helm.”

“We’re almost done with the second round,”
Debbie said. “After this, there’s only one round left. Let’s just
get this over with so we can get out of here.”

“So you can get to your stupid wedding, you
mean.”

“Kathy, please!”

Greta said, “I hate to rush you, dear, but
the warm air in this room is detrimental to my little toy
here.”

Katherine spun to face her, her mouth a grim
slit. “Do you think I care about—”

“Get down,” Greta interrupted, her
voice cracking like a whip. “Now.”

The girl sat perfectly still for a moment,
then she slid off the couch and lowered herself to the floor. On
her hands and knees, Katherine’s nude body looked thinner and more
fragile than ever. But her face was a stone mask, defiant, like a
queen who had been captured and tormented by her subjects, but she
wouldn’t dream of letting the common people see her squirm.

Greta knelt beside her and scooped the
phallic icicle out of the tray. It was already slick with melting
water, some of which dripped down Greta’s wrist as she took her
position.

“Please be careful with that,” Katherine
muttered. “I don’t…ahhhhh!”

The girl wailed once as Greta pushed the tip
of the cold, slick object into her rectum, then she fell silent.
The thing was so slippery that Greta had no problem burying half of
it in Katherine’s ass on the first push, then she tapped the end
with the palm of her hand until only the last two inches protruded
outside. Katherine’s eyes were wide as saucers, her mouth stretched
open in a silent scream. The thing was so cold that it burned, her
asshole stinging so badly she could barely think.

“T-take it out,” she managed to say, her
teeth chattering.

“Twenty seconds left,” Greta informed
her.

“P-p-please…I can’t…”

“Of course you can. Just be patient.”

It felt like a frozen steel rod had been
crammed up Katherine’s ass. The cold should have numbed her, but
the stinging sensation was so bad that she could feel it all
through her body now.

“P-p-please.”

“Only ten seconds left. Be a big girl,
darling.”

Katherine’s arms and legs were shaking badly
now—so bad she nearly collapsed face-first on the carpet—but then
Greta suddenly yanked the icicle out of her ass and the freezing
sensation slowly ebbed away. Katherine moaned as she rubbed her
sore ass, which was cold and damp now.

“Excellent!” Greta exclaimed, placing the
icicle back in its plastic tray then grabbing a blanket from the
arm of the sofa to dry her hands on. “I’d say my little experiment
was a success, don’t you agree?”

Katherine pulled herself back onto the sofa,
wincing as she sat down again.

“I’m really—” Debbie began.

“Shut up,” Katherine interrupted. “I don’t
feel like talking.”

Nina nudged Debbie and said, “Fist she
had a cold asshole, now she is a cold asshole.”

“You too,” Katherine hissed. “Once this is
over…”

“Please control yourselves so we can finish
the second round,” Greta said. “Wanda, it’s your turn to spin.”

Wanda cackled when the spinner landed on
three. “You’re gonna regret that whipping you gave me,” she told
Nina. The younger girl just sighed and looked away.

Greta scanned the next pink card in the
stack. “How lovely. Since this is the last challenge to utilize our
winter landscape, it’s fitting that this card came up.” She pointed
outside, toward the hot tub area. “Ladies, do you see that nice,
fluffy snowbank at the edge of the patio? Victor tested it with a
stick earlier today, and it’s nearly four feet of nothing but soft
snow. So Wanda, your challenge is this; would you rather lie down
naked in that snowbank for a full minute, or would you rather have
Nina jump in the hot tub and then lie down in the snowbank
for a minute?”

“You don’t even have to ask, sweetheart,”
Wanda answered with a laugh. “This little tattooed bimbo’s about to
go for a swim.”

“At least the hot tub is…well, hot,” Debbie
murmured to her friend. “That should help keep you warm,
right?”

Greta said, “Actually, I asked Victor to shut
off its heat before we started our game. By now, that water is
probably lukewarm at best.”

Nina bit her lip as she stared outside. “But
if I’m wet when I lay down in that snow…oh my god, I’m gonna freeze
solid.”

“You can always think warm, toasty thoughts,”
Greta offered with a smile.

“Like I told Katherine,” Debbie continued,
“Let’s just get this over with so we can get out of here!”

“Easy for you to say,” Nina mumbled as she
stood up. She walked to the sliding door and peered out, arms
crossed over her chest. “There’s a bunch of guys outside!” she
blurted. “Look, over there by the bar!”

Greta came over for a look. Three men in
winter coats had stepped outside the bar to smoke, laughing and
talking as they stood beneath an awning that protected them from
the snowfall. They were only thirty feet away from the hot tub
area, and no walls or trees blocked their view of it.

“We have to wait until they go inside,” Nina
begged.

“On the contrary,” Greta said. “Having an
audience makes this challenge much more fun!”

“Please don’t make me—”

“This is what you’ll do,” Greta interrupted.
“Go to the hot tub and jump in, all the way up to your neck. Then
get out and lay on that snow bank as if it were a big, comfy bed.
Stay there until I signal you to come in again. If you don’t follow
these instructions exactly, I won’t open the door for you at all
and you can run around naked until some other kind soul lets you
inside. Do you understand?”

Nina stuttered and stammered as Greta slid
the door open, but before she had the chance to reply, the older
woman shoved her outside. Nina nearly slipped and fell on the icy
concrete, her big tits jiggling as she stumbled forward, but she
caught herself at the last minute. Snow poured down on her naked
body as she crouched with her arms across her chest, doing her best
to hide from the men outside the bar. Greta’s patio was in the
shadows, but the hot tub area was ringed with tall lamps. She would
be lit up like a performer on a stage the minute she got close to
it. But the longer she stood there stalling, the colder she got.
She had to get it over with, one way or another.

Arms still over her chest, Nina fast-walked
to the hot tub and stepped in. She winced as her legs sank up to
her knees; just like Greta said, the water was barely lukewarm by
now. Nina took another step and fell forward, the bottom of the hot
tub much deeper than she expected. Her head went under and she came
up sputtering, wet hair hanging in her eyes. When she climbed out
of the hot tub, the cold air hit her wet body like an arctic blast.
Shivering, she dashed to the snow bank and collapsed backward into
it, gasping as her wet skin made contact with the snow. It was so
deep that it nearly covered her entirely, like a white fluffy
blanket. Needles of pain jabbed her from her ankles to her
shoulders, and her entire back and ass felt like they were burning
with cold.

Nina turned her head and glanced at the
sliding door. Greta stood there with her arm raised, eyes flicking
back and forth between her wristwatch and Nina. The girl’s teeth
chattered madly. She could feel the hot tub water freezing on her,
like a cold, hard layer of extra skin. Ripples of pain washed over
her body, a mad sensation unlike anything she’d ever felt. Her
finger and toes were numb, her nipples frozen, and even her
pussy—sunk deep in the snow—felt cold and clammy.

The girl was too cold to think, almost too
cold to breathe. All she could do was sit and shiver, thin puffs of
steam escaping her lips. Her wet hair was already turning hard and
brittle, tiny icicles forming in it. Snow poured down from the sky,
coating her face and her tits. Nina could hear her teeth
chattering, a sound like tiny drumsticks on a plastic table.

Then, mercifully, Greta nodded at the girl
and motioned for her to come back. Nina’s arms and legs were so
frozen she could barely pull herself upright again, and she had to
shake the wet snow off her body before she took the first step. As
she did, she heard laughter from the direction of the bar. Shit!
The three men had finally noticed her!

“Hey, baby, did you forget something?” one of
them called out. “Like maybe your bathing suit?”

“Give me five minutes to finish my beer and
my cigarette and I’ll meet you in the hot tub!” another one
yelled.

Despite the freezing cold, Nina felt heat
rushing to her cheeks as she staggered toward Greta’s room, arms
crossed over her chest. Her legs felt like blocks of wood, and her
curvy ass prickled with pins and needles from sitting in the snow.
The men laughed as she made her way back inside, clumps of snow
falling from her naked body. As Greta closed the sliding door, Nina
rushed to the roaring fireplace and sat on the stone hearth,
leaning so close to the fire that the flames were only inches from
her skin. Debbie tried to ask if she was okay, but Nina just shook
her head and refused to speak until she had finally stopped
shivering.

“Use this,” Greta said, handing the girl a
towel. “I’d prefer that you didn’t drip all over my nice sofa.”

Nina rubbed the towel roughly over her skin
and her hair, then she finally rose on shaky legs and took her spot
on the sofa again.

Debbie said, “Are you—”

“I’ll tell you one thing,” Nina interrupted.
“This goddamn wedding of yours better be the most beautiful one in
the history of the world.”

Debbie hung her head and stared at the
carpet.

“Congratulations, ladies,” Greta said.
“You’ve made it through round two. That means there’s only one
round left to play.” She picked up a new stack of pink cards, which
had a thick black stripe along one edge. “But I’ll warn you, the
final round is the most intense one of all.”

“You don’t think what we already did was
intense?” Wanda asked with a little snort.

“In a way…but while round two focused on
pain, round three focuses on pleasure.” Greta smiled and crossed
her legs, rubbing her knee with one slim, manicured hand. “But
whether that pleasure belongs to you or to me remains to be
seen.”

 


* * *

 


Greta refilled everyone’s glasses and said,
“I recommend you girls have another drink first. It helps to go
into this round with a relaxed attitude.”

They all took a healthy sip—Nina and Wanda
actually drained their glasses—but none of the women looked the
least bit relaxed as the final round began.

Again, Katherine was the first to spin. The
arrow landed on four, making Wanda her co-player.

Greta scanned the first card in the new stack
then said, “Lovely. Another chance to show off my wares.” She
fetched a black duffle bag from behind the sofa, unzipped it, and
pulled out two strange-looking devices.

“What the hell are those?” Katherine
muttered. “Some kind of dildo?”

“Did you grow up in a convent or something?”
Nina asked. “It’s called a strap-on. Dykes wear them when they do
each other.”

“You sound like an expert,” Katherine shot
back.

“Better than being a fucking prude.”

“Ladies, please,” Greta said. She held up the
first device, which was seven inches long and made of smooth pink
rubber with a series of black straps dangling from it. “Now, then.
We call this one the Smooth Operator. It’s a fairly basic model,
designed to replicate your average, run-of-the-mill cock.” Then she
raised the second device, which made Katherine and Debbie gasp. It
was longer, fatter, and covered with various bumps of different
sizes. The fact that it was made from green rubber made it look
even stranger. “And this one is called the Creature, for obvious
reasons,” Greta explained, holding the bizarre device by one of its
straps. “And it’s obviously from our more…advanced line.
Some customers love it while others are terrified of it.”

Wanda was already clenching her fists in
anxiety. “Enough with the stupid sales pitch. Will you just read
the damn card so we can get this over with?”

Greta gave the woman a frosty glare then
turned to Katherine. “All right, dear. Would you rather be fucked
by the Smooth Operator, or have Wanda be fucked by the
Creature?”

“Wanda,” Katherine muttered without
emotion.

The other woman groaned and rubbed her
forehead. “Of course.” She sighed, rolled her eyes, then motioned
at Katherine. “And who’s supposed to wear that thing? This skinny
little bimbo?”

“I was considering doing it myself,” Greta
answered with a wicked grin, “But perhaps Nina would like the
honor.”

Nina frowned. “Why do I have to do
it?”

“No one said you had to, dear. I thought you
might want to, considering the fact that it was Wanda here who sent
you crawling down that hallway and then made you freeze that sexy
ass off out there in the snow.”

“Yeah, but why—”

“Oh, please, Nina. You’re obviously the most
worldly of your friends. Surely you’ve learned by now that not
every fucking is a pleasant experience.”

Nina glanced at Wanda, then she turned to
Greta again. “Okay,” she said, reaching for the strap-on. She stood
up, examined the straps for a moment, then stepped into the leg
holes and fastened the belt around her waist. When she was done,
the shapely nude girl stood there with a nine-inch-long green cock
protruding from her groin.

“Bravo,” Greta said. “I was prepared to give
you instructions.”

“One of my college roommates was a dyke. This
isn’t the first time I’ve seen one of these.”

“Doesn’t look like the first time you’ve
worn one, either,” Katherine remarked.

“Maybe I tried one on, just for kicks. But
I’ve never used it before.”

“Hands and knees, Wanda,” Greta ordered. The
woman obeyed, her big tits dangling toward the floor and her big
white ass—still covered with red stripes—up in the air. She closed
her eyes, fingers digging into the carpet, as Nina walked up behind
her. “Just be careful with that thing,” Wanda warned, then she
opened her eyes again and looked at Greta. “For god’s sake, you
gonna give her some lube at least?”

“What’s wrong, dear? Aren’t you already wet
with anticipation?”

“You can’t—hey!” Wanda blurted. Nina was on
her knees behind her, rubbing the tip of the Creature against the
other woman’s pussy. “Go easy, okay? Don’t—ahh! Ahhhh!”

Nina was working the head of the dildo into
Wanda’s dry pussy, one inch at a time. The other woman grunted and
groaned, her teeth clenched in pain. Nina kept pushing. Three
inches, four inches. The dildo was halfway in now, Wanda’s body
grudgingly accepting it. Despite her pain and anger, Wanda’s pussy
finally grew a little slick. Nina pushed harder, burying one more
inch, then another, and soon the entire length of the Creature was
stuffed up Wanda’s cunt. The tops of Nina’s thighs were now pressed
against the other woman’s soft ass, and she could even feel Wanda’s
wiry pubic hair tickling her bare legs.

“Okay, you did it,” Wanda grunted, eyes still
shut. “Now take it out! It’s over!”

“Like hell it is,” Nina said, drawing her
hips back then slamming the full length of the Creature into Wanda
again. Wanda gasped and tried to crawl away, but Nina had both
hands on the other woman’s hips and she held her tightly as she
fucked her with hard, fast strokes, her thighs making a wet
slapping sound every time they struck Wanda’s ass. The older
woman’s tits were shaking like crazy, and tears had popped up in
the corners of her eyes.

“You like that?” Nina asked as she pounded
away. “Is it fun? Like the fun I had when I crawled down
that hallway, or when I froze my ass off out in the snow?”

Slap, slap, slap, Wanda’s ass jiggling
as the younger girl fucked her, Wanda’s pussy now wet enough to let
the Creature slide in and out fairly easily. But despite her body’s
betrayal, the woman wasn’t enjoying the experience at all. Her
pussy felt like it was on fire, and her sore ass stung every time
Nina slammed against it. Wanda’s arms were trembling, those big
tits still quivering like mad. Tears streamed down her cheeks, and
she finally collapsed onto her stomach. Nina kept pumping away,
though, lying on top of Wanda with her big tits pressed to the
other woman’s bare back, hips thrusting over and over.

“Stop,” Greta ordered, and Nina finally laid
still, her body pressed against Wanda’s, eyes and mouth open wide,
panting like she’d just run a race. Then she sat up quickly,
yanking the big dildo out of Wanda in one quick stroke. The older
woman cried out, then she curled into a ball as Nina stood and
removed the strap-on, tossing it onto the big coffee table.

“Well done,” Greta said, licking her lips. “I
must say, my dear, you performed like an old pro.”

“Beginner’s luck,” Nina mumbled, taking her
seat again.

Wanda had pulled herself upright by then, her
hair and makeup a mess. She couldn’t look any of the others in the
eye as she took her place on the sofa.

“Your turn, Debbie,” Greta said, and the girl
leaned forward to spin. The arrow landed on one for Katherine,
causing the slim brunette to suck in a quick, nervous breath.

“Here is your challenge, Debbie,” Greta
began. “Would you rather post a nude photo of yourself on Facebook,
or have Katherine post a pornographic photo of herself on
Facebook?”

“That’s not—we can’t do that!” Debbie
stammered. “It’s against the rules! They won’t let us!”

“They’ll certainly remove the offending image
once someone reports it,” Greta agreed, “but how long do you think
that will take? And how many of your friends and family members
will see it before that happens?”

Debbie turned to Katherine, then she looked
away again.

“You’re going to pick me, right?” the
brunette said in a monotone. Then she sighed and stood up, reaching
for her clothes. “You know what, I don’t care about missing the
stupid wedding. I am not doing this. No fucking way.”

“Drop those clothes and sit down,” Greta
commanded. “I’m tired of players thinking they can walk out on my
game whenever they like.”

“What are you going to do? Tell that big
idiot outside the door to tackle me? I’ll scream my head off, and
then you’ll see what happens!”

Greta yanked the clothes out of Katherine’s
hands and threw them across the room. “I don’t have the patience to
persuade you sweetly, Katherine, so let me be blunt. Do you see
that laptop on my desk? I have cameras all over this room, and I’ve
been recording this entire session. If you don’t sit back down and
cooperate, I’ll post that to Facebook, along with every
other social media site you’re subscribed to. And every time the
video is removed, I’ll post it again…over and over…maybe for weeks,
maybe for months. Would you like that instead?” When
Katherine didn’t respond, Greta pointed to the light fixture on the
ceiling above the coffee table. “That pouty look on your face is
priceless, dear. Why don’t you turn to the camera so we can capture
it for posterity?”

Katherine stared at the light fixture,
searching, then her face collapsed as she spied the tiny red dot
inside the glass housing. She took a long, deep breath then sat
down next to Debbie again.

“Katherine, it has to be you,” the blonde
said. “I’m getting married in two days, and everybody I know has
been looking at my Facebook page!”

“Just shut up, Debbie. Shut your fucking
mouth and leave me alone.”

“So you’ve made your choice, dear?” Greta
asked. “Let’s make it official, shall we?”

Debbie swallowed hard then nodded. “I choose
Katherine.”

“Excellent.” Greta picked up her phone and
dialed. “Hello, Dan, this is Greta Steele. Yes, I’m fine, thank
you. Could you please send Larry and Bill to my room? Wonderful,
thank you so much.” The woman hung up then said, “I’ve cultivated
quite a few helpers here at the resort. It’s truly amazing what
money can buy these days.”

Victor opened the door a minute later and two
middle-aged men dressed in maintenance uniforms walked inside.
Other than their matching blue coveralls, the men were as different
as night and day. The one named Larry was tall, blonde, and had the
fit physique of a skier or a jogger. Bill, on the other hand, was
short, plump, and dark-haired. Both men grinned when they saw the
four nude women sitting on the couch, although Debbie, Katherine,
and Nina were doing their best to cover their nakedness with their
arms. Wanda sat with her legs spread, arms at her sides, looking
tired and defeated. She didn’t move an inch as the men’s eyes
crawled over her nude body.

“Evening, Miss Steele,” Larry said. “Got a
game happening tonight?”

“Yes indeed. And Katherine here must now pose
for a pornographic photo, which I’ll then be posting to her
Facebook page.”

“Damn, that’s wicked,” Bill said with a
laugh. “So what do you want us to do?”

“First you’ll both need to strip,” Greta told
them. The men wasted no time, and soon they were both standing
naked before her. Bill’s cock was only average size but it was
already semi-erect, while Larry’s larger cock hung limply between
his thighs. Katherine glanced at both men then shuddered and turned
away.

Greta stroked her lip with a red fingernail
as she looked around the room. “Now let me see…how shall we
orchestrate this? I think…hmm…yes, that should work nicely.
Katherine, go to the chair and lie with your stomach across the
seat…no, keep your knees on the floor…okay, very good. Now let’s
prepare your costars.” Greta motioned for Larry and Bill, who moved
closer to her. Then she took a cock in each of her slim white hands
and began tugging, and in no time at all both men were stiff as
boards.

“Your hands are so soft and cool, Miss
Steele,” Bill gushed. “It’s a good thing you stopped, or I might’ve
shot my load too soon.”

“Flatterer,” Greta said, laughing. “Now go
stand behind Katherine, Bill. And Larry, you stand at her head.
Perfect. Now Bill, go ahead and place your cock in Katherine’s
pussy.”

“Wait a minute!” Katherine snapped. “Can’t he
just…I mean, he doesn’t have to put it in! If he just stands behind
me, it’ll look like he’s—”

“Silence,” Greta said. “This photo will be
authentic, my dear, in every respect. Anything less would be an
insult to the pornography business. Now go ahead, Bill.”

Katherine squirmed as the short, dumpy man
worked the head of his cock into her pussy. It was slow going at
first because the girl was dry as a bone, just like Wanda had been,
but after a minute of pushing and squirming the man finally managed
to bury his boner deep inside Katherine’s warm cunt. Now Bill had a
huge smile on his face, while Katherine was close to tears.

“Now Larry, put your cock in Katherine’s
mouth,” Greta said.

The girl cringed, but she knew there was no
way out of the situation. When Larry moved toward her, his cock
bobbing mere inches from her face, she grudgingly opened her mouth.
The tall man slid his cock inside, sighing as it rubbed across
Katherine’s smooth tongue. When he was halfway inside, Larry drew
his cock out an inch then began a series of slow thrusts.

Katherine jerked her head back, and Larry’s
spit-covered cock flopped out of her mouth. “Stop it! He can’t do
that! This is just a stupid picture! He can’t make me…” Then she
whipped her head around to stare at Bill over her shoulder. “And
he’s doing it too! Tell him to stop moving!”

“If I don’t, it’ll get soft and fall out!”
Bill complained.

“Same here,” Larry agreed.

“Katherine, be a good sport and stop
complaining,” Greta said. “Like the men said, if they don’t remain
hard, the photo loses its authenticity.”

“This is bullshit, such bullshit…” the girl
muttered, tears now streaming down her cheeks. She drew in a sharp
breath then turned to Larry and opened her mouth again, and the man
slid his cock back into place.

Greta picked up her phone and got down on one
knee in front of the group. “Very nice,” she said, studying the
camera’s controls. “Now I just need to adjust the focus…hmm, the
lighting isn’t quite right…but maybe I can adjust for that as
well…one moment…”

Katherine did her best to remain still while
Greta fiddled with the phone, but it was tough with Bill fucking
her in tiny thrusts from behind and Larry moving his cock in and
out of her mouth an inch at a time.

“All right, I think I’ve got it,” Greta
announced. “Ready, everyone? Okay…there! No, wait, wait, let me
review it. Hmm…it’s a tad out of focus. Let me take one more for
good measure.”

Bill was gripping Katherine’s slim hips now,
his fingers digging into her soft flesh, and Larry’s cock seemed to
have swollen to twice its size. Hurry up and get this over
with! the girl screamed in her mind.

Greta tapped her phone’s screen once more,
waited a beat, then smiled. “Lovely! I think that one’s a keeper.
All right, gentlemen, you may withdraw now.”

“I…I can’t…” Bill stammered. “I’m too
close!”

Katherine yanked her mouth off of Larry’s
cock and spun around again. “What the fuck are you doing! Get off
of me!” The girl scrambled forward, hands still on the seat of the
chair, and Bill’s cock popped out of her pussy just as he arched
his back and let loose with a blast of cum that splashed across the
girl’s ass and down the backs of her thighs. Meanwhile, Larry had
grabbed his own slick cock and was jerking it furiously. As
Katherine tumbled to the carpet, trying to escape from Bill’s
spurting cock, Larry let out a strangled cry and started pumping
cum onto her shoulder and into her long brown hair.

Katherine squealed and flung her hands in the
air, eyes closed, trying to avoid the blasts coming from both
sides, while Greta continued snapping pictures with a wicked grin
on her face. “Oh, these are lovely,” she cooed. “We could publish
an entire photo spread!”

Katherine had scurried away now, wiping
furiously at her hair as she cringed beside the sofa. “You
assholes!” she blurted. “What the hell is wrong with you?”

“Sorry,” Bill muttered sheepishly, his cock
finally going limp. “I mean, you get to a certain point and you
just can’t stop, you know?”

Katherine grabbed something purple from the
floor and started wiping her back and hair with it.

“Hey! That’s my sweater!” Wanda yelled,
yanking it out of the other woman’s hands.

Greta tossed over the towel Nina had used to
dry herself off, and Katherine scrubbed herself with that while
Bill and Larry put their coveralls back on. After accepting a
generous tip from Greta, the two men smiled at the women then left.
Katherine took her place on the sofa next to Debbie again, her hair
sticky and tangled.

“Log into your Facebook account,” Greta
ordered, handing the girl her phone.

Katherine snatched it and stabbed the screen
a few times, then tossed it back and buried her face in her hands.
Debbie put a hand on the other girl’s shoulder, but Katherine
flinched away from her.

“And there we are,” Greta exclaimed, then she
held the phone out for the others to see. The screen showed a photo
of Katherine with Bill fucking her from behind and Larry’s cock
shoved deep in her mouth. Both men were in ecstasy, while Katherine
was grimacing and looked miserable. Greta smiled at the screen one
more time then put her phone away. “I do hope plenty of your
friends get to enjoy it before those prudes take it down,” she
said. “Now then, let’s continue our game. We’re already halfway
through the last round!”

It was Nina’s turn, and she got a two when
she spun. Debbie was her co-player.

Greta grinned as she read the next card.
“Looks like I might need to call the maintenance department again.
Nina, here is your question. Would you rather deep throat a
six-inch cock, or have Debbie deep throat a ten-inch one?”

“Oh my god,” Debbie said, turning to her
friend. “Nina, I can’t—”

“You can’t what?” Nina shot back. “You
can’t suck a stranger’s cock because you’re getting married in two
days? Just like you can’t post a nude photo on Facebook for the
same reason? Well, I’ve got news for you, Deb; the reason we’re
doing all this is so you can make it to your stupid wedding on
time! And since all this bullshit is for your sake, you’re
gonna have to do some of the work!”

“But Nina, you’re my oldest friend!”

“That didn’t mean shit when you were picking
your maid of honor!” Nina sunk down into the couch, arms crossed
over her big tits. Then she told Greta, “I want Debbie to do
it.”

“I can’t believe you!” Debbie bawled, tears
streaming down her face.

Greta picked up her phone then thought for a
moment. “Actually, girls, the right man for the job is already
here.” She tapped a few keys on her phone and Victor stepped
inside, closing the door behind him. “We need your services,” Greta
explained. “Debbie here is about to see if she can swallow ten full
inches.”

Victor smiled as he walked over to the group.
“That’s about right, give or take a half-inch,” he said. “Where do
you want me?”

“Right over here, where everyone can see,”
Greta told him, motioning to the empty spot beside the chair. “Now
please drop your pants, Victor. Debbie, I’d like you on your knees
in front of him.”

The girl stood slowly then walked toward
Victor with baby steps, as if her legs had suddenly stopped
working. Her eyes sparkled and her cheeks were wet with tears as
she lowered herself in front of the chauffer, who had already
pushed his pants and boxer shorts down to his ankles. He was
tugging on his huge cock, which was already half erect as he stared
at the nude girl on her knees before him. Once he was fully hard,
he put his hands on his hips and waited.

Debbie glanced at the cock in front of her
face then quickly looked away again. It was much larger than her
fiancé’s…bigger than anyone she’d ever been with, in fact…and since
she didn’t enjoy oral sex to begin with, she had no idea how she
could go through with this.

“Down the hatch, dear,” Greta said. “We’re
all waiting.”

Shuddering, Debbie inched her head forward
and slowly opened her mouth. She couldn’t believe she was doing
this two days before her wedding! She cringed as her lips bumped
the head of Victor’s cock, then she parted them a little more and
took his cock head inside her mouth. It was warm and spongy, the
tip already salty with pre-cum. As she tasted that first bitter
drop of liquid on her tongue, Debbie yanked her head back and wiped
her mouth roughly.

Greta sighed. “Can we please skip all the
begging and pleading for once? If I hear one more person say I
just can’t do it! I’m going to lose my patience.”

Crying harder now, Debbie leaned forward and
opened her mouth again. This time Victor put a hand on the back of
her head as he jammed his cock into her mouth, holding the girl
still as he pushed it all the way inside. Debbie struggled to get
away, but Victor’s hand was like a vise on the back of her head.
She gagged and sputtered as half of Victor’s cock vanished into her
mouth, the head of it bumping the entrance to her throat.

“Keep going, Victor,” Greta commanded.
“Debbie’s challenge is to deep throat the entire package.”

Debbie gripped Victor’s thighs, her eyes shut
tight, tears streaming down her face. Victor kept pushing, his cock
inching its way down her throat now. The girl snorted air through
her nose, barely able to breathe. She clawed the man’s thighs
weakly, but he ignored her. Victor hadn’t gotten laid in several
days, and he could already feel a tingling sensation building up in
his balls. Debbie’s mouth was warm, her throat so tight, that he
didn’t know how much longer he could last. But he kept pushing,
slow but steady, until his large, hairy balls were pressed to
Debbie’s chin. The girl was still struggling weakly, soft
whimpering sounds escaping from her lips.

That extra motion of the girl’s mouth was all
it took. Victor groaned and gripped Debbie’s head with both hands
as a fountain of cum spurted out of his cock and down the poor
girl’s throat. She squealed and sputtered, fighting to pull away as
the thick, salty liquid coated her throat and tongue. The girl
finally wrenched her head out of Victor’s grip, coughing and
hacking. But Victor wasn’t finished, and a final blast of cum
splattered across Debbie’s cheek and nose as she knelt on the floor
gagging. The chauffer let out a long, deep sigh then bent to pull
up his pants. Debbie was still on the ground, trying to spit the
cum out of her throat. Threads of the white stuff dangled from her
lips and chin, which were sticky and shiny with it.

“Oh my god,” she muttered as Victor left the
room. “Th-that was awful. I think I’m gonna throw up.”

“Don’t you dare, or I’ll rub your face in
it,” Greta warned.

Debbie’s head shot up, eyes wide. Whimpering,
she wiped her mouth with her hand then crawled back to the sofa and
took her place between Nina and Katherine. Neither girl even looked
at the bride-to-be as she sat there with tears and cum on her
face.

“And now we’ve reached the final challenge,”
Greta declared. “Wanda, you have the honor of spinning for the last
time.”

The woman did, but the arrow landed on four,
her own number. Huffing, Wanda flicked the spinner again but it
landed on four a second time.

“Wait!” Greta said, flinging up a hand. “This
is quite a rare occurrence, and it might signal a change in the
rules!”

“What the hell does that mean?” Wanda
drawled.

“If a player spins their own number three
times in a row, the rules of that challenge are altered. I didn’t
bother to explain it in the beginning because it’s only happened
once or twice in the history of the game.”

“Well…is that good for me, or
bad for me?” Wanda asked.

“You’ll just have to wait and see. If I told
you now, you might try to manipulate the spinner unfairly.”

“Wonderful,” Wanda moaned. She flicked the
spinner again, watching intently as it came to rest on the number
four once again.

“How exciting!” Greta chirped, clapping her
hands. “And now I can tell you, Wanda, that this rare feat is a
good thing for you. It means you get to pick the person who
will be your co-player this round.”

Wanda stared at Nina first, still angry at
the other girl for treating her so roughly with the strap-on. But
then her eyes wandered to Debbie and she said, “You know what?
Since this little bimbo is the one who’s been pushing everybody
else to finish the game for her sake, I think she ought to step up
for the last challenge.”

“Are you crazy?” Debbie asked. “Didn’t
you see what I just did?”

“Everybody saw it. But before that, you had
it pretty easy. I think it’s time you caught up with the rest of
us.”

“I agree,” Katherine said in a monotone, and
Nina nodded her head too.

Debbie raised her hands then flopped them
back down in her naked lap, hopeless.

“Now then, “Greta said, reading from the next
black-striped card, “Wanda, would you rather lick another woman’s
pussy…or make Debbie lick another woman’s asshole?”

Wanda and Nina both chuckled while
Katherine’s stony face never changed. Debbie’s mouth opened as the
girl sobbed in silence.

“I think you already know the answer,” Wanda
said. “It’s Debbie.”

Smirking, Greta stood and reached for
Debbie’s hand. “Rise up, dear.”

Debbie took the offered hand, then she wiped
her face roughly with her other hand as she looked at each of the
women in turn. “You’re all bitches!” she spat. “I hate all of
you!”

“Oh, do calm down,” Greta said, leading the
girl to the spot on the carpet where she had just been kneeling.
“Down on the floor again, dear. No, on your back this time. Yes,
that’s it. Just lie down like you’re taking a nap.”

“You gonna call a maid or something?” Wanda
asked.

“No,” Greta answered, hooking her thumbs into
the waistband of her black leggings. “Watching you girls play has
gotten me quite hot and bothered. This is my chance to get some
relief before I bid you farewell.”

The other women watched open-mouthed as Greta
pushed her leggings down and stepped out of them, revealing long,
slim legs that were as pale as ivory. She wore nothing beneath the
leggings, her bald pussy and her firm ass now on full display.
Debbie stared up in horror as the older woman straddled her, then
Greta lowered herself down until her curvy ass was resting right on
top of Debbie’s mouth. When she looked down between her thighs, all
Greta saw was Debbie’s nose and a pair of frightened blue eyes.

“Since I’m guessing you’re inexperienced at
this, I’ll give you a few pointers,” Greta said, reaching back to
pull her ass cheeks further apart. “Don’t lick as if you’re eating
an ice cream cone. I want to feel your tongue up inside me. Come
on, dear, we don’t have all day. Yes, that’s it. Now push it
farther. Very nice.”

Debbie’s eyes were shut tight now, and she
had to fight to keep from gagging at the sour taste of the other
woman’s ass. Greta began moving her hips, sliding her rump back and
forth across Debbie’s chin. “Push it further inside,” she ordered.
“Use it like a cock. Fuck me with it. Oh yes, that’s it.”

Debbie had no idea what she was doing. All
she wanted was to get Greta off her face as soon as possible. Greta
kept grinding her hips, then she reached down between her legs and
started playing with her clit. Meanwhile, Wanda and Nina watched
the action with a mixture of horror and fascination while Katherine
stared at a corner of the room, shaking her head in disgust.

“Keep pushing,” Greta said, moving her hips
faster as she dug a finger into her pussy. Debbie could smell the
other woman’s musty cunt just inches from her nose, and the mixture
of that smell and the taste of Greta’s ass was making her sick to
her stomach. The older woman was really grinding hard against
Debbie’s face now, and the girl could barely breathe. After another
minute or two had passed, Debbie started seeing stars behind her
closed eyelids. I can’t do this anymore! Stop it, stop it, stop
it!

But just when Debbie thought she would pass
out, Greta let out a low, strangled cry and her entire body
shuddered. Terrified, Debbie kept her tongue thrust out while Greta
moaned and gasped above her, then she finally pulled it back in her
mouth as the older woman went quiet. “Oh, I feel so much better
now,” Greta breathed. “Nicely done, my dear.” She stood up, pulled
her leggings back on, then reached for her cell phone. Victor
stepped inside moments later.

“And that, my darlings, is the end of our
little game,” Greta announced. “Victor, please collect their
clothes.”

“What’s happening here?” Katherine asked as
the chauffer bent in front of the sofa, scooping up all the
sweaters, pants, and underwear. “The game is over. Why can’t we get
dressed?”

“I’ve had a few problems recently at the end
of my games,” Greta explained. “Some of the players have been a
little…disgruntled, shall we say. Now I prefer to remain in control
until everyone is safely on their way.” She handed Victor a large
duffle bag, and the chauffer stuffed all the clothes inside then
zipped the bag up. “Now then. As promised, Victor will be driving
you ladies to Denver. The hotel maids have already packed your
belongings, and your bags have been loaded into the back of my
Humvee limousine. Feel free to help yourselves to the liquor and
snacks along the way. You four should enjoy a very comfortable
drive to the airport.”

“But what about our fucking clothes?” Nina
asked, pointing to the duffle bag slung over Victor’s shoulder.

“You’ll get those back once you’re in the
vehicle, which is idling outside the resort’s front door as we
speak.”

“And how the hell do we get there from here?”
Wanda asked. “We’re totally naked!”

“Down the hall and through the lobby,” Greta
explained, grabbing the other woman by the shoulders and guiding
her toward the door. “Come now, you don’t want to miss your
plane!”

The four women yelled and squirmed as Greta
and Victor manhandled them out the door of the suite with the
chauffer in the rear. Once they were gone Greta shut the door and
sighed, stretching like a cat after a long, lazy nap. Then she
poured another glass of champagne and stood at the sliding door
watching the snowflakes fall until she caught a glimpse of movement
in the windows of the hotel bar at the other side of the large
patio. Behind the glass, men and women chatted and drank cocktails
as the snow continued to pile up outside.

“And none of you are going anywhere
anytime soon,” Greta murmured to herself, “so let the games
continue.”
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