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At first, Christi wasn’t quite sure what to make of the envelope that she found under her windshield wiper one Tuesday evening after work in October. If it hadn’t been for the fact that it was personally addressed to her, she would’ve written it off as somebody’s idea of a weird joke – in fact, even with its stylish, professional appearance, she was still reluctant.

Inside the crisp, black envelope – one that would be expected of wedding and gala invitations – was a single card of the same midnight black as its container, with fancy, silver embossed lettering describing the peculiar, anonymous offer:

Exclusively for Miss Christine Miller…

We’re seeking women who strive for new sexual heights never before experienced. You’re being invited due to specific attributes you possess that would make for a good fit to the advancement of our efforts towards orgasmic excellence.

If you’re willing to dedicate yourself to our program, we guarantee you’ll see stars.

If intrigued, contact jane@theriders.org for more info.

There was nothing inside of the envelope other than the single card, and after looking around the parking garage one more time to see if she really was the subject of somebody’s laughs, eventually Christi shrugged her shoulders and tossed the card into her bag before its words would proceed to intrigue her indeed for the entire commute home…

New sexual heights???

Orgasmic excellence?!

It was like a spam email, yet personalized and prepared so meticulously in a way that she couldn’t simply let it go. After making herself some dinner and curling up on the couch, she found herself doing a number of searches on anything she could think of, but nothing drew up any results whatsoever. TheRiders.org simply loaded to a plain black website not unlike the color of the invitation she had received with three large question marks in the center of the screen and no more.

Nothing happened when she clicked them, so ultimately she threw the card to the side and watched TV until she fell asleep on the couch.

She awoke hours later in the middle of the night having dreamt the most bizarre dreams about the mystery note, and so against her good conscience at 3:00am, before heading off to bed, the young blonde sent a brief email to the address on the card that was only seven words long, yet succinctly stated what had dominated her mind into the dead of night…

I received your invitation – who are you???

* * * * * * * * * *

The next morning Christi awoke somewhat disappointed to find that she hadn’t received a reply before getting herself ready for work.

Several hours into the morning after a long commute and a handful of increasingly boring meetings, she still hadn’t heard anything.

It wasn’t until just before she was about to head out the door for lunch that Christi saw the email notification pop up on her phone that nearly made her heart skip a beat. 

Hello Christine,

Thanks for your interest in our program! Due to the sensitive nature of what we do, we would prefer to share more details with you in person.

How’s the Bella Café downtown at 12:30pm?

Signed, Jane

Christi stared back at the anonymous message, nervously unsure of how to reply as she still had no idea who this mystery person behind the note really was. It could be some random stranger or creepy guy trying to stalk her … and yet at least Bella’s was a public place, she reasoned as her curiosity got the best of her.

Just to play it safe, she stuck her head in the door of her boss’s office on her way out to mention where she was going to be and that she might be a little late before replying back to the message itself, “Ok, but how will I know who you are???”

Still having not received a reply by the time she pulled into the parking lot of the trendy restaurant that sat 20 miles from her actual office on the other side of town, Christi sat in her car and stared at her phone for a while before finally working up the nerve to actually go inside. She wanted to be suspicious about the whole affair and how it was a bit creepy to find the card personally addressed to her on her car the other day, and yet there was also something mysteriously alluring about the whole thing that eventually found her throwing caution to the wind as she took her purse from the passenger seat and made her way into the café that was particularly busy during the lunchtime rush…

She stood in the doorway for not thirty seconds before she saw someone wave and call out her name from a place at the back of the restaurant. As she slowly walked around the tables, she soon found a redheaded woman who appeared to be a bit older than her, but strikingly beautiful, with two glasses of ice water in front of her as she welcomed Christi with a warm smile and welcomed her to sit down.

“Miss Miller, I’m Jane,” the woman introduced herself as she extended her hand across the table. “I’m so glad that you chose to meet with me – I know that this is all pretty awkward and I’m sure that you have a lot of questions…”

Christi raised her eyebrows high in amused agreement.

“Yeah, well that’s certainly an understatement!” she chuckled to herself as the well-dressed woman across from her smiled politely. “For starters,” she led, “how did you even get my name for whatever this is???”

Jane just smiled and reached down into the bag at her feet from which she pulled a small, leather-bound folder. Opening it in front of her and flipping through the pages until she reached one that Christi noticed seemed to have her name typed at the top of it, the redhead calmly rapping her dark red fingernails against the paper as she seemed almost to study the girl sitting before her.

“We seek new membership through a variety of channels,” the woman began, looking down at the paper once more while she continued speaking. “Social media, referrals from our existing members – we try not to divulge too much about our process for confidentiality reasons, however I can tell you that your profile was reviewed quite thoroughly within our group … otherwise you wouldn’t have received that invitation that you found yesterday…”

“So … what it is that we actually do…” she continued before Christi had a chance to question her last remark.

“We believe in the power of the female orgasm.”

Christi’s eyes grew wide as the woman made no attempt to lower her voice in the otherwise crowded café…

“Collectively we’re a group that believes that a satisfied woman – that is, a woman with an above-average sex life – is a more productive woman, both for society as a whole as well as for the advancement of women within that society. A woman who orgasms frequently and with vigor, we’ve found, is also one who tends to take charge in her life – these are the women who are running their own companies, who are changing the way the world looks at the female gender.”

“And so our group – discretely, mind you – has taken on the task of encouraging the female orgasm … helping women to embrace their sexuality … to allow it to become a driving force for change in the lives that they deserve…”

Christi shook her head with a smirk, “No, no – my sex life is…”

“You don’t have a partner right now, is that correct, Miss Miller?” Jane cut her off.

“Well, you can call me Christi,” she corrected the woman, “but no – my boyfriend and I broke up, like, six months ago…”

“Is he the one who arranged all of this?!”

“Oh, heavens no!” the woman laughed as she brushed off the girl’s insinuation harmlessly. “That’s not how we work in the slightest…”

“However we do actually prefer our members to be unattached when they first join us – it makes the transition a little easier…”

“What transition???” Christi interjected, frustrated, as the woman segued to a glossy pamphlet that she pushed in front of her that provocatively featured a naked girl sitting on some sort of device, clearly enjoying herself very much.

“Now this is a fucking machine,” Jane explained with a smirk as she tapped her nails on the front of the pamphlet. “You may have heard … there’s a consumer model of it that’s doing very well right now called … the Sybian … however our version of the device is considerably more powerful and … efficient … at getting our ladies where they need to go…”

Christi cautiously opened the pamphlet to see more pictures of women riding the device, some also engaged intimately with other partners and all seeming to support the erotic claims that the redhead across from her was pitching.

“To put it bluntly,” the woman said as she flipped to the last page. “Fifteen minutes on one of these machines will change your life – I could parade a hundred satisfied women in front of you who I couldn’t pry the smiles off of their faces because they’ve made our program a regular part of their lives! I don’t care what your sexual history looks like – this machine turns fucking into a science … I’ve ridden one myself and the results are mind blowing.”

“I don’t understand,” Christi told her quietly as she closed the pamphlet and stared down at the cover once more. “What does this all have to do with me?”

“Well, Christi,” Jane said, calling her by her chosen name for the first time, “we’d like for you to give it a try and see if it’s something you might be interested in. There’s no obligation, although I’ll warn you that not a single woman has turned me down after she’s had a chance to ride one of these things herself in the flesh!”

“And so if you decide that you enjoy it and want to become a member of our program, we have regular meetings and you’re welcome to come by our offices whenever you’d like. It’s really very simple – I don’t care for all of the smoke and mirrors, either … it’s just that due to the nature of all of this, I’m sure you can appreciate how we don’t exactly want ourselves on the news or otherwise out in the public eye…”

“We just want to help the next generation of women cum,” she said with a smile. “It’s good for women, it’s good for everyone!”

“I don’t know,” Christi admitted. “It all just seems a little … weird.”

“Fair enough,” Jane retorted as she took the pamphlet back from her hands, making a note on the paper with Jane’s name on it in front of her before closing the leather folder and reaching down to put it back in her bag.

“Wait – that’s it?!” Christi asked somewhat taken aback.

The woman stopped.

“We’re a professional organization, and we know that our mission isn’t right for everyone,” she told her. “The women we look for … the reason why I prefer to meet in person is because I can read a woman within her initial reactions to our literature about whether she values her orgasms as a crucial part of her life.”

“We don’t beg anyone to join our program – we simply identify those who appear from afar to have the characteristics that we’re looking for, and then we extend our invitation in order to get a closer look.”

“Well maybe I just need more time,” Christi told her. “You understand that this is all kind of weird, so maybe if I just have a little while to think about it…”

“What’s there to think about???” Jane countered as she turned to stand up from the table.

“I didn’t ask for you to commit right here on the spot. I said that we would like you to give it a try and then let your experience help you make the decision.”

With that, the redheaded woman stood up and took her bag, leaving Christi behind at the table without another word as she worked her way through the busy café towards the door. Christi sat dumbfounded as she watched the woman depart from her life just as quickly and strangely as she had entered it, then after giving it another thought found herself running out the door after Jane, calling her name out as she reached the parking lot to see her getting into an expensive luxury car parked nearby…

“Jane, wait!” she called out as she ran up to the woman as best she could in her 4” heels.

“I’m sorry if I was rude earlier,” she told her as she caught her attention getting into her car. “I can appreciate what you’re doing – in fact, I’m really intrigued by it. I just … I guess it kind of caught me off guard.”

Closing the door and immediately putting the window down, the redheaded woman stared at the young blonde for a minute through darkened sunglasses until finally reaching over into her handbag and retrieving a business card – a crisp black with silvery lettering, just like the invitation.

Pulling down her glasses to look the girl sternly in the eye, she asked her directly, “What time do you get off from work?”

“Six o’clock,” Christi answered.

“Then come to this address and ask for me at the front desk,” she told her as she handed over the card before pushing her sunglasses back up her nose. “Go directly there after work – I’ll see you at six-thirty.”

Before Christi could say another word, Jane had rolled up her window and pulled away, leaving the girl staring at the new card in her hand … quickly noticing that this one was emblazed with the address of a very high end hotel not far from where she was, her head rapidly spiraling out of control as she thought back to those women in the pictures and wondering what in the world it was that she was getting herself into…

* * * * * * * * * *

Christi sat at her desk back at work with the two cards laid out in front of her, now more so than ever completely unable to focus on the spreadsheets on her computer screen as these mysterious invitations welcomed her to a strange, new world that she was both anxious for and quite apprehensive about the prospect of at the same time.

“We believe in the power of the female orgasm???”

This had to be a setup for some sort of practical joke at her expense, she reasoned, yet the scornful tone in her host’s voice at the end of their exchange made her feel bad enough about being doubtful that she found herself seriously considering the erotic imagery that Jane had nonchalantly placed before her.

The way she had spoken so freely about the female orgasm made Christi reflect back over her own sex life, and it had been pretty great for the most part … right?

Not every guy that she’d been with had exactly been stellar and she hadn’t necessarily been with so many guys as to consider herself a whore ripe with experience, but she had enjoyed a good sex life with her last boyfriend of two years before they had mutually broken up.

Maybe at the moment she was going through a little bit of a dry spell, but all girls go through that from time to time, she thought, and besides, it’s not like she didn’t have a few toys to help keep her company during the lonelier of nights!

True, but none of them were like the ones that she saw in those pictures…

Six o’clock finally rolled around with Christi not having a single ounce of work to show for it, but as she looked down at the card in her hands that had been haunting her all afternoon, she knew that it was now or never as she stuffed them both into her purse before heading out to her car to drive back downtown for the second time that day, though admittedly to a much classier establishment even than the trendy café that she’d been for lunch earlier for that fateful meeting with Jane.

Taking a deep breath after walking across the rich, marble floor of the five-star hotel that made her admittedly feel at least a little bit at ease, she handed Jane’s business card to the man at the front desk and a moment later found herself being escorted up the eleven flights in the elevator by one of the bellhops after it became instantly clear that at least the man in charge of the hotel did in fact know of Jane Watson, as her name was listed on her business card, very well…

The bellhop knocked three times on the door of room 1103 and, after hearing a feminine voice acknowledge him from inside, used his key to open the door. Without stepping inside himself, the man silently held the door for Christi and ushered her inside before closing it with a seemingly deafening crash behind him. Immediately taken aback by the lavish suite that she had been taken to with large floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over the entire city, she took a couple of steps further into the room and was suddenly greeted by Jane, who was standing near the room’s breakfast bar with a drink in her hand.

“It’s good to see you, Miss Miller…” the redhead smiled as she walked forward to greet her guest, the eclectic sounds of her stiletto heels against the tile floor echoing softly throughout the room. “Can I get you something to drink?”

“Ummmm … sure,” Christi responded as she casually looked around the room.

“It’s just the two of us – don’t worry…” the woman told her with her back turned as she quickly poured the woman a drink similar to the one that had been in her hand.

“There’s no real need for an audience here anyways,” she chirped with a grin, “and once I give you a quick tour of the machine, I’ll be leaving you to your own to explore its capabilities also…”

Jane turned and set the drink down on the counter before then reaching into her bag, producing the same brown leather folder as before, and sliding a single piece of paper from it next to Christi’s drink, followed shortly thereafter by a rather ornate pen.

“As you’ve no doubt noticed,” the woman explained as the girl reached for the freshly poured drink, “discretion is something that is very important to our program.”

She pointed her finger at the form.

“It’s just a standard non-disclosure agreement,” she told Christi as she took another sip from her own drink. “Very simple – whether you love or hate what you’re about to try, we only ask that you keep it private between us and yourself…”

Christi scanned over the short legal document in front of her and then turned her attention back to admiring the high class hotel room, looking around curiously as she asked, “So … can I see it?”

Jane grinned approvingly.

“All I need is your Jane Hancock, pardon the phrase!”

Christi took another larger drink from her glass, read over the document once more – comprehending its legalese and not seeing anything committing her first born as best she could – then finally took a deep breath as she scribbled her name on the dotted line and pushed the paper back across the counter before taking another sip of the fruity alcoholic drink that she held in victory.

“Excellent!” Jane chimed as she pulled the paper back from the counter just as quickly as Jane’s pen had left its surface, slipping the folder back into her bag before coming around the counter and offering, “Now let’s take a walk into the bedroom and we’ll get you started…”

Following the redhead around the corner to the suite’s attached bedroom that was equally impressive, save for even more astonishing views, Christi’s eyes couldn’t help but fall to it when she walked into the room. The machine sat in the center of the bed as if it had been waiting for her all afternoon – a brown, saddle-shaped device sitting atop a black pedestal that couldn’t have been more than a foot tall … just enough to kneel over, Christi thought as she remembered the pictures she had seen in Jane’s pamphlet of this very same machine but in use.

Most eye-catching of all, and something that she hadn’t been able to see from the earlier photos, was that up from the center of the device stood a very prominent piece of rubber in the shape of a phallus, and she admittedly blushed a bit as she didn’t have to ask where it was intended to go!

“So a little about our machine here…” Jane led on as she walked Christi over to the side of the bed to give her a better look. “As you can see, there are two primary modes of stimulation – both vaginal and clitoral, and each are controlled separately via this remote control.”

She handed the small box to Christi, pointing out the clearly labeled knobs for each function – quite simple and to the point, indeed.

“Now the perk about what makes our machine different than consumer-grade models,” the woman continued as she walked over and tinted the blinds on the windows, “is that in addition to these controls that you’ll have in your hand as you ride, our machine actually learns about your body as you ride it.”

“It learns about what types of stimulation turn you on, and what ones turn you off. And over time it builds what we call an orgasmic profile – that’s unique to each woman – that’s essentially a roadmap to giving her the most incredible orgasms possible.”

“If you think about it, it’s like a key – sure, you may know that if you touch yourself in a certain way before going to bed, it will give you a nice, quick orgasm to set you off to sleep … but quick and dirty isn’t always the best way to reach your destination because sometimes it’s the entire journey that is the most memorable in the long run…”

“And as long as you remain in the program,” the redhead continued with her pitch excitedly, “our machines will keep learning more about you as they work to customize the best orgasms for you.”

“But for now,” she smiled as she looked back up at Christi and admired her beaming with curiosity towards the machine in the center of the bed, “this is just a time for you to climb on and try things out, and let me know what you ultimately think!”

“The machine is currently set for passive learning,” she then explained as she handed over the remote to Christi once more. “That means that it will start gathering data and learning about you as you initially use it, however its own modifications to your controls will be mild and temporary at best.”

“This is different from how our members use it on a regularly basis,” she was quick to clarify. “because once a girl is onboard, full steam ahead, she tends to like to hand control over to the computer and just enjoy the sensations! But for now, just as you would expect – turning the knobs to the right will increase the intensity for each, and don’t be afraid to really open it up and see what it can do … we don’t really do second trials, so now is the time to push it as far as you think you can handle it!”

Jane smiled broadly at Christi as she wrapped up her speech and began to back out towards the door.

“So unless you have any questions,” she added from the doorway, “the dildo was lubed just before you came in and the attachments are brand new and have never been used. I’ll be out in the other room the entire time – feel free to take as long as you’d like to evaluate the machine – and then once you’ve caught your breath and are ready, just come back out and we can talk about what you thought!”

“One question…” Christi interrupted as her host was preparing to leave her alone with the intimidating, exhilarating machine. “Do I keep my clothes on, or…?”

“It’s entirely up to you,” she quickly responded. “Some women like to be au natural, as if they were having sex, some like to wear expensive lingerie – it’s entirely up to you.”

“Now if you don’t have any other questions, I’ll just ask you to lock the door behind me – for your own security and comfort – and I’ll leave you to enjoy your new toy…”

Christi’s heart raced as she clicked the push-button lock on the bedroom door before turning her attention back to the sex machine that she’d been brought there in secrecy to try out. Climbing up onto the bed, she wrapped her fingers around the lubricated phallus that extended from the center of the machine, her mind slowly drifting to thoughts of what it would feel like to be inside of her, moving about…

The blonde stared down at the control in her other hand for another moment as she pondered the potential of what was in front of her at that moment, and then, after glancing over at the bedroom door once more to confirm that the lock was indeed engaged, Christi slipped back off of the bed and began to remove her clothes.

* * * * * * * * * *

Christi sat beside the machine, now completely nude, as she gently caressed the tiny, rubber nodules with one hand while firmly holding the remote control with the other. Slowly turning the first of the two dials, she felt the nubs start to vibrate beneath her fingers, inching the dial forward with curiosity until she finally looked down and realized that the device was vibrating faster than any vibrator she’d ever used…

…and it was still barely a quarter turn around the dial…

Suddenly feeling her urges get the best of her before even daring to turn up the other knob to see the machine’s dildo in action, she quickly turned the first dial back to zero and stood up, towering over the machine as questions in the back of her head were pushed to the side as thoughts of the most incredible orgasms now seemed like they could actually be very much a reality!

Slowly pulling herself down to her knees, Christi blushed to the otherwise empty room as she reached down between her legs and found the lubed up, rubber phallus which she proceeded to gently guide into place until it slid completely inside of her and she found herself sitting surprisingly comfortably in the cool, leather saddle. Its curves seeming to cradle her hips and thighs perfectly, she soon thereafter noticed the rubber nodules and how they seemed to surround her clit, and by that point as she took the remote control once again in her hands, Christi shut out the rest of the world and began to slowly turn the first of the two knobs forward…

Catching a glimpse of herself in the mirror that seemed to be strategically placed on the wall directly across from her, she noted an overwhelming smile as the dial barely crept up its coverage and yet already managed to rival most of the novelty sex toys that she’d acquired over the years. Her breathing already started to quicken, and as she continued to barely tweak the knob she was soon reminded of the dildo that still stood silently inside of her, waiting patiently as it casually offered slight reverberations leftover from the clitoral stimulants that before long drove her to wonder just what it was capable of doing on its own.

Turning the second knob brought the dildo to life and shot Christ’s eyes wide open as the two motors each worked their own unique forms of magic that together made her forget that she’d ever used any lesser vibrators for the task. Inching them both back up simultaneously to that quarter-mark, she then carefully as she could set the remote down beside her on the bed and sat up straight as she allowed the machine to tenderly assault her most sensitive of areas. Biting her front lip as she instinctively spread her legs wider to fully accommodate the wonderful sensations, she soon turned to grabbing and pinching her nipples as she rocked back and forth blissfully while the saddle did its magic.

“Mmmmmmmm…”

“Oh god…”

Christi heard herself panting when she subconsciously reached down to the remote control near her knee and turned each knob again some more – first for her clit, then for the dildo until it felt like the rubber phallus was fucking her with more rhythm than any man had ever before, both rotating and thrusting together in a combination that made the blonde’s now soaking wet pussy all but ache for more.

Never before experiencing such stimulation both inside and out at the same time, she crept up the clitoral knob higher yet until she nearly toppled over as the sensations got the best of her and plunged her into her first of many climaxes aboard the machine. Hunched over flat, parallel to the bed, wave after wave crashed over Christi’s body as she cried out in passion … only soon to learn that the best was yet to come…

Where she would’ve normally expected her pleasure to slowly subside as her partner’s passions expired, instead Christi found herself invigorated as the dildo continued cranking inside of her as she came without showing any signs of slowing its advances whatsoever. Realizing that she was undergoing a sexual experience unlike any other, her hand blindly wandered over to the remote and turned both knobs up further yet as they approached 65% and she could barely see straight as the machine assaulted her pussy now like it was its own.

Finally able to right herself after several swaying attempts, forcing herself to resist turning the dials down as she coasted from wave to wave like a single continuous orgasm that seemed to go on forever, pushed higher only as the machine was allowed through the remote control to be even more forward with the girl’s sweet, succulent body than it was already performing as it cranked along between her legs at 4,500 RPM.

“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!”

“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH!!!”

Reduced to uncontrollable moaning and grunting as she rode atop the incredible machine wincing as she drove her nails into her nipples as hard as she could in an attempt to ride out the pleasure, she didn’t even know what she was thinking when she randomly heard the redhead’s voice in her head – “Don’t be afraid to really open it up and see what it can do…” – and before she knew it, the fingers on her free hand had wandered to the remote control and began plotting against the rest of her body as they turned both dials up to 80%. 

Christi’s whole body shuddered as the vibrations owned her crotch and had her nearly floating in the saddle as she wriggled about, unsure of what to do with herself as beads of sweat coursed down her now slick and shiny skin while she moaned in ecstasy with little regard for the outside world. It didn’t even need to be said at that point that she’d never experienced orgasms that intense as she rode without an end in sight, bucking and screaming wildly against the saddle that was now wet with her sweat and juices as it perfectly massaged her clit and the entirety of her pussy with an aggressive force that up until that point she’d never known she was even missing…

As wave after wave of pleasure crashed over her like an angry typhoon, the darkest fantasies imaginable flashed through her head that she’d never thought twice about before – cocks coming at her from every angle, gorgeously seductive women carrying leather whips and wearing high heeled boots, handcuffs and corsets and bondage devices that she’d seen by accident on the Internet that served both to taunt and entice her as sex seemed to be the only thing in her field of vision that mattered.

She’d never been so vile, but she wanted a cock in her mouth while the one between her legs defined the idea of being fucked.

She’d never been one for rough sex, but she wanted to feel a pair of teeth bite down into her nipples as hard as they could while her clit was assaulted like no other.

She’d lived her life being relatively the good girl, dating nice guys and never being the slut among her circles of friends throughout the years, but as she cried out as tears of joy streamed down her face while more orgasms than she could count tore their way through her body, she looked at the girl in the mirror and couldn’t identify with anyone OTHER THAN THE SLUT as her entire body became one with the fucking machine between her legs.

Most importantly of all, however, Christi knew as she stared back at that perfect stranger in the mirror who looked beyond thrilled in every possible way, that she didn’t want the incredible sensations that had her soaring above the rest of the world to ever stop.

It was then that Christi reached over to the remote control one last time and turned both of the flashing knobs up to 100%...

* * * * * * * * * *

Christi couldn’t even remember what time she had arrived at the hotel as she lay there collapsed and utterly spent on the bed next to the awesome machine that had transformed her sex into something she never would’ve believed … all after finding a mysterious, black invitation underneath her windshield wiper from a group that she still didn’t really know much about.

…but in that moment as she stared up at the ceiling fan that seemed to rotate nearly frozen in time that she could follow each blade with her eyes – she didn’t really care.

The blonde lay sprawled out and exhausted on the bed for another twenty minutes until she finally was able to focus in on the clock beside the bed and come to realize that it was nearly 8:00pm and she had been in the room by herself for well over an hour! She knew that she had to get up because Jane had been waiting out in the other room for her all that time, and yet if she had her way she would’ve just crawled under the sheets and called it a night after without a doubt having the most mind blowing sex of her entire life.

It took her some time first simply to right herself as she sat up, and then even more so to stand on her wobbly legs as she made her way over to where she had dropped her clothes and did the best she could to pull them back on. She didn’t even bother with her shoes at that point, hoping that maybe by the time she was finally done talking with her host, perhaps she’d been a little more surefooted and able to walk in the 4” heels to get her back out to the valet stand downstairs…

After taking a moment to towel the sweat from her brow and un-mess her hair, even though the woman on the other side of the door – as well as in all of the surrounding hotel rooms – knew exactly what it was that she had been up to for the past hour and whatever time had passed. Slowly cracking the door and peeking her head outside, she quietly walked on her bare feet out into the main part of the fancy hotel room to not only find that the beautiful cityscape out the immense windows had turned to night, but also that her redheaded host was waiting patiently for her on the couch, working on her tablet when she looked up to greet Christi with a smile that on looks alone appeared nothing short of satisfied.

“Well!” she grinned as she stared back at the sexually overwhelmed girl who stood before her. “What did you think???”

Her grin from ear to ear spoke that not only had she done this many times before, but in hindsight chances are that she had never met an unsatisfied guest after allowing them a personal demonstration like the one that Christi had just experienced.

It was clear that the girl wanted to speak, but the glazed-over look in her eyes hinted that the words to describe what she was feeling simply didn’t exist in Christine Miller’s vocabulary…

Jane just chuckled to herself as she got up from the couch and retrieved a bottle of water from the refrigerator before offering it to Christi and pointing her to have a seat next to her on the couch.

“So … the good news is, the walls in this hotel room are sound-proofed!” she threw out with a laugh that helped to slowly ease the blindsided girl back down to earth.

“We have a very good relationship with the people at this hotel,” she continued, “because they understand the unique needs that our group has for these demonstrations that we do, so you can rest assured that the sounds of what you just experienced didn’t go a step further than these walls…”

“…although for what it’s worth, it sure sounded to me like you had yourself a pretty good time!”

Christi beamed as she looked down at her lap and drank some more water, then finally worked up the nerve to speak.

“It was … incredible,” she told her host with all of the honesty she could muster.

“I would’ve never … I didn’t think … you guys could sell those for a fortune!!!”

Jane chuckled as she took a sip from the martini glass that sat nearby.

“Well, they’re not exactly for sale, but the good news is … it’s really easy for one to become a regular part of your life if you’d like it to.”

Jane blurted out and giggled like a schoolgirl.

“Where do I sign?! What do I have to do???”

“All you have to do is show up, and we’ll take care of the rest…” the redhead told her with a pleased grin as she eyed another member just waiting to get reeled in.

“So the way our program works,” she began to explain, “is that we have weekly meetings where women just like yourself all come together at the same time to, well…”

She snickered softly at the thought of her own joke.

“Your participation is simple – you can attend as many or as few of the meetings as you would like, so there’s no pressure – other than your own – should you have other plans that preclude being able to make it on a given week. We have a total of twenty of these machines that we all run at one time – the floor is a bit different in that they’re all together in one place, however we’ve found in our time that our members actually enjoy being around similarly-oriented women because it adds to the ambience of the room…”

“…and of course, in short time once everyone starts cumming, nobody really pays much attention to each other after that anyways!”

Although the thought of being in front of other women sounded strange, in the state that Christi found herself in at that very moment it honestly didn’t really faze her in the slightest as she sat listening to Jane, still half-dazed despite slowly floating down.

“So what’s the catch?” she finally said jokingly with a grin. “Is this the part where you tell me that the new thing that I can’t possibly live without is going to cost me $10,000?!”

Jane just smiled and shook her head.

“Oh, heavens no! Our members don’t pay a dime for the services that we provide – it’s all part of the greater good that I told you about earlier. In fact, our only requirements are that you keep private about what we do, and…”

At that point Jane got up and ducked behind the counter from which she produced a brown cardboard box.

“…and you’ll need to wear this in between sessions with us,” she finished her sentence, handing the box over to Christi where she sat on the couch.

“What’s this???” the girl asked curiously as she opened up the box as she listened to her redheaded host.

“Well, simply put – it’s a chastity belt,” Jane explained matter-of-factly as Christi found herself staring at a strange array of steel bands that were gently nestled inside of the box.

“We’ve found that our members are more responsive to the program when it is the sole source of stimulation in their sex lives...” she continued, cautiously waiting to judge the girl’s reaction. “The belt is completely comfortable,” she quickly added, “and if for whatever reason you ever need it unlocked, you’ll have my personal cell number to come and unlock it, day or night.”

Christi listened as she pulled the peculiar, steel bands out of the box and eyed them with great confusion.

“Here, if I may?” Jane offered as she took the belt from her guest and motioned for her to stand up.

She smiled softly as she lifted the girl’s dress nonchalantly and found that she wasn’t wearing any panties.

“So how this works…” she began as she handed the hem of Christi’s dress to her, which in her blissful state she simply took in her fingers without a word of protest. “…is that this part of the belt fits snugly around your waist, and then this part will come up between your legs … like so…”

The woman expertly guided the steel fittings of the belt together, first at Christi’s waist and then subsequently in front above her crotch, and before she knew it, the girl heard the click that she wouldn’t realize until later that night was her sexual freedom being taken from her by the kinky, steel belt. Out of curiosity, Christi reached down between her legs to her numb pussy, but found only the steel plate locked in front of it instead, and then slowly traced her fingers around the lines of the belt as Jane proceeded to answer the other questions that she knew would be on her mind…

“You can still go to the bathroom in it – you just need to wipe extra carefully afterwards.”

“It’s tight enough that you can wear underneath your normal clothes without any trouble.”

“And we’ll be the only ones with the keys, which we’ll use to remove it when you come in for our weekly meetings…”

“Now I won’t be able…” Jane finally spoke up meekly as her fingers touched the front plate of the belt, “…to touch myself?”

The redheaded woman simply shook her head no.

“I’m afraid not,” she concurred. “I know that it sounds a little daunting at first, but if you consider what you just went through tonight, it’ll definitely be worth the wait!”

“And besides,” she added with a wink, “a lot of our members over time have said that they actually prefer their belts as they go about their day to day lives … because it adds a certain tease about what they’re abstaining from today and what they get to look forward to in the near future!”

“This is all so strange and new…” Christi said as she dropped her dress back around her waist and felt how the belt held her tight underneath.

“I know it is,” Jane spoke as she closed up the empty box and placed it near the trash, “but just think back to how amazingly incredible the machine was and how only a few days from now, you’ll be able to ride it all over again.”

“This feeling right now where you’re high as a kite and everything is awesome? That’s the power of the female orgasm…” the woman told her as she helped to gather her things and guide her towards the door.

As they stood at the entrance to the hotel room, Christi’s face still undeniably plastered with her biggest smile ever despite her new accessory that she wore under her dress, Jane reassured her one last time as she handed the girl yet another business card from her purse – this one featuring the personal cell number that she had promised earlier…

“Now remember, if at any point over the next week that you change your mind, all you have to do is call me, we’ll meet and I’ll unlock the belt, and then we’ll both go our separate ways and never think of each other again.”

She paused for emphasis before continuing.

“Just remember – we don’t do second chances, so if you realize later that you can’t live without it … too bad.”

“But you’re a smart girl,” Jane told her lastly with a grin as she stood in the doorway. “I think you know a free ride when you see it, and based on how much I listened to you cum over the last hour, I think that you know that your life is never going to be the same after this…”

“Just like I told you!”

With a smile and a wink of the eye, Jane bid farewell to her latest recruit and watched her walk back on down the hallway towards the elevator before closing the door behind her. After retrieving her tablet and walking back into the bedroom to pack up the sex machine for her departure, she paused to tap the icon on her tablet that brought back up the live video of Christi riding her machine that she’d been watching from just the other side of the hotel room.

The woman watched back through a few minutes of the video - rewinding to the most climactic scenes that had gone down - before tapping a few more buttons to save off high resolution screenshots of the demonstration onto her device. With a satisfied grin on her face, Jane opened up her email and attached the photos before typing a quick comment and finally pressing send…

If you think your girl is hot in these, come by next weekend and you can watch her ride in person.

* * * * * * * * * *

Focus was something that for the absolute life of her, Christi just wasn’t able to muster over the next week as she anxiously counted down the days with the strange, steel belt locked between her legs preventing any possible relief as her mind played back over the most incredible hour of her life while her genitals seemed to throb in agony…

It didn’t matter what the task or where she was, Christi’s sex drive was suddenly on high alert and all she could think about was being fucked and abused like the machine had done to her earlier, instantaneously ruining any chance that the girl had to enjoy a normal sex life in the future. She knew that nothing else would ever be good enough, though it seemed like every attractive man … and woman … who she passed on the streets seemed to inject naughty thoughts into her head that taunted her all day long.

At work, she fantasized about her boss banging her over her desk while she was working late.

At the grocery store, she imagined the cute stock boy pulling her into the backroom and taking her from behind.

During her commute home, it was all she could do to resist touching herself through the chastity belt – the steel keeping her clit and pussy just out of reach during those moments when she assumed that no one was looking and her hand wandered down between her legs while she was stuck in traffic…

Nearly a dozen times, she considered calling Jane out of pure frustration, but she remembered the ultimatum about no second chances and deep down she knew that she just wouldn’t be able to bear it if the pleasure she had been introduced to was reduced down to a one-time affair after only their introductory dance.

How had this managed to transform her into such a sex-crazed freak after just one ride?!

When Saturday finally rolled around, the hours until seven o’clock seemed like they would never pass as she counted down the afternoon with anything she could possibly think of. Eventually opting to take refuge at her favorite mall, Christi did her very best to pass the time by shopping for a few new things that seemed to match her latest craze … dresses and skirts were a bit shorter, cleavage a bit more revealing, though she passed on new lingerie because she’d found that it just felt awkward and ill-fitting over the steel chastity belt anyways…

After splurging on a sexy, new pair of stiletto ankle boots to wear that night, she finally decided that it was time to head back to her apartment to prepare for the big night. As time grew closer, her uncontrollable lust seemed to taper back into anxiety once more as she wondered what to expect when she showed up at the address that had been listed on Jane’s card. When she had looked it up online, it appeared to be a nondescript office building off the beaten path – nothing out of the ordinary, but it didn’t really leave her many clues for what to expect, either.

Finally stepping out the front door dressed as if she were going on a date, though in reality she hadn’t been on one in months, Christi had to remind herself multiple times on the way there to watch her speed so that she wouldn’t end up spending the night in jail rather than riding her dream machine to another series of mind-blowing orgasms!

About a dozen other cars were already in the parking lot when she pulled up, which made sense – she reasoned, on account of the other members that were going to be there. She wondered as she walked across the otherwise empty lot towards the ominously plain building whether she was going to get to meet any of them afterwards, or whether their time together was intended to be strictly business.

The business card that she had been given directed her towards the sixth floor, with not a person in sight until the elevator door eventually opened out into a series of hallways that, like the rest of the building, were unmarked and seemed more like a giant maze than a meeting place. Following a single directory that she had found as she had stepped off the elevator, Christi finally found herself walking into Suite 6214 where a number of women, including thankfully Jane’s familiar face, were waiting for her…

“It’s good to see you, Miss Miller!” the woman welcomed her as she quickly ushered Christi through a locked door out of the lobby and into what appeared to be a long hallway with a series of identical, equally spaced out white doors on each side and a single, black door at the far end. Seeming much nicer than the previous parts of the building that she had toured, Christi continued to walk with Jane down the long hallway, their collective heels echoing melodically against the white marble floor.

“I’m glad that you didn’t call me over the last week,” Jane told her as they walked. “I will tell you that the first week is always the hardest – adjusting is definitely something that gets easier once you work the meetings into your regular schedule and the cravings start to subside just a bit!”

“But enough small talk – for now, I’m sure you want to get right to it!” the redhead told Christi with a wink as they reached a door near the end on the right side of the hallway and Jane placed her hand on the handle.

“Now inside you’ll find a few things we have for you to change into,” she explained quickly. “You’ll want to take everything else off first – the boots can stay, because those are kind of sexy – and then put on everything that you find laid out. Snug, but not too tight.”

“In about ten minutes, I’ll come back and get you and then we’ll begin.”

“Just remember,” she added as she opened the door to the darkened room and waved Christi in, “keep an open mind, remember those amazing orgasms that you had back in the hotel a week ago, and you won’t be disappointed…”

With that, Christi stepped into the room only to have the door close behind her before a moment later the fluorescent lights came on overhead. The room was basically a changing room – no more, no less – although it did look nice with smooth, white surfaces including a small area for her to sit as well as a series of cubbies presumably to leave her clothes in, the walls all being giant mirrors affording views from seemingly every angle…

What caught Christi’s attention first and foremost, however, was the plain black gift box that matched the hue of her original invite, bearing a crisp, white bow in the center of the box. Upon a closer look, she also noticed a small sticker that had been affixed to one end of the box that simply read – MILLER, CHRISTINE – followed by the date of her original meeting with Jane as well as some other random numbers that she didn’t recognize.

Opening the box as she took a seat beside it, Christi saw what she recognized instantly as a collection of bondage gear – all arranged neatly in specifically cut out spaces … six cuffs in total, along with a collar and what appeared to be also a ballgag, but with more straps. All of the restraints were made from the same sharp black leather and appeared to be of exceedingly high quality compared to the cheap, Velcro cuffs that she’d randomly experimented with upon the requests of boyfriends past.

As she carefully ran her fingers over the leather restraints in the box, looking up at the mirror she couldn’t help but feel momentarily a bit odd about her impending bondage, but as she then proceeded to unzip and let her dress fall to the floor, exposing the steel belt that had hung restrictively around her most private of areas for the last week, she giggled to herself when she realized that she had actually already been in bondage that whole time!

After taking a deep breath staring at herself in the mirror in front of her, naked except for the chastity belt and her sexy, new ankle boots on her feet, Christi turned back to the box and took a seat as she began methodically fastening the restraints around her limbs – first her ankles, then her wrists, then realizing that the third pair of cuffs must’ve been intended for her elbows. The increasing jingling put a small smile on her face as she added each new band of leather to her bondage, carefully buckling each cuff snug, but not too tight before moving onto the next until all that remained in the box were the collar and ballgag…

Christi had most certainly never worn anything like either of those before, yet as she stared back at herself in the mirror, she felt herself almost hypnotically drawn to finish what she started before Jane returned – first the black leather collar, made of a slightly thicker leather that seemed to make her hold her chin just a bit higher, and then the ballgag, which she fought with for several minutes to untangle and organize the various straps until she saw how they would make a web around her head, cinching the bright red rubber ball in between her lips from all angles as she systematically pulled each of the many buckles around the harness tight.

She felt very submissive as she looked at herself decked out in this new bondage gear in the mirror before her, yet as her eyes drifted once more to the shiny protector that stood between her legs, she reminded herself that she was willing to do whatever it takes and after carefully folding her clothes to store safely away, she also closed up the box that had contained the restraints that she was now wearing before sitting down on the white bench with her hands in her lap, waiting for the redhead that controlled her fate to return.

* * * * * * * * * *

When Jane entered the door only a few minutes later, Christi sensed a different vibe from her as she simply told her, “Stand.” before reaching forward and connecting a clip to the large D-ring that was located in the center of her collar.

It was a leash – like one that someone would use with their dog, but also made of the same striking black leather as the rest of her restraints.

Before she could protest – not that it would do any good with the ballgag now tight between her lips – Jane reached out and turned her back to where she was facing the mirror in the back of the small room and before she knew it, Christi felt her arms being pulled behind her back, first at her wrists as the woman used something to connect her wrist cuffs with a small click, then more restrictively at her elbows as those were pulled back and connected tightly behind the blonde’s back as well.

Christi couldn’t help but notice that with her elbows within a few inches of each other behind her back, her breasts now stood out quite prominently as she stood looking at her bound self there in the mirror. She continued to stare back at her newly submissive portrait as Jane then took a seat on the bench in front of her, then – producing a silver key from a bracelet she wore around her wrist – reached down and unlocked the chastity belt from around Christi’s sex, smirking to herself as she revealed a sore and engorged pussy that had clearly kept its owner on edge for quite some time…

After setting the chastity belt beside her on the bench but without another word to the girl, Jane then stood up and led Christi back out of her changing room and walked her through the lone black door at the end of the corridor that now seemed even more ominous than ever.

The next room was unlike anything that the girl ever would’ve imagined – the fucking machines, just like Jane had mentioned, were lined up down both sides of the room on black padded pedestals every so often. Some of them were empty, and some of them were already occupied as Christi caught a quick glimpse of several other girls who appeared to have been bound just like she had with their hands and elbows tightly behind their backs and matching red ballgags stuffed between their lips.

A moment later she heard another woman in stiletto boots and leather pants tell Jane, “Number 14 goes over there…” which was followed by the redhead leading her over to an empty machine between two other girls and gesturing with a small smile for her to get on. Its feeling was nonetheless thrilling, though different than she had felt before – the machine sat on a more utilitarian padded table than the luxurious bed that she’d used at the hotel, and she could’ve swore that the dildo protruding from the machine felt a bit thicker as she carefully climbed over it while Jane placed one hand on her bound arms and held the leash with her other until Christi had slid down and the dildo was firmly in place.

Christi let out an audible sigh of relief as she settled into the saddle that she had been longing desperately for once more while Jane went to work implementing the rest of her bondage to ensure that despite any gagged pleas, there would be no chance of the blonde leaving her place there on the machine until someone else there with the group was ready to help her. First she felt her ankles pulled up alongside her one by one as her ankle cuffs were clipped to the sides of the table, then she felt another click at her wrists behind her back, which was followed quite surprisingly by her arms being pulled upward behind her until she was all but balancing in the saddle with seemingly all of her weight holding the thick dildo deep inside her…

Giving her a somewhat playful slap on the ass, Jane then walked around in front of her to explain, “In a few minutes once everyone is ready, the machines will take over and your session will begin. Today’s session will last 60 minutes – upon completion, the machines will power down and I’ll return to guide you back to your changing room.”

Taking the leather lead that ran from the girl’s collar and looping it through a ring near the front of the platform, she added, “Because you’re new here, the machine is going to spend a lot of time learning you this session. Instead of just ramping up in one direction like you did at the hotel, it’s going to jump around as it tests your arousal and learns what turns you on, and what drives you nuts…”

The redhead snickered as she looked the now quite helpless girl in the eyes, “I’ve heard of the computer just teasing somehow for their entire session, constantly pushing them nearly to the edge, but never letting them cum…”

“…but I’m sure that won’t happen to you!”

Christi’s eyes grew wide in fear as she fought against her bonds for the first time, but it quickly became clear that the position she had willingly let Jane put her into was very much inescapable .Shaking her head no as she whimpered helplessly into the ballgag, she yelped out as the redhead unexpectedly pulled down on one of her nipples that were clearly erect as she walked past.

“I’ll have to see if I can requisition you some nipple clamps for next time…” Jane chuckled as she twirled the girl’s tender bud between her thumb and forefinger before shouting over her shoulder, “Welcome to the program, 14!” as she walked away.

Though she strained weakly against her bonds while the massive dildo invaded her from below, Christi eventually looked up to see her own reflection in the large, black glass that covered the entire wall directly in front of her. She was starting to panic … what had she gotten herself into?! … when suddenly the lights in the room dimmed and she felt the beast between her legs slowly come to life.

The sensations pulsing through her body hit her even more intensely than before as is wasn’t long before the girl had forgotten about her plight and found herself completely giving into her bonds – the leather restraints holding her body exactly as they wanted it and the machine, now operating without any remote control from its rider, teasing and torturing her like a cruel seductress who got off on explicitly Christi’s own sexual agony…

Though she had a hard time turning her head as wave after wave of pleasure assaulted her senses, she could still hear the reactions of the other women around her as they endured the same sexual torture that she had signed up for. She didn’t even know their names or their faces, for the most part, but their cries confirmed for her the only thing that mattered – each and every last one of them needed the machine’s special touch just like she did.

And although by no means was it easy on Christi for her first official group ride as it seemed to ramp her up and slam her down repeatedly just out of spite, it made clear at the end that in no way could she complain about it shorting her as the machine then proceeded to welcome her to the group itself by subjecting the last 10 minutes of her session to 100% power on both dials, leaving the blonde surprisingly grateful for her bondage by the time the hour was up as she had screamed more than ever into her gag and hung seemingly lifelessly in her restraints when Jane appeared by her side once more to bring her down and set her free.

“Next week we’re going to play with corsets and hoods – have you ever worn a leather bondage hood before?” Jane asked with a smile back in her changing room as she casually unbuckled each of the restraints one by one from around the girl’s limbs before next removing the posture collar and then lastly her ballgag. Christi’s eyes stayed near the floor as Jane then helped her back into her dress and gave her a moment to straighten her hair before directing her attention back to the steel chastity belt that for all but the previous hour over the past week had remained buckled securely around the girl’s sex.

Without a word said, Christi’s eyes darted from Jane’s to the chastity belt then back to Jane’s again before she quietly nodded and lifted up her dress while she hung her head to the floor. She bit her lip as she felt the cold steel pressing up against her brutalized pussy, wishing desperately that she could have but five minutes alone with her own body … yet as she heard that familiar click once more before Jane stood up, she knew that it simply didn’t work that way anymore…

“Same time next week,” Jane told her happily after walking her to the front door of the building, the two not exchanging a single word thereafter as the blonde nodded and smiled as she walked back to her car in the empty parking lot.

Overwhelmed in every capacity by the time she reached home, Christi would spent the rest of the weekend clawing at her nipples and humping anything that seemed relevant, though the chastity belt made clear that the orgasms that until a week ago she didn’t even know existed could only come from one place, and it was in her sex drive’s best interest to keep the girl chaste until seven days later when she would find herself cinched tight and bound even worse than before when it came time for her to ride again…

* * * * * * * * * *

After walking her newest member to the door, Jane returned to the elevator and rode it up to the fifth floor where she entered a lounge where numerous men and women mingled. Retrieving a drink from the nearest waitress and walking over to one man in particular who stood by himself in the corner, the redhead grinned as she asked, “So … was it worth the money you paid???”

The man smiled as he took a sip of his own beer.

“More than I ever would’ve imagined! I’m still amazed that you were able to deliver, but I’ve had my eye on that girl ever since she started working for us last year. I never could work up the nerve to go talk to her in person … but this is about a million times even better!”

The two stared through the darkened glass into the empty showroom that had been quite alive with activity only half an hour earlier, as all of the machines and the restraints that dangled from them now sat empty – the one that Christi Miller had occupied most directly in front of them.

“Do you think she’ll be back again next week?” the man asked as he finished his drink and handed the empty bottle to the waitress as he prepared to make his departure.

“I can almost guarantee it,” Jane told him with a wink as she took another sip from her glass of champagne.

“As long as you’ll be joining us again next week, are there any more requests that I can take under advisement for you???”

The man just chuckled.

“I wouldn’t mind driving one of those things if she’s going to be in the saddle!”

Jane smiled a sadistic grin.

“That can certainly be arranged.”
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