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   “I swear to god, it was this big!” Charlotte held her hands about a foot apart.
 
   Brenda smacked her friend across the table. “Keep your voice down. Next thing you know, you’re gonna have one of those frat guys sitting in your lap.”
 
   All three of Brenda’s friends indiscreetly ogled the young men at the bar.
 
   Karenne chuckled. “I hope they do more than just sit.”
 
   “You guys are terrible, lusting after kids practically still in diapers,” Q’isha said—finally, a sentiment Brenda could agree with. Then she pointed subtly across the restaurant. “Now those two! I could sure go for a tall drink of that.”
 
   “What, both of them?” Karenne asked. “The man and the woman?”
 
   Q’isha shrugged. “Sure. Why not?”
 
   Charlotte’s eyebrows just about flew off her forehead. “I didn’t think you had it in you, Quiche.”
 
   Brenda turned in her seat to get a better look at the pair. The man sure was a dish: dark skin, black hair peppered with greys, strong jaw, sophisticated in his starched white shirt. The woman was younger, Asian, slender, with long arms adorned in shimmering bracelets. Brenda’s admiration lingered along her wrists before cascading down the lengths of her dark hair. Her full red lips wore a stern, cold expression, but it looked good on her.
 
   The girls razzed Q’isha for crushing on a couple, but Brenda tuned her friends out when the woman across the restaurant met her gaze. Her distant, sullen expression transformed into a glorious smile.
 
   Brenda returned her smile tenfold. She couldn’t help herself. Something about her gorgeous, gleaming hair and the strong prettiness of her face made Brenda’s stomach burble.
 
   Warm all over, she blotted her neck with her black linen napkin and tossed it on the table. “I’ll be right back.”
 
   Without waiting to see if they’d heard her, she slipped out of her chair and marched toward the bathroom. The low lights made it difficult to see her reflection in the mirror, but maybe that was for the best. When she pictured herself, she saw a girl of nineteen, slim and fresh, gleaming skin and tight curls, flesh always wanting, always at the ready.
 
   Who was that woman in the mirror? Brenda splashed water across her face, but the bags under her eyes didn’t melt away. The wrinkles didn’t tighten. She was still the same, albeit somewhat cooler.
 
   The bathroom door opened behind her, and she straightened over the sink. Stiletto heels click-clacked against the slate floor, and Brenda felt each step like a puncture wound—in her skin, in her heart. She knew who was there, even before she turned around.
 
   “You’re making this very easy,” the incredibly tall, gorgeous girl said. “I should thank you for that, I suppose.”
 
   Brenda’s breath caught in her lungs. She didn’t know what to say, so she just nodded.
 
   “You know who I am, then?” the woman asked.
 
   Gazing down at her bejewelled purse and designer dress, Brenda searched her foggy mind. A celebrity of some sort? A model, most likely. “I’m sorry. I’m sure I recognize you, but I can’t quite put my finger on your name.”
 
   The woman laughed, showing a gleaming white set of teeth. “Well, I wouldn’t expect you to know my name. How about you call me Green, huh?”
 
   “Green?” Brenda asked, with a nervous chuckle. “Okay, sure.”
 
   “So, you’ll join me without a struggle?” Green raised one of her expertly-plucked eyebrows. “My partner is pulling the car around as we speak.”
 
   Brenda’s heart raced, because… wait, what was going on, here? She’d never been hit on by a woman. Or by a couple. This certainly was presumptuous. Even if Brenda was tempted, or at least curious, how could she leave without telling her friends?
 
   “I don’t know about this,” Brenda stammered.
 
   “Getting cold feet, are we?” Green slowly lifted the sparkling flap of her purse. “I would advise you to come quietly. No need to make a scene.”
 
   When Green pulled handcuffs from her purse, Brenda’s stomach dropped and she felt like a caged animal. What the hell was going on here? Was this stranger trying to kidnap her for some crazy sex game? She gripped the counter, and stumbled back against the side of a stall.
 
   “Come on, Mrs. Antonelli, let’s not play games.” Green took a step forward, and her gaze softened a touch. “There’s no need to worry. We’re not going to hurt you, Mitzi.”
 
   “Mitzi? Antonelli?” Brenda burst with laughter. This was all a case of mistaken identity. “No, you’re way off. I’m Brenda—Brenda Jones.”
 
   Green’s expression flickered, and then hardened as she grabbed her arm. “Nice try.”
 
   “What are you doing?” Brenda shrieked.
 
   Green swung her around and slapped cold metal rings around one wrist then the other.
 
   Her mind couldn’t keep pace with her body. By the time she’d told herself to react, it was too late.
 
   “I gave you the opportunity to come of your own accord.” Green’s nipples pressed into Brenda’s back. “If you choose to fight, better believe I’ll fight back.”
 
   “Why are you going this?” Brenda tried to scream, but her words came out in a whisper. “I don’t want to come with you. Please, don’t make me. I’m just out for girls’ night. Please, let me go.”
 
   As panic set in, Brenda saw herself from above. She floated across the ceiling as Green shoved her out of the bathroom and down the narrow hallway, past a payphone and a room marked Staff Only. Why were her feet moving so easily? If she just dropped her weight, Green would have to drag her, and she couldn’t believe the woman was really that strong.
 
   But apparently she was strong enough to force Brenda through another door and into a dark, dirty alleyway. Brenda’s floating perspective followed along as Green forced her through the open door of a black town car. When Green tugged fastened her into the back seat, she rejoined her body.
 
   “My arms!” Brenda cried, struggling against the strain in her shoulders and upper back. “Who are you? Why are you doing this to me?”
 
   A dark window came down in front of her, and a gush of new car smell hit her in the face. The man from restaurant met her gaze in the mirror as the car squealed out of the alley. “Didn’t my partner introduce herself?”
 
   They stopped—too fast—for a red light, and Brenda’s stomach lurched. For some reason, she didn’t want to get the pretty girl in trouble. “Green. She’s Green, she said. She did introduce herself, yes, but I don’t know who you are, or why you–Why? Why am I here?”
 
   She gave in to the onslaught of tears and hung her head, letting them fall unhindered into her lap. She could have used a little tenderness, maybe an arm around her shoulders.
 
   Green didn’t budge. “Come on, Mitzi. Get a grip. Enough with the waterworks.”
 
   “Green!” the man said. “Maybe she doesn’t know.”
 
   “Know what?” Brenda felt vindicated by his rough tone, but she had to figure a way out. “What’s going on? Why do you keep calling me Mitzi?”
 
   “What would you like us to call you?” the driver asked.
 
   “Brenda.” Why wouldn’t they listen? “My name is Brenda.”
 
   Green shook her head. “She’s not co-operating, Red. This one’s gonna be a tough nut to crack.”
 
   “We’re not cracking any nuts, here,” Red said. “Look what you’re doing to the woman, Green. Lay off for a while.”
 
   “Lay off the wife of a key player in a major crime syndicate?” Green sneered.
 
   “What?” Brenda had to laugh. “Who, Danny? You think he’s a mob boss? My husband won’t even cross against a light.”
 
   Green growled. “See, Red? Stonewalling us. They’re all the same, these mob bitches.”
 
   “Hey!” Brenda said.
 
   “There’s no need for that sort of talk,” Red told his partner.
 
   They had to be police officers, or special agents, or something. Green and Red must be code names. Why did it take her so damn long to figure that out? She was smart as a whip, when she was younger. Now? Eternal brain fog. 
 
   “Look, you’ve got the wrong person.” Brenda felt strangely calm now that she’d cried herself dry. “You’re looking for some Mitzi lady. Maybe I look like her, I don’t know, but my name is Brenda. Brenda Jones. Not Mitzi. My husband is not a mob boss. He’s just some boring old guy who watches TV and eats chips and barely gives me the time of day.”
 
   Oops. She hadn’t meant to say that last bit.
 
   The agents, or whatever they were, exchanged odd glances in the rear-view mirror. Green looked like she had a bright idea. Red looked like he knew what it was and didn’t want her to do it.
 
   “Can I see your badges?” Brenda asked, like it was an afterthought—because, really, it was.
 
   Red said, “That won’t be necessary.”
 
   If Green had answered, Brenda would have kicked up a fuss. But she obeyed Red. His voice was so deep and commanding that it resonated in her pelvis.
 
   As they sped across the city, Brenda marvelled at the ridiculousness of this situation. She felt like she was in a movie—a comedy about a middle-aged working wife getting abducted by FBI agents who inexplicably mistook her for someone else. It beggared belief, didn’t it? 
 
   Maybe… no, couldn’t be. For a split second, she wondered if Danny had set this up. Back when they used to talk about their sexual fantasies, her list-topper had always been a kidnapping. She’d never considered being swept away by law enforcement officials, but she liked the angle. Kudos to Danny, if this was his doing.
 
   No. How silly did that sound? Her husband arranged to have her thrown into a town car and abducted by Red and Green? Although, it sounded silly as a life event, too. Sounded like a dream. Maybe she’d sneezed in the restaurant bathroom and hit her head on that dark marble countertop?
 
   “Getting close,” Red said, closing the opaque divider.
 
   “Getting close to what?” she asked Green. Their eyes met, the woman’s striking beauty gave her a funny, tingling feeling.
 
   Green shoved something over her head—a bag, or a toque.
 
   Brenda’s centre of gravity shifted with the car’s every turn. Her blindness seemed to exacerbate the motions.
 
   The car came to a screeching halt, and Brenda shifted forward on the seat. Between her legs, a throbbing sensation took over. Arousal. She recognized it, from long-long ago.
 
   A door opened. Humid summer air stuck to her skin.
 
   Red said, “Quick. Let’s get her inside.”
 
   “Where?” Brenda asked as he wrapped a powerful hand around her arm and pulled her from the car. “Where are we?”
 
   Her feet met gravel. Rocks knocked against her hard soles, then the surface smoothed. A sidewalk? Driveway? Nope. The metallic digging sound of a key in a lock, then the squeal of a door opening. Dim light. Ugh, lemon cleanser masked the dense odors of mildew and piss.
 
   “Where am I?” Brenda asked, feeling panicked now.
 
   They didn’t answer.
 
   “Cuff her to the chair,” Green said.
 
   Her knees were bent and her arms poked through what felt like iron bars. Red unlocked the handcuffs and secured them again. It all happened too fast to process.
 
   When the thing on her head came off, her eyes adjusted quickly to the dank motel room: a boxy television chained to a scuffed dresser that would have gone out of fashion in the 70s. The bed was probably that old too, and she cringed to think how many bodily fluids had soaked into the floral bedspread.
 
   “I’ll call it in.” Red paced the room, pulling the curtains even though they were already closed. He swept his phone out of his pants pocket and dialled. “Safe on arrival.”
 
   Green stood eerily still, with her arms crossed beneath her breasts. “I’ve got your number, Mitzi.”
 
   “I’m not Mitzi.” At this point, she was even starting to question herself. Was she really Brenda Jones? Maybe Danny was a mob boss. Maybe she was Mitzi Antonelli, and she didn’t even know it.
 
   No, that was dumb. Of course she wasn’t. She shook her head.
 
   “Just tell us what Big Man’s up to,” Green said. “It’s that easy.”
 
   Brenda cracked up—they definitely weren’t talking about her husband. “Big Man?” Mmm, she could really go for a Big Mac.
 
   “Stop laughing,” Green said with a scowl.
 
   Red left the musty motel room to finish his call.
 
   Red raised her hand. “Are you asking for a slap, Mitzi? Is that gonna help jog your memory?”
 
   The word “no” caught in Brenda’s throat. Hell, maybe she did want a slap. She wouldn’t know until she felt it.
 
   “Fine.” Green smacked Brenda’s cheek. 
 
   Her face blazed and the heat bled around her head and down her neck. Brenda felt more awake, more alive than she’d been in decades. Present. Alert. In the moment.
 
   “Let’s start with the basics.” Green cradled one hand in the other. “Tell me your name. Quit playing around.”
 
   “Brenda.” She sat up straight in the hard metal chair. “Brenda Jones.”
 
   Green’s dark eyes blazed and her full lips drew into a thin red line. When her palm swept up in the air, Brenda braced herself for another slap. Waiting for the burn, she shut her eyes shut. Her whole body went tight, her jaw, her back, even her pussy. She clamped right down.
 
   When nothing happened, she opened her eyes.
 
   Green dropped her hand to her side. “No, that’s not going to work with you, is it? I won’t get anything out of you with cheap violence.”
 
   “You won’t get anything out of me any way,” Brenda replied. “There’s nothing to get. I don’t know any mob boss. I don’t know anything.”
 
   “Sure.” Green put on a sickly sweet smile. “Sure you don’t.”
 
   “I don’t.”
 
   Green nodded slowly. “You think I don’t know how to get it from you? I’ve got my methods, Mitzi, and let me tell you—I’m good.”
 
   The agent grabbed Brenda’s pants and yanked them down, underwear and all. Like a magician, Green pulled off her shoes, trousers and everything, all at once. 
 
   There was nothing she could do to cover herself, so she didn’t even try.
 
   “I think I know what’ll get you talking,” Green said, descending to her knees and pressing open Brenda’s thighs.
 
   Seriously. Had Danny set this up? Would he really have done a thing like that?
 
   Long fingers pushed into her pillowy thighs. Would an FBI agent, or whatever Green claimed to be, have perfectly manicured nails, painted red in a shiny shellac finish? Doubtful. And when Brenda had asked to see their badges, they’d said no.
 
   Look at her—look at that face. She was so wretchedly beautiful that just watching her lips part made Brenda shudder. She was probably a hooker—or a call girl, a high-class one. Maybe Red was her pimp. Danny had probably called them and arranged the kidnapping, the wild debauchery. All Brenda had to do was sit back and enjoy.
 
   When Green’s little pink tongue poked out, Brenda counted down the milliseconds before it touched her flesh. Her hair embarrassed her, but nothing she could do about it now. With her hands cuffed to the chair, she couldn’t even part her pussy lips. Green had to do that, too, opening Brenda’s folds with those shiny red fingernails.
 
   “Please,” Brenda begged. She didn’t mean to, but the waiting was absolute torture. “Please lick me.”
 
   “What’s your name?” Green perched so close the girl’s hot breath warmed her clit. It throbbed in time with her heartbeat. “Come on. Just admit it. Telling the truth feels sooo good.”
 
   She considered lying just to feel the soft press of Green’s tongue against her folds. No. She couldn’t. “Brenda. My name is Brenda Jones.”
 
   Green’s eyes narrowed. “Fine,” she snapped, and before Brenda could brace herself for it, the stranger’s face was lodged between her legs.
 
   Green splayed her pussy lips so hard her skin felt stretched to its limits. The agent’s soft tongue rolled like velvet across her clit, warm and wet, down her slit and back up. 
 
   “Oh yes.” Brenda hadn’t felt so juicy in years. She kept forgetting her hands were cuffed behind her, and trying to bring them around, run them through Green’s silky black hair. Oh, that cascade of raven locks. “I love your hair.”
 
   Green looked up, eyes wide, as if she was surprised Brenda had anything nice to say. She leaned back slightly, her tongue huge, elongated. No matter how far she bent, the tip still rested just below Brenda’s clit, nudging slowly, rhythmically. 
 
   “Lick me” Brenda, barely pushed the words past her lips. Brenda couldn’t break the hypnotic hold Green’s gaze had on her. In fact, she could hardly breathe.
 
   “Tell me your name,” Green shot back, almost without moving her tongue from Brenda’s clit.
 
   Would she get better lip service if she just pretended to be Mitzi? Mitzi… oh, what was the name? Antonioni? Something like that. She’d sound pretty stupid if she didn’t know her own name.
 
   “Please.” Brenda squirmed in the chair, trying to force her pussy closer to Green’s gorgeous face. “I need it. I need…”
 
   “You need to tell me your name,” Green growled.
 
   Brenda nodded. Uncontrollably. She just couldn’t stop.
 
   That must have been good enough for Green, because her pretty pink tongue went wild against Brenda’s clit. For a good few seconds, Brenda fell numb. She couldn’t even feel the strain of metal cuffs around her wrists. She melted into a pool of bliss, sinking to its hopeful depths, drowning in it.
 
   Agent Green flicked her tongue like a hummingbird’s wings, so fast.
 
   Brenda felt she could fly. She tried to lift her hips but… hey, was this chair bolted to the ground? She’d never been in such a cheap motel. Maybe they were afraid people would steal the furniture. A banged-up metal chair seemed like an odd thing to take. Although, who’d have thought anyone would be interested in stealing Brenda? And just look what had happened to her.
 
   Gripping Brenda’s bush, Green tugged her pussy lips apart. It hurt like hell, but it felt damn good, especially when the so-called agent sucked Brenda’s clit fully into her mouth. No, good didn’t even describe the sensation. It was rapture—hot as hell, but heavenly bliss. She couldn’t get over how warm Green’s mouth felt, how silky, how luscious. 
 
   She never asked Danny for oral anymore. She’d decided long ago that he had no discernable talent in that department. But she hadn’t told him that. Not exactly. What she had told him was that she idly wondered how it would feel to get licked by another woman. The idea turned him on. It made him hard. And, in truth, it turned her on too, imagining some gorgeous model or movie star between her legs. Turned her on like crazy.
 
   Now she didn’t have to imagine, because a beautiful woman sucked her clit like a little cock, pulling her bush out to the sides and just devouring her.
 
   The motel door swung open, and Red hovered over them. “Agent Green! What the hell are you doing?”
 
   Green’s head shot up from between Brenda’s legs. Her chin glistened. “Would you relax? I’m in the middle of an interrogation.”
 
   “I’m not on board with this.” Yanking Brenda’s top a little higher up on her belly, Red said, “My god, Green, would you look at that bush? I don’t want to lose my partner in a jungle.”
 
   Brenda’s cheeks blazed, but Green tittered. “What do you want me to do, Red? Shave it?”
 
   Opening his luggage, he pulled an electric razor from of its case. “I think that’s exactly what you should do.”
 
   What the hell was going on here? Had she fallen asleep only to wake up in the middle of a porn video?
 
   The handcuffs came open. She didn’t even struggle as the partners heaved her to her feet, clacking the cuffs back on as they escorted her to the bathroom. When Brenda caught sight of the filthy, falling-down crapper, her feet stopped of their own volition.
 
   “Get going.” Green shoved her inside, and she cringed to feel the dirty tile against her bare feet. “Come on, it’s better if you co-operate.”
 
   The agents shoved her down on the toilet, and every drink she’d had that evening caught up with her. “Could you guys leave me alone for a second?”
 
   Green glanced at the small window, and Red followed her gaze. “Not a chance in hell.”
 
   “Please?” She crossed her legs. It was incredibly difficult to sit on a toilet without any pants on and not pee. “I have to go.”
 
   “So go,” Green replied.
 
   “I can’t, with you watching me.”
 
   “Then don’t go,” Red said. “Now open those legs. Green’s gonna shave you bare.”
 
   His voice had the same hypnotic effect as Agent Green’s dark eyes. Brenda couldn’t resist. She uncrossed her thighs while Red sat on the edge of the tub, holding her knees apart. God, his hands were hot. And huge. Brenda’s foot started tapping, the way her dog’s tail always did when she scratched behind his ear.
 
   “Hold her tight, Red.” Green kneeled on the floor, leaning across Brenda’s thigh. She held the electric razor in both hands, like a deadly weapon. “Get ready for this, Mitzi.” 
 
   “My name’s not Mitzi,” Brenda said, but her words were lost under the hum of Red’s razor. 
 
   Green seemed to move in slow motion as she approached Brenda’s bush. She didn’t touch skin, not at all, just buzzed the tips of her pubic hair, sending ticklish vibrations all the way down to the follicles. God, that felt good.
 
   “Stay put,” Red boomed over the buzz.
 
   Brenda hadn’t realized she’d been wiggling until he called her attention to it. The handcuffs were on too tight, this time, and she kept tugging her hands to the side, making matters worse. All the while, Red clamped his hands on her knees and Green brought the razor ever closer to her cunt.
 
   The razor passed just above her clit. “Oh god!”
 
   “Don’t move,” Red growled. “We don’t want you hurting yourself.”
 
   “Okay,” Brenda whimpered, but it was hard not to move. Her thighs trembled as Green’s breasts pushed down on them. “Oh God.”
 
   “I think she’s ready to blow,” Red said, with a low chuckle.
 
   How was this happening so fast? That razor must be more powerful than her vibrator, because Green hadn’t even touched it to her skin yet, and she was already on the verge of orgasm.
 
   Or maybe it was the fact that two strangers were holding her down, half-naked, on a toilet in a grungy motel room. It defied her wildest dreams. No—it replaced them.
 
   “She’s gonna come so hard,” Green said, exchanging a quick smile with Red. “I can feel it in her muscles. They’re twitching.”
 
   “Yes.” Brenda whispered as Green set the razor at the top of her clear-cut bush. “Oh god, yes.”
 
   Tracing the buzzer down Brenda’s mound, Green said, “You like that, don’t you, Mitzi?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   The shaver mowed a clear path between her thighs, approaching her clit and then shying away. Little shards of hair fell all over the toilet seat and the floor, not to mention her thighs. Hair spread everywhere, and tickled her skin while the razor worked her into a frenzy.
 
   “Want me to keep going?” Green teased.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   Red gripped her shaking legs. Hard.
 
   “Are you gonna come for me, Mitzi?”
 
   “Yes!”
 
   With a self-satisfied grin, Green shaved closer to Brenda’s clit—so close Brenda worried she’d actually touch the device to her throbbing bud. Her groin buzzed with the razor. She felt warm inside, juicy and slick. A familiar weight pressed down on her pelvis, and she had to let go. She had to.
 
   It wasn’t until her stream struck Green’s arm that Brenda realized she was peeing on the special agent.
 
   “Fuck!” Green pulled away—though not far enough. “She’s pissing on me, Red.”
 
   “I’m sorry,” Brenda pleaded. She couldn’t stop it. “I told you I had to go.”
 
   Pee dripped from Green’s jewelled bangles as the agent stood to shake it off. “Fuck, it’s on my dress, too! How the hell did you manage that?”
 
   “Here, hand me the razor.” Red took it from Green as she stripped out of her designer dress and hung it over the towel rack. An FBI agent who didn’t wear a bra to work? Come on!—but Red only had eyes for Brenda’s pussy. The nearly-naked agent in a tight lace thong arched as Red pressed the buzzer between Brenda’s thighs, shaving that tricky hair at the crux of her leg. 
 
   “Oh my god.” Brenda tried to grab his head, and ended up banging her back against the toilet tank. “Ouch! Oh god, why are you doing this to me?”
 
   “Now you’re going to pretend you don’t like it?” Red shaved a horseshoe path around her clit and back down the other side. He worked the razor so close to her plump inner lips that her pussy screamed to be filled.
 
   Were they doing this on purpose? Bringing her a whisper away from orgasm, and then pulling back, making sure she couldn’t come the way she wanted to? Who would do a thing like that? It was so cruel.
 
   The shower hissed as Green pushed her thong to the floor. That little swab of lace twisted around itself until it rested like a ropey chew toy on the bathroom floor.
 
   “What are you doing?” Red asked, arching as errant streams of shower water soaked his back.
 
   “She pissed on me!” Green said, rubbing her naked body without closing the shower curtain. “Pass the soap, will you?”
 
   “What soap?” Red asked.
 
   “Isn’t there any soap in this room?”
 
   “Hold on. I’ve got some in my bag.”
 
   Green hugged herself in the shower while Red turned off the shaver and left the bathroom. “Cold water?”
 
   Green bounced around, rocking herself. “Obviously.”
 
   Her dark nipples puckered to points. God, you could put your eye out with one of those things. Clumps of shaved hair tickled her thighs. She wanted to see her pussy bare, and tried to prop herself up by leaning back, but the toilet tank started to wobble. She bent to the side instead, resting her shoulder against the tacky wall and heaving herself up.
 
   Green didn’t notice. The water must have been warmer, because she raised her arms in the air, letting the shower cascade down her armpits and across her bare breasts. Water was the cleanest thing in this run-down motel room, but that wasn’t the main reason Brenda helped herself into the tub.
 
   “What are you doing?” Green shrieked, spinning around so the flow struck Brenda square in the chest, soaking her blouse.
 
   “Wash me,” she pleaded, as Red returned to the bathroom. “I’m just–I need to come. Your mouth and then the razor. I’m so turned on.”
 
   “Cut the woman some slack, Green.” Red rolled up his sleeves. “Want me to unbutton that shirt?”
 
   Green glowered, reaching forward. “No, I’ll do it.”
 
   She worked the buttons roughly, shoving them through their holes so hard she popped one off. What a stupid thing to worry about, after being kidnapped and cuffed in a dirty motel room.
 
   Green opened her shirt and pushed the silky wet fabric over her shoulders. It hung from her arms, pulling her back. She leaned against the tile, trying not to think about the grime and the mould and god knows what else.
 
   Red approached the shower slowly. He gazed at Brenda’s black bra as shower water coursed into her cleavage. He’d been so controlled before. Now, if she didn’t behave herself, he might pounce.
 
   Handing a fresh bar of soap to Green, he said, “Give her a good wash.”
 
   The naked agent started with herself, drawing circles around her belly. Her golden skin was just gorgeous. And her breasts were so full and spherical, pendulous and perky at the same time. Brenda’s pussy throbbed. She bent forward, falling against Green’s chest, hoping and praying the agent could bear her weight.
 
   “What’s she doing?” Green asked.
 
   Red caught Brenda’s slick arms. “I think she’s after your boobs.”
 
   “I am!” Brenda lapped one nipple and then the other while Red held her up. The strain in her poor shoulders was definitely worth the sensation of Green’s breasts on her tongue. Soft alternated with hard. Soft skin, hard nipples. Such a sweet taste, like fruit. Her skin was magnificent.
 
   “She wants it,” Green said to Red. “You want it, don’t you, Mitzi?”
 
   Brenda nodded. She wasn’t entirely sure what she was consenting to until Red forced her to her knees. Kneeling was easier on her shoulders, but a wall of water met her face as the agent pressed it to Green’s crotch.
 
   Her pussy wasn’t shaved—not completely. A strip of short, dark hair at the front tickled Brenda’s nose as she traced her tongue between Green’s slick folds. Tasted like soap, but Brenda kept licking until it didn’t. She slid her tongue between the agent’s soft, labia, wishing she could use her hands to part them. 
 
   Sheets of water tumbled down Green’s front, filling Brenda’s throat, forcing her to spit, swallow, or risk choking. She attacked Green’s clit full-out. She’d never done this before, but her body knew how. Her tongue could lick. That’s all it took. Knowing how to lick, knowing where to focus her energy.
 
   “Holy Jesus,” Green said, grasping Brenda’s wet hair and tugging. “Keep going, Mitzi. I’m gonna come.”
 
   Brenda had never felt so jealous in all her life. And she couldn’t even slap her clit around because her hands were cuffed behind her back. God, she needed an orgasm.
 
   Green stole the spotlight, bucking wildly against Brenda’s face, smashing her juicy cunt at Brenda’s mouth. The girl was relentless, lost in orgasm, pulling Brenda’s hair and shrieking obscenities.
 
   “Give it a rest,” Red gently said to Green. “We don’t want her drowning between your legs.”
 
   Brenda felt both sad and vindicated as he hoisted her to her feet. It wasn’t until his cock whacked her hands that she even realized he was naked. Her heart jumped into her throat. She couldn’t swallow. Why did Green’s naked body turn her on, but Red’s scared the hell out of her?
 
   Scared or not, Brenda circled both hands around his swollen shaft and tightened them to fists. “Oh my god.”
 
   “There’s nothing like fucking a freshly-shaved pussy,” he whispered, pulling down the cups of her bra.
 
   Brenda swallowed warm water. She couldn’t open her eyes without wiping them, and she couldn’t wipe them because her hands were secured behind her back. Blindly, she hooked her chin over Green’s shoulder and arched her ass. When her breasts met the soapy incline of Green’s generous swell, her pussy palpitated.
 
   The slippery soap met her thigh while Red thrust in her hands. Brenda loved a good cock. She loved how the outside was so impeccably soft while the inside was hard as anything. A cock was a living contradiction.
 
   “I want your pussy,” Red growled, pushing her hands out of the way.
 
   “Okay,” Brenda gurgled, spitting water down Green’s backside while the spray pummelled her face.
 
   Green traced the soap between Brenda’s legs, brushing just below her shaved pussy lips. Close, but not close enough.
 
   “Please,” Brenda said. “Please touch me.”
 
   “Is that what you want, Mitzi?”
 
   “Yes!”
 
   Mitzi, Brenda, Mother Saint Therese—that girl could call her any damn name in the book as long as she got off.
 
   The soap slid down her hairless mound like it was moving on its own. Brenda had never felt anything so close to her body, so unhindered. It split her lips apart and rubbed the swollen flesh of her pussy, slowly, up and down.
 
   “More,” Brenda moaned, and Red responded with his dick. His cockhead found her slit and opened it, pressing inside, mushrooming between her plump, soapy lips. The suds stung when his cock took them deep inside her body, but the sensation dulled when Green played with her clit.
 
   “Oh god.” Brenda let her head hang over Green’s shoulder, and pressed their tits harder together. “That feels–”
 
   “Good?” Green asked.
 
   “Yeah,” she said, panting as the agent rubbed her throbbing pussy. “Good. So good.”
 
   Her knees buckled, but Red held her upright as he jammed his cock deep in her cunt. “Ooh, that’s hot. Gimme more of that.”
 
   Brenda stood on tiptoes, pushing her chest against Green’s slick tits while opening her pussy to Red’s ready cock. He rammed her. Hard. Hard enough to bang her against Green’s slippery body, nearly knocking all three of them to the bottom of the tub.
 
   But Brenda caught her footing and Green held her upright, and Red drove his dick even harder into her cunt. It panged. It hurt. Enough that she clenched her pussy muscles to keep him in place. Didn’t work, though. He drew back and pushed forward, filling her with cock. Didn’t hurt so much the second time, and she could only thank Green’s sprightly fingers for that. They worked her clit in slick circles, quickening her raging pulse, making her knees shake and her thighs tremble.
 
   “Fingers,” Brenda blurted, spurting water between her lips. Either the shower was cooling off a touch, or her body temperature was on the rise. “Make me come.”
 
   “We’ll make you come,” Red said, holding her hips and ramming her relentlessly.
 
   “More!”
 
   “We’ll give you more, Mitzi.” Green mashed her palm against Brenda’s sensitive, shaved mound. “We’ll give it to you good.”
 
   And then suddenly… wait, what was happening? Her shoulders met Red’s hard chest, and Green’s lips found her mouth. They kissed. Not just a peck. Really kissed.  Her heart raced as their tongues swirling together.  They sucking the air from each other’s lungs. 
 
   She’d never kissed another woman. It was everything she’d dreamed, and more.
 
   Brenda melted against Green’s body as Red’s huge hands found her breasts. Squeezed. His smooth thrusts worked up a long-forgotten heat in her belly, driving her closer to orgasm. His pelvis banged against her hands, giving her a jolt, but Green’s busy fingers provided relief beyond measure. Her pussy had swollen to a pulp against the girl’s hand. Together, the agents would bring her to a high she’d never experienced—but she wouldn’t show them her level of arousal, because they’d just hold her back as they’d done before.
 
   Biting her bottom lip, Brenda milked Red’s cock with her pussy muscles. Was he getting as close as she was? Brenda squeezed her eyes shut against the onslaught of tepid water. It needled her cheeks. As she tried not to breathe it in, Green punished her clit, splaying her outer lips and attacking the inner ones. She stood taller, squeezing her thighs together, trying not to whimper, trying not to scream. Her orgasm swirled in her belly, ready for action.
 
   “Yes!” Brenda cried. She couldn’t keep it in any longer. “God, yes. Fuck me… right there!”
 
   Green pulled her hand away, but Red grabbed her wrist and thrust it against Brenda’s pussy. “Finish her off, Green.”
 
   “No,” she said. “Pull out. She’s in the perfect state for interrogation. She’ll tell us anything.”
 
   “I’ll tell you!” Brenda blurted. “I’ll tell you anything you want to know. Just let me come!”
 
   Green cupped her mound limply, and Brenda did her damnedest to rub off on the meatiest part of the agent’s palm. Red pummelled her from behind, driving her into Green’s hand. Every touch shocked her system. She jolted forward, up, arching, putting a dreadful strain on her shoulders and the hands bound behind her back. 
 
   Her body was not her own. It belonged to them. Her cunt was Red’s property. Her clit belonged to Green’s fingers, and her tits to Green’s slick, soapy tits. Their three bodies bounced and grinded upright in the tub. Brenda lost herself in the threesome. For an extended, cloudy moment, she wasn’t even a person anymore. She wasn’t a body. She was just the energy exchanged between a woman and a woman and a man.
 
   Orgasm. Heat. Bliss beyond belief. Shaking and trembling and throbbing and–her heart stopped and she forgot to breathe. Something burst in her, like a popping balloon, and the sensation that soared through her veins was almost a visible phenomenon. She saw it against her closed eyelids, like scintillations, sunlight gleaming off champagne bubbles. Gorgeous.
 
   When Red pulled out, she missed him. Her hands found his cock, and he filled them with cum. Even then, she missed him. 
 
   Dizziness overwhelmed her, and she fell to her knees on the tub floor as Green stepped out and turned off the water. Where were they going? Both of them? Racing into the other room… 
 
   Ringing in her ears. No, wait—phones. The agents’ phones were ringing. Both at once.
 
   Brenda struggled to regain her breath, alone in the bathroom, hands bound behind her back, wet blouse weighing her wrists down. She hoped they’d come back soon.
 
   And they did, with a key. Red had his trousers on, but no shirt. He leaned across her back to release her wrists while Green towelled off and then collected her clothing from the bathroom floor. 
 
   Even when Brenda’s hands were free, she couldn’t move them. They locked back there. “What’s going on?”
 
   “You’re free to go,” Red said, rushing out of the room. Then, as an afterthought, “We’ll have an officer swing by to take you home.”
 
   “Take me…” Brenda smirked. Her husband, no doubt. Maybe Danny would show up in a rented uniform and lift her into his arms like a hero from a blockbuster movie.
 
   Green rushed into the bathroom, wearing a scowl. “Why didn’t you tell us you weren’t Mitzi Antonelli? You could have saved us a hell of a lot of…”
 
   “Green!” Red shouted. “Get dressed. We gotta jet.”
 
   Brenda didn’t understand. Was Mitzi a real person? Seriously—what was going on, here?
 
   The agents paused by the bathroom door. She’d like to think she meant something to them, whoever they were, but she honestly couldn’t read their expressions.
 
   “Bye,” she said, because she really didn’t know what else to say.
 
   They nodded, rather sternly, before leaving the motel room.
 
   Brenda sat in the tub, listening to the motel’s other occupants, shouting, televisions and sex. Lot of sex.
 
   When the feeling returned to her arms, she wrung her sopping blouse over the drain. Her mind felt so foggy. Like she couldn’t distinguish a dream from reality. The towels looked too grotty to touch, but she found an ancient hair dryer in the cupboard under the sink. She escaped into the task of blow-drying her shirt and, by turns, herself.
 
   There were two possibilities. Danny would show up at the door to extend this night of taboo fantasy bliss and she would know this was all a set-up, or an actual cop would walk through that door to take her home. Maybe he’d apologize for any inconvenience. Maybe he wouldn’t. Maybe he’d have his wicked way with her. Maybe there would be two cops, and they’d take turns, or share, or maybe…
 
   Over the deafening hiss of the blow dryer, Brenda heard a knock at the door. When the hinges creaked, she snapped her eyes closed. Her heart beat against her ribs, as if it was hammering its way out. She was too afraid to look.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
 
    
 
   Did you like this story?
 
   We hope so and if you did, won't you let others know by posting a short reader review? 
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   En route to meet her handsome prince, Princess Svana begs her butch waiting-maid Rosamunda for a quick cuddle in the great outdoors. Before Svana can say, "Identity Theft," the brute steals her royal apparel and marries her prince. The poor princess must take a job minding geese alongside an odd young man. Who will save her now?
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   Szuszu the former model has survived on women and scotch since she was just a teenager. All these years, she's had her best friend Babette by her side, but now that Babette is married and setting off on a world tour, Szuszu feels utterly abandoned. As a pre-departure joke, Babette writes up a silly and snide little personal ad, which narcissistic Szuszu posts in hopes of attracting a woman who looks just like she did when she was young.
 
   Naomi thinks Szuszu's post is hilarious -- what a great sense of humor! She can hardly believe the centrefold she stole from her dad's collection way back in the day is looking for love. It's not like her to answer a personal ad, but for the infamous Szuszu she'll make an exception. She thinks Szuszu looks fantastic, and Szuszu (who refuses to wear her glasses) thinks Naomi looks just like her. What could ensue but sex, love, and a whole lot of comedy?  
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